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HOLE IS THE STULZENT

after completing rmy work for the currcnt scricster at the Univer-
8ity of Floride, and packing ry volwninous pogscssions-ond treapsport.
ing th<a and nysclf home—e nmermoth undcrtnking—I beghn to think
(when I was ablc to think of sueh nnttcrs again) thrt it was now cn
2ppropri~tc tine for i to rolcasce another issuc of this mesazine for
the FiaPi. 1y idcas as to natcricl werce vosuc cumough; I was thinking
of using ~ rather long, humorous prosg cocount of soriz of ny collcge
follics, onéd pecrhaps ~n <es~y of the wherg~lo-we~go~from-here type;
or porhaps some ilscussion of Thomas Tolfe, cnd perchance sof pocrs
nd an artiels on Cl-ude Dugler's ncntl proecsscs. 411 thot I kacw
Gefinitcly was that the tinc hed eomc ~gnin to publish.

However, when I uacarthed some oll materiel fron onc of the
moultcring pastiboard baxcs that cluttcr ny bedroom aenld tecurmlete
vast storcs of popers, naghzincs, nnd books over thc yoors, I found
somic fiversce ~nl yot primarily scicntifictionnl things I thought worth

cinging to light. i curious story is bchinl somc of then.

In 1942 I hed roeochcel the peonk of ny fon aetivity and was pubt
lishing an obscurc orznn of juvenility cnlled geicatifun. It rrei-
fully dicd aftcr the thirld issuc: nad though I hal on hend ~ good
boly of mnterial for the fourth issus, no fourth isstce cver came into
being. In re-iiscoviring most of thesc oll manuseripts, I have cho-
sca fron thom what was not too obvisusly out-dated for inclusicn in
this issuc — o8 euriosia, as cxhunmcl scuvenicrs, asg froagucntory pic-
turcs of the nere eloscly-knit fonicn of thnt deye. Only sceticns of
Jcnkins' cad Shaw's e~lurms cppcer; the fiction was of such unusual
gurlity thet I foun? it impessible t7 cut. (Liory Hclen's story is
reecnt-—~she nover gavs up wreiting.) The Lirplanc Bon coatroversy
bega in the Junc, 1942 issus of Jeizatifum; the Lekcrntan rcbuttel
h~s not bowa previously publishsl. The rerinter °f the lssue
rother spooks fop ftsclf, I bHelicve that an peeadzionnl effert at

varicty is o g :2 thing cven in a hizhly pereshnakizced publicn?ion.
anc, with a bevy f top-n-teh writors liks DO lbert B, venec, W
Sonersc t Mughen, Linry Helen Vashiaston, and “lgmrn?n C. SW}nbu;nc,
how e~ull I 5o aniss? How, inZccl, Iat Riec Crispics, BEnlist in the

Hew wriy , and Prepare b ivet g4, G0 realinrs.

——— i — Ty O Sy -
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BY

darry Jenkins, Jr.

) The Columbia Camp is a bare thing of the pest. XNo longer &o the
Capitol City cops scowl with Gistaste as a green 141 Plymouth meanders
slowly down Main Street at 1 a,m., with the three oeccupants bawling
"Figero™ at the tops of their voices. No longer do the counter-jerks
at The Double-Dip curse loully as the three Camp members barge into
the joint just as the jerks prepare to close the joint.

Lee zastmen now is practicing tree surgery in Philadelphia, hav-
ing himself quite a glorious time cutting up — trees. His poetry is
now beginning to satisfy his own strict standards of excellcnce, and
you may soon bec sceing some of 't in Jinx.

Joe Gilbert, after suoccessfully erashing his way inte the pulps,
is now in Nerchant Marine training at St. pctersburg, Florida. His
fan aotivitics are restricted, naturally, but herll be around since
h¢ has his Royel with 'im. After Lurton Blassingame just succccdcd
in sclling Joc's eollaboration with Fred Fischer, "an sdvcature For
Mr. AGam®, it is to be expcetcd that Joe will finish the long dectce-
tive novelette he had 2/3 ecompleted befarc he left Columbia.

We. B, ™dac" MeQuscn is warking hard at Fort Jackson on a govern-
ment job, anl canscquently, his activitics are rcstrictcd.

Tour columnist will scon return to school, where he will be a
Sophmorc in the School of Journalism. Despite the time rcgquircd for
an outsid¢ Job, we will havec elmost as mmueh timc to spere as before.

This mcans, conscqucntly, that you maey soon bc expeeting The
Foontesy annual, Poleris, Foa Béitor enG Publisher, and The Soutihcrn
Star to start rolling agein.

