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Qkay, I hate to do it. I hate ¢to raise the price again, But
costs have made 1t necessary. This issus ~- effective right now --
DQ's price rises to 25¢, 5 for $1,00, We hope you think the mag's
worth it; we've endeavored to put together an 1ssue that would be
worth a quarter. Two bits is high for a fanzine, we realize; but it
is hard on the fanzine's publisher if he has to stand the colossal ex-
penses of publication with little return, so the priece has to go up,
like it or no. The decision as to whether DQ is worth it 1s up to you.
We sincerely hope we've managed to put together a publication that we
and you could be proud of, ## Subscriptions received prior to this is-
sue's pubiication will, of course, be . honored at- the old rate,
and previous subscribers will still get all they paid for.

Don't inquire for back issues, people. There isn't a back issue

in the house. DQs #1, 2, 3, 4, and 5 are sold out completely. Sorry,
but that's the way it is.

More or 1less in line with the first paragraph above, this issue
takes another big step forward from a format standpoint. We're up
there with +the best in format now, and congidering that there are no
other mimeoed fanzines now in publication which make full use of the
advantages of the mimeo technique, this would seem to be plenty okey.
Let us know what you think of the llttle plcs scattered thru this is-
sue, the golored pictures, and the like. Great thanks to Burbee for
passing along the Rotsler pictures, plus a lot of other material, on
the demise of Shangri-L'Affaires; for obtaining paper in Los Angeles
for us; and for general good will as befits a sterling gentleman.
Thenks to Len Moffatt for getting us colored inks, to Fran Laney for
Tigrina's poem in this issue, to Rog Graham for obtaining stencils in
Chicago. Thanks to Con Pederson for some gratis, unasked-for plugs.
If I've forgotten someone, sorry; thanks to everybody for swell coop-
eration and genseral patience and forbearance.

Oh yes -~ I almost forgot to give public thanks to W, E. R. Craw-
ford and his wife, Hildred, for some local positive publicity, in the
Banning lLive Wire, which they own. W, E. R. has been reading stf lone
ger than LiZvansg; among other things, he knows Hugo Gernsback and did
know Talbot Mundy personally,

And finally, the HPL. material promised in the last issue will be
postponed 1indefinitely. If anyone 1ig interested enough to ask why,
I'll] be glad to let him in on it., The thing smacks too much of per-
sonalities to discuss hers in pudblic. I will say, however, that Stu-
ard Boland deserves & public apology for the way I manhandled him in
the last "Gas Jet".

Don't forget to write your comments!

(I xal

il X ==Don Wilson
- L,
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It is a sad commentary to note that the DQ poll will be emasculae
ted next year, shorn of its "worst fan™ classification due to the pro-
tests of sundry unnamed individualss The attitude thesse persons mani-
fest is just another of the many proofs that for too many fans the mi-
crocosmos is not a hobby but a way of life, a way of life in which
they can find compensation for their unsatisfactory existences.

What 1s the purpose of a poll, anyhow? Is it a great drum«thumpw
ing exhibition, in which the Dunkelbergers an& Coslets can wallow on
the floor iu the vicarious orgesms brought on by seeing their names in
print? Do the takers of polls go through all that work and expense
Just to help some fuzzhead find a momentary nspenthe? I don't think
SO,

It 1looks to me +that the purpose of & poll must he to show the
different pecople participating just where they stand in relation to
their fellows. It cannot do this if it is limited only to praise. A
year or so ago, Charles Burbee conducted a fanwlde poll, For his work
in publishing Fanews, Walter Dunkelberger received a large number of
favorable votes. Had the poll been restricted to ego-boo, Dunk would
have shone out as a pretty well-thought-of fellow, on the strength of
the constructive part of his activity. But due to a variety of causes
-- mnmismanagemnent of his NFFF office, his unjustifiable feud with Jack
Speer, to name a couple ~- Dunk also received an avalanche of votes in
the worst fan division, enough to erase almost his entire total of fa-~
vorable votes and leave him with no standing to speak of in the final
tabulation, Wasn't this conducive to a much more accurate final list-
ing?

Praise 1is meaningless unless it is tempered by criticism. TFor
the person who is really trying to put out en interesting and enter-
taining fanzine, a bunch of votes for worst fanzine will probably do a
lot more %o guide him than his merely being ignored and thus placing
very low on the list, For the person who sincerely means to get along
with his fellows, a few "worst" votes should act as a salutatory warn-
ing that some of his actions are not much to their liking,

And when we consider how little any fan poll can possibly mean,
it seems pretty indefensible to protest againgt this innovation of the
"worst fan" votes, & category which has been added only comparatively
recently as polls go. It ig the first step toward trying to make the
polls somewhat more meaningful.

It would be interesting to read the names of those who pyxotested

against this category, and see how many times they have been given
votes for "worst™ on some poll or another,

=3



(==—=)HE CSFS MEETING wag acheduled to conveme at 8 o'clock in Jimw

|1V my Matthews' den, but at 7:45 I arrived at his house to find
” the whole membership bunched on the front porch, staring qui-
' h etly toward the east where the moon was rising. Except for
\'/, sSome scattered "Hi-ya's" and a "Hove a gseat for the big show
-- here on the bottom step!" from Jimmy himgelf, the group tocok 1lit-
tle note of my arrival, Undismayed, I piunked myself down between
Jim and Gil Donovan and tilted my gaze parallel with thelrs;, I knew
what they were watching.

Coming over on the streetoar, I had seen the moon rising preg-
nantly from the city's haze, It was the kind of a moon we used to
have as kids when we ganged up to soap windows and swipe trasheans
and push over puthouses -- a real pumpkin orange, saucer-size Hal~

e



* Illugtrated by John Grossman:

lowe'en moon that stuck out against the luminous sky like an egg-
stain on a tablecloth, There was one difference: this moon had
three little 1lights +twinkling sharply in the midst of its serene
yellow face, Signals from the Regals expedition!

I turned away from the moon and gazed on the upturned faces ar-
ound me, Here were the happiest guys in the werld, 1 thought: sci=-
ence fiction fans witnessing their most cherished dream coming true,
For history had been made that day, June 19, 1950, Brian Regals'
lunar expedition -~ flying the first piloted space-rocket, the As-
gard =- had '"hit" +the moon, landing uneventfully and setting up
three mighty signal ©beacons that beamed news of man's conguest of
space back toward a thrilled Earth.

Most of the faces surrounding me were smiling or were definite-
ly pleased in expression. I looked over at Clint Martin, CSFS di=-
rector and famous author of & hundred top-notch yarns of interplans-
tary travel. I expected to see him looking happer than all the
rests 1 remembered his novel in an early WSQ called "Lindbergh of
Space"™, which 1in the past twenty~four hours had beocme a prophecy
fulfilled. But Clint Martin's fage was unreadable, Behind his
thick glasses which glinted in the moonlight his eyses were hidden,
and his mouth was expressionless.

The light signals from +the moon twinkled on, Finally Jim got
up and said, "There's not much to see, Let's go in and have the
meeting, Maybe we oughta cut a disc tonight and record our thoughts
on this momentous evening for posterity." He chuckled a little as
he said it, but perhaps he was serious.,

"Take a note to posterity," sald Gil, coming alive. "Posterity

-~ Gelltlemen: We, the loyal members of the Centerville Sciencg Fan-
tagy Society f{unincorporated} and of the National Fantagy League

{formerly the NFFF), of FAPA and VAPA, and ex-members of the Cosmic
Circle, do solemnly swear (or affirm) that we, in close harmony with
the rest of united fandom, did in the late 1920's and early 1930's
foresee the inevitable event of this momentous June 1950, and we be-
lieve that man's glorious conguest of space was in full measure due

=5 -
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to ocur untiring efforts on behalf of the popularization of science
fiction, and more specifically of space opera -~ "

Clint Martin coughed loudly, cutting short Gil's monolog, which
might otherwise have continued all evening. Perhaps Martin felt
that the reference to space opera was a 3ubtle dig at certain of the
Martin "classies™, but whatever the reason, his throaty cough effec-
tively broke up the gathering there on the porech under the moon., We
all took Jimmy's suggestion and filed, chattering again as of old,
into the house,

As we found places to drape ourselves around Jim's den, I found
myself sitting next to a plle of old, good-condition coples of Clay-
ton Astoundings on one slde, and our only femme fan, Polly Parker,
on the other, Honestly, I was more interested in the Agtoundings,
because I didn't have some of them in my ocollection. But then, I
didn't have & girl 1like Polly in my collection, either, Not one
like Polly.

She surpriged me by remarking, mostly to me, and that was
strange == usually she shouted her remarks to the world at largs:
"This is the end of a world." I was leafing through the April 1931
Astounding, wondering if I had time to read Williemson's "The Lake
of Light"™ before the meeting bagan. "I know what you mean," I spoke
the first oeliche that ocame to my tongue, without any "semantic
pausge", Then I forgot tne magezine, and thought of her remark,
which sounded rather pretentious end melodramatic. But it was true;
it was the end of the old world that was bounded by the stratosphere,
Now, like it or not, the people of Earth must accept the whole uni-
verse as part of their world. It gave a new, frightening horizon to
our silly little narrow thoughts.

"But it's the beginning of a new world," I said suddenly,grasp-
ing a new thought. I felt %ike a van Vogt hero, doing a double-take
like that.

"That's not the point,” Polly said. "It's the ending of the
old world that's important =- to us here,"

That stumped me, Usually Polly was full of stersotyped Jive
talk, and here she was, talking in riddles like a Padgett story. I
was vrelieved to hear Director Clint Martin call the meeting to or-
der.

Clint perched on a cleared spot of Jimmy's well-littered desk,
puffing a cigarette In his usual highstrung fashion as he slammed
Jim's copy of "R" Is For Rocket on the edge of the desk. When the
noise and boisterous conversation had subsided, he tossed the book
agide, and mumbled something about dispensing with the minutes of
the 1last meeting and other official business. ZXveryone blinked at
that, for Clint was usually a stickler for parliamentary procedurs.
But no one made & comment; it was obvious that Clint was up to some-
thing. Suddenly, he stuck a finger at Jimmy,.




OREAlM QUEST 7
"fimmy, how did you stert reading sclence fictlion?"
One thing about Jimmy =-- he's fast on the up-take. "I read a

Clint Martin yarn in Wonder Stories for April, 1936," he said prompt~
ly, grinning. "Want to know the name of 1t? It was---—"

"Phat's better forgotten," Martin sald, with only a flicker of
amugement in hig deep eyes. "Gil, how about you -- and the honest
truth, if you please,"

"l bought the first Startliing, read the fanzine column, sent
for &a psample copy of Fantagy News, sent 'em a news ltem they never
uggde~--"

¢lint cut him off, by pointing at me, After I had recited the
facts of my introduction to fantasy, Polly Parker was c¢alled upon.
She told, with some embarassment, how she had become interested dur~
ing the Shaver hoax gontroversy in 1946 -~ a confession that brought
a strangled laugh from Gil, Martin, however, remained serious, and
kept pointing around the room till everyone had told hls story.

Clint 1it a fresh cigarette. He always smoked in chain fashe-
ion, ™"lLet's summarize," he sald, "No one was introduced to fantasy
by Heinlein's Post stories. Or by Alfred van Vogt's Simon & Schus-
ter bocks. 0r by Campbellts beste~seller, Tomorrow's btarry Track,
the book he wrote last year after leaving Street & Smith,"

"How did you get started, Clint?" someone asked.

"Y read a magazine called Science and Invention, edited by some
joker named Gernsback. It was gquite & few years aao."

"Gawsh,"® breathed Gll, in mock awe. "He's been a fan longer
than Forry Ackerman," He stood up and salaamed deeply.

Martin wasn't amused., "What I'm getting at," he continued sere
iously, "is that all of us are old-timers in the field. All of us
came into fandom through the old pulps we have collected and kept
all these years, All of us -- except Polly, who has proved herself
a real fan, for all that -~ were around during the golden age of
fandom, in the mid-~193G's and early '40t's.. In retrospect, that per-
iod reveals itself as the peak of the science fietion movement, That
sounds strange, perhaps, because science fiction has becoms a big
buginess since then ~-~ gince Hiroshima, But it's true: fandom wasg
at its greatest when e science fiction fan was an oddity, unknown to
literary critics and feature writers, Subconsciously, I think, we
have known and understood that. In some subtle fashion, we've roe-
sented all this publicity and popularization of our favorite litera-
ture. All of us were alarmed when the atomic bomb fell -~ alarmed,
in part, because it was a horrible weapon, but equally because it
brought fulfillwent of an old science fiction dream, Like all drea~
mers, we sclence fiction fans enjoy the dream more than the dream-
cume-true, ™
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He dragged at his cigarette thoughtfully, not looking at us,
"The advent of the A-bomb," he went on, "was bad for science fio=-
tion, but the Regals moon expedition is going tc be worse. For one
thing, the time has come when a large part of the yarns in our tat-
tered collections at home are out of Jdate, made silly and pale. The
odds are that Rrian Regals and other space-explorers will find won-
ders and incredible phenomena that will meke Weinbaum and XKuttner
stories sound like lLand of 0z stuff,”

J immy Matthews interrupted. "Some sclence fiction has already
been out=dated by Regals, How about Asimov's 'Trends'?®

"It's Just the beginning,"™ said Clint., "Interplanetaries make
up a huge part of science fiction. But that's only the negative
gside of it, The other side is worse: Science fiction is gocing to
lose its monopoly on interplanetary stuff, Any month now -- I'm
surprised it hasn't come already -- you can expect Adventure, Thril-
ling Love, Redbook, &and other such mundane mags to start printing
interplanetary stuff. Talk about fantasgsy bdecoming popular! The
thing is, will this new stuff be real science fiction? Of course,
as long as it is speculative, it will have to be classified as sueh,
but it prohably won't be of the type the fan enjoys, I'm anticipa-
ting space opera iwenty times lousier than Planet's lousiest, But
as soon as 8all the planets are reached, this interplanetary stuff
will ne longer rate as true science fiction."

"We'll still have interstellar epics," suggested Gil. "And
tims~travel and end-~of-the~world stories,™

Clint nodded, "For a while, sure. But the danger is that once
the other pulps and slicks take up interplanetaries, they will soon
branck out to the rest of fantasy. Then all the readers of Love
Book's torrid serial, ‘'Tessie's Travels Through Time', and Good
Housekeeping's 'Claudia and David on Venus' will qualify &s quasi-
gcience fiction fans, Which 'ain't good', We old-timers will be
submerged by the new fans, who are all goose-bumps about the inter-
planetary love story or temponautical adventure yarn. Obviously,
they will never have the true spirit of we who started reading the
stuff when a rocket was a Fourth of July gadget., But no longer will
we be avis rare, except in the matter of sentiment toward science
fiction. And such sentiment won't set us apart much. The old-time
fan is a thing of the past."

