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Introduotion—-

Fantasocience Diges’ first appeared in November 1937 as a small (5 1/2 x 8)
hectographed magazine of 32 pages. The editor was Robert iadley, who cone-
tinued as editor for tho life of the magazine. The Art editcr, Jack Agmew,
ocontributed some colorful hectograph illustrations. John ¥ Baltadonis was
npgsociate." Viith the scocond issus it became large size, with 22 pagess a
contributing editor, WVillis C. Conover, was added. The first anniversary
issue was the last of the hectographed lssuesy with the next lssue 1t became
a mimeographed maganine. At r1:‘he sams time Baltadonis is replaced by George
R. Hahn as associate editor. *he next two issues have only ladle and Agnew
at the helmy Fred Vi, Fischer is added wita the July 1939 issue. With the
12th issue, Jan 1940, Agnew becomes co-editor, but is demo;ed back to
assistant editor witir Né. 13 The Nov 1941 issue, appearing after a long
hiatus, had as "Editorial Directors" Robert A, lladle, lLust '\ Barron, and
Jack Agnews Fred W. “ischer snd Jeck Baltadonis were "issociates.” A Jan~-
Feb issue was promised (the fourth arniversary issue) for about
January 15ths it is 16 years overdue.

“aterial in [ ] _ hus been inserted by the present editory parenthetical
Btatements are as trunscribed, Only the most obvious spelling anl punot--
uation errors have bsen coxrected.
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Box &6
Mt, Rainier
Maryland
USA



THE MALIGNANT PEEZLE

by
Henry Xuttnex

I'd cleened my typewriter., Consequently, it was with a considerable shock
that I noticed a tiny bald head protruding from the innards of the machine, and
I thought for a moment it was a bug of some sort. It wasn't, though. I stopped
typing my yarn, "The Inside Out-Galaxy," which was to tell about the desparate
attempt of Professor Peezle to save the earth from the attack of marsuding
vacuum-men =- and I stared ait the bald heado It rose higher and a tiny, white-—
bearded face was peering at me from the keys.

"Hello, fathead," it said in a squeaky voice. "I'm Professor Peezle."

I had alweys expected something like this — ever since the night, after
ten hours of typingy; I had seen ny typewriter abruptly receds into the fourth
dimsnsion. I leaned back in the chalr and shut my eyes, breathing deeply.
then I opened t.em the bald head was as large as my fist, and it was perched on
top of a scrawny body which sat on the adge of the desk. The little man was
fumbling with a drawer, trying to open it

"You might offer me a drink," he s32id reprocachfully.

Dazedly I opened the drawer and handod the little man a f£lat brown bottle.
He fumbled witih the cork, cursed, and suddenly shod up until he was nsarly six
feet tall. That done, he extracted the cork and shrank again to his former
size. "Handy trick, this atomic compression," he said absently. "llakes the
liquor last longer." DBut at the rate he was drinking, the flat bottle would
gsoon be empty.

I took it away from him. "Listen," I said. "Are you real?"

"Yeah," he said, eying the bottle., "Why not? TYou've been writing about
me long enough. Lousy writing, tco, I could do better myself."

That stung. "I may not be a Wells," I t0ld him hotly; "But just the same
if 1% hadn’t been for me you'd never have existed.”

He sneered. "Existedi Do you ozll that existence? I was bored stiff,
Nothing to do but save the earth, save the earth, 8avess.."

"What's dull about that?"

He expanded to six fest again, snatched the bottle, and drank greedily.
"Plentyd I haven't had a drink in years, except when I was on the oppovsite
page from a bottle. No fun. Nothing. The only thing a secientist is good for
ig to save the world. I ceaa do it with my = hands tiedo"

"But you'rs supposed to be 2 serious old scientistecse™

He leered ot me wickedly. "Say, mvgs just try putting me in a love story.
I'doOOO"

I broke in hurriedly. "Never mind., Vhat would the readers say?"

He let out a strain of oathss "I hate their insides. I hate yours, too.
A cheracter never has. any fun. by, I've spent whole days looking through my
laboratory, thinking you may have put a bottle of whiskey on the shelf by mistake,
tut no ~ not you. JNever a taste. You're just a stingy, fat-headed...." He
made several uncompliaentary remarks.

"The hero never kicks," I told him.
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"Why should he? He gets the girl. I help him out, do all the work, save
the earth -— and I'm supposed to be satisfied with my laboratoxry. In a dogen of
your stories about me the hero gets the girly and I get a test=tube., Scallions
to that." He watched me furtively and then said, "Lousy style you've get anyway.™

"Wy you sawed=off little shrimp,"” I said hotly. '"What do you mean, lousy
style? I'd like to me you try your hand at my job — in fact, I'd like to
change places with you Just to watch you squirmi"

His face 1lit up with a maliocious smile. "I was waiting for that," he
ohuockled. "You've done 1t nocw; sucker. And Lord help you, for I won’t, TYou
just bet we'll trade placesi™

With that he began bounding from key to keoy of my typewriter. A= a line C
of type began to grow on the paper an amazing phenomenon took place. I felt
myself grow hazy, unreal. Like & oloud of smoke I was sucked into the typs-
writers

Blackness toolk me. When I recovered L found myself in the story I'd been
writing, "The Inside-Out Galaxy." It was an utterly ameming ° experience. MThHars.
I wasy; a character in the yarn —- and at the typewriter, pounding away busily,
ococasionally swigging a drink from tho bottle — was Professor Peezle.

It was diabolicklly oclever. Halfway through the story Peezle mysteriously
vanished, and a stranger appeared from the fourth dimension. That was me. I
sould only squirm and curse as Peezle typed the story,

I wasn'’t even the hero. Just a soientist, and I commenced to understand
what Feezle had suffered. Test--tubes,; mechines, gadgets = what did I kmow
about this. I had to stay in the siory, watching impotently, as Peezle raised
the dickens, drinking my liquor, flirting with the maid, and, worst of all,
writing nasty letters to the editors.

But that isn't why I'm sending out this appeal for help — this desparate
S 0So I can't get out of the dioxy =~ Peezle tricked me too cleverly for that.
The worst of 1t is that those vacuum-men are descending upon the earth, and I
don’t lmow how to giop them. Peezle knew; he always saved the earth. But I'm
no scientist, and I can only sit and suffer as the vacuuwn-men pour down in
ever-increasing hordes, Earth is doomed....

Or it will be, unless somebody does something about that guy Peozle.

Fantascience Digest, Nov-Dec 1937 (1,1)

Stanley G. Weinbaum

by
Robert W. Lowndss

The late Stanley G, Weinbaum will, we think, have had es much influence
in the shaping of future science fiotiony; as well as today's scienoce fiction,
a8 the great poet Charles Baudelaire had upon the entire vanorama of continental
and much of American poetry. Just as Baudelairs brought new blood, Perspective,
and consciousness, t0 a new movement in literature, decadence, which had already
been set in motion by Edgar 41lan Poe in this country, Weinbaum brought to per-
feotion a different, refreshed type of fiction which had been set in motion by
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a few scattered writers like Dr. Edward Elmer Smith. And again, like Bandelaire,
Weinbaum was infinitely grestler; broader in seope than his predecessors.

What are some of the qualities that set Weinbaum apart from his fellow
gcience fiction writers? One was bumanisms’ liis people were alive, vivid, zeal -
the problems he sot them against were understandable, human problems. One
oditor said jthat Weinbaum's stories weme just good adventure tales orn a fantastiic
stage; we disegree - they were a great deal more than that. | A very great
quality in Welinbaum was one of scientific appreciation. -He approached science
without blindfolds, without sentimentellty, he did not fall into the exrror, as
80 many others, of thinking science either a god or a demon, looking upon science
as something which would save humanity or doom it. Hs realized ‘that soiencs,
in itself, was incapeble of being either benevolant or malignant, that kmowledge
was neithexr partial to human bsings nor adverse to them, thaet mcience was no
panaced. . Science .could mersly show a mulitiplicity of courses man was able o
follows it could not choose among: them. . Not science, but men is responsible
for the machine age, Soience showed wan how tc build mebtal monsters, but man
chose the bullding thereofs science skowed man how to construct horrific engines
of wholesale demolition, but sclence did noi chooss manls use of them oxr decres
that they should be used for the benefit of .a few at the cost of billions.

Weinbaum had, again, imaginative appreciation. e did not invest llars,
Tor example, with lovely humans, gorgeous heroines for earthimen: to conguers
he used appreciation of llaxs® alienage and evolved thereon a logical form oZ life
and a logical psychology for that life to follow, . Whether or not his basic
factors weve absclutely sound is irrslevant. : Seience fiction is imaginative,
creative literature of smcape. 4Lt is basoedy $xrue, upoa what wo believe to be
oxact science, tut if an author takes a few llbertles, that is permissible.
Because we ‘kmow wery little and of what we kmow, much is indubitably falas.
L 45 wory ‘doubtrul that if eny of “+the science fiotionists can ever give an
acourate pioture on what men will find on liars if he ever gete there, what
his reactions and the regotions of the ilartian: nhenomenons Yo man will be.

Another quality in Leinbawa was his ready end kean sense of humor. Es
did not let his discoveries overawe hims he never %ook himself seriocusly. Be-
cause ‘of that, he waa able to dlive deepar; ‘@tay there longer, and coms up dryer
than any of his contemporaries. He was acute, philogephical, and prying, almost
$0 the point -of medissvalists, who were like young birds, opening their mouths
wide and gulping down every bit of intellectual nourishmen® their gullets counld
holde. Thai they necessarily had to swallow a good deel of sand, debris, and
refuse didn't discourage them a bite

It is still early to judge properly-Weinbaum s 'effect upon science fiotion.
“We ‘oan see ‘e few results, and, with optimism as our guide, make a few prophosiecss
woe ocan ‘feel ‘reasonably certain thet science fioction has gained immensely from
Weinbaum & influence and thats it has, now, greater possibilities than ever be-
fore, bat to be worthy of him, we must not ignoxre his example and fall into
the errors he brought to lights we must not &ecelve ocurselves into thinking,
we who love and beligve in science fiction, tiat soience fiction is, in l1liself,
a panacea for the world's literary illnesse that it will succeed by itself and.
by the magic of its own voics, becoms tho supsrevolved coreative literature
that we desire it to become., Better to face facts and say soience fiodlon will
NO® rise’ 'to graac helgnts, will NOT be uha litera*ura of tomorrow unless we
nake 1% so.

FINIS
Fantasoience Digest, N?V~De§, 1937.
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FOURTH DIiLudo>ICNAL DIFFICULTILS

by
Milton A. Rothman

‘Uany science fiction stories have brought us a fascineting subject which
ig slightly éifficult to oomprehend at first, but which is one of the moat
interesting phases of the Binstein Theory.  This is the matter of the shape of
the universe. :

One of the statenents which sientisis use to buffalo the layman 'is the one
ebout the universe being infinite and st the sama time bounded. This statement,
Ec¥al w.uh ;00 many othaors, is open %o iaterpretation in various wayso

,he beat wey to look at it is to consider the urniverse as heing the sur-
feoe o~ a spkere. bBut the mniverse 1a three dimensional =- how can it be a
surface? A sphere, which is @ three dimensional solid, has a two dimensional
surfece walch is ourved ir the third dimension. Just imagine a flat pisce of
paper wrapped around a sphere and you can see what I mean by a two dimensional
_surface curved in the third dimension:

How expand everythikg one dimension. ‘Imagire a four dimensional sphere
covered by a three dimensional surface whigch is curved around in the fourth
dinension. Or rashar don't try to imagins 4%, Just consider it. Now. the
iniverse ‘is ‘this thrse dimensional suzfacas - It is not the-sphors itself, but
the purfess, ard everything on it has thie geawatricel propertias of l:s.res on
a su::fa.ce of a sphere, just expanded one dimengion furthsr,

6un the suxface of a sphere.thers are no such things as straight lines.
You have, dnstead, great circles, which ave the circumferences of sections which
go thiouga whe ocenber of the ephere. dJusi .like “parallels"” of longituds on tho
u..thu And incidontally, the “orm™arallsl® is not o bad., becauss although the
iines meet at vhe pclns, spherical geomotzy is Gifferent from plans geometry,
and. on tho purface o2 a 'sphere these lines actually are parellel,

It is oovious that on a aurface of, a @phere a poiat which moves in &
straight line (alonz a great o‘i.rcle) Wil come back to ite starting point. No
ratter ir whad direction it movesn, it wilil come back to the place it started
Lxox,

w»he oeme is ‘true of the universe. 3ince it 5.:4 t0 be considersd the sur-
face of a sphbere, all streight lines on i’ are sections of great circles, and
an object which sets out in any direction at all will return to the starting
point. It will seem to have treveled in a strs ight liney aceording to all the
tesis you oan imposo. upon it, but lo und beholdy it is back from where it started.

in objeciion can be raised here. Vhen an object travels around the
world ite curve cen Lo measursd, Why not in spaoce? This is bscause altkhougt
we oscupy-a two dimensional surface,; we arc really three dimensional and thus
cen see the curve walch is in the direoiion of" the third dimension, If we were
two dinensional beings we could not coneceive of the third dimension and %4hus
could perseive mo curve.

it die that wey with uss . Ve amwe ithree dimensional and can conceive of no
cvive in the direction of the fourth, Thus, the wniverse seems t0 us unboundsd
in every direction, although really, when you go far enough you curve right
back %o the starting pointe, And that is what is meant by infinite and bounded.
The wnivanse ncssesnesédefini e volume, jusi as tke surface of the sarth has a
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definite area, but iravel as far as you want, you cannot reach the end of it.

The cry is raised: What is beyond the universe? If it has a limited
volume, there must be something else occupying the rest of the Cosmos, But
there really is no beyond. The universe is total, ocomplete. There is no cone
tinuance of the plane of the earth. <+t curves back upon itself and leaves no
Place to hook another plane on. i

Yut there are other planets/ Yes, Howevery in order to rgach them you
mst travel in a direction perpendicular to the blane of the earth's surface.
A flatlander could not conceive of this.

Thexe may be other wniverses in the Cosmos. -But:in order;to Teach them
ene must iravel in a direction perpendicular to all three: axes of our surface.
This direction is called the fourth dimension,. and. it is this motion which
autuors speak about when mentioning "travel inta the fourth dimensions" This
quotation itself has no meaning, as a dimension is not a space into which one
can trgvel, but by moving in the dirsction of the fourth dimension one can,
according to the above theories, veach other universes. '

Defore closing, and allowing you t0 enjoy your headaches in peacey, here
is another idea to toy with., I'irst, let us recapitulate: Ve have two dimen-
sional surfaces curved in the third dimension and separated by the third
dimension. Secondly, we have three dimensional surfsces curved in the fourth
dimension' and ‘separated by the Ffourth dimension. Can wo hawe a third step?
The four dimensional cosmos curved in the fiPth dimension and separated from
other ‘cosmos by the fifth dimensiond “néd cen'ws go yet higheT™@. o o

Notice, howe#ér, that all of itnis does not take any consideration of
people with a four dimensional existences. 1t merely regerds universes and
higher umiverses separated by further dimensions, and dividing and subdividing
by themselves.

@ + (~ o]
Fantascience Yigest, Nov-Dec 1937 (2,1)

LOOKTNG AROUND
with Willis Conover, Jr

VVhat happens ;7 to megazines  when popular writers edlt them. Personally,
I don't know, but none of ms will have long to find out, for F. Orlin Tremains
has vacated the Astouanding Stories offices, and the new editor is none other
than John W. Campbell,-Jrd  This - “mey not be news by the time it breaks into
print, for news in the fantasy world has a speedy metabolismy, but it is offered
here in hopes that the as yet unenlightened may learn of the transition taking
Place in Astounding's editorial elements.

Will popular Campbell.continue publishing his.ovwn stories in Astounding?
And, if so, will they appear under his own name, or will "Don A. Stuart" break
forth in sudden fruitfuiness?, How about the.Penton-bBlake series in Thrilling
Wonder Stories? Would the editor of a science-fiction magazine contribute Tog-
ularly to his competitorfs publication?

At any rate it is certain that Campbell, who has seen science-=fiction
rise swiftly and fall hard since Amazing Stories first peeked grotesquely from
the newastands, will make Astounding Stories truly outstanding in one way -
if not in another. He may even change 'the title to Popular-Super—-Science,
featuring one piece of fiction and a dozen fact articles in each issue., Wha
knows? ' ;



It is supposed that Campbell is negotiating with Virgil Finl.y, leaning-
post of Weird Tales, to illustrate the revamped magazire ~— thoug! the infor-

mation is, at the most, uncertain
* W H K K W X K R X

Mention of Virgil Finlay renews pleasant thoughtis of the enjoyable week
your corrsspondent recently spent with the Finlays in iochest.r, New York,

It wes fasoinating to watoch Virgil at work, for he is & meat painstaking
limner = carefully placing each tiny dot in the desi:ed position, not jJerking
the pen all over the paper, as young imitators often do. Time means little to
Virgil, &e spends as much as three days on a single crawing, usually working
all night and all day to meet a fast-approaching deadline,

A semi~biographical personality sketch of his life and Interests appears
in the reader's department of the December [1937] Weird Tales, on the stands
tomorrow. You'ld® recognize the issue by the nude on the covar, which Virgil
-has painted to illustrate Nictzin Dyalhis's first story in fcar years, "The
Sea Viitche"

NOW KON B O N € ®

Esquirey which in the past year has featured stuff by lonald Wandrei,
Richard Vaughan, Frank K. Kelly, Mark Scherer, and Fletoher lratt, has in its
Hovember [1937] issue .(now on sale) a fantasy by Howard Wandiei, Don's artist
brother, who writes under the name ™H, W. Guerncgoy' and an urticle by Thomas
Calvert "Rebirth" McClary. The contributord page presents ¢ photo of Wandrei
and a brief outline of the lives of both him and MoClary.

If the regular fantasy magazines ever go under, Esquire may be our sale-
vation! Yeah — at fifty cents per! [And then there was '.’layboy...]

o+o+o0+0+ 0

Fanlazoienae Nigest, Nov-Dec, 1937
(2,1)

SPAVE

A silence deep ofer all impending
Through all space &s quiet reigna,
Space without beginning, endings
Nothing, nothing in infinite plen:s.

Then with a burst of flame of torn
Matter from the dim beginning,
Iives joins a universe is borm.
Nebulase through spece go winginge

Fragments flung fly far and widag

A gtar is bornj a sun is made.

A sun whose spawn burst from his side
To take their place.in orbits laid.

e=J.' Chapmen Mske
00000
Fantasoienco Diggst, Jan-Feb, 1938 (I, 2)




MY MISSION IN HEAVEN

by
Don A, Wollheim

I walked through the golden siresis of Paradise on my way to the Palace
of the One True God. All about me crowds of angels we® Passing, their sweet
faces glowing in vacantly idyllic amiles, their blue eyes vapid and devoid of
sensey their mouths voicing swelling paeons. of glory and praisey mainly happily
out of tune and usually not the same song. I had to shoulder my way through
mobs of these oreatures, often getting a wing tip in my eye,s or my toes stepped
on, or having the hard-jewelled tip of a harp thrust into#e small of my back.

I finally found my way to a street cormer and stood against a radium lamp-
post while I wiped my brow. The eternally shining sun, reflected from the
gold sidewalks (which wers heated in the process) and from the diamond windows,
made such a dreadful glare that I wished I had not taken this mission. I would
like to have gone back for my green sun-goggles but I dared not, President
Lemke had sent me to Heaven to ask aid in restoring prosperity, as he had
finally given up hope of humanly doing ite I ocould not let the party down,
g0 I set off again,

All stree.I‘s led uphill in Heaven as the J"ord is All-Highest and His hocuse
is above alls “his made it hard walking. TYet; eventually I arrived at the
gates of God's House. Two radiant creatures (I wished again I had my sun-—
glasses) with fiery swords that made me perspire profusely barred the way.

I explained what I wanted and they let me PassS.

Inside it was drafty. It always is in God's.Houses.. . The ceiling was
about a mile high, and gloomy grey stone Gothic walls towered about.me. . I
trudged along the hall for nigh half a mile, and then came to a desk and telc-
phone switchboard where sat a sneezing Archangel. I guestioned him, and he
directed me to God's Bed~Room where he said I would find Him whom I sought,

After much devious ways, and after acquiring a promising cold in ‘the
head from the drafty, damp corridors, I arrived before the door. . It was nar-
row but high. I knocked.

There was no answer, but from within came a sound of motion, and noise as
of things being tossed about, and a deep breathing. Gathering up courage, I
pushed the door open and entereds

It was a bed-room, all right. But what a mess! lh:'mgs wore topsy-turvy,
pillows and drawers scattered about, all mamner of thinis strewed on the _
floor.  “nd on“His Knees on the floor, His Head under the bed, was.COD!. I
stopped short wondering what He was looking for. I galhered breath to ask Him
how we humans might find Reeovery,

But Just then I heard Him mutter angrily. I listened and f£led, “For ocur
cause was hopeless, . For it would do no good:asking Him to 'find Recovery for
us, until He'd solved His own greater problem. Andy from experience, I knew
not even He ocould do that. For I had heard Him mutifers= - '

“Where in Heaven did I leave +that Collar Buttonz"™
+
Fantascience Digest, Jan-Feb 1938 (1,2)




ALL THE SAME
by

Sam Moskowita

The science~fiotion fan field is a curious developmenty What with its
countless "1ittle publiocations, endless parade of petty quarrels and lighining
changes 1t forms & fertile field for the searching psychologist to analyas.

