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Introduction-

Futuris Fentasia first appeared in the Summer of 1939 as a standard size
[ 17?.. x 11") mimeographed magazine of 12 pages, edited by Bay D. Bradbury.
The second and third issues contained 20 pages. All had covers by Hans
Boko The mimeographing was in the IASFL green 80 prevalent at that time.
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GREETINGSS AT LONG LAST——— FUTURIA FAUTASIAZ

The best lalid plans of men, it seems,; are dsstined for detours or permanent and
disappointing annihilation upon the road to accomplishment. It was this way with
Puturia Fantasia, plamned for publicatior. last sumer, Piles of archaic tomes =
towezed on all sides of the editorial desk, When the door to the office was opened
wexpectedly a white gusher or manuscripts and relatives spewsed out. More than
once Yo Editor was suffocated unto death by the musty volumes that poured in
from all over Los Angeles. And then——somacne turned off the finmancial faucet—
leavirg us all soaped up, but with no water! 4And so, into an enforced hibernation
went Fufla. The manuscripts became intimate acquaintances with all of the spiders
in the family vaulis——=even the writers could be seen lounging around in their cas~
kots waiting for Technocracy and their thirty doubloons every Thursday to come
rolling in.

But recently, awakening from the profound inactivity of spring fever,; your edi~
tor became interested in Techmoorady. The more he heard about it,; the more he
waented everyone else to hear. Soy turning the revolving door on his oxrypt; he
reached over and shook Ts B. Yerke out of his stupor and bsgged him to write an
axrticley; The Revolt Of The Scientistsy which appears herein., Not content with this
he engaged Ron Reynolds,; new fan author who first appeared in Tucker's D!'JOURNAL,
to whip up a story about thie Technate and its effect upon the hack writer in the
coming decades., And Ackerman is hered Science Miction's finest fan and friend
has turned in an interssting yarn that he wrote at the gentle age of sixteen; some
few ysars past. But best of all=-there is nothing humorocus in this issue by the
editor himgelf=—which should cause huge, srateful sighs of relief from Maine to
lliske and back! Bradbuty justv hus a pocemy; end a sorious one at that,

And so==—=here it isy for ten cents,; out every other decade or so—Guturia Fantasia-
sohypoed into Life mainly because of the crving neced for more staunch Technocrats,
mainly because of the New York Convention {with which it doesn’t deal at all in
subject matter..but does so whole-heartedly in spirit and thought), and mainly be-
cause 1t's been a helluva long time since a lirge size mag came from our IASFL
way, wWhere the natives are all sitting around and dreaming of the New York Canyon
Kiddies and praying, atheistically of coursey; that in the near futume they may
wind uap in Manhatter behind the pool=ball-perisphere-——and I don’t mean the one
numbersd eight. Nome of the expectantripsters have ever seen New York before and
have already cheweéd their fingernails down to the shoulder in extatic anticipation.

I hope you like this brain-child, spawnsd from the womb of a year long inani-
mation. If you do like ity how about a lotter sent to the editorial offices of
F.Foy at 1841 South lanhatten Place, Los Angeles, California? Appoint yourself as
A1 mourner and critic and pound away at the mag. It will be appreciated. “nd
if you have a diie in your pocket that hasn't had a breath of air in a fisw days
just drop that in, too, This is only the first issus of FuPa..if it succeeds
there will be more, better, issues coming up. And your co—-operation is needed.

'GOOD LUCK TO THE NEW YORK SCIENTI~FAN CONVENTION-d &

I'LL MEET YOU IN MANHATTEN=J

Ray D, Bradbuxy,
editor
e
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THE REVOLD OF THE SCIENTISTS By Technocrat Bruce Yerke

The editor of this magezine has asked me to prepare an erticle about a cexrtain
subject that has hitherto been totally lacking from the pages of all the scienti-
fictional magezines, and which, with an article in a special LASFL publication,
burst 2 bombshell on the science-fictional field; and at the same moment punched
sn irveparable hole in the Wollheim=Michel gas bag. *Yeing recognized as the science-
fiction Mechnocrat, I was asked to do this by Mr. Bradbury, who is himeelf o new
Tooruit to OUR ranks. Since many of the readers of this magazine have already
road the article in the Pivst MIKROS, I fecl that I can take a few llberties to
go ahead.

When you write an introductoery article to a gensrally new audience on Technocracy,
you have to start from the ground up. You cannot assume that the readers know a
whit about it. This, eventually, becomes boring t¢ the ieasher; for he is so ex-
uberant and arxious to take up other phases of the subject that he soon gats tired
of merely tellimng of the first stepping stone in a vast subjecto

This article will cause much interrogation. It would be impossible for me, in
tbis ‘iimited space, to give you all of the facts I wish to, but I do suggest that
everyone who is interested should go to the nearest TECHNOCRACY INC. section (2nd
there are many in every large city) and receive some of their literature, or write
40 CONTINENTAL HEADQUARTERS 3£ you live at some flag sitop, and get their pamphletsa,

If you have ever heard of Technooracy, it was probably through some garbled
news item, and thus you, like I myself; no doubt have or had a very wrong opinion
of thls organization, It is pexrfectly legal in all respects, being incorporated
under the laws of New York State. It is technically an educational oxganization,
and many authorities have to admit that Tech'’s twenty week study course is the
equivalent of a 4 years college experience. The fact that its speakers are allowed
to talk in public high achools; and hold meetings in tho same place, shows that
even the erefully censured school board isy at least, not opposing it.

Technooracy is not an organization that wants to overthrow the American govera-
ments bubt only an org. thet will abep in when the present Price System collapses.
(At this point it MUST be taken note of that PRICE SYSTEM is not a different word
for the Marzian definition of CAPITALISM. Price SYSTEM is merely a term designating
any gystenm using a circulating medium of exchange for the distribution of goods
and serviees.

If you go to a Technocracy sectlion, they willl show you & chart that wili convince
you that this gystem will ocollapse befors 1945, probably 1942, This chaxrt shows
the economic trends of this nation from its birth %o 19395 and also the amount of
sxtraneous energy and human toil required to produce and maintain this economy.
ffhen you loave, mou'll be convinced, don't worry. I have not the tims nor spacs
to do that here.. The end of the Price Systew is inevitabley; and when it comes you
are not faced with the shoice of taking Technocracy or Socialism, Commniasm, or
any other *ismd. You.are faced with a choies of Tech. or chaos, out of which the
majority of us will not emerge—- allve,

This nation is eo highly inter=dependenty that the failure of one phase of its
industrial sequence would mean the ultimate collapse of the whele country. If the
slectric power of New York were shut off, thc olty would burn down in approximately
SIX HOURS! This, because of the rate fires break out. If the transportation system
woers shut off, all of the food in the city would be gone in six daysy water would
be 80 pollated that diseacze 10,000 times worse than the Black Plague would break out,

I shall not spend time telling you why we ame faced with economic disaster, for
thousands of examplce can be had at a Technocracy scction. We shall, for the pun-
poses of this article simply assume that the collapse is near; within a matter of

daysgo



All of the large business institutes, and Technooracy as well, will kmow within
100 days of the time of the ultimate end, when all stocks and bonds depreciate to
zero and the financial structure of this country is dus to fall.

At this time Technocracy will do what is termed in colloquial “merican slangwem
"TURN ON THE HEATI" At the present time Technooracy is not interested in forming
e largo organization, formed of emotional butterflys. It is constructing a funcs
tional groupy a muoleus of people who know the subject to a Ty and who will be pre-
pared to act in the forming of a skeleton control until things are reorganized.
In the last five years Technooracy has not used one bit of emotional fly paper; but
has presented its whole plan in plain factsy and in as hard=boiled and umentertaining
a manner as could be done without insulting the listeners. Nevertheless Tech. is
the fastest growing organization in the nation. (except the relief organization)

Under Technocracy people will be classified in a set of probably 100 industrial
sequences, according to teir work, %ach of these is Jmown as a FUNCTIGNAL
SEQUENCE. Iet us trace the work of one sequence from the bottom to the top.