"We're anachronisms!®™ said Gil hollowly.

"Wnat can we do about it, Clint?" asked Jimmy. "How canwe
fight the trend? Some sort of an all-out effort by fandom...."

Clint shrugged. "We can bow out gracefully,” he said sadly.
"Nutsi™ shouted someone from the corner, "So what if we're not

‘rare birds' any more? We don't care ~- We can go on as before,
can't we? What's the difference?"
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"The difference? A coupls of light years!" saild Clint, remov-
ing the clgarette from his lips, "I've explained all of that. We're
anachronlsms. We're like the tobacoo grains in thils butt, which is
gotting too short to smoke, The butt l1tgelf represents all of fan-
dorre The butt's worthless, and similarly fandom is now purposeless,
and thersfore just as werthless, The CSFS has served its purpose,
toco. Therefore, like this cigarette that's burned past its time,
the c¢lub should be extinguished." Viclously, he mashed the smoul~
dering fag in an ashtray.

"In fact," he continued in a calmer voice, "I hereby call for
a formal motian to the effect that the CIFS be dissolved immediate-
ly."

A dazed surprise took possession of all of us, This was the
mosgt unexpected 1ncideént in & crazy~dream day. That someone would
propose that the club be abolished had never entered our heads, I am
certain, L believe that all of us had come to the meeting with a
rosy feeling that the old CSFS, in common with all of fandom, was
going %o be bigger and greater than ever, basking 1n a vast radiance
of ego~boQ, newgpaper publicity and magazine features,

The stunned guiet wag hoken almost fmmediately by Jimmy Matth-
ews' voice: "I move that the CSFS be dissolved." 1 knew «-every=-
one knew -~ that he said it out of loyalty to Clint. Jimmy wasn't
kidding, entirely, when he saild he became interested in sciénce fio~
tion by reading a Clint Martin yarn, His was a case of hero wor-
ship, mnot the juvenile kind, but hero worship nevertheless, Gil,
Jimmy's sldekick, seconded the motion., Numbly, I heard Clint call
for a vote.

It was crazy, 1t was unbellevable, The vote was standing at
8~2 agalnst dissolving the club when Jimmy and Gil voted -- on
Clint's side. The trend continuned, The votes stood even == 8 to 8
-~ when Polly, our newest member and the last on the list, voted.
Celmly, she spoke the deoisive "Yes," for dlsbandment., By the mar-
gin of one vote, the Centerville Sclence Fantasy Soclety was dis-
solved on the night of man's conquest of space!l

A strange lethargy fell over us., I was thinking, had anyone
elss proposed bdreaking up the club, he would have been laughed at.
But it was Clint Martin, respscted and popular fan end pro, who had
brought up the subject, and like puppets we did his bidding. Polly
Parker's vote which had decided the igsue hadn't surprised me as
much as my own vote: I, too, had voted on Clint's side!

Martin broke the silence, "We might as well zo home," he paid
wearily. He looked like a man who needs a drink bad. I shook my
head, Like the others, I couldn't figure things out. TEvents had
moved too swiftly.

The meeting broke up quietly, everyone seemingly -going his sep-
arate way. Usually, after the meeting we all went to the Little
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Grand cafe downtown for a soda and some more rag-chewing, but I
could see that none of us was in the mood for that tonight., Out on
the porch I met Polly again,

"Want a 1lift?" she demanded, She owns a 1936 Ford that still
hangs together by some miraculous means. I started to shrug noncom-
mitally, but she was staring up at the moon -~ not looking at me., I
said, "Sure, thanks."

"What did you think of the meeting?" she asked, after we had
driven along for several minutes.

"I'm still dazed by the suddenness,” I told her. "But it was
all crezy. OClint's crazy. We were all crazy."

"I noticed you voted on Clint's side. Now you say he's crazy.
What gives? -~ oh, you don't have to answer. I know. You are all
kidding yourseives, You pretend you're glad that Brian Regals hit
the moon, but you're not. You hate it like poison.™

I protested hotly. Polly paid no attention. "Oh, you'll find
out. Remember what Clint said about dreamers liking the dream bet-
ter than reality. Remember what I said before the meeting? It's
the end of a world, you reactionary you! Science fiction fans are

willing to peek into the future, but when the future creeps up on
you, you start looking back."

"You voted to dissolve the club, too,"™ I snapped a% her.

"Uh huh. I'm sick of pretending, play-acting and dreaming
about something that's herel! Now, I'm going to volunteer for serv-
ice on the moon."

I slumped deep in my seat. Would Polly, this slim seventeen-
year-old, really volunteer to go into space? It sounded fantastic,
and I doubted it silently, But, I promised myself bitterly, if she
volunteered for any sort of extra-terrestriasl service, I would too.
No silly girl was going to show me up!

"Take you anywhere in particular?" she asked after a while.
"0h, Jjust anywhere," I said glumly, still thinking darkly.

She dropped me off at the corner of Sixth and Jordan, and I de-
cided to walk over a block and take the crosstown bus instead of a
streetcar the long way around. The high silver moon, flashing con-
stantly like a neon beer sign, followed me all the way, sort of
leering over ny left shoulder, where I had to twist my head to see
it. I gldn't want to look at it, H{ut it hung there, silently de-
manding my attention.

The corrner of Seventh and Jordan was brightly lighted, and the
moon drew away a little. There was a big sidewalk newsstand there,
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a bank of garishly-colored magazines and out-of-town newspapers. My
bus wasn't in slght, so I embled over and began to squint, only
half-seelngly, over the pulps. It wag force of habit. The news-
dealer, whom I knew as Jeke, recognized me and came over flourlshing
a “glick" megezine,

"Here's +the latest Science Fiction, sir," he sald eagerly,
"Come out two days ago, you know,'

I had forgotten about it. In the old days I used to case Jake's
newgstand a week ahead of tiwe, hoping that the magazine had shown
up early.... 1 looked at Jake, blankly. He looked so damned eager-
beaver. What did he want -~ a tip for remembering what I had for=
gotten?

"Well, don't ya want 1t?" he demanded., He shook the mag at me,

"L want a Teck Amazing, a Wonder Stories Quarterly, Unknown,..,"
I mumbled to myself, helplessly. But I put ny hand in my pocket and
fished up a dime. I looked the magazine over. It was the third is-
sue of it in the Time-size, I wilnoced anew at the unfamiliar format,
a1l the while insisting to myself, "I like it I 1llke it I 1ike iti"
At least, the full-color photographs were an improvement over Kramer
and Swenson. I wondered how the hell Schneeman liked being put out
of a job by a professional photographer; then I remembered his name
was on the masthead as "art editor"., What & science ficetion fan I
was} I knew who had illustrated the first installment of "Skylark
Three", but I didn't know who was art editor of the current issue of
Street & Smith's Science Fiction!

The storles looked dull. Indirectly, they all reflected the
big event of the hour, because everyone had known that within months
someone would reach. the moon, Aware of the possibility, Editor
George O, Smith had picked a bunch of socio-political stuff, set in
the remots future. There was also & wacky time-travel paradox by
some neme I had never heard of, but the first paragraph gave it eway
as a yarn by Geosmith himself, Hell, I thought, Raoul de Koven was
a silly pen-nameé,...

Suddenly, I became aware of a minor bedlam., A news truck was
just pulling away from the curb, end Jake and two assisgtants were
already sweating over three huge bundles of newspapers, One fellow
was twisting the wire fastenings off, whlle Jake and the other man
were hawking the sheets to a milling crowd of people, "EXTRA® was
gsplashed in red letters agross the top of the front page.

After & while, thers was & lull and I slid over and caught
Jake's eye. "What happened? Did Brian Regals fall down Tycho cra-
ter and break his neck?" I asked sarcastically,

Jake laughed, as he handed me a paper. "He ain't nowheres near
Tycho orater, sir. He landed near Timocharils crater., It says so
right here In his exclusive report, transcribed from light-signal
code di~rect from the mooni"
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That "Timocharis® came out glibly, although I wasn't sure that
he had pronounced it correctly. Even & semi-literate newsdealer was
learning all abdout Earth's remote satellite, It was a hallwmark of
the new age., Abruptly, I felt hot,

"R. S. Richardson would ©be proud of you, Jake!" I snarled. I
crumpled the "Extra"™ in my hands, and then ripped it across, and
again and again. I hurled the tattered, wrinkled sheets into the
gutter.

Jake gaped at mo. "Don't you want to read about Brian Regals'
new theory about how the moon craters were formed? And about the
microscoplc life he thinks he found?"

I spat on the ripped-up nawspeper.

"The hell with Brian Regals:i" I shouted.
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@lwuﬁ*’@ EARTH DREAMEL

by Jae Kennedy

pics by Rotsler

— an," reflected David H. Keller, "may be compared to a monkey
WZH| groveling in the mud for ground-nuts. Yet once in a while he
?'will raise his eyes to the horizon -- to look at the stars."

It was the evening of Saturday, April 24th. I was sitting in

an easy chair in Underwood, the Kellers' spacious home in Strouds-

burg, Pennsylvania, Within my reach were the complete unpublished

works of David H, Keller; 4in & nearby bookcase were two shelves of

manuscripts, neetly bound in quarter-leather volumes. Almost half

the wall on the opposita slde of the livingroom was lined from floor

to ceiling with file-boxes, containing all of Keller's published
books and magazine stories.

Mrs. Keller was olearing away the remnants of & mouth-watering
roagt beef dinner., Yum-Yum, the family pekinbaa was dozing in Col,
Keller's lap, |Bmoke ribboning from his chgaret the white-haired
master of Underwood talked on, choosing his words slowly and with

oaig, from,time to time elevating his shaggy eyedrows to sumphaegize &
Po t. &

"All my 1ife," he observed, "I hawve
ey been mainly interested in writing about
! \ people., Even in my weird stories, I
", i = feel that the trus element of horror
, < \ does not come from the gods beyond---but
Hil! | ' as in my steory, 'A Piece of Linoleum',
\. -‘ it is found in actusl, everyday life, In
\ l '- writing soienoe-fiotion, L have always
. asked myself: 'If such-and-such & thing

l \H\ (J—\\ \~/n’” heppened, what would be ita influence

upon the human race?' In 'Life Evarlasg-
ting' when mankind won immortality at
the price of sterility; in 'The Metal
\/) Doom' when all the metal on Earth disap-
peared; in 'The Revolt of the Pedesg-
trians' when over-reliance on automobile
transportation atrophied the legs of the

-13-
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drivers -« the story was concerned not with rocket ships and inter-
planetary monsters, but with the effect of the wondrous heppenings
on humanity."

This 1is probably the key to all of David H. Keller's works. I
believe it expleins why the fantagy fleld today 1s witnessing a tre-~
mendous renaiggance of interest in Kelleryarns., As these lines are
being written, Life Everlasting and Other Tales of Sclence, Fantasy,
and Horror is winning an overwhelmingly favorabie reception in fan-
dom and among professional oritics (the Newark News, top newspaper
in this neck of the woods, gave the Moskowitz-edlted volume a mild
rave review), Under the aegis of the National Fantasy Fan Federa-
tion, The Sign of the Burning Hart 1s on the presses. Two recent SF
anthologles, The Best of Science Fiotion and Strange Ports of Call,
have insluded Keller selections. Hadley has announced & gelection
of the Cornwall stories from Weird Tales; The New Collector's Group
is taking orders for The Eternal Confiict -~ & book of ten hitherto
unpublished yarns, including the title novel,

Then there's The Abyss, a novel which Keller began befere the
war, and recently completed. It was sold to Madle, Pepper, and Ag-
new at the Phllcon and should be appearing in book form before long.
About thig tale, Cel. Keller is reluctant to comment until the book
appears, However, he did confide that The Abyss is a "reversion to
type" ~= @a slam-bang action story that packs a powerful wallop.
"It's & WILD story!" Keller claims. "Though I have destroyed New
York in many horrible ways during the past, in The Abyss I destroy
the city in a far more terrible way than ever before,n ﬁnd publish-
er Bob Madle comments: "It goes down smooth as water!™

Then there is The Homunoulug, a 50,000 word novel which Keller
considers one of <the bvest sclence-fantasies he has ever written.
Rusgsell Swanson is working on some black~and-white illustrations for
the story, and when these are completed, the manuscript together
with the plctures will be placed on the market. If there 1s no pro-
gpective publigher, Keller will have the novel privately published
%u an edition of 100 copies, of whioh 90 will be offered for sale to

88,

To Col. Keller, every day has been a working day of lete., He
estimates that he has enough materiel to keep him writing steadily
for the next three years, Perhaps the major project at present is
the task of vreviging his 420-page autobliography, Through the Back
Dooy, which includes an acoount of his work as a psyohiatrist in a
hospital for mental abnormals., Also percolating is a projected nov-
el called The Wind Qoddsss, an sllegory in which the wind represents
man's destiny. A §erles of short stories set in a Maine fishing
village i3 also under consideration; as well as -- hold your hat! =--
a gequel to Life Everlasting, which Sam Moskowitz and Col, Keller
sat down and plotted inm sbout fifteen minutes. Mrs. Keller, howsver,
is very mueh opposed to this latter project. She feels that the
Colonel's other work is of greater importance.
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Col., Keller has recently discovered the fascinating but time=-
consuming field of the fanzines., ‘Langley Searles' Fantasy Commenta-
tor has recently run an article analyzing H. P. Lovecraft from & med-
Tcal point of view, attempting to trace the influence of HPL's psy~
chological make-up upon the tales he wrote, North Carolina fan Andy
Lyon has published & special Keller issue of Fanomena, chock full of
Kelleryarns and essays, while Gorgon, Fanseient, canadian Fandom,
National Fantasy Fan, Fanomena, and a wad of other fanmags have al-
Teady flaunted Xeller material on their contents pages in recent
months, The NFFF has a laureate award for "best fan-turned-profess-
ional", but it's my opinion that the worthy organization should hur-
ry up and strike off a medal for the best professional-turned-fan!

