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THIS='N'=THAT
As usual, editorializing is passsd by in the irtersst of listing new books that
are of interesi to fantasy rcaders, We begin wiith non-fiction, Most interesting
of the recont arrivals is Of Werlds Bevonds the Science 9f Science- Fiction Write
ing, edited by Lloyd A. Eshbach (Fantesy Press, $2); Mssrs, Campbell, Taine, van
Vogt, Heinlein, de Camp and Smith have contributed to this symposium, which is
one of the most entertaining this writer has read in a long time. Ancther recom-
mended purchase is Witchcraft in Zngland by Christina Hole (Scribners, $3); cir-
cumstantial excerpts from rccords and the suitably sinister illustrations of Ler=-
vyn Peake combine well indeeds On the other hand, Harry E. Wedecck's Mortal Hun-
ger (Sheridan, $2%) is a very poor bioeraphy of fentasy author Lafcadio Hoarn---
steer clear of it. The Story of livenotism by Robert W. Marks (Prentice-Hall, $3)
covers its topic fairly well from llesmer to Freud, Two books deal
Non-Fiction with a rediscovered fantssy writer: XKafka's Praver by Paul Good-
man (Vanguard, 43), an analysis of his writings; and Franz Kafka: a
Biography by Max Brod (Schocken, $3) is en fmerican edition of a 1937 issue new-
ly translated from the German by G. Humphrsys Roberts, J.0,Bailey's long-await-
ed Pilgrims through Svace and Time: Trends &nd Petterns in Scientific and Utopian
Fiction (Argus, $5) has finully appeared; it is o must for every connoisseur iun
the field, J. B. Rhine's nowest volumo, The Reach of the Mind (Sloane, $3%) has
mainly to do with the mind's ability to prOJtut itself into the future, but psy-
chokinesis, telepathy and clairvoyance are dealt with us well, Nowhere Was Somc-
where (Univ, of North Carolina Press, $2%) is Arthur E., Morgan's unusual attempt
to link More's Utopia with an ancient Peruvien civilization; interesting end af-
ten striking parallels are drawn,
Appointment with Fear (Flatteau, 2/-) is a familiar selection Irom Foe,
Plerce, Jacobs, etc., tales which were broadcast on the BBC; pass it by. Truly u
bargain is The Collected Writings of Ambrose Bierce (Citadel, $4), which has an
introduction by Clifton Fadiman and runs to over 800 pages. The Night Side edit-
ed by August W, Derleth (Rinehart, $3%) is a fairly good collection of supernut-
ural yarns, Two books recently published by Longmens, Green at $2% have alrendy
been noted in British editions in this column: 3ir Andrew Caldecott's HNot FExaci-
ly Ghosts and M, P, Dare's Unholy Relics and other Uncanny Tales., Philosopher's
Quest by Irwin Zdman (Viking, $3) isn't exactly = book of short stories, but a
collection of essays which have a noticeable rantesy and allegory content. Clore
Winger Harris' Away from Here and Now: Storios in Pscudo=Science
Anthologies and  (Dorrance, $2%) consists of & rather musty and dated selection
Collections of  published nearly two decades ago in magazine form, &rik Link-
Short Stories 1later's Sealskin Trousers (Hart-Davis, 8/6) contains & few short
fantasies, The latest collection from Arkham House is MNight's
Black Agents: ten stories by Fritz Leiber, Jr, ($3). Not all of the tales in Al-
fred Bitchcock's Fireside Book of Suspense (Simon & Schuster, $3}) are fantasy,
but the twenty-seven have enough macabre atmcsphere to warrant purchese, Better
fare than this, however, is to be found in rravellers in Time (Doubleday, $3§),a
fine, unhackneyed anthology of inexplicable journeyings into the past and future,
compiled by Philip Van Doren Stern, Infernal Machine by A. Fleming Macleish and
Robert de San Marzano (Houghton-Mifflin, $21) is an allegedly humorous pestiche
of parodies that you would do well to leave strictly alone, Supernatural shorts
are to be found in J. F. Powers' Prince of Darkness znd other Stories (Doubleday,
$2Z%), Another collection praviously priantel in Britain is Edna's Fruit Hat and
Other Stories (Harper, $21) written by the one-time RAF pilot John Pudney. Last-
ly there's Verne's From the Enrth to the Moon pnd Round the Moon (Didier, $3), &
newly transleted cnd revised edition with an introduction by Clyde Fisher,
(concluded on puge 159)
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THIS & ABOUT RAY CUMMINGS

Thyril L, Ladd

The name of Ray Cummings is certainly familiar to all fantasy readers.
A legion of his stories have appeared in various magazines, and half a dozen of
his novels have been printed in book form, including one in England., Horeover,
he is really one of the old-timers of the fantasy-writing field. having been in
it over a quarter of a century. Without use of literary trickery or verbose eru-
dite passages he has written to untertain---and the fact that he has succecded
in entertaining his followers royally through the years merits no little praise.

