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THE SOUTHERN STAR is a supposedly biemonthly publicatlon which achleves
that enviable status wlth distressing infrequency. Published at 3600
Grand St., Columbia, S. C., and all advertisments, regularly contrie
buted departments, subscriptions and letters should be sent +to that
address, This magazine is associated with the "Dixie Press" and is the
. oFgan of the DIXIE FANTASY FEDERATION, Subscription rates: 10¢ per co-
p7s 25¢ for any three issues.

The third issue will be out before the Denvention =- we hopel




This 1s Gillbert., The delay in the first issue was inevitable and
I have no apologles to make for 1t; after all, no first issue 1s ever
on time, and the difficulties encountered with that first number, were
unlque.,  The business firm where I brought my first bateh of _
took advantage of my lnnocence in such matters and scld me white cellu-
lose stencils, Seems that sald stencils are worthless, completely ut-
terly nowgood, After two weeks of the hardest work Ifve ever done in
my 1life I discovered the fact, but then it was rather late to do any-——
thlng about it. Every single stencil had to be thrown away and the
entire thirty cut over on decent stencils, Which naturally wasn't much
T2 bioh

That would seem to be enuf trouble to do any one fanzine edltor,
for w while, but then it seemed that the pro firm I'd intendad to have
do the mimeoing had given me thes wrong impression of the price. The
correct Impression was a horrible one. No such amount of money.-had cv-
er been seen in this section of the country.

But if the comercialism shown by the business firm was not at all
nice, the willingness shown by you fellows to help more than made up
for it. It was more than a little overwhelming, and thanking you
onuf 1s not difficult; it i1s 1impossible, To Lew Martin, to Farry Warm-
er, to the Plutonians — your offcr to mimeograph the magazine without
charge was pretty darn decent and I'd like for you to know that I . gp-
preclatc 1t infinitely more than I can say, I "am also grateful to
Mrs. Jones of tho local letter shop for her loan of cquipment and all-
around help and advice; and to IHarbin's, our mimeogroph supply dealcrs
in this city, for their co-operation and assistancc, assistance that
went far beyond merc business courtesy. ;

But most of all my thanks must go primarily to the two pcople wh
have made this issuc possible — Louis and Gertrude Kuslan. The loan
thelr mimcosgraph is rcsponsible for the continuation of this magazin
Incidentally, the Comp, while fascinated by tho gadget, has a lot e
learn about it., e arcn't promising anything spceial'in the way of rie
moographing, cxcept that we'll do our dangdest oh 1%, and will doubte—=
less have a fairly leglble magezine by the first issue,

And lct me say here that the bad art in the first issue was COomple=
ctely my fault., The originals werc boautiful, but I didn't usc a ruler
and the work showed it. %We think that the art this issuc is an improve
oment, despite the fact that most of it was cut with no more cquipment,
roally, than o panc of glass, a stylus, and a fingornail filo for a sce-
recn.

Credlt for thc forty-panzc idea gocs to Columbia Compor, Lec EasStem
man, poetry cditor extraordinary, He b >hed the 1ldea only one weok
after the first 1ssue, and Gilbort nade a v »ing noise and promptly
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disgopeared undor the tablo. Yhen thoy draggod him out he protested
loudly that they positively would not have forty pages in the socom
lssue of the STAR,

Which 1s vhy we have forty pages in this issue of the STAR.

We hope to continue the Torty pages, and issue future numbers more
regulerly. The third 1ssue will have only thirty pages since we want
to have it out before the Denvention, Please, if your subscription ex.-
pires with this issue, renew it at once. We are using the hegt grade
of mimeographing supplies all the way thru, with tle two most prominent
expenditures being the special construction paper for the..covers, and
twenty~puund mimeo bond, and it takes money. A neck of a lot of money,

With which the editors resume their corporate didentities, Come in
Art,

The next issue of the STAR will be devoted to art bg Northern ar-
tists in honor of Harry Jenkins' excellent new magazine “Ranart®,: A
plug here in favor of the magazine is not, we think, out of place, sin-
ce it is certainly cne of the most unique things welve ever seen in the
fan field. Devoted exclusively torart by fan artists, the magazine has
the finest single lineup of artswork we have ever seen in one magazine),
and that 1s not exaggerated in the slightest. "tork by Fields, %right,
Teaball, Hunt, Radcliffe, Bush, Fortier, Jones, Sayn, and knight, s i
thing is genuinely good and you'd better get in on the ground fleor be-
fore the first issue is completely exhausted. It's a dime and a "Dixie
Press” publication,

If we are = coming back to the forty pages — going to .
to put out that many, it'e going to take a lot of material — godl ma~
ferial. And speaking of material, our policy is, we believe, where the
latter 1s concerned, different from any other fan magazine. We are go-
ing to. specialize in the light "Why I think Kummey Stinks" type of arw
ticle, hut in thought-proveking, controversy~provoking material of a
worlous nature, with a lasting interest. Wo are trying t o make
STAR as different as possible in every conceivable way, from t h e for-
mat on up, and since material is, of all things, the most important ite
em, we want to make ours the best. If you really have something worth-
while to say 4n & well-written mawper, then this 1s the mag to say 4t
in. VNot that thé STAR will be a stamping ground for intellectuals only
We are very anxious to obtain good humor, and would appreciate seeing
any you might care to write., Good poetry is another much-needed : item.
"ictdon will be used only when it is of a professional or near profess-