As the hand of the clock forged relentlessly into the night,
the Kellers retired and left me in the livingroom, to read to my
heart's content. So I settled deeper in the easy chair and prepared
for a literary feast calculated to intrigue the palate of any wool-
dyed stefan. The bookshelves of Underwood are well stocked., In ad-
dition to the world's only complete ocollection of Kelleriana, there
are fine editions galore - The Worm Quroboros, &and copy #1 of a
nwnbered Walter de la Mare limited edition, and & nice assortment of
clagsics, and half a shelf full of James Branch Cabell, But it is
with David H. Kellexr that this article is concerned, go I shall at-
tempt to describe some of the rarities which were subjected to my
fevered gaze on that memorableg Saturday night.

I saw a bound copy of the first published Keller book ~~ Songs
of a Spanigh Lover, which was printed in Alexandria, la,, in 1924 in
an edition of 50 copies, The poems were written and published under
the pseudonym of Henry Cecll. The verse is romantic in subject mat-
ter, pleasant but passionless., Col. Keller's personal copy of the
book has been 1illustrated 1in delicate water colors by one of his
mental patients -- a paranoiac lady artist who possessed an exquis-
ite sense of color.

1 saw tear-gheets from the fadbulously
gscarce White Owl magazine, which was founded
when Keller Wwas a medical student. Several
young writers chipped in enough cash to defray
the printing costs, wrote the material them=
gselves, personally plugged the magazine at the
newsstands. The White Owl endured for five
igsues, Keller had a story in every one, One
of his first fantastic off-trail yarns, "The
Winning of the Bride", appearcd in the mag,
This was =a saga of the North, end displayed
the influence of Longfellow's rom.anceso Since
the magazine's circulation was around 600,
chances of running across a copy in a second
hand store are very slim, but it's coneceivably
possible.

I saw bound volumes of short storles, in-
cluding some fine yarns which have never seen
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print. Keller was L8 before

ne even tried to zell a line,
Before he submitted and sold

nis first story, "The Revolt

of the Pedestrians", to Amaw
zing Stories 1n 1928, he
wrote more than five thous~

and typewritten pages O «w,
prose and poetry -- simply ™
for the joy of writing! In Sl -
some of those bound volumes, LW o

I came across some interesting letters of aoceptance and rejection
from Farnswarth Wright and Fugo Gernsback., Wright turned down some
Keller stories because they were "too beautiful" for Weird Tales!
"..sDo you realize,” Farnsworth Wright commented, '"that Lord Dun-
sany's exquisite gems 1in The Book of Wonder would not go with our
readers, if we should print them in W. T,, because of their lack of
concreteness and thrill? It is no commentary on their merit as lit-~
erature. Lovecraft used to write in the Dunsany style, but I was
able to use only two short fillers of his in that style: 'The Cats
of Ulthar' and 'The White Ship'.,"

I saw a notebook of juvenilia whieh fennish eyes have never
glimpsed before, This was a series of poems written in 1838«99, and
showed again the influence of Longfellow, Tennyson, and others of
the ilk, I doubt 1if Col, Keller would enjoy having them published
today, but there are a few amusing parcdies, including a chuckle-
provoking take~-off on "The Charge of the Light Brigade," One poenmn,
composed in October '98, 1is probably the earliest manifestation of
Keller's interest 1in the bizarre and superscientific. This poen,
titled "The End", recounts the story of a traveler from Mars jour-
neying through the galaxy, stopping on Earth "near a mass of pulver~
ized boneg', and finding a manuscript written by the last human be-
ing alive, FBarth spiraled nearer and nearer to the sun, until all
life Dbecame extinct, The story ends with the Martian gazing into
the star-filled night, and realizing that a similar doom awaits his
own world,

I read most of the 200-page menuscript for The Deepening Shad-
ows, & psychological novel about abnormality which is guaranteed to
stand your hair on end, It is not in the least fantasy, and if it
were published under a pen name, I doubt if the most rabid Keller
fan would ever be able to guess the identity of the author, That
the book will be publighed seems certain; that it will become a hest
seller I am wiiling to take bets on.

Around midnight I drifted upstairs and went to bed with a copy
of Life Everlasting and Other Tales and a c¢opy of the 1929 Weird
Tales ocontalning the delightful Cornwall yarn, "No Other Man", The

amp wasn't extinguished until after 2 in the morning.

Sunday morn we went for a drive across the Pennsylvania coun-
tryside -~ a 1land of rolling hills with an occasional white~painted
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house standing out against the clustered trees in the distance, Col,
Keller began an absorbing monologue, giving the history of the area,
He even pointed out a road which Ben Franklin used to ride on. The
Kellers have 1lived in Monroe County, Pa, ever since the seventeen=-
thirties, but the Colonel is the last male of the line. "The rest
of the family has gone to seed and women," was the way he put it.

In a cemetery about two centuries old, Keller indicated a weath
ered tombstone which referred to the grave's occupant as "the
bleached-out body of this landsmen™; +then commented that the poetic
spirit was obviously not a new development in hls family., We drove
on, pagt stone houses built in colonial times, through tiny villages
(there 1is even a "wide spot in the road" named Kellersville!). I
saw much of the territory described in The Devil and the Doctor.
From the road Keller pointed out Wolf Hollow, & little dent between
two hills, scene of the Taine of San Francisco story, "Wolf Hollow
Bubbles”, A8 we headed homeward Col., Keller recounted an incident
concerning an ancestor who was accused of witcheraft, and I futilely
regretted that it had never been possible for that fervent antiquar-
ian, Howard Phillips Lovecraft, to visit the region, The past 1is
very real to David H. Keller,

Back at Underwood we sat out in the back yard under the trees
(that, inecidentally, is where "Underwood" gets its name). Out be-
hind the house there's a little cabin which Keller uses as a work-
shop in the summer time., Inside, I noticed some Frank R. Paul orige-
inals -- and a caricature drawn by one of Gerngback's artists, show-
ing Keller decked out in medical white, with a sawed-off leg repos-
ing in a wastebasket in the background.

Keller credits T. O'Connor Sloane with recognizing psychiatry
as being a scisntific basis for seience fiction as well as physies
and astronony. "When I became a psychiatrist,” said Keller, "I was
more interested In men's minds and souls than in their livers,.," This
attitude was to be reflected in his writing, too. Out of curiosity,
I agked him which of his stfantasyarns he belleves definitely util-
ized his experience in psychiatry and medicine. Out came the alpha=-
betical card file, and Keller thumbed through the listing of all his
published stories, asking himself "Could this have been written au-
thoritatively by anyone not a dogtor?"

Here is the list: A Bioclogical Experiment (Amazing). The Bri-
dle (Weird). The Dead Woman (Fantasy Magazine & Strange Stories),
The Eternal Conflict. The Face in the Mirror (in the Moskowitz an-
thology), The Flying Fool (AS). The Golden Bough (Marvel Tales).
The Killer (Gorgon). Heredity (Vortex). Life Everlesting (AS).
The Literary Corkscrew {Wonder). The Moon Artist (Stirring Science).
The Mother (Fantascience Digest). No More Tomorrows (AS). The Per-
petual Honeymoon (Science-~Fantesy Corregpondent). Pourquoi {this
one has been published only in France; 1t will be in the forthcoming
New Collector's Group book, The Eternal Conflict, under the title of
"The Question"). The Psychophonic Nurse (AS). OStenogrepher's Hands
(AS Quarterly). The Thought Projector (a pamphlet). Unlocking the
Past (AS). Unto Us a Child Is Born (AS and anthology). ‘
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Keller has hopes that The Conguerors and The Evening Star, and
The Metal Doom, may be resold to one of the semi-pro publishing out=
fits. in regards to the last.-named yarn, I learned that the story
apparently mede Gernaback jealous! "The Metal Doom", you see, was
written for Amazing Stories. Shortly after the tale was completed,
Keller hagperned to describe the plot to David Lesger, who was work-
ing for Hugo Gernsback at the time. Lesser requested that the story
be submitted to Wonder; but Keller declined, for "The Metal Doom”
had been promised +to Sloane. But when the boss of Wonder Stories
heard about it, he was obstensibly reluctant to allow Amazing to
beat him +¢o the punch with such a plot; so quick ag well-oiled
lightning he made arrangements to translate and reprint & novel from
the French, called "The Death of Iron"! The two stories appearsd
around the same time, but needless to say, the Kelleryarn made the
better impression with soientifiction fans.

The hours rushed by, until it was time for my train to leave,
I had always considered Keller a naster story-teller, and when I
heard him read some of his own work aloud, this judgment was reaf-
firmed. But by the time my weekend visit had come to an end; I was
sure I knew why Keller was different from any other science-fiction
writer, why his stories of real life seem to possess the essence of
reality itself, why his characters unfailingly resemble humaen beings
For David H, Keller does not merely write about people. The charac-
ters in his stories are reflections of himself.

,__f’r-L-' 0 ON SCIENCE FICTION WRITERS

Yoary of our dreary world and bered with life, our faneies call us

To imaginary realms. 'Tis then we turn te you for solace,

You, who with artful skill construct us alisn worlds in distant epaces,
Pransporting us by spaco ships and by rockets t0 weird,; wondrous placass
Now concoptws, customs and traditiong eiyled for life on othor spheres
Make ue quostion those that we have followed biindly through the years.
Your skillful peans paint future scenes, or glimpsos of a bygone age.
0o0ld words ara changed to living entitiees across & printod page.

What mighty citadols you budd with pen and ink your only tools,
Creating havene for the drealnrs, making rofuges for fools.

Atomic power, robots, rockots, futuxistic innovations,

All these febulous ideas evolved from your imaginations

May be ridiculed and mockod and decmod imposgaiold bv soma,

And yot they may bo fact, not flcticn, in progressive years to come.

~=TICRINA
Avguet Sth, 1946,



IN SEARCH OF A HOPE*
by Ken Pitchford

e are the men in quest of a drean,
In search of a star to be guided by,
)// Looking heavenward for the gleam
.,/ Of a vast expanse of starlit sky.
We would build a radiant earth,
Filled with joyousness and mirth,
And we'd find truth as we upward grope--
In quest of a dream, in search of a hope.

We are striving, seeking for

A song to sing with an open heart,

Yearning to see it rise and soar-- ;

Even to the earth's most distant part;

But man with his petty, time-worn scheme

Cannot help us with our dream,

For we'll break chains, and we'll slash rope, " % /

In quest of our star, in search of our hope. _/7u<}
;‘\’_..: ". \‘,',.

.(.\‘:1:(\";'.' f

\\L,,
S

~7
A

The way 1s not easy, and we are not strong=-,

Only a voice in the wilderness, ¢
Yet we will become a mighty throng, Al
Advancing to find our happiness. o PNl
Laughing, we stand at the foot of the roadg;;;,ﬂ91\
Eager to start, we lift our load: MR EEH
We will go down that path abreast,

* ., Finding at last the dream we quest.

wm:kuhtfwfm-*Dedicated to Dream Quest and its readers.
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1 *‘Brave New World? If my theory ebout that book is gorrect, you
-~ might as well change the "got" to "get" in the first line abovq
1 2 for I've always contended that the volume is a thinly disguised
L commentary on today, not tomorrow, The unceasling repetition of
the things the children were being taught in Huxley's book isn't too
different from the way schools teach by rote and parents teach by un-
sxplained commands in this day and age,

YS‘?' EMEMBER HOW the boys and girls got their education in Huxley's
=

But let's suppose that we won't have any subconscious teaching
while the tots are asleep in the future, (Did it ever occur to anyons
to wonder what would happsn to the childrer who are afflicted with in-
somnia?) It's pretty obvious that education, as it works today, is
the mogt enormous waste of time, money, and energy that man has yet
devised. In most cases, the schools take the bigzest bite out of the
city, county, and state tax dollar., - The individual spends most of his
time there for at least 12 years if he hopes to become A grocery store
clerk or a housewife, 16 years if he wants to stand a good chance of
finding really interesting employment, 20 to 24 years if he decides to
enter one of the really sgpecialized professions like medicline or law,
When he finally completea his schooling, whether at high school, col-
lege, medical school, postgraduate course, or whatever, what does he
know? Quits a bit about one or two subjects in which he is interes-
ted, and a vague aasembly of facts about a hundred other matters,
learned only in order that he might pass examinations and soon to be
forgotten.,

I think that the future will do something about the schools, Cer-
tainly a utopia would change the slituation around quite a bilt. Let's
imagine that future utopia in this country, and let's also presume
that nothing has been discovered or invented that will revolutionilze
all teaching and learning methods. Here are my ideas on how the
schools could become more efficient, &and how they could better equip
{he young men and women for the things that they will face in later

ife,

First of all, and most important of all, is the need for shorten-
ing the number of years which the child must spernd in school. In ways
that I shall come to a little further on, I'm sure that the present-
day standard l2-year elementary and high school gourse could be cut
down to ten years. Thet would permit graduation from high sochonl at
the age of 16, &an age when almogt all girls and the majerity of boys

-1Gm
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are physically and emotionally almost as mature as they .are two years
later. It would permit them to go out and get jobs at the age of 16,
the restless age, instead of sitting in classrooms throughout their
later teens, 1if <they had no desire for higher education. It might
help a lot toward solving social problems that are created by finan-
cial 1inability to get married as soon as the boys and girls are physe-
ically and emotionally ready,

My educational revolution wouldn't stop there, however. By re-~
ducing the elementary and high school time by two years, thers would
be a lot of money left for expanding tremendously the present skeleton
syatem of Jjunior c¢olleges throughout the country. I'd like to see
these Jjunior colleges become a part of the public school system, tui~
tion free, available +to all high school graduates who wished further
learning 1in some field. They would offer two year courses in some
fields, one=-year courses in others, But -~ and this is the most im~
portant thing of all ~- those courses would really be intensive. The
student at the junior college who had made up his mind to enter a par-
ticulay field wouldn't study the coursse connected with that field and
four or five other courses needed to make up credits and uscless to
his plannad vocation. He would study the relevant course or courses
and none other,, In these days of fast transgportation, there is no
reason why +the junior colleges couldn't be specialized, each of them
offering instruction in only two or three subjects, and the residents
of one town eligible to go to the junlor college in the next town fif-
teen miles away in case some other type of training was needed.

