REMEMBRATRCE
or

THINGS PAST

VIi

A gelection from the pages of Fantasia.

Ap. occasional delving into the writings
gurviving Zrom the elder fandom

A Weltachmers Publisaticn

L %

5
-
Novemboer 1958

FAPA



Fantasis was published and edited by Lou Goldstone, with George Cowie and
Borrie Hyman as assistants, from San Francisco. Although it only lasted
three issues, these three made a big impression at the time, combining
neat format, illustrations by Goldstone in the form of striking linoleum
blocks, gocd fan fiction and poetry, and above all, a fresh outlook. The
first issue was twenty standard mimeo pages, the rest 24 pages,

Published by:

Bi1l1l Evans

Box 86
Mt. Rainier
Marylsnd
Usa

mim



PLURALITY
by Lou Goldstone

The Scientist walks into the setting sum, leaving the gray prison behind him
forever. Stiffly, unfeelingly, he treads the same cold pavements that echoed to
his footfalls seven years befcre whem that livid, rain-dremched fortress seemed un-
speakably terrible as he stelidly marched to an unkumown fate.

Now it is forgottem, like a dream of dark horror that slides mercifully into
limbo undexr the bright, burning radience of the knmowledge that he is alive and
awake and free.

The wind tugs 2t his drab coat, pasting it agaimst his gaunt, withered frame.
He pulls his had down over umruly gray hair, hefts the suitcase that rattles beacause
iz is almost empty. Innumerable deep creases about his mouth and cheeks twitch as
the narrow stone path comes to an end, and he steps out onto  the broad motor high-
way that zooms im & clean white ribbon to the easternm and westerm horizons.

In his coat pocket he carries a release card bearing his fingerprints, physical
data, name, and record of incarceration.

In his brain he carries an idea that is illogical, and a picture of a hexagomal
wooden frame, criss-crossing cotton threads, a dry battery, a transformer, a
rheostat, a tuning fork.

God im a busimess suit sits aipping his wine; the Saviour of North America iis-
tens with half-closed eyes to Tchalkovskii while rich coleors play on the telescreen;
John Bartoa, by grace of political corruptiom, secret police and a standing army,
Lord and Master of a contiment, wonders vaguely, sleepily, if he should adopt a
rabble-rousing or dignified attitude in his speech tomorrow before the Eugemics
Council. He hears the soft,shuffling footsteps of armed badyguwards fr the corridor,
and smiles wryly. Now he returms to the wine and Tchaikovskii

Darkmess has settled amnd far ahead, the hard white pimpolnt lights of the city
blink and flare. The highway glows with a frosted, shadowless yellow radiance. The
slim racer speeds along almost nofelessly, the robot drive taking curves and flat
stretches smoothly, maintaining a constant velocity. The Scientist relaxes his grip
on the Young Man's hard, presses tired eyes with fingers that are worn and skeletal,
breathes again deeply of the alr of freedom, scarcely believing....

"The organization, then...." The furrows on his face are etched indelibly,
but a new light lives back of his faded eyes. "Follows we yet? ... I woulda't have
believed 1¢.... These years..... i

The Young Man touches a sprirg beoeath the dashboaxd; s click, and he withdraws
a sheaf of papers. "Destrxoy this copy when you've read it." He passes the sheets
to the Scientist.

The racer hums on, the city lights draw nesrer; the stars are out, and other
blobs of 1ight flash past on the northern lane of the highway. The papers rustle im
the Scientist's handa as he veads. He finishes and grims wearily at the Young Man,
then slides the lighter-sponge from the dashboard and touches its glowing tip to the
papers. The sheets darken and crumble. Only a fine dust clouds the air.



"Thase reports,” says the Youpg Man, "indicate the cuxrent situwatiom cf the
crganization. The principal stuuwbling-stone is -

"That you have reached the saturatioa poimt!' the Scientist fimishes. '"You
have a wide-spread metwork of espiomage; your own ranks are without tyaitors; you
have a potentlally poweriful oxganization; you have gained somz ground and consolidated
your gains. But you cannot engage in violeace because a slip would spell the emd -
and as far as your propagendizing is concexmed, it will take too lomg im exexrtimg any
kind of decisive influence... You are stopped because you have mefither the strength
te revolt openly mox the endurence to keep up your presemi hazardous but inef-
fective courgel”

Silently the Young Man nods affirmation. 'The man on t¢p,”™ be declares with
fexrvor, "The Saviour, the aesthetic beast, is the keystoune. Remove him - gud the
entire mass collapses....”

"I note,” says the Scientist, "that the military coumaadamts of three Coxps
Areas are members of the organization.... And that nome of them know of the member-
ship of the others?"

"That's correct. And others, tec. Highly placed councillors im this rotiem
tyrreny.... But inertia grips the loz. While Barton lives, vone of ther can move...'

Swiftly the highway rockets up, and from all sides other broad, glowing ribbous
coaverge, sireaming tcogether imto a single masaive chammel. The city 1s very near.

"I will remove Bartom," the Sclemtist obserwes. "I kaew the method whea they
seized me seven years ago, amd I haven‘t forgottem %t. I can remove him, zed will,
and. snd a natter of fact, already have."

God im & bright blue uniform stands gesticulating before g battery of telemilkes;
The Saviour of North Adimerics perspizes freely amd shifes his volume and {imfiection,
gmoothly frem roar to uhisper and back to roar; Johm Bartom delivers himself of
another classic of impassioned extemporanecus oratory while thef massed graybeards
sud baldheadstt of the Eugenics Coumcil stand listeninpg attentively, cheering
and saluting in precise harmony.

"It is my destiny, snd through me the destiny of United North America,” he
thunders with feelding, "“to comsclidate the entire worid undexr ome baunner, cue cul-
ture and one master! My brave armies im the South a2re evenm unow shatteriog the
resistance of the degenerate South AMerican Federation, while the corrupt, bickering
plutocracies of the 01d Worxld txemble with fear at the overwbelining might of my
legions!™

Johw: Barton pauses while the wild cheers die away. He measures his sudience
with & practiced stare. He lowers his voice to 2 sinister growl, extends his arm
gnd gestures with curled fimgerxs.

"They will be nmext!"” he hisses, snd steps back majestiecslly ss the gaileries roar
in framtic appreval. ‘Destiny is on the march!' he cries. "I am started - and no-
thing can stop me!'' Another burst of mad emthusiasm sweeps the hall.

"My men of science have served me well," the Savicur trumpets, “‘and must continus
to devote themselves with increasing vigor to me and to the Couse of which I am the
symbol! Our sacred mission of corquest and domination demands vitality and rugged-
ness and fertility inm my people., My eugenics laboratories smst work amd work and
work! We must be strong! We must be wmany! We muat muitiply curselves teafold!!l"



A hideous thumping sound rocks the hsll. Afr cracks explosively, rushing out-
ward from a jumbled mass of fiash sand bright blue uniforms that has materialized in
the center of the close-packed mob. John Barton ~ multiplied not by ten, but by
twenty! A score of John Bartons im bright blue uniforms sprawl limply on the floor
and stegger dazedly away from the sceme of carmage. John Bartons im bright blue
uniforms crawl and stand dumbly with terrvor im their eyes. John Bartons with flesh
and bone imextricably mingled and bright blue uniforms ripped and torm lie heaving
and bleeding and dying. Johm Barton gapes open-mcuthed on the rostrum.

The Scientist plods homeward. In the crimsom dusk, the towering staks of the
armaaent factory puff and roar, smudging the sky with black oily smcke. Long rows of
dingy workers' temements march off i{nto the distance. The Scientist ascends the
creaking wooden steps of his owm hovel, eaters and slams the rattlimg door, climbs
the long, dismal staircase. In his own room, he washes quickly, cleansing himself of the
stubborn grime accumuiated in a day of toil om roaring, clanking assembly lines.

The Scientist throws the filthy towel im & cormer, glamces at the batteared, loudly
ticking clock on his paint-chipped table. He sits on the bed and waits.

Men enter without iknocking. Men in greasy overalls of the armamemt plamt, and
wen in the dead black uniforms of the secret police. Army blue stalks in with colomnel's
etars on its shoulders. The dim, flickering lights of the . room go on, and dis-
torted shadows of huddled heads aud shoulders lie heavily on the walls.

"And this... This latest occmnrrence,” declares the Scientist in a low hot whisper,
""sexves, not as further proof, buti merely 23 avother demonstration that I will -
or rather that I have - succeeded...Eirht years ago, wher the method was only a germ
of an idea, the 'purge of impostors’ took place... In the same hall.... You recall
that several hundred replicas of John Bartoa appeared while the local secret police
boss was lectuzring his thugs on 'law and ordex'.... They resembied, I learned through
some of our wembers who were in attendance, John Barton - agad about fifty. They
vere executed on the spot by the police. Some of them were intermixed and
horribly mangled. That was eight years ago. Bartom is forty-eight today...."

The army colomel speaks thoughtfully: "Thenm this 1s about the point at which
you are to effect the reversal of time. Obviocusly, Barton is to be im the same hall
when he is thrown back, and I happen to kmow . ~ that he speaks there again two weeks
from now, at & convention of aerial techmiciams on leave from the Southern Fromt...'

"That would indicate," returns the Scieatist, '"that zhat occasion is the ilast
on which Barton will ever speak to anyome. I am ready, myself; and though I am not
quite certain just how to go about 4it, it seems that anything will accomplish the
results - since, as we know, they have already = beez accomplished..."

The Young Man moves restlessly from & shadowy cormer of the room. 'We kmow that
during the last eight years," he summarizer, '"thexe have been four such occurrences,
at increasingly lengthened intervals. But all have occcurzred at the same hall. The
first, eight years ago, imnvolved several hundred Bartons, who marerialized at the
rear of the hall. = The second, three years ago, involved beiween ome sud twe hun-
dred, and they appeared hal fway dowm on the main floor. The third, a month ago, found
some thing like seventy replicas materiglizimg still further toward the rostrum,
vhile the last ome, two days sgo, saw the tweaty Bartoms flash on im the froat rows..."

The Scientist nodds with satisfection. '"Exactly,”" he says. '"The time imterval
grows shorter as we meax the point of reversal. Likewise, the number of Bartons which
appear grows smaller. Thirdly, the materializations occur progresesively closer to
the rostrum on which John Bartom will be sianding wher I end hie 1i®-track and send
him racing back along time in duplicate....”



"Bng I car't understand,” & black-ciad secret police officezr objeects, "how Bar-
ton cam appeet im dupliicagel”

The Scientist smiles. "I dor't undexstand that eitrher. Neither deo I kmow why
he appears mote than cace. Weiiker do I understand why the materislizations occcur at
increasing distaances from the vostrum... ALl I understand is that somehow, with
that," he indicates the hexagonal wooden frame criss-crossed by cotton thresds
that zests {n & corner, and the rhecstat and tunipg fork oz the table, and the bag-
tere¢ flachlizht whick helds s smsll dry battery, ond a toylike trxaasfcrmer, "I am
going to - and alveady bave -~ sent John Bartom skipping back along tiwe like a flat
zock skipping om water; . that somebow, the rate of materialization in this world,
as he hources back through the ages, is ast am orderly progresefon, but irrvegular
aed imcvezsingly long; that somehow, theve s a2 growing ervor ~ 3 growimg shift fa
space avay from the point at which the vaversal takes place; that scuchow, withd
ecach sueccessive backward hop, Bavton materielizes on imcreasingly lerge aumbers...!

