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by BASIL VWELLS

This's a column dedicated to all the dull thuds of falling dreams,
Utopias, empty bottles, and discarded stf mags., It blunders hit
and miss into various hushehush and frovmed-upon matters.,

For instance, dueling, Outmoded custom. Maybe! I'd like to propos=
its revival-%y the U.N., Instead of declaring war, in which the ctrng
nation usually steamrollers to victory, have ten volunteers from
each nation be given ident;c§l arms and ammo., Seal 'em off in

De2ath Valley or some isolated Saharan oasis and enforce a hands

off policy, Winner can claim objectives listed and okaved by the
S3curity CounCilecossse

inatever happened to the Union Now proposals? Seems as though

firgt step toward world government needs an example. I'd go
Tarther, though and invite the Scandinavian countries, West Germanyv
aind Holland into the federation along with England, Canada and
Australia., These countries are more closely linked together by
customs, climate and language than any others, In self defense

the Slavic and Latin countries would also unite(?) to iron out
their differences, Germany, as a vital part of a friendly feder-
ation would posé no threat to France or Belgium..ess8nd Stalin
would be unhappy.

What READER'S DIGEST, and its feebler brethern, have done for *he
time-starved reader, should be done for the fantasy-~sf field., A
FANTASY DIGEST, reprinting the choicest tales and articles of six
months or a year earlier, gets my voteassssI predict that an LE.R.
Burroughs magazine hits the stands' this year....All this derending
on the outbreak of a third ghastly, of course.

Many anh old fan deplores the rash of cheaply packaged, garishly
illustrated mags now trying to cash in on the booming sf marketw.
Of course BEM's are nothing new., Sone retch-inducing covers have
been inflicted on us in years gone by, But with ASTOUNDING, FFi,
~ FN and F and SF for examples of improved art -~- why slip back
into the old rut? WEIRD TALES is reversing the trend, apparently.
For the first time in these many years the covers and interiors
ara on the upgradea.sssVhere's Minlay and Bok and Dolgav? With
them, WT would return to second plce in this guy's affection,

One final jab at the superior, know-it=all attitude of most of us
fans,

Glitly we recite the titles, authors, scientific errors, and our
cpinions of them all. We tell the editors who to print, what to
rreint, and how to do ita.sss¥Yet we are much in the minority. The
average reader of sf(ninety-nine percent of them I estimate)
racognizes not more than one or two of the scores of authors and
tities we checklist. Yet he continues to read and enjoy certain
maczazines, Itts the mag he reads. Not the author.,

continued next page
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NOTICE:
If you live in Virginia, North Carolina, South Carolina,

Georgia or Alabawa and are going tec the NOLACCN, contact Lyan A,

Hexman LOS We Bell St, Statesvilie, Nortih Carolina. Lyrn is

tiylig to orgerizae a motorcade to invade New Orlearns in force, Destalls

will be sent t¢ juntsrested pariles. Lynn also has room for taree more

passengers in his cag,
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TIUD 4ND RLUNDER (conb. ) .

Try it out on the next eight or ten non-fang, .t pezdrrs, of 2i,
I have, Van Vogt, Willlamson, H&iniein, Dond, “'r“*f, Lovaerali,
Asinovea=e=ywho'!re they? They ao T@”OLHLJG RBurronghs tnd maybe Wails
and VerNesoeoasese
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The International  SeF Corrpspondenhe Civh,. or ISFCC, is wel in
its third year as an active orgenizationr, and ¢or the secona ve T
in a row has as its President, Larry xLCLLﬁﬂU iy aaedewsrEint Oon
frem Billings, llontana.-The ISICC is gicd %o ww teonie ancbo.r ‘z
Lo the ever growing number of club-ziaes ana farzines, znd from
wnat we've heard, TLMA is dve tou be a geod .onz.
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T Theras are adarq of TIMA to whom quC is an uwnknown. quanity,
iﬁ-s cre ol tl“Sﬁ clubs daveted to °wa1piﬁ ide&as and premotiag
g-rriendship chronghout the world, Tt is internatioral, wiuh
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mamauf: rapcing fror iklliand o Austral lna Tt roi tho biggss?t
.. 2 R ) & s GRT 1 N ; P
2o0ing. but L%ce gotting up there. ISTCC hine Lic owin danzzine,

’-_R, ar:d T an Jnuerequud reader Jﬁ £0R5 a copy o fee woa.
15 Llke, hefor shel) can wiite for one, addressia’ the rgaest tos
~ Y

GFLORLR, Box «%; Girard, Petnd,
His} Nﬁbleg Jr,
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et by MYRTICE TAZLGQ\

Oh, Giver of 1ight, Qi Liystic oue :
W, 0%s to rest when day is dﬁnez e

Ch, Father of light in your palace there
flaese lend an ear and hear my preyer.

Tae cold id bitter when you hide your light,
ile coid is bitter .and long. the night,

The twin moons rise when you take your rest
Trom vest to east and east to west.

But they can never such comfort show
As fills our hearts when we see your glow.

Across wide canals and red desert sand,
Aecrcss our world you stretch your_hand.

Oq, lMystic one, Onh lepr of light,
Reign on, reign cn, until the night.
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Read FANatice===~=Bobby Pope - SV [li11l & Ilanover Sts.
Charleston i2, S.C.
15¢ per copy Its published by a LITTLE LIOUSTER,
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' by'Battell Loomis_

I have suddenly becone very fond
of war, Coming from a rnan who has
war at its worst on Guam and Iwo
Jima, that is, indeed a strange
statementc, Those cempaigas were
of a different kind of war., I am
‘\\refe*ring to a contest in vhich
draft boards will not be necessanye
i { ~ :

Hvﬁﬁirﬂt‘fée*é'of this new sort of Va;\caae when I was on a sol-
itary hun ing trip, seeking mostly to teé+ the te;e”yoplc sight on
my naw rlL]e, %Lchhn I had hope of brlpgnng honie a prize Dirde. .
4p3rhdps an eagie or a2 large hawke-=for my den.,(dMounted birds ave
more interesting than etchings, these aoys.)_

I usuwally snap~shoot, I can hit a rabbit in miaulear with a .25

bat a teleSCOﬂ*C 51gnt calls for helding your fire until certain
your distant mark is not a fellow-hunter. This is one of the rezsors
T paused upon sighting cne of the largest birds I had evar sez3n.
/ The other reason was, I swear it, an audible volce in my brain

that said: "Don't shcot me ™ I ratracted my 30«30 in astonisnment?

Vichout the aid of my teieqcope ny target apnearsd even nore
2ertainly a bird, excep®t for thp kead, A men's head . ds an un-
nistakeable form and ‘a telescopic sight does-excellant enlarge-
mﬁnt, even at a miie, The creature ficating about so assuredly
almcst a mile offy, was certainly a man--and no glider, either, I
”ovﬁn+ of Sohn, the man whe first dropped to soar to earth from
ar,ngglane, entrusting himsel{ to canvas wings. Ile made sevaral
ccassful. decents before his final ghastly fall ended his life.

