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CDITCR AL TLLUMINATICN

Thank you, fellow tgns, tor your kind words about Polaris--we
apnreciate them more than we can say, and will do everythine in our
power fo makze Polaris more enjoyable tar vou. ‘e teel that we have
pez2n tortunate in securing some exczlizcnt materiol dor this, our

second issuz; please write and t2!l us how you liked it, and which
szainzd best.
again we must issue an appeal ftor more material, it encugh

contributions are rzceived within the next fwo months, Polaris will
bz enlarged to twenty pages with the third issue; it noft, we may
have to make it even smailler thgn it is now. It is entirzly up to

(Continued on Page |5)
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I think my name is Allyn, but it is so difficult to be aure of
anything now. Thet ig why I am writing this: I want something to
which I can refer -~ later. Already it Hae become difficult to re-
call the when and where of it -- and I fear I ghall never know the
why.,

One thing remaine clear, the name of whoever it wgs Wwho wag
firet in my heart. Catherine. 3he mugt have been Dbeauntiful ~---
lovely -- because how else would I recall her when everything else
hats gone. 'hat could zhe have been like, I wondert I-2it hsre and
watch the parade of men and women going by this window, geazs csre-
fully at tho lovely women wiho pasg by this window and-try to pre-
tend: che wag like this one. Sometimes I say: yee, Catherine
looked like this. Thig was the way she walked, with the lovelineces
of her filling tne air 1like the aura of some rare and wondrous
flower; her voice must have had a mallow, caresg€ing tone like that
voice; her eyes must have been starry pools of warmth and tender-
nose dike tness oyes; ehe muset have clung to me the way that woman
¢lings to that man there. Buf, then, I cannot be sure...

What goxrt of man was IT Thoere is only tha ciue of my appoear-
ance in the mirror, tho furnishings of this room, the facile way
thege worde seem to flow Ifrom the typowriter to paper. I think I
wag a literary poerson, perhaps o writer of no small distinction.

I know what you arce thinking: I am g victim of amnaesia. I
have lost my momory through sonme physical or mental accident, In o
way, you are right. But nine has been o moft singular amesia. 1
will try to relate what I con reeall,

It was ~- it must have boen -- soma wooks ago +that it began.
At that time, I was in no way abnorm-l, But at thet timo I began
to notice coertain abnermalitiec in the people surrounding nme. I
know that I had an appointment, a rather important appointment,
with a person of prominence. That he (or she) was prominent there
cap he little doubt Dbecause I went to hig Jfor her, office in the
heaxt of the city, in ar exclusive building. I went there, presen-
ted my card to the receptionist and waited. In a 1little while ghe
returned, somewhal puzzledly, acking me if I had an appointment.

I told her my vame (at that time there was no difficulty in
recalling personal data) and cited the occasion for the appoint-
ment. 3ne went into an inner office, and, a moment later, returned
with the person whom I wag to see. I kmew him (or her); I spoke 1o
him {(or her) by name and t0ld him {or her) the purpose of the ap-
pointment. But he {or she) morely looked blankly at me and said:
L il S0rTy. butyLado noteracs IESEo uns

It was a ghock -- a very great shock. You gea, I had called
on this person before at this very same office. We hnd had & most
cordial and satisfactory meeting. In fact, I had expected that the
Yeceptioniet wonld remember me. But now, this person was sgaying,
przzledly: "I am afraid you have made & mistake: I am sure we have
not met before.™

What could I do% I apologized and departed. Then I telephoned
to a fairly intimate acquaintance who lived a few blocks away,
telling him what had happemed and asking if he could meet me short-



1y #uereafter. There was a rather awkward silence at the other eni
of %She phone, then I heard this acguailntance’s voice s=aying: "Whe
Cid you gay you were?"

It was the same experience all over again.

I'd rather not go into detail shout the xrest of that day.
There wore mo less than'a dozen repebitiong of the events of that
Tl g Storekeepers, walbresses im my favorite restaurants,
bagincee asscciates, friends -- no one knew me.

That night, I went out and became very drunk.

It wag g difficult thimg to resurn that night. I was afraid
that they would question ms at the hotel. tnd 1 was right: the
dooyman looked at me ag if he had never ceen me hefore; the desk
¢clerk had to look up my name in the register. Oh, they weras cour-
teous and spologetic enough when I showed them my name in ths Mook
and indicated the date on winich I had arrived. But, nonethelesz,
it wag torture. '

The next morning, the porter came in to my room, then stared

at me &8s if he had eseen a ghost. Poor fellow -- we had been wvaery
friendly, for he had poetic talentas agnd I had often given him eri-
ticisms. I do rot know if poetry was my line, but I did have a
considerabls knowledge of the subject. But now -- he stared embar-

ragedly and gaid he didn't know the room was occupied.

How odd that the woret of all-did not occur to mec then.