God asallingly weceives and uccepts the sdulation of the mob; The Saviour of
North Amevica clicks bis heels and salutes.,and hears the saswering zrozyr of clicked
heels and szes the mmswering flash of exrended avms; Johm Bavtom, the shiny buttoars
on his bright blue unifors rivalliag the sun In intesity of brilliasmce, stands beacath
the glare of white arc-lights snd surveys the clamorinmg wasses in the ball. Blue of
the gzmy, blue-gyeen of the £lieps, white of the navy.

Joimr Bartom steps, stiff as s ramwod, up o the rostrum.

*god is with wma?!' he showts. The mob ghundexs.

The Scientist leans over the batiered table. He steps back ¢o observe the hema-
sonal wooden frame with irs crazily criss-crossing cotton threads, and the dry bat-
tery, tvansfcormey, amd rheostat coamected in sevies, and the tuming fork mounted
atop the vsoden frame. The Scieniist apeaks softly inzo the tiny radio mike im hic
lapel, and the midget tramsmitter im his coat pocket flinge ultra-short waves over
the futervaning space between the dimgy zcom and the grazt hall. "I'm zeedy," the
s€ientist saye. "It i& traimed on the vostrum. When you ssy the word, I'll tura on
the curveni...."

Dindy, dim kis ear, a tiony volce replies: "He is om the resirvum nwow. Eeglboning
the speecli. Go ahead!"

"God is in ma2!" seveams Rartom. "I am the personificatior amd the Saviecsr! I
am destined to sweep tke world befoxe mel" The assembled mu:liftude shouts wildly.
"My people will be the Master Rsce! My neople shall zule until the end of time!

The battle we are fightimg now agaimst ithe degenerate sub-humans of South America is
only the begilanimg! The vhole world, the wbole coxrupt mass of scur and inmiquity,
is shakiny like jelly with fear - and well it eyl For it is sy destiny and my
sacred mission to elviiizg ~ew=l

John Bartom ctons shori, his zoppue gagging bhis throat. His mouth is dry and
sticky with saliva. His breath rasps and his eyes etart from bis bead. He feels the
hairs on Liis aeck rise while shudderz wrack his body....Hot two feet im fzont
of him 16 8 wonntrosity out of a4 dresn. Himself! Himself im wsugled duplicate. A
terribie shape of madness withh two heads partizlly joined together, a bloated travesty
of a body with estra arms projecting bloodily from its chest, four twisted legs,

Two beizht blue wuiforms with shimy buttoms - conjoimed, tattered. A red horror of
two identicsl bodies smeared togethex in oue mass....The thing spouts blood amd
ichor im frothy sizeams, snd topples at his feet....



Joum Barton feels a buzzing, vacing pain...dis head whirls. HNow the hall is a
bedlam of soumnd. Black uniforned police are rushing tc the rostrum. They stand
over the limp, bleedimg monster, hesitant.

With & txremendous effort, Joha Bartom clears nig tongue of the spitile that

biods i{s, foruses his glazed eyes om the police., 'Take.... take 1t away...." he
chokes. An alde rushes tc his side. DBRarton waves him awvay. "1°'ll go op.... All

right, I, cell you....!'

The Scientist deftly commects the ends of hie electrical circuit to the hexagoral
wooden frame, and binds the remaining battery terminal. The tuning foriz atap the
{rame sghivers. ,It blurs, emiigiug a, faint, tone. , Now the, tone is stromger.  Tae
criss-crusred cotton threads iu tie freme banily vibraLe They yeuish., In theig
place is only g tensiorn of uvemismaginahle force, cyclontc, but harsessed. . There is &
force so tremendous that it could mot exist save im an imtangible form. The Sciemtist
turns to the rheostat. With a sadden vwist, he swings the lever avound its aze.
"Goodbye, God,'' he, says, and disconuects, the ., ;wizes,,

John barton stumbles distzactedly over his cwn worde, Framtically, ke tries fo
:ake up. the, thresds of his sddress vhere, he, droppad wbthea.,  The palice have ve-
moved the thing;' and,criy & pool of,decp, red cewmsluns. 2 e mob, 48, still murwuring ead
nervous. Barton supports himself by leanmimg heavily on ihe rostrum. "The wotld
the plutocratic worid must learn...the world must recognize cur praemineace... WQ
are the Chosen Race. .. We, axe destined to conquer, aad, civilise all of ithe... Cur
inviocible ---"

John Bapten blurs., His cutlines grow hazy. He bulges in places. A sipgle
choking ,uery. Tingsiout. ;John, Barcon is shaping space with asother Jobn Bexfown.
Head within head, body withirn body, arms withim azms, legs within iegs . 1he Som-
posite becomes redly wet. Therve is a ripging of bright blue cloth, a snag of sminy
buttons. Scund, booaing snd discrganized, fiddls the insane hall.

Y. yTasuns alsalms

"It would seem," the Scientfist tells.the Younmg Man, *"that the first marerial-
izatfon - in order of removal from the actuat reversal - occurred, literslliy,
instantaneously. Bartoa and Bartom occupled the fdentimal position fn time and space
ahd after all, that seems to juskify itself, becausz {f Bartcm were thrown back into
cime, bis life-track would have, to,terminatejat, che point of the raversal.

John Bareon awakes. It $3 dark, Arvouwd him i5 the denmcse hush of 2 forest.
Wind whispers im the tail, thick trees, and small iasest sound: distrub the zight.
He attempts to move, but his body screams. 3Somerhiog 4s brotesm. He tries to think
Tess ko wusl speaking. 14 unid fozm. . ile paiafolly moves,a band te, ... feel his cheat
BUtLONS qandiv € 00WL b What, was ft, & dyeaml, , Whai was,. ;his" Scueahere a rwlg cracks.
Zanton deoks, inte a moonlight ciﬁarimg,.,ng»tu‘as.u. a a8n, wizh 2 brighk biue
uniform acd mad eyes... crawliag...

"But how far back &n riwe did you send nim --- or chem?' the Youmg Man asks.
"Infintcy, 1f that means anything," says the Scieatist. K "An infirite anmber of

points on the vheostat; an infinite force; asd for Bartoa, an imfimite jourmey in
{nfinite mmbers. ..

John Barton splashes desparingly in a restless, lLashing sea whcose — sur-
face is dotted with thousands of bright blue uniforms and occupamts....



"The whole idea, of course, is highly illogical,'" observes the Younpg HMan

"1 agree with you But you seem to overlook the fact that by reason of uy
success, logic is rendered fallacious ..."

John Barton lives for an instant before his bedy is comsumed by raging torreats
of lava that flow in mile-high tides. A million John Bartoms die of heat and funing
gas whiie am incandescant moon glares at the steaming, quivering earth ...

"“"You see, the comnotations of Barton‘sgéeversal invalidate all laws --- because
if Barton is hurled back to infinity, in infinite aumber, he precedes in existence
all else...."

John Bartons by the billion puff to extinction in the maw of a bloated, cata~
strophic sun that has yet to give birth to plamets.

"De you mean," the Young Man's face is suddenly white, ''that you have --- that
you have the answer to the question: 'What exploded the Primal Atom?'?"

John Bartons, infinite in number, occupy infinite space, in an infinitely empty
infinity....

"I mean," replies the Scientist, "that I have the amswar to the question: 'What
was the Primal Atom?':"

THE END
Femtasila, January 1941 (1,1}

XNk

WITCH WINE On The World

by Lou Goldstone ' : i

1 think it may be ventured, without dogmatism, that ocne of the less happy comn-
ditions of fantasy-fandom in general arises from the all too widespread unacquaintance
with the works of prose, poetry and drama contributed to the annals of imagination
by those rare men of burning genius.

All of us must have read the literary products origimating in some of those
inspired minds. Perhaps the most familiar example to sciemce-fictiom and fantasy
fans would be H. P. lLovecraft; a nomination for 1iterary immortality which will,

1 believe, be unchallenged. To attempt to pame a number at ramdom would be futile,
since, in the first place, there may be some misunderstanding concerning the tera
"genius" as I here employ it.

Not many of the men of whom I speak ever saw a sciemce-fiction or fantasy wag-
azine, much less wrote for ome. MNet msny £¢ of these men, of whose works Joe Fan is
so lamentably ignorant, are alive today. Most of them wrote faatzsy only incideatally,
but that which :they did write possessad a charm and vitality that 1s enduriag



Some few, on the othexr hapnd, lived and dreamed in the world of the imagimation,
justifying their existence as few men can, by leaving, in black and white, treasures
whose worth may not be assayed by any scale or guage or standard of material measure-
;ent, but only subjectively in the minds and senses of the inheritors of their

ounty.

Of these literary gilants, nome was more tragle, more profound, more gemerously
endowed with the fire of true genius than George Sterling. At the same time, it isf
doubtful if eny received less recognitiom zad acclaim than Sterliag was sccorded.

Only recently has Sterling's existemce been publicized to the fan-world at large,
and but by indirection and on a comparitively niggardly scale at that. I refer to
the series of fllustratioms, by Virgil Fiemlay, which pictured random verses from
"A Wine of Wizardry' not so long ago iun Weizd Tales. Fimlay, of course, did master-
ful jobs on these, and succeeded in capturing, with his high artistic ability, about
as much of Sterling's fabulous imaginative quality as anyonza may capture on a
drawing board. Too, there can be no doubt that his drawings, with the accompanying
verses, were instrumental im catapulting a certain number of fans off to the library
poetry shelves.

But in spite of ome such boost in the popular primt, I am sure that upwards
of 907 of those who may rightfully be comsidered full-fledged fantasy feans would
reply when asked if they had read any of Sterliag'e works: '"Who?®, or "Sterling?...
Sterling?...."

This is a most lamentable situation, beccause Sterling was a true genius cf the
highest order, who lived and breathed imn - and wrote of -~ a realm of unceasing and
kaleidoscopic wonder.

I won't publiciy hazard an opinion as to which of his wanifold creatioms is the
"best." HNothing that he wrote was poor. The great majority was supremely bzautiful.

Ambrose Bierce, who porbably influenced Sterling more than any other man, refer-
red to "A Wine of Wizardry" as one of the greatest poems ever produced im imerica,
and worthy to be placed beside the best work of Coleridge, Keats and Poe.

One factor of importance in the obscurity of Sterling's writings was his {vabil-
ity to find a market for publicaticn in any of the matiopally circulated periodicals.
/Wrong; he was published in Cosmopolitan, Literary Digest, American Mercury, Century,
Sunset, Yale Review, Popular Magazinme (a sexies of caveman stories) ,etc. And the
publisher of his books, Roberison of San Francisco, was a regular publisber, who
also liked his works.WHE/ Most, Lf not all, of his literatuxe was privately published
in San Framcisco, where Sterling died, and iu whose emviroms - in whose very suburbs
- he spent the greater portion of his life.