I think that good planning would make it pogsible to cram into
one or two years of "junior college" everything about a subject that
the student would 1learn in four years at college under the present
setup. He wouldn't be worried with a pile of studies in other fields
which would have no future usefulness to him. And by going to collegs
in or mnear his home town, he'd be free of the distractions of the
present college 1life setups. Dartmouth and Yale and dear old Siwash
could still exist for the rich and idle, and they could continue to
turn out football players with empty heads, just as they do now, with-
out interfering with thse really Important junior colleges,

In this manner, at elghteen the young man or woman would be out
of school unless he planned to make his living in some field wherein
lengthy preparation is unavoidable. I don't think that there are many
of these fields, and I think that most of them could be studied much
better by some form of on-the~job training. A good start has been
made by the medical profession; the prospective doctor gets his prac-
tical knowledge by working In hospitals and on ambulances for a few
years before going into his own practice. Big industries are here to
stay, and I think most of them would find that it would pay in the end
to set up similar systems of higher education for their new employees,

All +the above has been very general and vague, however, Let's
lock at +the revised educational sgystem from the practical side, and
gsee just where and how enough time could be saved to cut down the num-
ber of years requirsd for schooling.
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Well, two things strike me more than anything else. They are:
the fact that children at the most active and energetic age ~- from
six to ten or twelve -~ are forseed to undergo almost purely academic
studies, and don't get any schooling which enables them to move about
and get rid of some of that animal energy; and the fact that there is
a huge amount of deadwood in the present day curriculum,

To take the last first, I'd cut out from the elementary and high
schocl grades most of the teaching of higtory and geography, &1l the
teaching of languages other than English, all mathematics beyond the
four fundamental operations with whole numbers, fractions, and deci-
mals; and most of the less important little things that oclutter up the
school day,

In the time thus saved, I'd double or triple the amount of time
now devoted- to reading, 1in order to teach the children to read intel-
ligently and rapidly. I don't think that more than half of the pres-
ent~day high school graduates can read faster than they can talk, and
even fewer can summarize something that they've Just read, if unexpec-
tedly called upon to do so.

My school gystem would have an all-out revolution in the "English
literature" department. All the anthologiss and annotated editions
that are now used would be consigned to some nether region. Good con-
temporary fiction and essays, written in the last ten years about mod-
ern matters, would be substituted for Elizabethan plays and Vietorian
stories, Matter of fact, I've never geen much point in trying to teach
high school students to enjoy Shakespeare from a study of his plays;
I +think that the time thus spent could be more profitably expended on
& study of movie sc¢ripts, in an effort to ralse the intelligence and
appreciation of the present-day motion picture.

As things stand now, "vocational training" doesn't come until the
student 1is mnearing the end of high school., My plan would call for
something along that 1ine 1n every grade, beginning as soon as the
child entered school. Six-year-old boys and girls both can be taught
simple sewing, and I suspect that they could be taught to type as eas-
ily as they are taught to write by hand. Textbook teaching would be
dee~emphasized for the first three or four years of school <~ things to
do with the hands would be the main thing.

Jugt how much of this sort of thing could be managed, I don't
know, But I don't think it's too much to suppose that every young man
and woman at the end of ten years of school should know how to cook
gimple dishes, make repairs to clothing, type, write both longhand and
shorthand, drive an automobile, know how to repalr that automobile
when something goes wrong that can be easily spotted and fixed, and
work with wood &nd metal with tools. Most of these skills are now
ploked up outside of school Iin half-learned and haphazard fashion.

From the academic side of things, I've already mentioned increasal
emphasis on reading and the desirability of inoluding shorthand, which
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is very valuable for taking notes or msking lengthy memoranda even if
you never have any intention of becoming a stenographer, I'd shove
most of the rest of the book learning into the last four years of the
ten-year course. Before that, some elementary facts about history and
geography could be acquired by choosing the reading matter properly.
Enough arithmetic could bYe taught to enable the children to make
change, and no more until they reach their teens., The math that is
now spread over the first eight or ten years of school could be diges-
ted by a teen-ager in a single year, and it's of no practical value
until the teens are reached.

Naturally, I'd 1like to sgsee & lot more emphasis on a course made
up of things that are now spread among civics, history, American gov-
ernment, and three or four other classifications. It would be simply
an explanation of how adult 1life in the United States runs. You'd be
surprised how many adult people don't really understand what a bank
check really is and how i¥ works, or what kind of Western Union wire
to send if they're in an extra hurry or want to save money, or how to
read a timetable, or the psychology of getting along with the clerks
in a store. This would not be a course in American patriotism, nor an
effort to propagandize the values of American life; it would simply be
an explanation of how things are, letting the students draw their own
conclusions about the situations,

Semantic training, of course, goes into all the science fiction
stories. I've always been extremely skeptical about Korzybski's in-
sistence that semantics would be easier to teach if that kind of train-
ing were given to the youngsters from the beginning., He might be
right, and it would do no harm to try., But regardless of the success
of that experiment, the last two or three years of the ten-year course
should c¢ontain a lot of emphasis on the rather important but often
forgotten 1little <facts that what is printed is not necessarily cor-
rect; that we live in an unknowable world which we comprehend imperf-
ectly through imperfect senses and that our actions are based on a
world which really doesn't exist because we interpret the real one im-
perfectly, yet those actions have their effect in the real, unknowable
world. If every school child in the nation were made to understand
those things,I can think of a lot of politicians, newspapers, business
firms, philosophers, and rabble rousers that would get the treatment
they deserved.

Finally, but perhaps most important of all in the long run --
treining in school to enable the students to find things to do in
their spare time in the years to come. With two or three exceptions,
every one of mny friends is bpewilderef and helpless when confrontsd
with an evening in which the planned activity can't be undertaken,
Most of them, if they aren't able to go to a party, a movie, or bowl-
ing, 1resign themselves to complete boredom. Why can't the schools
show what pleasure there is to be found in music, in art, in hobbies,
even in research? For further information on the menace of spare
time, I refer you to any of the "Studs Lonigan" volumes,

~= THE END ==



by Philip Gray
Carnacki, the Ghost-Finder, by William Hope Hodgson; 1947; M&M; $3.00

The name of William Hope Hodgson will ring through the annals of
fantasy as long as lovers of the outre abound, His ability can easily
be ranked with such masters as Merritt and Lovecraft; and yet his name
was nearly lost in the mists of obscurity. Ironically enocugh he began
writlng near the turn of the ceatury, but 1t was not until Famous Fan-
tastic Mysterles, as a result of H. C. Koenig's long campaign, printed
the short masterpiece of sea weirdness, "The Derelict”,to be followed
by cut versions of the novels "The Ghost Pilrates"™ and "The Boats of
the Glen Carrig!" that American readers began to take notice of an au-
thor who had lived and died long before Lovecraft's brilliant reign,

In the vein of weird-fantasy Hodgson is incomparable; the soaring
imagination of his works wes never bound by editorial policy:; he wrote
of the sudbtle sea and the mysteries of the dread Sergasso, of a be=
nighted future world and a dying universe, of the horror that stalks
by midnight.

Carnacki, the Ghost~Finder is the second of two books by Hodgson
to be published recently in this oountry; the first was an omnibus of
hig four novels bearing the title of the lead novel -~ The House on
the Borderland., Both were printed by Derleth, the omnibus having the
Arkham House imprint and Carnacki the Mycroft & Moran,

Of the nine short stories in this edition, three were discovered
aefter the author's untimely death in the first World War and have nev=
er before appeared in hook form, They are "The Hog', "The Find", and
"The Haunted Jarvee", "The Hog", possibly one of the best in the col-
lection, was the lsad astory in the January, 1947 igssue of Weird Tales;
it was the only one of the discovered three previously published here,
One other, "The Haunted Jarvee', has appeared in magazine form in Eng-
land .

To my mind, Carnacki has but one peer in the psyohio detective
field, and that is Algernon Blackwood's well-remembered John Silenoce.
To those who know the estimable John Silence, this is saying enough.

Hodgson, unfortunately, broke some rules which were unwritten
laws eoven in his day by climaxing some of his supposedly supernatural
inecldents with purely natural causes, which in turn distinotly savors
of Radeliffe and her ‘'ghosts that weren't ghosts! of the early nine~
teenth century, Though it may be frowned upon by some, I consider it
only fair to disclose to the readers of this review these violators --
horrifying though they are even in their own native elements. In se-
quence they are: *"The Thing Invisible", "The House Among the Laurelsg”
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and "The Find",

It is, perhaps, a blemish on Hodgson's ability and fairness, but
not overly 303 these stories, with the exception of "The Find", which
can be categoried as a Holresgsian adventure, all are exceedingly well
portrayed and are certain to give the reader his money’'s wcrth of
chills, for the lurking necmeses are as tangible and dangerous as the
foulest monstrosity ever denounced from the nethermost regions.

Were the writer alive today, he might readily account for this,
but even he, the romantic dreamer, could little have known of the fame
to come out of obscureness; thus the stories must, and can, speak for
themselves,

Through the pages of this book moves Carnacki, a strange and whim-
sical figure about whom we learn very little, yet who is very human in
his fear and his courage, who seemingly has no reason for pitting him-
gself against the Unknown except for what help he can render the jeop-
ardized and, most certainly, the thrill of the battle. With the aigd
of his guaint Elec¢tric Pentacle and a thorough knowledge of sorceries
and black magic, he challenges the Unguessable in its own stamping
grounds.

"The Hog" relates a man's struggle to save his scul from the met-
aphysical swine-monstrosities, of Carnacki's intervention and his own
peril. It is the longest of the nine gtories and one of the best,

Next in terror and malignant forces is "The Whistling Room",
which begins as just another 'bothered' room, but when Carnacki finds
himself deceived by the evil, blackened lips of the whistler, he comes
fase to face with that against whiech he has no protection. Hodgson' s
method of rescuing his hero may be looked at askance; it is one prem-
18€ tco maeny.

"The House of the Invisible™ has two haunters; an impostor ghost,
dangerous as he is, meets the real one -~ who 1s deadlier yet. The
climax ig good enough for me to give it third place. Cne other story
has “oth a sham and & real ghost, but the title need not be mentioned;
the spot of humor it provokes carries it through the test. The tltles
I have not named are "The Gateway of the Monster" and "Phe Searcher of
the End Hcuse’.

The cover is by Frank Utpatel, Wisconsin artist, who also illus-
trated the first Lovecraft book (The Shddcw Over Innsmouth) and is a
beautiful thiang indeed. Format and binding are uniform w1th other
late &H dooks', having the spine design of the AH novel publications.

THE AKKHAM SAMPLER, Vol. 1 #2; Spring (Apr) 1948; AH; $1.00

Readers of the first issue will find the second not dissimilar.
Unlike most beginning magazines, there are no marked improvements in
T. A, S, A sampling of Lovecraft's letters is to be had; Clark Ashton
Suith and Leah Bodine Drake with a couple of good pceairg; an interest-
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ing note on HPL 1is found in Rheinhart Kleiner's "A Memoir of Love-
craft™; several tales from Robert Hunt's rare collection of legends
are printed under the title of "West Country legends"; a dubious thing
subtitled ‘an extravaganza' by Fritz Leiber, "Fantasy on the March",
marched through my mind without leaving any definite impression; and
oddities entitled "Random Notes" just about complete the miscellaneous
contents. Derleth does not talk as much in this issue, but does man-
age to get in a few passing shots.

Lovecraft's "Dream Quest of Unknown Xeadath" continues in its
second of four parts; having not the tanglble beauty of his cother fan-
tasies, sometimes approaching wry, and almost silly, humor, it is nev-
ertheless interesting. Any failings it has can be traced back to the
fact that HPL never lived to complete more than the first draft, 1in
which form we see it here.

Two short stories: "A Damsel with a Dulcimer" by Malcolm Fergu-
son taking up where Coleridge's "Kubla Khan' left off ends in just a-
bout the same place, and Stephen Grendon's "The Wind in the Lilaes" is
nothing more nor less than another 'they killed me so I'm going to
haunt them,"'

There is far too much beating around the bush in the book reviews,
One comes away not knowing whether he should buy the book in gquestion
tc read or to burn at the stake. As reviews they sseem less such and
more personal opinions of the author and sharp-thrusted.comments.
"With all apologies to wny very good friend, Mr, So-and-so, I still
think he should drop dead," and that sort of thing. The Sampler wants
for better reviews.,

In passing, Arkham House at leasst is not afraid to use plenty of
well-placed staples in their magazine bindings, though the wall-paint
yellow of this issue's covering is very susceptible to dust.

At this date I tender a prophecy: it would seem that only HPL's
almost legendary novel is keeping the magazine above water because of
the price; when +that finishes, the Sampler will finish unless some
other attraction picks up where "Dream Quest"™ leaves off. Few peopls,
apart from the bibliomaniac (or aficionado, as you choose), will feel
like paying a dollar per issue for a few poems, good as they may be,
and a couple of short stories which may have literary merits but are
too traditive to be very interesting. Derleth is in a position to
make something of this magazine; we hope he does.

Above and apart from this gquibbling apropos of the magezine it-
gelf, I consider it worth having been conceived because of the Love-
craft serial.

Strange Portg of Call, edited by August Derleth; 1948, P&C; $3.75/85

When Wells and Verne began arguing the best means of flight to
the moon (barring from mind the clever hoax of Poe and his colleague)
I sometimegs wonder if they could possibly have visioned what would
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follow. Whether they did or not, it was with them that the scientifio
novel emorged from the Utopian and Gothic into a field of its own.

And years later when Gernsback launched his publications he gave it a
name -- gcience-fiction.

Still and all, no aspiring type of fiction c¢an hold up its head
until it has been anthologized, and not until a fairly recent date did
any science~fiction anthologies appear on the market {of which I be-
lieve Doneld A. Wollheim's The Pocket Bogk of Secience~Fiction was the
first) so that now the diseriminating reader has several good ones to
pick from,

Few will dispute that s~-f has come a long way from Verne to van
Vogt; in Strange Ports of Call August Derleth has gathered many of the
best; all are good reading with something & little bettér than time-
worn stoock characters moving through them, the type of storles that
could stand side by side with Weinvaum's "A Martian Qdyssey" or Be-
net's "By the Waters of Babylon",

They are not too easily obtainable, only a few having seen print
in late years., Some of them, such as lHenry Kuttner's "Call Him Demon",
which shows children to be something gquite different from the cute
little +types we think we see, do not strike me as being science fic-
tion -~ rather as excellent tantasy.

Nelson Bond's "The Cunning of the Beast" comes close to belng the
lead story in more ways than being first on the contents page; it's
about another kind of children, one of the besat creetion allegories I
have seen.