I wag to meet Catherine -- oh, I'm sure her name wasg Catherine
~~- that morning. e wore to go riding in the park, then a %our to
the top of the Empire 3tate Building -~ I thirk I received inspira-
tion for my work there -- and later dinner in a Chiness restaurant
and a play. & 1ittle holiday to celebrate something that had hap-
paned to me roecently. (Could it have been o book I had had pub-
lished% I have looked cnrefully over the liste of now books recent-
ly appearing, but no one scoms more foamiliar than any other.)

oh god -- I con't deseribe it. The burning shame of it. She
~- Catherine did not know mo. Hoy cyss ~- I think they were dark
apd full of secret firo -- were kind bdbut more thnm her sympathetic

wordsg they said: who igs this poor man¥

Why did they have to find me bofore the poison could work? Why
cag't I die now? The doctorsg arc kind, but firm. Thoey will not
let me be alone. 4ven now a nurse lg gitting at the other end of
the roon. and -~ mockery -- she constantly has to refer %o herx
charte in order to recall whoe I am, She ig worried, toc. I assure
hey thatv 1t iz 811 right -- my name: I'think it iz Allyn something.
I maetn't agk her, let her know thas I, too, have forgotten...

How odd, I cannot renember my ovmn face any more. There are
mirrors in ths room. Often L go to one and look in -- only to look
around gearching for the man whoge inage looks out at me. Well, at
lezast I am not an iliusion. I am here -- alive. I oricked myself
deliberately a 1little while ago. There ie blood -- and pain.

Someone 1is calling the nuree. Parhape -- can I dare hope --
she'will forget I am here. It ig not a long walk Lo the riwver.
4nd, T do not think they will miss ms soon enough. How che hasg
gone . Her footastfepe die awvay. i wicgh 1 couvld =ay goondbye %0 her
and thank her for her kindness ¢ me. but this opporsutity mus~
net be logt,.

People are still pussing by this windsw, 0la people, young
pecple. llex, womaen, childrern. Yovaly young women with dark eyesn.
zarhaps gome of tham kuew me -- ones.
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I mugt write no more. The sun is bright, a wisp of cloud iin-
erq ir tne gky. The river ig a bright Jewel lying in the heart of
he cliiuy, It will not fail me -- it muedt not. rerhaps when I am
zoing down for the last time, I will remember.

Catherine ... Catherine ...
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THE MATEN OF JIRQU

by Bot Fucher-and - Hhy Beaibiy

| =

I found her in Jirbn on one of my many journeys about the
world--che who was as beautiful and as glorious as her native-land;
tall and pexrfect, reflecting the coolnesg of the icy blue gsky, fair
of hair like the bending, bpillowing wheat through which the wind
crept on invisible feet, eyes mysterious and brooding, yel capable
of a’'sudden clear sparkling like the moonlight on the waters of the
lake, skin smooth and %an, glowing with-healti. Indeed a fairer
rmaiden could not greet a weary wanderer, a fairer city could not
beckon from the horigon with shimmering alavaster walls,

virbu held mo lovelier one than thie maiden who had sprung
from ite snow encrusthed peaks, ite celadon velvet plains, its misty
pounding snorelines. She was soft and luscious, yet gtrong as ite
meet enduring warrior.

Therefore I took thig creature of the go0il for my mate, made
her the bride of eternity. From her homeland we et gail. Great
Silken sailsg filled with the wind and carried usg from her land and
her opeoples back to my strenge Atlantis, lying lush and nmoist under
tropical suns. She was loathe %o go from her land and wept until
the sea craft scraped upon the beach and we had arrived. She had
begged me to stay within the city of her birth, %o swim and play in
the cool waters, %o dance bhensath the ashen moon and glory in the
incenge of the wind from the plains.

I wounld not listen! I left her in-Atlantis among mny riches,
with boats to cross the steaning rivers, with jewels and gold and
perfumes I bestowed upon her., Then I continued my nomadic adven-
turing about thne ancient world. QRherefore I lost her while search-
ing for yet rarer treasures.

iwnile in far Turin I chanced across an odd and evil looking
doctmnent -- the Look of The Deadl Upon idly perusing ite wrinkled
musty pages I found her name ingceribed in blood across a yellowed
leaf. Hastily I departed, set =ail acrosg the mighty Eastern! But
I was latel My fertile atlantis existed no more. Eeneath the
waves it had disappeared, sunk dovm into the decepg of the sea gods,
beneath pounding waveg that smote with angry strength and enveloped
all; ny lend, mnmy-hore, and with it my child wife of the earth,
returned to Hature, the fairest of all Jirbu.

THE END

Tl R |



The red sun was nearly lost behirnd a welter of dark trees, and
night thickened about us. It wag then I firet noticed %hat my moth-
or had a dim fear of the ancient lost place through which we must
g0 . I d4id not mind sgeeing rnined buildings: in trath rumours o
whe corpse-town had fascinated iy young ears. You geeg, I had ac-
companied her only a few times to hunt foed-roots, and had never
before gone the way 1lying directly through the city. Tubers grew
well in the clay caverns bheyond that place of ruing, and in order
that no one else might find them, my mother always chose a time
when she could go unobserved. This was in the brief periocd before
nightfatl, while the tribe was engaged in cooking.