The nation will be divided into regional divisions, determined by latitude and
longitude. In each division there will be the various offices of whatever sequences
are operating in that division. (Bach sequence of the 100 different ones will not
necessarily appsar in every division, ‘though.) Some will have only three or four
or even as high as fifty. In this division we will find, say, a factory, for the
production of steel, and thus thero will be a steel sequence in this division.

(This is how it will work in all sequences, essentially.)

The lowest olassification will be the man doing the simplest job. We'®ll use as
our example one who works a welddn; torch., All the welding torch workers in that
factory will be under a forman. He will be elected out of the torch workers as
the one mose efficient, working the best, who is most popular, though the latter
factor’s not so influencing as it is ai present.

All the foremen in that area division will elect a divisional head of foremen
of torch weldin, orews. Out of all the head foremen of torch welding and steel.
dumping ocrews and tie gther numerocus distinct functions, there will be elected a
divisional head. The “ivision heads tien elect a national heads The national
heads of all the other”’sequences. will form what will be known as ths Continental
Control, electing an executive director, mersly a presiding officer, with not even
the powers of the present president. He is answerable to, not answered to.

All the other basic funotions will have essentially the same organization, and
it is anticipated there will be 90 to 110 of them. At the presont time 93 have been
worked out. The one thing of note is that there will not be more than F6UR offices
between Ammando Pinccio of the garbage truck crew and the head of the national
sequence of waste disposal.

The thing of most interest to all interested is the method of purchase or what
is referred to as the LEDIUM OF EXCHANGE., In the TECH THERE IS NO IIEDIUM OF EX-
CHANGE, THERE IS ONLY A METHOD OF TECHNOLOGICAL ACCOUNTING.

The means whereby you will get a new razor blade or a malted milk ame t0 be known
as DISTRIBUTION CERTIFICATES OR ENiRGY CERTIFICATES. These certificates, issued
to every person on this continent every 30 days, will be good only for one person
and nodther. Since they will be able to purchase as much, ory, I should say, since
they will give the individual purchasing power of 20,000 dollars pex year, each will
have evorything he needs. Stop right now and think what this means in the re-
duoction of orime. These certificates cannot be tolen, and since everyone will have
all they can possibly use, there will be no need to sieal.

With the technological development on this continent at present it is possible
to turn out, at peak production, enough for every person to have a terrific abundance,
and to do this, with a littlec mechanization done in the period of a month or so,
it is only necessary for every able individual male, twixt ages 35 & 45, to work
four hours a day, 4 days a week, for 165 days a year-—to kecep this production turning
over., If any one works more, someone else works less. So draw your own conclusiomns.



A3l things under the Technate will be controlled, numbered by a modified
DEWVEY DECIMAL SYSTEM, as used in libraries now. The enewgy certificate will hawve
on its face the sex, age, Jjoby, place of birth, address, where he works, and the
worker®s number, all recorded by this system. ~L‘here are also places for pum-
chages, four, to be exact. When one makes up his mind to buy something, he goes
to the stove (an example) and buys a pair of shoes. By means of a photoelectric
machine (already developed) the salosclerk would punch out numbers and the certi-
ficate would come out bearing, ncatly perforateds "3404600@119E07280oo/aeH76302ee/
o,O,,,Z°97321..9/006205@ua21005°" All this means that the article was a pair of
low shoes, made by the leather sequence, that they were men's shoes, [size 11,]
width B, last number 7, and style 8. Second series of numbers are the serial num-
bers of the machine, thixd is the nwiber of the certificate, and the last the
date and time.

At the end of the day the total lever of the machine would be pressedy; and all
+the numbers, styles, etc. would be separated into totals (1ike nickels and dimes
in a coin changing machine). The totals would them be telotyped to the divisional
H.Q. of the leather sequence where it would be registered. *his affords a contin-
uouss inventory of the whole comtinent. The following day, as many shoes as had been
s0ld in the continent would be manufactured.

Many- $hingsg such as housing, transportation, medical care, recreation, education,
etcy; are furnished by Technoc®acy. One can easily see what a secure life this
affords every citizeny, and what a boon it is %o scientific research.

I said that I wouldn®t mention mamy things that would solve questions in the
readers minds, but if all questions are sent o the editorial offices iie will
contrive to open a forum.

In closing remember these fow things. Technocracy is NOT a political or reve
lutionary movemento. It is 100% American. It cammot work amywhere but on the
American continent; because only here have we the necessary technological develop-
mentss the necessary trained force of technicians, and the necessary resources to
institute an economy of abundance in place of an economy of scarcity. Technocrasy
is the only salvation when the Price System fails. 1% is not a political theory,
but the new state of civilization. It is the best ierm. of democracy ever conceived.
It furnishes security, educationy protection, and ail that goes with it to the
people of the American continent. It is not in its formative state. It could be
installed on a seventy=two hour call, The only reason why we don't have it now
is because YOU are still duped ito believing there is another way out.

Take Technocracys or take chaosd
wtes °

*xtSummez, 1939 [1, 1]

This being the first issue of Fula I feel fortunate in being able to offer a
piece of scientifiction by the Rield's most famous fan.

THE RECORD was written first in 1929, scarcely more than a sketchy, on two pages.
Ackerman was thirteen. IED EARL REPP, LA author of THE RADIUNM POOL, said of its: "I
found it delighting and exceptionally interesting fof the writing of a bhoy so
young."™ Ackerman rewrote it into a three page story, later, the present products
It has not been touched since. It is not being retouched now. Allow me to
present THE RECORD as a record of how Forrie wrote, spedled and punctuated six
years ago at the age of sixteen. ZEd.



THE RECORD
by
FORREST J ACKERMAN

For- twenty years——for twenty long, horror filled, war laden years the Earth
had not known peace.

Hovering over the metropolises of the world came long, lean battle projectiles,
glinting silver in the sunlight or coming like gauntt mirages of grey out of the
midnite sky to blast man®s civilization from its ocultural foundations. Man against
man, ship against ship—a ceaseless and useless orgy of slaughter. Llien, at their
battle stations in the ships, pressed buttons, releasing radio bombs that blistered
space and lifted whole cities up in shattered pieces and flung them dovm, grim
ruinsy reminders of man’s ignorant hatreds and suspicions,

And gagp——thick black clouds of it— billowing over the cities, seeking every
possible egress, pushed forward by colossal Wind machines. But even when Victory
came for the one side, often Nature; in one of her vengeful moments, would send
the black gas flowing back to annihilate its senders.

Rays cut the aird Power bombs exploded incessantly! Evaporays robbed the
Earth of its water——shot it up into the atmosphere and made of it a fog that con-
densed only after many months. *#nd heat rays made deserts out of fertile terrain.

Reys that hypnotized caused even the strong minded to commit suicide or reveal
militaxry seorets.s Rays that effected the optical norves swept cities and left the
population groping end blind, unable to find dod,

It was a war that destroyed almost all of humanity. And why were they fighting?
For pleasure and amusementd

In the middle of the twenty-second century, every nation had a standard defense.
The weapons of war of each were equal-—not in proportion to size, but actually,
since man-power no longer counted high. Pacifiam had done its best, but the World
was armed to the hilt. nd now——though illogically-——it felt safe—for every
nation meant the same as™if all had nothing,

“nother thing-—there was no work to be done. Robots dit it. And there seemed
nothing left to discover, invent or enjoy. Art was at 1its perfectiony poetry was
mathematically correct and unutterably beauntiful--worked out by the Esthetic
machines. Soulptoring had been given the effect complete, artists hands gulded by
wonderful pieces of machinery. Huge museums were crammed with art put out synthetic—

ally.

And thus it was with the many Arts and their oreators who grew stagment in their
perfection. £nd it was that way with tho many sciences alsOecco !