"The Worm" 1s Keller at his best, a Kelleryarn well worthy of a
place between hard covers. The Wandrel brothers, Donald and Howard,
are present, each with his own tale, each good, George Allan Eng-
land's "The Thing from Outside" 1is among his better works, but Love-
craftts "At the Mountains of Madness" left me cold; it is & must for
the Lovecraft admirers, but otherwlise 1t is the same 0ld thing all
over again, just longer. Perhaps I have become gated with primal mon-
strosities and suppressed secrets; anyway, I couldn't enjoy it.

In "The Green Hills of Earth®" Robert Helnleln tells the story of
2 blind Franoois Viilon of the spaceways. It'll remain in my memory
for a long time, and if there 1is anything wrong with his poetry I
can't ses 1it,.

Theodore Sturgeon and "Thunder and Roscs" Impressed me as helng
the best end-of-the-world in the book; Philip Wylie's "Blunder" and
one of Ray Bradbury's Mars scries, "The Million Year Picnie", are fol-
lowups.

Renember Don Wilcox's "The Voyage That Lasted 600 Years®"? Well,
van Vogt's YFar Centaurus" 1is a better-written example of the same
thing.
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¥rom the last issue of Comet is Clifford Simak and Carl Jaoobi's
"The Street That Wasn't There",  For some reason better known to the
editor, it is entitled "The Lost Street® in this anthology. With ei-
ther name it's still a fair yarn.

"Forgotten", by P, Schuyler Miller, concerns a man who has been
'forgotten' by his comrades and left on barren lMars -- not an ideal
situation at all,

The masgter of s-f, H. G. Wellsg, 1is present with "The Crystal
Lgg", Cthers are: & short satire, "Mars on the Ether", by Lord Dun-
sany; "Mr, Bauer and the Atoms", by Fritz Leiber Jr.; "John Jones!
Uollar®, by Harry Stephen Xeeler (remember the newspaper item of a
short while ago about a man who had deposited a dollar in a bank years
ago and it grew into astounding figures with interest? Well, the same
lhappens here, and the interest grows until a descendant is about to
inherit the whole known universef}; "Master of the Asteroid", by Clark
Ashton Smith; and Frauk Belknap Long's "A Guest in the House!.

All in all, a much better anthology than might be expected, par-
ticularly as there are none of the repetitious reprints which have
graced the pages of Derleth's former anthologies to a great extent.
Summed up, &and the contents checked against the price, 1 would recom-
mend it to anyone who likes his science-fiction and fantasy of a bet-
ter grade than is usually found. There are several glaring omissions
in the author line-up since the contents page reads like a Who's Who
in fantasy/science-fiction; names like Stanley G. Weinbaum, Don A,
Stuart, and others are conspicuous by their absence.

Included with each story are illuminating side notes on the au-
thors; 1I'd 1like to see this practice followed more generally, The
binding, while about the general run in quality, is pleasing to the
eye; but the jacket artist must pass unidentified -- at least by me.

The Traveling Grave and Other Stories, by L. P, Hartley; 19.48; AH; $3,

A superd Jacket illustration by Frank Utpatel sets the mood for
Hartley's stories; and again we find a collection the reader may set-
tle down with sang the uncomfortable feeling that he may have read
half the contents before, since Hartley has appeared in this country
only in anthologies, with but four stories -- "A Visitor from Down Un-
dexr", "The Cotillon", "Feet Foremost®™, and the title story.

Perhaps I would be called precocious if I said Leslie Hartley is
the British Pce, but neverthelesg I was atrongly reminded of that
great figure in American letters morz than once while reading the col-
lection, "The Island" might be another "Fall of the House of Usher”
and "The Cotilion" has the s&atmosphere and setting of "The Masque of
the Red Death", whilec "A Change of Ownership" is definitely a William
Wilsonish sort of +thing that still has me thinking. It speaks well
for Hartlev that I received a nasty jolt from the latter when I was
least expeoting it.
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Considering the number of stupid victimas-to-be, I wish thers were
more vengeful ghosts sueh as the one who caused her targets to be car-~
ried out "Feet Foremost".

I'm only sorry that Hartley has to be like the majority of his
gountrymen inasmuch as he, too, tends to be slow and boring in begin-
ning a narrative; other than this, Hartley's collection is just the
thing for the person who likes to have his spine chilled.

Moat of the other stories can be more or less classified as tra-
ditional execept for three which very much deserve a brief synopsis.
“"Podolo" gives one the fseling that justice was done without caring to
meet the thing which executed said justice; "Conrad and the Dragon" 1is
a fairy tale that children shouldn't be allowed to read; and the title
story 1is about. an intended experiment that went awry and just what
“The Traveling Grave" was capable of.

The Traveling Grave and Other Stories would be better forgotten
by the blood and thunder fan, but to the reader who likes his macabre
slanting towards the literary side, it is & must.

In Times to Come: Printers' delays have postponed Wandreits The
Web of Eagter Island into July; following at intervals will come LoTd
Dunsany‘'s The Fourth Book of Jorkens and Clark Ashton Smith's Genius
Locl ené Other Tales. The Tirst 1s an original novel; the others will
be collected shorts.




RN
AN

e PR P e e

Tire VMY

;;&sz
..:,.c., 4 RS

e = e

S TTE ez vy,
A S T A

%
P

PR oA







ORI

Triplanetary, by E. E., Suith Ph. D. Fantasy Press, $3.00.
Life bverlasting, by David H. Keller, M. D, The Avalon Co., $3.50.
The Place of the Lion, by Charles Williams, London, 7/6.

{oo!0 THE TRUE FANTASY READER, E. E. Smith's writings need no in-
troguction. They are stories told in the colossal manner of
unbounded enthusiasm on one hand and unlimited imagination on

{!/| the other. Here is the unimaginable velocity, the unbelievable
—'  energy, the awe-inspiring scope of what has earned the name of
a "gpace=-epict,

Arisie meets Eddore for the first time (some two thousand million
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vears in the past, no less) and because of their diametrically opposed
autures, swear eternal war against each other. . Eddore, being the ex
travertic type, takes the offensive. Arisia, being the philosophical
tvpe, tukes the defensive position., But although Arisias is on the de-
fensive, she slowly, elmost imperceptibly, draws Eddore into a net of
her own design,

The oconrliot is of such & tremendous scope that entire civiliza-
tiona rise and fall at each oontact, Atlantis sinks benoath the waves,
Roms fades into the pest, and still the major battles have not trans-
pired. Then comes World War I, followed by World War II, Then 19--7,
or World War III, 4s at hand, And the high point of the book is ths
descripvion of what World War III could mean to one man. The telling
of thls epilsode will leave the reader with the memory of something
truly unique, Here is first olass imagination at work!

Unfortunately, the reémainder of the story is strictly "thud and
blunder” +hrills and sotion. Outside of Einsteln being teken for e
ride wvia Inertialess Drive, nothing much happens that won't happen in
helf & hundred stories in any of the various megazines sold on the
newsatands, The hero eand the heroine bave the usual conversation:
"I'1l never forget you and I hope you won't ever forget me, eto., etol
Monaters with no friendly emotiona whatscever capturs them, They sae-
capa, They're re~captured. They cscepe again. They'rs re-captured,.
oh, you know how these thinga go onl! If you like it, dive in,

But if you like to read passage after passage of truly great wri-
ting, read from page 1 to page 97 and skip the rest.

IF, on the other hand, you like your fiction downe-to-sarth, yet
different, then read Life Everlasting. Here is a book whose author
has dedicated himself to writing
beautiful prose. IT he fails to
réach this goal in every story
-= and he doss in one or two ex-
amples in this collection -~ 1t
is to be understood that no man
can reach +the heights without
first climbing from the valley,
The examples I speak of are
"Life ZXverlasting", the +title
novel, and "The (erebral Lib-
rary", one of the 'Taine of San
Franciseo' +tales reprinted from
Amazing Stories of 1931, 1In
both stories, Dr. Keller deals
with ideas which nsed more imag-
inative description and not so
much simplicity of style. The
themss of Immortality and five
handred brains 1in glasa Jors
working for one man are not the
type of thing to deal with sim-
ply. Or so it seemed to me,




DREAM QUEST 31

The other stories in the volume, of which there are ten, are all
excellent, Some of them, "Unto Us a Child Is Born" being the out-
standing example, are too subtle to read and judge immedietely., They
should be read, put aside, returned to and read again; then, and only
then, should they be judged as to their merits. Try it and see if I
am not correct.

"The Dead Womasn", "A Piece of Linoleum", "Heredity", and "The
Face in the Mirror" are the four top stories. All, except "Heredity",
are extremely subtle in style but fascinating throughout. "Heredity”
is not very subtle in treatment and is far from nice at the end; still
I liked it, liked it so much that I urge every reader of the fantastic
to read it ... that is, unless you cannot appreciate pure, unadultera-
ted horror., If you cannot, don't read "Heredity".

No review of Life Bverlasting would be complete without a dis-
cussion of "The Face in the Mirror"™, the story of a man's struggle
within himself to overcome his "other self"., In the future years this
story will be demned and preised to the stars. I praise it to the
stars, If you like realism with a touch of deep understanding of the
unsene, don't miss "The Face in the Mirror".

The other stories, "The Boneless Horror", '"No More Tomorrows",
"The Thing in the Celiar", and "The Thirty and One" are all excellent
fiction., All are worthy of hard covers, and all are worthy of being
included in Life Everlusting.

The Place of the Lion, an import from England, is the kind of
fiction we need more of in the field of fantasy.

It begins in such a normal manner that one is led to believe that
nothing abnormal oould possibly happen. Then you, the reader, are
rudely awakened when an enormous lion appears; particularly when you
were expecting a lioness instead! Slowly one incident builds upon an-
other until you think that the limit has been reached. THEN things
really begin to happen!

To explain the plot in less than five hundred words would be im-
possible, To explain it at all would ruin the story fox the reagder,
But this mueh I will say: It is plotted with an eye for each detail,
it weaves the fantasy with a consunmate gkill born of long experience,
and it is worthy of a place in anyone's library, fantasy reader or
otherwise, I recommend it unreservedly.

Lagt minute arrival department: Final Blackout, by L. Ron Hubb-
ard. Hadley Publishing Co., $3.00. One of the greatest and grimmest
novels of seience~fiction. Binding fair, dust-jacket excellent. Il-
lustrations so~so. Contents magnificent!

And wateh this column for reviews of all the fantasy titles from
England and Australia, Some exceptional items are being released per-
lodically and should be in the librury of all fans. Next period will
feature The Breaking of the Seals by Ashton, and All Hallows Eve by
Williams, both exceptional fantasy.
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One night I had lain very drowsy,
Nearly letting my thoughts slip
b

v

When something rattled the shute
ter,

Like a soft wind's tiny sigh.

I bolted upright from my bedding

Unfastened the lateh to let in

Whatever had pleaded admission

To this smellest of rooms in the
inn.

Silver flooded the bhedroom,

And while I blinked in the light,
Into the room from the casement,
Stepped a graceful forest sprite

"They call me Satanie," she mure
mured,

Casting & smile at my fear,

And humming some pagan love song,

She changed the smile to a leer,

She started to dance in a fashion

That brought a gasp from my lips,

For the vell that flcated eround
her

Was but loosely done up at her
hips.

Her glittering eyes were evil,

Her white skin spoke of death,

And her full, drooping lips were
parted,

Emitting a foetid breath,

Her raven black hair flew in tan

gles

As she whirled herself round the
room;

Her sylphelike body slipped past
me,

Exuding a rare perfume,

Her long supple palms brushed my
forehead,

Her soft bosom swelled on mine,

And with a spell of magic,

She made our hearts entwine.

: =~ SATANIE
=y by Ken Pitohforad
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She touched her hand to my shoule
der

Her smouidering oyes bade me,
"C ome 2 "

And though my socul screamed &
warning,

My mind and my mussleg went numb.

So, with the pale moon ebove us,

The lush, fertile valley below,

We danced in the sylvan twilight

With & madness that seemed to
grow,

Faint, at last, with exertion,
I dropped weakly to the ground,
And when she glided toward me,
My temples began to pound.

There in the dusk of the forest,

She gathered me into her arms,

And pressing her c¢old, cold lips
to mine,

She bound me with magic charms,

&6k

DR

Satanie 3till dances at midnight

With the same wild abandon of old,

Seeking to lure a new lover

Into the lair of her fold.

For I am hut one of the many

That have felt her ioy kiss;

And we flee like shadows hefors
her

While she revels in wicked bliss,

Will man always fall prey to her
witcheraft?

Must he j}oin her cursed band?

And must he wander forever

Lost in her haunted land?

Many men tremble in horror

When ths dark of the moon comes
in view,

For remembering the pymph named
Satanie

Strikes fear into them ansew,
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Astounding SCIENCE FICTION, Vol. XLI No. 1, March 1948, 25¢.

