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PEGASUS WAS H-RE
Since CHALL :NGE has been designed to constitute one of the first
attempts in the literary field to encourage the writing of a new
kind of poetry best adapted to foreshadow and interpret the tre-
mendous implications of the Atomic Age, we feel the obligation in
our first issue to state a few of our editorials ideals for the ben-
efit of our readers, contributors, and subscribers.

Poetry because of its direct appeal to the human emotions and its
subtler asproach through the symbolisms, rhythms, and cadences un-
derlying all creation from the periodicity of the tides to the sym-
phonic sweep of the galaxies, has always led the vanguard of the
march of man from his first wild chant in the shadow of the cave to
the ultimate reach of his atom-powered imagination toward the con-
quest of the stars.

Poets have always been the prophets and the architects of the only
worlds worth saving, of the only lives worth living, of the only
dreams worth dreaming. Poetry because of its compressed atomic pow-
er, reduces to the least.common denominator of dynamic communication
ideas incommunicable in prose. Speaking in those symbols which con-
stitute the common mind-pool of the race, 1t is the winged steed
wvhich has carried thought beyond the barriers of the senses, level-
ing the walls of the improbabalities, shattering the axioms and draw-
ing the blue-prints of ineredible yet attainable futures. It has
held the lone torch of Freedom through all the cultural blackouts
when the spirit of man was at war with the powers of darkness. It
has rallied lone, lost causes to victory over hate and feap, and has
finally raised man from his earth grovelling to a vision of his
throne among the stars., And at long last the poet is beginning to
suspect what the stars have always known; "There is no force more
invinecible than a poet conscious of his power.

And when the moon lies prone beneath our feet, when Mars is a re-

born miracle for the Joy and the glory of man, when Pluto is only

a whistle stop to the outer galaxies of earth's expanding empire,

let us remember thisg let us read it deeply graven in the convol-

utions of the questing brain and carved upon ‘the imperial peaks of
the outmost reaches of creation -- PZGASUS VAS HERE !¢

And so today Avalon, as yet an almost legendary empire of the rising
poets of a nation that despite its alleged materialism, boasts more
that two million disciples of the Muse, hopes through CHALLENGT to
set the pace for a kind of poetry that will 1ift the mind of man




above the war hypnosis that leads the many to die for the few,

the young for the old and the fit for the unfit and turn our A
mental and material resources toward the building of « free
world from which the untrammelled mind can reach unward to the
congquest of the stars.

For if we can survive the perils of this hour and use ths nower
now given to our hands for the sowing of the sezds cf peace and
brotherhood, all space lies fallow for that sowing, al’l timec lies
open like the petals of a rose..

In resching outvard from the sphere of the well-known pcets who
have formed our nucleus of service to the cause of poelry, and
beyond that of the student poets who for some ten years we have
traired in the appreciation, writing and marketing of bettar poetry,
we realize tnat our expansion now touches the crbit of the daring,
fast growing and progressive realm of the thousands of science~fic-
ticn fans, readers, authcrs, publications and poets.

We know that we are striving to spark to a still greater flame, a
fire alrecady burning in the minds of carth's most dynamic drcamers,
of men who dreamed the atom before it became a nebulous tiacory in
the mind of science, before that phantom mushroomed into flaming
fact upon the nills of Hiroshima and that now, both glorious and
terrible waits upon our decision to usc its power for suicide or
for millennium. .

We are 1eaching out, in other words,to the Conquerors of Opace.
For you who drcamed that conquest and the weapons of that conguest,
who prophesisd the ships below the seas and the wings above the
world, arc the true Coaguistadores of the Infinities. Thoce who . =
tomorrow or a huidred years from now, will build the star-ships and

saill them from Venus to Betelguese, are your eternal debtors. For

ther woulid be forever visionless hed not some poet dreamed; had

noc scme thinker rcached out the fragile fronds of imaginatvion irto

the vrfortilized cells of science and brought those dreams to birth.

Therefore, CHALLEVGE salutes you, star-kings of the only ever-lastiug
emmire, the kingdem of constructive dreams, and challenges you to
gire vs vour best in pootry ard to guard the atomic fires of the
modein Mute chat is tended by the Sons of Peace, will burn forever.

When w2 ack vor £or nothing less that your best, we mean just that.
W2 wsk rou oo rementer that poetry is a great profession, that the
poel 1s a pronhet o1 tomorrow, an architect of today, a handmaid
of deetiny. Ve 2:% you to realize that while poetic talent may be
indborn, wiuile its scurce may be what men have called divine, that
tre channel whroush which that inspiration flows, must be made
smonth and norfest by serious training and infinite consecration; .
cr the product will do dishoneor to the Source, and men will be;
moved t£n scorn vy the shabb  escape mechanisms erected by the
inferis» craftesmen to disguise his laziness and his inadequacy.