onal quality., And naturally enuf, we will be happiest of all to rece~
‘e material from Southerners. ihat about it, boys?
Just in time for this issue comes yword that the "Dixlecon" will be
ld in Washington, D. C. in 142, We'll see you there.
Crowded out this time were a short story by Perri, and "Handwid -
., & On The Wall". Both will be back next issue, along with an unusua
algr excellent line-@ip of material, fine artework, much betteyp mimeoing
and all t h e regular departments, Plus a new column by the one, the
only, Bob Tucker, "Mumblings", Korshak will not continie the Gepartee
ment begun in the first issue; it's place will be taken with Morley!'s
News department, This was requested in a very big hurry for the seg¢ond
issue, and Morley complied beautifully, having,however, no opportunity,
really, to write either a very long or very newsy column. We anticipa~
te the column becoming one of mur most popular features in voming is-
sues. 'ateh 1t for exclusive professional news from Americals publish-

ing center,
Don't forget to write an? et us know how we're doingl
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"fy uncle's horse was a genius,"

how 1t 1s — being a horsw.,"

"Ts that the horse you swear by the tall ofe" asked Mac,

"The same," -

o6t changing the subject at all, put in Joe, "but I was wonder-
tng about the second 'Panorama!,®

"Oh, the sec—! So there's going to be another issue of the STAR?"

"There most certainly 1s!"

"Oh, Well, you sure caught me—=uh-~-without a panorame, you might

he informed us, "but you Zmew

say. I mean, I've worked llke the devil over these old storles, and °

have succeeded only in coming up with a batch nobody ever hcard of, And
so T am crush!, I am defeat!] You can see for yourself,"

3t 3+ % 3 % 3 3 3%
PART II., THE CAVALIER. : 2 ¥

IT1 sTorics mentioned 4n this article are from the Cavalier, and
they are discussed in chffonological order. The dates are October, 1908
=" Jge = 19705 Ifnctusibe;’ the® Foérmer" “being voiltmewd , mEmber: 1 < ef
the magazine. At this period the publication was monthly,

All right, suh -~ go ahead:

WORLD WRECKERS, by Frank Lillie Pollock. Complcte novel, 53pp, Noe
vember, 1908, -

A scientist who has discovercd a way to manufacturc gold 1s kide
naped by a geng of crooks, and they attempt, with the ald of his for-
mula to gain control of the world. Our hero Joins the gang, foils the
plot, wins the gal, and === grabs off a fcw slabs of the gold for
himself, Dying, thc man-who-would-bo-cmpcror.says, "I was working for
good, . . . It's only by force that you can do good." 1908 == 1941}
The vorld wags on, but somc human concepts rcmaln fatrly constant. Nice
writing and good imagination displayed in this tale, and it docsn't
sound thirty ycars old.

A FLYER TN MARTIANS, by Jay Stanlcy Jackson. 7pp, Deccmber, 1908.

~ Woax. Profcssor Neml's two passcngers didn't get to Mers, but
lost their valuables, placed in thc M"8pace ship" for salglkcopling.
Faintly amusing.

AN UNNATURAL FEUD, by Norman Douglas. 8pp, Dccember, 1908.

~ A masterplccc. Weird ond horrible, ond leading to a climax that
is inevitoble yet stranggly beautiful, this story reminds one of Poe,
while in many ways the treatment is superior to Poc. 3

The man loved the clfwatce, and 1t was said that anything of his
that was lost in tht waters camc back to him agaln. But the man hated
his mother, for shec had, ycars ago, driven his young bride away. Always
his mother had dominAted him, and he spent his days 1n wishing for her
doAthy and in grieving fbr his lost bride. At last he attempted a dese
peratc act, and was thwartcd, but the splrit of the lost brilde came out
of the Elfwatcr, embraced him, and took him home.

The power of thls story beggers descriptlon, and I know one fellow
who)considers 1t among the best he's ever readl (The title 1s mislead-
ing). Jie A

gTHE KNIFE AND THE PAINTING, by Arthur Stanley ‘eeler., 6pp, Japuary,
1909.

A study in psychology. OCurious chain of cvents that ultimately
fulfilled the prophecy of & man's dying enemy., Rather logical,bubinot
too Interestling,

L TRIANGLE OF TERROR, by Grace Taber., ' 12up, lasech, ~8090.;

lost unusual. Writing what is primarily a love story, trlangle
variety, author introduces experiment in astral projection as mcananef
painlessly removing the lady's husband. The obtuse angle wlns, Not for
me nor you, laddiel" :
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ACROSS A THOUSAND YEARS, by Elliot Balestier. %pp, March, 1009,

For hundreds of years the body of the Red Earl had beem prescrved
in ice, but at last, in accordance wlth the Viking legend, he camec back
from the sea with a priceless trcasure. His doscondant, Captain Neilsen
faces him across the centuries, and rcecceived the treasurc.

THE FIRE GLOBE, by Norman H. Crowell.  7pp, April, 1909.

““In"thc Chincse outlaw city, Wooks killed the lion with one para-
graph, but while Riggs was fumbling around under the waves for the
jools, along camc a comet's tall and wiped out the wholc shebang, And Y
don't care Af it did.