Wihis, pcrhaps, is another Sohn," I thought. "Perheps the zrmy

is testing some new devise for 1anding troops behind .an enemy's
Tlires?¢® Curious to obtain a better look, I headed for a sm=l.l hill
wnere notaing would ohstruct my vision.

wWhet bem1sed ne, as I trod toward the hillock, was tha conjecture
as to the J]Tency of the birdman's eyes. To have ssen tie smellt
and of my gun, his eyes must have equalled those of Lincoln
Steffen's mevfplous father, who is supposed to have been able to
count potato Imgs on plants viewed across a mile wide lale, My
intendied victim, wiio telepathed: "Don’t shoct mel!" could oily

have seen my gum Larrel, because I was extending-it frem gocd
cover vhere T lay hidden., On the other hand, he might Lave, awire
of the pOgS}b 11ty of hunters, been broadcaating a general claim
to protect himself,

I reached the top of the grade and lonked aloft at the ecle-n
bright sly, There was my late mari, Bird or man, his ercnﬂpﬂﬂaﬁ
was enormous, le was playing upon the air currents, swwoping and
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Winged VierLpY=eGons,

scaring with unnualified ease and superiative gracs. I saviec hin
th2 pastience that hag. Served to develop sush greaat strength in his
pactoral muscles, I wondered LHou theiy mocrings coulsd houd, tied
with tissues of interstitial thinness, without the Xksel-shaped
breastmooring of a bird, I wondered, too, if his wiags wsre nylon,

or that marvelous’new synthetic, orlon. Canvas would have been too
ulmsv, . e

T was soon to find nswers to ‘these wonderirgs and to get the sur-
priqe? nay, the shock, of my life! He saw me standing, expesed, cn
the hill, He dived, zoomed, hung an instant upon his b"04a prions,

thern pouvnced to # n@arby roch lilze an owl taking its prey. Oy
then, as he furled them with His back to me, was L aware thav

qug; were natural growths, Théy were merbvalols, jike a betts
thsir fingew-bones were not like a bat's lonj; slendor bones. -Ti
had, I saw, evidently been copied by a- ‘compe Fent Plolegist from ﬁbq
bwmuoou-ika sagrented cartilages of a skau,, which is & relation o
the stingeray and giant ray of the oceans, o

-
.' I

but

=
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"Jie gehtls?™ greeted the birdman,-aubavarian in hie dark facial

"T'ow goes 1t with Vou°“ I replled, 1etting him kn;u I understood
Cerman without speaking it.. '

"ng; kalt, die Juft im [Hmmel es, -heﬁrepiieq,'sniveringu

T was near him nowe "The rock is warim, I should tkink humaa skin
small) prctection at such aery heights, Why dontt you -wear an alec-
tric sutvem :

He laughed, a merry bell-liks sound:"To ralse. ti 2 F“ug}ﬁﬁg is enorgh,
Llactrice=wwhow you say?=-=gadgats are haavy,"

That was the shock T re,elvennm‘ﬁXQQf gga¥nmuao ed.saidi. The avian,
who stood smlling before me, Va3 Lo many mb s wemang Al what a
woaand Bxcept for the wings, she was perfect in foim and {igure ard
-““e was nude as W ned Yictory, but mord fully 1e,§eu sad aﬁhéd@ Tne

vinnyg draped ﬂboﬁt er, COﬂClelng Jast encugh.-of Per body to suait
a vermant s native exhibltlonlsm and to incite a mans mab"na+¢ona

"We ars truTy vis avis," I punned, "but your UlraChJOLS wings clolm
Ly 1Lvent10n. I thought you were a handsome, recklas s youth, prohalbly
& soldier., . :

"Then why were you voing'to shoot mé?"

I handed her ny weapont "Qquint through the sight. Mt a miles dis-
tance, proportlons are ‘hard to judge, I thought vou.vhere an wagles~
thav ara common in this counfrya—thodgh ncw 1 see trerr world appeed
mucn smaller than you did, I didntt think of that unszs I lad vcl
ccverad," - :

She examined the weapon, twirling it exper tly, Lile ey ofrjcer N
mdkinf a parvade insnection., Then ‘she tossed it to Ty €a tall i %ae
ror®%t arme possition,
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Wingad Vietory-=cent,

"You are right abcut the soldier part," she said, curtly, "There
are thousands such as I, Ve were developed in the biological lab-
oratory of Dr. Tdirk von Blum, aepecially to conqueor the world. It
is the German destiny."_ . :

She skipped lightly from the rock, 1ift1ng the wings with her 1eap,
and sat on the ground at my feet, I did not feel terrorized. There
was nothing shrecklikeit about her, I dropped to sit beside her,

UInvaders!" I laughed., "I kitew all military measures of repression
were sheerest folly. Life evades restraints, Stopping Germany's
making weapons we know about, opened her entirely to new warlike
measures, MNothing short of re-education could prevent ware~loving
people from remaining agressive,"

She snuggled close to me, murmurinw! "Am I agressive?" She didn't
object when I placed my arm comfortingly across her shoulders, my
object, of course, to warm her. She really was cold-~to the touch

'Lch" she continued, "Germany is no longer belligerant unless I may

make a funny with the 'belle', Our battle is now for peace, der

5% pf for the camp, Our teachers have shown us that hate makes waste,
did not your armies lay waste all Germany? Our new purpcse in search

of lebiggc;gim is living. Llﬁpg§;§¥g, our word for 1t," She turned

so as to return my embrac er whisper was tender in my ear. I could

smell the woman smell of her and the meltingness of her body against

nine ran my velns Into flame, "Could you not love such as I?" she
whispered.

Qur eyes merged us, yet I made words to ask°“And is the new German
army all amazonian and winged?"

"Ja" she laughed, "Your soldiers showed Germans what you wanted
more than victoryl You craved loving=-the kind of 1oving only a
German woman canh give properly=-~-fully and without inhibition! So
we are the modern Valkuries! We are known as Winged Victories,"

There upon that sunny hillock this German soldier of the new forces
conquered me without gup fire. Now, thinking it over, I am very
fond of war, since it has .become civilized., That!s why as soon as I
conclude this report, I am going to a recrulting-.station, Will the
sergeant think I'm fooling if I tell him I am offering to give my
love for my country? That's what I shall be doing. When the wirged
Victories make thelr first invasion in force(ie, nurbers) 1 wari to
be in the front line, I am 1mpatient for D-Dayb The fa<teg1 marner
won't be crowded. 5 _
£ %)k - )
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FPor the best in fan fiction, articles, art and just general godd

reading, subscribe to TLliA. oend your buck and receive TLMA for

a year. Address your request to: Lynn A. Hickman—-h08 We Bell St,
Statesville, North Carolina,
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A PHILOSOPHIC DISSERTATION ON. DIANETICS
by MANLY BANISTER

Wilkie Connor has asked me to do an "antiedlanetics" article for
TLMA, while he gets some other poor sucker to:do a 'pro=dianetics"
article to rebutt it. Wilkie ought to know better than this. I
coulkd not write an artiele "anti" anything of this nature, because
I know not enough and care not enough about 1t either to %e for it
or against it,

I am, as you will see a true fence-sitter. Not to be. sure, one of
the multitude who mahe clain of being railbirds at the same time

that they spend all their available time in dianetics reveries of one
kind or another. All I know about dlanetics is what comes natuarally

from reading the "Book" and an interested perusal of sundry articles
and comments., LA :

Tharefore I must 1ooh at the subject from a more or less philosphical
)anﬂp01nt rather than technical, A1l I can do here is set down a
few observations and impressions received from culling the mass of
xaﬁa ihat has come to hande If the tenor of these seems to be in the
nature of a negative reaction, it owes itself to a comparative
analysls thats. admits no other. And if you are so '"aberrated” in
“ayoy of dlanetics that you cannot see the logic of the gquestinons
that flourish wherever it passes, especially when those quevtionv
penaLrate so deeply as. to be disconcerting, then you  deserve tn be
lost in your superman complexX.

I

That I have had no experience of dianetics reverie (nor do I iatuod
to have any) cuts no ice in regard to'my qualifications %o eruracs o
philosophical rationalization of soma of the more unclear asvecths
of this new "science®, It is not necessary to jump off a ten-story
building to have a lively concept of how such a jump would iP°lwn.
or what the results of it would be,.. s

Hy first impression, of course came from the ASF article forerunn-
ing and touting "The Book'" . The article was remarkably involved and
incomplete., It went to such thunderous limits of verbiage without .

saying a blessed thing that it seemed mandatory to read the. dianetics
"Bible'", : ,

If anything more involved than the aforenentioned article could
exist (and it does), "The Book" is it. Ilere is a book which, for
sheer, oppressive weignt of words alone, for pure 'sound ané fury,
signifying nothing", has no equal--~unless it might find a poor
shadow of itself in "Mein Kampf'". Indeed, "Dianetics" is Iubbard's
"Mein Kanpf* against the hideous and soul-stirring debaucheries of
todayt!s civilizatione=the civilization, note, which spawned not only
L. Ron ITubbard but also dianetics in the flux of 1ts malajusted
idiosyncrasies. Only a period as soclially and intellectually dis-
organlzed as our tine could haVe produced either.