He was borm at Sag Harbor im Lomg Islamd, N. Y., ia 1869, but moved west to
Oakland, Calif., in 1890. There, after working for three years {n the real-estate
office of his uncle, he met Joaquin Miller, Jack London, and Bierce. Im 1896 he
merried, separating from his wife im 1904 because of "¢emperamental difficulries."

In 1918y his wife comuitted suicide by takiug poison; this was an ever vhich evidently
exercised a ponderous influence on Sterling, and was strangely poztentous.

Sterling's first volume of poetry was "The Testimony of the Suus,‘ published
in 1903,and consisted of 43 poems, and a poetical dedicatiom to Bierce. The bock
derived {ts title from that of the twelfth poem.

He did not achieve any degree of prominence until the publication of "A Wine of
Wizardry" in 1907. Bierce submitted the mamuscript of this classic famtasy
to Harpers, Scribmers, Atlantic, Century, Metzopolitanm, and Booklovers Magazime.

They all rejected it! Finally, Bierce published it himself in Coemopolitan im
Summer of 1907.

After this, Sterling began to tura ocut volumes of poetry with almost aunual
regularity. By far the greater part of ais work was published by A. M. Robertson
of San Framcisco.

George Sterling died by his owm hand om November 17, 1325, in his room at the
Bochemfan Club, where he had lived for some years. Attemdants of the club who focund
his body said that he had not left the roow for three days. Some of his papers he
had burped, while others were found arranged im neat piles. An empty bottle of
cyanide of potassium was found lying near his bed. His traglc sulicide was attributad
to various causes: depression, discouragement, dipsomania and poverty. 4 note written
to a friend two weeks before his death seemed to confiim the latter explanastion.



Said Frank Belknap lLong, Jr. of Sterlimg: "He was roo fine and brave a spicit
to quail before mere poverty, and like most poets he did not live slrogether for the
things of this world. But he was not a young man, and the swalluess of his {ocome
unquestionably caused him a great deal of anxiery...."

Between 1903 and 1926 Sterling produced twelve volumes of lyric postry, ome of
which was published posthumously, five volumes of dramatric poetry, zmd a cricical
work -~ a study of Robinson Jeffers. .

His life was aot too differeat, in its tragedy, from that of Poe. But his own
philosophy - as expressed tn the epic dramatic poem "Lilith" - was, as Theodore
Dreiser said: "...the eternal balance between geod and evil, pleasusre aud pain.”

His poems are incomparable in their sheer beauty and stunning magnitude of
scope. No commentary of mine can even meagerly descxibe rhe dazzlimgly lustrous webs
of fantasy he spun from the coarse fibers of the English tongue .

"Black, 'nexorable reefs, whereon the freezing billows wount and moukn. . .There
ts no wind along the summer grass - day rains upoo unshaken dews...Dragons clutch ac
you with be’lies like Hell's rcof, and eyes of ice...The woon, a silver bowl, pours
witch-wine on the world..." These from "Lildith."”

What unparalled magic weaves through all his writings. What subrle harwonics
and riotwuus, uninhibited splendors seduce the senses upon the reading elome!

"Whexe wattled monsters redly gake, that guard, a cowled magiciar peering on the
damned. . .Where arectic eleves have hiddem wintry gems, and treasuzres of frozen anadems.
alight with timid sapphires of the enows...Crbe that graven monsters clasp...Uaresting
hydres wrought of bloody light...Black incense glow, and scarlet bellied saakes sway
to the tawany flutes of sorcery...A crimson spider hidden im e skull...A vial squat
whose scarlet venom crawls..."

A smattering only. And Sterling's magrificent "A Wiae of Wizardcy', from which
the last few quotations are taken, occupies five letter-size pages, single spaced
in elite type.

I know that Sterling's poetry means s great deal to we. Aand I speak not with
prejudice - for prejudice does not enter im where penius is coacerned.

I say unhesitatingly and unreservedly that admirers of Sterling are fantasy fans
and that Sterling's truly tremendous achlevements belong in the collectiom of every
fantasy fan.

THE END
Fantasia, January 1941 (1, 1)
DJINN FIZZ

vty Mickey Fion

The ManInTheBlueTopper flew out of the whispering night astride a great suou-
whice bat that muttered to iteelf in the Carthaginian vernacular.

The nearer stars made obeisance as the ManInTheBlueTopper passed them by, and
curious winged denizens mative to the fifth outermost plamet of Procyon observed the
phencmenon with some wonderment, dutifully noting it in their journals.

The ManInTheBlueTopper had travelled far from his winter home on the crest of
a mountait a thousand leagues {a height, and the great white bat was lightly dappled
with vermillion perspiratiom.

At last, after cutting forests and desexrts and several simgular polka-dot fLce-
bergs behind him, the ManlnTheBlueTopper bade his mount descend. The bat complied,
and splralled dowaward in gigantic arcs vwhile St. Elmo's fire flickered on the tips
of his extended wings.

The ManIaTheBlueTopper was slightly unbalanced by his loag solitude.

"I don't like Amazing Stories,”" he mumbled to himself, following this inexplicalle
outburst with & ratile of mad, high-pitched laughter.

"} thiok," said the great white bat, "that we had better change our couvrse for
a2 remore sand-bar im the unexplored stretches of the Indian Ocean..."



And so it was that they descended, at length, on the white, pebble-strewn beach
of the remote sand-bar. Herman the Pixie and Falstaff the Djinn sat waiting for them.
While the ManInTheBlueTopper dismounted, the great white bat occupied himself
by scratching in the sand & geometric demonstration of the theorem that the square
of the hypoteneuse of a right-engle triangle equals the squares of the other two
sides combined.

vs universally understood theorem," declared the bat ir Sanskrit. 'Part-.cularly
useful in making Martians and such understand that God Is Love."

Hearty handshakes followed, and Falstaff the Djinn exhibited his pile of tae
mosta of the besta in science-fiction.

"Gesh, Wow, Boy-0O-Boy'" he cried enthusiastically. "It's the greatesi in the
land and the best that's on the stand!"

"yesiree, yesiree, yesiree, yvesiree!" all three chorused amid paroxysms of
sobbing from the great white bat.

"Where in Hell did you get . those rags, Falstaff?" shrieks the ManInTheBlue-
Topper when the gunpowder fumes = have blown away.

1] didn't,"” whispers Falstaff the Djimn, while Pixie Herman lets fly a venemous
chuckle. "It's the subs, you see. The Indigestible Triton had indigestion, and
heaved them up right here on this beach!"

1and we never even knew," amends Hevman, "that the poor suckesr was a sclence-
fiction fan!'"

After the blood-punch had gone arcuad thzee times, the atmosphere mellowed con-
siderably, and the conversation drifted to more serious topice. The international
situation was hastily solved and plgeon-holed, and various other evils of the essorted
worlds were rectified in short order.

vand so I sez to the editor of Famous Fantastic Mysteries, I sez: ‘Look out
kid, or I’1ll kmock your Bok off! Hahahahahahahahahahahah!!!!1! 2110 N

vgesht 11i'l magazhine on th' market'" pipes up Herman the  ixie, emerging from
a billowing cloud of high-octane alcoholic fumes. "And cth' latesht isshu ish a
hum-hum-hum-hum-"'

"Dinger!" supplies Falstaff, who at the same time dashes off an insulting message
o an old scrap of gold-leaf, stuffs it into a dead soldier and flings it out to sea.

"Thash right'!" exults Herman the Pixie. "I'm gonna shtart reading it tomorrow
- if I can shee shtraight by that time - "

The bottles go up and down agair, and all are agreed that FFM is top-notch
But the unamimity of opinion is broken when somebody brings up Fantastic Novels.

"] shay itsh better than FFM." insists Herman the Pixie.

"You're a liar!" comments Falstaff the Djinn.

"Whatsh that got to do with it?" appeals Herman the Pixie. "PN is still the
besht I shay."

The ManInTheBjueTopper has a sly look on his face, which is now greem to match
the sunrise. "'How about Thrilling Womder and Startling and Captain Future?” he taunts.

"Blbwrbgblwr!" blbwrbglurbles Falstaff the Djian "IWS. Grrr! Startling. WrTgs:
Captain Future. Ghkwkkk: And that stinko Sergeamt Saturn! Why I knew the bum when
he was a private, first class, polishing spitoons at the Pluto sub-station'"

"How about Science Fiction and Future Fiction thea?"

"The Quarterly stinks," says ralstaff the Diinm. "But where in all flfteen
thousand reeking blue hells on wheels are the other twoi"

"Wouldn't you like to kmow?" rumbles the Face In The Sky, disappearing forthwith.

"Now, Astounding and Unknown...."

"woila! Astounding'! C'est magnificque'!" exclaims Falstaff the Djinm.

"poor Unk - known'" hics Herman the Pixie.

“And Astonishing and Super-Science?

"Hokay. Hokay," supplies Falstaff the Djinn. "Final issue of Super-Science has
a good Morey cover."

"Hey'!" Herman the Pixie inter jects. "If it wash good , it couldn't be morey'"

"And that new Comet?"

"petter than 1 expected," Falstaff the Djinn admits. "gut that stuff in the
Spacean is a lot of bull' The gny's got it all wrong: Now I was there and I kncw'"



"What have we left?' asks Herman the Pixie.

"Three fifths,"” says kalstaff the Djinmn, counting on his toes.

"And Planet?"

"Artwork stinks!'" says Falstaff the Djinn. "It shouldn't happen to a dog'"

"Check!" stutters Hermasn the Pixie.

"And Marvel?"

"All they need,'" says Falstaff the Djinn, "is candy and Parésian Opera Glasses
in the ten minute intermission!"

'"Well," says the ManInTheBlueTopper, 'l gress that about covers f{t. I have
to be going, because 1 have an important conference at eight."

"Give her my regards,'" says Falstaff t:e Djinn. '"But haven't you forgotten
something?"

'"Oh yes!'" says the ManInTheBjueTopper. '"Amazing and Fantastic Adventures'"

The sandbar sinks in convulsions, and the earth shakes and volcanos erupt as all
three mount upon the great white bat and fly away into the yodeling dawm....

THE END
Fantasia, January 1941} (1, 1)

AD RNAUSEUM by Hugh McDonald

The man sailed far on a golden bar

And a rusted gold dubloon;

The sea was smeared with hot steam beer
And covered with macarooms.

"Food! O Food!" loud cried the man,
“For you I1'll sell my soul!

1'll give my life for a buttered knffe
Or a cinnamon jelly-roll!™

The sea was still, preparing to ktll

The man who would barter his Troth

For a herring kippered and ladles dippered
In simmering bowls of broth.

Loud cried the sea: "A tomato puree
Is yours with a bucket of grime;

And apples dabbed with poisoned crab
Will be your mesl syblime!"

"1'1l]l eat your grime,'" he said, 'but Lime
And Coke must be my drink;

Fill my gut with your pofsoned food,

And I will £fil11l the sink!"

So the man ate well, and lies in Hell
Cradled in basting souffles;

And the sea waned well in a pickeled jell
Moulded of paper mache.

.

“fededest

Fantasia, Januwary 1941 (1, 1)



REMEMBER ¢

Hazold Elliot:

The bartender's face seemed to be drifcing gently away im:o undulating shadow,

a nebulous white blur with indistinct features. 1 looked at Lovzalme, coul and glowias
and very bzautiful, and at Bob, chalky and haggavd and suffering. My cwa forehead

was still burning with the vecollectiom of how I had falled to recogrlze Bo2 for a
mounent, and had hesitated with every nerve in my dody jangling, whem Lorraire had
first spotted him as we entered.