About us gpread once cultivated fieldes where straggling bean
and pea-vineg persisted after a time past reckoning, bul since man
did not care for them, or fight the weeds, few plante bore anything
gdible. 4 horde of paie blossoms, hued like the swmmer evening,
and bearing five points, overspread leagues of anused scil ana
crowded onto the rotten highway. This land about usg, these ancient,
gun-ccvered fields, we knew had once been great ana flourishing;
but in a forgotten time something wrong had happenad. We are the
childaren of tha old race, but no one cares now about the anciant
things and the world of dead memories. Such things they say are of
no use, for they cannoct help ug 1o obitein food. Only two or three
of us take interest in the past. Pernape 1t is g fortunate thing,
because those who do are half-restive in the life about them,

A iagst refloction from the sky epread a goldon mantle over the
fields as we came to the wood of black fir-trees which hinted at
the nearness of the first ruin. Their foliage shut out the ending
glory of the sun, and for a breathlesg pericd we hastened through
premature night. I pushed my way among the bushes, following ny
mother, and soon the ebbing daylight sparkled rewardingly again in
leaveg of summer greenery.

When we were beyvond the treez 1 looked at the small figure be-
gide ms, and felt a pang because of half-recollescted stories of our
ancient grandeur, when we had made cities like the dead one tefore
ug, aund did not fear storms und animals. But then a glimpse of the
mogt outlying ruin changed my thoughtes, and wonder and astonishment
hid from me the knowlecdge that we were frail and lonely and trivial
amid gurroundings that thought of a wvanished day.

Forgotten now wasg cur humble errand and the dust of the road.
Before us lay a fallen tower, very nearly complete, girt with thin
pillare like fingers closped about it. The base of this brick epire
lay near us and the little weod, but what remained of the highest
Gier was half buried, very far sway. It had been faghioned strong-

¥, and had fallen 1like < chimmney, intact save where n few centu-
ried pines (lean and tortured) found root-hold in the encircling
facado,

There wog nothing to show the purpose for whieckr it had beer
made, and tradition only krew of it thnt wmen had drawn the lighf-
ning there in magical ways, and sent out sgnin  the glory of the
gkies in a threliting hoic. My regret thet we have no memoriceg is o
pang more difiicuit than mnryrex, for honger can be satisfied, hut



8 POLART ]

for the nostalgic beckoning of oldd centuries fhere is no assunge-
rment. I would iike go muca toe i1l ont ths gap of ¥ears walch binds

ug to the past, when men built that cld city; snd to know the hues
and forms of a 1life vanisheda vtterly. But There are only ruines on
wnich to speculate, fragments of a life existing nowhere, and the
people of thnat place ars lonely in the desolate grave of night. A4
rain of centuries hag obliiterated most of the traditions about Hhem
and all that I may ever recapture Is as nothing when it is weighed
againat the ilgnorance of our time. Poregt asnd wooded glen, and
tates ofwanicdent JayniinE=lafcat’ol jojiaadt @plirdck .

‘There ars two ruing which even yet hold for me the greatest
lure, @and I saw them both, that aay, now likewise gone into the
forgotten abyss of time. The firet is that Gargantuan tower of slim
embracing pillars, wheose foundation--jagged on the gky--seemed * to
rmy childigh eyes much like a crowd of wvultures, and the other, =&
metal bridge farther on the way, seen only as one nears the city.
The bridge ieg not go groat in height as the tower must have boeen,
bzt it spans a great sluggish river. Men-have uged it forcver when
they wished to go intoc the place of ruing, and wild things scurry
over the perilous span in darkness. Somatinmes npeg and bears are
sracked across the 0id bridgo, and slain upon it, though since my
youth these are grown gcarca.

We came to it later, when the broken towor: wns oub of sight.
It was logt ovorhead in perspective ond darknegs, and I buheld the
corroded girdere with a vague foar. The end near us wag choked with
trocg, and bencath it the river flowed green, with spots of di-
goaged yellow. Thane were five aranos upon pillare of old brick,
for the river is wide in that part, and had been that woy cven whon
the city was buiit, The weedy strennm forme o lagoon where grect
rughceg and lilice grow, and thore ig only o stirring of the tiroed
weber., It is o vivid.and chromatic scone that I remember--the dead
greon surface and the vague glitter of the bridge at dusk--though
yoarg have gono sinco I wasg thore last.