Paleontologlsts had found, and articulatedy; and catalogued every fossil. *he
ancestor of the Eohippus, the little four-toed Dewn Horse, was discovereds the'
direct link between man and ape established in skeletal remainsjy the seat of life
itself definitely proved Holartica. And great bio-chemists, skilled in the scilence
of vital prooecses,; had oreated synthetic tissues and muscles aid fleshy built upon
the frames that had been recovered bodies with skillful modeling...oeven supplied
them with blood and given them the spark of LIFE.....S0 that Paleobotonists re-~
created the flora of a prehistoric era. Again the ponderous amphibious bronto~
saur pushed thru marshes. Fish emerged upon the land, and the first bird archasop-
toryx tried his imperfect wings for £1izht, In the regulated climates of long dead
ages, fish, amphibians, reptiles,; birds and mammals lived again for the edification
of those interested in the very ancient—or who were amused with queer animals.



But thst was only paieontologically speaking. Yhexe wore the heavens to be cun-
sidered. They had beent the stars and planets welghed and mseasured, their composition
noted, courses plotted with super-accuracy. Lvery featurc had been mapped~—overy
climatic condition recorded. Life had been mamsd and numbered..then photographed.

“nd these were but first considerations., Actually, what wasn®t known about the
Solar System had not occurred as yet., DBut that would probably be remedied by a
machine to view the future.

There was physics, biolegy, anthropology, zoology, geology, bacteriologys
botony—~-and 'ologles’ and ‘cycnies’ and *onomies® such as ran into figures which
only rachines could calculate.

A book could indeed have been written of the accomplishments of super race.
But this is of the WAR itself, ard how it came about, and how it all endedo

Stated simply, din 2150 +the point of DIMINISHING UTILITY had been reached. To
“ho hungry man, the first course of dinncr is wonderfully delicious, the second
gowd., the third satisfying. ' Thruv the ages people have hungered after luxury anc
leisure-——~but when he finds his food, a lot of it, MAN find suddenly that it ne
longer appeals to him. In facty to much is bound to make him sick and often dis=
agreeable. He looks around for sumcthing else. So did the people of the 22nd
century. They had all of the pleasurablie amsements they wanted, but it was all
80 intellectual., liverything was culturse They had surfeited with it. And suddenly
they wanted to forget it., All play and no work made MAN a discontented citizen.
A yoaction set in. lMan was net completely civilized as yet——— THE WARS

Twenty-~one years the war raged. And scarcely a million survived. Bit by bit
this million was whitiled down by the weapons of destruction to ragged handfuls cif
+hings that once had been cultured. Finally only one hundred humans remained aliwve--.
and they kept fighting blindly, none of them reallzing how close to obliwvion thay
were orowding themselftes and the futurs of humanity-—eand they went on killing,
k1illing, killing?

It is doubtless but what the entire human race .ould have vanished, leaving tke
world to the more competent, though half=ignorant; hands of Hthe beasts, who fought
and killed one another for self-prescrvation and for fogd--not because of madnesgs:—
end who did not have books and talk and hiwe culture. “he human race would have
gone, had it not becn for the recordt. 3

¢

The fighters of WAR!S ENDy leaving thoir mechines and countries to congregate
for personal combat, Were engaging din hand-=to-kand attacks in the ruins of what
once had been a tall and povierful city in the Twentieth Centuxryy,but now lay cruubling,
its proud buildings falling %o the ground. sticking out iron=rusted skelotons %o
the sky-—and the city was 1LOS ANGBLESS

Hedrik Hunson was fighting with phospl.orizec fisis——hands inclosed in
chemically treated gloves t..at burned as they struck the antagonist, insulated on
the interior for thce wearer—when suwddenly the two oi them were caught by a spreazde:.
The other man diod instantly, but Hedrik got it im the side and was whirled about
sickeningly, and survived.

He wae lying painfully on something ihen he came t0, but felt too dizzy and
sdck to move. At lust,vhen his head kad cleared a bit, he rolled over into a
sitting positior_l and reached out his ' axms to grasp—a phonographl

-Big' things came in small packages In t.e days of 2171, and a poriable phonogrzph
might  , well be taken for a weapoan on :ione sorte=—which was exactly what Hedrik
thoughtd nd you can hardly blame him. tecause no one in that gencration had ever
seen one of the things.

There was a cuxrious story connected with the dying of music, concerning the
days of 2050 when there vas . a movement tv stamp out all sypaonies and songs and
things even slightly seuntimentals

bt back to Hedrilkl



Hedrik found the crank that wound the portible, turned it, reasoning that
perhaps it gave power—and tihen=—-holding it away from him--he waited for rays to
spurt out or for something to explode. Nothing happenedd liedrik was disappointed.
After an agony of porspiration and puzzlement he finally accidentally placod the
noodled arm on the disk. The disky he noticed, was black and filled with 1little
undulations. The disk was lie a wheel-—so Hedrik tuoughte—it should revolve like
one, shouldn't it? lo pushed tie sturter thougntfully and was more than surprised
when the disk started spinning.

From the phonograph came musice—music and siningé{sic] The lost Art had
returnedd The Art banished under compulsion had made a comeback.

Scme man was singing on thie record=-in a gueerly interesting and familiar
tongue, the ancient &n;lish. The singer secned sad@ almost crying. And Hedrik
was tarilled as ho played it over and over agina. hoe volece rose, fell, lingered.
And Hedrik suddenly didn't feel like fighting anymored

The music floated out over the tumbled ruins, dosconded to the svazs of the
other people. AND THL FIGHTING CEASEDé They were transformed. They came running
40 crowd about the machine.

And there in that aged music shop they stood enthralled=-nmusic filled tueir
souls, It was exactly what they had needed and wanted for many yoarso And i€ had
been denicd them. lusic was the balancing force...the force that would help them
struggle ahcad rebuilding the worlde And next time they would be saneTre..they
knew...the lesson of luxury had becn learned and learned well. Never again would
tuey leave all the work to the machines. Now they would work and sing and play.

It would be worke..hard work...for some tilie to come. Dut they had found music
again, and that would anchor them to sanity.

And thus was manki d saved thru a record— SONNY BOYS

et pms
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THGUGHT AND SPACE
by RAY D. BRADBURY

Bpace~~thy boundries are Timo and Time alone.
No Barth-born rocket, seedling alkyward sown,
Will ever reach your cold, infinite ena,
This power is not llan's to build or send.
Great deities laugh down, venting their wirth,
At struggling bipeds on a cloud=wrapped Barth,
Chained 30lid on a war-swopt, waning globa,
For FATE, who witnesses; tc pry and probe.
BUT LISTE! One woapon have I stronger yetd
Prepare Infinity! #nd Gods regretd
Thought, quick as light, shall pierce the veil,
To reach thoe lost beginnings Holy Grail.
Across the sullen void on soundless trail,
Where new spawned suns and chilling planets wail,
One thought shall travel midst the gods'® playthings,
Pagt oindered globes where choking flame stili sings.
No wall of force yet have ye firmly wrought,
That chains the supreme strongth of purcst thought.
Unleashed, without a body's slackirg hold,
Thought leaves the ancient Larth bshind fo mold.
nd when the galaxies have heeded DEATI,
And welcomed lastly SPACE's poisoried breath.
Still shall thought travel as an arrow flown.
SPACE=—thy boundries are TIiE==-AND TILE ALCNE]

Sumser, 1939 [1, 1]



I THROUGH?
by Foo E Onya

The oditor of this magazine, uncer the impression that [ am stl1ll one of
that quesr tribe known as science=fiction fans, has asked me to write an article.
I am no longer a science=fiction fan. I1°lI THROUGH! However. I haveo decided to
do the article and explain with my ckin leading jist why I am through. Here goos.