Everything moves fast in the field of science fiotion. Perbaps not fast
as far as days and months are concerned, but no two years pass successively
and find the scheme of action even remotely resembling its position in pregeding
yearso

Probably the most unstable things in the fleld of fantasy are the versitle

amateur publications. Every page of every issue is radically different from

the one prededing it. The magzzines themselves are published at the whims and
fancles of a group of perhaps over enthusiastic fantasy fans; Yet it is sig-
niflocant to hear some fan of two years duration in the fan field say disgust-
edly "It's all the same, it never ohanges. I'm getting fed up on the whole
business." (uite strange for a fan to state all things the field in which he

is interested are all the same. In a sense the aspeaker is right, but still he
doesn't actually kmow what to sey in order to cover up his lack of interest,

He doesn’t actually mean that the field is changeless when he saye all
the same, rather, he is inferring that the whole situation is hopeless.
has tried unsuocessfully to keep up with the trend for say, about two years,
and then finding the pace a bit too fast attempted to corner his activities
to one niche and confine them there. EQ.E, fans, is our greatest danger.
Hundreds of examples of that fadt cast the designs of many cases on the un-
written pattern of fan philosophy. '

Take for example the advocates of the old, Fantagy Magazine. They stayed
with the magazine from its infent days, many of them having changed the roster
of Cosmalogy for a berth on The Time Traveller and The Science Fiction Digest.
They were a great bunch of fans, Probably they were among the most enthusuasgtic
and worthwhile fans ever produced by science fiotion. They found it compara-
tively simple te absorb such later accomplishments as Soience Fiction, many
of Fli's supplement booklets, Marvel Tales, and what not. Then came the inception
of Charles D. Hornig as managing editor of Vonder Stories. This provided the
possibilities for a muoh wider group of fans. Starting in driblets, new fan
negezines and new fan activities commenced to seep into the £islde, Publications
of every size, shape, and desoription flooded the field. Some printed, most
of them mimoographed, a number heotographed, end even a few ocarbon copied and
hand writien. For a time the old guard (of fans, that is) strove heroically to
absorb these new comers and 4o mold them into their viewpoint. Their success
on this point was only partial and as the fan journals commenced to pop up all
over, moct of the older fans made what they believed to be a very wise decision.
Since most of these new comers were quite weak and ineffeotual as compared with
magazines like Fentagy, larvel, etce, they would confine the hugest majority of
their activities to the older members of the field and the newcomers shift for
themselves, either to die & netural death thru negligence end their own incapacity,
or to build themselveam up to the point where they might be accepted among all
oircles. This plan of action was perfeotly all right at the beginning. The




tried and true fans were still predominate. However, they reckoned without
circumstance. Some died, others dropped out due to lack of interest, financial
troubles and numerous other roasons. Hers and there one of the eariier fan
-magazines faded out of existencej, and so it went. Pexfoectly natural most might
say. New fans would take the place of the old and the thing would continue
‘;hat way. Put = although fans were willing to purchase a.n% read magazines
ike Fantasy, they were not friendly toward th m%gazgggo constant Jjealous
knawed Isici in—'E%a rains., The o/;d 'bimer-s;"%n helr opinion, were virtua.l Y
gods who held the key to all scientigfictional seorets; who had the circumstances,
initiative, and intelligence to turn ou’ something worth while, ahd the new
fans were sadly lacking in meny of these escentials. Eventually the entire
struggle nerrowed down to two sedtors. ‘Fantasy, backed by many famous fans,
editors and authors of many years activities and understanding, against alimost
every other fan scientifictional group..  Fanbtasy bucked them and eutclassed
them all up to its very last issue. -‘ndirectly the end of that fine magaszine
was brought about by a fan magazine published by unswoomers that seriously
threatengd to rival if not surpass the leader. That magazine was the Science—
Fantasy Yorrespondent. Sick of years of Fan inconsistencies, Fantagy Magasine
—oonceded the leadership to the new magazine and bowed out of the field in ™~
grand @tyle. A fine illustration of the result of that plan of action is a
house suddenly lifted and carried off by a cyclones legving its bewi.liarsd
i itante to shift for themselves, pennilessy in an ' entirely hostile world,
his e the very same situation encountered by the old time fans who had con-
fined their activities to but one sector of the fan fisld. They looked around,
finally to f£ind that for them thers was practically to do but go out. On every
~8ide of them bristled strange, hostile, peculiar types of scientifictional
activities, almost totally alden to what they had formerly experienced. It was
a large group in which they could not find one familiar spot to congregate and
carry on the activities they loved. A few attempted to string along with the
new magaziney 6 only to have their hopes rudely blasted by the sudden changs to
Amateur Correspondent. Others dazed st the activities about them, shuddered
and retreated gracefully. Quite a number were offered friendly invitatlions to
join various praminent groups, which merely offered them the compaxrison of
what their former groups were comparsed .« to the newer ones. They sornfully
declined the irvitation. A few weak attempte to esteblish a new base of oper—
_ationsy and then the field belonged to the newcomers ‘entirely. A typical ex—.
ample of narrowing your choice, i

What to do? How can one prevent this thing? Admittedly, it is next %o
impossible ‘to encompass the entire field individually, and itruly, from many
aspects, the situation stands well nigh hopeless. The ochances of becoming
utterly disgusted by the. peculiar meanderings. of numerous fans is, predominant,
If I knew the answer to the riddle, I might be wise indeed, but I have & sug-
gestion., Firat of all, get in sirongly, not necessarily blinginsliy, with one
of the prominent groups of fans. Next, branch out and establish yourself in
entirely different gwoups. A good mixture for continued: interest might be a
base of New York, Pennaylvania fans, add a dash of Futile Press, thro in a slice
of slaughtered Bnglish (only one man's opinion) s and top it off with a bit of
"cheerio,'" "pip=pip," and possibly just the slightesat trace of "down under™
Wigginsiana or slaugnterhouse beef, to complete the dish. You will then have
activity of a different nature, one may die down, another intensify, and by all
means Go not disrsgard newcomers or members of tho o0ld guard breaking in agsin.
Everything in moderation, you understand, and when you finally de drop out, you
will know thet it was not through your own disgust, the death of any particular
organization, or the scheming efforts of an ¢pposing brother, bui rather because
you have grown intelleotually beyond the stage, and have advanced to greatfer

thi °
R [=] 0=0 (=]
Fantascience Digest, Marohm(“-pril, 1938
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FON WITH ATOMS

by
Henry Kutinex

A New York publishiag firm-isg bringix{g ou' a magazine devoted to slightly
spioy seience-ficiicn. [Marvel Tales] Intrigued by the news, I made a quick
trip i my time machine to 1999 A.D. and selected at random a half-Gozen magazines
from a newsskand thers. It dis my purpose to lay before the reader a startling
and signifiocant revelation of the future specialization of s~f.

We might have expeoted it. ' There has been Scientific Detective Stories
snd Adr Wender Stories, and now a magazine dealing with the laseivious espects
of solenoe. Naturally the Process will continue, Neverthelsss I was sum.
rriged, on scanning “the ve.r’ioueumagaz'ines I hed brought back from 1999 A.D. y to
see one. called Agtounding R onfessions. ' The cover shows a slightly dishove
oled blonds cowering beforo the advance of a robot with a noutron-gun in one
tznd and something that looks suspiciously like a bottle of gin in the other,
The feature story is oalled "I Married a Hopped~Up Robot," and begina thus:

"}y, pre~childhood was ‘@ happy oney and I have fond memoriss of the days
when, a8 an embryo, I gamboled innocoently in my test-tube. But one days about
%o months before I was born, a handsome Tobot with soulful vlue photo-eleatric
cells bought mey %ook me to his homey end immediately aged me in his evolutionaxy
chamber. I emerged as a sweet young thing of sixteen. -Vhen I rushed up %o my
ausband and threw my arme around his neok; I got my fivet taste of his wicked~
ness. Instead of responding to my kiss, he ground his gears in my face, and
befora I could stlr, I felt his avid olutcho .« o

Well, that just shows you. ~The next magazine I picked up was called
logtern Woaler, featured & story called "Atom-Blasters of the Rio Grande o™ and
started «off thuse ' - .

"For months the western prairies had been texrrorizad by the mysterious
bandit kmown only as °The Quanta.® lefty Hardy, reining his pinto horse %o a
halty; smiled grimly as he looked down at a herd of fat termites grazing in the
valloy beneath. 'Wal, leetle hoss,! he said, *I plumb reckon they'd shore be
holl ‘a~poppintif the -ranchers lmew I wuz The Quanta, !

You said a mo;u-thfﬁ-l,' pa}d,"_the_ horse replieds o o"

-I put down that megazine ‘and picked up another, called Scientific Love
Thrills, the featuve story was titled, "H,SO 4 Uleans Passion." Here's how
Btarteds . " & '

"Bitey lMiggs, staring into the mirror, ruffled her golden curls and sobbed.
fobody loved her. . And: only yesterday she had found out why. She was radio-
a05ive.  Her best friend had 10ld hex #0g and. thon gone off to the Eclipse Club
with Harvin Undexguunk,. the: only men . .4 bdtey had ever loved. ~Lven now Bitey
could remember the @ostetic nighi a week ugo when ahe end. Marvin had parked 3in

the moonlight and he hed. said, his voice.tense with passion, ‘How are your

genss?! 3Bitsy sobbed again, and pickingup Bron her bureau her X~ray photograph
of lMaxvin, she smothered it with radioactive kisses. !

The ‘next publication was oallec_l' Amazing Tiny Tois. Y shall quote from the
atory ‘called, "How Slapsie Rabbit Split the Atom."
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"What a nice day, Slapsie Rabbit thought. Solar radiation, filiering
through the Hoaviside layer, made him feel hot in his fuzmzy little fur coat.
But Slapsie was hungry. Ho had refused to eat the nice bowl of Wheaties his
bunny mother had placed before him that morning, and now Slepsie's tummy was
empty as a vacuum. A vacuum has one atom to every cubic centimeter. Remember
that, kiddies."

Somehow I feel there is little purpose in continuing. Ispecially as the
newsdealer from'1999 A.D. has just arrived in his time machine and is wanting to
kimow why I didn t pay him for the magazines, I offered him a dollar, dbutl he
_ 8ays ocurrency is deflated and demands payment in tcheeze, which seems to be
some form of money current iu 1999 ¢ A.D., ‘Naturally I have no tcheeze.

I had intended to keep these future magazines on file, lending them to
any readers who might be interested, but the newsdealer has Jjust snatched them
up and returned to 1999 A.D. I realize that without proof my statements may
be open to doubt, But I am not the man to take such an accusation lying down.
If any Doubting Thomas amcng my readers will send be some icheeze, I shall be
vory glad to return to 1999 A.D.,, and purchase the maga.zinqs in question, and
mail them to him, If this isn’t a fair errangement, I don % know what is.
Moreover, if any man calls me a liar, I have given the editor of this magazine
permission to fight him on my behalf,

[CCCELCCr+3333333]]]
Fantascience Digest, May-June, 1938 (1, 4)

LOOKING AROUND

with
Willis Conover

Although Walter H. Gillings doesn't know it, he came so close %o acquiring
Virgil Finlay as illustrator for his Tales of Wonder that it isn't even funny,
And for the fact that Virgil isn't illustrating his magazine, Gillings has none
other than A. Herritt to thank.

Gillings has no doubt fainted by now.

While we were staying wiih Virgil Finlay in Rochester, we made it kmown
that a new fantasy magazine — to wit, Tales of VWonder —— was being published
in England. Virgil became highly interested, obtaining from us Gillings' ad-
dress, and obviously being quite ready to sit right down and send him samples
of his work (haw!) just as soon as he finished placing the dot he was laboring
with, :

It scems Virgll was eager to branch out into other magazines (in addition
to, not besides, Weird TPales). Apprecigtive of the start Weird Tales’ itor
Wright. hed given him, however, Virgil didn't care to produce for magazines which
in any way competed with Wright's publication — as he believed the science
fiction mags do, Working for a British magazine, though, would be an entirely
difforent matter. European publications. couldn't interfere with the  circulation
of a magazine distributed largely on t.is continent. So Tales of Wonder was to
hear from Virgil Finley very soon.

ﬁemmhi'le, A, Merritt invited him to New York and had a little talk with
_himo eme

And-now Virgil's drawings may be observed each Sunday in the American
Weekly = editor, As~lerritt.
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We feel there should be a moral to this story, but we oan't think of one

just at the moment. "

B+ B
Fantascience Digest, May-Jume, 1938 (254)

WHITHER WOLLHEINM?

by
Richard Wilson, Jr,

Here was the store I was looking for., A large banner strung across +the
front proclaimeds "The House of a Million Items. Ve 8ell everything."

I went in and banged on a counter until a clerk appeared. "Yapair?"
he said.

“I want a space shipy" I told him.

"Right you are. I\hat color?®

"Any color. Preferably pink." \

"W1ll you step this way, please? Ve keep them in the rear of the store.™
"Do you have much call for this sort of thing?" I queried.

"Wie used t0. People would pop in around Christmas time and confide in me.
They tell be all about their little bra-—ah, children — and how they are simply
daffy about Buck Rogers. Then they demand a space ship, Such Deople annoy me
beyond measure. I kmow thoy mean a toy shipy but I always show them the real
ones. If they ask for a demonstrationy so muoh the better. Otherwiwe I sneak
up bshind them and drop andirons on their heads."

"Doesn®t it hurt them?"
"I suppose S0, sir," he shrugged.
"You wouldn't do anything like that to me, would you?"

_ "Why, how could you think such a thing? You do me a great wong." But he
smiled oddly. ™"When these = do you mind if I call them pesty; sir? I like %o
speak freely. Thank you —— when these DPests are inside the ship, we roll back
the roof and shoot them off into space." '

"Just good, olean fun, eh?"

"Youire jolly well right. Well, here we ars., All colors, shapes and
sizes they are, sir. We o0all this one the Skylaxrk."

"After Smith?" I asked.

"Eot particularly. Anytims-at all, ilorning, afternoon, after lunch —
anytime.

"You' don’t understand, B. L. Smith wrote Some sbories in which sevsral very
super ships were called The Skylark., I thought perhaps you knew."

"Jasn't he the one? H. I. Smith, I mean. Didn't he chop off Pooshontas®
haad?"

"No, no. You're thinking of John."

"John? Oh, no. John is here with us." ‘e oalled, and a sawsd=off fellow
with pants appeared. They, the pants, stretohed from his shoes t0 his chesty.
doing away with the necessity for a vest. John carried a pail, full of metallic
objects,
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The cler: inspected them anl seleoted One. He polished it up a bit on
nis sieeve, then aquinted along tl. barwvel. e waved it at me.

"Stand away from " those ow-tains, will you?" he asked., "I don't went
to damage themo™

nHeyd" I protesied. "You'n not golng to shoot me with that thing;
are you?r"

"Why, no," he said in e hurt roice. "How could you think such a tbing?
Just a bit more to the loft, Thaaaai's i%."

Ho squeezed the trigger. Thexe vas a roar and a flash and I felt &
ringing in my ears.

The clerk peered in my directim, craning hie neok in a comical manner.
"That ever became of you?" he asked, wpeaking to a point several feet from where
I was standing.

"You might have warned me you wera geing to make such a racksty" I said.
#T ghould have held my ears. And what do ycw mean 'What ever becars of me'?
Did the explosion injure your eyesight? I'm right. bereo”

here?"

uHored" I said testily.

"You were, maybe, but not now. Look iuv the nirroxr.”

I looked,

T don't see anything."

"Thatts just the point."

"What's  ‘just the point?"

nThat is. JThere's nothing to see. Hoh evin yous You're gone. See?"
I saw, Or, rather, I didn’t see. I wesn't there.

"H'm," I eaid, passing my hand befors my eyes and not seeing it. "I'm
invisible; am I not?"

"That's what you are," He chuckled.
nConvenient, isn't it?"
n"Convenient? How?"

"I mean I oould murder you two thugs with my bare hands. And when people
came to see what all the rumpus was about, I'd Just walk out, and no one would
be able to see me."

"Oh, but you wouldn't do that, siv, would you?"

vCertainly not," I sald. They felt happier immediately, not being able
to see me smile.

"What you doin®?" asked John, an I was gilent for a time. MWhere you
now?"

wover here," I said, "by the door, “nd I'm going %o lock il — sof Now,"
I seid, suiting the action to the word, "I'm going to enter one of these space
ghips and zoom around the room. It's gplte & large chamber and I don't thimk
there's much chanos of my colliding with anything, Tho you mnay have to run about
a bit so that I don't bump into you. You'll have to be vather speedy, too3 I
heexr space ships =~ even the slowest of them — do seven miles & second."
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So I settled into the controlling=-chair of the ship and shut the automatic

doors., Soon I was whizzing around the space ship storeroom, missing chandeliers
and cheise-—longues by inches and scering my invisible-ray-wielders out of what
wits they had.

'‘After a bit I pushed a button ebove the windshield that had inirigued me

for some time., (That sentence is not muddleds both the button and the windshield «

which I affectionately called Welter — had held my attention.) Immediately e
blue beam leapt out, searing a bit of the upholstery. This was wonderfuld I
turned it om the miscreants below, demolishing them instantly.

I then tore thru the wall and looped thru the Test of ‘the store, searing
floorwalkers and knocking down pedestrians.

Ther. I ceme homwe and wroie this. It's not such an easy task, tho. I
oan't mee the keyboard and my fingers keep missing the keys entirely.

Since none of this makes sense ,f it won't matter whether I end it or not.
So I'11 Just leave 1t where it is and go out and have a sode.

Have you ever drunk a soda while 1nvisiblle'¢’ Lots of fun. Causes people
no end of consternation, ; .

*FPINISH

UR LB EINEINAIN T

YSTA-
Jo Chapman Miske

Ebon towers upward rise

Unto the lurid flaming skies;
Minarats of gojden jade,

And 1limpid stone of moonbeams made.

Lambent fires softly shimmer
Waning ever, ever dimmer.

Dimly as within a dream,

I see their latant lustres gleam,

Iurmuring, whispering echoes yot
Surround the towering rampart's jeto
The gibbous moon throws ethersal light
Jpor. $he oity of eternal night.

There Dsath incarnate dropped his pall,
Over Ysta, over all. -

There portals softly thrown back

4dmit the monarch sable-black.

!Tis therec the sentient demon dwells,
Koeper of a thousand hells.

Far within the prigtine deep,

The shadow doth his vigil keep.

Fallen from her high estatej
Shorn of glory, desolate.
Phantoms flitiing overheads
Fallen is Ysta, Ysta is dead.

++++ 4+
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SKYLARK vs THOUGHT

by
Lldlton A, Rothman

Sequel to Skylark, by Smith, & Invaders from the Infinite, by Cempbell

Heat; moist and soggys; colled and swam in engulfing waves and dripping
streams of sweat. The day was a sweltering segment of' the fourth dimension
sandwioched betwsen the darker, but only slightly cooler pleces of night,

Burton J. Chorney sat morbidly and methodically twisting & discouriged
lump of tallow between his fingers; brooding over ths flendish devices naiure
used to torture her children. In time the former candle looked like nothing
conceived on earth, or on any of the infra- and super-universes.

"If each one of these figures represents an equatlon on a three dimunsional
graph," he thought, "Id hate to have to figure them out. hi.s reminds me of
those two stories, "Arithmetica" and "Livin, lLlathematics.". [ 'liatuomaticay’
Fearn; Ast Feb 36 & !The Living Equation;' Schachner, Ast Sept 34.] They bLoth
had lifIKE equations in them, and althouch I couldn't unde®utand them, perhape
some of the equations I'm making now might come to 1ife. Tais silly thing,
for instance."

He had taken the picoe of tallow, bent it around irto a spiral, squeezed
thc ends, and had tied the whole thing into a knot, pulling it out again, and
then twivwting around once more.

Yo was smoothing away a roughness in the figuro when he noticed e small
ball of" radiation overhead. It was a shimmering globe of red and yellow lumin-
escenco fading away at the edges into asparkles of grecn flame. Through his
shoclzed mind flashed one tremendous thought:s "I did 1%d I made a living equationi"

The ball grew until it was two feot in diameter, and the space around i;
was curlously distorted. A corona of pearly haze swirled about, and lengthenci
into a misty tentatls which reached out to Cherney's hiad. He tried to dodge,
but it oaught him, and at once he felt a wave of great intelligence beat agains:
his mind,

"Fram one chance out of incaloulable numbers you have made me. The laws
of chance say that thero is one out of nine to the nintbh to the ninth to the
ninth power of you turning to the right combination of pianes and solids which
would cause my creation, but, unbellievably, you did it.

"y intelligence is such that I have already read the minds of everyone
on tuis planety; and with this 1ittle knowledge I shall g¢ out into the universs
to discovor the basic secrets of nature.

"But before I go, is there anything you would like mo to do for you?"

Burton®s daged mind raced. A veritable Aladdin’s lampé Should he ask
for money, great knoviledge, strange and mighty powors? Ur for the one thing
which he otherwise would have no chance at all of secing?

"T would like to see a battle between tho Skylark [of Valeron] and the
Thought. I‘ve always wondered what would happen if they net."

"The Skylark and the Thought. The two mightiest space ships in the
universe, each with infinite power, but with differont weapcns. Vhat would
happen if the two met?"

In a flash Burton sherney was transported ocut into the depths of inter-
stoellar space. Everything which occurred was revealed to his all-seoing eyes.

»* * » * * »* * #* * ® »* * *
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Hurtling through space with the incaloulabls velocity produced by the sixth
order system of propulsion was a tremendous sphere, as lerge as a small plaret, On
a broad. grassy plain, below many shells of inoson, stood three houses. Two of
these wero replicas of houses in lashington, D.C., United States of Terrestrial
America. DBetween them was n modest gray siruciure. This was the room from which
was controlled the vast cosumic forces handled by the tremendous sixhh crder pro-
jector wkich composed most of this prodigious shipe

"I sayy Crane, do you pick up ahything strange out there?" Richard Seaton's
gray eyes peered out inquisitively from beneath ths massive conirol helmet ke woxe.

"Yoah, about a hundred ligit years eway and coming closer fast. Looks
1ike some awful funny fields."