THE CHANGELINGS, by W. D. Wattles. Complete Novel, 27pp, May, 1909,

ere's something about this fool thing that appeals to me. Dig
you ever read a story and think that you'd probably be the only reader
to like 1t? Too much British and Irish accent is evident in the digloe
gue, but 1f you put up with that, then you might find a good bit of
what J. G. and others call good clean fun. That is, if you care for the
Wodehouse brand. Anyhow, hore's what 1t is: an insane brain spocialist
kidmaps an Englisman and an Irishman, and opecrates, to prove a " Ghoory,
Result, the men are the same afterward, except that the Trishmen talks
llke the Englishman and vice versa. The problem thoreafter 1s how to
keep your girl friend with your new accent. The devclopmonts arc well
handled,. andl.say.1t's fTantisy.

MR. POPKIN®S PRIVATE JAIL, by L. H. Robbins. 6pp, Junc, 1909,

Milllonalro Mr, ©Popkin sct up a home for thc strong-minded, con-
ducteod "for thc benefit of the public." Whencver onc of the nation's
great men would begin to take himself too seriously, Mr. Popkin would
kidnap him and "save him from himself."

PERPETUAL YOUTH, by W. D. Wattles. 3pp, June, 1909.

In 1908 they were in love, but it chanced that the lady was mar-
ried, and that stumbling block in 1908, was insurmountable. A Moglan
lecturer taught them that growing o0ld 1s a matter of the suboonotious,
and so they learned to stay young, and met again in 2008, But agsain,
surprisingly, the lady already had a husband. At their last meeting in
2108 they both were very borcd with 1life and wanted to grow old. The
gentleman proudly dlsplayed his one gray hair, hoped for others.

INVISIBLE, by Edna Valentine Trapncll. P. 137, October, 1908.

Pocm. Quite crecepy. '

MORNING STAR, by H. Rider Haggard. Serial, 8 parts, November, 1909.

TSRE a8 evening in Egypt, thousands of ycars ago, when the Prince
Abl, governor of Memphis and of grcat territorics in the Delta, mode
Tast hls ship of state to a quay beneath the outermost walls of the
mighty eity of -Thebes, & + "

I submit that that 15 a prectty good opening sentcnce; 1t was good
cnough, anyway, te cause this rcader to swear he wouldn't miss o word
from therc on.

Princc Abl (the villain of the plece) hoped onc day to ascend the
throne, for Pharach was ehlldlesgy Bmt at last, by speclal Caver of the
god Amen, the princess Morping Star was born., From the first, Morning
Star was o bol#g sct apart, a half goddess. To watch ovor her and
guide her, the gods appointed a sort of astral double, caollcd a Ka. The
Ka wos "just like me, cxpept that 1t throws no shadow, and only comes
when T am gulbe by myselr’ amd then; altheugh I hear 1t often,:I Sec it
raorcly, for it is mixed up with the light,” :

With the decath of her mother, the princess was recared by Asti, the
ennhantress, and as soon as sche was grown to womanhood, shared the
throne with Pharaoh, She would take no suitor for husband, however,
because she loved Rames, Actli's son.,
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Making a tour of +the dominions, Pharaoh and Morning Star visited
Abl in Memphis, and there Abi, with the connivance of the astrologer,
Kaku, brought about Pharaoh's death by means of a magic waxen image,
Abl then refused to let Morning Star return to Thebes until she would
consent to merry him. The astral Ko comes to the rescue by appearing as
a human being and marrying Abl, while the real princess and Asti threw
themselves into the Nile.

After a period of unconsciousness, the two women found themselves
on a phantom ship. It was the boat of Ra, manned by a phantom crew, the
captain of which was later recvealed as the ghost of the murdered Pha-
raoh, Leaving thc ship, they wandered in desert country, and met a be=
ing called Kopher, who was the god of all thc desert pcoples, and who
had been sent by Amen to aid them. %When danger threatensd, they sum-
moned Xepher with 88 maglc harp, and at last the Journey ended in the
land of Kesh, wherce Ramecs now rulcd as King.

The wundoing of Abi was accompllished by the astral doublec,  &hd
¥§?n1ng Star, with Ramcs for her hubband, rcturncd to the throne at
cbes, :

To me, 1t 1s o very satisfying story, this rarc mixturo of romance
anpd magle-ond amE¥ent times. 1o LS, “S#ndced, the very*type of tale I
klke . Best, Therc arc passages of beautiful description, and scencs
that will touch you decply, and cnvcloping thc wholc is that glamorous
mist of occulf@sm that: colonsSEgwEry Leplsode; The gods comec down to
carth, the dcad rcturny prophcclcs arc fulfillecd, and miraclos stop the
wicked in their trncks. Somctimes you have thce illusion that the:words
were actually written thousonds of years ago. An cremite in an age~-old
elodstcr weld have drcamed 2 dreanSl¥ke this,

%* 3¢ #* % 3 3 3%
Interlude, by thc aforcsaid Wymburn.

c 11Ttlc asterisk on the cnd intrigued Panurge. He waved a hand
at her, ond she smllecd back brightly. '

"If I was much smerter," said Panurge, "I'd be ravin' crazy."

"And so?" inquired Joc.

"And so I was about to say, this is 21l voery borin!, as  youtll
readily admit."

Joc, catching the cuec, rcmarked, "Awy — well —=§"

"It scomm 1ike you or mc, one or'thc other,ought to say right
here that even 1f the whole dam' article does appear summat monotonous,
we are doing something,"

"Something?"