Druns beat. flags waved and with a loud "Huzzahi", dianetics was
ushered into the world. The mountain labored and gave birtih to a
mcuse. The great "sclence" has turned out to be a parlor game, a
sort of exhibitionistic pastime, a "you audit me and I'l1 audit
you! turn-about of mutual confession ( in a milder form practised
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by *he chuvch fur centuries, as "confession is good for the soul"),
Puolic exhititions have been given, in which the victim rolls aud
moans with all the fervor of a Holy Roller convert, and comes out

of it with precisely the same assertion of new-found spiritual
ebulliency and attitude of '"now~I-know-the~cause-for-it=all" affect-
ed by every new convert to every religlon.

Is dianetics, then, a religion? The amalgamation of intransigeant
persiflage vhich Hubbard has by some' fortune managed to get between
hard covers is calledby the devotees, The Book, Hubbard is calied;
The Master, It is just an impression that dianetics is a religion,
of course. It merely has the earmarks of religion.

By reading "The Book", one gathers the impression that dlanetics is
not a "sclence of 1ind" at all, but is, rather, an intellectual
approach to sex, both in its clinical and mundane aspects. It was
not mere chance that dictated the alleged "cases histories'" contained
in "The Book". It is with sheer admiration that I remove my hat and
bow in whichever direction "The Master" is located ai this moment,
Such bawdiness as this has never been successfully equalled in prins
by the greatest of literary lights, including Shakespeare and the
unknown authors of the Bible., It was, of course, the deft tcucn cf
pure ingenuity working .in conjunction with the worldly-wise brain
of a skilled pulp writer that coupled these "case histories" with
female subjects.

Is dianetics, then, a cult? It is practiced in groups and concerns

the intermeshing o% the spiritual with the carnal matrix, and ach-

ieves in its devotees a degree of fanaticism equalled oniy in the

pursult of cultist activities. It isﬁ however, just an impression
a

that dianetics is a cult, It merely has the naked-eye appearance of
cultism,

Ilard upon the successful publication of The Book, 'centers" were
establlshed across the country. This "free boon to.mankind" under-
took to peddle itself at fantastic sums for brief "courses" in
auditing, EInthusiasts with the resqulte amount of cash flocked to
the shirines, were hastily processed, and turned loose to maie mir~
acles of thelr own on those others with lesser amcunts of zash but
an equal amount of enthusiasm. People hard put o earn Sheis Cally
liring in other forms of endeavor have skyrocketed into astzenomical
inzomes. They are working day and night to reap ithe goider ucevast
before the weather changes.

Is dianetics,  then, a skin-game? The opportunists, the gentry of
the easy buck, the born promoters, have massed uo its standard and
have bscome Yauditors" too busy auditing others (for a walloping
good fae) to.worry abcut becoming "clears" themselvas. Pernaps it
is only on impresslon that dianetics is o skin-gazme, It mera2iy heas
the arpearance of being so, siace it attracts a class of people ot
averse tc promoting a ‘goeit=vich-guick" situation.

And so ve come to the conclusion that dianetics is neither religion,
culcism, nor a skinegame, It simply has the appearaiace of all thues
of these rolled into one, and if that is a natural aspesct of a *uow
science of the mind"™, then that is wvhat it is,
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Istead of worrying about what dianeties is, let us consider what it
doesy oOr alleges to dos I shall ignore the phony vocabulary of
"The Master!" and consider the matter in simple daylighte Hubbard
claims his "scienece" will clean all the meanies out of your system
and make you into a one hundred pereent, true=blue intellectual,
and no college degree necessarys In such a superesanitary system as
yours will becomeg no germ will manage to exlst (or very few at any
rate), He says you will become a superman,y a ne plus ultra of intee
grated brain power and physical well being, He promises you that
you (if you are one of his laboratory processed, inspected and passe
ed supermen) will ‘be one of the nearfuture rulers of the world with
all us hateful "“aberees" put in our rightful place to do your work
for you, But you, he deprecates, will be maghanimous and just, will
rule the world wisely and vellewand for the life of me, I cannot

see in vwhat way a diaNUTie civilization could be much worse than the

one we already have, Or much better,

Philosophers have for ages postulated the Ysuperman' theme along
much the same lines as Hubbard®s dlanetlcized intellectuality., But
unlike Hubbard, They have never postulated that you could becoue
that superman. Therein lles Hubbard's singular appeals This is the
popular bridegroon comnceon == 'be mine and I'1l lay the world at you:
feetl That sounds good even to me, ‘and there ls 1ittle in this
badly nmiscegenated world that does look good. 26

Let us look at a few of the things dlaneties 1s reputed to have
done. I read somewhere that'a girl with a perpetually itching eye~
brow now has an eyebrow that does not itche I trust that it 1Is the
same one, People who have been afflicted with colds all their lives
suddenly no longer have colds (haven®t hzd any since their last
audition, at any rate)q People with headaches don't have headaches
any more, Other people have beened cleaned up of their neuroticisms
and sundry minor ailmentse Others have had the inexpressible expere
~lence .of returning to the wombd and eavesdropping on their parent's
copulatory conversations,eeso they say,

The amount of money an auditor will c¢harge you te run you through
the mill for a single hour will buy an awful lot of aspiring and if
your taste runs to porngraphy, there are places where it can be
bought much more cheaply, even in thls hyperepure community,.

Furthermore, what of our "supermen"? Broadmindness and magnanimity
are sald to be the "basicebasie" qualities of the 'clear!, The
grapevine telegraphs some weird things in this respect. Take the
case of a fan who innocently made a brief remark concerning the
"science" to another fan in a letter, not knowing the latter to be
a "struggling young preeclear', Was the remark received in a spirit
of magnanimity, of broademinded tolerance for the incomprehension
of an "aberee“é You  ean bet your furelined space-boots it was notl
At last information, the "preeclears" retort was still simmering,-
ready in a moment to burst into spontaneous combustion, In this ree
specty it will be a delight to read my own mail after TLMA publishes
this pensive little document of mine, :

Across the plains of Kansas, the drums beat a tattoo of other weird
information, Hubbard told us that a "cleared" writer becomes &
better writer, an Ovidian figure of literary worthe<in short, a
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supernan anthosv. Where ere the authors who dropped their tvpewriters
to wiz=21d the helay'ng pin of dilens*ies? It is irtegrel to the untur
of an auvthor thet Me be onc vho wriitese Onc who writes doez &) o=
cause it 1s ravure with him, and he can no mere kesy from uriiing
than he cau live without eatliag. Are these enthers maitilg so auch
money out of diunetics that thsy no longer have to write tu make a
living~-or are they still writing, ard we are just nct seeuing any of
ity Well, the drums are beating, and their messuage seems clear enough,
but I for one would like to kinow for fact what is the true state of
affairs.,

Now about the other side of the ledger-sheet--~the side that most
business houses post in red ink., I am suvurz that no records have teen
kept, and equally sure that it would be entirsly difficult %o assess
any figures in the matter. But 1t oceurs th ma to wornder, out of

the 1ist of both piudlirg and serious disesses and pkvsical cnadit-
ions for which dianetics claims Lo be a positive cure, how neny of
these--:nd in how many caszs=-nove proved Jfotar to ikair nosts, while
the latter were enthusicstleslyy in the process of being dlaratically
feleared™? Thls is arn extremely unpolitic and embarrassing qusstion
to pose,.and I am aware of thats. But, then, a question is only a
question, after all. How many?