It is not my purpose to discuss or review ir, Cummings' stories, how-
ever, but rather to tell something of a grand visit with him and his daughter,
Betty, which it was my good fortune to experience. It was a visit lasting all
afternoon---six or seven hours---during which I learned much about my host tha",
to the best of my knowledge, has never becn revealed to any of his reeders,

I arrived at his hotel a bit damp from an unexpected summer cloudburst
at 12:05 P15 I remember the exact time because it turned out to be quite im-
portunt, Under no conditions (such are his orders at the hotel desk) is he to be
disturbed before twelve noon, or are incoming phone calls to be put through to
his suite, 8o, as you sec, I was just past the deadline.

Fis voice answered my call, and I was informed I would be met in the
lobby very soon, And just a few minutes letor I spied emcrging from an elevator
the tall, snowy-haired figure which could be no one but Ray Cummings. He greeted
me cordially, and from beneath thick eyebrows his sharp eyes quickly scanned me,
"Ye're going to eat breakfast now," he said, "though for you it will be lunch." So
we ate, Betty joining us in a few minutes, and just to keep in tune I ordered
corn flakes.

The meal over, we went up to his suite, where we remained all after-
noon, talking, talking, talking through a curtain of cigarette smoke which grew
thicker and more impenatrable as the hours went by. In the presence of these two
amiable, cordial people I was completely at ease,

But before I go further I think I should say something about Betty Cum-
mings. A woman visitor could probably tell you what she wore, and how her hair
was done---but I can say only that aside from her being dressed in black she im-
prossed me as being attired smartly, in up-to-thc-minutc fashion. She is a blonde
of averago height, slender, and very attractive, In fact, out- and - out pretty.
She is young; I'm not at all sure that she is yet eligible to vote.

These qualities usually suffice for a girl, but of Betty Cummings there
is more to relate, Obviously she is very much a ' major part of her father's
life. ilore, she is an author in her own right, and her stories are being print-
ed regularly. "Whodunits" are her speciality, and it is really quite surprising
%0 know that this young girl is adept at weaving yarns of crime, blood and murder,
I'er first tale was printed in Liberty magazine when she was only thirteen, IR
cuused something of a sensation, and there is & framed letter on the wall from
ims, Cleanor Roosevelt congratulating her on this feat. Thus it appears that she
has inherited from her father not only friendliness and charm, but writing-talent
gs well, Her work usually appears under her first two numes: Elizabeth Starr,

I asked Ray Cummings how muny stories he had written, He didn't know,
but thought there might be a thousand of them, not all fantasy, of course, Then
I learned how &nd vhen the two wrotc, They arisc about noon, and spend the after-
noon doing anything that interests them. Dinner comes in the luote cveningyg what-
over at hand seoms best until midnight; and then home to write. For they nearly
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alweys begin writing around midnight, and keep at it until daybreak, These ses-
sions of creative energy are helped zlong by coffee and many cigarettes. Ray
Cummings would be lost without cigarettes---he estimated that he could use a hun=
dred a day if put to it, though in practice his actual consumption is somewhat
less, DBetty puffs a few to keep him compuny., At dawn, if the ever-present dead-
lines have been met, they seek their beds., Naturally, this program is varied by
special occasions and broken by vacations (they like Bermuda very much), but it
is their normal reutine of living.

I asked lr. Cummings about the account of his life given on the dust-
wrapper of his book The Sea Girl. Apparently much of this account is more imag-
inative than factual, and so it would be better to turn to the man himself for an
accurate picture,

"I was born on Times Square, here in New York City, on August 30, 1887)
he said. "A couple of years ago, Betty and I used to eat many dinners in Toffen-
etti's Restaurant, 43rd Street and Broadway, We always had the same table, which
had a particular interest for me., One night Mr, Toffenetti, on from Chicago wherc
he lives, was wandering around the place. I called him over, introduced mysell,
and told him I was probably a unique customer, for I had been born just about
twenty feet directly over that very table! A little brick apartment was there,
then, facing a little triangular park. Mr, Toffenetti said he was going to send
me a medal, or a diploma, or something---but to date he hasn't.”

I could sce that Mr., Cummings got quite & kick out of this circum-
stance., The grin on his face, as he recounted it, was positivoly boyish,

"How Times Square has changed," he went on, "since I was wheeled around
it in a baby carriage---or toddled on the grass: I recall my father telling how
he rememtered it as a dishevelled cow-pasture, and how he thought two of his
friends crazy when they wanted him to go in with them and buy it for fifteen
thousand dollars, ‘ould he put up five thousand for a third-interest in such a
purchase? Indeed he wouldn't("

“Look, Lr, Cummings," I said, "This account on the dust - wrapper says
you once had extonsive orange groves---"

He shook his head., "I never had any orange groves, My father and two
older brothers were wealthy, and were adventurous, too. I had been a freshman at
Princeton University only two months when---at the age of about sixteen, I guess
---father and mother yanked me out of that ivied envir.onment, and took me to
Porto Rico. My brothers were buying land and planting orange groves there, and
father was selling them in New York, He sold about half a million dollars' worth,
and evervbody had plenty of money, Indeed, it was an effort to spend it as fast
as we got it but, somehow, we secmed to manage that!™"