({(But wherc arc thc snows of ycstcrycar?))

FalCY THOUGHTS Ili PASSIL

By
lerry Shaw

The feet that I am suddenly cngeged in grinding out & sccond in-
stallment of this column is & great surprisc to mc. Not thet I Cxpec-
tcd to be knifed in the baek efter I had fired my opening gun as &
columnist (it was just thosc persistent old bill-collcctors thet I
wae hiding fram, of coursc), but somehow er othcr I hain't ncver known
thet said opening gun was fircd ot ell. 4as I type this T still
hevcen't s¢cn the third issue of Scientifun. T imagine it appcarcd,
clsc why would ehum Washlngton be postaling so desperatcly for enothcer
hunk, but I rcclly woulin't mind knowing cxtetly what it looked like
in print. I cssumc thet it was celled "Fancy Thoughts in passing",
sinoc that is what Raym asled for this timc. Thet 2intt what I celled



origiuelly, you s¢6 - not & bud title, tho, ¢t thet, Execpt that I
might have scild "thots™ mysclf. « . .

Pcde ling e bike 500 milcs is bound to produce- same-results, out-
gide of an cxpceted strengthening of the lcg muscles. My reecnt 1it~
tlc jount to atlentic Clty produccd onc which mey not be entircly
vorthlcss, cven tho it is still but & merc idee.. Therc is, you scc,
tn cvil abroad in fexdon; oh, & very grcat cvil, I aessurc you. My
first thots on how to combct 1t followcd quickly. A4re you drooling
in anticipation? okay, hove 1t your own way, but I'm going to tcll
you about it canyway.

This c¢cvil is, edmittedly, one that ocnnot bc done eweay with.
I'm referring to fams who for on¢ rcason or amnother drop out of fan-
dan tcmporarily. It heppencd tc me; I wouldn'tt think for e split
sCecond of dropping out complctely, but other matters closer to home
kcpt pushing ny attention to famlau eside all surmer. Leprcchuan
slumbcred peecefully by the weysidc, ny corrcsponftents sent urgent
postnls asking politely, of coursc wha t the hell was holding
up ny replics, I could £ind no timk to rcad the few nogs that I
pickcd wp in pessing. I hotcd the condition, cspeccially when I con-
sidcrcd the thots —- some of then rust have been very foancy —— that
mist have been passing thru the nirds of my supposcdly forgotten
fricnds. But cvery timg that the tinicst ray of sunshine would stexrt
to pcep over the horizon, anothcr Gork cloud would rush In to sncar
it completecly. I couldn't ¢t o thing €anc beforc sorkcthing clsc
would conc up that "had™ to be taken care of.

Tow I'™m beck, in « biz way. I never rcelly lecft, of coursc, but
fendon & very snall part of it, perheps -—— nust have been won-
dering whet had hoeppencd to e, Tow I find thet the sonc thing
hrppceincd to fricund xay during thc suancr. Lnd he too 1s gquitce
cvidcntly appalled at the thot of cxplaining his silencc to cveryonc.
46 I continue to bet around the bush, when the idce. 1s that I have
a soeni~-solutior to the problemn.

It eclls for song cntcryrising and not-too-busy foen to handic
it. This fon would issuc & bullctin, ot such intcrvels cs it was
nccded, to as rony fans as possible. The bulletin would dcal only
vwith news of these "lost? fans., Of course, it would have to have a
lerze circulation to do any good. wnd iy time & fen found hinsclf
too busy to kccp in gencral contact with cveryonc, he would have to
o it his rcesponsibility to write the cditor of the bullctin cnd
tcll in cs mmuceh Cctall os possible just whot was kceping hin bchind
the ¢ight-ball. The ncws woulé then o out to 211l ferian, Ccviryonc
woulé undGcrstard thc position of the poor harrassed chp, he could
corc beck in ot any time without foceling the nee€ of cxplaining to
cveryons separctcly am in dctell, no-onc would get pad, and in son
6osGs the fTorgottcn fanrs fricnds might be able tag help hin o good
Geal in keeping in touelh with things or cven in g¢tting back into
activ ity sooncr. Natwally, it woull take cornplete co-opceration on
the pert of 2ll concernci., But the fan wioulld eertainly be pretty boad
off who coulin't £ind the tie to writc one lcetter explaining what
was going on. It shoulld wark,

((oosrcturn, not invo life, but intg magic...))
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BY

Fred Wo Fischer

John HernfCon wes the last man on carth.

HS, who hszl once beccn acclaincd by nillions as the worli's greot-
¢et scicntist erdl inventor, wes now acclairncd by no onc.