In spite of my being only an observer, a practical method of entirely,
once and for all, wroving the *truth o% the very foundation cof disne
etics, has occurrsd to me, Let a subject be chosen at randon from _
the great mass of neonle whe nothing at all and carc less abou’ diane
etlcs. Permit this subjeoct o Decome wnroascious=-by Hubbardls own
indication, it woa't mutter e whit whedker he be bashed cn ke head
with a club, submitied o the fumas of oihar, or half-drowmed in a
bathtub full of al~ukoi. {1 eny wase, 1ol the state of the svbject's
consclousness be pascad uptn Uy tomee 0fsinterested phyciclars of
acoredited standing. Let Hivtae® ther say somathiang aloud, arything
vhaterer, withir the su’ s e hearing. The subject has now received
an "eagram"e, Let the suijest De raovad, pleaced in reverie, and
"eilearad" of that sngran, during woich prosess he 1s to repeat vere
bacim tle words as oxiguna.ly sookern,; aud no enllusion, If a subject
with iittle difficalty cem retreat Zorky yaors into the womb and rew
peat r=2ams of awerous sounversaticn '“heard" 2v that tims, it should
be no trizk at all to go back ten minutes.and pull half a dozen
words directed at him from the '"banks" of the "reactive mind",

It appears that it avalls nothing to temporize or resort to reason
withh the adherents of this New Canaan. You either are in the swim or
out of it, There 1s no halfway pcinc between being seved end Leing
damiied., Those not for the prcjesi are against i*t. In this rerpenty
Habwerd neaily bharricadas his pesition by svating that if you do not
ipso facto and at once acceopt dlanatics without question, you are
utlerly abarratsd. This 1s supposed to shame you, if not intce juining
the renils, al L.as® Into keeping your lip wuttoned while the piay is
going oile I shoudd like to heve a Darrizads as strongly bubthiessed
as this cueg, bduw Hubbard has alieady removed the props from undsr me
Therefoue I ghall loan on the ouhes £ide of his owa wall, I czondess
withov’ en fota c¢f shame, that, in the view of dianuis everywhsie,

I am an aberee, and dang it! I'm proud of it}

*Qk
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GOD and the
GRAIN of SAN

HRUEN gy

This is the story of a man called Godj

There is no time vhere God ise. There 1s no moon, no day and night...
no sun, no stars. The vapors of endlessness float softly about the
mind that is God. Here lounges in deep thought seeing all, knowing
Just about allysesand wvanting very little. The planets explode, but
there is no sound. Raging fires do not disturdb his peace, for he no
longer hears or sees the physical, That has left him nowe.e it was
s0 long ago. Great quietude i1s his, and everything is at rest. The
creatures of long ago exist only in his memory, but he remembers well.
It seems like only yesterday vwhen he had so much trouble on his fave
orite project. He was young and enthusiastic back in the time when
there was 1ife other than his own, and his stamina for patience was

- incomparable. He used to sit righ% on top of the sun and watch the
globes turn about in their orbits..svwatch every little twist*and
turn, and things used to go wrong. The excitement kept his intere
est, and it made him think with scrutiny,

The explosions were terrible disasters, and on occasion God had
actually worried about his atomic composure, Once when the tidal
wave of gas seemed at its lowest ebb in centuries, a little orbit
contracted a convulsive fit and started going the other way. Well,
you can imagine the commotion. The rumble practically knocked its
maker off the sun. Ile had to cling desperately to the sides., In

his struggle to remain aloft, he clawed off a chip, and the tiny

bit of matter went soaring out into his well calculated orbits
lunging directly toward the convulsive one, There is small neeé to
say that the poor thing was knocked into oblivion. God was surprised,
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The accident had fixed everything up. He just could not understand
it at Sirsi; then a glow of retrospect came flashing through, and
he salid wigh roverence,

"This rmust have been the will of lir, Pulling."

Mr, Pulling was the supreme pontiff above God, awful and wonderful,
mysterious and aloof. God feared and respecte& his fatiier, bLut never
asked him for help. e was self-sufficient end he wantved M. Ui~
ing to kmow it. All the work till now was his own, but no exyrlanation
conld be given for this flaming clod of dirt that took the place of
the failing orbit,

After what had happened he was very impressed with this new clod of
bio-cocci. Among ocher things it had saved him a myriad thonugat
trapsmnissions. lle was delightad, He practically digrorad all th= rest
of his work in order to waich it giide demaresly about him, TL wus

so sweel and round, Ile dezcided to aname it and raise it as his very
own, Hz called it 'Sausags', but it was known generslly, in greater
circles, as the Earth,

Now, the earth was an unusual planet with a mind of its own..ea
human mind. It settled there in the heat and rain and fire, walting
for form. But no life was anywhere to be found, except in ﬁim, and
no hope for life on earth was in sight,

A very strange thing had happened, however, to change the course of
all interplanstary phencmena, When God had loosened the earth from
the sun, he tore the flesh on his hand, and a drop of his Hlcad
cling to the meteor and sank into the iiquid rock, waiting for the
restless mass to slumber into solids, This blood was the germplaenm
found in all life, and it lay submissively in the molt=n leava, walie
ing in endless light and dark and eruption for the cocl Lair of
spring on ecrthessthe spring of heaven. It was the 1ifz of God seeke
ing a hetter place to exist..sa part of God torn frem him 1r anxe
ious heope that the earth would be more tangible than the space of
black wvacuunl,

Then it happened: Particles of matter began to move and grow, The
vorids bhecame lands and ocearns and evervthing was green, God was
very nicasad. le was sure Mr. Pulling would give hiu atl the credit
for this miracle, Afiter all, it did havpen on his prcjent. taxead
croatires sucrmed the earth and ths volcanic eruptions shooll the
very foundations of the axis., The excitement contlaued and it was
hard foir him to leave his post on the sun, but he needed to cathch
vp or hig rest, He hadn't slept for nearly six milliicn years, and
his eyes were a little heavy. Thus, God turned his back on little
'*Satsage! for the first tine,

One hates to say this, but sausage should never have been left to
hercelf, It was not exactly Ikncun just who -was at fault. but a
strang: mutation tock place am.ng the four-legged creabures, Their
hzads were large and rvund and the hair on thislr smootii, snft bendies
was lese pronounced. They were a beautitul aglie animal witucoae any
obvious means of protection. It se=med deubiful that titry weuld sure
vive in thatv world of incessent battle, The desire that made them
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GOD AND THE GRAIN OF SAND conte

was highly disorganized, and the head refused to cooperate with the
body. There were two worlds of conflict and struggle for this animal,
The ninute details that made him question gave 1little or no trouble
to other forms of life, They could not think, plan, hope or manip=-
ulate, and therefore, could not be dissatisfied. . 3 rods

These creatures who stood up on their hind legs and walked-and
thought, had peculiar fore legs. They had hands, beautiful, flex-
ible, with a wide extension between the thumb and slender fingers,
They could pick up pebbles and throw them against the slab of a moun-
tain and see that the pebble had crumbled into dust, but that the
mountain had besn chipned also. They discovered that motion meant
warmth and fire, and wood burned, and stone did not. But they lived
in the horror of the unknowable. No explanation of the infinite de-
toails of each of these things had been given to them, and it was

then that they started to look. In the meantime they gave God all the
credit for the devine unknowables. Their curiosity was painful and
often fruitless, and to ease their pain they invented words such as
Justification and Blind Faith, pretending sureness in their greatest
doubtss.their greatest pain,

The weak men listened to these words, smiled, closed their minds and
died. The strong could not stop it with words, and they devised other
ways to go beyond that pain. They were wise men...they lkmew that the
agony of doubt could be drugged, but that the effects would be the
same. The disease of ignorance kills, and to them life was devines
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g0 they streve to balance arnd put down the elements in less chactic
order for & hetter life., Nue thimz ther ey 0T 3Ur2...ilie anrd
living. Thed>? lova vas graat ard incdestrucilbie, They vere the most
roiizicus wen cn =eartn and God learned to love tnem as brahhero.

But let's go baok to the beginning -wvhen the Ruler was sound asleep
and anaware of those people on earth, who were all alone and who-
grew up-in profusion like wild flowers. lle didn*'t love them then,
or care, or have the slightest notion that tney.existed at all, and
they were forced to make thelr own laws, A few ware good rulee, ale
most God-like in essence, but many more were pathetlc and cruel,
They cannot be blamed for their mistakes, for thav knaw n0%.,,4 stab
in the dark...and pains A stab in the dark and sadcen 1C¥aeatley
cotld ornly rely on temgorary consistency and call it truth. Tle
stiuzyle for an Ultimate had them plunging Inte Dlackiess azaine Tt
was like scomething blind thrashing at a thousand eyes, But the trile
liant and the brave, and the foolish by their sides cortinued to
look skyward ard see nothing, and they talked about what they saw
constantly, What else could %hey do?

Crusades and the cutting of throats flourished aleng with the build-
ing of churches, and the clvilization of mankind was almost complete.