"So,' I said, "two months at Princeton was as far as your education

went ¢"

"Yes, Thyril," answered Ray, "in a way that was the end of my formel od-
ucatlon, excapt that we took a young tutor to Porto Rico with us to instill fur-
ther book-learning in me, Our school room was a little tent under the palms be-
hind the kitchen of the plantation house, Iy tutor's name was Herbert Shaffer.
T had & great affection for Herbert; he and I saw eye to eye, We agreed that as

g as father paid Herbert his weekly stipend, the main reason for his being in
Porto Rico was accomplished. So, whenever father was away or wasn't thinking of
me, Herbert and I dismissed ourselves from the tent, Or, he explained to my par-
ent thc necessity of an entomological trip into the hills---and we'd flag +the
little train for San Juan. Catching bugs and learning their classifications
and habits “i n the plaza of San Juan was difficult, I'll admit---but the choco-
late and pan de majorca in the plaza cafes were tasty, and the parading senoritas
WEre very nicCeess."
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I asked him if his family haed steyed in Porto Rico all year round,

"We used to spend winters in lorto Rico and summers in New York City,"
he replied, "I think it was in the second winter down there when my father got
to understand my tutor---and Harbert offered his resignation, And that was the
complete end of my formal education to date. But Herbert did all right for him-
self, He immediately established a tiny Porto Rican Ixpress Company---which to-
day is a huge organization spread all over the West Indics."

Ray Cummings leaned back comfortably as he remimisced about those long
ago days., "Conditions were very primitive in the mountains of Porto Rico then,"
he continued, "I recall, one winter, when I was about nineteen, our native over=-
scer offerzd me his youngest and prettiest daughter, and a wee thatched shack un-
der the palms near our plantation house, where she would keep house and cook for
me---in all the grand style to which a young American wes entitled. I thougit
this offer was just fine, but there were complications: would you believe it, my
mother and father didn't seem to teke to the idea at all! Looking back on it now,
I'm a bit sorry, too, for she was & very pretty little thing, and we liked cucl
other although she spoke only three or four words of Inglish.,

"That Sea Girl dust-wrapper mentions my 'adventures' with oil wells in
VWyoming and placer mines in British Columbia and Alaska---but all that was just
with the family, after the Forto Rican period, As a matter or ract, the only job
I've ever had at all was editor of house organs for Thomas A. Edison, which I
held in my late twenties, While at that T wrote 'The Girl in the Golden Atom,'"

Ray Cummings loves to stress the point that this youthful Edison em-
ployment is the only time he ever worked---despite the fact that he regularly
pounds out fiction from midnight to dawn. My guess is that he nhas worked far
harder writing than ever ho did for Edison---though doubtless he would be the
first to deny this!

He told me that "The Girl in the Golden Atom" has always remained his
favorite, and seid that recaders scemed to endorse this view, He readily ad-
mitted that his later works varied greatly in quality. Incidentally, Ray Cum-
mings does not even own all of the books he has written, I noticed he had a fine
first edition of The lfan ¥ho lastered Time, but none of the others, Betty said
that he had given them all away to admirers,

ir. Cummings is a little dilatory about some things---or, putting it
more diplomatically, he is quite busy. At any rate, when I brought up the matter
of a frienaA%ad hopefully written him for an autograph but never received it, he
stated: "When anyone is so interested as to write me for an autograph, I honest-
ly want him to have one---~but I never seem to get around to sending it."

He has two hobbies, I learned, One is collecting postage stamps, the
other, playing chess. Betty and her father belong to one of the city's major
chess clubs where. (as Ray himself puts it) they have "the enviable distinction
of being the two worst players the club has, or ever has had, or probably ever
will ‘haves "

4analyzing himself, Ray Cummings remarked, "I'm impossible to be with

*1l mid-afternoon; then I get more human as night wears on." (However, I found
1. pleasant and genial from the first instant I met him,) "And I don't drink,"
ke added, "unless you could count one &t 6 P.l, with another only after a con-
giderable time-lapse, Sobriety is forced upon me by the workings of my insides,"
But how he smokes: During all of the time I was with him, I never once saw him
without a cigarette in his hand.