We regrat the necessity of having to reject dozens of poems sub-
mitted to us for overy one accented and published in this issuc.
We realise that they ware sent Lo us with high hewes and in the
finest suiric of cooperation by poets, who like thousands of ouher



people, do not realize that poetry, like all other creative arts,
has its technicues, its racksrounds, its special and peculiar lan-
guage, itsg anclent ritualistic paceantry,and ite modern streamlined
economy adapted to our day and acce.

e apprecicte that in most cases where rejection wag necesggary, the
"rejectees" aocepted our comments in the spirit in which they wvere
given. They vere bigr enouzh to take it. They were willine to try
harder next time, they refused to surrender tecause of one rejection.
But what elge can one expect frou the Conquerors of 3Space?

In thiag connection we are reminded of a high-ranking officer ofWorld
War 11, whose putlisher uwould not accept a volume of hig poetry un-
t1l ite technicsal defects had teen eliminated by a competent critic,
Having teen gelected by the publisher to do this vork, and becoming
exasnerated by the slipshod craftamanship of my involuntary vietim,
I filnally wrote him, "If you command armies like you write poetry,

I tremble for the safety of the Republic.” He fired back, "You take
care of my poetry and I'll take care of your army, and you need not
tremble for the safety of the Republic." Be it noted that he was
divinely richt, for the Republicy :in some faghion, still survives.
3o does th:s officer's poetry.

Zince for the first year at least, we shallhave to nublish CHALLENGE
at a consideratle loss, and sinc§ e Wwigh to get 1t into nrinted forn
a8 coon 2g nogolkle to sive more Finighed representation to your work
e golicit your cooneration in tellins your friends atout us that

ve may tulld up our gsubscrintion ligt as quickly as nogsikhle. You
will note on another vme~e how you may gecure your own sutscription
free by doing this. 4s in the ceae of our glx-year-old magazine DIFF-
ERELT, official orzan of Avolon's interrational family of uriters,
you can denend on us to nive you CHALLENGE on or Dbefore its c¢eadline
of the 30th of June, Zeptemher, December and arch; to answer all
letters and £il1 all orders the day they are received and to accept
or reject every wmcnuscrint the davy it reaches our deslk.

We ask all nerfectionists to hear with us during our first year of
publicstion, remeuterins that the poeus ir the first fev issues, NOT
collectively speakirs te taken as a sriterion ol this editor'’s hichest
standarde or as finished poetic products. Hany of our poets arec tak-
ing their first plunce into an entirely new ty-e of noetry, and most
of themn uith the excestion of the widely nuklished ones who in thig
and the Tollowins issues have generovely contridbuted their work =g
gace-setters,ldo not as yet realize, as thev will later, if they

stick around”, that poetry is not achieved by gitting under a tree
anrd waltine for an ips-iration, Lut- that areztness in the art and
rublication in the test nediums can ke atfaired only by hard work,
gerlovg study, space-wide vision and by recdirc at leact fifty times
€8 nany nocms, rreat poems ~ ag they sttemnt to urite.

In cloginz, ue exrreses our deen apnrecistion for your courtesy, your
cooneration, vour susrestions snd your gincgrely expressed approval
of orr venture, all of which made it an ingpringtask to launch
CHALLEI'GE on the stormy wcters of the Atonic Aze. e shsll at 2ll
times welcome your constructive courgenta, snd we hone that you uill
feel free to conault us at sll tiﬁb@fon yourr »noetic problens.

' LILITH LORRAIVE




Duverne Konrick

There 13 a haunt
Where shaves hal
Where weird unea

THE HALF-WORLD
ed kingdon, Begide a twisted oak tree
f=human dwell, 3tande a massive throne,
rthly music In a2 hush gurcharced with terror,

Weaves its awegome gpell. The demon shapes fall prons.

There the monstrous shadows, The hugze black throne is mounted
In a strange moon's lurid zlow, By one you dare not nome,

Whisper of things unholy And his territle chilling laughter

No mortal man gshould know. Sears your soul with flamnme.

Linn Carter

Orma lMlcCormick

THE WIZARD IZLE

Once in a dream I sailed

Uncharted seas ako-rd a calleon

Yhose sllken sgils wvere filled bty magic winds,
And long we plied the breast of timeless seag,
Our rilded prow rode high the foany waves,

And gea zulls circled in ouvr frothy wake.,

We Poached at last that far-engorcelled 1lsgle

Where Thamshyd rules as King; we saw it glean
Acrogs the togsing waves, a Wizard Isle

Of green nist-m-ntled hills. A tay

As tlue ag vine. e sav the city rise

Before ug, zilded domeg touched with the sun,
And towers crusted with a thousand zems,

And socring minareto of burning -old....