I looked gbout ag we started across the ruinous structure, and
gaw a Tow pale stars where o girder had fallen awvay overhend. They
watched like indifferont cyecs, through the faint ovening, from a
tinclegs vantage point. Voguas cmotiong moved in me, and I folt a-
goin the regret that ruins must Jio unpoopled and forgotton., It was
a brictf scnsation that the noilscs of a dying thing might nrouse;
not pity, for pity is thon of no use, but an incffablc ecmotion as
neaxy to =sorrow as tha mist is to rain. It wag not charp oancugh to
analyzo, but I havo kept tho memory of a ¢hild who folt, bevond the
netted, broken girders, the regard of those unscoing etars.,

Thore wes only in places  a floor, so for thoe most part we
valked on ivon boams., In ke blacknoess under ue vabter ruagtliced pasth
gome okstruction which I did not soe, and on the curving shoree was
a gluster of stooping tross. The far cnd of ths bridge was in shn-
dow, but I knew from ny mofhcr's words that we ghoald corme oub bo-
twaan tho metal anklor of 2 guarding shiatee into the wvast silent
ruing of a2 city. Tottoring in the gloom, the 0id bridac was like
menr whose ribs are gharped. by the yoare. At e brawiraed 1%,
looked up in appyechenzion, and saw tant ahove ag  tong of ingoen
metal gwaoyed like n Dbrokon spidor wosi., I Teercd that it wénli £ .
but it had been guspended in that foshion befors memory, 2ne ¥ o
tho cables are intact and the girdere whols,

Thon we came into the city, pawsing bolow the muie colnzsiw,



M gnza adé tho ¢ fening inaldfcrons 3 ny
Bh fo  Thors was an aepecs Tof voitimg aboub ths mobal shatus,
.0 uacad touched tho darkness  and $ha SNCTeaging ®EnTe . ¥o oong
npg oao"&ol when 1t wad mado and et thers o8 gaardion  of tke
Jrldgb, It is of the gome maverial, and breils of curning sogmonts,
ratror than sculptured. Looking oriefly ot the hige, indigtines
face, T turncd eway from the bridge ond ths nameless crouchi ing gi-

2nt to go inte the ruinous strocie.,

Horc wag Doon. The ghards of n ¢ity that once knew morchants

and toilere and the glittering rich--poopled now with memorics and

gnadows and tho whisper of the breeze. Silent now were the streete
whose paving had sounded with the trample of multitudes: silent al-
S0 the tumblad houscs. There were mno high r—*truotur-.u., thesge had
Tallen vnmarked during years of noglect. The air was stagnant and
weary, and the dark holss in the setreet and buildings were like the
orifices of a nomelesg skull.

A moon had ceome up out of tho chaos of stars, and swung above
the fretted outline of the ruined city, whore an immemorial gilence
reigned. No throb of bird-wing, 1noc rustle of furred feet disturbed
tne 811l ovening. There were only starge attendant on the moon,
and a bluish gilence whichk filled tho town like watoer.

For centurics the vines and roots of jungle things had accumu-
latod ckout ths c¢ity, onveloping it and gnawing at outlying die-
tricts., Por centuries tho bubbling hues of sunset had glazed with
yellow lacquer those dark streets, ond crept aolong unseen walls
Throughout thoe multitudinous days of ite collapse thore had boen
cloude over it and bright cgkies and rains: the thunder of the cle-
ments had bosten down on it, and sun and €torm had battled, cach
¢laiming it his fortress. But that night, all was f£lod =save gi-
loncea. '

I saw what once had been o ghop--the front was crumbled, and a
rotten beam lay half acrose the opening, but there wos o litter of
ineredible wreckago within--gooda that had beon feshioned for pur-
chagers dead a thousand yoars, dospiged cvon by tas beast. Somoona
had come there and sgortad out the usceful, undamaged things, but
like the rest, theso lay in an uwneloined pile. Perhaps thoe €caven-
EGr wWag thora a dny before ug--perhnps hs had bocome the prey of
gome amimal eight hondred yeare ngo. There was nothing to tell why
he had not borne off hisg spoil.

I would have liked %o go into some of ~the Dbuildings wnich

ranged gpectrally along the road. iow one, and then another took
my fancy, tut we had no time if we meant to end our miscion by a
sate hour. -There was one pils of white marble standing alone in a

Jitvle field, a@s if it had been a temple or a strong- man's houge.
Aund I saw snother; round, with many borderinz pillare, like an im-
menge gpider:; whose purpose I could net undersiand. I would have
explored these had there heen no hurry. But I knew that we must
get buack before there was too muech moonlight, and the beasits ceme
cut. They are very terrible at guch vimeg.

and g0 we went on, and found many rooTs in the caverns bayond
the city.

Wohoch for 20 EOET.TAY
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DARKNESS & DAWN to be developt into a screenplay? Sorts locks
that way! Had a calF ¥he ofher day aft the Academy from Roach Stu-~
dios (now producing "1,000,000 BC"} who askt me about a bk publisht
approx'ly 20 yrs sco which from the description | identityd as ithe
classic England trilogy.

| also vnderstand thru Shep's Sti Shop
(main back-no. imagi-magmart ot Hollywood) that cne the Eastern au-

thors was in recently investigating Argosvarns for an interested
Studio thet seems inKlined to produce a Flanet of Peri! pic.
1
Day
Dreams", an early English silent with Elsa "Bride of Frankenstein"
Lanchester & Chas ™"Dr Moreau—Hunchback™ Laughton in the teading
roles, recently revived at the Academy Review Theater, H'wood.