Ixcept when editorial stubbornness or skullduggery have intervened, he
has always used his own name on his writings, The lettor exception occurred when
a Canadian firm issued his novel Brigands of the Moon in pocket-book form, cred-
iting it to "John Camphell,” And more recently an entirely unauthorized edition
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of The Shedow Girl was published in Zngland.,

Gazing around their comfortable suite, I cogitated, Here were two peo-
ple who followed a way of life which apparently brought them very near to what
so many people seek in life---satisfaction., They want to write stories---and so
they write them, I gazed at the walls, on which were hung numerous photographs,
autographed, of various people---here an author, there an author, and so on, A
superb original by Varga (I believe Betty said she had posed for it) was among
thenm,

Thus the afternoon waned. And when I left, sincerely regretting that
I must do so, I knew I had met two people whose friendship would always be dear
to me, Betty had been charming and pleasant; and as for Ray Cummings himself, I

had always admired him as an author---but now I admired him even more as a human
being.
~==000==~

FANTASY  IN ALL-AMERICAN FICTION

compiled by
William H. Evans

All-American Fiction magazine started as a monthly general adventure
"pulp" of about 130 pages with the November, 1937 issue, With the March-April,
1938 number it became a bimonthly, It combined with Argosy after the September
October, 1938 issue. Argosy carried the All-American Fiction name on its cover
for about six issues (from that of October 8th to the middle of November),

November, 1937---vol, 1, no. 1
"I'm Dangerous Tonigit" by Cornell Woolrich (44pp)
A dress designer in Paris is visited by the devil, and as a result makes a
a dress that causes the wearer to be temporarily possessed and kill +the
nearest person who catches her interest. This theme is mingled with that of
a New York secret servicec agent investigating a narcotic-smuggling ring., In
the ¢nd the garment is dostroyed, The result is a fairly good hard - boiled
detective tale with fantasy overtones.

January, 1938-~-vol, 1, no. 3
"The Obsidian Ape" by Robert Neal Leath (55pp)
This is a readable adventure story about an inhabited Mayan city hidden by
a wall of invisibility, Bing latthews goes into it after a missing profes-
sor, finds that his fianceehas been kidnapped, meets the usual princess who
falls in love with him, end escapses in the confusion of a revolt,

February, 1938---vol, 1, no, 4
"Beyond Space and Time" by Joel Townsley Rogers (27pp)
The first interstellar flight has a man find a second Earth with reverse en-
tropy and other strange propertiss, He returns, finally, just after he
started. Rather unusual writing of an average story, '
"Midnight Keep" by Theodore Roscoe (40pp)
A man apparently goes back through time somehow to the period of Cromwell's
battle with the Cavaliers on the Scottish border. It finally turns out, houw-
ever, that he is on a mist-hidden island, connectsd with the mainlend by a
tunnel, where descendants of the original fighters have continued life as
before. Roscoe has written here an unusual, interesting tale,

March-April, 1938---vol. 1, no, 5§
"Without Horns" by Robert Carse (1lpp)
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Mark Collins, a travel-writer, visits Haiti and is taken to see & real voo-
doo ceremony, Later he starts to weave the event into a story, but dies of
heart trouble, the shadow of a "goat with horns" seeming to haunt him. The
tale is a 'borderline" one, depending mostly on unsustained atmosphere.

"Duello" by Richard Sale (1llpp)
John Souci fights a duel---and realizes suddenly that he is dead., Sale has
handled the theme very well,

"Jane Brown's Body" by Cornell Woolrich (48pp)
A doctor revives a young girl after her death; her memory is gono, and he
keeps her isolated in the hills, giving her periodically the injections she
nceds to remain alive. An aviator, O'Sheughnessy, makes a forced landingin
the vicinity and meets her; he falls in love with her and takes her away,
thinking the doctor is holding her prisaner. A Chicago gang recognizes the
girl as a big shot's former moll who was murdered because of her knowledge
of the rackets, and they are greatly alarmed, She and O'Shaughnessy go to
China where they live happily for a short time until the decay of death fi-
nally catches up with her because of lack of injections. This story is very
well written, and parts of it are unusually effective fantasy.

May~-June, 1938-~~vol. 1, no. 6

"Phe Hand of Glory" by H. Bedford-Jones (12pp)
This is the first of the "Halfway House" stories, and a general description
of it will serve to introduce the whole series. Sir Roger Balke invents a
gpadget that can reproduce events that have occurred in the presence of cer-
tain objects during the past, "The Hand of Glory" tells of Nostradamus and
magic in medieval France; it is inferior Bedford-Jones---pass it by.

"Speak No Ivil" by Max Brand, pseud. (Frederick Faust )
"Lefty" turns a friend over to the police &nd receives & reward of thirty
dollars---which he cannot spend., A good handling of an old theme.

"White Lady" by Robert Cochran (9pp)
A vampire story with very unusual trimmings. A nurse in the Kentucky moun-
tains discovers that she has a diseuse which requires frequent transfusions
so she traps strangers---tramps---for their blood. Quite well donc.