This vas Khymyrium, that fatled realn
Vhere ancient Arir wroucht in living stone
The story of Eterrity.

THE ALIEN

What strange belief ig this that hids me hie

To that forgotten lgle where Devils trod?

What force is this that makes my thouchte telie
The ancient wisdor of an honsst God?

Wihen life and decth, immortal veilinas rent,
Impress upen my soul such pover and »ride,

Thet I seek cther gcals, emotions pent -

Can I Te called a coward if I hide?

Thy do I frequent this weird lonely dell?

Whot lures me? Doeg the hlackened nicht reveal
To mae the hidden depths of Heaven and Hell?

How could I worship distant zods with zeel?

I anovwer calls not heard Ly earth~born men,
Ard wonder, Will my race cowme haeclt azain?



Alan Donovan
PRINCE OF ATLANTI3

I Mnow I saw him once, Enardith from atlantis,

Epardith tsll and straicnt as a gwilt-Tlung spear;

He stood on the shore in the terrikle green twilicht,
And the white-lipred waves curled Tteck in snarling fear.

In spite of the stinging spray I sav him ¢clserly,
The arrosant hrow, the wild guick-gilver eyes,
The emerald mentle killowing from his shoulders,
The dolphin zrsce that nothing could discuise.

One moment he wes there -- then there wag nothing,
The wind ghrieked down the teach, he had disappeared,
Only fer out in the wster @ gudden whirlpool,

And deep in my mind 2 sudden knowledge leered.

T know they will rise from the sea, & areen~-clad army
Led ty Enardith from the ocean caves,

Atlsnteans grown wise gnd hungry for the gunlight,

And we shall make peace wilth them -- or ke thelr slsves.

When thst day comes, Oh Prince of drowned Atlantis,
I will surrender, kneeling on the sang,

For I saw wonder in your gilver eyes and wisdon,
And these have vsnished from our starviing land.

Vera L. Eckert
REFUGEZ3 FROM CHAOS3

They came fron esrth's black storm of cosmic doonl
To vega's fair aztoll, thece daring few;

And each was bound, as pilzrime, each of whon
Were of & race apart. For now they knew

Jurvival made them ore. The Curse of Cain

Was ended with their flight; thils wasg the dovn
Beyond the ebon vorld where hate had glain,

And here no wars had teen, nor weanong drawn.

The stars that shone on esrth ghone on them still,
But these, the refurees from chaos read

New wonder ir the skieg, new hope to fill

A dresm arisen from arn old world decd.

Dsriell Dunay WHEN?

When will the flying saucers land
With vigitore from space?

When we have killed each other ofl,
They are a pecceful raco.

They lister to the radio

Ard wait for nuclear fission,
They are a canny, frugal btreed,
Yo save their ammunition.




Felix E. Luck
JINISTER 8AUCERS

i
Up in sky,
Won't come dowvn,
Iiuch too high !
Prop or Jjetl-
Driven plone
Cheges then
A1l in vain ¢
Martain gpace-ships
Jome at laat?
Can't tell,
Mueh too fast,
Visltors
Out of space?
Come to kill
Human rece?
Kill us all
In one shot?
Would we know?
Reckon not ¢

John W. Jakes

MARCO CAIN
(A spaceman's ballad)
Marco Cain ¢ Marco Cain .
Ftriding in a jungle dawn.
liarco Cain ! Marco Cain ¢

Drums of Venus, thunder on.

Who's the trawny king of snace?
Great tig liarco Cain ¢

Ipit right in the sun's hot face).
Great tig Marco Gain.

For whom do lMalds of liercury cry

And liarg laids weep in nain?

{*tho drank the Deep liars degert dry)?
Hell, it's liarecc Cain !

Who will sﬁip from year to year,
Out to any vlace?
Who do all the snacedogs cheer?

Marco Cain, by space .

Mareet Cain 1 Moreo Cain !
Tamed the stara with atom roar.
liarco Cain ! ilarco Czin |

Drumg of Venus, hkeat no more.



Stanten ¥, Coblentz
THE TRAVELER

The traveler's handsz were gnarled, and white his beard;
Shadowed hls crater eyes, and stooped his rack.

"There i3 a world," he ssid, "Whose face 1z hlack,
Tar-rlcek frow fires by which her children zeared

Her fair zreen face,refore they disappeared.

And there 1s one where many a splre and etack

Collapse when zteel sutomatonsz attack,

With hill-long arms, mechahcal and weird.

"And one there is with shores of morning klue

And fields gold-petalled....But the tinder's dry.

And what ig thie with fuses,hooves and horn?" ...

"Oh, stop ¥" I cried, fear-shaken. "Who are you?" e..
The traveler pointed to the astar-flecked sky;

And when I looked more closely,he was gone.