"Je are making a god-durn exhaustive study," said Panurge, "Some=
body in the fan world ought to appreciate that, oughtn't they, for gogh
sakes? We are glving them the works, such as they, meaning the works,
are, Wec are skipping nothing: nothing that even borders on fantasy is
escaping our scveral eagle eyes, So far as the Munscy mags go, we are
covering the fleld; and when the story is no good, we say so, don't we?

(Continued on Page 21)
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Yngvi Is Not A Iousc! Concluded from pago 4,

Help me plcasc, gentlemen! VWrito Me. de Camp requesting — nay,
demonfling -« that he rclcasc my poor partner, And rcmomber, plcasc:

I am not o lowmse. - Yelwad &5, s

Yours most sincercly,

P st
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EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS: A CRITIQUE

by
-Virginia « 15 iRt e ol @aiE e o rticlc o

If popular succcss be consldered any YridBoctielen &f Titeraryrgrent
ness, then it is impossible to deny such a quality to Edgar Ricc Bur-
roughs, whosc Tarzan storics and other tales have sold . ‘millions: of
copics in virtually every languagce spoken by any significent number of
pcople, Neverthcloss, cxamination of ERB's works.not” gnky shows: that
they are far from being whot the intellcctuals classify as great lit-
erature, but may scrve to show us thc sccret of their popular favor,

To consider thc lattcr aspcct first, lct us begin with ERB's fir-
st two books — "Thec Outlaw of Torn", whioh was a flop, and "Parzan of
the Apes", which becamc an immediate success. Therc is no real dif-
feronce between the styles of the two works -— in” cath Yool Ehe hero
overcomcs insupcrable odds and rescucs tha heroinc from o "fatc worse
than dcath". The sctting of thc Outlaw, however, is in somc part his-
@ eradl speeifically, foudal England, whcen the borons were power-
ful cnough %to cow John, thc weak ¥ing, and cvcry noblcman's homec was
literally his eastlc, This background hampcrcad ERBs ‘thie’ territis @es
ats of nils hore ogccuring in historical settings could not bc scem
outof place. There was a fundamental incongruity of plausible
and shcerly fictionsl cvents. Poehags, ' .also), JERB ='Striucit at - Hhe
wrong tirw. The voguc for historical novels has only rcached cxtensive
currency since the w.k, Gonc With The Wind, of rccent date, At any
rate, Outlaw of Torn did not secll.

Burroughs himself has rcecorded that thc genesis of many of his
books came from daydrcoms and “nightdreswms" which he conclously {nven-
ted to pass tedious snleepless hours. This la, indccd, by no mcans hard
to bolieve. The ceascless narrow cscapes do have a grecat deal 9T 7 EHC
fantastic and drcom-like about them, Strictly artificisl, however, 1S
the dcvice ERB has so long rclicd on ==~ Iintcrrupting actlon at criti-
col points to take up the story of othcr chawacters, until these, too,
arc placcd in jeopardy, after which, under e pife s o - The  gainss it
becomes pormissiblc to go back ond savc the first party, It would be
hard to say how much the succcss of Tarzesn was helped by this o=
mowhat crudc method of story-tclling., It is at lcast ccrtain that the
sctting of o tropical junglc where nothing in thc naturc of viglone
cc and sudden dcath sogms out of placc, helped a great dcal, Then age
ain, in having Tarzan at once an English lord, and a savagec apc, ERB
demonstrated his genius by maneging o sirmultaneous appeal to the snob
bery and secret rebelllion against civilized customs which are to be fo
und in the average person. Mowgll could boast no royal blood in his
veins, and in the jungle of Kipling, animals for which the average per
son feels few sympathles appeared wiser than humans, Compare Kaa, the
python, with Histah, the snake, for an instance of my meaning, The phy
sical prowess of Tarzan, as contrasted with the curning of Mowgli, 1l-
lustrates another great difference bectween the two jungle heroes, and
even the most cursory student of humen naturc in the mass could have
predieted t hat physical prowess would win more admiration, And why?
The average pcrson has musclcs; he can imagine them much stronger mus-
cles, and sncan place himself in the rolc of Tarzan. OGr -averuge-pere
son does not have brains; hc cannot, if normally Bull-witted, "“imcgine
himself as clever, and the rolc of Mowgli becomes d&istasteful .to him,
Hence the irmmense sale of Tarzan —- and the continved  ‘popalirity of
the Jungle Books among comparativcly few,. :
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The adventures of Tarzan, read on top of each other, make incredi-
ble reading, but in any given volume ERB can induce a certain specious
acceptance of his adventures. But when Tarzen removes l1lons as ecasily
ss caternillars, when he is tossed overboard out of sight of land and
survives, when he is drpgged under by a crocodile. and still “ives, when
neither Tarzan nor anyone else in whom ERB 13 interested 1s ever ac-
tually killed when bound tc a stake around which dance howling savages,
(which seems a bit unfair to the savages!) when all these things have
been noticed, the reader cannot avoid acquiring a somewhat bored falth
in Tarzan's immortality. This detracts a great deal from the interest
in many of ERB's most spectacular scenes, When Tarzan faces certain
death, bound on the altar of Opar -- fear not, for 1f nothing else,
then the priestess who 1is %o sacrifice him will save him instecd, If 1t
{s the altar of A-Lur on which Tardaan lies, then look for the appear-
ance of Korac, his son, just 1in time. One wonders somewhat why ERB
rescuers never happen to arrive a few ninatesopShHour st before the®zero
Yooy —— DUt ERB is econdmical, and if 15 seconds® will suffice to save
pis meal-ticket, it would be silly to use morc, so ho must recason.