", ,.And Searching Mind", Jack Williamson g new serial (his first
incidentally, since "One Agu{nst the Legion®" in 1939), starts out welL
introducing a ecagt of interesting echiaracters and prom*sing plenty of
suspense and conflicte With Williamson's penchant for choosing &s
"hero" an ungympathetic protagonist, one is not surprised to find Dr.
Webb Claypool, gnomish, irascible sclentisc, cast in the lead; howev~
er, in +this first installment, a lesser character named A.'White
Philosopher, steals the spotlignt much as good old Giles Habibuladmi
in the "Legion" yarns. Whether A, White will emerge with the renown of
the great Giles, only time will tell, The only criticism we could
level at "...ﬂn& Ssarching Mind" st this early dats would be that it
is gset too remote in time and too distant in space; there is virtually
nothing, except the reader's recollection of "With Folded Hands...",
to tie this story to Earth and its future history. '' Outside of the
serial, the most welcome item in this issue is Ly Sprague de Camp's
artlcle "The Space Suit"™. Once again hig "Richard Farnsworth", in-
trepid, thick~-headed hero, appears as the "bad example" to point up
the fallacies of pseudoscientific 1deas concerning the deep space
pPressure=-suits, and "Farnsworth's" return is as welcome as his crea-
tor's. This is an excellent, informative article, '' There is a sec~
ond article this time, this one by our old friend Isaac Asimov -- or,
as someone once said, the man who is known to the fan world as I, Asi-
mov. It concerns (of all things!) "The Endochronic Properties of Re-
sublimated Thiotimoline™, '' Leinsterts "West Wind" heads the shorter
fiction gection, This yarn is an effectively done future-war thing,
distinguished mostly for the competent way in which the author handles
the lone-hand role of his hero -- a Leinster hallmark, indeed, '' Oth-
erwlse, George O. Smith isg present with another future-war tale, "The
Incredible Invasion™ (phew, old titlel}, which has the usual Geosmith
surface cleverness, but when analyzed carefully breaks down into a ra-
ther sloppy and iunept plece of crud, considsrably marred in the main
by +the naive way in which George O. handles international power poli-
tics. Rewritten, this might wmake a passable yarn, but as it stands -«
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thumbs cdown. !'' Rene (Ron Hubbard) Lafayette should be warned of the
dangsrs of running & series, wihich from the beginning was almost sube~
terranean, into the grourd -- but he chould have learned by now! Ole
Boc Methuselah's latest expleit, "Eer Majesty's Absrration", is as
good as the others, but we are beginning to agiree with Don Wilson,

that having little or no peint to them, these yarns are a waste of
time, Frankly, we wish Hubbard would go back and pick up the threads
of his "Kllkenny Cats" series, but there's little chance of that, we
imegine, '' Finally, J. Scott Campbell presents "Film of Death", "one
of those inventions-gone-~wrong potboilers, Mildly interesting. ' In
addition to the whole roster of departments, Willy Ley comes up with a
review of Pllgrims Through Spaze and Time, leaving the book in tatters,
to say nothing of Dr. 3. O. Bailey's reputation as a stf critic. ''
The art department functions in its usual so-so groove, with interiors
by Rogers, Cartier; Davis; end a newcomer named Ayers, who isn't bad.
Rogers* cover is poor; although we are glad to note that he faithfully
follocwed Timmins?® original conceptlon of the pacifistiec humanoid, ''
Anachrenistie notet This 1issue's ife has an ad in whieh Crosby and
Hope urge everyone to purchase U, S, Savings Bonds for Christmas:

THRILLING WONDER STORIES, Vol, XXXII, No. 1, April 1948, 20¢.

This, the first of TWS' 148«page issues, is paradoxically one of
the worst issues in a year or twos One of the story titles character-
izes the issue: Dud! Two others describe editor Merwin's predicament
-~ A Dog's Life, and Pile of Trouble] '' Outside of the last two stor-
ies menticned above - MA Dog's Life" and "Pile of Trouble" ~-- there
Isn't enough s0lid entertainment in this issue to make it worth even
the old price of 15¢. Zagat's lead novel, "The Faoeless Men" (well-
illustrated by Finlay, we should mention en passant), is a dreary
thing about +the intrepid young =cientist who uses scant science and
lots of brute forece to save the world from an atomic catastrophe. The
opesning scenes, which depict +the taut attention with which atomie
piles are checked for dangerous tendencies, are sexcellent, but the
story soon deteriorates and falls into the familiar groove of intrigus
and ,ounternlntrigue. 't Arthur J: Burks once said in Writer'sg Digest
that he has always been more successful writing yarns about places and
things of whioch he knows nothing from personal experisnce. His latest,
*Thisves of Time'"; iz set in the Amazon country through which globe-
trovter Burks has travelled several timeg,; "Thieves of Time" is an
unsuscessful story. '' f"Dad" lives up to its name, but "World of Wul-
kens" strikes a slightly cheerier note; being something of an improve-
men over F, B. Loag's usual nebulous monstrosities., Neither is up to
TWES* recent standard. '' “Gentleman, the Scavengersi! is a Jacobl yarn
invelving an interplanetary war, the development of which <« though
not the writing -.- 1s remindful of the turgid days of the '30's when
Gernshback published "war of the worlds" potbollers every igsue. '' One
of the saddest things we've read recently is the short-short by Matt
Lee, "Problem in Astrogation", After reading it the first time, we
stralned our extra-brain to forget the whole thing, but in the inter-
ests of this review we had to skim through it again. We gloom, '' The
two worthwhile yarns this 4igsue are both shorts} we mentioned them
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N above, twige, and bring them up again for a
f{i»«n.*wvi¢ﬁ formal commnendation. "Pile of Trouble" 1s
‘¢V' \\\va‘ another Kuttner "Whopper" {as the characters
X B themselves would call 1t} about the hilarious
' : f\séag'\\ Hogbens, the nutie mountaineers whose lineage

| ~ — A \ nmust have 1inoluded "Waldo" of Anson MazDon-
\\ 6? i \‘wi} ald's yarn of that name. "A Dog's Life" is
Nl \F~~.__—7" a George O, Smith idea-story, which involves
}:* AR = mental time-travel to a world in which the

/ ¢ s average Canine possesses intelligence super-

\ ' ior to that of today's scientist., Too bad

Gampbell wasn't writing the blurbs for the yarn -- he'd have called it
a "Ylovely story". '' Dr. Amadeus kafferty's "Mant's Journey to the
Stars" should be mentioned,  but it is an indescribable thing -~ really
a8 gag article, pseudo~serious, illustrated by several cuts that appear
to be sgomething out of Edison's Conguest of Mars {they're not, of
course). '' Speaking of That book, it is favorably reviewed in "the
book section: Nods of approval go also to Greener Than You Think,

Venug Equilateral, and O0f Worids Beyond. ZEither the books are getting
befter, or Werwin is r mellowing. We are inclined to think it is the
latter. It seems, however, +that Reviewer Merwin fails to read the
books very carefully. In his commentary on the George 0. Smith book,

he tags Francis Burbank (Channing's predecessor as director of Venus
Equilateral) as the double-dyed villain of the whole series and claims
that "Channing, in every episode, foils the increasingly villainous
Burbank.*" As we recall, Burbank appears only in the first story,
"QRM -~ Interplanetary". The real villain of the series is Mark King-
man, and even he doesn't appear till "The Long Way" -- the fifth story
of the boock! Are you sure you read the book at all, Mr. Merwin?

AMAZING STORIES, Vol. 22, No. 4, April 1948. 25¢.

"I read this issue," he growled defiantly, 'because Don agked me
to review 1t. I wish," he added distastefully, *that I hadn't been
agked." The only story in the issue deserving more than a perfunctory
gkim-through is Emmett McDowell's "Wandering Egos" -- which, despite
the title, has absolutely nothing to do with fans straggling home from
the Torcon., It's based on an interesting idea and the writing is pas-
sable. 0ddly, the yarn is absorbing, and ig realistic 1n & vague sort
of way. Why not read it, and you'!ll
see what we mean? '! Archette s "Secret
of the Yellow Crystal' is the only oth-
er yarn worthy of serious consideratiomn
We rather 1liked it. *' Y'know what
YThe Monster from Mars" is about? Some-
thing new! Flying saucers, no less. '!
The rest of the magazine 1s sheer crud,
gome of it lengthy enough to be criml-
nally time-wasting. Unless you need
something to kill time, skip the rest
of the issue, and under no circumstane-
ces whatsoevuver read "Drink Like a Fish",
the miscarriage of the month. '!' Art-
work this time is poor to passable. R.
G. Jones' cover rates one long "Gaaaa";

D e e N e N
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it is an atavism, a throwback to 1932,
'" Rog Graham's "Club House" column is
flanked by an ad for Thse Modern Mar-

Iiage Manual -- coincidence, perhaps, ’///1?57
but 1t may be a broad hint, with snide o
overtones, of course, foT fans to Grow ?;“ ’d’t::::T
Up., e T 1\H
e ) e e oM
g "‘—-r:g'—-'s s L T ——— TX
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES, Vol, 9, Nos &4, April 1948, 25¢.

iympanl erroneously announced a few months ago that FFM was duse
to fold sometime this summer. After reading "Clty of the Dead" in the
April issue, one wiskes the rumor were true, For "City of the Deagd®
is undoubtedly the very worst novel FFM has ever printed. 3Some of the
Mungeyarng they published in the old days were stilted in dialog and
weak in characterization, but none was as musty and lncompetently writ-
ten as this novel. Edlson's Conguest of Mars igs a literary master-
piece beside "City of the Dead", which must have bheen disinterred from
about the same era. It should have been left to rot between 1ts orig-
inal dingy ocovers. '' "The Messenger! 1s typlcally good Chambers, if
less than a classic when compared to "The Yellow Sign" and others. ‘'
Lewrence's cover 1s weirdly erfective =-- one of the best FFM has fea-
tured in some +ime. Really one that should bring $25.00 if it were
suctioned off at the Torcon. '' Finlay's interiors ars poor, except
for one fullepager depicting the heroine standing beside her tent at
night, with the moon obscured by luminous clouds. 01d Reliable Virgill
isn't living up to his reputation of late, A change in hils style back
to the heights he gained in 19,4044 1s indicated.

Astounding SCIENCE FICTION, Vol, XLI, No, 2, April 1948. 25¢.

Charles Fort once said (in Lo!, Chapter 16} that thls is the
shortest story he knew: "He walked around the horses." H. Eeam Pipar
has +taken this short-short-short, which chronicles the dlsappearance
of Benjamin Bathurst at Perleberg, Germany, and expanded it into a
noveletta of 18 pages. ¥rankly, we llke the super~brief version best,
for a great slice of Piper's 18 pages 1s filled with sheer crud in
which Bathurst’s bewilderment at finding himself in a parallel world--
and that of the officials there who found him -- 1is relterated with
the blunt persistency of a runaway plledriver. It is clear immediate~
ly to any casual stefan exactly what has happened to Sir Ben, and Pi~
per's purposse in driving the point home agaln and agaln must be tied
up with word rates. The real kick of the yarn 1s lurking in the last
two words of the thing; however, we feel that not even this punchy
climax 1is worthy of the pretentious buildup. '' "Ex dMachina™, the now
Gallegher yarn, is highly amusing, but develops enough sorious consid-
erations to add depth to the tale, providing an implication or two
that hit you the next day -- which probably makes JWCjr. chuckle with
glee, "“Ex Machinz" is not, by any means, the best of the Gallegher
saga, but it will do, it wiil do! '' Before we forget it, we might add
that Edd Cartier's deplction of Grandpa as an illustration for the
Gallegher story 1is & genuine classic, Thisg is in the wacky tradition
that made Edd the peer of the Unknown artists, '' "The House Dutiful"
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by William Tenn is another of them durn things in the "-«Crooked
House", "Housing Shortage", "This Ig the House®" tradition; one of this
basic plot shows up at least once a year in the Cempbellzines, &and we
grow weary, especially when all the anthologies reprint the yarns and
we unsuspectingly peruse them a second time, "The present houselsas
peculiar as any of them, and is funnier than most, '' Bertram Chand-
ler's latest, "New Wlngs" has a touch of "Universe" in it, as well as
some of the aspeots of Chan Davis' "Journey and the Goal"., It is in
no sense & plagiarism, of course, but their influence is apparent. The
yarn is well done, though, and more effective than most of Chandler's
recent offerings., '' The Williamson serial, "...And Searching Mind",
uanreels merrily. If a slam-bang climax doesn t come out of this wab
of mystery and adventure, it will be the biggest letdown since The
Forbidden Garden. '*' April's cover, an astronomical painting by Ches-
ley Bonesgtell, 1is a drab affalr from the objective viewpoint, done 1in
dull colors and not presenting the spatter of stars that are usually
the attraction of the spatial view, but studied in conjunction with
"Man on Mira", which it illustrates, it takes on significance. With
that background in mind, it becomes a highly interesting cover. R. S.
Richardson's article itself 1rivals the fiction for interest, being
more or less fathomable even to an utterly untechnical dope 1like us,
Astronomical subjects are usually entertaining, and this one is no ex-
ception.

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, Vol. 10, No. 4, April 1948, 25¢.

It seems that Hamling is having difficulty distingulshing between
stf and fantasy. This 1issue contains at least two yarns that belong
in Amazing, if they belong anywhere, which is a matter of considerable
doubt, Hamling has attempted to Justify their presence herein by la-
beling +them ®both interplanetary and fantasy#, but we'd like to have
him tell us exactIy what difference there is between Amz interplanet~
ary and FA interplanetary. The two tales in question are "Lair of the
Grimaikin" and "Coffin of Life and Death™; one takes place on Venus
and the other mostly on Mars. "Lair" is a typical Venusian jungle
yarn that with a few revisions would fit in Jungle Stories, but if you
don't mind the hackneyed atmosphere, 1it's a falrly Interesting thing,
and not badly written, The editorial says the author, G. H. Irwin,
wrote "The Vengeance of Martin Brand™, a tale we dimly remember, prob-
ably from c¢irca 1942. We doubt if "Lair of the Grimalkin® will linger
in the subeconscious for six years, '' "Coffin of Life and Death'" is a
silly thing; not the silliest part of which is the journey of the hero
from bars to Earth -~ through the asteroid

belt: Ah, the fantasy element! '' Qops, T e
there's a third interplanetary in this issue:
SEEEchtt. LToiG Eoatt 0y ~hee Hrancis. This

shculd have been mentioned first; it's the

best of +the three, although it's too much ¥ 5

like regular Planet fare to be thoroughly g /;‘3 \
palateable. '' About the only other item of > r e
interest 1is "The Wandering Swordsmen™, by ;* ¥ /}
Williem P, MoGivern, & yarn that resuscitates L . __ » 7
the original Three Musketeers of Dumas and Rt e 15
inconsiderately dumps them in the middle of e
America, 1948, We mention the story only be- / At
cause we sort of liked the idea. We didn't L 7

like the story. Didn't the Dumes family keep N
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ous novels that are credited to their sponsor?
Somehow we doubt that McGivern would be able to
hold down a typewriter {or a quill) in the Dumas
coterie. '* The rest of the fiction is third-rate
crud, except for "who Sups With the Devil™, which,
embodying all that is stals in the "gangster fan-
tasy" field, 1is distinctly fifth-rate. 't' In the
back of the book a figtful of "gscience® articles
bring up such startling statements as "The true
stars ars faraway sung®; Yflying lizards were com-
mon during the 1ice age" (hmm? whatice age?);

7 "bamboo 1s & grags"; etc., With such a reliable
source of sclentific information at their finger tips once a month,
FA readers should progress to building pocketsize cyclotrons in their
attics by next Christmas. '' The artwork is so-so this time, although
R. G. Jones' front cover 1s a creditable job. Bacover features Set-
tles' depiction of a 10-million pound meteor crashing ixto Crater
Mountain, Arizona, Is Crater Mountain the same thing as Meteor Cra-
ter? We've always had the impression that the latter was a consider-
able disgtance from the mountains. Too, we've heard that the meteor
impact has been described in Indian legends, which would make the
gilant reptiles in the picturse a bit anachronistic.