"Uh hubs  4And 4f it's what I think it is, our rotating into the fourth
dimension was elementary. Thay, whatever 'it isy, have got something, and I'm going
+0 3ea what it is.™

He rapidly gave some montel orders to the titanic mechanical brain which
was; next to Seaton?s ovm mind, the controlling power of the ship.

"That'!s the quickest way. The brain will analyze whatever fislds are there
and drag the thing hers. “hy finished, JIt's a space-distortinn fisld designed io
asreate & new space with arbiirarily fixed propsrties, and we're using an intense
zravity beam —— 2980th band of the third order -- to pull. that ship out of tke
other spase.

"Wow? “hat a jolt that .;as! Ve must’ve pulled the wrong tooth that time.
The brain—took a miliionth of a second to pui up the sereens aad in that time
something sliced off a half mile of our armor. Did you get ity Crane?“

"Yea, LThereo was tho .most intense and solid beam of second order vibrations
I have ever 3een. Cosmic rays we used to call them.. It heated half our aurface
to a tempersture of 200,000 degrees. 4#nd then thers was a curious heam of vibrations
between the infrae~red and radio which caused all the inoson molooules to move in
one direction, which made quite a mass of the outside."
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Arcot and ﬂorey looked through the visiplatcs of the Thought at the familiar
view of two "whost ships flying beside thé weal ship in the constricted space.
Their artificial universe was so small that light from the ship went around it
easily, coming back to them from the other side.

Suddenly the black space went gray, forces strained and snapped, sparks
flew within the ships as terrific energy rushed froem the storags coils to the
space—~distortion coil, Soms texrific force was draining the big coil, and as fast
a8 it was drained, tho storage coils struggled to keep it chargsd.

"Lord, llorey, what a grevity field that must beé Our coils are enough to
take us past any concaivable star. Ve wouldu't cven notice that dead giant we were
caught by before. It must be a space ship using an attractor ray on us. I'm going
0 talke us ou+ of this apacs and look around for that ship. As scon as I see it

i'1l give i% a touch of “the moelecular, cosmic, and msgnetic, about a tenth of &
sol [+he encrgy given off by the sun per second] each, iach of the first two
will do plenty if it’s ordinary matter, and the three combined will wreck relux
plenty guicko”

As Arcot thought his orders into the headpiece, the space in the ship becanme
surcnarged with an elcuctrical tension., Sparks srapped and metal points were sur-
rounded by a blue corona as the mighty powser flowed from the space coil 4o the
storaze cells. In a nmoment the strain was gone, and they were back among the stars.



Three needles flickered in their dials, and then the mighty ship reeled to a
titanic blow. Llleter needles swung crazily as Arcot tried everything in his
armory, but tihe unknown forces still struck the Thought, throwing it about
wildly, and eating stubbornly through the tough armor. Then all went quiet.

"'hewd" Arcot mopped his brow. "They sure have something there. I gave
them a bit of a nudge with my combination before their sersens went up in about
a millionth of a second. I wonder what kind of relays they have. And they sure
have power. Iliaybe the same as we have.

"ind they sent out something my latest researches had Jjust begun %o suz-
gest. A ray far below the coamic in frequency. It didn't even affect ocur screens,
and I thought we could handle any vibration ecarried by the ether. That's it!

They use sub—setuer vibrations. It went right through artificial matter and the
protonic screens. The only way I kept our cosmium up as long as I did was by
continually rebuilding it as soon as it was disintegrated.

"I couldn't run away from them by the space distortion, so I pulled us up
to their own height by a time advancement. I used enough so that their high fre--
quencies are about in our visible spectrum, and our cosmics are down to theixr
levelo

"let's see what we can do now. ‘heir big size indicates that they use
matter to handle their power instead of iaaving space do it, as we do. I wonder
what their limits are, and whether we can blow a couple of their fuses."

The space between the two giant ships was a seething area of energy. Ior
light years around terrific radiations blasted and swirled. A stray sun wandered
into the dangerous area ond was lashed instantly into a shrieking ball of disinte-
grationo A torrent of energy poured from the tormented sun upon the two ships
which stubbornly resisted its onslaught, while at the same time absorbing this
energy to re~discharge it in tho form of lethal rays.

"Arcotd Our tiie field is failingl"

"Uh-~huh. they!ve got a reverse field on us, and we've got to fight it.
I'm going to send us up to a faster rate."

"But we can't go much faster. If we do, we won't be able to get enough
pover from the suns. They'll be sending us energy so slowly we won‘t be able to
light our lamps."

"Phatls an ideaé Duppose we take a sun along with us fn the advanced field.
A couple of sunsd “nd disfntegrate them so fast that the other ship won't be able
to get power fast enough %o resist.”
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"Vhat happened, Dick?" Crane asked. "It happcncd so fast I got lost after
the first second."

"After we got our screens up I socked them with a mixture of sixth order
rays. They'rs not made of ordinary matter, because they lasted longer than I would
have thought possible, and they kept rebuilding as fast as thcy disintegrated. Then
they did something. I think they speeded up their time rate, because I'm sure they
didn®t have anything less than second order, and we received plenty of low sixth
order. In the advanced time rate, their low frequencies woull come to us as high
frequencies.

"I gent a time statis after them, which was suppoced to nullify their ad-
vanced field, but they fought, and now wa‘re at a deadlock."

"Jowd — what was that?" His eyss opened in amazement as the herstofore
noeejess machines whined and roared in their efforts to resist the unbelievable
blast of encrgy that struck them.
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"Sayd ‘e can play that way, too., fThey took a sun into the advanced time
field and released all its cnergy on us in one secondo I'm gonna do more than
that. Here's a nice big atar."

Seaton mentally directed forces which hurled the huge sun directly at the
Thought and exploded it in an instantaneous gush of intolerable rediance. But
the comparitively tiny ship held. In fact, it absorbed energy and used it for
its own protection so fast that the space arcund it wag dark and strained,

"Ohy I seey" Seaton gasped. "Anything startod at him is absorbed ag a
change in field density. It doesn't get to first base. l.e’'re stalemated."
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Arcot‘ compressed hic 1ips grimly, "All right, If we oan't ¢ot anywhere
by using clean energy, we can try something else. Remember what we did to the
Thessiana by using psychology?". '

Out in space, in the racked and torn area between theo two ships, a weird
drama was enacted, A mistiness appeared. It hardened, and solidified into en
amorphous shape which, . #¥rangaly, radiated tangible repulsiveness. Hate, horror,
Arcot’s projected emotions amplified a million times, were embodied in thig creature,

The shape whipped out a noisome, slimy tentacle towards tho Skylark., A
801id beam of energy out it off, and the shape recoiled. It rapidly chenged form,
and now appeared as a colossal; hairy spider which leaped across millions of
miles of spece to the Skylark, Straddling 1t with elongatod legs; it attempted
to bite through the inoson with its cavernous, repulsive beak, It bit into a
concentrated beam of sixth order radiationsy; and jumped convulsively.

Now,; appearing from ‘the Skylark, was the gilant figure of a maan. As large
a2 a sun 1% was, a distorted, hunchbacked monstrosity with erms a million miles
long. 1In a great bag on its baock was & mass of round objects — planets?

Pooring around,; it beheld a still mors monstrgus figure striding over
from the Thoughts; holding a small sun in each hands  ho first monster picked a
cloice planet out of its bag and hurled it at the othdrm, It struck direectly in
the stomach, and the Texrror gave & gasp, but atrode purposefully on, pelleted by
flying plancta.

The suns in its hands began to radiate faster and faster, illuminating the
scene with a devilish purple glow. Thé two monsters were close together now, and
the one with the hot suns raised his arms and smacked them on the face of the
other, one on each cheeke. They exploded in a blaze of blinging, lashing fire.
the monster roared with anguish.

The two figures grappled, Tumbling over suns tarough distances measured
in parseos, they wrestlod back and forth, naking a shambles of +that corner of the
universe. lauguing,. roaring, and howling with unholy gleey they swung stars at
each other, demolishing clusters, growing in size and ferocity each second,

A galaxy in the hand of one of them was hurled like a bunch of bebbles,
Suddenly there was an inatant of utterly intolerable radiance, swirling colors,
and chaotic forces. The commos disappeared.
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Burton Cherney was back in his room shivering. "What happened?" he gasped,

The being he had created answered calmly. "Seaton and Arcot both went
crazy. Anyway, I happened t¢ remember that it was impossible for both of them
to exist in the samo universe.
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"Iou see, tie Thought recognized the iinstein theory, and zuis to all
sorts of trouble to go faster than light vithout violating the theory, while the
Skylark morely disregards the theury and just goes faster than lights So, if one
is possible, the other is impossible,

"Anyway, it was an interesting experimont while it lasted."

* * * w LA B K N 2 R %*

[Skylack of Space, Amazing Stories, Aug, Septy Octy 19283 Skylark Three, Am:.zing
Stories, Aug, Sopt, Octy 1930y Siylark of Valeron, Astoundims Stories, Aug. Sopt,
Oct, llovy, Dec, 1934, Jan; i'sby 1935, Piracy Preferred, Amazing Stories. Jiue.
19303 Solarite, Amazing Stories, Nov, 19303 The Black Star Passes, Amaz:ns Liorics
Suarterly, Fall, 19303 fslands of “pace, Amazing Stories (uarterly. Sprin&?i$§1§ -
Invaders from the Infinite, Amazing Stories wuarterly, Spring=Sumaor; 1932, ]
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fantascicnce Ui est, Sep-Oct, 1938 (1, 6)

LOOKING AROUWD
by W/illis Conover, Jr

If I could project myself into the past, by no matter what necans, do you
know what I'd do (after dopositing huzo sums —- haw§ —— of noney in the hank, to
collect the interest when I return to the present)?

I'd buy early oopies of theo scicnce fiction magazines and writs letters to
certain persons whose namces appeared in the reader’s columns.

Hore, in a 1928 *mazing, is a lotter from a John S. Williamson, a youn:
fan living in New llexicoo I°11 write him lile thiss

Dvar Jack:

This nay seem too personal, my addressing you as 'Jack’y bu’ after
all, you've written me as "/illis’. . o -You've never hcard of me?
Yell, a good many poople don’t know me, but you aren’t one of thems
Perhaps you haven®t heard of my namec before now, but you will,

Jack, you read scicnce fiction quite extensively. And a favorite
soicnce fiction theme concerns the mastery of time. A ardent a fan as
you are, surely you can belicve me when I toll you I come from your
future; from tae year 1938,

e o o oand thaty, in 1938, you are considered to be an old=timer
in the field of science fiction writing. dJack williamson will have
been a favorite for years.

Hard to believe? \ell, certai.ly you believe you will someday sell
a story — youfve been trying to markct your efforts, haven’t you?
Here's me telling you that you won't stop with one story, Just keep
plugging away, my boy. Someday your "legion of Space" will pull dowm
all kinds of applause. It will appear sorially in a magazine you
haven!t heard of —— yet. Astounding Btories. <#nd have you been reading
Weird Tales? You should, if you expect to sell them "Golden Blood",

Crazy? Su.e; crezy as hell. . . .But when, around the last of 1936,
you reccive a lotter from me — the first one I ever wrote you (the one
you're reading is the latost) — be nice and friendly. Uemember t.at,
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while I won't know it at the time, I'11l be the one who gave you this
early encouragencnte

A1l I can .ay is, I wish scmeone would come from my future and tell
me all these nice things!

Your old friend,
\le Co P <To

And here's a letter from a llortimer ‘/oisingcer in an issue of Astounding
datod 1981 I think I®11 drop young lir. “eisinger a line:

Dear liorts

I've just sent off a letter to Jack ./illianson three yoars ago.
And you're goimg to think me as nutas as he dld,

Suppose I told you I'd read published stories of yours? --- which
is Jjust what I'm saying. No, you haven't received checks for thom yets
and you probably never will if you continue to have your stuff acespted
by Gernsbacke.

“nd incidentally,; from now on you’d better be wise not to praise
Astounding Stories so highly as you did in your recent letter, bescause
someday =— hold tight, =ow «—= you?ll be editor of Vonder Storiecs, or
what is practically an equivalent. And your worst competitcr will be
the Astounding Storics on which you®rs heaping all ithe praiae!

Your old friend,
Willie.
Then I'd make out similar copies and mail them to Johnny Campbell and Ray

Palme Yo
It would be fun reading thc replies.

(eree+33113

Fantascience Digest, Sept-Oct, 1938 (i, 6)

THE ROAD BACK

by
Sam Mosk-wits

Vacationd Ah, vacation! Two whole months of it? A year? A furlough?
After all those years of sweating at his swivel-chaired desk at his office, they
were going to give him a vacation. Not one of those two week affairs, but what
they turmed a "Temporary furlough" — with pay. Aand boy, he certginly deserved it,
Wby after those last two contracts he’d landed with those foreign firms, the com-
pany could afford to give hi: a ten year vacation with pay and still ocall it a bar-
gains Now all that remainod to be done was to find something of intersst to keep
his mind occupled. "Gosh{ that should be simplej" good old science fiction, He'd
dropped out a number of years backj hadn’t much time to read any because of the
overvhelming amount of work, buit now he could make up for loct time. "Why," he
chuckled, "I know what I'1l1l do. I'1l publish & fan magazine. A real ritzy affeir.
I'11 contact those fane I used to know. Goshy They'll certainly get a kick out
this sort of thing now that I've got money, plenty of money to put into the venturec."
Llany people gazed askance as the usually dependable Bill Adams let out a miniature
war-whoop, and galloped down the street to the nearest news—stand.

For a solid week Bill rcad . his fill of all the science=~fiction he
could obtain. Bleary-eyed, but immensely happy how that he was back in his old
eloment, he felt an intense urge to contact those spunky little fan magazines,
that had, as he remombered, battlod as heroically against all the obstacles
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that a civilized would could devise, and yet, emerged better than ever to gain

their end by their overwhelming numberse if not individual influence. That old
Trunk up in the attic still contained hundreds of these amatenr attempts that he
had dabbled with years baock, and he might make a Roman Holiday of 1% by subscribing
10 all of them. He wouldn't send just a subsoriptionsy he would send a long letter
to each of the fan editors amnouncing his return to gcience fiction,; and his

desire to turm out a new fan mag deluse. They'd eat it up.

No sooner said than done, With tremendous four-stepe=at-e~stride leaps,
Bill reached the attic in one-quarter of ' & minute flat., WAthout waiting to
regein his breath he leaped at the o0ld trunk, elmost ripping off the cover in his
enthusiasm, Various keep-sakes, antiques flew like wind-scattered 8now as
frantically digging, he uncovered the top fan magazine. He almost tore it in two
as he ripped it enthusiastically out of the trunk. Just a glance at the title,
Ihe Camet, and he placed it aside to pull up a batch of Fantasy Fans. In immediate
order followed complete sets of Fantasy lMagazine, Scisntifiction and Tomorrow,
iarvel Tales, and then his wild joy was choked momentarily in his throat by a
brief, nostalgic feeling, as he, almost tenderly, drew up his own inimitable
Soience-Fantasy Fandom. Tt had run 18 issues, starting with a twelve-paged
hektographed format and ending in a monthly, twenty-four paged mimeographed periodical,
Goshy even if he admitted it himself, it was one darnmed good fan magazined

'Lha.t night, after ho haed ®read sbout fifty of the yellowed publications
from covér to cover, he retired to his study, and working till the olock bonged
2 A, , emerged finally with a full twenty-five evenly thick letters, all suspiciously
suggeuting enclosed, round, metallic objedts. Upon each of the letters was pasted
and air mall - special delivery stamps and standing before the letter box, Bill,
by the light of a street lamp, pawed through the neat packages half a dozea times,
then with a sort of sigh, placed them roluctantly into the letter slot., With a
brisk thoughtful stride, that suggested a state of mind created by Satan for a
sleepless night, he blended with the shadows of the silent tree-lined walk.

Two weeks of his projected vacation had passed and Bill was eertainly not
very happy. Of the one score five epistlos dropped into tle mail-box that night,
fifteen had not been replied to at all, sevenwre stamped "No such party at this
address," and the ¥wo replies stated briefly that they wexe returning his sub-
soription inasmuch as that particular fan magazine was no longer being publisbed.
One fellow, however, half-heartedly suggested that he subscribe to Infinity[sic]
which was the title of a publication taking the fan world by storm.

For & fortnight Bill figured the best thing to do was to give up this
sentimental idea of his and find relaxation in the more common things of life:
golf, travel, the theatrs, eto. But finally that firm, handsome faoe which masked
the keen brain that hed emsrged on top in & scores or more of fan arguments, set
itself in a stubborn, stiff mold. Rationally, hiw brain devined the faots that it
was only natural for new fans to have oropped up in the intervening space of yoars,
and still more natural for new, unknown (to him) personalities to teke on whers the
others left off. Yes, he'd work on. It was just a matier of contaoting the right
people, Now; that magazine Infinity, that one fellow suggested, sounded like a
pretty good fan magazine. He'd just drop a note to that fellow esking for the
address, and, from the various ads in this megazine, he would be able to contact the
rest of the fan world. "But gosh," he thought to himself, "it wouldn't be the
game without the old guard.”

Having been quite a fam writer in his time, Bill figured the best thing +o
do to get on the food side of this new editor would be to send hin an article with
the subsoription. So that night he sat himself in his favorite niche, dusted off
the top of his 'fifteen-year-old typewriter, and then, with the fervex or a true
artist, got to work. He wrote with a vitality and originality he didn't know he
poasessed. +hie,, rcoupled with his mature out~look and polished style, slowly resolved
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the essay into one of the finest fan articles ever conceived, even if he had to
admit it himself. Surely, an essay like this would have.any mere’editor bowing
down in reverence to a writer os such marvelous abiliiy..  No.lingering over the
letter—box that night. The quicker the. letter got through, the bettars

Four days passed, and finally'one morning ahauntingly familiar ting of the
bell aroused him to’a fever: pitch rarely experienced befors., He was into the hail
and out to: the letter-boxiin a.twinkling of an eye. “Vith trembling fingers he
jaggedly tore the envelgpe from Infinity and, hardly glencing at’ the cover, digested
the actual contents. TFor a moment his features rogistered bewilderments then his
lips grimaced tightly and he hissed softly botween his, tegth. Not a page in tha
magazine carried a familiar item. IFunny,  he never realized himself to what extent
the fan mags had grown independent of the professional publications before. True,
what he had in his hand was a '"real" fan magazine.  In fact, it was too much of a
fan magazine. . None of the contents were understandable, or in the least bit inter—
esting or entertaining,  For they dealt, almost without exXcoptiony with items con~
cerning new fans that he had never even heard of/befo:eo It was quite funny whai
a difference 1t made to0-read such a2 fan item as:’ "John S. licGee 'and Robexrt
Boguskis, avid Pitisburgh entuusiasts, plen to visit James S. Corrup, eidtor of
Colossal, in New York this summer." It seemed 80 uninteresting compared to items
he had read years back, such .as "Robert A ladle and John. V. Baltadonisg Plan to
pay a vislt to New York." It was terribly disappointinﬁ, but to be expescted.
Anyhow, the format of the magazine was nice and neat. X ifteen large-sized mimso-
graphed pages with neat illustrations spaced et intervals throughout the magazins,
Oh yesy the letters Undoubtedly he would receive a dozen Paragraphs from the
editor commenting upon the superior style of his articles...He'd eat it Up now,
Hagtily he unfolded the letter and gazed disappointingly at a short, cryptic note:

Dear Sir:
Your subscription received and thank you for it.

The article you.sent.will be.used in my next issue-as I-am quite
hard-up for material.

Yours,
James 'Sq¢ " Corrup.

What was he driving at, Bill wondered, in.the evidently disguised ®8arcasm
of the last few lines? Why the short paragraphs? The strictly formal business-like
tone? Oh'welly why bother about the mystery? He'd send a subscription to each of
those magazines ‘advertised in the back of the magazine.

= = = = =

With a loud ejaotulation of disgust, Bill threw the magazine down upon the
table. What confounded nervey he thought. What ebysmal ignorance....What
what was the use? These blasted idiote had the orust in writing,to say that his
article was  the worst, outdated, dryest, utterly senseless drivel they had ever
had the misexry of rTeadings.. Whys the blasted hypocrites knew darn well that "It%s
Great to be a Science Fiction Reader" was betier than any of the Junk they had
read in the trashriddey Infinity, such as that putrid article on "What Went on in
McGee s Iiind When: He Wrote 'Are Fans Human?'" and similar rot. How could supposedly
sane, intelligent:readers' of science fiction' interest themselves in ‘such drivel.
Bah, it was disgusting. Had to get'a quiet place and think +this OUboossoNOWs. e

» E = = -} =

"Watch for the greatest fan science fiction has ever knowni{" "Are fans
human? You won't think so when you discover the terrific activities of 9 The
greatest fan science fiction has ever knowni"™ These: and similar notices appeared
in all the leading fan magazines in the latter part of 1960s The fam world was
agog over the identity of "the greatest fan science fiction has ever Imown." John
So McGee, ace fan writer of the time, wrote a series of articles on the posslble
identity of this mysterious fan. The leading news=-snoopers frantioally attempted
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to discover the identity of the placer of those advertisements. One science
fiction fan magazine offered a year subscription free to the reader who discovered
the identity of "the greatest fan science fiction has ever kmown,"

One day John S. Corrup heppened to notice that this mysterious personality
had sent in his usual ad with handwritten addenda. That night Corrup spent eight
hours going through his files of letters and comparing handwriting. Hair dis~
arrayed, eyes bleary, and his room, o>nes the paragon of neatness, now an unholy
litter of letters, Corrup leaped jubilantlyinto the air and soreeched most unbefit--
tingly for a fan of his conservative tastes. The neighbors didn't mind the "mut"
next door. They were used to his eccentricities, but they wondered slightly why
the light in his room did not blink out at any time in the night, staying on even
after the next dawn had arrived. Ilore than one individual lifted a silent curse to
the fiend who could type all day and all night without rest, and keep honest folk
from their hard-earned slesp.