Quite naturally, whoen ERB camc to writc stories dealing with other
than Tarzan's adventures, hc employed many of the methods used in pro-
moting his carlier hero. Thus, John Carter becars a life no less charm-
ed than Tarzan's, but a piquent element 1s introduced in the lack of
control ove r his intcrplanetary transportation which:  bothers him at
times. Sti11 when Thurid finds Carter climbing up a high building and
kicks him back over the cdge, ERB violates all known lawa of psycholo-
gy in thnt Carter is saved because Thurld, who hates him bitterly, does
not come to the odge of the building to gloat over his cncmy's death,
and so does not notice Carter's miraculous preservation, which he could
speedily have ended. This episode somewhat disgusted me. One can put up
with only so much. And, of course, the Ras Thavak stories —- in par-
ticular the latest Gi-nt -1 linrg == are far 1lesser affairs than ' were
the earlier Martian stories. The Venuisan tales are equally negligible.

The Pellicudar adventures, however, are fresher and more wigorous
— until Tarzan 1s dragged in for no reason —- unfairly, I could not
help but feel. I rather 1liked At The Earth's Core and Pellicudar —
particularly in respect to the attempt to forge a new civilization on
better principles than those in current use.

Of the other books, The War Chief 1s not without intecrest, dealing
as 1t does with Geronimo, 1lst great Apache Chieftain. But of them all,
two stand out, namely, The Land That Time Forgot, and The Moon Maid. I
have a strong suspicion that Richard Tooker's The Tomb of Time more
convincingly portrays what might be really expccted of a survived sec-
tion of the past. But ERB's wonderfrl and divertingly fantastic theme
in The Land "hat Time Forgot is more striking. If it escapes rank as
Burrough's bcst, it is only because of a ccrtaln superfluity of charac-
tors and a persistent over-thrillingness of episode is retained from
Tarzan end other work:.

My nominstion for Burroughs' masterpicce must remain The Moon
Maid. I spcak of the complote trilogy published undcr that title, not
merely of the iirst-of thc thrce. To mB, the second part, telling of
1ife among the conquered race and rebellion against the moon hordes is
Burroughs writing as he has all too seldom bothered to write. Then, in
the third part, I am especially appreciative of the passing comments on
the new forgotten past achievements of man.

Inasmich as I have already indicated Burroughs'! salient literary
defects, I will conclude by Jlisting those scenes from his books which

(Concluded on page 16)



"FRED W, FISCEER

‘okk, P2 “iedt ieowe. 0l AT SOUMLRKIE . GPAR has | beenysoundly
spanked and put to bed, and tiwe two uvliiie doodlers Joe Gllbert and
Art Sehnert can get down to business and attempt to put out the dream
magazine of fandom, No! I don't mean a magazine that lulls the reader
to slecn, 80 please swallow that unkind crack on the very verge of
utterance,

Ilve had any number of nlce letters telling me how well-done my
first column was. Perhaps "well-done" 1s an understatement, "Thorough~
ly rossted™ might better describe ny efforts, Anyway, I've had any
number. of nice letters (take a finger from one to ten) = and thank
you so much, Lew Martin, :for your Itind remarks, If it weren!t for you
I'@ NEVIR get any mail. This fellow Low Martin is one of my  favorite
characters, readers, Or areadery; as the case may He. Af6er Phassome-
body proof-reads this column. Lew writes: "I always rcad your ar-
ticles first in any mag that contalns your stuff, for you are the most
consisgantly excellent wrlter, both dm sEyle vand Jdeas,. lmarEkes fan
#keld,

B Jhwve: . galifve. bk onee JY've gedid it -a dozenydimes. . ke Martdn i.s
onc of tho most brilliant and discerning characters I've ever known,
He has an - uncanny ablillty to recognize genius no-matter what form it
mey take. The fact that he owes me money has ngbhing to de, of ceumses
wlth ais comments. ‘He still owes mer money. I was megver one to cancel
a collection for a compliment and a slightly-used cigar coupon.

But to get down to Dbuslness and to dispensc information as my
fir ot stap I ACINE 90 yu-de b me, advise; Gennge Fenton, viho asled. me (and
the rest of you who didn't), that 77! WEINBAUM MEMORIAL EDITION con-
Badned o iphotograplh-of Seinbaum,; a Loreword by the president .of . the
Milwoulzee Fictloneers, ~nd the following storles: THE DAY/N OF FLAME,
MAD 7{OON, A MARTIAN ODYSJEY, THE WORLDS OF IF, THE ADAI'IVE ULTIMATE,
THE LOTUS EAU RS, and THE RED PERRI. It was a becautifully bound vol-
ume and a tribute to Welnbaum's writing ability.