A yawn,...and the mist swirled into whirlpools. He- wr*ggled his toes,
scrathed His face and crawled out.of the cloud, His wsll=-wcrn seav
on the sun had not disap eared, After rubbing his eyes, he coulid
see agaln...the little rglls of green, the seven ode‘es, the iazs
and vulleys...yet something ew somehoahewhatever 4% wuse had chaaged
considerably, - Small: peatches.of. land were ncow ‘squared’ away'lnto plant
growving areas, corn, tobacco, rye, peach trees... j}f :

"Well isn't that lover,“ murmured God.:».--~»

He scanned his eyes over the sea. and stralned his ‘tieck to peer at

a massive cathedral and the smoking rubble by its side,:Ho saw the.
still death and moving death of his people on .that® heaped f4lth of
poverty. Ile opened doors that led into rooms;. and. thére sat gray
faces, On one table with a patch-quilt. dressér. scarf, there was a
bent tin cup, and’ the inscription-arouvnd. the top ¥im’ read; "Gott
iss mit uns," All was destitute and miserable over:here; Even' the -
little childrens': eyés were hollow and:blank, too tired even to ',
fear, The flelds-were rooted up.and torn. Nb%hing uas order. But
thoughts moved thickly in. the’ air. ;z ,

He looked back quickly at the other patch of 1and across the water ,
at smiled at’the- just—so-ness of the .drugstores, 'bus §tations, Hame
burger shops and loan companies, This looked pretty good.,.caz«, o
factory smoks, highways, comical structures with one rcom or tcp of
the other,..the fat ones, -tall ones, and: skinny ones all had souare .
corners, "Bu-ldings" they called them.-;wA

"Rather clever, I must sayy" He rubbed his chin. i

He saw the’ sniny tin autos creeping back and forth along paved
slivers, and 21l seewed to be in order here on the opon highway,
Closer and closer the Great Essence came to the people vho lached
about in this new, fresh, raucous world of movement,
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Their mouths of elastic were meve
ing, and frowns lcy permanen’ cn
their faces, ir ried with &l hils
might to Listen and cormprechend.
what they said. Iz siippad ture
ough a swinging door and Iouud
himself on the fourth stool of a
bar at a wayside inn, The people
next to him were gulping dcwn li=
quid that was periodicalily poured
into tiny thick glasses, Ons cf
the men, the one with the pufly
‘Jovls, made wry gestures with his
nose and mouth every time he gulped,

- "Must be awful to have to talke
that stuff,” thought God.

"Say, Mack, what did ya put in that
last one, poiscn?"

"You're just getting too delicate," he answered,

A 1ittle shiry-haired man in a stiff, white cloth went sailing from
one table %tc the next, picking up the empty glasses, He rubbed the
surface of the %talbles vigorously, talked in low, intimate tones,
asked a question, received an answer and wrote the secret down on

a thick pad, _ : - -

"TWO IIAM ON RYE!L"™ he shouted towards the kitchen, "liake a couple
of lady-fingers,-lack,"

"A couple of WHAT?Y
"hats the ball score?" asked the man with the puffy jouls.

"One to nothine~-~favor a Boston," answered lack as he filled three
glasses with one sweep of the hand., "Ninth inning."

"Heavensii" shouted someone in
the far corner who wore a hat, II
feil toward the door, his face
frayed at the edges in disbelief,

"For God's sake, whyn't ya get that
television set fixed?" asked the
man at the second stool.

God smiled self=consciousSlYeeees
they thought of him once in a while
anywaye ;

"Yea, sure George," droned liack,

So his name was Georges well, nice
fellow., AT least he cared enough
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to have the set fixed for God's scke, and not just for liack or Puffy
jowls.

I'e turned to look at the rwulticolored case that had gone plinkety
plink ever since lle entered the place. iloving colors scemsd %o melt
into one another, and fade away, llow facinating...thern ra-ta-ta-
plinkety thud: It seemed to die in the short silence that followad,
but it always came back to life and bawled out ancther melody, and
the colors kept changing slowly, evenly, Yet the thing sat as stilil
as death in the corner, cxpressionless, motionless and so sad... the
clinking plinking went on and it just sat there, It seemed as though
the misic was torment to the stone-soul inside the glassy crust of
its wall, What was 1it? Who was it? Poor creaturess.

A tear swelled in his eyes and when he left the tavern, a melody
moved thickly through his heart and followed to mock him, like a
sob in an empty hall,

The clocks on the walls had turned the night into morning and it vas
Sunday by all that God could figure out, It was day and the sun was
shining. Swarms of people clotted around tall, proud buildings whose
highest spiral sat above every other structure in sight, They nodd-
ed and grinned with friends and enemies, but they didn't know how

to love, not even themselves., They could only act the part., The

soul in them hed Burned to stone and it made thelr smiles look

like creased paper,

Three tiny chlldren pattered past and fell with giddy laugihter on

the warm molst gress, hugging each other fondly about the legs, and
piercing cries of thrilled happiness rang through the church yard,

They were promptly jerked to their feet and shaken severly.

The service had just begun, and three ragged children huddled in a
little heap behind their liother as they tiptoed to the pew,.

Then lle heard a thousand voices-in unison repeating in a chant,
"The hand of God 1s upon you, fear, fear, fears
For you the end of the earth is near, near, nears
For me the place of repentance is here, here, here:"

What is this?" asked God. Then a voice broke into his thoughts and
sang along in.a nonoton€eges .-

"And those who glve generously will inherit the kingdom of
heaven, just as those who are humble, and those who are strong
and those who are meek and mild,..eand we will escape this hell
and inherit God's heaven if we are all these  things,"

The crowd of a thoﬁsand raised their voices M1jife after death in
God's heaven we pray., Oh God, ol God, oh God, "

The Lord cried aloud in a passion that he had never known, "But
what about Lere, Nod, Food, Rest, Vitality, Laughter, Love,.Life
eosall these things I've glven you and you call it heli?? swer
me: Why?i"

But no oﬁe heard,
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They didn®t like it herey Nothing could be more plain, le worked
for six million years for nothingeegthe best years of his infinlty
he gave to the sarth, They seemed towant more than he could give
themy It was an accident, that the powers of thg universe were given
to their minds and not to their bodiesassechained to the earth, but
it couldn't be helpeds Let them work on the question Why, but let
them not wa{l and thwart their happiness with lies that satisfy the
moment§ That was worst of allgeepart animal, part God, and they
chose to let the animal rulee Why didn®*t they worship themselves,
the BEST in themselves? What & pointless existancegsehovw awfulgeee
how sade.qelike the plinkety tmusic boxe The Real in them stood away
from thelr life, detachedy forgotten, and hurte

"maybe it was my fault for leaving them alone, but in a way that was
the bast test, and they failledy® ;

[is little *Seusage? faded away into the vapors and he was left
wvith remorse, alone in the void again with the first anger of falle
ure welling {hrough the blaekness of his vacuum, This problem was
too large, too hopelesse In his first mement of rage he felt like
ideking hls project in oblivione What could he do mew? How could he
change this mistake into a hope for purpese? s

"Oh, lr, Pulling," he called, "ire Pulling, please help meg

Then 1like a slow persistent absorptiong he felt the gressure within
him expand till he -thought he d burste Suddenly the pressure
disappeared from thg inside and all the forces of substance closed
in upon himy It was so strong and heavy, that he couldn®t move,

So Wp he knew his Father had come inlo nis presence,-and vas
vaiting for an explanationg

“Mr, Pulling," he begang * I have fajled in my project, I fell

asleep, and Detore I awoke great chaos took place, and all my pree
:cribca harmony erumbled under the disorderly power of the human
mind, And the funny part of it is, they created themselves. I didnt¢
have a thing to do with 1teeel've got 2 feeling that it*s bigger than
the bdoth of use® - .