For as fer as his cye could have sccen frair the top of the highest
rountain, and boyond, he was nastcr of all he surveycd — not only
mstir, but sole owner, for wherc therc is but onc claicent thore arc
o cont¢stoants. _

Fron Tycho on th¢ rnoon, immured in the first spaec-ship to hurl
across the ster-spattcercd void, Hernd on hed sccer the yellow blight
which hed cresed all animel life fraw the carth as if it had ncver
bccr; a huge aml gascous envelope swirling from the Zcpths of spacc to
chashiroul. enf suffoct e & world.

Rockets flaming in e synphony of pewicr, Hernlan hed cruiscd
&gt lp the cther lancs to his hormclend, but the journcy wes not conple-
tcl. until Earth hal five tincs circled the golicn sun. Thon — where
had blan bcasts and birds el crawling things, anl ncn and the deni-
zCixs of tht scvcu scas, there was only cn eching silcnce and a vast
CSpopulation.

only plent lifc¢ survivel, prcscrved by sonc niraculous property
of chlorophyll frorn the wnivcersal Coori. The only sounds werce the
voiccs of the hurricenc, the sterny thunder, and the mournful winls;
or the lopping of weves upon Cescrteld strands, the tinkle of watcr
falling, the whispering breczes in the leafy trees.

Hornion perforce retireld to the plaec¢ he lovel, his laboratory
with its whit¢ cottage besidc it, to live out his doys. 4L pact with
loaclincss to be c¢ndci with his dceath.

For ten long ycars, by the old carth sy sten of ecalenceoring the
ronotonous “ays which slowly Zre gged by, he lived therce in his small
housc¢, puttering by ey over his frultless cxpcriments in the lebora-
tory — cxpceriments which coulld never be beneficinl to any save him-
sclf.

4nd onc sunlit surmer afternoon, as he relexed in the @cpths of
o confortable lawr chaeir ani silently conternplated thc grcen lush
velleys far bcelow his rountcin retreat — vellceys fast beecaiing egain
the forcst primevel — he fclt that his time on carth was caic to an
snd. He kncw with o celn axl satisfici certainty beyonl rerc preron-
ition, that this nisht ke would die.

Hc was not unheppy thet this shoull be sco. His tireld and loncly
spirit longed to wing cgelin anong its kinlrcl souls so long since
vanishc 2 fror the blesseld spherc he hall so catastrophicelly inhcritcd.
It would cven be zoold to Lie, to pemetrate the lerkness beyond lifc,
anl to solve the ultinete probleia.

Lct tonight, then, be thc tirme.

Thoughtfully, Hernfon crosc cal went into the houst to prcpore
onc last tastclcss aanl vescterian rmeal before settling down to his
nightly routine of reeding. He woulld o an to the very end with the
sane routing os always, anl whenever a bony finger beckoned or e
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In his little kitechen he plCKL* up o siilles, rusing over the
irony of using a fryinc implaiset far cookexry, in & worli where there
was nausht to Pryor fry with. Tothing lived t¢ provide greescs. - Only
—_ h1“3ulf'

HC was the last—the only men, on carth, en? hc wes ebout to dic.

Hc fclt that Ccath was no further away than the next roon.
QU ST— ]

Suddenly, startled, he (roppecd the skillct and it went clattering
to thc floor.

Loully anl! clcnrly, therce had becn o knocking upon the front door.

icrnfon took a 4cep breath. He threw beck his shoullcrs anld geve
himsclf ¢ quick glamee in the mirror across thc roorl. Slowly, he
walkel towers the living room — through it. He cxtcnlcd his hand and
openc & the Joor.

———— T —

THE DuIFDRUDGE Ddilia
BY
Delbert B, Vance

Lir. Blenkcn mount Pcrcevil Drelgewater was a tycoon—or was it a
soont—oh, wcll, anywey, he hetlcl the Facts anl Figurcs Typcwriter
Compony. They n;h soll ovcr onc nillion typcwritcrs end five hundrcl
thousanl. alling macihines in the lest yecr., To top things off he also
ownc. a publishking conpeny, which in turn publishel (purely spaspol-
icclly) text books cal the like.

Tow Mr. Drelge water was rich, filthy rich, hc had somecthing like
six autoizobiles, but clas only onc sct of tlfcs. The sad part of that
Woe they were for onancicent relic of & cor, & Stanlcy Stcancr I think
—N0———no , 1t was & Crosliy—ycs & Crosliy. In his thirty ycars, he
hed totale?d over scven hunlrel pillion Collars. 7This year was rather
low; he only made seven million, thatt's on the income tex; however hc
glves the governmunt his income end kceps the tex. FPran all sourccs
of informntion he is still living quitc comfortebly in his forty room
cottage .

qurything was rosy for Mr. Dredgewater until about three ov'clock
onc bright doy when a gentlemen with ¢ dcfinitc applc green complexion
scuntcrcd into his room, o snell bricf c.osc tuckced undcr his arm,

micy, I scc you M. Droopwater,® hc cskcd in his flute pitchcd
voicc.