And apropos of a satisfactory bridge between paragraphs of entire
1y unrelated subjects, allow me to quote Charles Fort: "I think we're
property. I should say we belong to something: That once upon a time
this earth was o-Man's land, that other worlds expléred and colonized
nere, =anmd fought among theiiselvesy for pessession, ..bub : that  nourslEls
owned by something: That something ovns this earth =— all others are
warned off,

"awee-That all this has been known, perhaps for ages, to certain
ones upon this earth, a cult or order, members of which function 1like
Bed TvigBlcrs, to dhe. regip: of U1sy or 88 superier :-siaves . .or. oVerseens,
directing us in accordance with instructions received from somce
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where else — in our mysterious usefulness,"

Brrrrrr! The thought makes one uncomfortable, doesn't it? Even
though I've read that plot in more than a million words of fiction:
SINISTER BARRIER, GIANTS IN THE SKY, . WHEN NEW YORK VANISEED, THE
BLIND SPOT, THE WMAN WHO COULD WORK MLRACLES. TIt's disquileting, I
think I'll go climb into bed and pull the covers over my head.
Perhaps the superdroopers are at this very moment reading over ny
shoulder — eceeeceeeeceekl! :

In connection with this idea of beings from beyond who mirsht not
only control our destinles but might also do a bit of body-snatching
on the side in order to conduct laboratory experiments or merely for
thé purpose of studying the genus homo, what other explanation is th-
ere for the disappearance - of the ill-fated crew of the Mary Cel-
este?

Most of you have heard of the Mary Celeste, but a story so
strange bears repeating. Therefore: :

On December 5, 1872, a British ship sighted the Mary Celeste
approximately 400 miles off Gibralter, and noted that she was vawing
and traveling an obviously aimless course. Upcn investigation it was
discovered that no one was at the helm =--- nobody was on deck, ‘A
boarding party was sent over to solve the mystery of the drifting
ship, and althouch they loudly called out above and below decks not a
soul could they rouse -——- because the Mary Celeste was devoid of
master, of crew, of living creatures. . ”

The lifcboat was there. The cargo was there. Food was there, and
water in plentiful auantities. Clothing for the sercu.en was loc te
ed neatly in the farecesile in the ususl sallorly rianney, = few under
garments even hanging on a 1lilne. .he mate had been doing a sum —
still unfinished — on a piccc of paper at the table in his cabin. In
a sewing machine there wos still a child's dress, and on the table
were four partially-caten breakfasts. ‘

Of panic or trouble or mutiny there was no evidence whatsocever.
Everything was present and accounted for except the seafarers (the
master, his family, and his crew), the ship's papers, and the chrono-
meter,

In November, 1872, the Mary Celeste salled from New York bound
for Genoa, and there were two score people aboard. By December 5 at
high noon she was deserted by even the rats ln the hold, and only God
and the trade winds were piloting her over the mysterious sesa. B

Charles Fort has gone on. Perhaps now he knows the anwer to. all
mysteries — even this one which so vastly intrigued him. Teleporta-
tion, he would have called it, or seizure by masters from the immens-
Ty sabon i fes |, No sensible explanation has ever been brought forward
to explain the mystery of the Mary Celeste, and many people have:
attempted to solve the riddle, Recently, on the program WE, THE
PEOPLE, the son of the British seaman who commanded the ship which
discovered the derwilct, spoke, Ho attempted to give answer. Now
1t's my turn, and I'm going to do a little theorizing myself, My
answer 1s even more impossible than most, but at least it should
offer the basis for a good fantasy tale.

Imagine, then, an ordinary ship on an ordinary sunlit day. Sud-
denly there is a loud cry of astonlshment from <the lookout, or per
haps from the helmsman. Other voices take us the shout of amazement
and every last soul aboard rushes above decks to discover the cause
of the chorus of exclamations., The captain dashes to the rail., = His
wife, who has been recpairing on her sewing machine a tiny rent in
thelr daughteér's dress, follows him. The forecastle spews forth an
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alarmed crew of sallors, several of whom have been disturbed while
doing a spot of laurdry work., Four seamen at mess bolt from the table
to see what the matter might be. The first mate. busily flguring a
budget in his cabin, ic doidghbod nt the oppertupkty to gst owny firem
hls wrestling with higner finance, and joilns th rush to the rail,

e S men!" the captain calls., "What's all this shouting
about?? He speeds to the rail, grips hard with his big hands, peers
overside. "Lord lumme!" he gasps. "It's a monstrous whale,"

"o whele, no such, sirl" disputes the first officer. "ou ner
I never saw no wvhale which was so shiny-like,"

"Wor no whale with no head nor blow-hole." snorts a -sallor.
"But what is it, Cap'n?"

For it took a tremendously different sight than the mere blue
sea to ge=t the entire company of the Mary Celeste on desik, and all at
a time, The sight, for instance, of something whioeh looked 1ike a
whale — hut wasn't. Cantain ¥emo, 1in fact? Could there have Ween a
submarine back in 1872% A submarine capable of welcomlng sboard on a
O Ui OIS O C AR, LA, SCOonEe peoples? Or -2 _.submarine wlth a crew
which by threat of arms, cantured twio score people? And removed the
ship's paners and the chrononcter for reasons such as this: That the
Captain trcasured nhis chrononstcr above all other things, and asked
o S .. ~That. Be g, 8130, the ship's papers and his own certificate
were things to lay by for future proof of this strange hanpening?

AnC. then, having by one manner or another have inviegled aboard
this unknovm NAUTILUS, did the submarine submerge never to rise again
— the unlucky end of an unfortunate test . £1Yp* A trip sponsored by
séientis®s, piratees, by whom? Have the records of 1872 ever been
ssarched to determine whether or not any famcus inventors or sclen-
tists disappeared in that year?