The atmosphere - the mellow darkmesz of the place was beginning to closz in
arvound me now }ike a soft slumber; the music was the faint treamble of elfin drums,
the lights like distant feiry-lanterns dimly seern im an enchanted glede. Gradually,
1 felt all the charp temnsemcss draiming cut of me; my uind and body were welaxiag,
and & delicious dreamy lassitude wias stealing over my seases. It was a mood fox
raverie, the kind of a mood that claims oue completely oa such occesions.,

Hhen zhe drinks were before us om the table, 1 cimkled tha fce absently agalmpst
my glass and tried to thiank of something to say. Perhaps it was the semil-darkuess,
but Bob seemed to have chamged since uwe had sat down together., His features wexe
still white and 7rawn, as if he had been through some friphtful ordeal, hut als eyes,
at flzrs: merely dead shadowy pits im his head, looked at e now wizh ac inteasity
that was almost frightening. His eyes wexe hugning, actuaily busnimg like two kot
coals. 1 glanced at Lorraime, by my side. She, too, must heve noticed the wey Deb
looked; she sat stiffly, aimost tramce-like, and the hezizhy color had vaalshed
from her face, giving way = to & stealthy pallor.

1 must have laughed rather feebly, and I kmow my imadcuous remark sounded forced
eud zrotesque. ‘'Well, Bob,” I faltered, "it's good to_ses you .ggain, Tou're looking
well..." 1 fatled miserably to put unfelt conviction ints these words. I kuew
soxzethiag was wrong - dauned wrong.

Lozzaine mumbled something unimtelligible iu the same geueral veln a5 my comment.
Bob seemed te ignore her completely. 4 wry, sarcastic smile twigted his pellic lips,
and he looked at me as a brokea-down prospector might lgok at an imcrediSly cich
deposit of goid stumbled on by accident. .

“You're exaggerating, Lem. I look rottem, and I know i¢; buc the - the shock
of finding out cxactly how things staund was pretty severe. It laid me low..."

I turned it over in my mind for a moment. Bob locked washed-cut, but he wazsa'c
plastered; that I kmew. But he was talkinmg in xiddles.

I asked him if anything was wrong. I hadn't =~ seea him 1n & week, and a lot
can happer ia that much time. “If there's anythimg I can doo - 1f zhere’s savthing
éither of us can do,” I told him, tndicating Lorraime, "we'll do 4&t..."

i He replied dryly, but the light in back of his eyes uas csger, and I conld feel
his whole bedy tensing; it was im the air, like & silent electrisai discharge.

"Tt's epough that I've found you,' he sald. There wss a2 pause, gnd he went on,
his voice higher this time. "I've been going c¥azy, Lem. It was only two nights
ago that I remembered. Suddenly; im the middle of & dream. Wheu it his me, my whole
false, beautiful world came crashing down aroumd @y eazs,.. I'm nat the same vy
wore, Len, ard I wasa't . sure until just now that there was andther like ne..."”

For some reasom, & cold blade toxe up my spine, and I cuuld  feel my bausclkles
tingling. Bob was different, ail rigat. I dida’t kmow what the nature of the change
was, but somcthing deep inside my braim was howling and screaming for mc to gew
out of that place and away. It required a physicsl eflezt to vempin in my seal,
bat I ipansged £t, and regavded Bob, inquisitivaly.

“I'm afraid I don't kmow what you mesmn," I sald.

Bob smiled even more broadly, and his eyes were - yes, simister. Alarms were
going off imside me. I deca‘t thiamk 1'll ever experlemce thst fesling again. Scme-
thing about this mam was arousing portions ci my mimd whese exnfsteace I had never
even suspected, impelling tkem to erect defenses which are pou needad in the couzrse
of aw ordinary lifetime.



"Yes you do," Bcb was saylng. "I wouldn't talk sbout 4t %o strangers, myself;
I kncw there must be some like us - some who did talk - raving im padded cells right
aow. I've wo such exbitionms..."

I started to cut in. “Listan, Sob..."

"Wait a momen:. L°ve been lonely, Len. AllL alone ia £ a world of wmadmen and
foole, ever since 1 remembered. But when you gud Lorraine came in here this eveaing,
I sensed your presence. Didn't you senee it too, Len! didm't you feel 1¢? Dorn't
you understand that I've remembered, just as you have? I'm not ome of the others,
Len; 1’m like you!"

Bob wes talking loud; too loud. I put my hand across the table and grasped his
arm. “Listen,' I whispered, "I dom't know what this i{s all about, bhut keep your
voice down - if only out of consideratiocn for Lorraime!®™

Thew I remexmbered that Lorraine hadn't ssid a word. She was white as a2 sheet,
and I could feel her harm trembling where it touched mine. Resentment against Bob
boiled up within me.

"I think we'd better leave," I told LOrrafme. She put out a restraining haad.

"No... Let's stay. I'm all right," she said. As she losked at me and them
back at Bab, I thought I detected tears welling up im her eyes.

Thers was nothing to do but assent, and Y did it grumblingly, ungracefully, I
didn't want to act like a dolt, but Bob was mekiang a fool of himself and of us, too.

He muttered en zpology. '"You msy have remembered some time ago, Len. If you
did, you've controlled yourself dammed well. Bui - this thipg nearly Zzilled me.

You kunow that ¥ took 1ife rather seriouely; I was soug and satisfied and comfident.
A man can take a8 lot of punighment, Len, but when he haa the earth knocked right cut
from under him - when he suddenly finds that therz is wothing he can have faith in,
no basis for his econfidence in himself and im his kind - £t's emough to send him cff
the deep ¢nd..."

"I don't know anything sbout your perczomal affairs,” I imterrupted, “but I‘ve
already told you that we'll help you im any way we can.” I was getting more tham &
bit fed up with Bob's drivel. "But, good Lord, nan, talk semse!"

"Fou stil] dou't believe me?" Bob's expressfon was one of cymicel amusement,

"Believe you, hell! I dom't understand you'"

"Don't you itrust Lorraine?” he asked. '"Don‘t you want her to kmcow?”

That was almost too much. Lorraine and I were golng to be marricd in a wmonth.
I hed ‘mown Bob for six years, and Lorraine had !mown him for five. I felt that he
wae taking advantsge of our friendship, making remarks that he kpew no other man
coulé get away with. 1 held myself in, aud reminded him cutiimgly that he was
overstepping the bounds of decorum, amd thst I didn't like it.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I'm not emtirely respomsible tonight. Forgive me,
Lorreine."

Lorraine just lcoked at him. Her lips moved, but she .  dida't utter a =ound.

“It might be s good idea 1f you explained yourself," I suggested.

Bob nodded, and smiled again. "I will," he said. '"This 13 all very new to me,
and although I cen't imagine what you're so reticent about, 1 suppose you have good
reasons."

"I repeat, Len, that I'm like you. I was lost and foundering - gofng siightly
nad I thiuk - until you and lorraine came in this evening. Even before Lorrailze
called to me, I felt your " /i i; presence. I knew that someone else vho had remembered
was vear. Do you understand?”

I grfmned sond shook my head. "Wo," I said truthtfully.

A shadow of anger ucuentarily crossed Bob's featuras. Whatever was troubling
him, he was taking it = very sericusly.

"Yes you do," he said wearily. The old buraing light ceme back into his eyes.
"I remewbered as I slept, Len. I woke up zoakingnwith cold sweat. Ch, God! The
vhole worid - false! A colosssl 1le!"

"1 thiak it mest be an ancestral memory, like imstimct. ‘The memoxy of insects.
I think it must be in all of us, lying dorwant. Not - nany” remember at all, Lea.
And that’s a good thing, too. If a million people awoka sweating, touight, with the
rezlization ¢f what snd why mamn is, aad what and why and how the world and the uni-
verse is, there wowld bz uo more world as we keow ic..."



"This 1s not our world auy more, Len. When I saw you tonight, and realized
that you bad the memory, it was like finding another man on a desolate planet that
you had , . thought totally dead!"

"Oh, hell!" I muttered. It was Greek, Sanskrit.

Bob was oblivious. He went on in a wechanical daze. 'We kuow, now, that things
are not what they seem. It's a race-memory, lern, something we never knew we had.

And it's too heavy a load for one man to bear alone. To know - to kmow what it means'®
The stupid world, the senseless whirl of life, the lights of the city; the dammable,
arrogant conceit of mankind: The blind, unreasoning pride of the little beasts,
ignorant of what they are and why, and how they came here. The rottem, lying thecries
and explanations. Theories to account for everything - and all of them ljes!"

Pesspiration was streaming down Bob's face, and down my own. It was torture,
just listening to him. There was socmething within we trying - trying to remember.

I knew that I couldn't quite grasp it....

“All this pomp and pageantry, Len. God! If only they knew! What woudd they
do it they all should remember; if they all should see the txuth about the universe -
about themselves: What of their pride! 1If they should remember, as you and I have
remembered." .

Something bugst ‘' ‘in my brain. "Damn you'!" I shouted, "I don't know what
you're talking about! You're crazy'!"

Bob was stunned, But Lorraine was on her feet beside me. "Len," she said,

"Bob is right... Omnly," she turned amné emiled at him, teass wvetting her cheeks,
"he made a slight wistake... It wasn't yoy, Len, who he semsed when we came in...
It wvas me. I've known for a long time; I remembered nearly a year ago..."

It was Bob's gain and my loss. He was right; a man caa teke a lot of punishment
wvithout foldiag up. Had Lorraine left me under differeat circumstances, . I would
have thought the world had come to an emd... But now there is something infinitely
mcre horrible. It fs worse than the loss of a owmen you love. It is the loss of my
faith in the things I had alweys taken for granted; the loss of confidence in myself
and in my egotistical world. It is the killing certaimsy ; . that there is a
great ,terrible knowledge buried in my mind, and the comstant tortured groping for
something that I caanot quite remember.

wie

Fantasis, ' April, 1941 (2, 1)

Let There Be ART
Harold Elliot

Being a man of mo mean assthetic attaimments myself, and circulating as I do
in and about the cultural upper-crust of thse regioms, I quite naturally number
among my acquaintances more than a few dilettantes of art.

1 speak of the longszhaired brethern who daeb at canvas and devour Verve in
rattletrap garrets, who seek inspiration. et Fisherman's Wharf, subsist on Cuba-
Libres and Phillip Morris and romp through their beatific lives in sublime indif-
ference to hell and high water.

In foraging parties of from ome to a dozen fixed palates, thes descand upon my
penthouse eyrie onr occasion, . full of empyrean fervor and ready for amything.
After they have looted my larder, dehydrated my liguor cabinet and rolled back the
rugs to the supersoric accompaniment of Ravel's Bolerc om the player, these eccentric
vheels of progress figuratively pitch their tents in odd corners and launch into a
nidnight to dawn open forum on the why and wherefore and downwith of all things
in heaven and earth.