From the story "Bluc Bottle" by HGWells,

A depiction ot the advan-
ces ot ‘science & invention 92 decades hznce is the future~ftare in
the Columbia short subject based on the "futurama"™ at the World
Fair, zntitied "World of 1960".

A new Tarzan pic in prep at MCGM.

Orson Welles 1o do & sykologics! melodrama, "Smiler with a
Knife", & lta Lorre's macabre "™M", it secems.

Ghostorys galore sked-

ed.r MHaunted Hoose" s on Monogram!s mind as a Karloitilm, Foli-
lowing success of mysteryarn "The Cat & The Canary" Para is produc-
ing "The Ghost-Breaker". "Beware Spooks!" is a Cobumbia product.
"The Headiess Horseman" to be a UA release. "Ghostman" & "The

Ghost Comes Home' are on the pan al MGM. Also there is "The
Frightend Ghost"...

A man who can seocar naturally lor quite un-—
naturatty, it U will) is the subjecl of "The Flying Yorkshireman®,
tantasvarn plaend for filming in the "40-'4{ secason.

it pubklic re-

action to "Dr Cyclops" I(nufsed!) is satistactory Para proposes a

"sequel-in-reverse!, owaning, «s Studioc does, Wells' super-size
story, "Food of the Gods", film=-title: ‘“Food of the GREAT".

S a x

Rohmer's insidious fantasy character returns in "Drums of Fu Man-

chu', recently completed by Mono.
A rather well-noen tact in stifan
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circles is that Ray Cummings once was sec'y to Edison. MGM s
tilming "Edison the Man . Therefore, there has been considerable
conjecfure as fo whether the sec'y woud have & part in the pic, &
hence someone partfray Ray! However, | just checkt oan fhaf today
with Loew's publicity dept & sad to say Uteo's tlackery reports fhe
tilm only concerns Edison's early manhoad, in his days of pover fy
b e Mg d” fMard 43 sec ™l

What she may have meant by it | coud
nof undertake to interpret but MAKLENE DIETKICH, autografing at the
preview of her new picture, as she signd her name on a copy of my
colaboration with Catherine L Moore in the 39 Dec Weird exclaimd:
"Nymph of Darkness--0O, that's wondertul !" As Morojo is my wifness,
fhese were the Blond Venus! enigmatic words about Nyusa, the invis-—
ible Venusian qirfi.

Kweeriosity: There is &8 Kalharine Lesiie
Moore whose novel "The Peascock Feather™ was made into a movie!
"Peace On Earth" is & Things—to~-Come~like technicolor carioon,

wherein mankind at last blows itsell to bits in the War of Armaged-
don, teaving the anlmals to inherit the earth. The story, brietly:

Several Iittiza squirrels, singing "Peace on Earth, Goodwill to Man"
at Xmastime, pause to wonder what "men" are, They never have seen
onz. So they ask their Grandpop, who remembers men--most uncomp!i-
mzntarily. "They wuz th' orneriest, dagnabbest, downright cussed-
zst critters!" & fecarsome fo beohold: great khaki-clad creatures
with vifreous eves, snouts that extended into their stomachs--alto-
gether, quitz Tike Carnell's tamous co-creation of "The Man from
Earth" on the back—cover of the Science—fiction Assn's organ Necw
Worlds last Aug. These hate-saturated homo-saps allowd their sec-
tional secraps to encircle the globe til in one territiclimax they
succeeded in Dblasting fthemselves fto ccraps. & the squirrels re-
placed the nuts... Dr Dauqheriy, Director ot the Los Angeles Sci-
ence Fictioneers, has scen "POE" no less'n 8 times to date. ¥ is

indeed a lovely lessop——1
Don't go rong on "Dawter of Kong": It's
an orienfale & nol a sezauel to the "Son".

Similarly, | have reason
fo believe "Men Without Souls™ is ¢ prison pic & not a story of
synthesism, zombiism, or such subjects as tiftle woud suggest to the
fantasy fan. Veddy soddy!

On the other hand, "First Love” lplcase
bear with me, pal, ['m not going to giva U a dissertation on Deanns
D ofEhili IRl the' | dfte "ot "o prelfisiol ic plelUrBedto,  tcw 1 i-fad gl
fFrance. & the French have a von Giroheimer titled "Prisonzr of
Heaven which sounds tike it's along cur tine, nlest-ge pas?

Twas
racently learnd the Russians once made a version ot the fantasti-
classic "Thiet of Ragdad".

An  immorfalitvarn 1s on the lists dor
production on the Faramount lof, "The Man in Half-Moon S$t", story
ot a centenarian scienftist who must kiil to insure the supply of

glands he must have for eternglife.