Peculiarly enough, Bill Adams did not seem vexy surprised to receive an
issue of Infinity only one week after the preceding issue. He opened the "Extra"
marked pages interestedly, but with an assured air. Three inch letters saids
"The IDENTITY OF THL GREATEST FAN EVER CREATED IS NOW KNOWNS Your favorite editor,
the one and only Corrup, has unimpeachable evidence of the identity of The
greatest fan ever known.®! It is none other than Bill Adams, famous ten years ago
for his mad-cap activities. He may be remsmbered by the older fans as the editor
cf that publication of somewhat ancient vintage, titled Science-~Fantasy Fandom.
From the letter addressed to me he plans ' - a fan mag deluxe that will easily be
the greatest fandom has eVer knowneeeo! '

Bill read no further. IHis eyes gleamed with happy tears, and the hand he
drsw over his thinning hair magically seemed to bestow the fresh eagerness of
youth upon it once again. For again Bill Adames was "One of the gang," and he
gloried in this new=found joy.

—The Lnd==
Fantascience Digegst, Nov-Ded 1938
(2, 1
Atmosphers In Fan Mags
=g 1Ten
Robert Bahrx

Lyeryone has heard the term "atmosphere" used in connection with sbme sub-
ject or another. It is an indefinable something that separates the thing that
possesses it from the common, the ordinary, or in some cases its imitations,

Bverything possesses a more or less pronounced atmosphere, but usually it
is present in varying stages of intensity. This is only natural when one takes
into consideration the countless objects present  upon mother earth which can
boast such o term as "atmosphers."

Atmosphere does not necessarily mean popularity. Few people have the
faoulties to perceive as ethereal a thing as "atmosphere."

More than in almost any other fiction; tales of the unususl, imaginative,
and weird possess a very pronounced atmospheres Who can deny the magnetic quality
ofy for instance, the old Amaz;gg Stories? A quality so likeable that it held its
advocates long after the magazine itself had nothing worthwhile to offer,

All science fiction readers of three years or more vintage [before 1935]
will never forget the atmosphere of the old Wonder Stories. A magazine that
shifted size, content, price countless times and never lost that indefinite
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ugomething" that set it apart from other magazifies of the typw. Here also we
have contributing features such asg Paul’s typical, oh so fitting illustrations.
True, none of them were ari, but hey belonged in a science fiction magazine.
However, that is a subject in itself, so let us turn once again itoward the real
object of this article.

Fan magazines possess a true scientif'ictional "atmosphers". It seems a
little too muech to expect of such a variable group, many of which never go more
than a few pointless numbers. Nevertheless, I find in this fertile field as easy
a pick of publications with i almosphere as could be found in any professional
publication of any size.

IPANTASY HMAGAZINE——-I know the very mention of the name praciically carried
through my point without any real necessity for enlightenment. FANTASY LIAGAZINEG
was a publication that possessed as much, or more, atmosphere than the professional
publications themselves. I feel safe in stating that no fan will ever recapturs
that height of inexpreassible joy that he found when he read, with full under-
standing, his first copy of PANTASY IAGAZINE., A mew field lay open befors him,
more than he had ever #lared to hope for, and the knowledge was his as fast as he
ocould read and digest it. Therein one comparative small pamphlet, he had the key
that unlocked every pmzzling factor that the professional science fiction magazines
could present. Sadly enough, FANTASY IIAGAZINE never gained the circulation that
it deserved. Thoss who could understand end appreciate the marvelous inside
interviews with such well-known scientifictionists as Edgar Rice Burroughs, A.
Werritty Ho P. Lovecraft, Stanley G. Vleinbaumg ¥be could understand the ingenuity
of a few fans in obtaining for them original works of A. Merritt, H. P. Lovecraf },
Clark Ashton Smith, Stanley G. Weinbaum, C. L. Moore, Robert E. Howards who could
chortle with delight over some magazZine or shake their heads in admiration of
Clay Ferguson, Jr# astoundinzly well done artistry, were ¥aw and fer between,

Then there was the FANTASY FAN, which, after eighteen fruitless months,
worked up a pitiable circulation of sixty., Nothwithstanding its numerous well--
printed pages, the hidden muskiness of the weird and fentastic that haunted every
word of every: one of its bages. Pages that proudly presented original works of
professional authors as fine as most appearing in any professional magazine.
Dozens of masterful hitherto unpublished works of II. P. Loveoraft, Clark Ashion
Smith, Robert E. Howard, August W. Derleth, and many other celebrities. Eighteen
crammed issues of that and other intemsely interesting material, Result — sixby
subscribers,

Perhaps I have gone too far afield for the newer fans who have never ez
perienced anything quite as painstakingly elaborate as these 0ld timers. For
their sake I shall drop down to times closer to the present, and what do we find?
For the most part, a definire drop in standard. The writing is not as good, in
many places it is actually poor. Artistry among the fans has become a colorful,
less purposeful, and inflinitely poorer subjects In place of the printed magazines
of the past era, we find hectographed sheets, bearing along under pitiful odds,
negligible circulation, and appreciation, However, they have not lost their atmos-~
spheres It is still there, even in some of the tiniest hectographed sheets and
bulletins it rears as the only redeeming Bature, COSMIC TALESy; with all ita
faults, has built up a surprisingly high quota of "atmosphere". Compared with
such preceding attempts as MARVEL TALES, FANCIFUL TALES, etc., it is nothing,

But its inherent charm remains as great or greater, than those aforementioned
publications.

The SCILNCE FICTION FAN, ; surrounded by a group of remaining true—blue
fans, presents dimly the ghost of the o0ld FANTASY MAGAZINE, flickering bravely
regardless of its humbler hectographed gaxrb.
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ho SCLLICE IICYION CULLLCTOR, even under Dollens, possesses that
"gouothifig," even thouch tie contents were usually of little worth. The COh--
LuCTORy under ite new editorship, has increased that quality so that it glimmers
hopefully from each of the interesting pages.

And there are otbsr present-day fan magazines that have captured some
sopt of "atmocphere." Porsibly not as pronounced as those nentioned, but certainly
not to be disregarded. Ths SCIUNCE I'ICTION CRITIC, for example. has some of
that illusive quality, bu® it is not quite as penotrating as some of the other
magazines. Perhaps extrere conservatism has something to do with tiis. Then there
are some of the Lnglish publications that attompt, intentionally, or unintentionally,
to Lave tho trace of "different" about them. They, however, are so decidedly
lacking in interest that :tmosphere can do them little goodo

J'hen taerc are a iew magaz nes which scem to ppssess no irdividuality of
thoir owme They are just another attempt in a mumerous cluster. Jsually, they
con't last; and if thcy do, aro not remembered with any degrec of clarity. Per-
haps a good definition of them would bes "a magazine without a perscnality."

How to create "atmosphere"t That's a sticker. Like bPersonality, it is
not created. It  Just is. (uality and jquantity of the product have nothing to
do with it., Uorris Dollens' sarly issues of the SCILNCE FICTION COLLLCTOR pos-
sessed atmosphere, and yet there was not a scorap of wortawhile informatisn con—
tained in them.

As to recognizing 'atmosphere'" when it is presonts that is a sonewrat
simpler task. <The symptom: are usually a desire toc obtain a copy of the marazine
before it has appeared. T» glance through its pages though you know there nay be
little to interest you when you do receive it.

a4 ¥ 4 om
Fantascience Direst. Nov-Vec, 1932 [2,1]

STF 1§ THU COLIIC3
by
Harzy \iarner Jr

For "he past several yoars the:c has beon a growing tendency to bemoan
the "degene ation" of soience fiction :nto merely another form of action ¢nd sex
stcries, Tut during that time another tendency has been zlmost completsly over-
looked - he constant growing of the ococnic strips featurirg, in one form ox another,
fantasy - and the almost universal poornesc of these.

As far as I kmow, "3uck Rogers" was thc f£irst comic strip dovoted to
stf. eiclusively. i/hen this: strip was but & fow years old it had alrcady bacone
the mo:ut popular of all comic strips - it even branched out into a radio progran
of thc same general type, the radio prozram later being banncd because of its
effect on children. 4t any rate, the popularity of this strip soon caused a fliood
of iritations to followy cdgﬁf anon,; which was "Flash Gordecn," which is now anong
tho -jorst of them all. "llandrake tho llegician" was anothe» to feature stf.
shestly, and in the meantime many other comics; already established, were begirning
tc use stfs plotsy for example: "Connio," "Brick Bradford," and others, too num-
ecous to mentions Lost of these, however, soon returned tn the "legitimate" comies
3trip situations of dapper detectives and gun-toting gangsters.
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"Ilash Gordon" is typical of those that started on the heels of "Bueck
Rogers" = unfortunately -~ so let us see just what happened to our friend Gordon,
The irst installment, as I remember it, showed the people of earth tremendously
excited over a new planet which had been discovcred and was about to hit oarth,
destroying, of course, both worlds. Then, after some rather muddled intrigue; a
Dr. Zarnov oapiured the hero, Flash, and his beautiful sweetis, Dale, and shot
his newly~invented rockct-skip straight for the new planet, which it waso to hit
and veer from its orbit, thus savin  earth and destroying the occupants of the
rocket, Dut the rocket mukes a sefe landing on the planet, which misses earth
and takes up an orbit around the sun (aprﬁggntlyg a8 nothing was mentioned of this)
and after Dr. Z hac become, in some way/p not remombery a friend of Dale and
Flash, they set out to exvulore the plamnet — and ther. ends all semblance of sanity
to the cartoon. TI'or the last four or five years novy, ever since then, they have
been battling ferocious monsters and even more ferocious men (who mirasulously
speak English) - in facty, all that has been done is change any other Tun—of-tha.
mine cartoon to a locale on another planet, and instead of tho ocustomary Chinese
villaine and Ilions and tigers, substitute other--world men and dinosaurs.

This is, of course, merely a sample = all the others run along tre same
iine, and tho majority of thesc are not recommended for human consumption., Up
until a few months ago "Buck Rogers" secmcd to be the only one that presorved some
semblance of sanitys but now that too has become only 8illy, the latest bright
idea of the author's being to turn the world cockeyed on its axis, thus causing
& dreadful war with Venus to ond poaceably, and somchow gotting the world turned
eround so nisely that; outside of a few hurricenes, no damage at all is caused.

Yo now that "Buck Rogers" has gone the way of all thc others, there is not a de-
cent stf. cartoon left -~ in fact the silliness of the cartoons is one of the reasons
why the general public does not hold a very good opinion of stf, “hat can be dono
10 remedy the situationsn? One thing, and one thing only ~ 1e% a truly great stf.
artist, preferably Paul, collaborate with a iruly great stf. autuor on a comi«
strip that, while retaining the necessary qualities of action; villaings, Buspense .
will nevertieloss have a sane and well=worked—out Plot -~ or else have an artist

do a strip from one of the great atf. yarns of the past ~ the "Skylark" stories
would be adnirablo for this purpose. Perhaps Dr. Smith might be persuaded to do
the dialogue, and when all the material has been exhausted, which would not be

for many years, write furt.er adventures of the "Skylarks." In this way, and

this way alone, ocan a truly great stf, strip be oreated, and become popular with

all.
[[[=+=]1]]
Fantagcience Digest, Nov-Dec, 1938 (2, 1]

STITLARITY VVITH DIFFERENCES

by
Iilton A. Rothman

‘he nemes of Smith [L.E.] and Campbell [J.5 e 3dr. ] go together in the minds
of every soience fiction reader as being the two authors who joined together cold
eclence and tremendous fantasy better than any others have done. I use the word
"tremendoud' advisedly, for that is the only word to describe the scope of the
stories of these two authors, and that is what thoy are mainly noted fox,



o

Their stories run the gamut of the universe, are filled with energies azd
velocities running into astronomical figures, and yet at the sams +ime ape alweys
bound dowvn to earth by the thread of science that does not g0 beyond present-day
knowledgoo

The "Skylark" series and the "Arcot-ilade-llorey" series are without a
doubt thc greatest group of interplaneiary stories that have ever becn conceived,
[Pre "lensman"] In come ways the latter asevies is better than the former, although
the name of "Skylark" has had much more notoriety than the other. Tt is
difficult to judge, though, because trey are both such margelous picces of imagi~
native work.

Both series start with fundamontal principles, and gradually, by an ac-
cumulation of knowledge, work up to a point where all the energy of the universe
is at the command of the characters, and any operation’ can be performel by the
mere process of thinking about it,

“side from thic basic resenbience. there is a piece of coincidence to be
seen that is really startling. Perhaps the word coincidence is incorrcetly used,
for what it really represents is fho fact thats starting with a given sett.ng,
character, eand conditions, two diiferent authors working absolutely indeperiently
can evolve plots for gstories that are idontical down to almost minor details, It
is as though the two authors said; "Here is a ploty let us see how each of us would
write the story." For that is exactly hos the result appears. The plots are the
same, but the development,; the truatmen! of the science, even the scientific systems
follow the smparato inclinations of the cutbhors.

The stories I refer to arc "Sky.ark Three." and "Invaders from the Infinite."

The plots are, broadly: Invasion, acoumulation of sufficient knowledgs
to repel the invaders, and then a smash climax in which the invaders are repel.ed.
The reason for the basic similarity of plot is obvious., In the stories preceding
these in the respective series, powers of huge magnitude, and velocities faster
than light have been useds This means, then, that the present stories must be of
interstellar scope. I'or the sake of p ot, therc must be 2 conflict. Taere are
no equal forces within known systems,; .hercforo the conflict must be with outsiders.
The obvious motive is invasion and vepulsion. At the begiuniig of the stories
the invaders have the edge on the powe:; this is to make tioc obstacles higher,
according to all laws of plotting, Diring the storyknowlodse is accumuleated until
the protagonist hac the edge over tho antagonist, and then: Wham!

A1l of this follows by logical sequence, but now nctice how the plots are
worked out in both stories. The eart! is not the first plece attacked, but some
other place is, and the inhebitants ccme running to earth for help. The heroes
sally forth, meet a solitary ship of the enemy, and by the use of a recently
aoquired weapon, vanquish this enemy slip. hey go on and 3xplore various planets
looking for people who are sufficient’y advanced to give thom aid.

Now here differsnces occur in the treatment of the stories. Campbell.has
his heroes merely take hints for weaponis from various scurces and develop
them themselves by the use of much ca culations. He also has the herocs devise
their own power source, giving them ennugh time to do so by thy trick of shooting
them back in time and having them age up to tlo present. Smith roes about it tho
easier way. le finds a race that is sy advanced that all that is necessary is for
them to eduoate Richard Scaton to know all the science there is t¢ know, whereupon
he is ready to build hinself a supor-colossal space ship and go out and lick the
pants off the enemy,
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And taat is w7bat happons in both stories., After they are good anud ready,
the supor—ahips are built, the nince bases o' the eneny destroyed, and finally,
the entire planet o' thc enemy finiihed wp, n Campbell!s story that is the final
play, but Smith makes that merely irsidental; in fact, done merely by pushing a
wmtton. The big fijat comes when Secton has to go ot and chase the ship that
iz fleeing to the dietant universe. .Jlotice, though, despite the fact that the
haroos have almest svarytuing tiuerc ie to have, at tie end tho enemy almast gets
them with an aoce up two sleeve. Thrat, of course, merely follows logically from
plot coustruction.

Anothar source ¢f similarities ic the activiiies of the enemy. In both
storics the enemy is beat upon conquering the univecrse for the usual reasons,
In bota stories tue eneay comes from . huge planet., are stronz and stocky like
regular heavy-~planet me:, and have ulira-vicious 1sychologioss In both cases,
when a message ocomas hows tellin; about tbo resistance of the earth peopley
intriguo rears its ugly .eads the rul'r of the planct is mardered, and someone
elao takms his placa.

Tollowing all of tiis up #8 an lateresiing leason in the logic of plot
construetiony but more intoresting is tio oprortunity %o compare the individual
atyles of two authors who &re both cousilered the top of tho same field, and yet
who cany, with the asame plot, evolved individuilly, use such different treatment,
and ereate such different atnospherc. Fo, th) treatment of these two stories
is different,

Smith, although writirg ir a more rounled style, is lazier than Campbell,
Smith does not take the troutle t9 explain avay tho Einstein theory, but
meroly disregards it. Campbell, “hrough and through, is seen to have mors me:
chaniocel ingenuity, for he dces get away witi going faster than light, even
taking Einstein into aonsideration, and in h:s many different kinds of rays he
shows more versatility than Suith, who merel;y uses one system of vibrations
and gives them all sorts of properties. Camrbell; at the end of hie astory,
finishes up with two devices vhich Smith did aot get up to in "3kylark Three,"
but saw f£it to use in the next story, "Skylartc of Valeron." These ares coamic
energyy and mental eonirol. Campbell, ia beiy; the first tc uso mental control,
showa,; at the same time more laziness ani mor ingenuity. You see, it takes
cuite a bit of imagination to figure out a desont sontrol for such a lot of
cperaticns, which Smith gots arouad weakly, b;" using an organ—like keyboaxrd., The
keyboard is more complsx, and more troub.e,; wkich is why I consider Campbell
more lazy in t.is respoct. lie svoided trouble, (ampbell, tho, goes to noro
trouble to have the hero work evorytling out by himsclf, while Smithfs
hero has everything haandod to him on a silver platier. Incidentally, that is a
habit of Smithe’s whica he also used in "jalact.c Patrol."

On the wholoy Campbell's science is easiar to believe, for his explanations
are more matior of fact and clossr to reality. Smith's, . on the otber hand,
aro oasior to understand, but arc more mystical. and less down to earth, However,
his richer stylc makes up for that.

The opporvunity to take two stories lilie these, writicrm by iwo master
authors, and comparing the manner in which tho suthors handle the same theme is,
I believe, unique, Of course, there arc many instances of different authors
working on similax ideas, but not in such an otvious direet relationship. It
would be intercvsting to try to find other examples like this. Let us kear what
otier rcaders have to@my about it,

([t + 171]
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SOLLTHLIC DITTERUNT

by
Villis Conover, Jr.

I've got a swell plot for a science~fiction gtory I'm going to wrizte.
Sonething different, somecthing really unique and unusuvale I711 give you a rough
idea of what it's like, and I’11 bet it floors you. Boy. get a load of this!

*he,City Editor of the Daily Dozen tells his star reporter, Flush Verden.
to intefview the well-knowvm Russian sciontist; Professor Ivan Togohcmovitch, at
his home laboratories out in the country, Flush - who, incidentally, is very
handsome = drives to the mientlst’s dark. gloomy residence and 1lifts the huge
knocker on the door a couple of times.

Tye door opens slowly, and Flush is confronted by a seven-foot, powerful-
looking, white~coated Russian. Flush knows he's a sciontist becauss he has a
Harchioni [Wonder Stories illustrator] beard.

“"Professor Ivan Togohomoviich?" Flush asks.

"I aip he," the scientist growls. (Boy, ain‘®t that "I am he" classy stufi?)
"I am a pizzy man, Vat do you vant?"

Flush explains that he's from the Daily Dozen. and he's come t0 interview
the scientist. Togohomovitch admits his somewhat reluctantly and leads him dovm
a long, dark hall into his laboratory, which is full of test=tubes and micre—
scopes and all that stuff you read about,

Now, here’s wherec the story gets goods The door opens, and in walks a
beautiful darke=haired girl whose raven tresses reflect the glow of neon tubes
with a glossy sheen. She looks at Flush and says; "Oh, excuse mo, Poppa. I
didn‘t know you had company;" and starts to withdraw from the laborato®y.

The scientist says, "Thatfs 0,K., Nadya. Come in," and explains %o Flush
that t.is is his daug.ter Naaya. Flush ackrowledges the introduction, and is
suddenly aware oi her broath-taking beauty., So breath-taking, in fact, the% he
san say nothing.

L]
Well, the sclentist leaves tho room for a moment, I don t know why,
but I oan guess. “nyway, it's necessary that he leave the room =0 Nadya and
Flush can be alone together. So I just have him leave to make the story go
all right. He doesn't need a reasonj and besides, I'm tus author, ain't I7

Well, Nadya rushes up to Flush and yells, "Oh, you must go immediately
Quick, before he returnsé{ Ilc is a fiond, an inhuman monster. Hc is going to do
somethifg horrible to you, unloss you go now., Others have come, but none Lave
ever left - in recognizable form, Vhy, only yesterday he sent out a barrel marked
“Synthetic Hamburger?,"

Just then the door opens and the scientist comes in. He looks aterniy
at Nadyes then he says in a nasty tone of voice, "Nadya, leave us at Tonce."
She goes to the doors and then she turns and makes One Last Silent Appsal of
Flush as she closes the door behind her.

But ouxr hero hasn't even been listening %o her all along. He's been looking
horrifiedly a} a terrible misshapen Thing which jumps up and down in a huge
glass bowl, he sclentist chuckled sardonically, "You like my leetls pet?" he
asks; then he*breaks forth into a peal of insane laughter.

Isn®t this exciting?

Suddenly he becomes sober again and tells Flush that this shocking ob-

scenity was once - can I bring myself to tell you? - wa once a tres., which he
changed into an animal’ Gosh?
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iflo adds that he has also changod smaller animals into plants. Then, lowaring
his voice ominously, he says, "But I haff neffer clianged a man into a rlanti"
Deing very intolligent, I'lush gets whct tho scientist is 1éZEEhg up to. and runs
for the door, Dut the Russiany rushing, catches the reporter and brirgs him dback
into the room,

llow, this’s what malies the story different. Tho scientiat doesn’t ex-
perimodﬁ-zh Flush or changc him into a planty he allows the reporter tc¢ inter-
view himg like Flush wanted in the first place. “nd he doesn’t kecp him cepiive
in a cell beneath the houses he shekes hands with him and says to give his regards
to the City Lditor, wiho's an old schoolmute of his. “nd the scientist -isn't
crasy after all. It?s the daughter that's nuts.