Inevitably, though, wherever the conversetion wmay begin, it drifis around to art.
With the unconcerned bravado and easy confidence of seasomed practitiomer-critics, my
ungshave, frazzle-headed guests survey the science of representatiocn down the ages {in
one nimble bound, and mark time on our own era, eyeing askance the more noble Romans
of the contemporary scene while salivating over che rag-teil rump-school exemplified
by Dali and his whole cubistic, iwpressionistic miscegenated mob.

When . the darkest hours have passed, they arise and, not forgetting to gather up
any stray cigarettes that may have survived the orgy, take their riotous departure -
for greener fields, no doubt, I retire weery and disheartened, and Dali's sagging
timepiecezs and unstrung intestine? haunt my fitful dreams.

1 have reached a point at which I can no longer even derive a contemptucus amuse-
ment from their crackpot amtics and testes. I can guffaw rudely and expectorate with
fine disdain when they present their ridiculous nominatioms for artiscic immorcality,
but when it comes to 2 rebuttal, I'm stonkered.

There was a time when I would haul 2 dozen magazines from my files and present for
their inspection, say, a ' Fimlav pictorial from s not too cld Weird Tales, and an
atmospheric Bok, and one of Cartier's superb carizatures,and perhape something of
Schneeman's better work. Ah yes, they'd wurmur, very pretty, but how about this slop
here? And out they'd grab, coming up with a Bug-Eyed Browpr cover of IWS, or a Planet
cover abounding with buxom-boscmcd wenches whose primcipal occupation seemed to be
fleeing from horremdous womsters while at the same time losing their bracsieres. And
I'm sorry to say that, in my opiniocn, from {ifty co eighty percemt of the pem and ink
atrocities of the pro field « while perhaps not so productive cf abrupt regurgitation
as the above hozrid examples - are absolutely indefejsible, on artistic groumds, even
against the barbs of such mouse-bitten critics as these.

Mind you, I hold no brief for the someiines expressed theory that fantasy
illustrations. should be endurinpg masterpieces of the artist's .  craftsmansaip.
As a matter ox fact, it is not a whit more reasonable to expeat great art in this field
than it is to expect great literature., Nevertheless, I da believe that we have hed come
remarkably fine illustratioss precented to us recently. Whether the works of thiex
creators will ever be hung im tie Pantheon, and their names graven fn the Hall of
Fame, 18 anocher matter that time will decide. At that, I'm firmly convinced that moze
and better artists have died unrecognized than have ever been acclaimed favorites by
the inane multitude and the: mentally waterliogged critics.

But the important consgideration, as far as I am concermed, is the fact that im our
chosen field of pulp-ficiion, we have artiers whose work need not be tucked away fur-
tively among the =mothballs. On the comtrary, it cam be showa anywhere withoutr the
company of shame-faced apologies.

1 seriously doubt the existence of comparable art-work {n any other bravch of the
pulp-publishing field. Fantasy magazines seem to de uaigue in that they display any
amount of artistic talemt whatever.

And there's the rub! Granted, we have pro artists who are very good, whose

wark is a source of pride. Now, why {n heil must we tolerate in the same field - yea,
in the same magazines - the imccherent scribblimgs of bristol-bkoard assassius whose
only artistic future lies ian painting goatees end buck-teeth on femelie portraits.

1 mean the Krupszs and Lynchs and the Hammonds and the Thorps and the Binders. 1
mean all the rest of the bums who might pass in Terror Tales, but who don't live on
the same side of the tracks as Finlay snd Eok and Cartier.

The publishers are cutting their good stock with two parts of bilge-water, and I
don't like it.

E certainly isn't because more good arcists -~ agtists who can at least hold some
sort of a candle to the top-flighters - aren't to be had. Yet for some obscure reason
the powers that be imsist on rummaging through old graveyarde on stormy nights and pra-
sentirg their fiands in black and white to a lopg-suffering public. A zeal effort, were
it made, would uncover more than emough reai artists for the needs of the pro field.
Bat no, It is either cheaper, ox easier, or both, to keep foolimg around with old
hacks who have dug their own ryes through the years and so-called mewcomers im whose
hands the drawing pen becomes a2 lethal imstrument.




I don’t belleve the requisites for a science-flciion artict ace very cough. Abou:
the only qualification necesaary i3 the ability to draw well and treat abtruse subjects
in a normal manner. A man should look like a man; not like Krupa‘s window-dummies, not
like Morey's tight-trousered, quince-faced scarecrows, not like the assorted wmummies
and Tarzans and petulant effeminates and corny slickers and the heterogeneous hordes
of mongrels that stalk through the pro pages in disgusting . legion,

The science-fiction artist should rationalize the material he deals with into a
semblance of sanity in his picture. If the story can't be portrayed in 38 normal man-
ner, then it should be given to a fantasy artist, who can depict the atmosphere rather
that the substance of the yarn.

Schneeman comes close tc my definition of a real acience-fiction artist. His work
is usually simple, dignified and restrained. And it i3 reasonable. Remember his pic
on an Astounding cover fo Saturn as viewed from one of her satellites? Well, by God,
he painted a mountain that looked like a mountain - not a neon anthill.

Pinlay, Bok, and Cartier (the latter a caricaturist), are fantasy artists. It is
their job to convey atmosphere to the reader, and it's not an easy job. The only qual-
ification here is that the artist must be an artist. There can be no applicationof of
techniques before the artist is a master of representative drawing. I believe native
ability and a well-oiled imagination we{gh more heavily in this field. These men are
top-notchers, but they are being run into the ground and overworked. 1If the publishers
will look around, they will find more of the same caliber.

But decent artiste are needed very badly, right now, in the science-fiction field
more than in the fantasy realm. From the evidence so far presented, I should say the
publishexs - most of them at any rate - are myopic 1f not totally blind. If, as must
be the case, they have no eye for art, let them remember this; an art college certificate
isn't enough; art colleges are businesz institutions. Pind out first i{f the guy can
draw,

To advise the publishers to look for new talent in the fan-field would be easy
enough, but the percentage of genuine talent to be found there is no greater than that
to be found among the population at laerge. But whether it come from within the fan-
field or without, let there be art - at any cost., '

1 think that after fifteen years of professional science-fiction and eighteen years
of pulp fantasy, it is about time good artwork became the rule rather than the exception.

Fantasia, April, 1941 (2, 1}

RENDEZVOUS
by Lou Goldstone

1 was standing watch on the fo'csle bridge, watching the white spume curve out
from under the bows, when the thing broke surface half a kilometer off the .starboard
beam. It aly there in the center of a wide circle of bubbling foam, heaving gently
with the slight swell, wallowing from side to side. It was big; bigger than any
submarine I had ever seen, and it has a smuoth, lustrous ocuter plating that shimmered
in the soft glow of a mew crescent moon and a numberless host of diamond-bright stars.
The call to battle-stations sounded while I still stared at the thing, and not more than
half a minute later our starboard secondaries opemed up with a roar. Two quick,
spurting tongues of red, and two six-inch shelis swent whistling out. Two dull watery
booms sounded simultaneously, angd a pair of cresmy spouts stood glistening and fell
back. I heard somebody shout. Another salvo, closer this time. I looked for torpedo-
tracks, because they had caught @is dead, but there were none. The third burast of fire
scored a direct hit; Two blazing blasts directly on the thing's side; bits of casing
spanked the water for a hundred yards around, kicking up little pouts of spray.

Then I clutched the rail tightly to support myself, and my mouth must have fallen
open. The thing rose and dipped calmly, trailing s small feathery weke. I had seen
two six-inch shells astrike it at on¢ce - enmough to blow a light surface-sraft out of the
sea. Aad the thing was unharmed. The captain swore vividly at my elbow. The six-inchers
didn’t open fire again. We just looked at the thing sailing serenely along beside
ug - until, a few moments later, the first flare went up.



And it was & Flare, ic nwounted Lige 3 rocker, red and glowisg. Un, up, higoer
and higher,. uatil I had lost iito .A minute pauged, while we ¢raned oug. mecks between
feverish glances at the thing.; Then, somewhere up in che atzatospﬁergp 2 star burst.
It was that flare. . Frum horizom to hozizor,. the sea showed green and sparkling im a
light like that of noon. . 1t blazed up there with a light too intense to look at; &
light like :the sum. . 'Oh God‘" groaned the captain, . "Oh.God Almighty:"

Remembex that this % Iyfas only two' deyE after your light celiteers had caught us
off Coronel. remembeér thit we were travelling With radio silent. without lights -
knowing that your forceés imere combing che ‘eeas £6r Us. ” Remewber that we had escaped at
all only by a mzracle, Remembex. that we weze holed from stem o stern, smashed and
battered into wirtual helplessness, our main armament gone, half ocur c¢zew dead, Remem-
ber -that we were taking the only echance we . had; buruing cu last ton of fuel-oil i an
all-orAnothing dash fox a rendezvous with.that tanker,. What good i8 a pocket-battleship
without guns or fuel? Well, we wore taking the risk.. .If we could meet the tanker and
refuel,; there wes a chance of escaping, ever. in our Ltippled condition.. And now this -
light: And we were. twc houxrs, awey frum the randezmous. with fuel in oup tanka ¥or
tow houra and a helf at ten knots = ‘oBr moat economical lpeedo

For ten mirues it blazad, while we. went, wado Hundreds of sguare miles of ocean
must ‘be flaring with daylight. We knew that 3f one of youi destroyers or scouting
planes saw the .light, Leavy forces wouid he concentratd on the area, and we would be
lost,

i stood there dumbly and heard orde;s bﬂxked. agazn the ‘six-inchexo opened upo
.An a]most continuous sheet of flame stood cut from the gun~muzzlestas aheil after sghell
was poused onto the thingo It wes an unwremitiing hail of deaths  he nokiee was

nunderous, dgaieninge A forest.of whire splashes wes leaping up 4nd falling back out
there in grotenque motion. Then, 1n the midst of the firing, another flare went up -
as the | first ome still hung dyiny in the sky. I turned . and saw the sw2ating,

tortured face of the csptzin as he gavv the cease fire ordex. It was no use, aj we
could all piainly sece. We knew that this thing was not ome of your vessels. But
whatever it was, the thing was - ignoring us.

Someone must have had an idea, for almost immediately 1 saw the silvery wake of a
torpedo slicing toward the thing. It struck with a colossa, toad, at cthe eame moment
the second flare burst high above us. Our owm ship rocked with the voncussion, but the
other was unscathed. We watched, then, while the intense blue radiance of the flare
burned dowm all about uB, Ve watnhed and hoped,

Whatever it was, the.thing was persistent; or it might have been coincidense. It
wallowed along precigely parallel to our ccurse, at the same speed we were msking. We
could not change course - and get away from.it - hecause we had just enough fuel to take
us to the rendezwous with the tanlcerv and that by tbe straight route we were following.

' For two,s0lid hours the thing plunged along bcslde ua, waile we . .peg apired
and hoped it would return to the depths it bhad lefi. Every ten minutes another flaze
boiled up, exploding at an unknowe height,aod lighting up our whole watery world.

White flargs, and blue flazes and green flares .and yellow.and. crimson acd all the inzer-
mediate hues. They hung in the air, one aiter another, without a break .~ for whan one
war burning out, another was just bursting.