Y Anftigravityarn "The Earit of
ielt" {bk noen to all st bibkiotiles] is in the hands of an Easf-
ern ggent with a view to marketing it to the movies.

Well, that's
about all. See U next Bank Nite!



s ORSEIVATIONS
al by the Fans

":‘:-'l.__.l
}w{fh Bob Madle writes: Just received the first issue
/ hr of POLARIS and have read it thoroly. Ag & fan maga-
&? “ zine, it is very good, and as & first issue, 1t is
/ | L excellent. * All three gtories were interesting and
\ ‘well-written, with, perhape, Iowndes' piece having a
giight edge on the other two. ackerman supplisd me with some in-

taresting fantasy-film mews; have nim write more of this type. Thke
entire makeup of the magazine 1g extremely neat, especially the

cover-printing. - One kick: Lowndes' cover illustration was not go
good. Fantastic, trus=-but the cxecubion was rather poor.
from Harry Warner, Jr.: Congratulations on POLARI3! Really

much Tetber than my high expectationg--evidently you're as dubious
of the merite of your publications as I! And the duplication could
nardly be lmproved on, st least in my copy. The even edges are 8
big relief, - too, <from the ordinary jegged oneg~-~though they're a
lot of work, I know. As for material, Lowndes' story I considered:
best. It is every bit as good as anything Derleth has ever written,
and more, hag that atmosphere thut even pro authore find trouble in
acquiring. Earlow's Jonnet =hounld ceme in second place for honors,
I think -- juet a 1little rough hsre and there, but it cen be easily
excused, Ackaerman interegsting ' -- wo need more concisive dope on
films. 4And Limel extremely good, too--in fact, the mag's gwell!
Farngworth Wright makes ug very happy: Fermit me to cxpress
ny thunks for gending me volume I, number I of POLARIS. In this
day of countloss fan magazines, your succeesor to THZ FANTASY FAE

gtande out by itz ovm meritg... * I think Loveeraft wourld have en-
joyed this magazine.
Villard Jowey Says: Quite nsat. I 1like the groen ink., A1l

words arce plainly distinguishable--very good. I don't care so much
for woird fiction ag £-f, but I onjoyed the msg. I liked The Orgon
best, the other two tioc for sccond placo. and, of course, Imagi-
Movics was good, with plenty of informntion. Cover -- gimplc but
fair.

From "Joc™ rowndes: I conmot tell you what o pleasant sur-
prise 1t was to reecive the firet issuc of POLARIS yesterday. 65
courss, I know it would be coming soon--but not go soon., The head-
ing is splendid. I do not know who it was who did it {Euss Hodg-
king gote fhe, croditi.~-=d, ). s «buts it is 2 thing of taste and ncat-
negs little scen in most fanmags. Yeou nre indeod fortunate to have

thoge charming Loe Angelonos for publishers. (1 heartily agrog.--
Ed.} Thoy have done full justbice to your first iIssuc, onc cntirely
commendable not considering my own contributiong... I Fagr I can
give you no criticisms on your firgt issuo. I¥ is excellent and I
can think of no imorovemente -- c¢xcept cven betiter material for fu-

ture issuce and r¥etaining all the distincetive qunlity Fou now
pogscas,

H., C. Koenilg writes: Thanke very much for the copy of Polaris,
It wag read with congiderable intercst and enjoyment, You have
gotton off to an auspicious atart and I wili look Torward with con-
gidorable anticipation to future issugs. Warnor, Rimel, and Lowndoes
all aid waell with their rsepoactive gtorics. There iz only one fly




I8 e | oimument. You gosoes® it o mepder-lagr el e oo
gilddarod whan I-proud | Ll ri-dbwlpz.  DZow anyone e¢nn be
Wwea, vdified oo fofceinated by thopo dnfvied wrick woras igs bhayond

me...  Into cach life some rain mu:L £alli -- but please sce that it

dozen't turn into a cloudburst. If vou muet have Ackernan--please
curo hin ge mucn as pogwibvie. How can you aid and avet in sgudbjec-

ting the poor reader to such abnormalities as superiffic, lyrickt
and scientificinemerry, ete?

dror Belle Vymsn: L have just read thne first Polaris. Cover

ina of wique. Seemg to me ths whole magazine - ig gotten vp in a
vary nica fashion. llayte none of your folke do, but I really like
e 1ittle gomnet. I was thrilled, wonderad "Eow- did they ever get
hig into one of these magazinest" The rhythm and, and--everything!
I think it'sg 'uct bpeautiful! I liked "The ngan” very nmucin. '"The
goarnet--wazn't it a little far-fetchad? "He Wno Wgite" sure was
intriguing; a fine "aystery" story. Iilight the man have been one of
the Adepted I look forward to gecing all the movieg in Mr. Acker-
man's list, with the exception of "Eternally Yours" (hecanse I saw
it in San ¥rancisco a*read")

A nobe from "Trady" Hempken: Congratulations! You've done a
neat Job on YOLARI3S--it's a dandy piece of mimeo (at least mine is
vary clear) and the contente themselves are wortr the effort that
wag out inbto conposing the nag. All the fiction is thoroly weird,
particularly HWir's He Who Laeits. ifaetn't forget The Urvan——nt'L a
vamplire- ghoct affalr g0 it muss please mMmost anyone. T Ja 0 e !
Gournmet is thra and thru gnuddore® - Sany Ggife like that makes me
teetn feel awfly c¢old. For pure horror -- maddening -- it hite the
gpot, but I don’t care for that particalary thema.