Fooled you, didn’'t I?

EH 8 mE = mxN = =
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"AN ALISTOCRAT ABDICATES"

by
Haxrwy ‘larner; Jr.

Thero have beon in the past, and arc at presont, somethins iike a dozen
magezines, here and abroad, devoted o science fiotion and fantasy in its various
shapes and forms. Only a few of these; at the prosent writing, can be mid to
have any history or tradition or past at all; as most are relatively new publi-
cationso, In fact, of all the magazines of a fantastic nature ‘oday, only TIRI'LLIC
WONDER STORIBS, AMAZING STURILS,; and ASTOUNDING SCIuNCL-FICTIUN (nee STORILS)
wan be said to possess any kind of pedigree, (I am purposely not counting we:rd
fiction magazines in this article.) Of tho history of these ‘hrec magazines,
that of AUAZING STORILS is by far tho nost interesting = and :in ways, tho mcst
wooful,

AMAZTNG STORILS was the firs: magazine to appear, devoted entirel, %0
socionce fiction., Under the guiding hand of Hugoc Gernsback, it was not long
before it became onoc of tho finest - the finest? ~ magazine ever publ’shed. But
in two or threc years trouble developed; AIAZLIGC was sold, and, afte: & few months*
reign of some obscure gentleman as oditor, whose name is now almost forgotton,
tho magazine came under the wing of T. 0°Conor Sloane.

lr, Sloano wascy in many ways, the mcst interesting editor ¢o ever be on
the staff of a stf. magazine., Tn begin with, he was very old whron he took over
the job = in ais late sevonties -~ and as he held the job for almost ten yaars,
he was a very old man when he finaily lost control., Stf. is renorally recognized
to be a field for very young meng no editor todey ic even middle~aged. “herefore,
it is all the more remarkable that Sloane could edit the marazine witih the suo-
coss8 he did. Ue had his critics - and plonty of them -~ bu? dcspite tais, he was
editorlonger than any other editor in stf's history. [Unt.l Campbell, at ASF]
Not a bad record.

But the years told on lr. Sloane. “spocially duwins 1936, '37, and the
first months of ?38, ALIAZING began a slow-and study degradation. Not that thers
wan anything utterly wrong with the magazine. Noy not that. Yo all appearance o
it was almost procisely the same as years back, with the exception of its size
and rate of appearance. DBut one thing was lacking: progress. The mazazine stood
still. During these two and one=half years not one single change of any kind
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was made in the magazine. Morey had absolute control over the art (or what
passed for art). The price, format, and departments remained the same. Even
the letters in "Discussions" began to take on a uniform appearanceld There was
~*1y one: - change at all noticeablej and that only to the experienced fans the .
810u19g published were becoming out of date. We know why this was, to a great
exterv. Editor Sloane would delay acceptance of a story for months, often as
long av & year, and then again delay publication of the stories for years longer.
Remembe.y 200 "amccepted stories were in the files of AMAZING when Ziff~Davis took
over. Un'nrtunately for the writers, not paid for.

Detailr- of the sale of the magazine are well enough lmown to all fansg
there is 10 nes: of -’ repetition. But there is ome angle ngt well=known - if
at all. Namely, at there was another issue under Teck Publications all ready,
or Very nzarly reaiy, to hit the newsstands when the magazine was soldf Stories
had been chrsen for tha- issue, and actually printed! I know this to be a feot,
because I knuw:of at leawt one writer who has possession of copies of this
never-to~appear lssue’s puges, numbered, and with illustrations! I wonder if
there are any oumplete cories in existence, however??7??? (You can well imagine
this writer's chasrin on huving e story accopted, illustraged, and printed, even
receiveing proofs of it, ani then learning that the yarn would not appears that
it was 'unavailable® - and that no check would be forthcomingd) [I doubt if the
issue weng any further than yage proofss probably none of the pages ever went
to press.

At any rate, under its agw menagement, AMAZING apparently prosperss at
least from the financial end., owever, the lierary quqlity is extremely doubt-
ful, A% first it appeared that the new editory; a former fan himself, would fol-
low the fine tradition whioh had been set for himg but he has not. Rather, he
has accepted many stories not fil to see prints ohanged half the titles for the
worses sald some ridiculous things in editorialsj and has been rather stubborn
in doing,; for the most part, exaotly opposite = from what the readers request.
However, perhaps he will bevome lesn exasperating as time goes on [§]s he has a
fine opportunity, and certain signs osem to point toward better things to come,
(For example, the $50 prize to the writer of the best story sach month.) 0ddly
enough, among the best stories AMAZING has published under the new ownership
have been two of the editor’s own,

AMAZING has a fine future ahead of 1t if Mr. Palmer does the kind of job
we fans believe him capable of doing. let ‘s hope thut ALAZING once more, in the
nsar future, will become the "Aristoorat" it formerly was.

¥
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MY FAVORITE SCIENCE FICTION STCRY
by J. Michasl Rossnblum

My favorite soience fiction story, 1f it oan he mo=called, is undoubtedly
that grand eplo, "Starmaker," by my fellow countrymen, Olaf Stapledon, I read
fantasy primarily for the ideas contained therein, end apart from capability of
oraftemanship, all I ask of an author is to produce or work out some idea.
"Starmalker” is a glorious reservoir of human ingenuity and provides food for in-
numerable intelectual feasts of digestion.

In magezine science fictlon, I believe that my favorite story is "The Blue
Barbarians,” by Stanton A. Coblentz., It is a grand piece of satire and enthu=
siastically lampoons most of the foibles of humanity. By placing the action on
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another planet at another time, delicacy is avoided. There's something about

the writing, too, that attracts one. The continuity of the story is very good,
and the story has characters, which is unusual [Amazing Storles Guarterly,
Summer, 1931, ]
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WHAT®S A BANQUET TC YOU MIGHT BE GARBAGE TO THE UNDERSIGNED
“ O - '
Vice Verse

By Fred W, Fischex

It has alweys been my assertion that one man's appetizer is8 another man's
allergy, a deduction that I male after watching a gwoup of son's of the soil as
they listened delightedly to a very nasal rendition of "Red River Valley" coming
in over the radio., At the co:izlusion of the airocity they twitched and squirmed
and did everything to shcw appreciation of the world's finer music, even giving
voice to a few exultant ories, For my part I twitched and s Quirmed because my
eardrums had been assaunlied, nd if I cried out at all it was in anguish,

What, I wondered, coull sound worse than two asthmatic fiddles and a
deorepit "GIT-tar" sobblng ani groaning such a maudlin bellad? I soon found out.
The amnouncer in a bit of linguistic acrobatics compounded of five parts city
talk and five parts baciwoods vernacular, informed those listemning that the né" Xu
number which the "Mouniing Mirstruls" would favor us with would be called "The™
Death of Jesse ‘James." There was lifting joy in his tones, as if a great day
was dawning, and I took heart.

Welly I listened to tic story of how Béb Ford the coward shoit Mr. Howard
and lald pore Jesse in llis ginve, O=lo=O=lea~hoo - and then I left that mountain
store, convinced that msn are created freely and equally as different as day
and night =~ in their testes.

A1l of which lcads up to the point. I am about to present free-gratis -
and for nothing thosn ten scientifiction stories which I consider to be the
best so far written, in the ozier of my preference. It is not anticipated that
more than six peop’s will be in even close accord with my opinion., ive of these
people are dead ar) the sixth lives so far back in the woods that you can't get
an alienist to prs/e ‘he's inmane. I have alredy been alienated.

Sovithout vurther attempting to delay the inevitables

1, INTO IIE INFINITE, by Austin Hall

2, THE 1]JIND SPOT. by Austin ‘Hall and Homer Eon Flint
3, THE 7ANTOM IN THE RAINBOW, by Slater Lallazier

4, WHEN "ORLDS COLLIDE and sequel, by Balmer and McHarg
5¢ DARKTISS AND DAWN, by George Allen. England

6. THE 100N POOL, by A, Mexritt

7. THE (IRL IN THE GOLDEN ATOM, by Ray Cummings

8, TRI:LANETARY, by E. E. Smith

9... THE {ETURN OF GEORGE WASHINGTON, by George F. Worts
7o THE [ECOND DELUGE, by G. P. Servisso

This list has been in the making for fully eighteen years, so don’t just
figare offhand that instead of having been alienated I should have been elimimated,
I've got reasons to support my choices.
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I'm omniverous, if the term might be applicd to reading. I lap up any-
thing and everything in print, if you'll excuse me mixing a metaphor, If you'll
have patience I?1l mix you oney; too, and we'll all get cock-eyed. Out of ny
twenty favorite storics, ton were these listed above. A couple or three of the
others on my "20" 1list werc TIIZ SAPPHIKR: DUEATH, by Loring Brent (who is, of
course, George I. ‘.'Iorts)S TIL GIIP OF ISHTAR, and CGREY=-FACE, a story by Sax
Bhomer,

INTO0 T INFINITE is my favorite of favorites because of the weird
atmosphero waich gives the reader such a sense of unreality (as in the BLIND
SPOT),; and because of the carcful character delineation employed in making of
the hero a dual personality - a man you both admire and despise at tho same
time. +he plot ic involved yet concise, and leads up to one of the amashing
denouncements ever writtem. [Heprinted, FI.., 4 pts, starting Oct 1942, ]

TIE BLIID SPOT is astradle the border line between weird and ienco
fiction; being unrivaled in eithor field, The uneartainty of the reader is
inocreas ed by the knowledge he possesses of not knowing what it’s all about,
ithe whole book tantalizes one into finishing it, and thon a person still ecan’t
sumarize it. " The secuel TIE SPOT OF LIFR: Argosy,; 6 pts, starting Lug 13, 1932]
didn’% explain much cither, but with tho death of Homer Eon Flint the rambling
style disappeared. (Flint diocd, by the way, in a mysterious fashion. He was
found in a wrechsd automobile at the bottom of a declevity. His last words to
Hall had boen ">o long. I'll see you in the DBlind Spot." At least, such is
the story.) [Reprinted, Fantastic Novels, July 1940, SPOT CF LIFE reurinted,

FFH, Feb 1941, ]

I class the PUANTOM IN TH: RAINBOY as scientificiion because abnormal
psychology is as scientific as atom=splitting. and the villain of Laliaster’s
tale is nothing if not abnormal, His telepathic powers, his hypnotic influence
over the hero, his insane indulconces end sadistic plottings, kecp the reader
in an agony of cuspense up until the last page. *“wven then, you expect to turn
the blank leaf and have Sigmund Von llortimer jump out and smack you in the puss
with a loud "Bood" [Azgogy-All-Story lieokly, 6 pts, starting Dec 29, 1928, ]

NHLT WOJLDS COLLIDG and its sequel [APTLR '/.RLDS COLLIDE] I consider
to be just about tue best writton of any scientifiction novels. The style is
grammatical and literate, and whilc the plot may be regarded as hackneyed and
drawn-out by all the fans who've read stories Just like it a thousand times
before and sinco, it yet approaches more of u literary standard of excellence.
Character delineation and natural buman cmotions are given duc consideration -
a8 much 80 as the description of the space ship end its mechanical aspectso
This pair of books deserves recognition primarily because nomal, natural
reactions are present. WHEN WURLDS COLLIDE describes accurately what the pub.-
lic reaction would be to an imminent catastrophe ~ the hopcs, the fears, the
dread of disaster aro all presented with almost photographic exactitude., AFTER
YORLwS COLLIDZ,; whilo more necessarily imaginative; is almost as vital and real
a8 the book to which it is the sequel. [Blue Book lagazine, 6 pts, starting
Sept, 1932; and 6 pts, starting Nov, 1933, ]

I%ve never understood how the world can be menaced with annihilation,
how a sciontist can dish up a space-suip and flee with the flower of the hunan
race, and how sanctuary and civilization can be establiched on another planet =
all in ten or fifteon short pages. It takos eight hundred or more to make it
seem lilie actual history,

Poople are interested in people. How would you feel if you knew positively
that ten days from now a comet would utterly destroy the earth? Would you think
an historian of the event supplied very good coverage if he loft out your emotional
disturbances from his account and contentod himsclf vdita nersly a paragraph
or so stating that the population was in an uproar but sowme few escaped in a
8pace--gship?




g DARKNESS AND DAWN [DARKNESS AND DAWN, FTLI, Aug, 19403 BEYOWD THE GREAT
UDLIVIOW, FTu, Juney 19413 TIE AI'TERGLOY, I‘I‘ﬁ“', ‘De°_’,_1?£'%]9 TILO ‘MOOH POOL [FFii,
tep-Oct, 10303 Fentastic Hovels, liay;1948§ Tils COLLULST OF THL MOON POOL, 6 pts, FIl,
starting Nov,1939: Fantastic Novels, Sept, 194_8], TIID GIRL IO7 TIL, GULDEN ATOL

[ T, Sept=Cot, 19393 PLOPLE OF' TIL. GOLZEN ATUl, Fantastic Novelg, Sept, 194071,
and TRIPLANETARY [Amasing Stories, 4 pts, starting Jan, 1934 ] are generally too
familiar to scientifiction fans to summarize or explain. I liked thom all, Jjust
because., TIE RITUR OF GLORCL WASHINCLON [Argosy=-All-Story Weekly, 6 pta,
starting Oct 15, 1927], by George F. Vorts, may noﬂe_so well kmowm to fans.

It was published in book form under tho title of NO LIOXL A CORPSL, by Loring
Brent. The story deals with a plot from which CIANTC FROU ETESRNITY, by Lanly
iade leliman, [Startling Storics, July, 19397 must have derived its inspiration.

“ho world finds that an inventor can bring back fram the dead a single
famous personage, and a poll is conducted to determine whom the immortal will be.
John L. Sullivan, Abe Lincolny and numerous others are considered, but the
Father of Cur Country. leads the 1liot., He is revived and tours tho United
States, secing the modern marvels and dipping Fis fi.gers into various political
pies -~ ard falls in love with a modern girl. Tho story enterteins, amuses, and
lingers in the memory of thc readcr,

Yyat it all turns out to be a gigartic hoax is no deterrent to my claim
Tn4 4t is oxocollent scientifiction, It is more scientific, for instance, than
all those putrid stories which end when tho hero wakes up at home in bed. I've
TRAL aphout a hundred since 192C which vere lateled scientific.ion and in the
last . ngg proved to be just ball csewsy induesd fram too much gastronomic activity,

T.2 SECOND DELUGE [Fantastic Novels, July, 1948] is a famous and familiar
story; alsw. I think my arguments in regard to WLl WORLDS COLLIDZ apply here.
It is real, “ivid, and NATURALZ

“Very 4in: g fellow fan reade this irticle my ears will burn. But thank
heavons~tlis is th. United States and I cun have my opinions - you = you RED
HIVE! VALISY admirers, youd

-1 < &
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HGw DOLS BLOCH DO IT?

by
Ralpl Milne Farley

‘m seixrch of an a.swer to this question, I interviewed the mighty mite,
who wrote an 35,000 word complete novel, including revisions and retypings in
8 hours in Wow Orleams e:ztlier thris winter.

Robert A. Blochy pvblic suthor No, 1y occupies a wholebloch on Knapp
Street; Lilwauwee, In fact he is a syndicate, most of his work being dons by
robots, built for him in twe lavatories of Prof. Schmidt of larquette where I
also am a lecturer in Physics. That’c very singular, isn®t it?

The leader of these .obots is named, after it orsator, Robot A. Bloch.
The next is Robot B. Bloch, »tc. They do all the real work for him., In fact,
"Henry Kuttner" is morely  +{ie pouname of robots K to Ko

The sacret of Bloch’s sucoese lies in his inate laziness - he makes others
do the work, Thus, for example, inthe Bloch-Kuttner collaboration, "The Body
and the Brain," Kuttner did the boiy of the work and Bloch merely furnished the
brains,



35
The forsgoing is sirictly secret and confidential ~ that®s why I'm
offering it for publication.

If I new half of what I've told; I'd be sued for libel.

514
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THRILLING- =AW §

by Harry Warwer, Jro

That was the wail which went up on thaat horrific day a few short years
ago when THRILLING WONDER STORIES was born, and WONDER STORIES became a fond
memory. Fans far and wide beocame horrified at the mere mention of the name =
defiling a great stf. magazine with such a title! TYet, thatws what happened,
and there was nothing that could be done about it,

WONDER always had beon something of a prohlem child, though., True, it
had printed great storiesy a capable editor h:d heen present, and its policies,
on the whole, had been approved of by the fans. But our good friend, Hugo
Gex_nsback, was continually experimenting. I'vu lost track of the number of
times the magazine changed format in the half-dozen odd years he had it under
his wing, even after it had become WONDER from -he original SCIENCE WONDER and
AIR V/OWDER,

Charles D. Hornig wes, in fact, just abou: the first fan to become con=-
nected with a stf. magazine. That alone was someihing, and there's no denying
that he was a fine "managing editor." My own humile motion is that the WONDER
of 1934 and 1935 vintage was about the greatest sei of issues (over an extended
period) of any stf. magazine before or sinces

But then that fatal little phrase crept intc the proceedings. Hot so bad
eppearing on the surface; there have been worse one:; (such as "Fantastic Adven-
tures") but this one was certainly tho beginnimg of the end, That phrase?

“NOX 15 OENTSS"

The magazine began to degenerate a littley Not so badly, but at the
_same time it lacked something that it had a year of esv previous. Finally canme
the day when the notice appeared in a 1936 issue [April] that there would be no
more newsstand distribution of WONDLR STORIES. Instetd, fans would be able to
obtain it via subscoription only -~ but bighearted Germsbuck wouldl even trust you
Zor the money for it. When you received each issue, you sent him the dough.
[Fo dough - no more magazines. Simple, eh?)

I glued together my card, and ent it blithely on its way. A month passed -~
two -~ three. And no WONDER STORIES via mail or newsstan'. At long last came a
postcards "This is to anmounce the first issue of TIURILLING WONDER STORIES" or
something like that. (I have the announcement but am tou lazy to drag it out.)
Now what? Immediately I rushed to a newsstand. There ii was. Though hardly
recognigable in that cover., Oh well, you can't have everything, were my inno-
cent thoughts. The stories looked pretty good = and strangely c¢nough, they
werern’t too bad, either. A 1little bloodthirsty, but there had “Yeen much worse
issues,

And then things began to happen. The magazine got worse eand worse. In
that first year, despite the fact that the yarms in the first issus weren't so
bad, only ane story deserved the ranking of good. That story was 'The Circle of
Zero" by Vieinbaum. Others werc merely fair, poor, or awful. If Il may venture
yot another opinion, those six issucs were about the lowest stendc:d s-f has hit
over any period, before or since., Lven the present plethora of me s usually con-
tain one good story each, which makes up for the sins of the rest >f the issue.
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Finally, the ma%azine slowly,; but suvrely, began to improve. Campbell
started his very good fenton and Blake series, and the "Via" trilogy poppsd up.
Other yarns every now and then weren't too bad, and it appeared as though there
was hope for the magazine after all. True, it has never reached the level of
the other top-flight magazines, but at the same time it isn't too terrible, as
gome fans would lead you to believe, And I will say this for the magazines
right now itfs about 300% better than two years ago, and at least 50¢% improved
over a year back. lLet's hope the improvement koeps up at the current rate.

One more thing: something that seems to have been overlooked by the fans.
Do you realize that THRILLING WONDER STORIES has been responsible for every, or
nearly every, new feature the fantasy magazines have adopted in the past few
vyears? It’s a facty, Viz.: "The Story Behind the Story" (which is merely bio=
graphies of the authors in many cases, and certainly their forerumner’, the
scionce quizzes (not to be confused, of course, with the alder science questions
bascd on stories in the magazines)j "Scientifacts" started the new string of
science illerss and in numerous other ways THRILLING 'JONDER STORIES has led the
field.

Now don't get me wrong. I don't say that TWS is the finest fantesy mages
zine today, or anything else equally as ridiculous. However, I believe that if
you’ll think it over a little you'll find the mag to be much better than it
appears on the surface. (If gou think that the new bunch of mage is a gocd sign,
you can even thank TV for starting it.) Its editors appear to be more sincers
than many today. They®ve hélped struggling young authors, and assembled the
greatest collection of names in the fantasy world into one issue of TWS -~ the
tenth anniversary issue. They'!ve brought tiae finest artist in fantasy to stf. -
Virgil Finlay = and are mainly responsible for arousing interest in the Vein=
baum trilogy. At least, don't condemn the magazine too much. Of course, it
has its faults - and plenty of them — but it may surprise us all in a few more
yearss Just wait and sSe€eese.

DOO.*..OO

Fantascience Digest, May-June, 1939 [2, 4]

PLAUSIBILITY OR SUPLER—=SCIENCES?
by
John F. Burke

It is not a new question by any means, but it was revived at the London
Convemtion of the Science Fiction Association, and since every speaker had some-—
thing to say about it, perhaps the old guestion needs resuscitating.

Do we want plausibility, or super-science?

The days of thought-variants are, praise be, behind us -~ as far as the
designation of "thought-veriant" is concerned. But, desplte the "human intersst"
trends of Campbell and the "sex and slaughter" of Palmer, we still dabble in
supers and hypers. A glance at the magazines of a few years ago will show Just
how we have come to this stage when space warps and gelaxy-bending are things
rather to be scorned gs trivial than marvelled at. From the simplicityjsamd human,
natural development of such stories as "The Wreck of the Asteroid® [Vonder
Stories, Dec, 1932] and "The Moon Era"[ibid.; Feb, 1932], we have progressed (?)
to a stage where a voyage through space is taken as an complished thing, and
anything less than the speed of 1light is a positive danger in the space traffic
lanes.



Every one of the speakers at that London Conventionasked for more plau:!
8ibility in modern science fiction, and all were unanimous in declaring that
American science fiction was in a dlsgraceful state today. While no% totally
agreeling with all their views, I think some of the things they said were all
too trus.