I heard ahouts and looked aheadu. Plainly viulble drn_the biazingllighg; the tan-
ker hove into view ovex; the _dip, of the horizorw. . I fek the plntes under my feet vibrate
more notiuably as the diesels throbbed like 2n agonized heartg We plowsd ahead.

That damned thing was still with ug as they cast out floats from the tanker. In
another half hour the line would be apouting fresh,pil into out empty tapks. - The op-
eration was- almost complete » 1f .we had not ylreadv been detegtedo The thing hovered
uncertainlv and sent up a zew flare, latger and br;ghter than any of the preceding
ones. We . squiated at the tanker, only.a thousand meters. away,'and waited.

Now othex flares were goiang up from the thing like romen-candles, They apluttered
and popped and crackled and danced in the sky. We were in what seemed a mad dream


from.it

The last big flare had just burned out when gomething slse appeared overhead, It
was a knife-edge of searing brillisnce, racing among the staza and growing larger and
more blinding. It raced dowm the gsouthern horizon and turmed. We caught the subtle
vibration that turned into a world-shaking roar, and the light from the sky was a
vhitehot jet of fire that sprayed down into the gea. It was coming Cowazd us thundering
and blazing, Closey, and 1 caught a glimpse of a huge dark shape racing directly at us
over the water, throwing out that scorching blade of flame in fromt of it, leaving
behind it a seething curtain of ateam where the blast had touched.

Screams and shouts. 1 dodged behind the rail as the thing flashed by, monstrous
and fiery, blinding our eyes end shattering our ear-drums. A hazy jumble of sound and
light as it% passed directly above the tanker, it flaring jet of Tire engulfing the
vessel as it passed. All the oil in thé tanker must have gone up at the touch of that
blast, The ship simply ceased to exist, 1In its place was z billowing #4844 pillar of
hell-fire that atood up a mile in the sky, roiling with demse clouds of black smoke.
Stunned, we watched as the conflagration spread out over the water, and hissing jets
of burning 0il rained down all arcund us.

The thing from the sky had sattled to the sea in a cloud of Adi boiling stesm, and
the thing that AR had followed us was lying close alongside it, sending out strings of
flares like fireworks. ~Slowly, with one accord; they both submevged and vanished.-

we stood there, the flaming sea and that great.. fuming beacom-light casting
flickering red shadows across our blank faces. We did not” think; we jwt stood and
waited for the end, and presently we knew the end had come. First thre was a flicker
of red on the horizon, then the dull rumble, # then the booming whistle of the heavies,
and then the towering spouts as you straddled us with g+ your f£irst salvo.

cm\euxu
Fantasia, April 1941 (1, 2)

'THEIR MOTHERS NEVER TOLD THEM
by Harxold Elliot

I can find some sympathy in my heart for that old gusrd of letter-section loiterers
whose defisant battle-crest is a blue pencil rampant on a field of blinders, and whosze
apparently indefatigable crusade against the female of the species is forewver audible
in the distance amid the angry clash of snipping scissors and eries of Mgke The World °
Safe Fox Bachelors and Ve Don‘t Want Any.

Please notice that I say sympathy, which i3 not at all synonymous with intellectual
agreement., 1 sympathize to a certain extent because I zm, myself, an evil old bachelor
of long standing, and because, regardless of the merit of their cause, these misogynists
are inhumanly persistent and therefore deserving of whatever lauxels are custemarily
awarded thoge possessors of preeminently good intentions who ingist upon jamning them-
selves wremchlike into the wheele of progress. '

For the good of all, I beg to zeport to these undoubtedly conscientious cbjectors
that sex is here to stay, together with by-products love and women, and that according~
ly, another long and arduous cemppign azgainst the Devil and His Works has arrived at
the usual [ ity MLAL unsuceessfull conclusion.

It It was a losing fight all along. Our recalcitrants are at liberty to conduct their
personal affairs however they like, but they must admit that the trends they have eo
valiantly combatted are inaexorable, and - to be a bit nasty about it - incontrovertibly
responsible for the survival to date of that seme human race which science-fiction
heroes are intensantly prescrving from destruction at the respective hands, talonms,
tentacles and pseudopods of all sorts of heli-bent invaders.



If any further proof were needed that resistance on this futile £igld is utterly
forlorn, 1 should point out that even Amazing finds it advisable to cater to the bud-
ding instincte of its l4-year-olds with appropriately crude servings of wenches well-
done, medium and plenty rare,

The gallant disseuters must reaiize that opposition to sex, love and women per se
is a pastime without a future. But all is not lost. While allowing the 30th, 40th and
50th centuries to have sex, love and - neceusarily - wonen, we can 8till exercise our
Cod-given right to howl about something and anything be seeing to it that the science-
fictional treaiment of these three onerous (uantifties is such as will sult our patrician
tastes. .

1'm already sharpening my tomahawk for a vigorous and determined assault oa the
all too common mis-handling and slush-puddling of, and generszl dilly-dallying with,
(a) our biological fun:tilon or (b) ourd most sacred emotion. You may select whatever
definition pleases you.

We <an skip over the matter of illustrations - particularly cover pictures. It is
traditional for covers to portray action shots of damsels-in-distrees, minus 2 good
percent of clothing in strategic spots, being carted of by gobe of protoplasm and ani-
mated engine-rooms for what dire purposes we'll never know. Although & few bits of
uninhibited cheesecake 3till pop up - you know the type: formidable females, generally
imprisoned in large test-tubes, with spouts of steam or mechsnical doo-jiggers inter-
cepting tRe melange in just the right spots for satisfaction of the - U.S. Poatal
laws and egulations - on the whole, this sort of unsportsmarlike expicitation of sex
seems about played out.

! But we reformists have one very promising sphere of evarigelical activity left. It
lies in the ruthlesse -debunking of the bij, black, unsavory abtsurdities invariably con-
nected with the Bex-element as presented in " our magaszinea - Here ere pleaty of wind-
mills for us to buck, 30 let's have at them briefly.

Science-fiction villains are a source of never-ending wonder to my adwittedly un-
enterprising mind. They are terribly brillilant and largely funsaene. They either covet
absolute rule of the Earth, or are quite seriously determmined to blew the whole damm
plenet to hell and gone. 1 submit " * ihat the latter obsession, while perhapz not
entirely laudable, can at least be viewed with a vertain degree of sympathetic under-
standing 1f one is objective about 1it.

Now while huge masses of brilliant villains lay their catastrophic plans with di-
abolic cunning, and toiter to thel very brink of success, they generally discard that
magnificent gray-matter of theirs at the critical moment ~ and go chasing aroundaround
after the heroine: Unsatisfactory, highly unasatizfactory. A villain bent on destruction
of Earth wouid undoubtedly intend to obliterate womankind in the bargain, hence would
be singularly uninterested in the physical assets of the heroime ~ who, after all, is
just another wench playing hooky from washing distes and darning the berc's socks,
On the other hand, the villain who merely wants to domivate this = | world would not,
if he is as mmaxt ae ho's cracked up to be, jeopardize his colossal project by pursuing
the heroine lustfully. Once the Earth {s under his heel, he could have fifteen harems,
if his inclinations raa alomg those lines,

But the villain alwsys harasses the hzroine, thus goading the perspiring hero on to
prodigious feats for the salvation of his beloved (he‘s a dope, too). result; the
villain and his fiendish plottings come <rashing down ir ruing. Let's have logical
villaing in cthe future.

We have not yet rzached the nadlr of nsusea. Ihe science-fiction heroine - a cast-
iron creature cudowed with a limitlesc capacity for getting :nto trouble from which she
must be extricazed, a chilled-steel neural system and a grim resolve to suffer death
before dishonor - is not pursued by human dastards alope. She is also in imminent peril
of outrage by the inhabitants of nine planets and twemty neavby atar-clusters. The poor



givl iz fleeing iike wad, ond hot ow her heels - but ineandescantly - come soundiug
cravling, slithering, barking e~t monsters., 1 sometimes suspect that despite the
apparent erudition of euthors, thelr mothers newver told them. Inr short, it won’t
work; vou can’'t argue with chromosomes. And aside from the distinctly mechanical
aspects, why would the e-t appreciate the human female? His standards of - physical
beauty are not hers Reverse the situation. Can vou imagine yourself kidnspping &
VYenusian maiden - claws and all ~ with amorous intent? Ughd

I won't even mention the half-breeds. Mr. Burroughs, for ome, has laid a lot of
egzs, but the biggest was updoubtedly that out of which hatched - yes, hatched - the
lad Carthoris, son of "&" ejah Thorie (Mars) and John Carter (Earth), both of whem
must be thorsughly ashamed of thewselves by now.

Another avenue of attack is open. A few progressive authors burst forth with the
uncozmonly sane postulate that the e-t need not necessarily . operate orn a bi-sexusl
basis. One, or any number of sexes might well contribute to the final gruesome product.
It is intriguing to speculate that a'live-wire lowe affair on Saturn, say, may resem-
ble nothing so much as a Detwoit sssevbly-line banging swsy full blast.

One parting admonition, fellow-crueaders. Though the trends are graduslly turming
with us, let us have cur fun like gentlemen. Moderatiom ie vital. Were our future
women £0o realistiec, they'd probably newver sppear im space-shipe at ell.

And wouldn’t that be awful.
Vi .55 S
Fautasis, July 1941 (1, 3)

BLACRODIS AN} BRASS  MOMEEYS
. ““E‘“
Lou Goldstone

Like many other good things, I FRon Hubbavd's Finnl Blackout will probably be better
remembered for the sensations it provcked tham for ite intrimsic merit as a story.

The sensstions were various. They included praisz that wae nothing short of eestatic
and the angry czies of disgruntled bolsgheviks.

But the best of all waes the sensztion which gprang full-blown out of the mouths of
fans suckled on blazing ray-guns snd ifdvadiang Martians. This sensation was a simple
and uncomplicated one. Final Blackout, the fans protested, was a good story =- but -
it wvas got scientifiectiom!

it was a good sensation, and it bad great possibilities. IXn fact, it wss a matural,
Final Blackout, they seid, wsas noft scientifiection. Ah...but what is scientifiction?

Somehow or other; this most promising controversy failed to develop, Haviang ex-
pressed their displeasure with the mareh of events, the imdignant ones retired in good
order, withaut ever having come to grips with the major issue inwlved. In so doing,
these orthodox fans dieplayed either an inability or am indisposition to get down to
fupdamentais,

Im this case, the ccre of the apple they nibbled was a2 matter of definition. Def-
inition is a weary and distasteful rovtine, and the parties coucerned A evidently de-
eided it had betfer be left to Plato and the village idiot. They were probably glad to
drop the potate before it got too hot,

But the problem they shsmefully sbandoased is so vital thet it needs 8omwe sort of
examination. Just what 1g scientifiction? The boys have rendered judgement on Fipal _
Blackout an being un-szcientifietional, but they haven't defined their terms. They have-
n't pointed out just what essential ingredient it was that Hubbard's tale lacked.