Stil) anocthaer feminine fen, Gertrude Kuglan, writes: What in
thepwornldt wic Stz @ower cupposdd™ tol vepresdnth The paper s nice
anyway, and the interior 1is roeally beautiful!l wven tho I have a
personax disiike for green... varner's story was just average fan
fiction., =xarlow's 3onnet was good and Ackcrman alwayse is I liked
the gtyles in which Eimel's tule wae writte but the cnding wae
painfully obvious. And the szame goeg for Lound‘ﬂ’ "Gourmat". It
wae beautifully written, however... The only real kick I have 1is
about the glimnese of the igeus Jdore articles on the fan world
wolld be vastly welcome, and, of courec lottars

g+ Jo Forbtier commentsg: Your Polaris prbttv good, quite sc
for & firet attempt. ¥o Wl lcolald hawd® Hottor et Wozrls tho. mVery-
thing in tho isgue ng o wiwole vory good. e WHO WAITS oy Warner
wag a nicee bit, but it didn't have onough action to it. I didn't
care ior SOHHST, but that's only onc porson’s opinion. IMAGI-IIOVIES
by 4g] JAckerman interceting ag is a1l of his work. THZ (nfkas
one of tho bogt piceos of Fan-Tiction that I have scen for a vory
lerg vihila. Congrate to DLuance W. Rimcl, TR ECHRIMET i pekineds
Robexrt W. sewndmed™ifost otoes | th 8% . PHNL SR 011  Seod, SHEh
vhorg La your cditorial? Your mngazine ieg dofinitcly incﬁlr? i
ST misRe e |

from R. H. Barlow: It's a pluoasar. tu - i
the, S 0W Agein, o owsr h SGilen TR i E
keep it up, streczing--

"~n L]

4(.‘*‘:.“'

pogct to the usaul eolake "t . i R R | & 2|
two, Warnar'e goo o i )

the most polish. IS 3 Cme — ge LR s TTHD rl
Dothing else cwurr owor e =i gyl S D e e , &L



14 POLARIS

is rpazy and repititious in spots, and with material that belengs in
tae elimax--~guch as lines 5-6-7 on p. 2cven-- could stand a 1itil
revigion, but it hag the compensating clemsnt of originality; and
the latter makes up for its mildnose of theme (mild because not
gtrikingly diffaorent from the usual vampire story) by the compara-
tive grace with which it is told. I gsce that I've: ovorlooked
Lowndes in this pompous survey. His story was dramatic, but to mo,
faintly comic through being too ghoulish.

hopid-fire commonte from Francig Paro: Mincographing, ete..
for a Tiret (or any issue; A plus. Cover crazy, Lowndce loonay.
Warner whigoroo. Ratinge, 1l-poor to l0-cxcollont: Warner, - 10;

Rimael, 8; Lowndes (story} 7; Ackorman, 9.5; Barlow, 1.5; cover, i:
isene ae a whole, 8.5. I roally should givo the covexr .5 or %0 be
more accuraivo 0. But for the sforomentioned cover, I1'd give the
issuwe ¢. (Thore's £till the poem, you know. ) I have o suggostion
for improving futurc issucg-~-moro articles, less fiction. The rea-
son: Weird fiction fiold is wido open. Think of 11 the¢ insido
dope on weirda fictiom nn active oditor could secure: Hows of fu-
ture storios to appear in WE, Strange, ote., biographices of weird
gbory wrivers, -unuenal facte about uvnuwsunl storics tehiad *he
gcenee articles, cte. above all kaep the greon ink.

BErlg Xorshak writes: Folarig ig GOOL...cnd right from {he
firsti issuc to0. Congratulations, and kcop up the good work.
Lowndos® cover wag a gbtrange thing -- I am sure that everyonc olse
will eg¥ee with me $hat it is beyond comprehension. Why in the
s2vil can't ho stay down to carth on hies work% Hsve him do a cover
that ie plausible and that we mere mortals can tranglate with our
fecble mental powers... Lowndeg' short sbtory wss EXCBLLENT. I was
pleascd to read such a good picee of work. 4c¢ was O.K. and in fact
the whole issuc (notwithstanding the cover) is beyond criticiem.

MOOD
(.-I:-I? [ff?aane M/Yd{ﬁf?é’/

uife holds nothing more for me.
the megic enda the lsughtor rings
On cars too dimmed by roveric.