Evelyn Thorne
THE VIZION

In soft gray cells within the gkull of man
The visgion zrew; steel tendoned arms to 1ift
The savage load from goaded human backs,
Electric nerves, precice to weigh and sgift
The unseen substance of the universe.

And so the great machines were born to free
The dream,and nindz of men are found <ermaine
To those ¢f zods. ITow we can hope to see

The subtle structure of all time and space,
To bulld with star-dust and to train our keen
Bright Zenseg on the grcane source of life.
Our loat divinity lles coiled in the machine.

THELMA ALLINDER
ZORCERY

Tne Aethers weave thelr ageless beauty where

I sail the cosmic tide, companion of

The starg,to fird a secret, perfect isle.

Tney watch and vlecg me ags 1 seek gbove,
communing spirit-wise, where naught 1is vile,
With thought that rermeatez all ftime and snace.
For one brief interlude I know all love

And sense tne wonder of thig mystic place.

Afgar Ioran
VACATIOR ZPOT

" 11

The earth is suech 2 guiet spot,
The men from Vernus said,

"They dropped a little hydro-bomb,
Ard everybody's dead."




L1l1ith Lorraine
UNTIL HE 3HALL DI 3ICOVER

The golden melds of Ganymnede vere mistresses of Pan,
In the 1Love-beulldered mornings before the ecrth began,
For Pan, the timelesg lover, fhrouch every star must roam,

Until he “hall discover the uvlne tenaath the foam.

He loved them in the morning, the malds with emerald halr,

Before our small gun's torning, he climbed thelr silvered stalr,
His little goat-Teetl tapping veat out their thin, gweet rhymes,
Their strange,mad volces mingled like splintered temple chlimes.

He watched the moons of Ganymede grow pale in orchid skiles,

He watched 1ts gtar-spawned empires die in lovelinese and lies,
He felt the maids of Genymede grov cold beneath his kilss,

Nor vet telieved that all the mods mugt come at last to this.

He left them in the half-licht when the sapphire flames had died,
When the eblhinc 1ife of Ganymede flowed outward with the tide,
And left uron the veaches tall cltles wyaghed in doom,

And the fragile dream-drowned maidens who 1ived beyond the tambe.

Beyond the crypt of passion, beyond the reach of pailn,
They walt the cool millennriums when Pan shall cone acain,
On slow but rhythmic ~oat~feet to climp the silvered stalr,
To drown the Last Futiiity inp wovea of emerald hair.

Earle Franklin Baker
FACE TO TUE 3TARZ

The urce gtlll comes when the sky-jets rirg,
Yhen a creat ship heads for lars,

Tt ig then that the far-off alrens aing

To csll me back to the atars.

Ag I watch tall spacemen hurry Ly

T think of my ghip acaln,

Apd a time=-loat rock in a rlazing sky
And the eves of six dooied men.

I feel the lure of red-rockets wink
As vasgt pover drivea me On;

I am Captain Kane who loves his drink
And the words of a alren sorg.

I make wmy way through dreams a-whirl,
Wherc the lLangorous Firens bloom;

And my sul is dead to an ecrthhourd cirl
Who kneels by a angceman's tomb.

The urge still comes when the rockets flash,
And o ~reat ghip cleoves the tlue;
My thoughts will ride with each u?ward dash
To the craves of my valiant crev -



James E, Warren, Jr.
I'LL A3K AND TAIT

Leaving the netal decrways thick on Mare,

By euch s moonlizht as its two moons zive,

We'll seek @ clearing in the glant ferns _
To stare at Barth. (I'11 take your hand to stare)

We ghall Te silent in the allen rizht,
Rementering our Journey down the asrk,

The horror of sueh loneliness 2P, long.

The landward lunge, the terrible new world.
We shall lean closer and vie 2zhall be nlad
e uere tozether in that other land
Flaring some Tifty million nmileg away.

"hot do you migs the most?" I'11 ask and wait
While for away the crested reptiles cough

And bellow bty the ranks of cold canals.

A wind will come and toss the ferns and glap
Their slinmy fronds together. In the aaves

Alonz the ocher cliffs the 8iching Ones,

Who gneslr gornehoy with gizhe, will treathe and say
Their sad and silver legends in the dusgk.

4nd then you'll weep; ard, "Dogwood hlooms 4" you'll say.
Helen Harrington.

ALWAYS THE WE.RY CONTE3T.

Poiged or 1 gleamin~ stan len of the Here ang There...

They stare st esrth A curious race...

And »onder what ve are Feverishly nrevare

And weirh our worth. To ravigh space.

Perched on our gpinrine slobe, But -- tell me ~= when we neet -~
We stare at then Tell me -- what then?