Yes.,. d tyitoolsa tremendously different sight than blue waters and
ordinary sunlight to bring sailors, captain, and family to the deck
of the Marv Celeste, away Irom thelr other present duties and tasks
and pleasurcs. 1t took something fully as marvelous and as unusual

as g submarine — oOr .~ or a seaplane. Something which might have
landed on the waves close by the ship — something, perhaps, from
another planet or another universe — Or another dimension, The

-dimension of the masters.

As long as wo're discussing unexplainable adventures, how's this
for a ghost story? Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, neurologist, was awakencd
one winter night by the riwmging of his doorbell, and found outside
a thinly-clad little girl who asked him to come and see her mother,
who wos very sick. Dr, lMitchell dildn't want to go, but she persuaded
him, The mother was in bed with pncumonia, and after D MUEEheY 1 dhad
carcd for her he told her how smart and persistcnt her daughter had
becn,

"Byt my daughter died a month ago!" ~—exclaimed the sick woman.
Wiep Shoes and shawl are in that cupboasrd!" The doctor opened the
cupboard and found hanging there the exact garments worn by the 1it-
tle girl who had rung his doorbell an nour, before.

So ghosts don't happen, eh? Yet you will admit 1t's possible to
be the son of a ghost. But will you admit it's possible to be the son
of a man ten thousand years a ghost? Wlell, it is, for 8Bclence can
keep the male cell in a state of suswension for that long, and a man
might have a son temn thousand. years after the father had attained
ghosthood. Of course, a girl would have to be found willing to be the
ghost's bride.
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And while we're on th%*s ghost-to-ghost hoolktup, let me relate
Jgs® one MEre; spEne~EiiTiler ENECTT TN ga 14T qiii ¥8 :

After the first VYorld War, Russia was a ‘shambles, The Romanoffs
were slain and the Karensky regime was washed uvnder 1n blood. Odesssd,
on the Black Sea, changsd hands rapidiy: ''ite Russian, German,
e TsTy,.  Baei™ ek, And a British destroyer cast anchor there = cast
and lost the anchor in the deep mud, A diver went down to retretve it
and was brdughﬁ up a raving rianiac, Hde screamed of marching dead men
on the harbor bottom ==- rasge? marching men wlth bloated drowned
faces who converged upon him with military rythym, the moment ° The
had touched bottom, '

Other divers went down. They, too, went mad, and some died aftep
being hauled from the mysterious depths of Odessa Bay. All ¥ them
had been lowered to the shallow mud, ard all had seen, moving wicand
nily in unison and with outztretched svollon arma - the marcihing
dead!

The explanation: ' The terrorists had thrown many men into the
bay, their feet imprisoned by heavy 1leg irons, chained together to
one another, The currents swayed the bodles in unison, giving an im-
pression of mass military movement., The heavy irons held the feet
down, the corpses upright. The bodies had not decomposed because ine
dustrial chemicals dumped into the bay had preserved them. The divers
had gone mad from fear; the pressure, combined with nitrogen in tie
bloo and excessive discharge of andrenaline, had perhaps generated
e dcadly poison responcible for their deaths. '

It is interesting to note that the man who arrived at this solue
tlon of the merching dead men, i1s a professional deep-sea diver named
Captain John Craig and that onc of his future tasks is to be submerg-
ence off the Irish coast in search of tho continent of lost Atlantis,
bellieved by some to lie there., Will HE find AtlantYs? Or has Hitlap's
blitzkrieg caused him to be summoned to fight witk his Majesty's navy
in other waters —— perhaps even called him to the Black Sen aAngd we
Odessa Bay. i :

Wars have a hablt of breeding ghosts. For example, the "Angel of
Mons." Read Arthur Machen's weird talc of the phantom bowmen, and you
wlll see wherc Edgar Rice Burroughs mizht have gotten his Inspiration
for Kar Komak and the phantom archers in one of his Martian stories.
But now we're off on another ;E%C%Ng- and that's another story.

(] L] . [} . [} . . . e L] . [ ] . @ [} [} °

'mhvd Yo BERN' TS Amhone’

You'lve been to the plancts of the Bolar System 4n your own pri--
vate rocket ships., Now hop aboard the SOUTHERN STAR and visit Atzor
located far beyond the reaches of sight in the recalm of imaginatfon
where the tar Mira and her aix planets Atzor, Samarkland, Bophal,
Sthor, Atabslkand, and Zoltan have risen from the fertila imagination
Of a Lincoln, Ncbraska boy to the point vherc they attained natione
wide recognition in LIFE magazine, Life gave only a few paltry dec~
bails, Road. the: STHR TOor thc Iwslde Eope.

: A most unusual articla by ART R. SEHNERT
i ﬁhoTthirdeouthnrn'Stgg

Join the . . .
SOUTHERN GROUP TRIP 5
... to the Dencan

Southern Fang —

Open to all DFF members,
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There was onee a guy whe got sore everytime peeple spoke gbout
sclence fiction being escape literature. Read secience fiction merely
for relaxation and dreaming? he said. Foolishness, There 1s:nething
more invigerating and stimulating to doing things than science fiction.