( S stable of hack-writers that batted out the numer-

STARTLING STORIES, Vol. 17, No. 2, May 1948. 20¢.

There 1is not much to say about "The Mask of Circe’”, except that
it is Kuttner in his Merritt facet, and it is pseudo-Merritt doing one
of hils best writing jobs yet. If you are like usg, you become weary
sometimes of HanX’s plots (or plot), which are infuriating as an elusg-
ive dream is -~ the effect dim and uncertain, with nothing that is
solhd or to be taken at its face value, After reading a Kuttnex fan-
tagy ohe¢ is thirsty for the substantiality of a Geosmith he-man excur-
sion into the intricacies of subspace radio. However, the depths of
imagination which Kuttner plumbs, the lovely atmosphere where tine mod-
ern world dissolves like the sun in an October twilight, the delicate-
ly beautiful Ilanguage == =all make a Kuttner yarn of this sort well
worth reading, despite +the tenuous plots which are intricate for all
their mistiness. If "The Magsk of Circe"™ swings into action with a
gimmick reminigcent of "The Ship of Ishtar®, one ig not particularly
disappointed, but only quietly satisfied to discover that the key to
the Merritt worlds was not lost when Morritt died. As long as Kuttner
and Bok own typewriters, the world of A; wiil be accessible to those
who seek it., '' We hereby retract f'or the momsnt. our statement of a
few pages back that Finlay has slipped. His illustrations for "The
Mask of Circe", especially the frontispiece epitomizing the pagan
beauty of this fabulous adventure, are among his best since his post-
war return. '' Frank Belknap Long does
a Bradobury. That's the story behind e

- s 7
"The House of Rising Winds®. In o gy ~}jg:::‘-::::::n::::f/
"World of Wulkins", his dcpiction of & B il
the children came rather close to the ¥ SR
Bradbury domain, but in this story he 14 e R
unashamedly treads aoross the bordef NN
and flings a furiously-dlattering ty- : ‘? /

per into the buUgihess of telling fan=- )\
tasy from the juvenile angle, Thig is R



DEEAM QUEST 39

a capable job; too; and is F, B. L.'s best story in a Long, Long time,
Strictly speaking, perhaps, "The House of Rising Winds" isn't true
Bradbury, for while Bradbury speaks of children as being unsane by ad-
ult standards, Long has his character remark, "The sanity of childhood
can't be shaken." Ilcwever, there's enough of Bradbury in this one to
make it highly enjoyable. '' The absence of Zagat from the field
these many years hasn't sharpened his writing skill any, and his con-
tributions to aSF and the Merwinzines during the past few years have-
n't been particularly successful. '"No Escape from Destiny'" is no ex=-
ception. - George O. Smith's "Journey" takes van Vogt's "Far Cen-
taurus"” and twists it into a neat bit of conjecture about what would
happen 1if the first interstellar expedition took, not the expected 20
vyears {in suspended animation), but only a few months to make the
round~trip to Alpha Centauri. Most entertaining! '' Robert Moore
Williamg' *“The Seekers"” and Fearn's "After the Atom" are competently
done shorts, such as one expects from old-time stf writers, but "The
Simple Life", by Ray Cummings -~ who if longevity were the thing that
counted should be called the Grand 014 Man of Stf -- is a surprisingly
inconsequential yarn of the St. Clair type. Even with thumbs jerking
toward the dero dqomain, one is inclined to be glad to note that Cum-
mings has subdued his sentimental proclivities in conformance with the
current Startling policy.. If he keeps improving, he'll be on a par
with the other hacks. '' Hall of Fame selection is Paul Ernst's "Mi-~
eroscopic Giants", which we rather enjoyed.

g
ot

For me are the woodlends, peaceful end dim, E=5

When the dryads dance on the moonlit rim; ‘Effu;}F-V“
The forest, the wood, and the shady glen,
Far from the sight and the sound of men.

When the centaurs dance in the grassy dale 3&3:}7:'j

And nectar we qguaff, and spicy ale. b i f
There we dance 'neath the starry sky...

There I play when the moon is high...

There you will find me, if you try...

En Oy eE

-

7

-«Lin Carter
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-ALL ABOUT POLLS-

Starting with the last first, and putting aside the histomap for
the mo, & few words about Opinion. As to the unsatisfactoriness of
only 37 replies, i wonder what you'd consider the ideal number. Cer-
tainly not a case of the more the better, Get several hundred replies
and you'll be tapping a large number of people with too little know-
ledge in some of the categories (such as fan humorist) to make their
replies count for much, though statistically they'd count for more
than the 7rTeplies of the half.-hundred best-informed. I still think
there's much to be said for my idea of polling & small select group -=-
the top twenty, 1 believe, wag what i took in 1944. This may be ob-
jected to as undemocratic, but my reply would be a battery of queries
as to the purpose of polls of this sort. Don't answer with a general-
ization 1like "to get a cross-sgection of fan opinion" /tangentially,
there was no necessity for the quotemarks in the second paragraph of
Opinion to be quasiquotes/. "To discover the feelings of the fen”
describes a little better what you're going after, bdut still provides
no standard for judging how accurate a sample various methods produce,
What do you expect to be done with the results -~ how are they to be
applied? Is their function discharged in giving a charge of egoboo to
the people high up? Is the publication of relative standings merely
to provide a goal tc energize people lower down in struggling upward?
Or do you have an idea that polls establish norms?--that by detemining
what stories, fanzines, fen, ete; are best-liked, you provide a stan-
dard which can be used for comparison of later activities and thus im-
prove their guality. Probably none of these is right on the nose, but
i think they suggest the need for a thorogoing inquiry from & pragmat-
ic standpoint, without which efforts at improvement of the polls will
be blundering around in a fog.

Your reference to I.--t0-10 scoring as the *"old faithful manner"isg
rather discouraging after years of campaigning against a system where-
in one man's Tfirstplace vote counts for as much as ten men's tenth=-

=40=
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place votes. But we have little baais for judging its propriety until
we're surer of why the polls are condueted.

Though i didn't, so far as i now recall, get one of the Dreamland
Opinionators {(maybe i did; an old man’s menories get all mixed up), i
take it that it was supposed to be limited to the record of 1947,
Since many people did vote on stories, ktp, of other years, their lis-
ting in the tabulations 1is proper, but it's customary to indicate
those that don't belong, so that the reader will know that the score
indicated isn't & true index of the item's popularity.

I notice that when two items are *tied for, say, =29th place, you
number the next place 30. Witk Kennedy and others i've argued at some
length that the next r'mmber should be 31. This doesn’t matter so much
when you speak in texing cf "30th place", but it does lead:- to inaccur-
ate statements when gscmebody speaks of being '"number ten fan', when
there are perhaps a doxngn guys ahead of him,

What did "Elimins4cd'" meen as to A J Donnell? ((Omitted))

On several of % categories, it took a little study to figure
out, how meny places yrere to be voted fcr. A number in parentheses
after the heading woull Tave aided in interpreting the point scores,

Interesting to compare the results of the popularity contest with
standing of fen in other questions. Popularity of course isn't a mere
summgtion of a few other Lhings, but i suspect that some of the var-
lance is simply due to the carelessness with which forms are filled
out, or slightly differing "sets" of mind in answering different ques-
tions. I know that when i vote in a poll, if i inadvertently overlook
a story., that i like greatly until i've filled in the top few places,
i'll write it in at the point where i thot of it, rather than revise
the whole column, This, among other things, inclines me to favor the
idea of asking simp.iy for a certain number %o be named, but not in any
order; or & compromise between that and the guote old faithful manner
unquote, such as the 20-~to-l1 scoring gives. By the way, if anybody
could get up the energy to do it, it mignt be of interest to arrange
for two different polls, containing some questions substantially iden-
tical, to te conducted at the ssme time, circulating to approximately
the same typs of fen. Comparison of the resulits would give a relia-
bility factor for polls in general, which might be surprisingly low,
You can’t get such a factor very well by comparing, say, the NFFF
laureate awards and the Dreamland Opinionator on similar questions,
because part of the digparities might be due to differences in time
and type of cross-gection, The conn2ction of this with the beginning
of this paragraph is that 1 suspec!{ come of the variance between, say
"journalist" standing and popularity is due to unreliadbility factor.
And some, introspecting again, is due to the feeling "I've already
named him in the journalist column; i*ll give somebody else a boost
here-"

Interesting comparison of standings for another reason is between
Acky's rating as worst fan and his popularity. I feel slighted, by
the way. o1 the former.

Cempliling the results on event of 1947 was bound to be a problem,
since people will state approximetcly the scme thing several different
ways. I think you should have combined the vote on "Fight with Amaz-
ing" and "Shaver feud", and perhaps also "Amazing fan column®,

Thet ralses the question of suggesting unswers. Anything you
suggest, of course, would be likely to get an undue number of votes,
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out it migpt be worthwhile to give standardized ways of saying certain
things., but more generally on polls, a great hindrance to their acc-
urate reflection of opinion is that the answerer must pull his answers
cut of the air. Perhaps he'll think of "Children of the Lens" and
forget "Aesop", which he liked better, simply because the latest issue
of aSF is lying on the table. S0 also, he may not think of Fan~Tods,
which he likes best of any fanzine, until he's zotten down to eighth
place where hs mentions Synapse, so Fan-Tods gets the #9 spot. It's
not Dpractical to list all the stories published in 1948 to pick your
answers out of, nor all fanzines. But on a poll not limited to one
year, it might well be worthwnile to list the top twenty or fifty that
have been nentioned in some other similar poll,

Hurrying on to DQ5: Miller's artwork still fine, and Stein's is
good tco; but there's some sameness in the former*s. Regardless, the
back cover 1s especially good; it seems to have a definite idea, which
we can only partly grasp: there's a suggestion of things from Outside
coming in.

Suggestions on format? Only one -- widen the margins a little,
({Do the rest of you feel this necessary?)) lNew title headings very
satigfactory; looks like you may have a book of printing styles such
as i borrowed from the library while publishing TNFF. The absence of
drawings in the headings now increasesg the desirability of some small
ones scattered over the pages to break them up. The inserts are good,
but ??n't entirely meet this need. { ({How about the pies in this is-
sue?

Stein's article praiseworthy, though i shall spend most of my
time disegreeing with parts of it or raising guestions. Freedom to
carry personal weapons sounds like a good thing after youtve just read
The Weapon Shop, but i wonder how it would be in actuality. A premise
of our laws against murder, battery, and assault (which is the mere
putting in apprehension of injury) is that the right of the citizen to
feel secure in iils person is very important; that life would be much
more unpleasant if he had not this feeling of security. In view of
Bob's true words later on about the increasing inability of many civ-
ilians to stand up to a few modernly armed soldiers, i1 wonder how val-
uable the right to cerry pistols would be. Incidentally, the modern
danger is not so much from militia, which term technically includes
all ableBodied males, but from professional soldiers cut off from the
mass of citizens, &a class whom the apostles of our democracy feared
and hated.

I wonder if Bob has ever really analyzed the word "rights". Ac-
cording to Hohfeld, there is always correlative with a right on one's
part & duty on someone else's part, apparently the duties creating
the rights he speaks of are duties of society, or its instrument the
government, '' The right to "the wife he wants" raises the question
of her right to the husband she wants, or someone else's right to her.
'* However that be, i wonder if he would accept an amendment to his
list of ©rights to food, housing, etc: The right to earn them. This
opens up a yuestion which he blurs over in saying "In return the indi-
vidual would work alcong the lines his talents indicater, How does Bob
know the individual would? He certainly would i he must otherwise
starve, and Bob appears to intend this threat when he sayvs "goods that
are obtained free will be obtained with credits that are distributed
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for the compulsory work", for he doesn't specify any other means of
compeliing people to work. But it accords ill with the idea of Utopila
(pernaps)i‘m being unfair in raising objections about what is frankly
a Utopia}.

I would like to hear a good solution to the aim "Each child will
start out with the same opportunities® which doesn't put the children
on an assembly-line basis of rearing. As to special training for un-
usual talent, i wonder if Bob knows how near he is to a heresy against
Marxism,

Kef the artist selling his paintings for whatever price people
will pay: Would Stein retain copyright protection, or allow anybody
who wished to take a color foto of the painting? And how soon could
the importance of an inventor's invention be determined, in order to
reward him adequately?

As for the syndiculist system of electing delegates, there is
room for & guery whether a man's economic grouping would in every case
be the one 1in whieh he felt his chief interests to be. The Wallace
party is being organized by delegates from many types of associations,
and 1i'll ©bet there's a great deal of overlapping among their various
menbershiprs, The fancy name for the problem 1s pluralism,

Song Out of Space uses a style which 1s generally effectlve, but
i don't believe it contributes anything new stylistically, and cer-
tainly it says nothing. Dark Dreamer's chief faults were irregulari-
ties of meter and riming so artificial that 1 lost track of what it
was talking about. kimes should fit in with the thought; the thought
should not be changed for the sake of a rime. Your indentation in
typing this was curious, by the way. The usual rule isg that lines
which rime should ve indented the same distance. ({(It was Pederson's
indentation system, not mine.))

Treasure Trove would probably have been a deadly bore but that 1
got out mnmy new Checklist of Fantastic Literature and checked Ladd's
discoveries against it. Interested to note that he stayed at the New
Yorker =-- a damned aristocrat, by God! His last words bring out
clearly a fault that underlies most of his writing. f-~but I've writ-
ten to too great length already, I fear, so I shall just say --
'That's another storyi'" I can't express it all, but one thing wrong
is that the grammar is too proper -- "to ... great length" rather than
"at', "I fear" carefully set off with commas, "I shall",. It doesn't
sound spontaneous.

Rapp's article not bad at all. Even the footnotes were okay,
though the whole at vimes trembled on the edge of being annoying ra-
ther than funny.

Amen to Milty. A couple of minor objections: The difference be-
tween science and law on presumptions is not that science accepts no-
thing till proved whereas law presumes innocence until guilt is
proved. It presumes innocence, yes, but the rcason is that the issue
in law can be and is two-valued, guilty or not guilty, whereas the
scientist must face infinite-valued probability. (That phrase rolled
off inadvertently. I don't know what it means,) To do the crackpot
justice, the mechanism of his reasoning is not the syllogistic series
Milty sets forth, It goegs more like this: The dilettante is con-
vinced, from the minute his concept bursts upon him, that it is true;
this 1is a unitary phenomenon. Next he discovers that professional



L DREAM QUEST

scientists won't accept it. Then by association he remembers other
great 1ideas which the scientists of the past refused to accept for a
long time. His idea immediately belongs to that class, and the scien-
tists who won't listen to him are as stupid as those who persecuted
Priestley and Galileo.