Mredgewetcr,

'So sarry to correct you, but it 1s tread watcr, Mr. Droopwatcr,m
ecn the 1littlec grecn man's reply.

"L mconny nome is Drcdgevictcr," was the tycoonts insistont reply.

Mrcdgowe er, Drclgevwiater,n muttorcd the green pcrsonagc, "ijcll,
apywey Ix. Droopwater, I've comk Acre on busingss end so lctrs get
down to it.n"

The ..dding lMochine 'Wolf scoted himsclf and starcd,

micll, crca't you going to offcr nmc & smoke," demendced the little
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If yout 11 pardon my im—;}OlitCmCSS for not uginaga guotati An markg
you scc I'm the author end well it wos my own fault, but I guess T
Just forgot to ask this cherectcr his name so pardon mnc a noment whilc
I loquire—— I say there fcllow, what is your nemc—— the 1ittle green
fen cyed me intently, then spoka:

"It's peoplc likc this jork Droopwater and euthors like you who
¢tusc a lot of trouble—~—" Lt this point T simply hed to ask him what
his namc was. Hc agnin drew himseclf to his full sizc arm proudly cx-
pouited—— "I em Droprun Dripdrudg:, em I represent the Lssocicted
Letters, Numcrels, and Short Hand Symbols of the Univirse "oTrnm
viry sarry to have to closc his quwtation marks, but he wes gctting te
the personal stoge. Now let me pick up the story— lct me SCo——— s
that's pot the line-——iE! Herc it is—well, Nr. Droprun had just
confronted hir. Drudgewe tor—cr—er Dredgcueter. "I, 1. Droopwater,m
continucd Mr. Dripdrudge, "om & pcrsoncl rcprescntetive of the Lsso-
clated Letters, Numerals, cnd Short-Hand Symbols of the Universc.
WC've bcen knocked around cnd shoved into all kinds of mcsses for
thousonds of years, the lcttcrs have becn put into so many impossible
combinetions thet it f's not even funny. Lftcr all, dan't you think wec
get tircd of heving oursclvcs shaped into such words as .ntiliscstob-
lishmentism, end the like., w1850, we numbers arc getting fagged out,”

Myhy 2" inguircd Dixdgewatcr.

"ihy I* cxploded Driptrulgc. WHave you cveyr becn juggled around

¢. Torcel into such combinations as 256, 3435, 768,000,000,3009"

mrcll 1l—11 no——00——qo."

M.11l right then, shut up and listen to a guy wlo knows."

¥r. Blenkcnmount PGrecvil Dredgeweatcr's mouth hung open, CXpos-
ing his beautiful tonsils,

"Closc your mouth," ordcrcd DrinCrudge. YYou look likc a fish.m"

Dripirudge looked et Dredgewatcr, who closcd his mouth with such
repility that it jarred his tcecth, ani knockeld out & few fillings,
which hce conscqucntly swollowct.

"fook herc, you pre-fermenteld jug of epplc esider

That wes es far as he got with his insult; Driplirulge slowly carc
ovier to him, pushing hin into an over stuffed choir, Dripirudge
lcancl over his vietin end spoke in & rethcr thrceatening voice.
"Listca, you scerclige to oll forms of Lettors, Numerals, anld Short
Hen? Symbols of the Unlversc, ecither you takc sonc of those stinking
love storics off the morket along with those broken down tcxt boeks,
or we'll fix you.

Mr. Driplirulge would have gonc on for hours, if thc tclephonc
28n't interrupted hinm. The bewildcrcel bus incessmen answercd the
phonc, he honded it to Driplrudgzge with & rather disgust in his nanner.
"Ttrs for you.n

"Don't sounl so LZissustcl Droopwitcr.m

Hc thin took the phone in his sixll hand enld conversed in a run-
togsther nawmer. He hung up, then stood in the middle of %the floor
ent saowlsl €t the adfing machine mognet. "I warned you, you peniy
pirnehing jerk}{ Ups, what heve I scid? I must never usec thet word
agein, jerk, ofter 21l ong must not usc profenity; howmver I've
werneld you, now you'vc gong ani publishel @ boek on how to make out
your incoric tex. We of the .ssociotel Letters, Numerals, end Short

"
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Droopweter Coriz Drelgewater woull have slcpt until two p.n.,
but not tolay., His rest was abruptly tcrminatcd ot tcn otelock o.n,
by the bassoon voice of Mr. Slip, thc busincss brains of Foets and
Figurcs Typcwritcr Compeny. He pullcd his boss out of bed and irrc-
tdetcly begon his cxzeited chatter.