As to science=fictionts the trouble with mey, I think, is that I have outgrown
the stuff mentally - and that's not a boasi, seeing the type of minds modern
science--fiction is dished up for., I'll admit there ars a few excaptions, but on
the whole s.f, fans are as arrogant, self-satid Fied, conspicuously blind, and
critically moronic a group as the gocd Lord has allowed to people the Eazth, I
don't blush that I was once a s.f. fan, starting back in !26 — I merely thank
my personal gods that somewherc along the route I woke up and began to see s.f.
ag it really is. The superiority complex found in the group knowa as science—
fiction fans is probably unequalled asnywhere. Their cerititude in their super-
lority, as readers of s.f.; over all other fiction; is representative of an
absolutely incredibly stupid complacence. TFacing the business squarely, we can
sge why e.f. lays CLAIM to such superioritys fox no other ohvious reason than
that such fiction is the bastard child of science and the romantic temperment.
But NOT, good Lord,; because it is INSTRUCTIVE! This has too long been preached,
until 3.f, readers actually bellieve it! The amazine naiveite of these readsrs who
think their literature is superior merely because they think it tesaches = this
gimple moves me to dispair. The fact is, any literature whose fuiction i% is to
teach,; ceases to be literature as sueh; it becomes didactic literaturs; which is
the color of another horse, VWhen literature becomes obssssed by ideas as such,
it is no longer literaturs, Just how the delusion could have ariszen that writing,
because invested with scientific symbols, automatically became possesssd of naw
and more precious values, is beyond me to explain., Ideas are out of place in
literature unless they are subordinate to the spirit of the story -— but a.f.
readers have never perceived this. "Give us SCIENCE{" they chrielk, running with
clenched fists uprisen to the stars. "We want SCIENCE! GCive us the Greet Godl#
Well, they are given science, and what does it turn out to be? TFor ths most part
the off-scourings of the lunatic fringe. [and this is pre—Shavermwhe] Talk about
sclentists being inspired by s.f. stories —— WHEW! Whys not one 3.f. writer in
fifty has tho remotest idea of what he is talking about = he Just picke up some
elementary idez and kicks hell out of it, I?1ll wager that no scientist is going
to produce very spectacularly on the basis of any ideas provided by s.f. It's
possible; but wholly improbable. Scientists don®% tick that wayo

Another amusing fallacys this well=known business of Wells and Varne doing
some predicting. It’s one of the biggest laffs of all, They made a flock of
predictionsg; a few of which were realized, and some only in ways nost vaguely
related to the original conception. How many ideas did they hawe that never
have been realized and never will? Give them credit for being good and often
logical guessers, perhaps — but don'’t claim that as a merit for sheir WRITINGS
And how many other good guessers must therc have been who never got arsurd %o
setting down their predictions in print?

There is but one affectation about Well's "scientific" storios which he pub--
lished before he discovered his capability at sharacterization, and this is the
affectation of imagination. There is no genuine imagination in beating ouvt
cleverness of the s.f. types the point of view. the inventive quality necessary
for their construction, is the same as with thu widely circulated tales of
Nick Carter. Science-fiction stories are not siruck forth with a creative hand .
they are manufactured products put together piede=meal = none of them being.
written in any but the calmest and most conscious mood. They are lacking inkhat
important element of all really GREAT works of the imaginations inspiration. —nd

what is inspiretion? It_is essentially the soaring of one's soul without the °
knowledge of the mind. In the gleaming moment the mind becomes the slave of the



spirit. Read Well's EXPERIMENT IN AUTOBIOGRAPHY and see why and what he thinks
of his early writings of s.f. Ho admits that they were only a means to an end,

a preparation for his more serious writing that was to come later — Plato's
REPUBLIC and More''s UTOPIA also serving largely to hasten Well's Utopian procliv-
ities, When he really began to take his predictlons seriously, he began to turn
out the important stuff which now bores the average s.f. enthusiast silly = or
should I say sillierd

As for Verne, his stuff has never been literature except for boys. It is
inocuous adventure—stuff that will not prevert morals. It is not too badly
written, and the language is so simple that Verme is readily to be read in the
original French, in fact some of his stuff serves as textbooks in French classes
in American schools.

But in the main, what I am speaking about now is s.f. as it is constituted
today. All of this modern s.f. 1is worthless excapt in perhaps one minor respect,
and I'm not even sure of that. It CAN open the ninds of boys and girls reaching
puberity, giving them a more catholic attitude toward startling new ideas.
Howaver, it is so very often fatal at the same time, in that these boys and girls
become obsessed with it — it emeshes them until, as I said, they become incred-
ibly blind to all else, so certain are they of the superiority of their hobby
over all other fiction. There are sxceptions, but my experience has proven that
the oxceptions are by far a minority.

Alsoy, I will admit that s.f. can on occasion provide escapist flights of
imagination = in fact, it can be admirable for thisy but this type of s.f. has
become axceedingly rare because this crazy superatructure of SCIENCE, and even
more 80 ADVEITURE, has become such a fetieh that sound writing eoncerning people
is rarely - to be found. In pulp science=fictiony never.

And the frightful smugness fostered by the modern s.f. magazines is simply
appalling. It seems that not only the readers, but the edilors and writers as
well, cannot or will not see anything beyond their own perverted models. Just
as an example which I remember very well, look how BRAVE NLiV WORLD, the admirable
and really importent novel by Huxley, was received a few yaars ago. It was
Clark Ashton Smith, I believe, who mentioned it as embodying some of Huxley'’s
"habitual pornography" — simply stumning P. Schyler Millerg whom, I might mention,
T consider as one of the most intellectual authors and fins. And, reviewing the
book, C. As Brandt also decried its preocoupation with sex, but said camplacently
that it might, at least, bring to the attention of peorle that there was such a
thing as the science~fictionists and their go=called literature. Of all the
damned nonsense! BRAVE NEW WORLD was, as a matter of fact, a satire on sex, and
of FAR MORE IMPORTANCE than to "¥ring to the attention of people that there is
such a thing as sci-fiction." Huxley conceived & fulure world in which Ford’s
mechanistic contributions had become so emphatic as to deprive the people of all
but an animal interest in sex; he projects a more norm:l man into such a civili-
aation for no other reason than to characterize presant-day tendencies with
gearing satire. But Brandt —— heo evidently would demolish this to set up in its
stead a "Space-wrecked on Mars" atrocity.

To get back to the subject, it is my honest opinion that no person of very
conspicuous intelligence can subsist very considerably on s.f., after he begins to
mature intellectually. There is simply not enough fo it 4o provide intellectual
or spiritual nourishment. He may string along with 1t foxr a few years out of habit
or some mental quirk = but stuff aimed at juvenile minds cannot very long sustain
a person of mature years, unless that person is himself a mental adolescent. The
way the fans flocked to the S. F. League, indulged ln "tests" to prove their
rsuperiority” over other readers, the silly letters in the mags, the petty intermal
strife, [slans], and many other things, have served to widen the gulf between me
and s. £,




The most important thing, however, is that I have discovered that theve’s
t00 much else of importance, REAL impordance, that has been said and written in
this world (and is being and will be), for me to desire to give much attention
to such a petty thing as s.f. any more. I shall read on the fringe of it, but
increasingly less frequently, I'm afraid.