July-August, 1938---vol, 2, no. 1
"The Vase of Heaven and Earth" by H. Bedford-Jones (1lpp)
Halfway House again~--this time looking to the China of the Manchus. Hack;

skip it.
September-October, 1938---vol, 2, no. 2

"Pearls ol Destiny" by H, Bedford-Jones (12pp)
As before, this time with Casanova and Cagliostro's magic,

"The Devil Made a Derringer" by Richard Sale (42pp)
The devil visits an eighteenth century gunsmith, who makes & gun that will
always shoot true, yet upon which is laid the curse "Who fires this piece
himself destroys." In modern times this gun figures in mysterious happen-
ings during which the curse finally backfires. It is a good detective sto-
ry with an interesting atmosphere.

w==00-=—

Unwritten Books---concluded from page 156

finish them, though Sam Moskowitz insists I follow tradition by leaving something
to be completed after my death, When I am caught up with my typing I will prob-
ably work on some of the above titles, The Passionate Lover interests me, but
perhaps for the sake of what little reputation I have left it would be better to
choose one with less fire, If I were certain of fifteen years' more life, Imight
start that wonder work, Thirty-Two Thousand Ways of Satisfying a Woman.
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LITTLE KNOWN FANTASY

Darrell C, Richardson

(Editor's note: In this column, which will be featured in Fantasy Commentator fram
time to time, you will find discussed stories of varying length which are either
so obscure or little-noticed that they have not received their due attention, If

you can suggest tales for mention here, we will be glad to hear from you, )

I---"The Second Man"

Outstanding emong the fantastic tales which appeared inthe Munsey pub-
lications is the comparatively unknovm novel "The Second Man---a Story of a New
Eden," which we® peinted in All-Story megazine for February, 1913, The author
was given as "Lee Robinet"---which is now known to be a pseudonym; his real name,
however, has not yet been unearthed, A review of this novel should be of inter-
est, since it is a fine example of the early imaginative tales which preceeded
more modern classics of fantasy and science-fiction.

Kenmore, with his half-breed guide, is hunting in the north woods. The
two move into a section which is locally reputed to be haunted by a "mist spirit..
Leaving the guide in cemp, Kcnmore goes on alone., Suddenly he spies a human form
against the leafy green background. Moving closer, he sees it is a lovely golden-
haired girl who looks like a wood=-nymph, But he hes been noticed, and with the
quickness of a timid fawm the creature vanishes in the maze of undergrowth,

A strange fog comes up as Kenmore heads back to the camp, and as he
nears it he sees a gray shadow rise up out of the whiteness beside his metor-baat
and then vunish., Arriving at the camp-site he finds the guide either unconsci-
ous or dead---he has boen struck, apparently, by some great beast, Kenmorc vain-
ly follows the iracks of a giant cougar that are near-by, then returnsto discov-
er the half-breed's body gones He discovers further that the motor-boat has been
sabotaged beyond repair.

The only thing to do is track down the cougar, Kenmore decides. After
miles of trudging through the forest's gloomy silence, he is suddenly attacked by
a huge grizzly bear. His rifle bullet crashes into its brain, but not in time to
prevent its knocking him unconscious by its death-throes.

Kenmore awakes to find himself riding through the forest onthe back of
& giant moose; beside it, keeping him from falling off, is the mysterious wood
maiden., Believing him to be a devil, she entreats him to leave before Adam casts
him "down into hell," It develops that her neme is Lilith, and that the only man
and woman she has ever known are called Adam and Eve and live in the "Garden of
Eden." Adam has dominion over all beasts of the field. Through mysterious men-
tal forces he calls up a savage wolverine and sets it on Kenmore's trail. By mis-
take it attacks Lilith instead, she being saved by Kenmore's rifle when Adam fails
to beat the animal off. Because of this deed, Adem allows & brief time of truce
to exist between him and Kenmore.

After passing through some tests, Kenmore is led blindfolded through a
cave into the hidden valley which is the Garden of Eden, and there meets Eve and
her baby. Through exercising some uncanny psychic force Adam can make the child
actually speak plainly, though it is just a few months old,

The rest of the novel involves such fantastic happenings as mind-read-
ing at great distances, child-sacrifice, suspended animation and the weird rite
of purification by fire, in which both Adam and Lilith walk unharmed through rag-

ing flames. (concluded on page 159)



 UNWRITTEN BOOKS

Lt., Col. David H. Keller, }M.D,

"Half a Century of VWriting" was printed in Fantasy Commentator (vol, 2
no, 2), This covered the history of my literary ventures and contained a bibli-
ogrephy of all stories published up to that time., "Unborn Bebies" was printed in
Variont (vol, 1 no, 3)., This article gave in some detail the reasons why so many
of my stories have never been printed, I believe that this may be the first time
an author has publicly admitted that he has written much which publishers would
not buy., At the same time, judging from the requests received, many of these un-
born babies will finslly be wrapped in the swaddling clothes of fan magazines,

In order to complete this trilogy it seems necessary to add some com-
ments on my unwritten books. In reviewing my files I was impressed by the number
of these, many of which have attached to them descriptions that make them quite
interesting.,

As books are found usually in a library or book-shop it was most appro-
priate that Christopher Wren, in his book-shop at The Sign of the Burning Hart,
located on tho main strcot of Arcadia, should have many unwritton books for sale.
iren explained that he had not had time to write them, but thought that scme taste
had been exercised in the choice of titles, In order to help the readers of The
Sign of the Burning Hart to separats these imaginary books from the actual books
which I have mentioned, I havo made a list of these imaginary volumes in Christ-
opher Wren's shop. The first onc was written by "Henry Tutor," the second, by
"Cleo Fatria," and the remsinder of the list by Wroen himself,