"hat's wrongh" yowned Drclgewater.

Mihat's wrang!. What's wrangi® Do you know what has bccen happen-
nge"

o ."

Mr. 8lip boct his ball heol, pullcd his fuzz, which hc scriously
callol & bearl.

"Micll Droopwatcr jn dorondcl Slip.

predoewa ter I

"Look you rioron," shrickci slip. ".1ll our ealling nachincs arc
subtrocting. our typowritcrs writc loumg hand, To say nothing of your
love storics turning into mmushin

micrcn't they that beforce! gqucestioncd Drelscwnter.

L S T S S S -

&t the desk sat o belragglel person. His helir hung Sown over his
¢ycs. Hc gropel cbout his dcsk huntin-~ for ¢ cizer butt; £finling it
he Z2cjeeteily thrust it into his barcel fongs,

rrell 11 11, Mr. Droopwrtcrm

Dreigewater cringe’., that flutc pitchcl voicc bclonged to only
onc pérson.

ryes," sulpel. Drelewatcr.

UT sc¢¢ you've had cnouzh. 7cll I eontt blenc you & bit, Itve
bcen scnt hare to nczotictc & penec with you. My terms arc cs followe.,

"o you pronisc icver to publish such stuff as the following unlcer
the title of hunor—9

'T “oa't kiss and I lon't ncek,

I lon't sty darn anl I Con't sy heek,

I Zon't ploy poker cnl I Zon't shoot dice,
I never noughty, I olways nicc.

I hove no linc, I Toa't plny tricks.

Eut whnt the hell, I only six.!

"yover priant cny Zcescriptions likce this; rShe &rcw up to him,
her scpphirc lips shopcel in o groccful Cupild bow, realy to rclcasc
& poll tippe? sheft of love.!

"I you violetc thesc terims, we of the .ssocictcl Letters,
Nuacrcls, cinl Short Honl Syisbols of the Universe will >
Porton me o/nin, but I'1l just have to closc his quotation
norks. You heve elrcoly hcard the linc of Mr. Droprun Dripdrul.ge.

So long Zcoxr rcalgrs.

—— i T — T ——
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Mory Helon Washington

You, have &lways hcarl that "erinc locs not pey." But
herce is o startling story wherc erinc 4id pey! onc nen out
of a million who htd brains & the ncrve cnough to rmrécr
for Iove & recvense & lay the bleme on his brother——--—— -

The clock struck two, two otclock in the morning, just then a
Big Blaek sc¢dan pullel up. In froat of a cheap "boriing houscm, L
rather szxll cirl steppel out, elthough she was 18 ycers of cge. Shc
was o thin, slender girl with the loveablc namne "Suesen"™, She had
long Bleek hair & lizht Brown eyes, & & complexion like a baby! She
we lkcel slowly to her room, scening almost afreid to 2o in. sSulddenly
she rammeld the xey into thc keyholc & turncd in quickly. But, but,
it was alrcaly unlockcd! Shc was too petrificd to riove with fcar.

& when shé finelly Cid stexrt to run away & long ernm reachceld for her
covering her nouth with larae fingers & Cragring her in to her roon|
The ncxt fow horrible scconds were silent; c¢verything wes so quict.
Then out of the gquictness of the night come a nufflel sercan. But
only once Cid sha screen for 1t was over so fast, all over aremin therc
was quictncss.

Sullenly the people unicr her roon besmn calling the lantlady,
& seil that somcthing was Cripping Zown from the roorr upsteirs) I,
it wes blood. Durins this time, Dick, the ren she was with in the
oar hed sone to her roon & was novw rinoing furiously at the Doorbell.
But there cane no enswer. He burs® open the Door & stumbled in the
Corkncss over samathing warn & sof t, He struck a mateh, It was Suc-
se.n's Boly, or whet was left of her bely. He e¢ouldnt't think, all he
wentcd to Lo was to run likc the Cevil! So he 2i&é & on his way Cown
hc ren into the poople Lowastairs.,

"pon't try to et away-,ﬂﬁ;;%my seid, "you've ot e little explain-
inm to Co!"™ Dick wes too bewillercld with arief & silock to arsuc so
he went with thsr, His rother hal alweys toll him 1f he wanteld to
6t out of enything elways to tell the truth. So he was zoing to take
her alviec, Hc needel it WOW! So this is what he 91l thce letcetives

"] hove o brother, He & I werc both dccply in love with Sucesan.
Sh¢ turncd hin Zown for me & he sworc he woull et cven with her
sorieay. But we reelly ncver teke hinm scriously. Scverael nichts ag
I proposct. to Suesan & shc accepnpteld. cll, last night she started
fussin: about me havin~ Cirner with oy sccrctary & she kept on until
I lost iy temper & said, 'I told you, you littlc jcelous Brat that I
just happoncd to mect her there & that was the onlyt veacant table lcft
& so neturclly I paid for her dinner] gpomember, W¢ ercn'*t marricd
yetL!