Professor A. M. Low, the SFAi president, pointed out that the extravagance
of American science fiction rejelled the British public, a fact which none oan
deny. The American fans will doubtless claim that this is becauvge they have nod
yet been brought to the stuge whers they can appreciate the "advanced" ideas of
the thought-variant writers, ard will learn in time. I think, however, that they
are wrong. That good mivace fiction is popular in this country is gquite def-—
inite = He. G. Wells is o3 well~Jmown as any writer in the country — betier known
than most, and his faniisies ars alway sure of a good reception, though he
writes so few nowadays, To go one step further, Olaf Stapledon’s books sell
well, though his ideas are fair more advanced than Wells's They are titaniec in
their concepts - but they are logical, and developed from preseni~day kmowledge,
with a flavoring of ‘aat we may reasonsbly expect to happen in the future in the
way of scientific di:covery. The ideas are imaginative - but not fantastic.

Human beings will alweys be more interested in human beings than in cold
machines, particulacly when vhey are asked to believe that those machines wili
warp time and everything elss known to thoir senses.

I personally do nol think awbthors should be tled down too much in theit
efforts to write gsience iiction, and some license should be taken = it stimulatss
the imagination. But there is no need to tale the thing to excesss amy stim-
ulants, taken in overdoses, become .drugss

It is absaxd to suppose thet, beocasuse we today can look at the Moon through
a telescope, we mow all aboul ite.. It dis the fault of every generation of man-
kind o imagine that it represents the pinnacle of humen achievement, an ettitude
which science fiotion fans are often inclined to deory. This is where science
ficiion serves its purpose -~ 1t can, by & slight exaggeration, knock some of the
cooksureness .ut of many people, and persuade them, however graduanlly, that thoy
are NOT the ajotheosis of human endesw¥ory thab there's plenty left to be dis-
covered yet. But scienoe fiction must not take the thing to absurd lengthsy and
insist on mer from Earth conquering every galaxy, and going out-to the .edge  of
space to stoy 1t from bursting, or something like that.

One ¢f the thousnands of voices that ory in the wilderness, I say - "more
plausibility." But don’t make it too plausible - leave a lottle room for us to
dream, >

"World-losers and world~forsakers,
On whom the pale moon gleauss

Tet we are the movers and shaksrs
(f the world for ever, it seoms."

R’shtd let's be dreamers, and visuwalise things we lmow 0 be impossible -
for it?s the dreamers who really achieve things, whatever big business men and
hack wr.ters may may. But let our dreams ‘de plessant once, then we?ll sheke tho-
world, because we'll prove tho reality that is the foundation of those dreams.
Nightiares of supsr-sciente, space~warps, and such-like, won't convince the public
that ve have anything worlh looking at. The simplicity of "The First Men in the
Moon' won more adherents 1or science fidtion than all the nonsense we were
trezied to in the "Skylaxk! trilogy.

& lausibility, pleasze.
LLELEE?

Fantascience Digesi, Jul-Aug=Sept, 1932
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—=Roviews of the Classicg-—e
DARKNESS AND DAWN, By George Allan England.

This long and satisfying novel was originally published serially in the
0ld CAVALIER, a lMunsey publication; It appeared as a trilogy of tales from 1912
to 1913, the separate sections being published serially under the titles
"l.rkness and Dawn" [4 pts, Jan, 1912 THE CAVALIERy Jan 6, 13, 20, 1912, THE
CAV;TIER WEEKLY], "Beyond the Great Oblivion" [6 pts, Jan 4, 11,18,25, Feb 1, 8,
1913}, and "The Afterglow" [4pts, June 14,21,28, July 5, 1913]; in the book
presenad by Small, Maynerd and Company in 1914 - a rather bulky volume of 672
pages, with illustrations by P. Monahan and . W. Gage -~ ‘the first section head
the title "The Vacant World."™ '

The ctory ltself represented the £irst of what might be terwed "moderan"
acience ficticn sturies to present a plot coucerning itself with lae end of
“he worldsand a suhsequent rehabilitation,

In thy moder: survival stories, a group of scientisits are enabled to pre--
guerve their lives be:guse they have predictel a cataclysm and hsve taken adequate
precautions {to insurc their own safety. When the time has arrived to rebuild
civilization they usunlly confront ths task fully equipped with marvelous mechan-
ical devicesyand by tka pooling of thair super-intelligences are able in a re~
marcably short time %> bring order out of chaos and restore the world to what
is renerally an inproved and rather Utopian state.

"DARKNESS AND DAWN," however, gives to two ordinary pcople, an engineer
and his seoretary, ths vast task of survival and reconstruction. A4llan Stern
and the inevitable heroine, Beatrice Xendrick, are not giftel with foresight, and
do nct therefore esceve a mephitic gaz which envelopss the marth in the wake of a
Sremendous explosicn which tears from ilts very vitals a hupe area which is
lwurled into the heavens to become a second satellite. They survive the whole~
eale annihilation vesetting the majority of the human race, and after s sleep of
several thousand years they recover consciousmess not through their own clever—
ness, but rather because kind providence had found them busily at work on thse
top floor of the Frighest bullding in the world at a tire when the ontire atmos—
There was being iustantaneously and effeciently pollutcd. The altitude permitted
their survival because the gas was deadliest and dnsest close to the ground,

m

lhuta, unequlpped with any modern devices and surrounded by the ruins of:
a former metropolis (New York) now overgrown with rank vegetation, these two
people are revived. Stern establishes a temporary shelter at the site of the
resurreotion and from here ventures forth on exploratory irips from which he
returns bearing metallic implements which have resisted the ravaging verdigris
of lime, He makes ., home for himself and Beatrice -~ a precarious home constantly
threatened by a pack. of menacing atavistic monstrosities lnhabiting the vieinity -
things once humen bul now reverted back almos'h to unreasoninglrutes. ILife is a
constant and exoiting battle with these terxrible creatures until Stern builds
& ekiif in which he and his companion emcape o & new home far down [?] the
Hudson.

lith the coming of winter Stern and Beatrice start southward to find a
more sultable home tarough the cold months., Their boat is wrecked in an exoiting
scene in which they plunge over a oataract into the vortex of a maelstrom, but
they esozpe with their lives, and, equipped with nothing but their bare hands,
fight through the wilderness until they reach a city large enough to contain
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weapons and supplies, Upon finding an airplane there, Stern is sent into a
rhapsody of joy. He repairs the plane and they fly westward toward Chicago.

They find themsolves eventually upon the 1ip of the terrific abyss from
whence the world®s scoond satellite has been torn, and not lmowing the width of
the chasm are dubious about crossing it, but finally decide to try and fly it.
They nmeot with disastor and dus to ongine failurc are forced to bank downg down,
down into a seemingly bottomless pit. Alighting on t.c bosom of an inner ocean
they are rescued by a ranco descended from humans who had fled into caves in the
lon; ago to escapc tho cataclysm. This weakened and onsavaged race takes them
in as prisoners, and Stern is able by his giant otrength and ingentous scicnce
t0 mako himself ohief of tho dork wotld = only, however, aftor battiing to thse
death wvith n monstrous wrestler who roturns from o long journey to claim leadox-
Bhipo

In his ascension to power he incurs tho snmity of one U'yombay the only
actual villain in tho whole trilocy.

Stern repairs the airplane and he and Eve [?], togethor with am old, old
nan who hag remembered Ln;lish speech and history, fly to the top of tho chasm,
alichting upon the opposite sido from which they had first attempted the Journey.
The o0ld man sces the sunlight for the first time and dies in rapture at the sight.

"DHE ARTs GLOWM tells of the rebuilding of a world. Stern makes flight
after flizht into thc chasmy, returning each time with a full complemont of under-
world dwellors., /ifter the wholo itribe has reached the surface via alrplane and
by way of a crevasse which has fortunately been found to reach to the very sur-
face, civilization resumes its upward climb, A towm is builty railrocads are
constructocd, and farming is undertaken.

Jut not without strugglo, terror and privation. Lve is once kidnapped
by a glant gorilla which Stern tricks down and kills., Upon anothor occasion
il'yemba leads an almost successful revolt but Storn kills him and turottles the
Tobellion., Again the tribe is monaced by the Pack met back in New York, which
has trailed Stern even to this places The dwellers wipe out thesc inimical
entities in a holocaust of flame which alsco destroys hundreds of niles of sur-
rounding countryside.

From thic point on, everything progresses happily for all. llore children
como to Eve and her Enginecr, tho first one having boon born during one of Stern's
trips into the Abyss, and intermarry with tho innerdwellers. In timo, when Storn
has reachod tho age of sixty as hs computes it, or actually 2060 as history
night, the dwellers have spread over tho face of the former United States and
the goldon ago has been ushered in. ‘je find Stern and Lve in the twilight of
their lives, joyfully turning the <sask of roconstruction ovor to their eldest
son, and sitting in their beoautiful garden relaxing from the rigors of thodir
strenuous lives.

For a refreshing and novel story of the ending of the world and the be-
ginning of a new civilization, road this book. It is so old; it is brand new,
and althouch it has inspired and fostered a thousand similar plots it is better
and more unique than all which have followed in its proud wake. It was written
sestfully and with an evident dosire to entertair not only the roader but
also the author. Since the writer quite obviuusly enjoyed writing it, you
will also onjoy readin; it. It is to modern survival stories what Robinson
Crusoe is to all subsoquent talos of castaway life. Fred /. Tisoher

+ 4+ + + +
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WHY GIOULS LEAVE HOLL
Ray Bradbury
A few years ago, after getting in from an all night clambake, Brother

Robert Bloou scrunched down before his trije-writer and pumped ocut an article
on witches, ghosts. ghouls, etc. I now fevl that the real truth shouid ocome

out., Altozether too much has been written on the subject that is untrue. Kutiner,

CASmith, snd all the rest are gullty of tiis heinous offense. ‘/hen I told Hank
Kuttner I was writing this story he sent over (liver, his pet ghoul who sat atop
my library table for three nighits murmuring, looking at me with aies large blue
eyes, his mouth scarletly agape, fondling tne corpse laid so tenderly in his
arms. Such a gentle little orsature he wes that I grew sorry and threw him a
log or two I had lying about the house. Iut he just kept murmuring and looking
at me and licking his chops. (I guess I'd setter start dieting. Le'"s not the
only one that®s done that latoly.) Oo coursey not all ghouls are like Oliver.

Fow take losesy, my own ghoul., He ha: a taste for little babiss. He has
scme rather avful habits that I have tried in vain to cure, such as dangling in
c..othes closets and scaring guests who coma to vis.t me, Ilc also has a nasty
habit of clambering into bed wit: every ycumg thing that tkes the guest room.
(Gho are quite human, you see.) He's zbout ten ieet tall and I keep him
exound mostly to kill moths in ‘the alcovee or to quist little brats who wander
‘nto the house with their mothers. Somet’mes I even throw him a mother or two.
‘Gadd but I'm mcanl) Moses’ la3t name iz one that a aovie star stole from him,
Eis real name is Moses Gable. “ec has jaige, Pendulous head appendages and re—
r.arkable hearing. o can hcar “he lowest whisper that was ever hi.sed betwsen
"Anthony Adverse" and "Burn, Witch, Burn!" loscs usuelly sings an archaic rhyme
vhile ho tends to hls vittles -- it goes like thiss "I CAN HAVE ARCIAIQ AND BAT
2T TOO4" Vhen he finishes hie meal, he picks his upper plate with a coffin neil.
and an accomplished musician ¢ is too, Last year ho won first prize for his
bass=£iddlc concerto on a pair of susponders. o has a flair for roporting, too.
Last night, on a dark strect, when passirg a fa’ many ke turned to me and erieds
"IT?LL BGS BACK IN A PPLASI WIT SOLL: IPLESHE®™ As (ne Spaniard said to another
fpaniard about a third Spaniaird, "REVOLTING, ISN'T HE?"

But lately he's beer playing with matohes and I afraid he?ll make an
ash of himself, Ghouls, you see, are made of votton »unting, velve-sheen
tapey; three or four olc wiidow shades; a vacuux c.canery and a little Patience.
.ioses and Oliver are koth collapsible ghouls, the :ind tiat fits into a cigaretts
case confortably. Trhey erc very susceptible to incigest.onc...all bodics must
be rcasonably aged baforu they'll dine.

Out at the graveyird one ghoul, just imagine, walke up to the tombstone,
checks his chroud, and tikos a table in tho swankies: tomb in the place. Seating
himself before an empty voffin, Llr. Ghoul then looks over th: menu printed on
the marblo markers "Speusial today - one well rotted female - or two kids =
pickled Yankee faet = ptomaine toes = gangrene yirls - skull lust - froshiy
picked bones, by the wultures - and dead man cockiaile, vintace 1898 - SPLNID*
A#NIGIT CLLILTARY. No coifin cover charge. untecrtainment giver by Jay Jeepers
and his Creepers.'

The ghoul then oints to one luscious coffin over in the corner and it is
brought to him post—-hwious-hasted "Will you have 1light or da.sk meat?" asks the
waiters

"T91]1 take a winz," retorts Ghoulie, sharpening his tceth mn his elbow,
"Give me somo dressing,’oo, and the liver, Aren't humans Just th. best things
ever?" Or he may say, "Just wrap it up and I’11 nibble on it goinr hime.”

This sort of depravity has been going on new for many centuiies.

4. q
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—the Ffirst article ever written by SAM MOSKOTITZ=—

Bverything is changing but it seems to me that the sviftest changlag o
them all is ‘seience fioction. - Contrary +to usuwal opinicn, it was establisiad =znd
organized as ‘aunit long befoere he ovent of definite stf magazines. . Bugd Gernse
back had it Tunning regularly both in.stoxy .and science-thecry fom ia the old
ELZCTRICAL EXPERIMENTER. His "Magnetio Stoxm,” vaprinted in the July, 1926, -~
ANAZING STORINS, was originally published in theo ALuCTRICAL EXPERTNLENTER, Gexmew
back®s famous novel, "Ralph 124f41+," "end many ‘of Ray Cunmings‘batiemlmown
stories were Tirs% published in‘the ELICTRICAL EXEFRRIMENTEL, s fnun Lassoh

In~1921 when Gexrmsback changed the EL.CTRIC,L EXPLRIMENTER info TwWa.
magazinesy PRACTICAL ELECTRICS and SCIUNCE AAND INVINTION, he coniinusg his
gscience fiction actively in the latisz. Pro‘ba.bl.p[: avong the first was the peries,
"Dy, Hackensaw!s Secrets" by Clement Fezandie. ~his series stanted in ths
January, 1922, issue of SCILNCE AND. INVENT] ON ‘and ‘2an for ‘elmost vhirtyroommsec-
utive issues. .About'the same time/Hac piN aim-part ssrial "Around the-Universe”
published. Howard V. Browm, cover artist of present-day s—f magazines, was
doing the oovers and a swell job ho made of themd : Bood

To oomp back to the subjects -He Gs-Wells! xzuprintes wers ruaning falzly
regularly. Then Gernsback got a new;idea.:.He creaied an imaginary article with
faked photographs of a trip through space. It was represenied on the cover of
ons of the issues and called "The Siellar Missllos" April, 1923, foun& the ap-
pearance of George Allan England's "The Thing :“rom dateide." " Then Unole Hugo
pulled the greatsst suvprise of all, He' publinhed « speoial Scientifiction issue
of SEIENCE AND INVENTION, dated August, 1923¢ 'The axnouncerent o6f the“spsnial
nature of this issue was printed on the cover in 1 Il./?, inch“tyrec The' nover
itself illustrated one of the stories. Here's aow the volentific’ fictien“ssction
of the contents page was printeds

-
=

COVER : HOWARD V., BROTI.

WOHE MAN FROM THE ATOM!  weee0OVOD 85OXYmiemm—s - 'Go PEYTON WERTENBAKEL
"DR, HACKENSAW®S SECRETS" =="Super Telescopet=— UIEMENT FLZANDIE

" AROUND THE UNIVERSE" —part two- 24Y" CUMIINGS

"PHE ELECTRIC DURL" : BGO ‘GERNSBACK

n \DVANCED, CHEHISTRY™ i Tk AUEKALS
WVANISHING MOVIES" . 1t : TEL Jot GOLMAN. 4

Notice the number of shories later reprinted in AMAZING :TORTES. Thet
issue was the peak of stf interest in S&I. After that . the uswal "Dr. Zackon-
gaw's Secrets” and regular serials made up most of the sif contents.” Thezs
was one other precduciion along the line of "The Stellar Missilec" It was &
faked, humorous, group of photographs on the 1ife-and habite of ‘the Martioase
To mention 211 the other stories that appeared in S&I would comsww oo muok
space. Included among them werej "Tarrano the Conqueror," '"Into t.a. Fourth
Mmensiony" [both Cumminga’] and of couvsey "The llatal Emperor oy A, orritia
"Into the Fourth Dimension® was later reprinted in & Japonese magaz 19 illus-
trations ‘end 'ally which, by the way, were always by Paul. =

You will probably says "What of PRACTICAL LLiCTRICS?" FThis medazine!
continued its wayward course and eventually changed its namc to THE LEAPERIMIITIER.
The atories published in THE EXPLRTMENTER were not very important, with the
exception of a new geries of "Dr. Hackensaw's Secrets" and the marvelois "Ark
of the Covenant" by Victure lMacClure, which was published in LIGHTEEN rzris, and
later reprinted in the first few issues of AIR WONDER STORIES. All thie and wmore,
believe it or not, was carried out before 1926, and by ome publisher. '

——
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IBIRmIZONS TSI ITTraAm

SCLENTIFICTIONAé REPTILES
By R. Ro Wintel‘botham

Thers are, broadly spealing, a number of distinct species of the clase
sclontifictus fanatious, which I have colleoted over a number of years. Not
all are pests, and only a few are poisonous. Many serve a Very good purposec
They are distinguished by reading haebits, struoturs, and cerebral mahe—-up which
I have endeavored to list in a few of the outstanding types.

Order I, Crosodilla., Omniverous reading habits, usually feeding lying on
their dorsal surface, or propped on pilluws. Their hind limbs are adepted only
for walking to the nearest neighbor and borrowing his books, and are almost use-
1ges for returning books. Tho order gets its name from its habit of grimming
broadly and snapping its jaws at the sight of someone else’s books. Sub~order «
Alligator ~ reads in the bathtub, getting books all wet and soapyo

Order IIy Squamata, This type is a  anaks because he publicly assails
your favorite author and avidly reads with great gusto of that same suthor's
works in private. He has been known to run down two or three good magezines,
simply because his one and only effort at fiction, entitled, "The Ether Boys
on the Moon," was turned down by the editors. Sub-orders inolude such lizards,
gkines and chemeleons that change color, shed tails, ears, eto., ia the presenoce
of notebles at fan meetings to attract attention.

Order III, Chelonia. This reptile is enclosed in a shell of bony plates,
which are impossible to penetrate with any = argument. A typical example is our
very good friend Isaac Asimov), whom we lope is listening, beocause he doesn't
iike our efforts to bring the women ~God bless ‘em - into our stories. Sub-order
includes the Tortoise, editors who do not buy our stuff, (We hope this class
becomes extinet.)

Order IV, Thermorpha. This class, including myself, is lmown only in
Poesils which have appeared in the public printe. Has been discovered several
timee and immediately forgotten. Sometimes slow on the mcent of a story, but
like the mud turtle, likes his environment.

Order V, Pterossuria. Really beautiful oreatures on the surface. They
have indisoriminate tastes, ranging from Ignatius Donnelly to "Supermen," but
are unable to distinguish soientific acouracy from pure fantasy and who beliove in
everything they read in that book about Atlantis. Ia thoir braln the optic lobes
are widely separated from the cerebellum, indicating that vhat they read 1s rarely
undorstood. Sulg—order, The Spoofers, who read evidly and refuse to believe it.

Order VI, Ophida. liany members of this class are poisonous., Uhon they
read a story they like, they immediately write cne like it and whon it is turned
down, accuse you of having pull with the editor. More or less parasitlc, when
not poisonous.

Order VII, Dinosauria. Not as extinct as many people imagine. Quite harm~
less, Often oryt '"Wow — Gee - what a pip of a stoxyl" Llay be distinguished from
the orocadilla because he buys his own. Probably the greatest of all soientifiotus
fenatious reptiles. Their chief oriticism iss "You killed the villain twiee,
try not to do it : again.™ This =~ very prevalant order should be protected
by lewo

v B e B mm
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*#*UNCROWNED MASTERS**

Sam Moskowite.

Soience fiction is full of authors ~ authors in every semse of the word —
men who have written pieces: which: fana fondly oall "classios" of science fiction -
of fantasy, but their nemes: are seldam referred to when one disocusses the masters
of scionce fiction. A, lMerritt, Edward E. Smith, °tanley G. Weinbaum, Murray
Leinster, Homer Eon Flint, George Allan England, John W. Campbell, Jr. (Don A.
Stuart). These and many others .= fans will freely confess are entirely worthy
of tho titlc of "master" of science Piction. nd I do not aim to blast any such
claim, "

Yut still, there have been stories written which are classics, but the
fans never rave over them. Stories; some of which overshadowed the best -
that Merritt, Smith, Weinbaum, etc.; have been able to produce. Yet the authors
who oreated them are not tarmed "great," not called "masters," in fact, they
ars barely referred to at all. They simply blend with the mass of fantasy pro-
ducerss good, bad, and indifferent,

Why is this? What quulity heve the so-called "masters" that their con—
temporaries did not possess? Wiet is it that has raised their works, or if not
their works, at least thoir names above those of men who are, in many cases,
equal in oraftmanship to most of those above-mentioned?