The Sanctity of llarriage

The Life of a Virgin

Poems by a llendicant of Flanders

lfusic of Avalon by the Sea

Rhymes of Childhood's Happy Hours

The Cecils of Cecilborough

The Wyerling-Spencer Family

The Complete Lincege of Christopher Wren

A Documentary History of Cecil County, Georgia

Letters from !y Dead Friends

Love Letters Written but Never Sent

Letters Which lMight Have Been Written to Me by Fair lLadies, but
Causes of Famous Wars Were Not
The Influence of Names on Personalities

Murders of One Hundred Famous Men

Explorations into Feminine Psychology

Actual Lives of Patriots

Tne Passionate Lover

Tales from Aragon

Twenty titles! As Wren was only twenty-one at the time it is no wonder that ho
had not found the time to compose any more than the wording of the titles aloue,

In my unpublished novel The Adorable Fool the hero, Jacob Hubler, spends
much time in writing an anthropological work, Ths Lovec Life of the Solomon Is-
landers. Previous to this he had devoted some years to the compilation of The
History of thc Hubler (Hubelaire) Fumily of Georgia, which was printod privately
in three volumcs.

ly short story "Tho Typewriter" was printed in Fanciful Talaes (vol., 1
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no, 1), Here an author, John Hunting, writes & very celebrated book, The Ferpote
ual Honovmoon, the horoine of which is & very beautiful woman, Angclica Lemcreux,
His wife, Amy, becomes jealous of this woman and ultimately destroys her, Hunt-
ing and his typewriter,

iy novel The Lternal Conflict will be published some time during the
next year. In thes library of the castle there are three very unusual books. Cne
is The Autobiograpny of Shakespeare, certainly a rare tome. Also there is a vol-
ume mentioned by many ancients, but of which no copy supposedly remains., This is
Elephantis, Cecil, overlord of Cornwall, hed & copy which was presented to him
by the devil. Whether it was written by a charming Egyptian lady or whether it
is simply thirty-two playing card-sized shests of horn, each engraved with pleas-
ures of our ancestors, remains open to argument, The third book is called Thir-
ty-Two Thousand Ways of Satisfying a Woman. The unnamed author spent thirty
years in writing it, and when hc had finished found that his wife had run away
with another man a decade before,

In a short story soon to be published an author writes a best-seller,
titled Fternal Fmpires, He is never, to his sorrow, able to duplicate this, If
you are interested to learn why, watch for the story when it appears.

The magazine Vortex will shortly print my story The Invisibles. The
hero is an author and explorer. He has written and sold twelves tales of adven-
ture among primitive peoples, which were published as a collection Far Away and
Long Ago. That book should actually be written some day---at least it has a very
promising title.

I have just finished writing a novel called The Deepening Shadows. Some
day I may locate¢ a publisher who would dare to print it. One entire chapter is
devoted to reviewing tho book Sacramental Cakes, an Anthropological Study of Re-
ligious Foods, by Anton Zarcwsky of Poland, translated by Herbus Young, F.R.A.C.
of London, and pricéd at ten pounds, I am aconfident that anyone who rcads this
revicw will want to own the book., In fact, I would liko to have a copy mysclf,

0f all my imaginary books I considcr the one described in the story "The
Last Page" to be the most beautiful, This is The Story of the Knight of the Woods.
It is an elephantine folio of forty-eight vellum pages, alternately a page of il-
lustration and a page of text, The latter is written in Carolinian characters,
decorated with gold. The illustrations, all in somber black spattered with col-
ors, each fill an entire page. The volume is bound in tanned unicorn hide, and
reinforced with pieces of unicorn horn, Here is a book finely bound and illus-
trated, and written in a language few could read today, one which might well find
an honored place in the best library of the world,

i Fine bindings have always pleased me, though I have been unable to pos-
sess many. An unusual one is described in "Binding de Luxe," where thirty - two
volumes of The Encyclopedia Britannica mentioned are bound in human skin, titles
having been tattooed on the skins before the donors were killed and flayed, Thir-
ty-one volumes are bound in male skin, the other with female skin., The story it-
self will have to be read in entirely if the reader wishes to know why,

Finally there is the unpublished novel The Homunculus, It mentions at
some length a monumental work by a German, Van Slussen, the twelvo volume Origins
of the Human Race. Colonel Horatio Bumble thinks of eondensing this into a thin
book so that its basic ideas can become available to the men of the world., st
would be of little interest to the women, s the German holds to the idea that
the original females were all monkeys.

Thus, in one way or another, I have dreamed of many books., In this I
have followed an example set by two great authors, Cabell and Lovecraft. At the
present time I am working on three extensive literary projects---I would like to:

: (concluded on page 153) . e
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STAPLZDON, William Claf

The Flames: a Fantasy

London: Secker & VWarburg, Itd., 1947. 84pp. 19cm. 6/-.