"T spoke so hard to her that she threw her ripg in ny face, &
said, . tias for me, I wouldm't nerry yod in & million yeerst! Ve U
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eld we were arsuing, I, I told ner sae'¢ e gorry f o thls E drove

fo: I went straight home & coolcd off. T nmade up my mind not to lct
i S%lii fgss comc betvwcen sur ftmurc,'_So I went Back to_her eportment
o te her T was sorry & to ask her if she wantcd tho ring back. e ll
you knew thc rcst, sir. I did go back & found her body. Thatrts all
thare is te tcll.

"Is 1t?™ esks the D.4.

"Yes, whe.t ¢lsc is thcreon
i "on< thing that you practically thrcatcncd her when you left her,
How do I know you arcn't lyingen

JBut, it's thc truth I t¢cll you, the truth] It sounds so true
that 1t sounds 'fishy' if you gct whot I mccnon

"und besides your 3b&tegr was shot in e Bank robbery. So he could
not have killed her. But you had a reason for killing her & you scdmit
threatening to.n

"But, but-—n

&1l this went on for over 2 hours; finally thcoy dceided to give e
tricl., H¢ told the scme story to the eourt. But hc had no proof & he
was hcard tclling her "shctd be sorry for this", No hopc my poor in-
moocnt fricnd. NO HOPE. Thc policc will regret it when they find
they scuab cn innoccnt fricnd to the "clcetrie chair™] Ho, so now you
woent to know who the murdcrcr rcally is. How do I know «ll this, who
em I? Hay H., He, I think I ean caswcr c¢ll thcsc qucstions in 4
Woras {

"I i the murdercri!” Hia He Ho Huesoee

The moral of this story is -~ Doa't cver look up at the
ociling, you might scc¢ blood dripping through -~ Ha, H., Huee.

S - - —

4N LTRFLILIE FoN'S OUTLOOK ON THE SCIZNTIFLE 'S WORILD
By Driscoll P, Rcdwood

I cennot te¢ll ¢ lic, I'1l tcll the truth about this cngrossing gqucs-
tion, Wihy Gon't you b¢ o scicnec fiction foen?" L scicnec fiction
fan's world is full eof morvclous distortions. His stories are about
pipc - drccms he cooks up in his slccp. Hc &% oncc jumps to his typc-
writer to writc e lctter to all the othcr fans hc knows to sce if they
otn use it for o story. HC thinks of monsters, giants, end strangc,
man-€ating plants, of other plancts, of dcstroying cntirc worlds, cond
galloping nbout spoec in o rocket. « normal pcrson, reading thesc
storics, has tCrriblc drcems of being chascd by huge monsters, and
carried eawey by six-inch pcoplc but the scicntifan scems hardcncd to
thise and sloceps ponecfully. Very often I have wakincd up undcr the
mattrcss after somc of thesce drccms,s j/hen o scicntifon finds e fan
thet diffcers from his brccd he trics franticclly to changce his thrcad
of thought, But I am & modcl cirplenc fam, and I do not change my
thoughts cosily. Every smcll inscet or rcptilc & scicatifom sces he
a.sks Mihat would I do if this thing vwics os big s mc?" Thesc cggs that
hateh into little monsters that crawl around sucking peoplcec!'s blood
ere nothing but tripe. But modcl cirplancs tcach you thc construction
of airplanes. 7hat good docs this scicneec fietion junk do you anyway?