Arush of wind swished past his ear, God thought he heard him say,
® B, o o

It wouldn®*t be so bad that they are completely unpredictable, They
do some of the strangest things., They practically exterminate theme
s¢lves fighting against each other in crusades and wars, and both
sides are fighting in ny namee Of course 1t's flattering to me in
a vayg but a very unvwise action on thelr part, The irony is, they
don't think about me as being a part of themselves, They have a
suspieion I exist, but they have come to theé econclusion that I'm
Just a temperamental old man, And do you know what? They keep tallkw
ing about coming to heaven after they step breathinge They
it must be balmier and more fragrant up here, Well, if they are
speaking of my quarters, they're sadly mistaken, I%'s more than

e million degrees up here, The poOr souls would- suffocated™

God pented. He wes talking too mueh, He waited for couments.
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"Sausage is a beautiful home for them. "hey even have to admit it
themselves, sometimes, There is never extreme heat or cold,..and
there is wonderful color, except in winter, and winter has itis
whiite snows..iiost of them live together and have families, but they
are s%ill unhappy...they can't see beyond the fog or the ego. My
poor, sweet, precious Sausagess.and that's another thing! They used
that perfect name to designate PIG INNARDSI™

The air swished again:

"T'm going to step on it and smash it to pieces!" he hollered, A
moment of sllence, then he lowered his voice, "No, that wouldn't

be fair to them, or to myself, I'll have to give them an ultimatum
let them know that they are doomed, let them realize it. But you do
agree that all this must end? Don't you lir. Pulling?"

U Immmmrmmrite ¢ o

ﬁJust as you sayxthen, and I will let them be informed this very
night of my decision,"

He waved his hand in a farewell to Mr, Pulling, and swept through
the ether, situating himself once again on the sun, He looked very
much like Rodin's "Thinker",

This night was like every night in the fall, The leaves were al-
ready under foot, willing to play there with the wind; and their
tangy odors stirred themselves into the strange, blustery air and
all was autumn, Under every street light the leaves lay together in
a glow that was like dying fire. The people were asleep and whist-
ling wind played tricks with their dreams, They dreamed on, Like
rain the dreams fell in the air from above, way, far, high above,,
from the sun:

"Little man in the night cap, your hair so snarled:
Little girl in the tommy coa%, your skin so soft:

Baby in the bed with no thoughts in sleep:

You will live to see fifty autumns."

"The earth is dying as all things must die.

Iifty more sumers and fifty more springs,

Years of winter and the death of all thingsew~eeven birth,"

Winter, winter, endless winter...snow and colds
Youtll see.scnothing,™

Then ail was silent until the next morning:

"I had a dream," said a little child to her Mother,

"So did T. It was the strangest dream I ever had," said her brother,
"I111 bet mine was stranger than yours,"

"It couldn't have beeni" ‘

"Well I dreamt the world was going to end,"
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"So did It
ﬁAnd SO diéﬁltl" sald the Mother in astonishment,

The humming of human voices became a ste ady drcne of weords sud dug
tions. No could grasp the significance of the Untversal Ihix
wad a8 starltling and s paralyzing as nawe of suodan deati, low
CLITerent everything would bs now...Lo kmow the end,. i krﬂm that
life wvag uszless and that there wasn't any heaven after 2ili. Ths
thrill was gone. But that flrst day was one of great excitement, for
a miracie had been performed,

.

.Lh

"What are we going to do%"
"T don' know...what are we going to do?"

"Do vou know?¥%

"N, "

"Does he?"

Mho's he?!

"I dén't kﬁow. Vho are you?"

lhe convarsation continued, and they talled and talked and talked.
"What hope 1s there now?"

"None at all."

"Start a club."

"llave a meetinges "

"Form a unionl" ‘

"Why? There's no future in it."

"That's right, there's no future in
anything,"

The matter was finally settled in
this way. In case any doubt flour-
ished in the minds of a few scep=-
tics, the men of the mighty council
decided upon a Confirmation Cerenony:

"Bach and all of US.e.0ur wvhole life
to livej why care?”

"Why care now? No future,..why work,
vhy save?"

"Why create ar all? There wontt be
anyone to see 1t,"
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"Let's have a vacation!"®

“Yes; let's all have a ﬁonderful vacation{“ and the ceremony was
over, - T

Most everyone decided to go fishing. They busied themselves with
packing suitcases and lunch boxes, and they didn't know whether to
be happy or sad. The activity caused much excitement, hovever, and
before long the highweys were infested with traffic.

In the meantime, a young, somcone was still sleeping soundly on
the bank of a quiet stream., The early morning sun had turned his
shivering body into radiant warmth, and he felt like snuggling
closer to the dry, pungent leaves, He sat up and looked at his
image in the water.,

"What a funny dream," he mumbled to himself,"Not at all like me to
dream about prophesies..,.probably because it.was so cold last night,"
He chuckled quietly, and hugged the earth for no reason, Ie was _
glad it was just a dream...how awful if the world was going to end..
butactually it made no difference to him, If the earth exploded to-
morrow, he would not be able to concern himself with any grief. He
knew the secret of life, At least, that was what he claimed, and
nost everyone thought him a little eccentric., But he was happy and
had only one desire. lle picked himself up from the grass, and began
to walk. He left his fishing pole on the ground, and started up
the hill toward town, .Ilis mind was excited and eager., What an ine
spiration he had just experienced! That silly dream helped him to
decides, Of course he would need a-lot of help at first., He knevw so
little about the general construction of things like that, He wanted
to hurry. He wanted to tell someone, '

The roads were crowded with cars and people and fishing poles. The
fragile young man scratched his ear as he watched the wild process-
ion, This was entirely out of order for October! The vacation seas-
on had been over for nearly a month. Was he seeing aright, or had .
he lost his mind? With a great deal of effort he finally wedged.
himself through the crowds and into the nearbye toun, It was ghostly
quiet and only a few women and children remained in the streets,
daudling effortlessly about smoldering bon fires.

"Where is everybody going?" he asked. |

ﬁAmay," sald a little girl;

“Why?“‘he asked.

éThat‘s a silly question," said a woman, “Why aren't you with them?"
"Becaﬁse I don't Imow where they're goiné or why," he answered.

"On their vacation, of course," she sald half exhausted,

0. of course." he said. "Did snvene decide to stav at home?™
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"Just e women who are too tired and the children who are too
young," she explained.

Well ﬁhere could I find a carpenter?"

"Down by the river fishing, I guess,"ﬂshe sald.

e thanked her and headed tovard the—rlver. Never before had he
witnessed such a spectacle as this. All along banks of the Tiver
were great teeminﬂ crowds of people flshlng. They were just sitte-
ing and hoidlng poles in thelr hands.

"Well if 1t ain't Adam Jonesi" shouted someone from the banke.

ﬁOh, hi, Goerge;" answered the young sorleone.

"heres your fisﬁing pole?"

nItm tired of fishing."

"But theres nothiné else to do now;" George sounded irritated,
"Yes there is," answered A.J, We could go back and do what we
alvays wanted to do. Remember, you wanted to be an englneer,..and
I wanted to make things out of clayeeennow uwe cans”

"Sorry, A.J., but that sounds too much like work, Besides I'm on
wy vacation, and I would abuse the privilage if I did anything
constructive,"

“Oh." i

"Better get an architect for something like thate®

"That!s a good suggestion, George." “

ﬁYea,-so long.* -

Now where could he find an architect..esone that wasn't like George,
George was too lazy and drank too muche. Ile would have made a very
poor assistant. Howard wandered up and down the river bank watche
ing all the people until he might find somebody who 1ooked very
thoughtfuls then he would pop the question, . .

"Pardon me sir, but would you like to do someﬁhing besides fish?n
"What would you suggest?" .

"Do what you did before you went fishing," R

"Oh but I couldn'tsesI was Just a man who 1oved to paint plctures."”

"Why that!s wonderfull Then you can help me and paint at the same
time. You-see I want to ‘bulld somethingess"

"I'd love to young man, but wvhy should I bother° There's no future
in-doing any theing nou. There will be no one to admire it. Why
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should I bother?" The thoughtful-looking man was bored with the
conversation.

"] don't think you understand, .It will be-a great monunent on which
alli%f-us nay uork. You could spend the rest of your 1life working
on it. . 4

' How absurdf Do\you mean' that I should spend ‘my life painting on
a monument which will never be looked.upon by human eyes’" P

“Ye S n
“You're very silly indeed."

And so poor A.J. found himself seelking one person after another for
help, but no one could hear him, As Tar as they were concerned, he
was just a-silly little boy-vwho needed a shave, He asked the great
architects, poor carpenters, good painters, ‘bad sculptors, and they
all said no, He finally found.himself conversing with a tramp, who
was also tired of fishing.