Chances are most of the dissenters would disqualify Finel Blackou: on the grounds
it contained no science. 1 feel reasonably certain that & careful re-exploration of the
story would disclose & few stray grains of what might be construed se acience in a liter-
al sense, although the presence of such matter would certainly not satisfy the fans to
vhom science means not the sum total of human knowledge, but chemical equations and
epheneris tables,

I don't think that anyone will insist cthat a secientifiction story must contain e
scientific lesson or roral. This seens tc have been the original idea promoted by Papa
Gernsback {n the infarcy of pulp-scientifiction. While 1t is true that scienti-
fiction at first stood squarely on a basis of kaown - 1f exaggerated and distorted -
scientific fact, just as weird fiction stood onmfh the traditional ghosties and mediaeval
superstitions; evolution has produced great changes in toth types of fiction.

Scientifiction wes evidently fivst porularized with the idea that it existed for
the sole purpoce of sexrving science. This, in spite of the fact that the classical
pre-pulp stories - thcse of Bellamy and H. G, Wells, for ins tance -~ presented nof real
scientific fact, and, indeed, used thelr pseudo-scientific atmospheres only as vehicles
to parade the suthors’' political and social theories before the reader in the most
casily digested form.

Discarding that thoroughly discredited premise, there still remains the fact that
the early "traditional” types of scientifiction were, with vary rare exceptions, coa-
cerned entirely with building stories around the physical asciences. Chiefly chemistry,
astronomy, and physics; this trio is undoubtedly 8till deeplyassociated by many fans
with not oaly the original, but the only bacis for scientifiction.

This early trend produced the "heavy-science” yarns. For the most part, these
were wildly pretentious in the extreme, but they did contain science in the well-knowm
tamale ratio: one-chicken-to-one-horse. BPBcint is, that some sort of scientific explan-
ation waz at the bottom of it all. I think the very bect examples of this type are
Campbell’s stories, such as Solarite, and Taine's, such as Seedg of Life. Down through
the years the "heavy-zcience" story has evolved, and the latest refinement appears to
be the type of Rocklyunne’s'problem-yarns'. in Men and the Mirror and And Then There Was
Ope, the story is fashtioned around & framework of unadormed phyeical law, and very
nicely, too, ae 1 see it.

But the militant . attackers of Finel Blackout can’t setablish this type as a cri-
terion. Not cne /. out of a hundeec modern scientifiction stories could qualify by
these: rigid standards. If they complain asbout a lack of science in Final Blackout,
they obviously don't mean resl scienca, as found in the "problem-yarns”.

You can probably recell that the early stories went on and on gnd on and on ex-
plaining in meticulous detail how the rocket-ship was built, fueled, provisioned,
launched, piloted and landed at its destination. HNowadays tae rocket-ship is taken for
granted. The presence of & rocket-ship in s story cannct by any stretch of the mosat
jaded imagination be considered as supplying the science elenent in a story. As it 1ia,
no rocket~-ghip, ewplained orx unexplaineé will be sc¢lentific until rocket-ships arxe
accomplished facts.

Yet this is undoubtedly the very reasoning on which the fans who object about
Final Blackout proceed. They have come to accept, uncorscioualy I trust, rocket-ghipe
and ray-guns and time-zachines as scientific achievements! And therefore they will
readily classify asny stories in which those problematical devices appear as true scien-
tifiction,- but a yarn unencumbered woth the conventional fallacious doodads is
approached with grave suspicions.

So while "heavy-science" yarms, vhich do contain elements of fact, cannot comprise
more than one percent of that which passes for scientifiction, the other ninety-nine
per cent appears tc be without eny appreciable practicel fouadation in scientific fact.



In my judgement, this leaves the objectors to Final Blackout high and dry on the
bitter reefe of thelr own unthinking prejudice. To face the facts bluntly, the prefix
science- in sclence-fiction has alweys been a terrible and outrageous overstatement.
Perhaps rocket-ships or time-machines would have satisfied the fans, had they appeared
in Final Blackout, but there would etill have been ro science in the story.

There have been tremendous inroads made in the field by etwries of psychological
and social significance (Don't ' get me wrong cn that last one; I'm not a Party member
or even a parlor-pinkie.) Take Asimov's Trende, or Van Vogt's Slan or almost any of
Heinlein"s stories. 7The wind was bound to blow that way, once scientifiction got over
its infantile stage; and I'm fully convinced thai the strictly-pseudo-science stage
was not alone infantile, but downright pre-natsal.

These are straws in the wind, &nd Final Blackout is one of them,

it's quite all right to keep that science~ prefix tacked on; but plenty of fane
must soon fome to the bitter realization that rocket-ships and Martians as essential
fisturees are passe. Scientifiction has been wagged by its title for a long time, but
it has actually been nothing more than imaginative projection. 1t°’s becoming more
sophisticated, branchiag out. We mustn’'t be afraid to call it simply imsginative
fiction; 2 name much bigger and much better then stilted, blue-nose scientifiction.
it's outgrown its after-jets, and its future ie greater than you think,

WROARW®
" Fantasiz, July 1941 (1, 3)
THE CORPSE by Lou Goldsteone

It lay uptilted on the eanyon bed,

Rutted in ancient mire and more thsan drowned

In flowing sunset shadow. It was dead

And skeletal, the monster that we found.

Its flanks were sundered, and its iron breast
Gaped with a mortal wound. One slitted eye

Stared from the bsttered s!mll that dumbly pressed
Its funuelled snout against: the purple sky.

The beast’s own blood hac soaked the carcass through;
Red crust on twisted gpire and brokea hkood.

And then the sun went downi And doun we fell,

And cravling, called on a1l the Gods we knew

Against the F Craft of Air and Witch and Wood -

And fled from that enchanted gorge of Hell!

W
Fantesia, July 1941 (1, 3)



CONQUEST

Lou Goldstone

The room was hot; the one small window clcsed and locked, & cracked and discolored
shade pulled down over the unwashed pane, the blast of the mid-summer night slowly
pulaing through from outside. The air wes almost unbreathable, rancid with huwan
sweat, choked with unsettied dust and blue cigsrette smoke.

1 dropped my bundles on the springlees bed and threw my hat cn one of the two
chairs.

"“"Look," I sald, "why don't you get out of hexe?"

Fianegan was frying something over a can of Sterno in the far coxmer of the room.
He didn't answer me, and he didn't lcook up. Finally he zaid: "Thanks for the stuff.”

That's what he'd been saying every week for tem weeks, when I came up with a cer-
ton of smokes and a couple of bags full of canned food and coffee. That's the kind of
junk he'd been living on. He looked - well, he lecked like you'd expect a guy to look
who's been hiding out in a lousy temexent furnished-room for ten weeks without once
going out the door. g

"Look,” I told him, "the hcat's off - if it‘s ever been ov at all. You've killing
youzgelf hera."

He grinned a tight, hard grin, and caught 2 pack of weeds I tossed &t him. BHe
1it up and blew smoks in my face. 'You think I'm nuts, hub?"

"The hell I do, but ~--"

"Porget it," he growled. "I'm staying put. They're after me, and I'm all right
as long as they can't £ind me."

"Listen," I said, "I believe you. And I know you're right, even 1if nobody else
in the waole damn world does. But =-"

" Finnegan got up and paced arouad his dirty little roecm. ‘'‘You mind your own
business,”" he told me, "And for God's sake, don't go shooting off about what I told
~ you, or you'll get what I'mn getting.”

Pinnegan wasn't batty. Be wesn't any saner thaa a billion and a half other people
either. 1t was just that he happened to knsw something that they never though of. And
he had good and sufficient reason to chut himeelf up as he did; the preservation of
your life is good and sufficient reason for anything.

I knew him when it started. He started ir, end I was on the other side of the
city desk when he blew in with the biggest scoop that ever hit this old planet.
Naturally, it =as never printed. It wes toc big to be beliewved.

Ocean Enterprises, Inc., had gone under. It sceems they were piping oil out of
submarine  strata, when all of a sudden fmerican Oil drilled thzougk to untouched
deposits all the way from Florida along the Culf, through Tezas and dowm into Lower
California. It was advanced mechanical aquipment that did 1t. 041 prices started
skyrocketing - in reverse. Ocean Enfterprig:zs saw the handwriting on the wall, but
before they collapsed, American Oil stepped in and bought them out. Finmegan had been
assigned to cover the story. He slipped €hrough cordons of flunkies and cornered
Hutchison, American's new sppointee to hardle the subsidiary.

And hexe's how the interview copy Finnsgan handed me scross the desk read;
"Question by Finnegan: When was American's new drilling equipment developed? Answer
by Hutchison: Almost thjirty five hundred yeers ago." I swelled Fionegan's breath then,
but it was all right. And listen to this: "JQuestion: You mzan to say that this drill
was invented in another”"world? Answen;: Bot another wexid; another parallel plane of
existence. Q: Another dimension? A: You wmight say that; yes. Q: How did you obtain
access tp this other dimensian? A: I am a netive of that othey plane, as are most of



the: engineerz and officiels of Mmericzan 0il. Q: You came from another dimension to the
Parth, and brought along the developments of an advanced science? 4: Yes. Q: Vhy haven't
you made your presence known before this? 4: It did not suit our plams. Q: What aze
your plans? 4: The subjugation and exploitation of thig™ planct. Q: What? A: The
conquest of your Earth, Q: For what purpose? 4; To supply our own world with needed
natural resources. Q: How do you intend to carry out this conquest? A: By economic
means. Q: Why are you telling me all this? A: Because ycu asked me."

1 ¢think this last question signed Pinnegen's deasth-warrant. The invaders did not
fear his story, because they knew it would be laughed at. It was, and I laughed with
the rest. But Finnegan had found the Achilles’ Heel; they were psychologically unable
to sureply untruthfully to a direect queation. They couldn’'t tell a 1ie! That was the
only masjor difference between the invaders and humanity, but it was a dangerous one.
That night, when I snorted and threw Finnegen's stroy back in his face, he pulled up
his left sleeve and showed me his arm. It had a bullet hole in it. "He told me the
truth,” Finnegan said grimly, "but that didn't stop him from sending a hatchet man
after me to knock me off before I eould get the story im."

What could I do? 1 gave Finnegan the can. But his story, locked away in my desk,
stuck in my memory. I saw Finnegan now &nd then. It was touch and go for him. He was
never on any one job more than a week. Amd he had a lot of narrow squeaks. Hit by a
taxi-cab, stabbed in a saloon brawl, seriously burned when a stick of dynamite exploded
in the delivery truck he wvas driving. Once he fell - or was pushed - off a ferry, but
he was hauled up and sent to a hospital and treated for submersion. In the middle of
the night, he got up and sneaked out of the ward where he was lying. Before moraing
everyone in that ) ward was dead from the effects of poisonous fumees wheich were
never traced or satisfactorily explained.

So I kept his story in mind. I saw American Oil growing. Atomic power burst
on the world. The Atomic Trust bought cut the oil companies and everything else.
In five years it was a new Earth. 1 saw Atcmic Trust sbsorb, little by little, every
last vestige of private enterprise. There were to be govermpent investigations, and
for a while the newspapers whooped it up against monopely. hen the newspapers cut it
cut, and the investigations were never heard of again. New legislation went through,
and Atemic Truet was givenr virtually the status of & super-govermment, dominsting the
economic life of the world.