And gneculate and niroke 111 it be var, defeat,

Their strateren, And vwar again?

YOU ‘WHO WRITE THESE LILES
DARIELL DUNAY

You wvho write these linee today are cenquerors of space,
Thouzh you nay never walk the moon or ride where comets race,
For who has dared with pen of flame to trsce the starry track,
For gilver shine of futuremen hag Leen t- liars and rack,

And vhen you drean of thinge to do that thing ie goneday done,
For He who dreared the Universe ang forsed sach filery sun,

Has throued the dres-er high above the realms of time and

nlooe

You vho write thege lines today are conquerors of gspace,




Olive V. Apnlezate

EXILED

There wag a day when men vere gods,
Mot bound upon the carth.

They werc the lorde--dinmensionlesg--
Of time, and gnace, ard tlrth.

There wag a day, an ancient day,
“Then ninds of nen vere frec;

Until the creat Agarth, in race,
"Tranned them in nyatery.

‘There was’a day vhen men vere gods--
I knew A~arth, The Great &

I saw hig ship trail Tire through space
And called his neme too lstc.

But first he stood in anger there
Upon our nlanct's rin,

And rolled the nolseless thunder down
Until all thought grew dim.

He left a firec, he loft a Tog,
He left a sccrct curse;

And etill men Tulld gsreat staring eyes
That »nry the univcrse;

And nen ctill look toward the east
And scarch the endless night,

And think that every nagsing star
Iz Argarth in his f1icht.

Felix E. Luck
ITAR-CGAZING

I've gazed into the sky for hours on end;

I've watched our sister nlarets rise and set;

I've thought and thought of how these worlds nicht send
A messazc we would get.

It has to happon sonc day if there sre

Inhavitante on plancte of the aun,

That travel round our radiant golden star -
It ginply rmuet be done.

It's possikle that lartians mizht exist;

Venugians on Venue atill could to;

Vast palnects that arc mostly frozen nmist
IHizht even ke the key.

And as I gaze there always comes the thought

That any day a neseage micght cone through;

And we ghall know at last vhat planet zought
Our earth anmd Tound it too.

Daricll Dunay

UHCHARTE

Wle can mecagurc the planctes and weich them at will,
But the nind with the yardstick is mcasurcless agtill.
Te mcy T.shion machines that are swifter thon light,
But the nind of the Thinlker ig shrouded in night.



Emill 4.

A SOLILOQUY
Where did you spring from,
Ayran rece?
With your fair body
And proud face?

Did the sun lend your hair
Its golden hue,

Did the sea give your eyes
Their cobslt blue?

Who forged your ginews?
Who gshaped your brain?
Who made you mester

Of wind and rain?

Bending the lichtning

To do your will;

Blddings its potency
Increase or stang DI o ove

Guardine the atom,
Concuering space -
Decoying, destroying
Each lesser race.

Frank g, McNamar

Lucrezia Reynard

TIME I3 A HIGHWAY
Tine 1s a highway,
Where all worids pass,
Or time 1s a3 shadow
Upon a zlass.

Some take the left turn,
Some take the right,

Some take the strange roads
Into the night.

Nations and planets,
Monsters and men,
Travel the highway
Again and again.

Sometimes a world gplits
Mountain to coast,

One is 38 new world,

One 1s a ghost.

Earth will you travel,
Whére trave worlde pass,
Or be only a shadow
Upon a glass? -

THE MIND 30ARS FREE

Each nirht I co

Thaet Plaze in

ntemplate the starg
glory in the sky,

And lonzing like a rocket tlast,
Lifte me to where their glories 1ie.

And then my sou
Anong the snher

1l is fres to roam,
e¢s of Plazing light,

Each one a sun thsot dwarfsz our own,
A cognic furnace burning bright .

But when I wak
To find the treathles

en bound to esrth,
g teauty fled,

ITo dawn--orn JOys can compensata
For dreams that haunt my m-~gic bed,

For there ny soul
Beyond the thrall

goarsg far and free,
of earthly targ,

And there ag11 mortal tarriers yield

To hinm who walks among

the stare.




IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENTS

We shall be glad to cxchange CHALLENGE with any Fanzine whosc cditor
requests it. Please make it official by writing us to that effect -
if you wish to exchange. We arc deceply appreciative of the cooper-
ation of the many cditors who have already put us on their cxchange.
3k 24 vf o 3 e 3 3 oK ok 3k 3K ok sk ok 3k ok ok ok dk ok 3k s o ok ok ok Ak
We shall also be happy to give a five line announcement to any Fan-
2ine who will accord us the same courtcsy. Je suggest that you
give us the name of your magazine, its address, name of cditor, and
general type of rcading material, Also mention if you use poetry.
3k 3k ok 3k afe 3 3 < ke 3 ok ok ek 2k o 3k ok ak ok 3k ok ok ok ok ke ske kK
PRIZE! PRIZE!
We are offering a $5.00 prise for the most constructive letter re-
ceived before July 30 telling us what we can do to improve CHALLENGE.
Don't think of new ways for us to spend money, for until our subs,
meet us at least half-way we can't do it., But be a real genius and
tell us how to give you a better magazine with what wetve got. Dont't
remind us of our typogra.phical errors, that's too late, and we aren't
Manly Banister. And don!t ask us to lower our literary standards,
or to raise them beyond the ability of this whole new field of poets
to mect until they fully rcalize that poetry too has its techniques
which they must learn to mect our CHALLENGE, . Anyway here's $5.00
that says somebody is a genius.
3 ok ok ok sk ok 3k vk ok > %k 3k ok K % 3k Ok sk ok ol ok sk kol 3k ok ok ok ol ok
AND THERE'S A YEAR'S FREE SUB. TO CHALL :NGE._ for any one who brings
us threc subscriptions, not inecluding his own.
sk >k ok 2k ok ok 3k 3k ojc 3k 3k ik 3k sk ok ok sic ok 3k ok sk ok sk ok ok 3k ok e o
AND DON*T FORGET we also publish DIFFERGENT, a literary "slick" with
a six yecar dateline, which circulates in every statcec and in several
foreign nations. DIFFERENT is the official organ of AVALON which
trains morc than 400 poets each year in the elements of versc-writing,
helps hundreds of them to securc quality publication and gives its
instruction free to those who arc members of the organization, who
subscribce to its magazine and who secure the text books., Beginning
with the July-August number now off the press, our fiction depart-
nent will use only science-fiction and fantasy. Per copy 35¢, per
year $2.00. DIFFERENT, Rogers, arkansas. ‘
% 3k ok ok ok ok 3k ok 3k ko ok ok %k Sk sk dic ok 3k o ok ok Ak ok
Please make out all checks and money orders intcnded for CHALLGNGE,
to DIFFFRNT, as our bank account is carried that way, and addrcss
all correspondence to DIFFTZRENT, but indicate on the manuscript
that it is intended for CHALLEINGE. This makes it easier on the
postoffice,
MYSTIC ART
By an artist-devotee from the "Templc of light.® Modern art of a
completely new kind., Strange and beautiful. Done in many colors.
EXTRORDINARY FANTASY AND SCIENCE-FICTION ART!
Positively the most macabre and the world's weirdest Art. The
strangest art of mystery and horror! Four distinect types of art by
an artist whose range is considered "impossible." Highly praiscd
by outstanding art crities and connoisseurs. Reproductions and
orlginals at reasonable prices.
RALPH RAYBURN PHILLIPS, 1507 S.W. 12th Avenue, Portland, Oregon. O
) . ok e 2k o ok ok sk sl Sk ok ok ke oK ke e ok ok ok ok sk ok ok ok ok
VERY IMPORTANT:Those who submit manuscrints to CHALLENGE are re-
quested to please observe the professional ethics of sendinz a
stamped addressed return envelope, business gize, with sufficient
return nostage with each submission, as your editor for the first
year at least must maeet g conslderable deficit promoting vour noetrv.
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Norm 3tarer- -
SACRILEGE

4 million gtars and ore have shone
Uvon this tinelees nlain.
Their glory lies inherent wherc
No honds of men n»rofane.
Thig dust has lain for years and will
Continue to rem2in,

If Han willl pasas it by.

But blind to simple beauty 1s
The nind of modern man.
His hot-dog stands now desecrate
The place where waters ran --
The lartiand& ~rect canals are torn
And tuisted from theirplan;

Man did not pose them LY.

Yot there are other gacred spots
7ithin this universe;
They hold their beauty close against
The fTinal man-made curge.
And evermorc the silent gtars
Thall bitterly converse;

Man will not pasa them LY.

Ruth Welnsteln
ENIGLA

liyriad stars like rcaconeg of licht

Ponaird-1like slashed throuch the ebony night,
Ipell-tound I watched as 1n licht-sped race

We jetted throuzh chortlegs and meagurelegg 2pace.

A% last, oh, at laat, the voyage wac done,
4s ve sichted o world with a ~lorious sun,
Ané emerged from our perilous tryst with Tate,

3ut alae,too 1lste & Too late ! Too lote &

For I cazed on a shambles of carnage and de&ath,
Where nothinc could breathe the poigorousg oreath.
The dread redistions of man-made ghells,

Thot hod hurst with the screan of & thougand hells.

Bones rose in nyranids chostly walte,

Yhat horror had spoured this cruegone gicht?

Towers leaned on one side, nits on the other,

could it e that trother had twred a~aingt brother?