As I see it, this is the anawer., Or I should say selection of answers.
Firagt, the acknowledged masters might have caused a semsation with his first
story, t%ﬂ{f%rgg igm was of such amazing execellence that one could no more
ignore/a Ted "1igh né wero driving a car. This is ocertainly truthful in the
case of Stanley G. Weinbaum (& MMartian Odyscey") and Ldward B. Smith ("The Sky-
lark of Space"), and"a great many others.

'seoondhr, the author may have  popular appeal. ' His style of writing
suited the largest possible percentage of the scienoce fidi)ion reading audienoe.
Weinbaum, Campbell, etc., are certainly in this ».. clasa.

lhirdly, the author may have a unique style of writing, or an exmmisite
command*of prose, that made anything he wrote enjoyable, if only for the oampo-
sition. That would be another faotor thatwuld tend to elevate him to a position
of prominence. David H. Keller, l,D,, is & good example of this.

Some authors there are that :' . £411 all three of my requirementsj Stanley
Go Weinbaum, A. ldrritt, and John W. Campbell, to name a few. There’s no doubt
about it., As authors these fellows are tops. They hit the top because they
had everything,

. But Eqward E. Smith, Homer Eom Flint, Murray Leinster, George Allan Eng-
land, “4ustin Hall, Garrett Smith, and numerous others, are certainly not the
proud owners of all three of these traits. Most of them have but one, a few two,
but none oan say that they - possesa all three.

. Edward E. Smith's popularity is little more than good Iluck, I do not mean
t0 oriticise his writing ablility when I sey this. e is a damned good writer,
but he would never have achieved his wvaunted positidn of prominence if his "Sky-~
lark of Space" had appeared in 1933 instead of 1928, Smith’s ,~  "Skylark of
Space" was the first ’‘sclence fiction of the super-super %ype. Smith wasn't -

" afraid"to let his imagination wanders he really let himself go and produced the
first story of super-fleets [?] and cosmic tremendousness. He reached out, far
beyond the stifling oonfines of our soler system, out past the milky way [?],

acoomplishing inoredible feats of science., "The Skylark of Space" is not the
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beat of its type. "Skylark Three" was a superior story, and, although Dr. Smith

may not know it, "Spacehounds of the IPC" is considered the best of his stories
by menyy Personally, I consider it so myself. However, this is slightly irre-
levant to the article

Now that ‘the introduction and warious' explamations are done away with,
- I'11 continue with the wubject of my article, '"Unocrowned Masters.™

These authors I aa about o present, for some reason or another, have
never attained the recogrition as Weinbaum, Mevritt, etc., have. Some because
they haven't written enough. Others because they are not versitle enough. . lost
because they fulfill: { only one of the three requiremcnts listed at the begimning
of this article.

First of all, there is W. K. Sonneman.  From the day I read his first
stoxy, "Uasterminds of Venus,"[Amazing Storics, Sept 1934] I knew that here was
a writer among writers. A 'master” of socience fiction. I actually belisve that
Sonnaman 18 every .  bit ag good a writer as Weinbaum, with possibilities of
becomming even better. One cammot express the delight at reading a story like
"Greta, Queen of Queens" [Amezing Storles, Feb 1938] in a day when fans believe
that' no more great stories are to be had." Sommeman, to my kmnowledge, has written
but throe stories.'  The other was titled’ "The Council of Drones," [Amazing Stories,
Cot 1936‘] and gll three appeared in the Sloane=edited Amazing Stories. VWeinbaum
had everything and so has Somnemans ‘Stmneman has popular appeal, a beautiful -
2lmost poetic - style, and hig first slory did cause a minor Bensatiocn when it
appeared in Amezing In 1934. Had Teck Publications continued publishing Amazing,
Sonneman would have undoubtedly ~ ~ leen recognized as the master-writer that
+@ is., Sloane, in his blurb for the last Sonneman story that appeared, admitted
that he could find no adjectives to describe. the story other than that he was
"geply impressed.” If you understand Sloane you must know that this remark was
t.e greatest oompliment he could pay. Sloane was noted for letting exceptional
Mories® atand on their merits. Slotno was the type of edaitor who would
cnsexrvatively announce a new Hs G« Wells! novel, especially written for Amaz
Sterigs, 12 such a thing'did heppen, in eight point type in reply to a lotter
in .'iscussions. Whexre lis Sonneman today? . Is it posaible that he is stdll
writing and his work does not £it the policiss ol the various magezines - the
poliies of editors two or three years in the ediitorial game? Not impossible,
but 1 doubt it. . I can't imagine any edltor being that hide~bound. ((I.can —
RAY)) Still, I sound a clarion call for Somneman., I kmow a great writer when
I reac himy and this writer is great. :

John Beynon Harris [John Wyndhem] is really an author of the top-moet
Tung, He can give any science fiction writer a run for talent. EHis "Venus
Adventure" [Vonder Stories, May 1932] is the best story of the colonization
of othe:r planets over written, with. the pos=ible’eiception of Edmond Hamilton's
inspired "War of Two Worlds"[sic]["A' Conquest of Two Worlds" Wonder Stories,
Feb 19323 Startling Stories, Jan 1948]., ~But corbainly the latter does not
exeell 1t, If this were the only good story that Harris has ever written, we
might dismiss him with a_shrug and mutter, "Once to every hack." Howaver, such
is derinltely not the case. Vho can forget the superb peignancy of "The Man
Fram feyond" [Wonder Stories, Sept 19343 Fantastic Story Quesrterly, Summer 19507
Of thc 1sactions of a space adventurer asleep for millions of  years on Venus
and awaksning to find the earth deady barrony pitted - and his reaction? A
story amvong stories is this one! TYou read an endless number of "human™ robot
storics today, but the very first of the type was."The Lost Machine," written
by Heaxrig, which appeared in the April, 1932, issue of Amazing Stories. It can
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atill serve as an example to writers of similar stories. 4And it was Harris who
introduced one of the first of the peaple from difierent ages meeting and bat-~
tling;;‘.fjf-f_iuture type of story, which. ' "Hamilion has been rebashing so momotonously
recently. "Wmnderers of Time" .[Wonder Stozies, Mar 1933] is certainly. the best
of this type of yarn '  thus far. ~Took it up and see if you don't agree. with
me. dJohn Beynon, as He calls himself now, has written a few otherss some duds,
none actually poor, but these four-exceptional yarns ke has hed published in
the USA brand him as-a writer | far superior’ to the run~of<the~mill,

Stephen G. Hale,K ls another, . He wrote two, of the most human, appeeling,
gselence fiction yarms I have ever read, then apparently retired from the writing
game. I lmow he is still alive, for he is an art instructor in Philadelphia,
but he doesn’t write for publication any .longer - and he should. . "The lenghing
Death" [Amazing Storiem, Apr,1931] and "Worlds Adrift" [ibid., May 19327 -
how can I ever forget them? Whenever I think of great science, fiction stories,
I think of Hale's last man on earth combing the sky in desperation, searching.
searching for a sign of life; a communication from the.oither half of what. was
once earth. A story of a planet severed in two by the misusage of an invention.
There is writing, vivid writing = andranother unorowned master. :

The name K. F. Ziska can'} mean very much 1o Jou. - le's only written two
stories that have avpeared in science fiction magazines. They botu. appeared in
Astounding under ¥remaine and were titled "Suecubus" [lMay, 1934] and "Man of
Ages™ |00t 19347, Both short stories - both great. stories. - The plois of both
weres unusual and different, but they were ceriainly not original.. One . can
easlly see where Ziska had obtained his iuspiration, but as Campbell might 88y
"Does the plot really matter when the writing is so damned goody and the char-
acterizatio» all that could be degired?” If they're done like Ziska's two short
stories,"‘.t_hen Campbell 15 as right es a man can be. "Succubus? a tale of a plant
cultivated by the gonius of a biologist that itook partially human form and lured
the man %o his death. DNot so original? No, but you haven't. read  the. sbory. Zisks
wrote and the manner in which he wrote if. '"Man of Ages,” a direct take=off
of Viylie®s superb "Gladiator," but incomparably done. .The tale. of & Super=man
whom nothing could destroy and Rhis battls for death. If you want io.kmow _ whers
Siegel and Shuster got the imspiration for their sensational "Superman" comig,
strip, read this story! ‘

I deliberated long before including the about~to~be=montioned ‘author in
ny list. . I-considerod him .a remarkeble ‘author when I first read an’ immortal
tale of an immortal person; "The Bternal Man." Vias this story good? Well, it
Ea.s firat ghoice for reprinting in Startl Storics "Hall of Fame" depaxrtment.
Sciehce Wonder Stories, Aug 19293 Startling Stories, Jan 19395 Wonder Stozy
Amual, 1950, Can you ipugine _fsthe story of a man made immortal by an eiimer
he inwnted - immortal sad paralyzedd And he has as a companion an immortal rat
ho experimented withs The story of how the Eternal Man is placed in a musewn and
how the rat visits him, until it is finally mangled underfoot is.a little gem.
There was a sequel to this story called "The Eternal lMan Revives" [ilondex Stories
Quarterly, Summer 1930}, and in many ways it was as good .as the original, containing
nany sensational ideas. TIn a few places the story was ﬁgndled a little clumsily,
for the emoticnal reactions would have taxed a far greatez writer than D.. D.
Shazp, but he ocame through-ell right. ‘And to prove that this was not the last
great story in him, D. D. Sharp has appeared with "Faster than Light" in a recent
[Feb 1939] issus of Marvel Secience Stories. This is without a doubt one of the
most beautiful love stories I have ever read. It is a tale of an old man chasing
the kidnapper of his betrothed, and the kidnapper twenty light years away$ And
always Aight, too slow in these cosmic distances, bears back a vision of a
girl, still beautiful - but twenty light years away. The pathetic chase and the




reelization that he would always be trenty years to¢o late make this a great story.
And the wordss "It would be senseless, I knoew, chasing on and on after yester—
deys..." = those words are real. That's t fictlon, tho kind we like to
read, but seldom do, That was the story that clinched me on Sharp.

Bhere is one man who is an acknowledged master in the fileld of weird
fiotion, but who goes unheiznlded in the science fiction field. That man is
Clark Ashton Smith, Alwayu recognized es e "master" through his works in
Weird Tales, he has nol been directly associated with science fiction desplte
the fact that almost half of his published works show a definlte lsaning in the
direstion of scilence=fantasy. Smith 1s & master of words. He knows many and
mnows how to use them vroperly. Probably you would not be impressed if I simply
recounted to you many of the masterful sclence-~fantasies he has had printed in
Welrd Tales, I'll give examples of the ones he has had published in the science
fiotion magazines and 1'1l1 prove to you that Smith is one of the greatest creatora
_ of original science filution of them all.

"The Mas ter of the Astoroid"[Wonder Stories, Oot 1932]), Who thet has
read it can forget it? The mar in the space-shlp stranded on a tiny asterold...
no hops of escapsoc..the tiny, fragile inhabitants of the asteroid that came daily
to proffer thomselves and offer obeirsnce to their imprisoned God..e.how they
lay fruits before the syace ship, and the fruits disappeared nightly, devoured
by some strange beast - and finally the strange thing pisrces the hull of the
ship and comes for him......Beautiful, tragic; soul-~shaking, and written only
as the near-genius of Smith could wrilite it, Then therc is "The Vigitors from
Mlok" [Wonder Stories, May 19331, and how they transport an earthman £rom this
Planet to their world...hov they dhangs his gensory reactions so that their
world, abominably disgusting to him in his natural siate, is a world of unparals
lelled beauty to him now, He returns to earth and his once dependable sense
organs oarry back the once Zamiliar and demirable scenes as hidaous, nauseating
horrors...Do I need to recount the qualities of "The Singing Flame," ["City of
the Singing Ilame" Wonder Siories, July 1931] which Smith olaimed to be his best
work, and its sequel, "Beyond the Sing.lng Fleme® id.s Nov 1931]%ce00.Then
there 1is "Flight into Supcr-Time,” (.,Aug 1932 ] a story of a man afloat in
the Hurth dimension, time, He drifts from world to world, trusting to the
vagaries of fate. The strange experiences he encounters,; never knowing whether
next time there will be ancther world. for him, but death in the embrace -~ of
a raging sun, all combine to make this a élassic short.

We K. Sonneman, John Beynon Huwrris, D. D. Sharp, Stephen G. Hale, K. F.
Ziska, and Clark Ashton Smith - a lint of deserving, but unorowmed, greats. All
of them possessors of fine ability of portrayal of human emotionss the most
eagsential factor in fioction. Story upon immortal story they have written. Are
they all destined to oblivion? I think not. If not now, perhaps some day in ths
future, solentifictionists and mayhaps even the world will awake to the brilliance
of their writings. And these are noi all, Laurence lManning, Thomas S. Gardner,
Chester Do Cuthbert, C}are Winger Harris, Branocis Flagg, W. Alexander, Will H.
Orey, Phillip Jacques " artel; and many, meny others have left a trail of brilliance,
oleverness; and enterthinment value. They should not be left to obacurity.

Arise and demand their return. If they are no longer as fine as of old, let use
be shovn go that we can helieve and understand. But while a string of semi=
clasgics paves their path, they camnot be denied or cast aside. They will
raturnd
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DREAN'S LND

—AA Tale of Pure Fantasy —

Alexander ll. Philiips

They tell strange tales in Sarnac. In the garden of an outlander, one
Sphyrapicus, I heard of The Dreamer, and how his dream ended.

The night was soft about us; we had eaten and suppeds I was drowsy,
having traveled fai that day. The benediction of thec tobacco leaf lay sweetly
in the still air about us. I fear I slepto.

Wild laugiter beyond the gardon wall aroused me. The Angvars were down
from the Hills of Salpic. There would be dark doings in Sarnac this night.
liy host was speaking, and I listened.

"And this man (Sphyrapicus was saying) was unaware of Life and knew it
not, but gathered his dreams and placed one upon another, and fitted them to-
gether, with hero a dream of sunshine and therc a dream of soaring towers, and
again, of supernzl music sweeping up to unimaginable ecstacy.

"Bu% Life tapped him upon the shoulder, saying, 'Forget these things,
for they are nothing, and you must labor.'®

"And the man turned and saild, 'Wherefore must I forget my dreams? And
why are they less than thou? Go, and disturb me not, for thou art lean, and
cruel, and grey with dust.’

nAnd forgeiting Life, he dreamed of the sea, with its white gulls, and
its singing winds, and the blues of it at mid-day, and its mystery under the
moons And he fitted his dream of the sea into another he had dreamed of a fair
land canopied with a blue sky whersin sailed tall, proud clouds, clouds that
were pearl in the morning sun and golden and heavy as they sailed home at suns
set, liko towering, carven galleons laden with treasure.

"And he walked upon a yellow beach at the shorc of his sea where he had
fittod it to the land of which he had dreamed.

"But Life camo again, saying, 'These things are nothing, Labory for it
is the law.! '

uAnd the man was wrought and said, °Get thee from my land, for it is
beautiful and fhou are unclean, and it is serene and thou bringeth confusion and
alarms, and my land is kindly and smiling, and whispers gently of leisurc and
dignity, and thou art cruel and savage, and art convoyed by a host of horrible
thoug.ts, and maggots of meanessesy end kmow nothing of leisure or dignity,
but only squalor and haste and sordidness. Go! I will not labors I know no law.’®

"And again he turnod to his dreams and it seemod to him that he stood on
a dizzy, wind-swept height, and far away,; beyond and between the hills of the
lowlands, lay the blus sea with its ships and its salt currents of wind, And
beneath him the crags broke, and plunged down vast places to the fooi-hills where
the cities nestled, sparkling and gleaming whers the sunlight struck their golden
roofs and threadlil:e towers. And he sat upon his rock as the sun went dovm in
splendor; and from the cities, clear through the miles of empty air, came to him
the hymna raised by the people in glory of tho sung and the sea sang a faint bene~
diction, and slowly darkencd undor the soft feet of night.
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“"Then came Life a third time and beckoned him, and said, Coms, Coms,
thou foolo Long enough hast thou toyed with these worthloss trifles. Thy
labor awaits thee.'!

"Therefore douot thou trouble me?' askoed the man. 'And why must I
labor??®

"'Becausce,' replied Life, ‘thou must eat.®

"And all his land of dreams collapsed and came crashing down about the
man. "

Then Sphyrapicus eeased speaking, olosing his 1lips about the stem of
his long pipe and letting tho dusky fumes escape plecemeal. to curl upwards
with fitful slowness; and I, filled with a strango anddelioate sadness, stared
mistily through the dreaming trees to where the moon sank in quiet brilliance
behind an unlmowable horizon.

They tell strange tales in Sarnmac.

ela
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' [}.9 2]
THE ART OF PURLOINING A LIBRARY BOOK

~as she is done by——Hoy Ping Pong

(Author®s notes In the January-February issue of this magazine, Fred W. IFiacher
in an article entitled, "Trials and Tribulations of & Science Fiction Collector,”
recounts how he was 80 concerned with owming a certain public library book that
he has laid un~honest pians to romove same by thefts; the book being a rare
collectoris item that’s value justified the means. “erein, H., P. Pong, who
has mm up against many a similar situation; tells you confidentially just how

ke obtained his prises, without hurting either the pocketbook or the conacious. )
AN

let me say in the beginning that our local library is shot through ang
through with bocks to tempt the fantasy collector. TFrom my first visit to the
place (I was six years old and wallked off with a copy of “The Wizard of Oz," to
leter toll Pop "a kid gave it to me") my hands have fhirly itched in envy; the
temptation was too much to withstand, I suspect the former librarian had a
fantasy streak in her makeup.

Thers were = I say "wore" ~ scoros of fantastic books therej all of H. G.
Wells® fantastics, *hﬁ@he Smith's, Jack London’s, Earle Cox’s, and several others
writers with just one fantastic book to their oredit, Strangely enough, all
of these hooks have disappeared, with thc possible excoption of the Wells book,
"Blupington of Blup." I was never able to figure out why that one didn®t move.
Alasl llost are gone.

And I, like Fisoher, am slightly angry; somcbody beat me to a classicg
"Out of the Silenoe," by Earle Cox, If all the modern stories dealing with
civilizations rediscovered under the earth®s crust measured up to that one,
you’d be praising the Binders and Hamiltons who write them, to the stars! I
bhad my eye on that one for many moons,; yead So did someone else, it seems. Oh,
I protested. I protested most angrily to the counter-girls I let hor know I
was a tazpayer, and demmit, we taxpayers were entitled to rcad those booksd
They should be protedted from thievesi But I gave it up, and concentrated on
other thingsg the art of getting books past the eagle—eycs behind the counter,
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The o0ld methods of sticking them in your bolt, under your coat, in your
felt hat, and under your sweater must be te#sed out, School kids haye run ithese

méthods into the ground, and the librarians know all these triocks. Tho maa with
the newast idea gets the bird — and tho book.

hese long bobs tho girls are wearing are go handy, but first it is nccaes-
sary to get a feminine acoomplice. You must sclect a small book, tape it to tho
girl’s neck, and drop her long curls down ovor it. Caution hor not to swish, nod;
shake or turn her head, and the book is as good as yours. You can always. tell tho
countor-girl "liy sister has & boil on her nsok."

“nother tape method that ocan be used is this: first dotormine if a male
or female attendant is on duty, and if male, use the girly if femalo, you can
smugelo it out. Let us assume a man is behiad the desk.

Select your book, tape it to the small of the girl's back (you muut be
well acquainted with her) and pull her waist or sweater down over it. Now have
her put on a coat. The result is, the coat so fills out her figure, that the
book shows up only as a amall bulge about the slze of a courtplaster., Jauntily
confido in the man: "Sis hasta wear a belladonna on account she's got a aprained
baok."

I used to toss books out the window to be picked up lator uantil X discoverad
the janitor stood outsido the window catohing them.

hie method works if the innocent party isn't susploiouss whon ho is not
looking,*slip the book you want into his overcoat pocket. Choose a man well-kmown
and upatanding in the community. The attendant will never question him concorninsz
a book in his pocket. Once outside tho building; dash up to him in well-feigued
indignition, and demand he give you your overcoat. Ie will maturally deny the
charge; saying that it is his overcoat and he can prove it.

You ocoms right baok with tho charge that it 1s your overcoat, and you oan
prove itj thare 1s your book in the pocket. He will hastily pull ocut tho book,
realizo it isn't his, and hand 1t over. Then lot him slowly oonvince you that tha
overcoat belongs to him; end departs ILod you have a bookd

I usod to toss books down the waste--shute to be recapturcd later, until
I disocovored the assistant Jjanitor kept a basket at the bottom of the shute to
catch books.

Here 18 a mothod that never failsy if your library has a mailbox in the
lobbys when you walk into the library, have a package in your hands all wrapped
and stamped; ready to mail. Go browse among the shelves. Once alone, amidst the
towors of books, seleot the one you want, unwrap the packagoe and place the book
in it on the shelves and put the one you want in the wrapper. Carofully tie it,
and some minutes later, saunter out,; mailinz thc book to yourself as you saunter
through the library. It nover fails.

A seoond phasce altogethor of the art of bock purloining hasn't yet been
touched ong oard jusgling. To handle this rightly, you must know your library
and its workings porfectly. A knowledge of how book=cards are filed, duc=dates
kepty and so on, are needed. “lso, tho book-cards must be kept in the open, ncax
the counter, to accomodate quick ochamging. A professional plok—pocket, bscause of
his light fingers, has tho best chance here.