Review: Ivery new book from that titan of science-fiction, Olaf Stapledon, is an
event of stellar importance to readers and collectors alike, Stapledon is one of
the few science-fiction authors (whose output has been confined to books) who is
accepted by fans as worthy to promote tales in their favorite genre.

He has also gained the notice of critics in the much broader field of
general literature, which science-fiction has recently been permitted to enter in
freshman status, Stapledon's recognition by critics can be traced in part to his
reputation as a contemporeary thinker, or course, with such books to his credit as
Philosophy and Living, A Modern Theory of Ethics and Saints and Revolutionaries.,
Becausc philosophy has always been his sirong suit it is not surprising to see
it play such a major role in his fiction that the latter can rarely be judged
without considering its philosophical sceffolding.

Apart from philosophy, Stapledon's forte has beon a brilliant imagina-~
tion which is capable of driving science-fiction to the utmost limits within which
it can still be conceived of as science-fiction, 0f late, however, he has gone
on beyond these boundaries, apparently in &an attempt to find a short-cut to the
riddle of the universe and the mystery of life. This excursion into mysticism
vas openly apparent in his last novel, Death into Life, Science-fiction readers
have observed the trend with some trepidation, little wishing to lose a champion
of their creed to a school of thought that all too often plays the role of nar-
cotic to the scientifically frustrated,

The Flames, however, shows an almost startling reversal of form, It is,
by every reasonable standard, a philosophical science-fiction story. The theme
is that of intelligent life on the sun, Though old---it can be traced back to
The Voyages of Cyrano de Bergerac---this idea is not a common one in present-dar
science-fiction because of the fantastic improvisations needed to explain the ex-
istence of any recognizable life-form in that great atomic furnace.

In his latest novel Stapledon presents the most logically contrived ar-
rangement of conditions for this theme that I have yet read of, The reader can
accept his set-up easily. For the intelligences of the sun are flames - - -flames
composed of extremely tenuous yet very real matter, At a certain period in the
sun's development it threw toward its surface substances which, in disruption,
behaved as follows:

Wisps of incandescent matter, streaming upward fromthe photo-
sphere, would disintegrate into myriads of bright flekes,
like your snow flakes; and each of these was the raw material,
so to speak, of an organized, sentient and minded individual,
Hosts of these were doomed never to come to maturity, but to
be dissipated into the solar atmosphere by adverse condi-
tions. But the fortunate were so molded by the pressure of
circumstances that they developed into highly organized liv-
ing flames.

The foregoing quotation is taken from the explanation given by one of those very
flames to a telepathically receptive earthman,

The story tells of an Englishman who is drawn by the power of the flames
to pick up a pieca of rock he has come upon and toss it into his fireplace., The
heat releases a tiny flame which has hibernated for ages in the rock's interior,
Millions of others like it have been trapped in rocks of the planet. They were
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in the mass of molten matter throvm off from the sun when the earth was created,
and when the crust of the planet hardened they retreated deep into the still-
molten rocks; and when these, too, cooled, they degenerated intoan almost immor-
tal powder form that could be revived if subjected to sufficient heat. Thus +ho
holocausts of man's wars releasod many, some of whom still exist in blast fur-
naces and similar places., The atomic bomb was their godsend, and the sole object
of their communication with a human being is to persuade him to induce the gov=-
ernments of the world to create a zone of continuous atomic action in a sparsely
populated area so that they all may revive end live normally again, In return,
they offer earthmen sufficient spiritual guidance to enable them to avoid future
wars and other disturbances which would threaten their progress,

When the Englishman protests that as a single individual he could do
little to influence entire nations, he is told that the flames have the power of
mentally influencing human actions, and that in the past this power was used to
cultivate in him a mental receptiwity for the flames' thoughts., This informastion
proves to be the flames' undoing, however, for the Englishman remembers that it
was his own fervent interest in telepathic research which led t o estrangement
with his wife and her resultant suicide, and he feels thut with this power of the
flames human beings would no longer possess wills of their own, In sudden in-
spiration he flings a jug of water on the fire, extinguishing it and killing the
alien being there.

Other free flames in the world realize what he has done, and concen-
trate their powers on him, But the Englishman steels his mind against their re-
criminations and begins a deliberate campaign of examining blast furnaces a n d
systematically extinguishing tramif any flames exist thore. Iventually his actionsg
result in commitment to an institution for the insane. There the cumulative sf-
fect of the flumes' influence is to win him to their way of thinking, and then
he belatedly altempts to arrange communication between them and human scientists
-~-but to no avail, 1In the ond he is burned to death by a mysterious fire that
somehow breaks out in his room,

A friend of the deceased conducts extensive regearch, but is unable
to find the slimmest shred of objective evidence to support the existence af the
flames, Thus the story has two elternatives---one, that the Englishman suffers
from a queer mental aberration; the other, that alien beings such as he describ-
ed actually do exist, Stapledon tells the story with sufficient conviction that
the reader believes in the latter case.