No comment on the two reviews; reaction neutral.

Tch, +two socialogical articles in one igsue? Stein's was on the
credit side, but i can't say much for "One World--Stf Style". PFar as
i can tell he's reciting stale truisms. Now if he'd come out and told
his readers to go join and work with the nearest branch of the Federa-
tion of Atomic Scientists, TUnited World Federalists, or Americansg for
Democratic Action, the article might have earned two pages. But just
"think"ing isn't going to accomplish anything.

Pro Phile: The belief that general readers can never be made to
view stef otherwise than with ridicule seems to be a fond thecry of
yours, which you've repeated several times without backing it up, Its
truth isn’t selfevident. '' Seems like i‘ve heard somewhere else the %
dea "If we agsume that our world was created by an alien race ~-- then
who created the aliens?" Perhaps i'm thinking of the De Courcy story
in Panscient, ({Or "By His Bootstraps"?)}

The Garroting not bad; not fantasy.

Review of Chaos, I might, if i wanted to, believe in the Immacu-
late Conception and the Virgin Birth, but i'd find it very difficult
to believe that Joshua the Zombie could beget a son without sullying
himgelf. Come to think of it, i wonder what he was doing between the
eges of 12 and 30. ((Come now. You aren't supposed to ask such gues-
tions.)} '* I suppose you noticed that the call letters of YHWH are
the Hebrew for Jehovah,

Cave of the Winds? I 1imegine that the Earth's axis has been
shifted, to make the polar regions gardens (didn't somebody undertake
this once for real estate profits?) in ancient s-f, but the only ex~
ample i can positively name right now was in Buddy Deering Sunday page
some years ago. '! Whose mistake was "enthusiasiav? ({Redd’s,))

I'll write Laney direct such comments as i1 have on the details
of the higtomap, Minor things, mostly as to technique. Far
as 1i'm concerned, it's good enuf as it stands. A histomap
of fandom of a vrather different sort might be made, representing
by the different bands not clubs, but interests. This would trace,
for example, the relative dominance of bibliography and politics in
fan journalism and correspondence at different erochs. It would bear
a2 relationship to Laney's histomap somewhat like that of the Histomap
of Religion +to the original Histomap of nations., ~--Jack Speer, 4518
l6th NE, Seattle 5, Washington.
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~DERLETH SHELLACKED AGAIN-

I'm not going to write at very great length about Dream Quest.
I will say, though, that you seem to be aiming at the same general
goals that I went after when I was publishing fpaceways, and in many
respects youlre doing a far better job than I ever did. I like your
neat and conservative format, the separation of illustrations from the
text, the absence of editorializing in the middle of other people's
writings, and the general balance between formality and informality
that is so hard to hit in a fanzine. Most of the contents of this isgs
sue intercsted me, too. Especially the things about Lovecraft. I
don't know why it should be, but the articles about the man interest
me much moie than his stories.

It is also very good to see some peopnle who aren't afraid to say
nasty things about Derlesth. I recognize the good work that he has
done as a pioneer in the fantasy publishing field. But I think that
he's an insufferably egotistical person who really has no great genius
in any field, but ability in most of them that he is the very first to
mistake for genius. He writes hopelessly hackneyed weird fiction that
at first glance sounds something like the writers he imitates so slav-
ishly; he turns out non~fantasy writing by the ton waich gets a polite
nod from the book reviewers and the cold shoulder from the public; and
he publishes anthologies which have a falrly good sale simply becauss
weird <fictien sellg well in book form today, but you'll notice that
the Derleth-prepared bpooks never get the promoticon or the ravorable
reviews of various other good anthologies that have appeared in the
last two or three years. As far as Arkham House goes, I'm inclined to
prefer to borrow a phrase from Jim Blish and call them bookbinders ra-
ther than publishers at the present time. They're preserving between
hard covers hundreds of thousands of words of fiction that barely qual-
ified as magazine fiction. People like Carl Jacobi and Frank Belknap
Long haven't written more than two or three really good stories in
their careers, and reprinting their mediocrities is positively scanda-
lous, when there is so much fine unpublished stuff lying around and so
many unpublished novels. --Harry Warner Jr., 303 Bryan Place, Hagers-
town, Maryland. AL -

O o SO @€
-LOVE THOSE HEADINGS-

The most striking thing about Dream Quest #5 is not the cover,
nor even the table of contents. No, your innovation of large, effec-
tively done headings 1is the first item to task the resources of my
thesaurus. They are splendid, glorious, illustrious! In my not s
humhle oplinion, DQ takes anocther long stride forward with this new
heading idea, Your format is now almost above reproaczh,

On a no less exalted level, your material this trip: Somewhere
at, or near, the top ranks Bob's fine Utopia article -~ the best item
yet to pour out of that decrepit typer of his. His frequent tangents
are interesting in themselves ~- Stein on the Sullivan Act, Stein on
revolutions, Stein on socialized medicine ~- and add depth to this
discussion. I've only a few comments: first, a minor remark about
the right to three square mcals a day. I think that in a Utopia, the
people would eat four meals a day, which practice I believe has been
endorsed by dieticians as more effective in keeping a person at full
energy all day than the poorly spaced three meals at present in favor,
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# TFew would quarrsl with the Utoplan's right to free
meals, free housing, free mesdical attention, and the
privilege of having hobbies, all the education he needs
and so on, but when it comes to having "the wife he
wants, and as many children he wants", the Utopian pro~
cesses fall into an extremely delicate matter -- the
human ractor. According to its creator, the Stein Uto-
pia would necessarily prevent the individual from harm-
ing society. What happens 1if the woman one Utoplan
wants doesn't want to marry at all -- can she be forced
to marry? What happens if a Utopian wants six children
and the wife is unable to bear more than two? Can she
be penalized because of her inability? # Bob spends
quite some time bemoaning the fact that the trend to-
ward a Utopia must take place over the centuries,
Frankly, 1 believe a gradual change is desirable, al-
though of course the process will always be too slow,
But even if a Utopia could bhe set up next January lst
(I doubt if it will be!} I do not think that I myself
would be very much happier in it than I am in thils
crucl world. When Bob says that these in high position
oppose change, liking things as they are, he doesn't go
Tar enough: very few persons, when you come right down
t0 it, like change. The soldiers of WW 1II, fighting
(according to Gabby Heatter) for a "better world", were
dreaming in the foxholes of things as they were prewar,
O0f course we'd all like more money, but if our Aunt
Tilly leaves us a million dollars we won't spend it for
/j;; . different things -- we'll spend it for the same things,
= ST

only better models and more of them. # Incidentelly,

100% inheritance tax would be a good idea even to-
day, with this proviso: if the deceased left a2 child
who had not finished his education, sufficient money should be set a-
side as untaxable to cover, as far as possible, the cost of hisg school-
ing.

Laney's Histo-Map of Fandom is quite interesting end essentially
accurate, as far as I can judge. # Ladd's background in his "Treasure
Trove" article is entertaining, and the thumbnaeil reviews of the books
he discovered in that old bockstore are egqually so. I'd like to hear
the sequel to this collector's adventure which is mentioned in the
lagst paragraph. # Art's "Soma Fun, Hey Keed?*" is a bit unfortunate, I
fear. If I remember rightly, someone else beat him to the draw by re-
galing Merwin with the Soma info in TWS or SS an issue or so ago. More
important, .this juvenile-sounding article is in no way representative
of what Art can do in more serious moods. # Following your use of the
author's name in the article "The Stein Utopia", you should have named
this Rothman item "Milty Might Be Right", or better, "Milty Is Right".

# Elliott's "Lovecraft's Unsung Masterpiece" is good. Only comment
I'll make 1s a protest against his adjectives -- "vastly overdone,
wild and feverish" -~ describing the “cosmic sweep" of The House on

the Borderland. This is the first time I've ever heard Hodgson's ad-
mittedly tremendous concepts dismissed as merely 'feverish" and "wild",
Hodgson leaves this world, but he doesn't do it in the manner of a de
Quiney or a Kafka. # Everything else deserves mention. All in all, DQ




TREAM QUEST L7

#5 was a solidly entertaining mag. It would seem that the guestion of
which ig the current #l fanzine is no longer in doudbt. --Redd Boggs,
2215 Benjamin St. NE, Isiin'.nneapoli._.ts_/_‘lf::1 Minn.,

f;&‘i‘.\g": f? ;)

- WYOU'RE ANOTHER" =

I note your critie, Philip Gray, feels that Derleth, in Arkham
Sampler, ‘looks down on various types of science fiction," and pro-
ceeds to tell AWD to look in his own back yard. Seems to me that
it's far more constructive to avoid the "you'!re another™ and instead,
to look with objectivity at science fiction and see if Derleth might
not have something. Granted, he may be cutting it fine; why not even
go quit the defensive and look for the good, the sense in AWD's re-
marks, rether than try to prove he's all wrong? I wrote this to a man
who had +tried for years to write salable fiction: "You spend hours
'proving'! such and such a story in print is & stinker; you never spend
a8 minute asking yourself, *While it reeks in spots, though tasted may
vary, WHAT HAS IT THAT WAS GOOD, AND IT MUST HAVE CONTAINED SOME GOOD,
ELSE NO ONE WOULD HAVE BEEN MOVED TO PAY $500 or $1000 FOR IT?*' You
have spent so long seeking the bad in each publighed story, and so 1lit
tle sgeeking the good that must be in each, that you still don't know
how to make a story of your own good enough to sell,® All.right: why
not look for the good, the justification, in Derleth's criticisms, in-
stead of busting a gut to show he's biased, unreasonable, prejudiced?
Derleth, while far from being omniscient, and far from being the uni-
versal criterion of literary excellence, still and all is a notable
rerformer of many years' experience. His saying that something stinks
does not mean that you should knock your forehead thrice on the temple
tiles and intone, "ea, HE hag spoken, and so it is!™ and call the
board of health. No. But at least sniff a couple times and maybe
you*d find it was not 100% Chanel #5, or Shalimar; and science fiction
could profit. Yelping "Prejudice!"™ and '"You're another!*” is not con-
structive; it's emotional, If all the editors who have told me how my
yarns reeked were laid end to end, they'd reach from here to Banning.
I didn't bother to retdrt, "Why, you stupid bastard, what do you know
about literature?® Instead, I asked, "What made him say that? This
may not be gulte as tru§ and beautiful as I thought." Some editors
are oafs, I know., But thé automatic reaction, "Any adverse critic is
a fiendl", is deadly. Andfa good bit of the science fiction I've read
ig such abomineble drivel, | neither secience nor fiction, that an eguiv-
alent treatment and equivalent incompetence in any other field could
never get into print. A science fiction tale can have merit, and some
do have literary merit; not because it is science fiction, but because
a competent writer has written with both hands, first and foremost
telling a story, and just incidentally diddling around with *"science".
Good God, man, how many science filction readers have any more of an
actual, working concept of science that is science, than has the aver
age Igorrote? Almost as bad as in the western field! .. Whenever sharp
speclalization comes in, there is less and less chance of anything re-
sembling “literary merit", Aind science fiction is, I believe, more
mechanized than 1s fantasy-weird; so, harder to do a living, human
varn which has the humanity to rise above the so-called "science"
clutter and be a story. It can be, and it has been done; but not of=-
ten. --E. Hoffmann Price, 2547 Woodland Place, Redwood City, Calif.
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=A RATTLING GASP-~

I I called the last DQ "the best of 4 extraordinarily good iss-
ues", my reaction to #5 shell be merely a rattling gasp of admiration.
The neatness, size, and careful preparation of your April effusion
seem almost incredible. I'm beginning to suspect, Wilson, that you
are a robot in disguise and know no such thing as mortal fatigue,

Miller seems to be developing a distinctive stencil-scrawling
style which I like very much. A fourteen-gun salute to the cover, to
the rat-tailed bems opposite page 12, and to the tastefully-lettered
headings.

laney's "Histo-Map of Fandom" proved intriguing; you could have a
lot of fun figuring out maps like this on every conceivable field from
the history of mushroom-raising in the Dominion of Canada to how you
spent last Saturday night, but since the placing of .the various topics
and the determining of the importunce of each seems so highly subjec-
tive, 1 can't gee much practical utility in a histo-map of such a dif-
fuse Yessoclation" s8s gf fandom, # This brings back memories of Kep=-
ner's "The Social Strata of Fandom" in Toward Tomorrow & couple years
ago., Kepner diagramed & sort of caste system for fandom, with liter-
atl like Xoenig situated 'way up in the clouds, and prozine letter
hacks deep down in the mire of untouchability....!

kapp's bit added a welcome light spot to the heavyweight issue.
I too had wondered about the word "Soma™ and its use in the classical
literature, but hadn't got around to consulting the encyclopedia.
Just the other day I came across a religious poem by Whittier or Low-
ell or somebody entitled "The Brewing of the Soma", too.

"Lovecraft's Unsung Masterpiece': altho BElliott's rave review of
"DQoUK" makes the yarn sound highly eppetizing, I still am not hepped
up enuf to spend four bucks to read the story. % Possibly, too, my at-
titude toward Lovecraft's work is changing., Not long age, I rated HPL
as my favorite fantagy writer, but just last week T tried to read the
new Avon pocketbook edition of The Lurking Fear, found "Arthur Jermyn"
end "The Unnameable" actually laughable in many spots, and haven't yet
been able to wade through the title tale,

Maybe ... someday ... Nattall will ... write ... a poem without
es. All THOSE sev GOLS suvvasnse

Glad to see "Pro-Phile"™ still with us. Was your editorial reve-
lation in The Gas Jet that you are Gilbert Swenson intentional? ((Not
entirely.)) # Someday I shall write an article defenfiing the current
weird Tales. Therzs seems to be a sort of gentleman's agreement among
gstfans thal the magazine's unmentionebly awful, While WT's type of ma-
terial doesn't appeal to me personally, and while I've read a number
of the old Wright-edited issucs and found most of the tales superior
to weird's presentday zrun, it seems to me that the mag still has a
number of good points -- Bradbury's contributions; the verse; the ex-
cellent artwork of Dolgov and Coye{(!)); and it apparently pleases
most of 1its customers, else 'twould've disappeared from the stands
long ago, Any of the 3 yarns from the annish which you name would be
deserving of hard-cover presentation. --Joe Kennedy, 84 Baker Ave, Do-
ver, N. J.
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