Why wats this possible? Because momey will buy anything - and enybody. There were
exceptions, of course. But the few whe could not be bought were quietly removed in
any one of a number’ of ways. The invaders - the comquerors - had created new and
inexbaustible sources of wealth by employment of %!/, their advanced technologies. They
used thig * wealth to purchase a planet - without the ergtwhile inhabitants knowing
what wae going on,

I saw the whole scheme develop. Once, early in the game, just about the time that
American 01l was tightening its grip around all the mineral resources of the world,
and when the governement had suddenly squelcked a pending invertigation of methods used
by the monopcly to drive smaller competitors out of business, I remembersd Finmnegan's
interview. I took i cut of my desk ané stzorted upstairs to the publisher’s offices.
He was a2 new publisher. We were just another independent paper bought out for what
must have been a fabulous price by & nation-wide eyndicate. The syndiecate supplied
the big bosses, though the editorial staffs remained unchanged.

Well, the managing editor was there ahead of we, and he was talking it over with
our new boss. It was some kind of new scheme for advertising the paper.

As 1 came through the door, the maneging editor said to the publisher: "How'd
you like to " see cireculation jump thirty percent?™

The publisher, a little squatty fellow behind a big desk, looked enthusiastic,
but his reply was: "It wouldn't make the slightest bit of difference to me."

The managing editor loocked ~ ~ 7' dumbfounded. "Don‘t you care whether we make
money or not?" he stamnered.

"No,” said the publisher.



The managing editor retreated hesitantly toward the door. "Then you don’t want
me to go ahead on this deal?”

"By all meaxs go ghead.” The publisher nodded vehemently.
"But you said you didn't care - *

"I don't: But go ahead with your idea." The publisher nodded to me, and indi-
cated that the managing editor wee dismissed.

I had to think quick. I mumbled something about makeup changes, and got out of
that office in record time. Outside, I mopped my face and wrung out the handkerchief
in the corridor spitoon. Thank God I found out in time. The new publisher was one of
them: Of eourse he didn't care whether the paper made money or not! His job was just
to keep it in line; he was a ' cog in the gigantic plan of eonquest. He was an invader
and the syndicate, like practically everything else, was controlled by the invaders.

He couldn't tell a lie when asked a direct question! I almost laughed. 1If I had
shown him Finnegan’'s story - if he had found that 1, too, knew of the invaders and of
their weakness - then I wauld have been like Finnegan, a fugitive rat, hunted by night
and by day, - untill death ended my flight. Sa*it was true; all of it.

All this time Finnegan had been whispering in restaurants and pool~-rooms. A11 his
money went into the printing of handb&lls proclaiming the facts. But he was hunted
continuously end relentleszly. I think that toward the last he gave up the fight and
concentrated on saving his miserable little life.

The plan advanced, grinding the Earth underfoot so gently, so subtly, that
no one suspacted - unless there were & few more hunted animzls like Finnegan. The cul-
tural life of the planet was taken over completely. The final state of the conquest be-
gan with the Eugenics Program, sponsored by the new World State. It is a success; in the
first year of its operation, the normel birthrate for such a period fell off by twenty
two percent. The fimal result 1is obvious.

All in all, it is & good world we have here. Peace and plenty and time for living.
We are more cultured, more civilized than ever. We can enjoy our allotted span of
life. 1It's a good world, but it's not our world any more.

I lit up a cigarette of my owi. '"No chance of my getting what you're getting,"
I said to Finnegan. "And, believe me, if you'd ' come out of hiding and try to live
like & human being again, you'd be perfectly safe."

"Hah," berked Finnegan.
"Ose your brains," I told him, "I lmow what you know, and I'm in no danger."

"God’s sake, use your own breinms," he snarled back, "If they suspected that you
knew all about them, they'd have you rubbed oui - like that."

I wvas about out of talk. I got up and put on my hat. '"Come om out with me," I
said. '""You can get protection from the authorities. And you cen trust me."

Finnegan turned his back on me end went to the window where he stood toying with
the shade. "I can't trust anybody," he said.

I'm glad he turred his back. The pistcls they give us are noisless, and leave
no mark, After that I went down the dingy stairs and out into the dark street.
()
Fantasia, July 1941 [}, 3]
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HEILE

Lyle Monrce

"How dare you makd such a suggestion!”
"How:i dare you make such a suggestioni®

The state physician doggedly stuck ts his positiom. "I would not make it,
sire, 1f your life were not at stake. There is no other surgeon in the Father-
land whe can transplani a pituitary gland but Doctor Lans."

"You will operate:”

The medico shook hie head. ™"You would die, lezder. My akill is not adequate.
And unless the operstion takes place at once, you will certainly die."

The Leader stormed sbout the apartment. He seemed shbout to give way to ome of
the girlish bursts of anger that even the inner state clique feared @o much,  Sur-
prisingly he capitulated.

"Bring him here!™ he ordered.

DOCTOR LANS FACED THE LRADER with inherent dignity, a dignity and presence
that three years of "protective''custedy”" had been unable to shake. : The pallor
and gauntnesz of the concentration camp lay upon him, but his vace weg wsed to
oppression. "I see,” he said. "Tes, I see...Il can perform that operation. What
are wour terms?"

"Terms?" The Leader was aghast, "Terms, you filthy swine? You are being
given a chance to redeem in part the cins of your racel"

The surgeon raised his brows. "Do you not think I kmow that you would not
have sent for me had there been any other course available to you? Obvicusly, my
services have become valugble.'

"You’ll do as you are told! You and your kind are lucky to be alive.”
"Nevertheless I shall not operate without my fee."

"1 said you were lucky to be alive~-" The tone was an open threat.

Lans spread his hands, "Well~-I am an old man..."

The Leader smiled. "True. But I am informed that you have a=--a familyeco."

The surgeon moistened his lipa. His Emma--they would hurt his Bmma,..and
his 1ittle Rose. ' But he must be brave, ae Emma would have him be. He was playing
for high stakes~-for all of them. "They canmot be worse off dead,” he snswered
£irmly, "“than they are now."

It was many hours before the Leader was convinced that Lans could not be
budged. He should have known--the surgeon had learned fortitude at his mother's
breast, -

"What is your fee?"

"A passport for myeelf and my family."
"Good riddence."

"My persohal.fbréﬁne restored to me--"
"Yery well."

"--to be paid in gold before I operatel"

The Leader started to object automatically, then checked himself quickly. Let
the presumptuous fool think so: It could be corrected after the operation.



“And the operation to take place in a hospital on fereign soil."
"Preposterous. "

"I must insists"

"You do not trust me?"

Lang stared straight back into his eyes, without replying. The Leader struck
him, hard, across the mouth. The surgeon made no effort to avoid the blow, but
took it, with no change of expression.”

'"'YOU ARE WILLING TO GO THROUGH WITH IT, SAMUEL?" The younger man looked at
Doctor lansg without fear as he answered,

"Certainly, Doctor."

"1 cannot guarantee that you will recover. The Leader's pituitary gland is
diseased; when I exchange it for your heelthy one your younger one msy not be able
to stand up under it--that is the chance you take. Besides--a ccmplete trans-
planting has never been done before."

"I know it--but I'm out of the condentration camp"

"Yes. Yes, that is true. And if you do recover, you are free. And I will
attend you myself, until you are well emocugh to travel.”

Samuel smiled. "It will be a positive joy to be sick in a country where there
are no concentration camps!"

"Very well,; then. Lat us comdence."

They returned to the silent, nervous group at the other end of the room. Crimly
the money was counted out, every penny that the famous suzgeon had laid claim to
before the Leader had decided that mem of his religion had no need for money. Lans
placed half the gold in a money belt and strapped it gbout his waist. His wife con-
cealed the other half somewhere about her ample person.

IT WAS AN hour and twenty minutes later that Lans put down the last instrument,
nodded to the surgeons assisting him, and commenced to strip off operating gloves.
He took one lagt leck at his two patients before he left the room. They were anony-
mous under the sterile gowns and dresaings. Had he not known, he could not have
guessed dictator from oppressed. Come to think of it, with the exchange of those two
tiny glande there was' something of the dictator in his victim and scmething of the
victim in the dietator.,

DOCTOR LANS RETURNED TO THE hospital later im the day, after secing his wife and
daughter safely settled in a first claes hotel. It was an extravagence, in view of
his uncertain prospects as a refugee, but they had enjoyed no luxuries for years
back there--he didn't consider it hie home country--and it was justified this once.

He inquired at the office & of the hospital for 2 his second patient. The clerk
looked puzzled. "But he is not here...."

"Not herel”

"Why, no. He was moved at the same time as His Excellency-~-back to your
country.”

Lans did not argue. The trick was obvious; it was too late to do anything for
poor Samuel. He thanked his God that he had had the foresight to place himself and
his family beyond the reach of such brutal injustice before operating. He thanked
the clerk and left. :



THE LEADER RECOVERED CONSCIOUSNESS AT LAST. His brein was confused-=then he
recalled the events before he had gome to sleep. The operatioan--it was over! And he
was alive: He had never admitted to anyone how terribly frightened he had been at .
the prospect. But he had lived--he had lived! He groped around for the bellcord,
and failing to find it, gradually forced his eyes to focus on the room. What out-
rageous nonsense wag this? This was no sort of room for the Leader to convalesce
in. He took in the dirty vhite-washed ceiling, and tke bare wooden floor with dis-
taste. And the bed! It was no more than a cot!

He shouted. Someone came in, a man wearing a uniform of a trooper in his fav-
orite corps. He started to give him the tongue-lashing of his life, before having
him arrested;, But he was cut short.

"Cut out the racket, you unholy pig!"

At first he was too astounded to answer, then he shrieked, "Stand at attention
when you address the Leader! Salute!'

The trooper looked dumbfounded at the sick man -- so totally different in ap-
pearance from the Leader, then guffawed. He stepped to the cot, struck a pose with
his right arm reised in salute. He carried a rubber truncheon im it. '"Hail to out
Leader!"™ he shouted, and brought the arm down smartly. ‘he truncheon crashed into
the sick man's cheek bomne.

Another trooper came in to see what the noise wes/ while the first was still
laughing at his witiciem, "What's up, Jon? Say, you'd better not handie that mon-
key too rough--~he's still carried on  the hospital 1432.” He glanced casually at
the bloody face.

"Him? Didn’t you know?" Jon pulled him to one side and whiapered.

The second man's ayes widened; he grinmed. "So? They don't want him to get
well, eh? Well, I could use a little exercise this morning--~"

“"Let's get Fats," the other suggested. '"He's alwmys so very amusing with his
ideas.”

"Good idea." He stepped to the door and bellowed, "Hey, Fats!"
They didn't really start in on him until Fats was there to help.

THE END

Futuria Fantasia (1, 4)
avuduxn
NINEVAH

They say the bitterm and the cormorant

Have neated in the upper lintels there.

The wind builds flowers of dust upon the air,
Lifting and falling, slow and hesitant.

Within the erumbling temples beasts have laired;
Byeless the windows, broken the terraces;

No laughter breaks the silence. The palaces
Are weathered and the cedar work is bared.

1f this be glory's wage, then let me trust
The fragile things that are not built of might,
The lovely things that leave no trace when gone:
The rose that swiftly turns into the duag,
Beauty that blazed a moment---0Or a night
Of golden stars forgotten with the dawnm.

Jo E. Kelleam

Futuria Pantasia (1, 4)
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