The author's observations of human beings as seen through the eyes of
the flame creatures fail to reveal any new patterns of thought; only the old, ac-
cepted, often-rehashed appraisal of mankind's faults and failings is forthcoming.,
Toward the end of the book, in the fashion of an afterthought, Stapiedon has the
flemes reveal that in the past their race had been in communication with many
other intelligences of the universes, and that these had striven toward the re-
alization of the Cosmic Mind, the great, the all, the creator of tmings, t he
master intelligence of the universe---only to find that what they had conceivedd
was only a reflection of their most ecarnest wishes, and that no such all-pervad-
ing mind actually existed, or if it did exist the¢ wrong methods had been used in
attempting to contact it, This, of course, symbolizes Stapledon's views on re-
ligion, and is brought up to date by introducing groups whose actions parallel
that of Soviet Russia, which allowed the return of religion merely as a diplomat-
ic maneuver,

All this misleads no careful follower of this author, Time and again
Olaf Stapledon has tried to solve the eternal riddle., He struck far out in Last
and First Men, and farther still in Star-Maker, where his ultimate concept was a
Cosmic Mind. Yet this Cosmic Mind as he described it was no different from God

(concluded on page 170)
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Little Known Fantesy---concluded from page 154

The story comes to a sharp climax when Kenmore, Lilith, Eve, the baby
and the half-breed guide {who has been restored to life by Adam) attempt to es-
cape the Garden of Eden by canoe, At first they are pursued by packs of great
timber wolves, Then, as they enter the lake which leads to freecdom, Adem appears
on the bank and with all his mesmeric power wills them to return to shore, Ken-
more fights off the influence, but must forcibly restrain Lilith to keep her from
jumping overboard. And as the canoe slowly slips away Adam actually walks out
over the weter after them, But when Kenmore refusses to beliecve his vision, Adam
sinks below the waves to his deuath and the spell is broken.

Considering the period during which this novel was written it is an ex-
cellent one imdeed, showing unusual imagery of style. It proved popular enough
with readers for the Chicago publishing house of Browne & Howell Co, to bring it
out in 1914 as & book titled The Forest Maiden.

-==000--~

This='n'-That--~concluded from page 148

The successful Broadway play (still running) Brigadoon by Alan J, Lern-
er (Coward-McCann, $2%) is now in book form; it tells of a Scottish town that is
invisible---save once in a hundred years. The Fall of the lMagicians by Weldon

Kees (Roynal & Hitchcock, $2) is a collection & fantastic poetry,
Plays, Poems Charles Baudelaire's Flowers of Evil is now available in & new
and Cartoons translation by Geoffrey Wagner with an introduction by Enid Star-

kie (New Directions, $1%). aAddems gnd Evil (Random House, $2) is
a fine collection of sinister and macabre pictorial humor by Charles Addams. Ab-
ner Dean's lWhat Am I Doing Here? (Simon & Schuster, $3) is another recommended
selection of satirical fantasy drawings; get it.

The Romance of Boston Bay (Tudor, $3%) is a collection of New England
legends and sea lore. Tall tales, native folklore and pseudo-history are found
in The American Imagination at Work, edited by Ben C. Clough (Knopf, $6). Quest
for Sita by Maurice Collis (Day, $3) is & free adaption of a well-known Sanskrit

epic Ramayana; Mervyn Feake has illustrated it. Harold W, Felton has
Folklore; compiled Legends of Paul Bunyan (Knopf, $5), which contnins a biblio-
Mythology  graphy of all writing, music, dreme, painting and sculpture pertain-

ing to this character; the collection is a fine one, expertly illus-
trated by Richard Bennett, Vance Randolph's QOzark Superstitions (Columbia Uni-
versity Press, $3%) is a treasury of hillbilly tell tales and magic; the author
has studied and written about his subject for nearly a quarter of & century, and
this is one of his best efforts, Another collection of folk tales, carrying an
introduction by Padraic Colum end nine full-page paintings in color is Ghosts in
Irish Houses (Creative Age, $12); as might be expected, the volume is beautiful-
ly bound and printed, with high-quality paper.,

Two famous writers have left us since the last number of this magazine
appeared, One, Mrs, Montague Barstow, Baroness Orczy, will be remembered by her

fine fantasy novel, By the Gods Beloved, She passed away on November
Necrology 12th at the age of 82, The other, two years her senior, is the lit-

erary titan Arthur Machen, who will long be remembered by readers of
his classic Three Imposters or Hill of Dreams, His contributions to the fantasy
field have enriched it immeasurably, He died on December 15th last,

Special thanks are due to contributing editor Williem H, Zvans for his
generous contribution, without which the 1llustrations by Joseph Krucher in this
issue might not have appeared this quickly,.. . Next time "This-'n'=That" will re-
turn to the task of listing books c¢rowded out of this issue's column, -=<A.L.S.
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A WINE OF WIZARDRY*

by
George Sterling

"When mountains were stained as with wine
By the dawning of Time, and as wine

Viere the seas." | .
Ambrose Bierce.

Without, the bnttlements of sunset shiney
'l’id domes the sca~winds rear and overwhelm.
Into & crystal cup the dusky wine
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