Yo from a world of Teauty and pover,
What cor we know of your terrible dovier,

Oh plonet cslled Terra, ve journeyed to geek,
You hold a zrim gecret -- I wigh you could sgpeak.




Helen Deid Chase
GROWING PAINS

Man, a child-god grasns for nlanets, bubtles in the sun,
Reaches for the twinkling gtar-zlobkes; let him have his fun.
Galaxles are schools to teach him what a god should know,
Shining toys are ctrung around him, coaxing him toc grow.

Let him point his spaceships sliyward, etarchine in his eves,
Never bother if he stumbtles, he ig sure to rise.

Bear with all his little failings, godhoodfs growing pains,
All too soon he'll Tind that losses bhalance up with zains.
Zoon he'll take his turn as teacher, tolerant and mild;

Let him have his fun and danger vhile he's still a child.

33lly Pepos

OUT OF THE VASTNESE
Out of the vwastness the Dizk-Men cane
Switfer than licht-years, time or sound,
2licing the voids with a knife of flame-
A burgeoning world the Digk-llen found,
But horror replaced thelr first surmise,
And they flashed away from the world of men,
And never in sight of our war-torn skies,
Will the Disk-men come with their dreams again.

Alwyn Coristine
AFTER ALL

Why nuzt your subtle hands caress my brow
Aalina of Arcturus, day by day?

I lie with eyelids closed and resting. Now,
You seek my will by frazrance to betray.

This mantling zgulse precludes ny takinz flizht
With you throuch stellar space where Beings stray
With whom I cannot claim ascendant riczht

Into the sphere that lies licht-years awey.

Be pleased to go; Obseesion strangely fair,
Ceding nc sleep wherein to lave the mind

O0f thought of you, awakened. I tut care

For a soul-comrade of terrestrial Zind.

Ken F. 2later
THE WAITING GOD

Choked with dust, the temple sates -
Within them yet, a god awaits;

For there nerhaps will come a day
When one last pilgrin knecle to pray.
To him rewarding the faith he kept
The god may give the tears he wept.
Tearg of a god, a drink divine,
Inmortal life forever thine.



Michael Deidngelis
THE CAZTLE

' High or a marble hill it stood,
Outlined againet a milded sky;

.. A castle built of sandalwood -
lhere none shall ever die.

Of ebony the sates were wrought,

By demons old and wise;

And Chimerae far worlds have souzht,
To build the halls of chrysophryse.

I saw then in a tarmiashed drean,
Thot all that glitterand display,
Crumpled in the bright aky's gleam -
And vanished in one crystal day.

PR (oL R TR T KU BRI <ot R N S M R | ST LI O T

And that’s all the poems folks, all the acceptable ones that we received.
e think that moat of them are pretty good for a start and we hope you
will agree with us. We've triedto be nice to everybody and at the same
tlme impress unon our poets that they must send us their best, that our
standards must be those of increasing excellence. You can't buy your
way lnto CHALLENGI by subscribing, as we're not making any money out of
M this venture,we're only trying to inspire the writine of fine poetry in
this new and challenging field. But you can eventually write acceptable
poetry of the kind we would be proud to accept, 1f you will READ Ghsll-
and study the diction, style and thought-content of the best poets app-
earing therein. And now a few sugzestions for the improvement of your
poetry that will bring it nearer to professional standards: Do everything
pogsible to increase your vocatulary (since words are the tools of ideas
and of thought), by reading the best poetry of the nast and pnresent.

Avold trite and over-used word combinations such as ¥ou gee in the tons
1 of medlocre verse that appears ad naseum in publications whose editors

themselves do not realize the harm they do such poets by letting them

appear 1n publiec with their literary petticoats showing. Use rich and

exotic, or darins and dynanmic imagery instead of literal, reportorial

factual stotements which telong to the realm of prose, avold preachinesas,
phllosophizing,and moralizing. The great sermons are preached in poe-
try, the greatest philosophies expounded by subtlety and the indirect
approach. Do not use obsolete English like "thee and thy," ere, o'er
'neath, 'tis,'twas, fain, methinks, forsooth, etc. and 70 easy on the
oh's, ah's and lo's. Use the BEnglish of the year 1950, unlegs you are
@ time-troveler. If you are serd for our text kook, THE LO3T VWORD, and

let us bring you up to date. Always write on letter gize naper, in a
buslness-gize envelope, with your name and address in upver left hand
corner of your ms. and enclosed a businegs gize folded, stamred return
envelope with your addregg‘qnqhggrs‘;phppgypgg?er pPlaces,

v
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All honor to our cover artist, the well-known delver into the realms
of the weird and fantastic, who has given to CHALLENGE its cover for
some time to come. YOu will all adm.t that Ralph did a crand job, and
Wwe hope you will call on him for your illustrotive needs. And oh,yes !}
THERE'Z A TPRIZE OF 33,00 for the best poem that we receive not later
than August 30, interpreting the meaning of this cover in the poet's
own way. The winning poem %will bte published in CHALLENGE. VThy not
gend us a poem on the cover and submit three others at same time? L.L.