I might have summed this entire thing up by saying, "I'm satiated" but that
wouldn't be the entire truth. The entire truth would be: "I am satiated and
much wiser." In conclusion let me point out that this is only one man's opinion.
I have intentionally been harsh in my estimates, maybe some points are in need of
qualification or elucidation, but by and large I stand back of what I have written
here. AMEN,

-~
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the truth about goldfish - KUTTNER

For some time I have been wendering what the world is coming to., More than
once I have got up in the middle of the nite, padded toward the bureau, and,peering
into the mirror, exolaimed, "Stinky, what is the world coming to?" The response
I have thus obtained I am not at liberty to revealy but I am coming to0 believe
that either I have a most mysterious mirror or something is wrong somewhere. I am
intrigued by my mirror,

It came into my possession under extraordinary and eerile circumstances, being
borne into my bedroom one Midsummer'’s Eve by a procession of cats dressed oddly
in bright-colored sunsuits and carrying parasols. I was asleep at the time, but
awoke Jjust as the last tail whisked out the door, and immediately I sprang out
cf bed and cut my left big toe rather badly on the edge of the mirror, I remember
that as I first looked into the fathomless, glassy depths, a curious thot came
into my mind. '"What," I said to myself, "is the world coming to? And what is
science=fiction coming tot"

It is quite evident that a logical and eritical analysis of ssience--fictional
trends is a desideratum today. The whole trouble; I fecl, can be laid to velleity.
(I have wanted to use that word for years. Unfortunately I have now forgotten
exactly what it means, but one can safely atiribute trouble to it. Where was I?)

Today science=fiction is split by schisms and impaled in the trylon of bad
thots, The fansy, I meany; not the writers. The writers have been split and im-
paled for years, but nothing can be done about tkat. In a wey, it's a gcod thing,
Look at Jules Verne, Victor Hugo, and, for that matter, the late unfortunate
Tobias J. Kooto

I put flowers on hils grave only yesterday. He lies at rest, tho his ghastly
fate pursued him even to the grave. And I attribute lir. Koot's fate to wmothing
less than the schisms of fandem. For Koot was a hard working young man, serious,
earmest, with promise of beccoming a first-class writer. He took life very
solemnly == almost grimly. "My job," he told me once, "is to give peopls what
they want."

"I want a drink,"” I said to him. "Give me one."

But Koot couldn't be turned from his rash course. He began towite scisnce-
fiction., That was where the trouble started. "Is it science?" he pondered.
"Or is it fiction?" Already the clsavage — the split = had begun.

¥t was a matter of logical progression toward ultimate &ivision. Koot got
in the habit of typing the science into his stories with his left hend, and ths
fiotion with his right. He began to twitch and worry. He got up nites. He was



troubled; uneasy. "I bave one thing left to cling to," he muttered deaperately,
"Fandomé I can point to that and says 'It is reals It exists. It is dependable, "

When fandom had its schiam, Koot immediately developed a split personality. It
was rather horrible. His loft sido - the sciontific gide - grow @old and hard snd
keen. He grew a Van Dyke on tho left side of his face and his left hand was steinad
with acids and chemicals. But the right side of his face became dissipated and dig-
reputable, ‘with a leer in the eyc and a scornful,; sneering curve to the lip. He
grow a tiny mustache on the right 8ide, wazed it, and twirldd it continually.. It
wag rather horrid; but worse was yet to comes

One day the inevitable happened. Tobias J. Koot split in half, with a faint
Tipping sound and & despairing wail. e was, of course, burried in two coffins and
in two graves, the wretched man's fate pursuing him even beyond dsath.

Well, you can understand how I feel, what with tho mirror, the cats in sunsuits
and the weamel. Or haven't I mentioned the weasel? I mean the brown one of courss,
and he is, perhaps, worst of all. I+t isn't what he Says 80 much as his sneering,
ironic tone. The other weasels, who live in the spare bedroom with the colt, were
happy enuf %ill HE arrived, but now THEY are arranging a schism. As you will readily
S6e, scmething must be dome about it before science=fiction collapses and the
stendard falls trailing into the dust.

I suggest that we mobilize, and, to avoid dissension, give everybody the rank of
general. Them, first of all, we can march ta my house and get rid of that weassl.

The Brown Won, of course. The others are welcome to stay as long as thoy like,
I feol that they are weak rather thanwcked, md need only a good exouse, or should I
s8ay example, in oxrder to brace thensolves up.

Contributiona to the fund for the mobilization of soience~fiction and the ex-
termination of brown weasols mey be sont to me in carc of this magazine. Do not
delay, Lach moment you wait brings us closer to doom, and, besides, I need a new
Piano.

HeXo
Fall, 1939 [1, 2]

IS IT TRUE WHAT THEY 3AY ABOUT KUTTNER?
OR

the man with the Weird Tale
by

Guy Amory

The extremely interosting specimen to your right is not
a head from a formaldshyde jar, though at times we have gesn
it; or him, pickled. It is Henry Kuttner, the laziest man
who ever punched a typewriter and got paid for it. ILike
soveral other L.A. natives ho is too busy living to do much
worrying—and besides—~what does it get him? (a check from
Weird Tales) Henxy has just sold them a 20,000 word yarn about
Llak of Atlantis. At present he has finished & gtory heoaded
for Stertling; fifty thousand words or nmorecy and beon working
with C. L. Joore on a new chillsr,

Hank's first story for Astounding waz a disappointment,; but he fully made up
for that by turning in a sockeroo to Unlmown called The Misguided Halo, written
after tho fashion of his mogt highly cherished autuor THORNE SUITH, what the fans
don't know is that this little tale had a different ending than the one used by
Campbell, Kuttner‘’s finis to the halo was hycsterically funny, but John iV, thought
otherwise and taggod a new finish on it — spoiling it as far as this author is
conoarnsd.




“attner iz 24 years old. He's been writing most of his 1life = learmed how to
type at the age of eight and hasn't left it alons mince. Was born with a type-bar
in his mouth., Lives in a qulet catacomb called Beverly Hills, the firet semetery
I've over seen with sireet lamps. At present; though I have broached the subjcct
on numerous occasions, Hank stecdfastly refuses t0 write for slick magazines., His
best oxouse being his laziness.

Hank is quiet—-speaking, sincers. But he has a sense of humor, the kind that
you emidriff abruptly. IHe im the: perfect deadpan jokester. His digs many times
being too subtle for your correspondent to catch until several moments have passed,
Kuttner is always ready to rush in mildly and put tho immature fans to routs. It
is only when you ses the ghastly pictures that he takes out at his chaxmal cave that
you realize his true sense of ccmedy. He and Hodgkins and Shroyer, the fiends,
gat together in oulre garb, in horrifying pose, and bring forth films that would
shake the mind of ewen such a horror as Bobert Bloch, ks

‘Kuttner likes the way C. L. Moore writes (and who doesn't)s lie wishes he could
write like her — but cledms that when he tries imitating it eocmss out so much Hrosh.
If you'voe read any of his stories you realize that Honk is a masicr of the bingety~
boom type of ficticn == but with feelingé Ho.puts more incident in ien pages of BElak
than any other aut.or in Weird, and mekes you feel its He paints his picture with
masterfully abrupt dabs,; while Moore lays on her horror with the touch of a moszic
mester, bullding up. ‘Kuitner knocks you down and keeps you bouncing., INMoore swirls
you in oobwebs and' totes you eway into infigity. Combining thoir offoris in ¥37
for Qusst of the Starstone [Weird Tales] they turncd out something to romember...
with Hank's flair for lightning pace and Moowe's for descxiption they wont $0 town,

JLhat"s about all wa can say gbout Hank., ' 'He doesn'® 1ike New York because it's
too dirty, noisy and big [tuis.wes prewar, of course Jo  de dotes on Thorne Smith.
Rite mow he's trying to crash Argosy with a story =~ and in the futuwo you can

expect some big things from this quieit authoz.

Ohy yem, and is 1t trms what they say about Kuttner?

