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LITERATURE IS THE RBUNK
By Romney Bovd i

When fans first start reading science- ?
fictlon, its fascination 1s usually so pgreat e
that thev rend it exclusively., Nothins not &
fantasy and not compulsorv 1s likely to n~ross
thelr eves for a lone time, And in manv cases °
this concentration on fantasy alone continues
for several vears.

It is probahle that oecaslonally theae
- fans mav feel twinges of uneasiness, Thev are
aware that thev are reading something the
rest of the world does not consider to warrdant
mach attentiony thev have heard somewhere of
the worthlessness of pulp literature; perhaps
thevy feel that thevw mav be lackine something
1n not keening un with the world of rerular
literature and in missine the wnrks of fame.

Actually there is 1little to worry ahout
for examination later in life will reveal that
most vopular writ ing is the hunk, Because a
fan of several wears aso was too busy readine
Astounding Storieg to hother with Gone With Fi
the Wind. which he knew everyone wag readine’ #
and ravine about, is no excuie for havine %o '
g0 back later on and read it, He missed no -~ <
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thing, Nobody bothers with 1t now., The hook
had no lasting value; it wa< nothing lost
it now seems, The same 1s true of 99 % of
current best-selling literature, If 1t isg
non-fiction, it usuallv w111 not stand the
test of two vears' passage; if it 1s fiction
it will not he remenhered either after two
vears,

Those books that are worth while can
be encompassed in plenty of time after the
fan hag passed out of his phase of concen=-
trated fantasy. There are perhans thirty
bonks or s0 in literature that could be re-
garded as’ worth .readins, Real American or
English-literatlre does.not actually date’
back more than s centurt in readable sane
1li terature., Shakespeare, a‘handful of
Nineteenth Century” auUhors an assortment
of Twentieth Centurv "rifprq. That's all
for a minimum that would keep any fan up
to.snuff in non-fantasvy 1literature.

Pans shouldn't feel conscience-strinken
- -when thev’ haven't read &tuff people are rave-
ine about.‘If itleveood, it 11 keep, If it
isn't good, véur evesioht can find more in-
Lerestine use,
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LINES OF AN UNFINISHED POEM

By Roy St. John LeClapre

Softlvy the svnthetic moon
durtline over plains of srey
Sets its corpcreal tune

At the end of Martian dav.

Out,oL.arbors, rocky, drear,
There sprouts # new-horn fuzz.
Their twin-asntlered heads aprear;
Thev emit the warning huzz,

The slippered beast that stalks at ni~ht
Lays now its nose to grasses hlue
The spo



RITUAL
By Venard McLaurhlin

These are your altars, Mant

A snouted, sweating, stedl-clad tank
With smoking jaws and bloody flank,
A-prowl in fluid deddlv rank,

This is vour altar,Man,

And hich above--~the ehhelon

Intent with death to hurtle on
To make of living, éarrion,

This is vour altar Man,
Beneath the sea a lon~ steel shark,
In silénce throush a gray-green dark,
To rise, to k111, té find a mark,
This is vour altar, Man,

Those wellesung pits dug deep in‘mud,
Anointed fresh with human blood,

One added stream bo’world-wide flood.
This 4is vour altar, Man,..

This your sacrifice:

The temples tall youth mirht have made,
The temple thoushts now left unsald
The ills of men- they micht have stayed,

This sasrifize, C Gni,

The sonera, wha woris, chst micht have sung,
The secrets Apead vhey wisrh% have wiune
From earth; the’courage of the vouns.

This sacrifice, O God,

The better world their lives sould find
In tune with life and God's own mind,

The course of stars thev might have lined,
This sacri " ice, O God,
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The loves, the joys they misht have knoin,
The seeds of good they might have sown,"
The flags of r¥'ht thet mirht have flown.,
This sacrifice, O God.
These are your altars, Mén,
And thls your sacrifice:
What is the world you plan
For this your sacrifice?
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(Venard MeLay ghlin, the author of the ahove,
admits freely that it is by no means a great
plece of work, But we publish 1t henause’1t
does have cértain feeling, McLaughlin is,in
our opinion, o of the most talented weird
fantasists we know=-and vet only two of his
ﬁtories have anppeared in the known prorines:
The Silence" and "The Hands". His fantasies
are entirely unigue, his comzeptions startline
and dif ferent, Fallure to recognige his cift
has been one of the more resréttable hlind- ~
nesses of Gmpbell, Gamedinecer, and MeIlwraith,

But Venard McLa ghlin w111l vet He heard
from-=and in the birger markets, ).
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"Stars, 41d wvou sav? The sky holds many a stdry
Pinpoints of lieht that awe the savage heart,
Jewols of Brilliance,flaming o'er the mart
And desert, and the sea; stranre lands afar-&
They shiver where the bones of centurles are,
Within the purple cosmic vaults thev sleep,
And are reflected on the surgine deépe-
They wink with scorn in winter and 1in war.
*And now that man at last will conguer them,
W111 their enchantment chanre, he commonplace?'
"Ah,nol for in the vasty void thev wwim,

.And retipn forever in the depths of space. ]
'Is that because a Hand has ¢et them there?!'’
"Who knows? Thev are eternal, wondrous, fair,

~=Raymond Washincton,dr.
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