Then this fellowed studied a 1little psychology, and he found some
wenderful things in the psychology book. It was a wonderful bonk for
it told things that were perfectly obvious, bit 1t put them down in a
marvelously clear fashion, and scrutinized them from angles that he
mightrnot hare thoutht./§f before,

So he:learned the difference between sensatlon and perception.:
Sensation is just feeling things, like you see a white sguare against
a darker background, But perception means relating the sceing to some
previously 1learned experience, so that when you have perception, you
see a piece of paper on a dark table, And everybody has a diffepent
background of experience, so nobody pcerceives things in exactly the
same 1light, So that when you say "socialism" to one person he 1ifts
up his hands in horror and says: Unimerican, Destruction of human - riz-
hts of individuality.While another guy with a diffcerent background, per
haps a guy who has worked in a factory, says: Lovely stuff, The guy
who does the work gets the profits out ol it, not the guy who owns the
stock,

So one guy says science fiction 1ls escape litcratur¢, sand snother
guy says no it's not, Let's try to sec why, and I hope I start a fight,

The two guys arc different, That's the first thinge One of these
guys I can describe, because that's mce. The other I have to figure out,

They both started out with drceming. They both saw big clouds in
the sky and wanted to have them, There were: threc main things they
might have sgcen, to judge from gcamemory of thc outstandin types of
stories, They saw a rise in the powers of sciencc, symbolized by the
interplanctary flight. They saw a world that was better in all ways.
Or perhans they saw an ominous warning that the world was not going to
be better becavse of the powers of evil that would triumph over the
powers of good, In the last casc they saw that to rak%e the world good
would regquire a mighty strugglc against that cvil.

So thec two guys drcamt and wantcd and haped, They startcd becoming
One of them got shuck. For somec reason he neveprseould bceoome o sScdens
tist, so he becamc a shirt salcsman, but he still drcamed, amd that is
gl sihar Thseihe ngis So science fictlon was dreams to him, Pleasant
dncams., D¥cams:  that-he could never do: anythlng about ‘except iwaltafor
somcbody clsc to make truc.

The other guy was diffcrent. He drcamt, too, but the drcams meant
something differcnt. For he was going to be onc of thosc pcoplc in the
stories: a scientist. To him it was not ridiculous that Richard Seaton,
a government chemist engaged 1n the analysis of plantinum group met~ls
suddenly turned out to have an incredible knowledge of ‘mnthematical
physics. Hersaddy ok, "helk, I wish 1 could’lknew bthot muehs: & Anocler
guy, another dreamer, might have stopped there. But this guy had the
@i -vimesifiorc ey ol actually gorout  gnd reod. boeks: -and - lecrn that sEuff;
Science fiction was not escape literature to him. It was o stimulous to
become as good as any of the superior heroes he rend about. For his was
o jealous and conceited noture, lobody in the world should know more
than he,

Tae ! séieree fletion was not the pushs The push hed to come fEein
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the person, &nd selencec Tidtigm we= only the go~l nacrt Tar therc was
another guy who had long been a scientist and science fiction was only
escape literature for him., He must have been tired, He must have rea-
lized that he could never learn anything so he had given up the job.
He had no more push left, so science fictidn was merely pleasant relax
ation to him. Something in which to forget his science for perh-ps his
science was merely a job by now. The guy to whom science fiction was
not escape literature could never forget his science, He had to push,
push, push, never letting up the struggle, or else he would be finish
ed. To relax, he played the piano or went to the movies, but he cer-
tainly did not read science fiction to relax. That only mad~ him jeal-

.ous, and forced him tack to his books so that he could discover atom<

ic énergi.

There was another guy whe found that he could never be a . seicn
tist for various reasons, but he had a push in him and that pus™ came
out in a curious way. It was the second and third dreams.TH@' - atims ©fF
a better worlcd and the dream of the struggle to obtain that etter wor
1d.And he grew out of Arcaming and studied what a better world should
be like and heow to get it.Sclsnce Tfirtlon was not escape literaturefor
him. It kept sticking this dream of a totter world before his cyes and
the push within him kert:him cn the jobh of trying to gct a better wor
1o, Eeenitte e, monelesiiness’ of The btasic

Becavse there was andother guy who said, gee the world will .be
nice in the future and still another who said the world is goilng to be
Yenlsy' 1 the future, but they didn!e have the pugh to do anything ab-
out it. And therc was the gvy who was intellectually superior so that
he. degpied Mallgdhg 5tupid, peoplntin: the! world, and sald the world: de-
served crery bit of the doom 1L, got, But the guy in the paragraph just
alioveTigaidy T Idesen: hnasddon!s Tonsetlfon arcrpart,of 'this worpid, i c%b)
are so superior and despisc the ugly way the world is run, and you ha-
te the uglr of architecturc of the house you live in, but you wouldn't
think of scfling your hands by learning to be an ongineer so that you
coild build the kind of house you like. You would prcfer to be super
fow.

So of the last two guys one had a push and thc other didn't. Both
hated the way of the world, but one was pushed to do somehting about
it. The other just hated and was unhealthy.

Mhat was that push? Under a mechanistic psychology there are no
abstract qualities such as intelligence and ambition. There are merely
patterns of bechavior, combinations of synapsecs, which the individual
has acquired or inherited.

The  Gernabaclk: Thcory - said that :science’ fictdon 1tself 'was the
push,That is not true, for Llost<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>