Noy; he doesn't use depe te get the offset in his stories. Helms a nassivae
painting of Art Barnes on his degk and whken he brepares to write he squints once and
once only at that painting to get gruesome atmosphore. Then he starts typingd

Take a bows v, XKuttner
(Just bend ovew a litile more, Hank! A.K., Barnes)

WHUMP?
Ouchd  (Kubiner)

The ind  (of Kubinex)
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AT GV - Henry Hasas

THEESZ - IT"Foo Eo Onya®™, in'the las$ igssue, could uss a pssudonym s0 can L.
I read his article, L°M THROUGH, with varying degrees of in%ersst., TIf an anawer were
really mscessary, it could be found more appropriately in the two woode of my +itle
e2bove, than in any words thai might followe. . 4nd that brings up my first point in
my Tebuttal ~=

fihy is it that people, including the lowly science=Ffiotion fan, (%o paraphrase
M. Onga) alweys feoel it necessary to hide benind a pssudonym when they have gomething
to say which they think will displease someone? I've seen this happen go meny timesy
And, coincidently, why SHOULD Mr. Onya+take such psins %o be unpleasant in print?
Why should he fesl it necessary to make one final, grand broadcast to the effect ithaot



he will no longer read Paltry soienco=-fiction? Does he think that any real lover
of sci-fic gives a demn whother thera iz one less reader, especially a reader who
crawls behind such a Silly pseudonym =g "Onya"? I've seen other broadcasts such ag
lir. Onya's, and they always puzzled me., It surely can be nothing else but the
egotistiocal urge,

But I'm convinced that Onya isn't half so bitter Teally against sci-fiction as
he tries to pretend. He's not really through. Because anyone really bitter againet
and through with sci-fic would simple stop reading it, not start doriding itd Ang
I doubt if any berson, once a®n, has sver comnpletely broken away from sci=Tic,

THEY ALWAYS COLME BACK,

And right hero I'd like %o say that a good deal of my doubt as to Onya's sin-
cerity is because I'm fairly esrtain of the fellow's roal identity. The general
tone of his article, and several clues he divulged, convinoe mg I'm righte. And if T
AM right, I can assure you, Brad, and any other readers who may have becn
plequed 2% Onya's tone, that he shouldn®t be taken seriously, and the less attention
pdid to his rantings, the better. I'm surve Onya would focl flattered if hne thot
that somgone took his article so soriously as t0 snswer it., Yet here I ém answering
it, and damned if I kmew why, except that I think I %ook some of Lir. Onya‘s Phrasing
personally; almost. I don®t think he should have gone to the extent of calling
names and using words such ag "moronic”; “arrogant". etc,

Aside from this his picoce seemed %o me a conglameration of contradictions,
inconsistencies, praises here,; dreisions therey pats on the back, séxaggerations, -
amears and s800rn, and, ohyes, 2 book roview. Yes; I liked and appreciated and
mostly agreed with Onyads commonis on BRAVE NEW WORLD, It's a book which 1'm sure
many of tho moronic sei-fic fans appreclatsd as well as lMr. Onya. But hore’s where
Mr. Onya's and my %astes differ s8lightly, for I algo liked PLANZT OF THE KNOB ILEADS
in the Desc. [1939] issue of SCTiCH FICTION, whereas lir. Onys probably wouldn't deigm
to read it beoause it's in one of the pulp mags that he so deplored; thereby Mr, Onye
would be missing a really entertaining and meaningful piscs of writing, but that'’sg
all right, sincs Mr. Onya's own words saids "There is so much elso of importance
that has been written——! .

You know, somehow I ¢annot bring myself to be as virtiolic against v, Onye
as he was againest sfn at momentsy He tried hard to work up a oase against sfn, poor
fellow, and becane (to me at least) amusing instead of convincing. Do you know
what I sew? 1T saw a person who is temporarily satiated, as he saicy with sfne—but
more than thai, a porson who is merely trying to persuade himeelf, more than other
peoplsy that sfn is as bad as heo painted 1tJ Noturelly every fan has his likes and
diglikes of the wvarious stories, authors, and magazines. Some have more dislikes
than 1iles. I think even I do. But it must be admitted that every once in a whilel,
usvally unexpcctedly, thsre Pops up a story whick is a doleoctabls gom and a
magterpiece, sither of ingenuity or writing or both, Then ong is exultant, and one
continues roading sfn, svem gsome trite and bad atfn, lmowing that regularly he will
encounter one of the goms which he wouldn' have missed reading for the worldd
lieanwhile we have with us Clark Ashton Smith, C. L. Moorc; Stanton Coblents (delightful
sometimes, not alweys), A. Merritt, and an cecasional few others, whose work I doubi
if even Mr. Onya could ¢ligly pronocunce ag ordinary pulp. 4nd we did have Lovecrait,
loinbaum, Howard, and otiems of whomc thg same taing can be  gadd,

Naturally, t00; & lot of critioism can be directed against sfn and afn readers.
A lot of critieism can be directed against everything, and usually is, by certain
peopls who take an unholy dolight in it, I myself have somoties snorted ath
at the gross egotiam and, Jos, stupidity and childisiness of certain fams, I would have
teken great delight in ki g their blooming teeth down their bloody well bally
turoats. But did I do this? Did I sucoumdb to this desire? No, I did mot., I never
got close emough. A more imyertant reason is that I hod tho pationce to realize this
type of fan is a minority (not a majority, Mr, Onya, by any means!), But what I did

not do was write bitter articles about it,



Here is only one of iy, Uunya’s inconsistencless e MARE - SUCh ababueilts &8
"fans are arrogant, blind, eritically moronic," eiGe==—- and "editors and writers
as well cannot see anything beyond their own perverted mcdelss' In virtuaily the
next breath he admires P. Schuyler Miller's imtellectuality. Jet P. Sohuyler
Willer coamtinues 1o write sfn, reads it, and 'is one of the active fansc

Furthermors, I disagrec outright and vielently with Onys's statsment, "When
literature becomes possessed of ideas ag such, it is no longer literature.’ " And
794 like %0 challenge Onya to a furt.er debats on this, if e deres. Aleo his
statoment about Wells' early stories, It sc happens (whed a coincidenced ) that I
slso read Wells® BAPSRIMENT IN AUTORIOORAPHY~—and yess while Wells did acmit his
garly sfn stories wore a proparation foflhisilatsr and more serious wriding, he did
a0t disclaim them as not boing literature of their owh typo. The trouhde with Mre,
Onye, I'm afraid, is that he hee* (delibérately?) lost sight of the fact that thers
is literature asnd literaturs. /Instead, he winis everyibhing. ' {o sonform precisely
to his own rather psculiar wconceptior of diterature. 1V1ll make z statement %
right here that will undoubtedly sheck -Mrs Oqyas I'1ll go so 'far as 10 say that pulp
fiction, even the pulpiest of pulp fiotion, is really and truly LITERATURE, insofar
85 it hes ils own special niche, its owmn certair pose for being., Thers, I've
said it I'11 admit, Mr. Onya, thab,ityteck.a little courage to'eay it. But T ask
all who read this, isn®% it truwe when you come He think of it?

I have not dealt with Onya's article nesrly to the extent that I might, but I
don’t think it's v5ally necessary, mainly because, as I said, T have a voxy strong
idea who Foo B (nya is. I wish I oould hazawrd my suspicion right here, but I'm
g0 sure I'm righi, and both the.editor and Onye ssem so dotermined 0 keep it secret,
that I eanunt be othsrwise then ‘silent. I:will mersly cenclude by reiterating my
doubt that you, "Foo E. Onya,™ ara,reallymdisclaiming sifne At least T hope you will
continue both msading andwiting it. | Butil swear, of Iiever hear of you doing 80,
T shall fecl serely tempted Ho braadcast whatra hypoorile you werdwiih that article!

¥
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THE INTRUDER == emil petaj&

t was in San Fr_anciﬁcoSJ on theo walk above the ssznd and surf that pounded like
the heart of the earth. .‘here was wind, the sky and sea blended in' a grey nist.