"Do you know, for a long time now I've been lookihg for someone
who would dm>something besides fish all. the. time,“ said.A.J.

"So | have I," said the tramp.
"Really?"

-

“Heavens yes& Let's you and I go huntingl“

Adan Jones shook his head .in dismays.- "No " .he._.sald, "I don't want
to go hunting either, I have much more important tﬂings to-do."

"I guess-whatever it 1is you want to do you'll have to do it by
yourself," answered the tramp, and he waved.goodbye.

N guess you're right..o

‘If he had to do everything by hlmself he would have to become .
acquainted with at least ten different professions, That would take
a good many yearss.esa lifetime nearlys but it might prove to be
interesting, Ile walked back to the deserted towm and asked a lady-
where the 1ibrary was located, She . pointed out the way and he thanke
ed her profusely. This was stranges...to be left so completely alone,
But the important thing above all was to work hard before 1t was

too late. The world wvas going to end for sure, lle knev that now,

The door of the library’ was ajar, but no one was there, He sat

dowvn in a chair and began to rea&

A1l the fish in the waters of the world Viere scon fished out, and-
almost everyone had goneé up North to.hunt. There was such a crowd,
that more hunters got-their heads ‘blown off than did the animals
they were lmnting., So, anyone can see, the situation was becoming
steadily wQtses But- the very worse was, not yet..

A. J. was still at his books and hadn't the slighest idea what was
going on outside, ilaybe it was for the best.,..he seemed more con-
tent away from it all. lle didn't know that the human population
was slowly decreasing and that.man-lmnting had become a much %00
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popular qurt. The killing fad took little time in becoming a mass
silaughter, and such blood=-shed was never s@en on the face of tar
earth. But hrwaﬂd was safe Irom that danger, -because whoever heard
of looking for a man in a 11b¢avy?

From his point of view. God saw only the nonsense and the death
and he patted himself ftwice weekly for making his fdecision', Atter
a while, it became boring, and the time passed without notice.

On the summer before the Eternal Snow, A.J. began to build his monu-
ment. In a way, it looked like a shrine, but the walls flowed In
and out like hot lava rather than like the cold-stotie of which thay
vera made, Day and night he worked feverishly, carving, chiseling,
plastaring...no other structure on earth was quite as unique and
beAU"*““1o It was'not grand or lmpressively eloquent, but it was
simple and eairthy, and it seemed to grow out of the earth as nature
ally as a muf‘wvmn The colors of the walls were a briiliant Egypt
Grzen, and the essence of life vibrated everywhere, There wers rno
seats or benches in the shrine, but in the center, a brilliant ray
of nght from the sun gave grace to a more brilliant figvve of a
human heing. God saw this on the last autuan,..he saw the all of
earth in one, And on the ceiling around the-dome of the tiny chapel,
appeared this inscriptlon:

WIT IS IN VAN TO BE.GOD:Y

Young Jones stood motionless in. the llght of the sun, He heard the
chapel door click open and shut.

"Hello Adam:" someone saild,

Pl
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AS VE SEE 'EM
by'W1lkie and Lynn

Slant #5 Walter A. Willis 170 Upper Newtownards Rd., Belfast,
‘No Traland. Subscription, two issues for one current s-f promag,
or 2h¢ orl/6 in cash or stamps..

RATING: EXCELLANT _

Best in this lssue was Clive Jackson's "The Stranger"., This was
positively a "jewel".,SLANT-is one of the best in the fanzine pube
lishing field, E

Quandry #6 Lee Hoffman 101 Wagner St. Savannah, Georgia. Sube
scription, 10¢ per copy or one year for {1.00,

RATING: VERY GOOD.

The features are all interesting to every fan, There is a sort of
a"dmmﬁtotusfmmum._ .

EXPLORIR liarch. Id Noble, Jr.. Box 49 Girard, Penna. Subscrip=
tion, 50¢ a years, _ , _ : _



_ ' (28)
tAs Ve See: 'Imﬂ ‘conte T

RA”ENUf For LSWCC club membe‘s-VERY GOCOD=for non_mowbersnGOOD.
EBipicrsy heeds 3¢me Goon ;10t10n, it is interesting in ail dsparts
menrts but is rqu in fan=fictions I belong to the ISFCC, and caa
recommend this fine club to 'all Little Monsters that are not ale
ready'membe”sa

Moblus Ken Beale 115 E. Mosholu Parkway, Bronx 67, New York
RATING:s POCR

A good idea for a onensbotnubut to this guy 1t was uninteresting
and poorly done, I think we'll see better from Ken on his other
zinee. -

NEKROMANTIKON  Manly Banister 1905 Spruce Ave., Kansas City'I;IMo.
25¢ per copye

‘ RATING: IXCELLENT

You owe it to yourself to send 25¢ for one copy or $1.00 for- four
issuas, When you see it you will agree that it is worth much, much
more. Quoting Walter Willis of SLANT--w&The usual thing to say about
this king of -amateur magazines is that it is as good as a promag,
waich is like ‘saying a handbound book is as good as a mMasS=piOw
duced product,! We heartily agree. NEKROMANTIKON is the DEST,

PEON Charles Lee Riddle PN1, USN FLEET ALL WEATIER TRAINING UNIT,
PACIFIC, c/o FPO, SAN PRANCISCO CAL. Subscription, Nine issues
for $1,00 ' . .

RATINGs VERY GOOD

This one is published in Hawail. Looks good=~is well edited and has
something in it for every fan,

That is all for this time. We will run review all fanzines sent
us in each-issue, Our ratings run, excellent, very good, good,
fair, poor, and stinkys.
************»***#***4********#***************»**¢*****b*?*x*»***J

SOUTH AMERICA, LAND OF FORGOTTEN MYSTERIES
' by Nancy Moore

The Brazilians have a - name for the jungles of the Amazon-~-—they call
them "infierno verde", the green heil. And well nauved they. are..
But there is something abcut the “iniierno verde" that captivates
the imagination in a way such as nothing else canwmperhaps g 1 =
the lure of the jungles themselves, pnrhaps it is the strange tales
hjntlng of animals existing there unknown to the white. man, Or per-
haps it is the forest indians and their odd legends of things the
white man scoffs ate.

The great Amazon The River of Doubt, flous thvouch the dense
jungle-=land for 400 miles to the Atlantic ocean from the Andes
mountains, througﬂ the largest of the South American countries,
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Brazll. From the Brazilian jungles come some of the most fascinae
dng undes of vhite indians, lrst clties, and sirance aninals -nd
plarts. Like this story of a plant called by the na”ivis as Yajue,
or telepatina, which is supposed to have an eflech ¢n the Guriix

of the brain, thus enlarging the range of normal human coasLINESS.
The natives say that one under the influence of telepatina cass

and hears sights and sounds in far-away cities and lands, oit=n he
has difficulty in describing what he has seen, especially if his
descriptions invaolve things that he has never before seen in lands
he will never visit, like mechanical transportation and modern
sclentific devices. DBrazilian Colonel Morales, who, on a military
expedition up the headwaters territory of the Amazon in 1932

drank a decoction of the yague as an experiment, asserts that he
heard the sound of an orchestra playing in what was apparently
American surroundings, and became conscious of the death of his sisw
ter far away from where he was, in Rio de Janeiro. A month later a
native runner brought the letter confirming the death of his sister,
which had taken place about the time that he had been under the ine
fluence of telepatina. The plant is known to botonists as "Baniste
eria caspi Spruce", and so far, in his beok "Devil Trees and Plants
of Africa, Asia, and South America', healthy.skepticism is in order.

This strange tale comes from the region bordering on the Rio Arae-
guaya., Some sort of ape~like anlmal, it was said, had wandered .
dovn frem the tableland and terrorized the villagers, roaring horre
ibly in the night on the outskirts of lonely Aldeias, causing the
villagers to barricade themselves in their huts, When the fright-
ened irdians ventured out of their huts at dawn, they found dozens
T their cattle 1ying dead on the pampas=-many of them with their
tengags torn out, On the back of a horse the monster had killed,
was the imprint of a huge human-like hande. Also footprints were |
found of feet about one-and-a-half feet long, man=-like in appear-
ance, It was in March, 1937, that this Xing Kong spread terror in
the normally peaceful village.