VN ¥ " " . .
“l'lu!”m 'L"O "“J-f *ﬁ.-LJ?L-fL‘-J U P 'u W *J-A.'Ld— (o TR IR ST A...:_;.I-..-. 'u o EJ,.-.-_M y

By Ex-airplanc Fen, Homry .ckcrnenn

«Ccording to Mr. D. P. Rcdwood's version, o sc icncc fiction fan
i1s a cross betwecn 2 coceinc addict and o nut with o pcrsceution com-
plex. Sometimces I wandcr if thorc cmn rcally b&. such A chooracter os
D. P. RCAwool. Frankly, I think he is o clinic casc. Lfter all, he

1tlons so nuch cbout hgv1ng bad drcors that 1t makes onc suspcct.
L“-t me tell you, Lir. Rcdwood, very fcw scicnec fiction fang cven

arcan Illl.lch lecse have such Grot sque nightnarcs as you cvidcently undcr—
. This is signifiecant,

w1l scicunec fiction fens Go not try to chonge non-fanms over to en
eppreciation of sciciec andé scicnec fiction. I, for onc, have trica
it o few timcs ond fraumkly, it is likc casting pcerls beforc swinc so
véry littlc Co thesc pcttj, r:"“'"ow-uu“md non~-fans think., Their linm-
itced brain-pons will not cxprad sufficicntly for then to adrit the
hcaling idcels of scicrnec fiction; conscquently their sub-—norml nindés
continuc on thcir samc dcgcacrate courscs of tnouuht.

whoere you, D, P, Rcdwool, state ”‘V“I‘J sinll inscet or rcptllc a
scicntifaxn scce he asks 'hat would T ¢o if this thing was os big as
ee T daswer, "yeg, that is truc. That healthy meontal attitulde nets
€58 n prceptory cxcreisc so that the foars nenttl copacitics will grow
end. wienever thnt fan mects with o problea in recl-lifc he is better
fitted to copc with it thon liss preporcd people such as non~fans.
Scicnec fictior forctold the prcscnt sicricnn-J . pnesc conflict rore
thon o dceclc cao. It is scilace fiction's tosk to prepoare the ninls
of th¢ humnpn raecc  to renlily ncecpt any now calrmity Mother Foture or
it pescs in the futurc. Even the young; boy scouts bclicve in being
pripored., Do you rcmcr:bcr Orson Tclls n.oous brocleast o few yeors
&go of H, G, Wclls' ™ier of the Jorlise" .Ls you might rencrber,
hunilrcis of pcoplc cvacuntcd Iicw York city and ite vicinity bceausc
they renlly belicved thnt the lortinns had iavadced Barth. Lnd this in
spitc of the faet that the announcir intcrruptcel the story four tincs
to say thot the story you crc now heorinsg is only o rafio dGrana broad-
ce.st, But Lil the scicnec fiction faus cvecuntc? No. That is whet
I 2can by the Ziffcecrcace in menttl attitulce of fans onl non-fans.,

Tow who crc the oplun-siokiirs?

Iolcl airplancs o not tcach the construction of rcal airplancs
bcenuse thire is no resomblumec between the nolclicr working with his
rozor, knifc, balsc, bannan oil, dopc, cte. cnld the tools uscd in
actuclly bullling renl 'p ~nes. QOily the outward fornm (in proportion)
is thc senms. The inwierdt forr: isg not., puilling nolcl ecirplancs is
still o chil’te posttiiic. Scicnec Fiction is ~ training for the mind.

In counclusion I prescat the following versc to sum up my opinion;

SCIELCE PICTIOL EILIGHTZEIS THE LLSSES
Prrt QOnc: The ..ctunl llodcl

o dirplaonce hos its wingss

. scitncc-fictionist knows thingzs.

o airplanc spoecls ot four-hunircl-fours
i+ Scicnec-fictionist zocs on o tour,
liovins book pagcs with the speel of lights
Visioning now vistans with clcar sight.
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Fleshy fingers fabricatc the frarc.

Lips incert, though the brain is never lare.
The tissuc paper is teautly plastcred.
Concepts vast crc rapitly mestcrci.
I¢norcnec vanguished in battlc.

He.{ Hoar its Ccoth-rattlc!

- — T — - —

ROFDEL

This: nany yceors sinec we began to be,
Whet heve the gols Lanc with us? what with nc,
whot with oy love? they hove showvm re fates en'! feors
Hersh springs, an™ fountoins bittcrcr thon the sco,
Gricf a fixcd stnr, tnl joy & venc thot veers,

These neny years.

With her, ny love, with her hove they lonc welle?

But who shall answer far herg who shall tcll

Swcct thin-s or snd, such things a8 no rian hcarse?

iny no tcars fall, if no toars cver fcll,

Fraw Cycs norce car to e thon starricst sphorcs
These oy yceors)

But if tcors cver touche, for ciy orict,

Thos< ¢yili®s follc” like o whitc-rose loef,

cep Louble shclls whare throush the cye-flower pceers,

Lct thom wee p oncee morc only, sweet cnl bricf,

Bricf tuars ol bricht, for on. who geve hor tears
These irny yeaors.