THE NBKROMANTIKON

Amateur Ilacazine of 'eilrd and Fantagy
1905 Ipruce Avenue Kangag City, 1, Mo.

Amateur weilrd, fantasv, and science-fiction manuscripts welcomed.
Atout 5,000 words h*eLcrﬂed any treatment. ZJhorter or lonzer mater-
ial consgidered. Payment only by free copy containing work. If mster-
1a1l is vnacceptable we tell you why-=offer suzcestions and help re-
work, orly if reguegtede Also use weird and fantasy art-work, btlack
ink only, suitakle for renroduction by line-ercrsvinc nrocess No
color, wacgh or tone effects. I gueg 1 and 2 avai1ab1e at 254 a CODY e
Yecr gubscri~tion, 4 issuves, 31.,00. Manly Banister, Editor.

B Lk R T T e R TR e
THE AIERICAI® SCIEICEH#PANTAIY 30CIETY.,...The nation's most vrogressive
ingtitution of 3TFantagy wishes many members of creative abilities to
nartelie of ita activities. Jervices such: Low-Rate IF Book 3Jervice,
lanuscrint end Literary Depsrtnent, Iwanpinz end Correspondence, The
Circle Letter Cluk, Zhaver Mystery Deportment, and others coming 1n
the future, are all part of A.S.F.S. privileces. Also we'll msrket
your ms. to prefegsional 3F 'zines & edit them on small percentages.
Write to C,Thomas Beck, 7319 3]vd E st North Bergsn, NJJ.

AR B L T O R R LD TS
BLACK NIGHT 14 g forthcoming mimeographed anthology of fantagy-alc~
ence-fiction=-vweird noetry to e edlited and nuklished by 3tewart
llechette, 3555 Edigon, #E, Q1llsdale, Jan lateo, California. Zend
Hr.llechette your hest noetry in thgse fields, elther nublished or
unputlished, The former must te accompanied by reprint mermission from
both euthor and previous publisher. Poems must be gent immediately
as the desdline 1s near. Poets hogseworl ig accepted will receive a
free’ ‘copy ..
LR R 1 L I KO BB WIS KEAE R Kh bt [ s T o SRR 8 - 13 b (b KE L HDRGRIRIE L LR Ll L B L S e S L k8 L DRI R I S it

AVALON PREZ3 PUBLIATION3I

411 orders for Avslon tooks nust ke addressed to DIFFERELNT, Rorers,
Ark. and all Vhecks or mancv o*der'q mcae out to DIFbED“FT on1y
SR R e e S E S P T BE 2 S 5 S KRS #4 vt T KL FES R NE S HE o rEER- bkt
THE LO3T WORD ty L*’itn Lorralne and 'ﬁrijane orris Prlce 52 50
Thig is the f"ﬂous comrined poetic dictionary and noetry text from
which Avalon trsins more than 400 poets cach year who have achleved
wide pulklication after talkinc the free ingtruction course offered to
all Avalon memkers and subscrivers to DIFFERENT, who avail themselves
of this Text and the persgonality text,CHARACTER AGAINST CHAO3,(alsgo
$2.50). THE LO3T WORD 'as compiled to meet both the vocatulary ghort-
are of the cverace American poet who teccuse of our presented rotot-
creatinc and idea destroying educatil nsl gystem is limited to geveral
thouveand viords, 1n-dequate to exnregs the implicetions of the atomic
a~e, Thedements of noetry technique 4re algo civen in prt two of
the Text, e1ements without which no poet can achieve quallty nublica-
tion. If you cen't find tiie for the course, order the text anyway
and lesrn to te your own cr*n*c.
LET THE PATTERNI BREAK,Price 53.00. The complete poetical works of
Lillth Lorraire, in o Leautiful de luxe volume cortairin~ five of
her previously publighed btooks comrlete 83 well aa m&ny noems pre-
viovs un-ubklished in btook form. Thig book ransing in subject matter
from her widely reprrinted Poesque anrd fantagy noems to masternieces
of gatirc and philosonhy with deer wmetachysical trends has received
the acclaim of nctionally know critics and reviewers.
TAPEZTRIE3 IN TIIE, ty Evclyn Thorne, An unusual collection of poems
gtrons Ir lmacery and power, nost of which are exotic nicture poema,
that follow the gtream of time fro: Lao Tze to the atomic a-e.
The prrice is only FIFTY CENT2. ZJend 211 orders td DIFFERENT.
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