H

heality ig eola snd blecsk -
and wnforgiving as tho dim,
Fala zungot starg I often scck.

Wny livoe, when misty droame can bring
Pruc poace and true sccurity
That laste wntil tne trumnpets ringt

For desth mugt o a £ablzd droam
thercin tha groatest vision lies
i'or thosge whe dnre to croge the streqan.

And g0 I dnro, and mny tho storm

Ering winds from goldon citics far
To keep my troublod s¢lumbsore warm.

.



EDITORIAL ILLUMINATION

{Continued 1rom Page 3)
yvou-=please help both us and your tellow weirdisfs.
Ve extend ocur most gratetul thanks to Bob Tucker and Le Zombiz
tor his mention of our first attempt, also to HWarry Warner, Jr.,

tor the review in Fantasy-News. And we are gratetul to Science
Fiction and to Startling Storics--despite the deluge of sample re-~
quesfs, both with and without three—-cent stamps. Qur apologies go

te Francls Litz and OQutré tor stating that Polaris was the only
weird 1an mag, for we did not vrealize at the time our first issue
vas being published that Outré was to be revived., We are very happy
to seec the magazine back, and wish it a long and successtu? [lite.

Undoubtedly all of our readers have heard about the Llovecratt
omnibus, "The Outsider and Others™, and probabdly most of you own
copies of the volume., But it any of youv have delayed purchasing it,

let us urge vyou to do so as scon as possible. Thz genius displaved

by the grzat master of the weird tale as well as the beauly of the
book ifszli make 1t an indispansable item in the library ol evary
weird fan. lts 550 large closely-printed pages make it many times

the lazngth ot an ordinary noval and one of the finest bargains ever
offerzad to the tolltowers of ftantasy. All ot you undoubiedly intend
to obtain it eventually, but you should do soc now for a very impor-
tant reason: to help ensurze the publication ot thz ensving volumes
of poetry and correspondence. Lovecrattl!s mastery in the field of
weird poetry was as great ags ifn the {ield of the horror story, and
those who have read any ot his long and fascinating letters rzalize
their cutstanding interest and value. The best of his letters to

correspondents all over this country have already been gathered to-
gether. We must not let this project fail because of lack of sup-
port!

It you already have the volume, | might suggest that you write

to Avgust Derleth at Sauk City, Wisconsin, pledging vyour support
for the planned vofumess Your action might be the decisive ftacfe
or In deciding the tuture of the project.

It was & paintul shock to us to hzar that Farnsworth Wright is
no longer fo be editor of Weird Tales. We sincerely hope that the
new editor, Dorothy Mclitwraith, will be wise encugh to follow the
policies laid down by Mr. Wright, & which have made it the aut-
standing pulp magezine. Shke has the ditticult task of folfowing a3
great predecessor, and we wish her the utmost success in maintain-

ing Weird Tales' standard of literary exczflznce. Mzantime it would
be an itrreparable loss to {fantasy tiction if Mr, Wright's talents
were to be wasted. We can anly hope that some publisher will seize
this opportunity and that we shali soon sez the name of Farnsworth

Wright at the mast-hcad of some new magszinec of weird fiction. The
bzst ot luck, Mr. ViIright!

Personal note to Bob Madle (ard thz other FAPA ofticers): Ve
still are extremely anxiocus to get into the Fantasy Amatezur Press
Association, bringing Polaris with us as our otifering. Perhaps we
are hoo egotistical, but we +teel that +the delay is not only our

loss, but is aliso the Boss ot the other FAPA members. Be that as
it may, let us hear trom you as to our standing, plcase!
Yours iin anticipaiion,
Pgul Freehafer
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SWEETKESS and LIGHT
--The Friendly Waggzine

Itis new! It's different!
It's colosgsalll God, ves.

THE MAGAZINE THAT DARES TO
TELe, THE ¢ FRUTES

No fantesy fan should be with-
Gk, e  subseriptlomd | tos . tlids
unique publdeabioh - - isgued
quarterly. it wlll amaze youl
People read 1t and rfall down!!

THE KAGAZTIHN YOQU'VE BEEH
WAITING FOR!

A MIMEOGRAFHED [HAGAZIME 7YOU

CAW READ! A MAGAZINE WITH ART

YWORK THAT DOESK'T LOOK AS THO

A CAT ViTH ECZEMA HAD ROLLED
ON THE PAGES!!

THE MOST COLOSSAL---

Oh, the hell with it. Send =

dime to 1603 West 84th Place,
Los Angeles, California.
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OF PUBLICATION
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INDEPENDENT! ¢

SUBSCRIBE NOW
10¢ Tssue
5 Reresy

Ray D. Bradbury
BOB R1/e W T,
Los Anpgeles, Cal.

Spring Edivion
Mey 1, 1940
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Walt Daugherty
1039 W. 3%th St.
Los fingeles, Cal
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