— Llgcrnon gharlcs Swinburnc

T e ——

"If #hcn onc puts osilc the cxistinec of Gol end thce possibility
of surviv:.l es too “oubtful to hawc any cffcod on oncts bchaivour, onc
hns to noke up onc's nin® what is ths nicening and use of lifc. If
(Cath cnfs 2ll, if T have ncither to hop: for ool to cone nor to fear
¢vil, I must ask iysclf whet T oo hore for enld how in thesc cireun-
stonecs T rust conluct oysclf. Fow the answer to onc of thcesc guces-
fions is plain, but it is so unpclateble that rost nem will not facc
it. There is no reeson for lifc an’ 1lifc has no neanipg. Tic arc
here, inhobit-nts for o littlc whilce of ~ snnll plrnct, rcvoilving
arount. & ninor star which in its tura is @« nanber of onc of unnun-
bercel galoxics. It neay be that this planct alonc ecn support life,
or it may be that in other parts of thg universe other plancts have
hod the possibility of formin=z o suitablce caviornnicnt to that sub-
stenec fron whieh, we supposc, clong ):hc vast coursc of timc the rnicn
we cre hove been gratually crcote’. Wil if the astromoner tclls us
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Corpsc Ia Boat Discoverel by Knishts and Burghers

CLMELOT , ENGLWID, OCT. 6, 1261 (uP)—Resilcnts of Caniclot wsrc start-
lel cerly this morning by the appearance of e snall boet bearing the
legend "The Lady of Shalott" around its prow. Investigation lisclosed
the fisure of & wonm, clothed in white, lying dead inside. She weas
iCentificd by locel Rcapers as a failry-likc being who had inhabitcd
the ryth-heuntcd onstlc of Shalott nsarby. She had tpparcntly boatcd
Lowa to Cauiclot during the night by way of the river, perishing fronm
wasccertaingd cduwses during the course of her voyage.

The Reapers; who canc to view the boly late in the aftcrnoon,
&celnrcd thet thiy hed, on occesion, scecn her stenliing &t a cascrncnt
in her eastlc; anld others testif icd that they hed, while piling
sheaves in the airy uplaris, heard her sing.

Littlc was known of the dgccascd. She had reccived no visitors,
and hat lived in striet scclusion. Travellcrs passing back and forth
on thc road by har eastle had ncver scen her, but nmeny bclicved that
they hed hear? the whirr of e spimnins-~loorni. « Sherifts possc, cx-
ploring the castlc of Shalott, verif icd the travelers by Giscovering
n inteet spinning loor by a strangely crackced nmirror, ané rany bolts
of marvclously colorcd oloth. The nistress of the cstablishment had,
to julge by the coniition of her csinte, becn weaving cloth for years,
havin~s no contcet with the outsidc world. This thcory was supported
by the widesprcad belief that she had labored unfCer the spcll of a
cursc thet hed, as phophcsicd, dastroyed her when she ventured to
caze longinsly on the vistas outsidc.

Thce aftcrnoon prcvious to the discovery of the boly, Sir Isnecclot
had riillcn by the Shalott enstle in full sunlisht, but was unable to
rceeall sccing eny rnotion inside. To onc know enythinz of the Lady's
beekoroaunl or origin, but it was universally belicved that she was of
aoble blood. L feow witnesscs stated thot they hall hcerd her singing
a weirl ncloly the nisht before she was Ziscovered dcead, This nust
have beeca luring her journcy lown the river,

The Coroner was uneble to stete the cousce of her dcecath, but
placci the tirnc of hor dermisc as shortly bofore dewn. Poenliing an
autopsy , she is currcuntly intcerreld in the Camclot Morsuc,

Kin=s Luthur arxl other hish officials of the city hal nothing to
offcr in the way of cxplanation, but &all who counentcld peil tributc
to the Lody!s rarc beauty. Prcsscd for a statement by reporters, Sir
Lenec lot spokc bricfly of her lovely faec, and expresscd & hopc that
Go. would be nicrciful to her, Othor kni~hts guestioncd gencrally
¢cchoc¢l. hls scntinents,

truth this plonct will cventually rcach e conlition when living things
can no lonscr c¢xist upon at anl at long last the universe will attain
that final sta¢c of equilibrium when nothing morc can heppcn. wacons
anl acons before this man will have 2isappenred. Is it possible to
supposc thnt it will matter thexn thet he cver cxisted? He will have
been a chepter in the history of the universce as pointlcss as the
chapter in which is written the 1lifc storics of the stranic nonstcrs
that inhabitcel the prinsoval carth.n

-- W, Soncrset Meuzhann; The Sunning Up