I was sitting on o stone benech watching a faint hint of distant suoke, wendering
what ship it was and from what far port,

Mine was a pleassnt wind=lonelimess,  So when ho ecams, wrapped dn hiw great
overcoat aad muffler, hat pulled down, and sat on my bench I was gbout o rise and
seave him, There were other benciussy andyd was nol in the mool for idle gossip about
Aitler and taxes. i ; -

HDon 't gos Plsase." ‘His plea Was aubthsntic.
T muct get back Lo my shopy," I saide

Hiueely you can spare a momeutsg" T could not even to begin Ho placs the accent
in his veoice. Low as ‘a whisper, itense. His desp-set eyes hsld me..his faca was
pale and hed a sorinity born of suffering., 4 vlaccid face, not given to emotional
batreyels, yet mysbienl. I mat down egoin., Here was someons bewilderingly strange.
Someone I would not seon forgete .He moved: a hand toward me, as tho to aold me from
going, and I saw with mild curiosity tnat he wowe heavy gloves, like mittens.

] am not'wells? T.oLol st not be out in ithe damp air,” I seid. "iSut, teday
I juot had 30 golout and walk. I hed to."

"I can undéerstend.” I warmed te tuepwave! of @loneness that lay in his words.
"I %oo have been ills. I know you; UtisiMarline | I have visited youx shop off
Yarket Streect. TYou are not vich, but ths fesl of the ' covers of a fine boolk
betwaen your hands suffices. Am I xight?™ -



I nodded., "But BOWeeo"

“You have tried writing, but have had no success. Alone in the world, your
joneliness has much o family man, harassed, might envy."

"That's trus,® I admitied, wondering if he could be & seer, & fake mystic
bent on arousing in mo gn imterest in gpiritism favorable %o his pockat=book.
His next words were a little amused, but he didn"t emile.

"Nop, I'm not & psychic = in the ordinary sense. I've visited your shop., I
was there only yeetexdaye™ he said. And I remembered him. In returning from my
Junch I hed met hin coming out of my humble place of business. vne glimpse into
those brooding eyes was not a thing 4o soon Torget, and I recalled pausing to watch
his stiff-legeed progress down the atreet and avound +he cormer.

There was now & pausey whaile I wabched ljeaves scuttling along tho oiled wolk in
the growling wind. Then a gouné like a sigh camo from my companicn. It seemed to
me that the wind and the sea spoke loudly of a suddeng as tho approaching some
dire climax. The sea wind chilled me as it hed not befors. I wanted to leave.

“Daxe T 401l you? DARL Ii" His white face turned up.iard. It was as though ho
quostioned some spirit in the windse.

I was silentg curious, yoti fearfulof what it might be he might not be
allowed to tell me. 'The winds were porteniucusly gtill.

wlere you ever told, as & child, that you must not attempt to count %+he stars
in the sky at nigat — that if you did you migat lose your mind?"

"Thy, ves. I believs I've heard that old superatition. Very veasoneblog I
believej based on the asaumption that the tasi would be %00 zreat for one brain.
IOG.”

®T gupposo 1t never ocourred to you," he intersupted, “that this superstition
might hold even more truth than that, trTuth as malignant as it is vast, Perhaps
the cosmoz hold secrst beyond comprehension of mang end what is your assurance that
thoge mecrets arc beneficent and kind? Is nature rather mot terrible, than kind?
In the stere ars patterns ~-~ designs whioh if Tead, might lure the intrepid
miserable one who reads them out of earth and beyond...beyond, to imuesurablo eViloae
Do you understend what I am saying?”® His volce quiversed metallically, was vibrant
with emotione

T tried to smile, but maneged only a gickly grin. "I understand you, sir; but
T am not in the habit of aseopting acbulous thoories such as thai without any shred
of gvidenca."

vThezo is, sad to say, only +oo much evidence., But do you believs that men
have Josi their miade frow incessant siudy of the stars?”

»Perhaps some heve, i don't Imow," I retugned. "But in the South of this state
in onme of the country's leading obssrvatorics, I heve a friend who is famous as an
agtronomer. He is as sane as you of T, If not saner.” I tacked the laat sentence
on with significant emphasis.

The fellow was muttering sorething into his mufflor, and I fanoied I caugut
the words "denger.." and "foolsec." e wore ailent agein. Low dark clouds £f£led over
the rToaring sea and the gloon intensified,

Presently, in bhis clipt gpoech, the stranger weid, "Do you believe that life
oxists on other pleneis, other stars? Have you ever wondered what kind of 1life might
inhabit the other stars in this solar system, and those beyond it?" Iis eyes were
near mine as he spoke, and they bewitched me. There was something im them, something
intengible end awful. I sensod that he Was questioning me idly, as amn outlander
might be questioned about things with which the asker is familiar, ss I might
ask a New Yorker, "What dc you thihlc of the Goldon Gez.te Bridge?™



nT wouldn't attempt torguess, ;o0 describe, for instance; a Martian man,” I
said. M¥et Tordad witheinterest wvarious guesses by writers of fiction.® I'was
striving to maintain ‘a mood of lighitness and easey; but inwardly I.felt a bitter
cold, as one on the rim of a nightmars. I suddenly reelized, with childish feawr,
that nigat was falling. -

"\.Yr:i:‘bérs of fictiond -And what si:f’ﬁhqy'wgre to guegs 1$00 well? What then?
Is it safe’ for them torhaveyfull rein,over their imagina fons?  liks the ster-
287078 cos" WL saidinothingy, but. smiled, A 2 =

"Perhaps, man, therc have heen those whosesminds were acute beyond most earihly
minds - those who have gusssed.boo closely o truth.  Perhaaps those who are Beyond
are not yet ready to moks themselves knovn to Barthlings? And maybe THEY are annoyed.
with the puay publicity they receive fr'qm J‘.magina.z;_ive writeTs. .. A8k yourselfy what
is imagination? “Are earth-minds capcble of conceeiving that which. is not and has
never beeng. or is this imagination morely a deeper insight into worlds you lmow not
of, worlis glimpse‘d dimly in the throes of dream? And whence come . these dreams?
Tell me, have you ever awakened from a dream withethe sinister . £feeling that all was
not well insids.your mindP——that while you, the rcal you,; were away in Limbo -
gomeone = zomething wWas probing din your mind, Invading it and reading it. Might

not THEY, leave behind them in d.epa_irture shadowy trailings of their own mindg?"

Now I was indeed speechless. [For a strange nothing had started my nsck-hairs
to prickling. Authors who might have gusssed 100 Wellos..Two, no thrse, writers
whose gtories had hinted at inconceivable yet inewvitable doomss writers I had knownj
had mecently died, by esccidento.s ’ » ;

"What of 0ld legends? Of the serpent who shall one day.devour the sun. That
logend dates back %o lMu and.'.j&_-"b‘lmitiéa Vhog man, wasyand.is Satan? Christ? And
Johovah?  benevelent and ell=-saving, were but amonatrous jest fostered by THLY tc
keep,man blindly content; and keep him divided among himsalf .80 that he strove not
to unravel the starst" ! : :

Uian, ‘dn my foolish youth I studied by candleflame seorsts that would scorch
your very soule +Of wemen who with their own bare hands have strangled « the
children they bore so that the world might not know.s..Diseasc and sicknese at
whioch physiciens throw up their hands in helplesas bafflement. ‘hen strong men tear
at their limbs and heads in agony == seeking o drive forth alien forces that have
netted themselves into their bodieg, I neediscaresly recount them all, each with
its own sbeomineble significance. It is THEM, Who are etergel and namelesa; who
send their ‘SBcouts down sto dest ocarth-men. . Don't you realize that they have watched
man ereep out of primal slimes, take limbs and shambley and finally walk?  And
that they ore waiting, biding thelr timeeess™ I shivered - | with a fear beyond.
nameo L trisd to laught and could mot. Then, bold with stark horror, I shouled
quite loudly: “How do you lmow this? Are you ono of THEN?" He shook hisg head
violently. "No, noi" I made as to go, feeling an aching horror within me.