Seloot a book;, walk up to the ocountery and have the librarian check it out
to you, “ut of the book 'he will take a big card and on that card he will pote
down the mummber of your card (or your name) and the date the book is duc. he
card is then flled accordingly; As soon as his back is turned, or he waltks*
avay, reach over the counter and retrieve the card. Several things can be done
witu 4its
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a) You ocan put it in the ile lubuled, "Last hooks,"
b) You ocan place i in the file for "Books no longer in stoocks"
") You can teke tha card home with you.
AAt any ratey, the hook is yours, the library has no other zmecord of it,

Sometimes this method worksz If your libraxy uses these pencils with
1ittle rubber stanps on one end of them giving the date, thuslys 9-1-40, simply
change the date to som¢ date already past,; but don't let anyone see you do it,
naturally, When the g.rl stemps this date in your book, and on the master-
card, she places the card on file in what sho fondly believes iz the box. oa.rwying
the date 1t is dus., Let us say 1t is two weekso

lery wells two weeks roll by. On the last day, when your book is duo,
the girl goes through the saxd-box dated for that day and notus all the books that
still havern't beon Teturnsed. On ona of them, yourw, she notes that someonec slipped
up somewhers; hers 1s a card dated for way last year that got in by mistake. She
will place the card where she thinke it rightfully belongss "Books now in Stock’
where it will lay until the place burns dowm.

Speaking of places burning down, I used to have a swell racket: I would
take out & book, keep it until & house burned down, and rush right back to the
library exclaimiry that the book burned when the bouse dids that I had loared
it to a friend of n2ine in that house; and it was now ashes. This worked fine uniil
ons day I was informed that the house that bad just burned down was the Librerxrian's,
and I most certainly hadn't lent any -boaoks to hero

This idea will work Jjust once: ~ Get very well acquainted with the counter—
girle BRun errands for her. Pretty soon she will be seanding you out for milk- -
shekoes and hamburgers. One evening, just as sae asks you to go for a hamburger,
be engrossed in a book:. Yes,; you'll go, but Joutll- take the book along to read
while the hamburger is baing cooked. 'Take the girlfs quarter; and the book,
and run down the naxt blook 40 the.hamburger-Jjoint, Keep running,

Here's a nifty way: Select two or three booke you want and stack them cm
& cheir near ths door. Then go to the back erd of the ¥ room, push over a mountain
of books, scoream, and run ¢ the desk, shoutings "Hey! A woman just fainted
back theref{" LEveryone will rush back,to see the spectavlec Tou grad your books
and rush out the door. This, too; can 1'e worked only ocuce,

The most spectacular, the most ingeniocus, and the greatest pilfrsy ever
rerpetrated on the local library was; I must modestiy admit; executed by an accam—~
plice and myself. Stacked nsar the bacii deor were hundreds of volumes tc be
tranaported to a WPA dookbinding project in town. The library got the books re-
bound free, Uncle Sem paid the gizrls who rebound bocks , and everybody was happyo

Previously, I had inssrted in this pile of worr hooks, two dozen or so
I wanted. One morning this accomplice and I backed a small truck up to the back
door, walked in with the reaigned alr of a HPL worker; our faces assuming the
looks of good little Democrats who voied forrEoosevelt five times every election,
end piled the books on ocur truck:: bofwos

Unger and Korshak bought their col ections from this truock-load.
¢ ool @
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INITIAL INTRODUCTIONS

by
Harry Varner, dJTo

J"‘very‘t;h:i.ng, including one’s entrance into the fantasy world, must have
a beginning. Possibly a few reminiscenscs of some of my own "firsts" might be
of interest.

lhe first fantasy story I ever remember reading — outside, of course, of
Poter Rabbit and Aesop’s Fables ~ was a condensed version of Jules Verne's "From
the Earth to the Mocn," in about 10,000 words. I remember thinking how slow the
story seomed to move, and how much useless detail there seemed to be. I wonder;
now, what I would have thought had I read the original veraion fira®l Probably
I'd have beed disgusted with the first fifty pages. (Later, I did read the ori-
ginal, of coursc, at the age of about twelve. Even then it seemed to drag horribly,
but I managed to plow through it, and felt rether good about the whole thing in
the end.

Iy first scicnce fiction magazine I cannot remember for certain. I was
either an Amazing or a Wonder, in the early part of 1933, but I am not psure which -
because soon after buying - the one, I purchased the other. Neither can I remem=
ber the first story in them I reads the first one I can reomember is "The Radio
War," another slow-moving thing translated from the French, but it secems to me
that I tackled several of the shorter stories before that., Those particular two
igsues wers dull ones, I see now, and right now it seems a wonder to me that I
managed to stay interested. It wasn't until the last month in 1933 that I really
was converted, though = the January,-1934, Astounding did it, with "Colossus."

Well I remember my first ocpy of leird Tales - because it was only two
years ago. Yor a long while, the magazine wasn' t obiainable in town at all, and
inquiries brought forth only replies that it had gone out of business. I kmew that
to bs wrong, of course, but try to convince a magazine dealer of somethingd Then
that particular morming I had been to the library, I believe ~ it was in the
sumner and a hot day -~ and c¢n the way home, something ocaused me to stop in at a
1ittle store which sells novelties, hovbies® supplies, and as & sideline has a
rental library and small magazine  rack. And there was a copy of Weird Talesd
I shelled out my two bits, made a new record in the twelve blocks cutting home,
and read the first yarn #hat caught my attention in it. It was Dr. Keller's
"Dust in the House," and that yarn is still ome of my favorites. Second came
Bloch's "Return to the Sabbath®" — which I still think is one of tho most gruesoge
yarns written ~ and in anothor day I had finished tho magazine.

My first fantasy book ic again hazy, but I think it was one from the 1library
about a cave-man -~ or maybe a gcave-boy - named "Ab." Quite a mystery sur-
rounds this yarn for me. Daspitesheroic efforts, I have never beon bhble to re-
member the title of it, and I can %t rccall the conorete incidents in i, nox the
author's name. At the time —~ seven or eight years ago -~ I was permitted only in
the children®s section of the library, and there is always a largo turn--gver of
books in that department — due to loss, cuick wearing our, and so forth. I bor=
rowed the book and read it for the First time; six months later I wanted it again
and tried to find it. But I couldn’t, T couldn’t remember the title for certain,
the librarian couldn t holy me, it wasn t to be found on tho shelves; and I still
know next to nothingrabout it. Does any fan? [Story of Ab, by ”aterlooo]

My first back issues of stf magazines came two at once. They were 1931
Amazings, which I found in an old store that sold back number magazines on the
side. At that time,they were only three or four years old, and so I got them for
a dime each, in virtually perfect condition. Inside of three days, I think,

they were read from cover to cover, and I was after more., DBut though I searched
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that store’s stock for months after that » Onos a week or mors often, the

only other fantasy magazine I was able to uncover was a 1931 Amazing Q\mrte;};,r -
for a quarter. Then the old Proprietor of it died, and it went out of busineas,.

My first fan magazino was the issue of tho old Tessoract (Hovember, 1936)
containing the first installment of J. Harvey Haggardis "Planet of No Return" and
Nadles "Devolution." It was snt me because my name had appeared in the letter
section of Astounding, a8 a sample copy, and I didn't, to my eternal Tegret, subd
soribe. Lliy emotions on getting it were mixed: I thought thore wers a lot of
things thet could be done to make it better, and that it was a swell idea Just
the same and that I'd have to immediately join the SFAA; subscribe te the magazine,
and also buy up most of the back issues of the pros that were offered o entiaingly
low-priced. I didn't do any of those mentioned things,

The first fantasy movie I ever saw was 8een over a period of twelve waeks,
and I described it in detail in an erticle soveral months agoy the picturse was a
serial entitled "The Vanishing Shadows®” and I have yet to find another fan who can
romember & great deal about it. That was quite a while ago, though T have no means
of finding out just wheny I believe, though, 1t must have been sometime betweon
1934 and 1936, for I was living in a different scction of town at the time -- ag T
did until 1936 ~ and I'm almost positive it was after I began reading science
fiction magazines. ("The Vanishing sl_ua.dow“ wes an Universal serial, issued in
early 1934, the featured player being Onslow Stevens, It was an Invisible lan
storyy in fact I've heard that it was composed of many of the rejected scenes of
"The Invisible Man." - Ed.)

Finally{ my first fan contact, techniocally, was probably Ted Carnell,
though he dossn't remember it. It was in the shape of a pencilled notation on a
sample copy of Novae Terzras, "U.S. Stamps OK.™ “hat one doesn®t count, thoughs
my first contact with the real scienea fiction world ceme after Jim Avery and T
had detemmined to publish Spaceways and I mailed out a hunch of letters asking for
material. Previously, our names were completely unknown, and neither of us had
ever beon in contact with a fan or professional author. Ten lettors went out
as the same %ime from mej the first two responses came in the mail a few days later
at the same time - from Amelia Reymolds Long and Ls E. Smith, If memory servas,
1 opened first the one from Skylark, and thus made my entrance into the fan world.

THE END
Fantagsoience Digest, Issuc No 2, 1940

(3, 2]
EXCERPTING ABD BINDING

by
Langley Seaxrles

The appearance of Famous Fantastic Lystories and the five issucs of Pap-
tastic Novels has not by any neans made excerpt~binding obsolete; not only has
the supply available reprints been scarcely touched, but, at ke present rats
of use ~ 60,000 words bi-monthly - it won't be for years. loreover, with the
axoception of llerritt’s novels, very little stufi of pre-~1930 vintage is seeing
the light of printer's ink, aAnd besides, much lunsey s~f will Probably never be
reprinted at all ~ no Burroughs, for example; and few it any of the lesser-known
and not as well-done yamms,of Zngland, Smith, and Flint. (Have you noticed that
ocutside of "The Blind Spot" and sequel, only one Flint story has been reprinted?
It's no accidents the rece®tion that "The ILord of Death" met with hag discouraged
the early appearance of the remainder of his stories. In fact; you may never see
them reprinted et all.) Plenty of those old-timers are pretty tame reading nowa:-
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dayss of coursec, if you read 'em back in 1918 or 80, memory can s8till play the
hypnotist with you when you ses them again, but if you read them for the first

time in 1941 and your hindsight is not 25 years but only five ——

All of which shows that excerpting and binding is in _nc sense out of date
in 1941, any more than it was in 1931, or will be in 1951, And hence a few
pointors on the subject would be timely to note, for it is fBr more of an art
than 1s generally supposed. Once a serial is excerpted and bound, it can
seldom - if mistakes are made and a sloppy job has resulted -~ be done over neatly;
the task should be done porperly the first time.

Suppose, for example, that we have a six-part serial on our hands, and
let us follow through the various steps in the making of the final product,
laterials needed: scissors; rubber paper~cement, ruler, pencil, heavy pins, (or
very slender nails), a small hammer, heavy magazine staples (paper clips, cut and
bent to the proper size with pinchers, may be used if staples are lacking),
brovm gummed tape (one inch wide), blank pulp-type peper, a fow sheets of bond
or typewriter paper, Tho work is most conveniently oarried out on a knee-hole
desk or a table of suitable heights

First, remove the staples from the magazine, bending them back where they
clamp over the last pagc of the magazine, and pulling them out in front ~ best
acoomplished by slipping the ends of a closed scissors under the wires and twigt-
ing thonm free. Now view tho magazine along the top edge near the backstrip,
and note that it is composed of five or 8i® sections, still held together by glue,
By consulting tho table of contents, the seotion or sections containing the
8esired scrial can be located by tho page numbers. Break the binding on both
sides of these sections and carefull remove them intact, Separate them carefully,
and then chip off tho dried gluc. Noxt, toar the scctions apart in ‘the middle
(wherc the fold is) = or better 8till, out them apart with a scissors. Discard
the pages not ocontaining the desired story, and then repeat the entirc process
for all the other parts of the serial story, setting aside sach installment in
tho proper order.

Tear or cut out about a dozen sheets of pulp paper to the atandard maga-
gine size (9 3/4 = 6 3/4), and put two of them before the first page of the story.
Now take the first page and, if tho story itself begins on an even—numbered page,
cement to its back a blank sheet of pulp paper, using rubber cement (I use"Best-
Test" brand myself), and following the directions given for permanent binding.

Be sure to apply a thin, even coat of theo cemont oth to the back of the first
story-page and the blank sheet of the paper; gat a 258 can with a brush for easy
application; or for even better results spreaua the stufl on with your index fin~
ger (it is easily rubbod off whon dry). This rubber cement has the great advan-
tago of nut wrinkling the paper it is used on, and also rubbing off eny excess
that may have beem inadvertantly applied on the wrong arca.

Now turn to the last page of part one. If it is odd=numbered, it has on
the back some advertising or the beginning of some other story, or some similar
unwvanted material. If tho first page of part two of the sorial is also odd-num-
bered; the columns of print from the last page of part one may be carefully cut
out and transferrod (cement them on in the usual way) to this first page of part
two, Although the illustration (if any) should not be covered in this wayy the
synopsls may be, as it is of no value if tho cntire stor, i1s present. If thers
is any of those colunns left over, simply cement them to a blank pPage, and place
the latter between the two installiments., If thero is not enough  to cover the
synopsig, simply use a bit of blank pulp paper, cut to the proper size, to do it.
On the other hand, if the first page of part two is oven~numbered, insert a blank
page between tho two serial parts, and on the first side of it cement the cast
columns of part one and on the sccond side the beginni.ig of part two, Combined
with a few variactions to suit specific conditions, this method will usually suc-
ceed beautifully in eliminating unwanted printed matter from the pages of the
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serlal. Apply this method to the Jjunciure of paris two znd three, three and four,
otc,y until the last page of the story is reachod. Trcal this like the first page
if necessary, and then after it put a couple of blank sheets of pulp paper.

Now take two sheets of bond paper (cut to magazine sire) and along one
gide of eaca gtick down a strip of the brown gummed~-taje. Ure one of these pages
(4ape side in) for a title-page, typing or writing on it thc name of the story,
the author, and any other Information you wish to reccrd permenently, and placing
it in the position of page one. Use the other page (likewiie tape-side in) for
the last pagz of the serial.

This completed, all is ready for stapling, father the pages together,
shalkking dnd tapping them until the left-hand and uppsr edges are even. Keeping
them in this position, place them down flat, the Tirst page uppermost and the
left-hend edze toward you. Ieaving an inch of so space fre: along this edge,
welght down the pages with some hcavy objects, such as books, to keep them in
place. Next, usiag heavy pins or slender nails, drive holeu for three staples
along the edgsj one set of holes should he in the middle, and the olthers about
an inch and a quarier from either end. *ever attempt to drive in the staples with-
out first preparing holes for them, as this is ono of the surest wais to botch
the job completelys IBut, on the other hand, the holes should not bs so large as
to ellow the pages to shift. After t.e staplcs have been driven through their
holes; turn them dovm at the back in the usual way.

Then take a plece of gummed tape and fasten it lenghhwige around the f
fapled edges to act as a backstripy, After this, take another piecu of similar
‘ergzth, and told it in half lengthwise, gummed side out. Moisten cue-~half of
At an affix along the left-hand (stapled.) edge, folded side to th. left., Wet
ice Otlsr  odge and press dowa a 8 1/2 x 11 shest of bond raper over it, leaving
atout &1 inch and a half prcjecting over the left-hand edge. Now cemont this
pidjectiny sdge around the back of the magazine - that igy the baskstrip - to the
back side. hen trim off any paper extending beyond the edges of the pages of
the story, If tie serial had a cover illustration, it can be cemsnted 4o the
froit covsr of tlo bound storyg and if desired, a small strip of paper bearing
the typod title o7 tho story may be cemented to the backstrigp. ‘"inall;y, gtack
& pile of books on top of the bound story, and allow it to remein under pressure
at ieasi overnight, preferably longer.

The chief objection to binding a serial in this mammer will probably *»a
thet it 1s time-consuning operation. Granted, it is. bBut the result will usually
be found to be worth whe trouble expended. 4nd if it is absclutely nscessary to
cut aowm on time, simply oliminate the cementing operations described in para-
greph six above,

If you're an entirely new hand at this business, hoere's a few more tips
for yeus Mirat, don't tey to hurry the processy there are simply no short cuts
to a matly~bound excerpi, unless you want to buy it already made. Second, don't
cake yrur first binding Jobs on your best storiess practice oh the worgt ones
first, then tackle the gcol ones. And here's a tip, not ouly for beginners, but
for everybody, Alweys he on the lookout for new tricks and ideas that you can
incorpo.ate into your work; and don ¢ hesitate to tiy them, for that's the only
way to 1rove tkolr worth, S

sastlys; don't take it for granted that, because the average story runs
%0 magazile length - 128 pages or so -~ you must limlt or bulld up the stories you
bind to approximately. that length, ' By using heavien -~ cardboard - covers,; and
heavier staples, you can build up your bound excerpts to 400-500 pages safelys
if neceasary for added strength, reinforce the baeckstrips and cover hinges with
cheese~cloth, Thus you oan collect the works of your favorite suthor in one
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"book." Yor example, in my owm exzcerpt collection, I have William Gray Beyer’s
sories of stories bound up in this fashiony it runs to about 300 pages. Like-
wise, the Argosy fantastics of llurray leinster (tiere are about khirteen yarns
in all, by the way) I have bound up in ocne volumes they run to about 450 pages.

In closing, 1 would/@@$ise bothering with serials that have appeared &n
book form if you can get the book instead. laving a novel in a professionally-
bound volume is better, of course,; than doing it yourself; but often ~ as with
some of ierritd’s works - the book is far harder to get. So bind the story up
yourself if you have to - and be assured that if you take tine and patience enough
on the job to do it right, it will comparc favorably in appearance with the
professional version. nd good luck to you in your work.

“ [, et
Fantascience Digest, Nov-Dec, 1941 [3, 3]

THE DECADLNT ACE IN MAGAZINL SCILNCE IPICTION
e
Robert 7. Lovmdes

(Botes The writer makes no pretense, in this article, of speaking for
any save himsolf, Ho would be interested in knmowing how many, if any, of the
"oldtime fans"agree with him, "0ldtime fan" in this case is to be taken as
desoriptive of an enthusiast in magazine scicnce~fiction of not leas than ten
years standing. o o o oThc term "decadent" is among the many abused expressions
in our language; it = has come to mean, for many people, sheer contempt and a
brand of inferiority. Not so is it used here. 'hen the writer says 'decadent"
he is employing an analytic adjoctive in denoting o types no comment upon de-
sirability or goodness is to be connoted therewith.)

tthen one speaks of a period of decadence in the arts, in musio, or in
literature, it is ugually assumed that this poriod follows a classical or
"zolden age" era. 4_hc-: particular art heretofor has been flowlng onward, keoping
pace with the flow of progress in the world without, gaining in strength and
agility, increasing steadlily both as to quantity and guality. When tho hiatus
ooours, this flow is blocked, but not abrogated; sheer inertia causcs it to spread
out, to flow back upon itself, to create eddies and whirlpools. Tor a time, this
spreading our sreates great brilliance, and not until the flow has finally halted
and the stream become stacnate doos "decadence" become death.

In magazine scionce fiotion, we saw a classlecal pgriod, although whether
or not thers really was anything resembling a "golden age 1s very questionable.
Had the world not becn plunged into chaos be economic crifiis of unprecedented order,
had the flow of scicnce not beon halted thus, then magezine soience fiction could
oorrespondingly have reached tho peak of its development. ut with the breakdown
of soicentific progress, the forcible retrogression of progfbss in many parts of
the world, and the mad divergence of all aims to military objectives, science
fiction, which was so vitally connected with the freec and unhamp §§ge &?w of
soientific thought, progress, and experiment aloag constructive/§ nes struck
an impassable barrier. So far had it gonej no f rther could it go. It couldy
true, look into the immediate fubturo, build upon whet knowledge there was and ex-
trapolate upon such building blocks of the future as the scientis® had made or
desoribed, but no longer was there an ever-progressing base for it. Yor five yoars
there hawe beon little or no pew basas for soience fictiony there have only been
modifications and improvements upon such bases as had been and rejection of a few
whioh had secemed sound at that time. The proof of this is indicated in that out
standing scienco fiction stories of five years ago arc hardly .distingulishable, from
the soientific basis thereof, from outstanding science fiotiun tales of today. Yot
compare the best stf tales of five years ago with the best of ten yeers ago., I
will become painfully apparent, then, how complete the hiatus has been.
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L% 1s not enough %o sarug the matier off by suggesting commercialism on +the
paxt of editors and publishers. Not that this has no effecty, but that 1t cannot
be accepted as the prime factor., Editors and publishers have always been commercial.
The Argosy fantastic tales would not have been continued if from the firsi, they
had not proven drawing cards, immensely popular with tho readers.

As a matter of fact, when we spsak of "bases" for stf tales. the rejection
of this principle by so many authors and editors, and the widespresd doubt as
to whether or not such exists can be taken as a symptom of decadence.  Science
flotion has long ceased to be explorative; it is now decorative. At its best it
is ®mooth entertalnment, brilliant fantasy with an undertone pleasing to "sirsam-
lined" moderms, It aids in the mythology that scientists have invented for
themselvess it shows every sign of becoming fhe mythology of the Heurotic Age
(wit: thanks to Stanton A. Coblentz Por a very apt non-political definition of
our times). '

~hen did the decadent ags in magazino science fiction begin? It seems to
have sterted markedly with Veinbaum, the great decorative romanticist. Ironically
snoughs he brought inte stf something it needed after it was too late for any
immovation to be of any use %o it. The river had already been damned. Weinbaum
brought the rcalisit-romantic touch, ths light realism which, during the olassical
period could well have resulted in remarkebls progress in stf. But, further
prograss weing impessible, it remained only for the stf writers to make of this
valuable instrument in stf expression a thing=in-itself.

And with what brilliance has tiae stream of science~fiction flowed back
upon its owm ocurrent, made eddies and whirlpools, expanded and increased enormously.
The fact that, despite economic conditions, there are a dozen &if magazines going
cshows that it 1s not dcad - yet.

£ number of enthusiasts, no doubt, wish it were dead. But tkhe decadent
tge in magazine sclence-ficiion is not yet over, and it goes on, briliiantly and
nmeaninglessly. Out of tuis whirlpool has come and will come many tales excellent
in themselves, some tales which are literature. It will serve one purposes to
show tho inhabitants of some distant fubture how mighty were the woithings of the
orsative, imaginative moul of the 20th century in the dark ags of economic

clsruptieac :
[IC0+11]]
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