nStay only & moment more, men. I will have pity on you and will mot tell you
all, I will not deseribe them. “ad I will not assay that which, when upon first
geeing you here by the sea, _f Pirst intemded." I listened. Not daring tc look
at himg as in the grip of demonaic dream. My fingers clutchod at dthe edges of the
bench so tightly thet I have bsen,unable to write with them until now, e concluded
thuss %“So'you see that I am everywhere a worldless alien, Somet imes this secxet ic
too great for one mind t0 contalin, and I must talk. I muset ©Pesl the vrescince of
gomeone human near meg else I shall attempt ic commit suicids and again fail. It
18 without end = my horzory, Have pitty on me; men of earth, as I have had pity
on yous" 4

It was then that I gripped him by the shoulders and looked vith pleading des—
peration into his starin; eyes. "Why have you $0l1d me?T What——" My voice broke.
‘v honds fell to + 'my sides. I shuddered.
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50, we exclude all those from THE BEST WAYS 10 GET AROURND, They are very nice
and couvenient to get pecple places; but, when we run across one of the "BEST WASY"
ve often wonder if it REALLY COULDN'T be possible, provided ----- . Of course,
that word "provided, is the eateh -- the t4 reason why we really aren't going
around that way,

Again --- So, way back there, Edmond Hamilton, and a hundred others, have usged
the idea of light-pressure in an attempt to get away from rockets, But he didn't
tell us how, scientifictionally. In direct contragt to vague statements made regard-
ing the use of light-pressure as propulsion, I remember the MOON CONQUERORS, by
R.H.Romans, in a 1931 (I think) (You're right, 4S8J) (You're wrong; 1930, WHE) Wonder
Quarterly, You've seen radiometers, The things with black and white vanes placed
in a vacuum. The theory is that the oppogite shades cause unbalanced light pressure,
so that the vanes go around and around. (Wrong; residual gas. WHE) Romans invented
a pseudo-scientifically logical way to uge s_~"PEesgure, once he got his ship in
space. His scientist iavented a compound of sbsolute black. (Which is also obtain-~
able in a darkroom) A small square of darkroowm-- er, I mean, absolute black painted
on the posterior of the ship, and regulated at will, gave the same ship quite respect-
able speeds. Certainly it won't work outside of a story -~ but, I'm talking scienti-
fictionally. Romans used his imagination, and we all had fun.

In the same story, Romans used a swell device to get the ship off the earth.

He used a mile-long tube, compogsed of circular magnets. It was a b
Zach magnet pulled the ship towards it, and then, as the ship passed it, the mag-
net's poles were reversed, and made to repel the ghip. With each magnet at maximum
charge, either pulling or pushing the ship, according to whether it was in front or
behind the latter, the same erupted from the tube with the necessary 7 mps velocity
of escape, and so was off on the way to themoon. What's wrong with the idea7 1
dunno.

John W. Campbell (Jr.) used to have brainstorms: in fact, he invented two
of the BEST VAYS TO GET AROUND. On, in the first of the ARCOT, MOREY, AND WADE
stories, 'PIRACY PREFERRED, was that of moleeular motion. All the litktle molecules
in a bar of metal g0 madly around in every possible direction. If you could in-
vent, as Campbell did in the story, and electro-magnetic vibration cthat would force
all the méleddles to g6 in the sanpe direction, then the bar of metal would 820 in
that direction, since it would be them. So Mr. Campbell hooked the thing up to his
ship, and off he went to Venus, or seme other Planet. Well it wodld . . work,
wouldn't it, provided (ah yes!) you could make all the molecules 80 into one
directional flow.

And the other brainstorm was when Aarn Munro, in the MIGHTIEST MACHINE, de-
cided that momentum and veloecity were wave formations, and therefore, one should be
able to tune into them: Not a bad WAY TO GET AROUND---- in a gscience fiction story.

Back in 1930, or some such year, Charles R. Tanner wrote THE FLIGHT OF THE
MERCURY, in the old WONDER STORZES. In that story he told you just how to go ahead
and make an E‘MERPROBELLOR, provided there is such a thing as ether, and Osmium B,
The theory is: you use watexr screws, air - propellers, and so why not an ether
propeller? Put a cork in motionless water, Start a wave motion in the water with
your hand. If the length of the wave is greater than the diameter of the cork, the
cork just bobbs tp and down and stays where it ia. If the length of the waves is
shorter than the diameter of the cork, the waves of around it, and the cork still stays
right where it is. If the length of the wave s exactly the diameter of thecork, the
cork rides right off, in the trough of the waves, at the same speed as that of the
wave formation. Now invent an electro-magnetic vibration - by using the metal
Osmium B = exsctly the length of a copper atom, Make your ship of coppet, putting
the other pPropéller, thatwhich causes vibration in the ether, at the end of the ship,
and presto! all the copper atoms move along in the trough of the ether waves, at the
same speed as the ether waves, which is the speed of light. And M. Tanner is
off for Mars, in a super-plausibly scientifictional way.

HELL SRIP, in last year's ASTOUNDING, Arthur J. Burks put forth an idea which
had been discussed by engineers before he had ever used it. They just didn't know
how to do 4t. Mr. Burks did -- didn't he write the story. At least, the idea
gave him more earthly benefit tham 1d f gave the engineers. Maybe he thinks he in-
vented it « I don't know, nor does it matier; he used it, the idea of gravatic lines
of force forming a spider wedp throughcut the solar system. With the proper machinery,




s

which is. ascribed with good attention to detail, you could crawl up those lines
of force like a spider. This idea is so plausable that it might be placed in the
same catagory as rocket propulsion, which is fact.

THE MOTH, in this year 8 ASTOUNDING, contains another of thoses ideas of inter-
planetary locomotion which I call cne of THE BEST WAYS TO GET AROCUND. Don't worry,
I'm not pointing to myself with pride. I just wrote the story, Charles R. Tanner
conceilved the idea. He tossed it of paranthetically one night, and promptly
forgot about it. The idea =--- If all objects are in motion, according to the
Lorentz-Fitzgerald contraction theory, lose length in the direction, why couldn't
an artificially produced contraction cause instantaneous motlon, proporticmal to

length-loss? Not a thing in the world against it, my friemds, all you have to
do is to find a way to cause the artificial comtraction of the ship in question.
Of course, in my story, I inveated a force-field =-=o . very handy when you're in a

tight spot! ==--- which caused the electrons to flatten out. This force acted on the
ship and everything within. Therefore, any speed up to a little below that of light
could be obtained, and that bogeyman - 'so often ignored in scientifiction, acceler-
ation, was disposed of at the start, since there was nothing that had a tendancy. to
stay behind. . There is the real inertlaless drive, which E. E. Smith talked of, but
never used.
(Paranthetically: When Charles R. Tanner saw the story containing his idea in
print, he became enthused, and promptly invented and named all machines used in the
process, discovered a new and ultimate particle called the 'graviton’, that which
'makes the proton 1846 times heavier thamn the electron, amd practically drew plamns for
the force ficle which caused the contraction. When he finished we knew exactly

how to obtain speeds far exceeding those of both Smith and Campbell. Our inventions
were plausable, and the's work, provided----<-=)

I've just about reached the end of the list, though there are one or two others
that might be mentioned right here at the tail end of the article. Jules Verme, ‘I
suppose, has to be credited with the first ship fired fram a canon, in ONCE .

AROUND THE MOON. - Wells: takes the bow for gravity plates, which Willy Ley so neatly
disposed of, only he called it "cavorite"” in THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON, and Ray :
Cummings used it effectively in AROUND THE UNIVERSE (and a hundred others). 1Im-a
story in the old WONDER Donald Wollheim put his rocket ship on a huge wheel, rotated
the wheel and flung it off into space. Fair,except that the acceleration
would be killing.

AND THAT'S ABSOLUTLY ALL THE BEST WAYS TO GET AROUND. Unless there are some of
those which I haven't heard of. If you know of some, I would like to be enlightened.,

--=---ROSS ROCKLYN

Winter, 1940 /71, 3.7
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