Other evidences that such a monster might exist today are given by
the story told by Frank Blaucaneaux, author of "Biologica Americana
Certrale". Blaucaneaux and a negro went up the Rio Mopan on an ex-
ploring expedition and there encountered the King Kong of the laya
Forest, They had stopped about noon to rest in the shade of a grae
ssy hollow, in the center of which there grew a lofty cohune palm,
hanging with large nuts, Suddenly they noticed the tree shaking
violently, as if some large animal were on the other side of it
trying trying to shake dowm a meal of cohune nuts. Blaucaneaux
ordered the negro to find out vhat was shaking the tree, and the
negro, reluctantly, pushed his way through the tall grass to the
other side of the tree, lMoments later, Blaucaneaux heard the negro's
shrieks, and, grasping his rifle, he shouidered through the grass
to the place from whence the shrieks had coue, The unfurturate nee
gro had been disemboweled by a forest menster, and just before he
died he managed to whisper:'Black debll for shuzh rip me upe.Den
run for bush', Blancaneaux followed the animals spuor out c¢f the
forest, over.a savana, and into another zone of  thick bush and fore-
esty, into the dried bed of a brook, and finally, near dusk, to the
entrance of a large cave, Inside, i1n the scft vhite mud of the flo=
or, he saw prints which he described as being 1like the thumb and
two fingers of a large human hand, with each finger armed with ter-
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rihla claws. Deniding that he had no dezire to be any closer Yo the
beast; he made tracks away from there.

Other azccunts of such glant ape-like beasts were given by D?axGanns
ar. explorer who went up the Rio Mopan at a later data, Pelro Uloaze
de Lwon, and an American ols-timer and prospector named Thaddeus

Ot'Shea, Iigures of large apes appear in old llayan Statues.

Still stranger - are the tales of immense dead clties hidden deep in
The Matto Grosso jungles of Brazil. llany are the legends that tell
of a great white race that ruled the indians of Brazil long before
the Spaniards came to South American shores., In the Winter, 1949
issue of FATE magezine there is an article entitled "Fawcett Found
by Eckner'", by explorer Hareld T. Wilkins, in wvhich Wilkins tclls

of a grey city with walls almost as old as time itself.;.At dawn,
the scared men stood under the immense megalithic walls, watohing
ruine from which a cleud of bats arose, In Mre Wilkins book, "Dzad
Cities of Gold and Mystery", this account is givem of a dead city

by an cld land-pirate somewhere in Bahia Province. Says he, "licst

of the great mansions were open to the day, long since unroored, and
not by man}{ Great crevasses split the paveé streets, and, using long
rods the men could not plumb their depths, The men stood in the centw
er of a great sguare, where stood up under the high sky a statue of
a man (homen ordinario: not a gad) erect on-a great column of black
basalte. lle was clad in a sort of Roman Toga, sandalled on the feet,
hand on his hip, and with his right hand outstretched, pointing to
thie northl And on each corner of the square stood oblisks, like

thoce among the old Romansy But cleft as with thunderbolts and badly
danagedees - :

The indians have a myth about why the Rio Baker, a river in south
Chilel {iloods. Twice in the year, the country=-men are startled by
terriivic boomings and crashings which seem to come from the twountains
on the Avgentinian border, In the morning, a giant tidal wave with
a head frcm 40 to 60 feet comes roaring down the Rio Baker to flood
the surrounding landse The natives ‘tell of a wonderful wallad cilty,
high in the mountains, on the .banks of the Rio Baker. The city is
populated by white, beared, blue-eyed men, menm whose descripuions
correspond with that of other "white indians" of eastern Peru and
other South American eountries. The clty is described as having
"spendid temples, whose roofs shine in the sun, and whose walls and
dones are sheathed with pure silver and gold., The women are white
and beautiful with golden hair and blue eyes", The white natives
twice a year, onen the sluice gates In their city and let out the
flood, The natives call the city "Es la ciudad de los CssaresV—-It
is the city of the Cesares, As lMr, Wilkins says, that 1s a strange
name for a ¢ity on the other side of the world, far from ancient
Rome

These are only three accounts of the dead cities of South American
jungles that have been recorded all through our history. These; and
the stcries Linting of dinosaurs and other supposedly extinsct anie
mals still surviving in the wysterious Matto Grassc, and devil plants
unknown to present day botanists, all provide intrizueing and fas—
cinating fi=lds for the adventurous men or woman who will go into
those jungles and Exing back the proof of thelr existance,

...... w0



- (31)

ENAIARM N AN
Vi

ENGRAMS

Women are such nice interesting creatures. Well, interesting, anyway.
I have heard it sald by sages far wiser than I, that women are the
one thing you couldn't live with,e¢eand you couidn't live without. As
to the validity of that statement, I am sure I am-not prepared to
state. I've been living with the same woman now for over ten years,.
Of course, after taking one look at this pan of mine, one would wone
der how one woman could stand. it for ten years. Let me say nowv that
my wife needed glasses before we were marcied and I dldntt buy hgr
any for several years aftervard. I waited until I had her thoroughly
hooked, Which-somehow'or .other leads into the theme of thls lssues
column, Which, namely, is vomen in stf, L :

by Wilkie Connor

Women seem to be the exception rather thay the rule in stf, 1 suppe.
ose that 1s because stf got 1ts first real. start in the men's mage
azines, such as the ancient Argosy, All-Story, and Science and Meche
anics, Being the sort of fellow who really eppreciates the feminine
sex and all 1t has to offer, I feel they c:ugd contribute quite a
bit toward the success of any secience=fictisn group or publication.
Therefore, I am going to the fore and seeck teo inaguerate a campalgn
to get more women into fandom,

Why not? I mean, why not seek to interest more women into stf? A{ter
all, those vho have entered fandom make somg of our very best fems I
am thinking of such workers for fandom as Eva Firestone, Zeda Mische
ler, Betsy Curtls, Lillith Lorraine and of guch: fine writers as Leigh
Bracket and C.L. Mooree All the female fen wtom T know, either perse-
only or through the mails, are hard workers. They wrlte to other fen,
they seek to Innoculate none-fen with the virus of ignﬂgmg%ﬁga,and
they subscribe to fanzines, They are more active because.they have
more time.to be active in, Take a girl vho is :saryied and who has

no job except running a house and caring for heyxy broode--if’ she has

a broode She can alwzays find hours vhen the lates®:arrival is belng
fed, or when the cake is baking to read or compdse letters, or look
over a fanzine. Whereas the poor male has to,go ‘Yo work and stay on
his feet eight hour aday and do his fanning-at night. (lMy wife says
the trouble with me is I want to fan-all the timee) : :

Usually, women who are science fiction fans are more broadminded
than the other kind. They have an intelligence thut allows them to
put aside sllly superstitions and:-tabaos:because they realize they
(the superstitions and taboos) were invented to keep the ignorant
in subjugation, while at the same time allowing thz free thinkers
to enjoy life more fully and sip at the better thilngs of life more
oftens Women are interesting only ‘when they let down the barriers
that have kept them pinned down for eons and really live and Ke
I think that fandom and the actkivities of fandom pryvide the lever
with vhich it 1s possible to. pry at these barrlers. -

11t might be interesting to note that 1/3 of the paidi up members of

TLMA are women, 2 : : N
Well gentle fen, 1f I can hide from all the pulsating little audit-
ers until next 1 sue, we'll see you againe

-
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THD MASTIR MONSIERS PAGE

You are dnvitedd . . 99,32
¥ A b ,_;, e . )

Yes you are. 1nv1ted ‘to become ‘B member of fandon's fastest grow=

ing organlzatlon"' " ';’“3, .

This great Fan club is known ab’ THE, LITTLE MONSTERS OF ANERICA, A
unique name for a un*que clubl How yas that name born? It!s 1ilke
this. You know how it is wvhen-you, gb irito the newstand and come out
with the latest Bergey creatxon glaring forth from the cover of your
favorite magaZlnEnenp“OPTG take one look' at the magazine and then
glve you that pitying lookw-wthey. 1ook ‘at you as though you were a
little monster or something, So, if W8 ara to be regarded as little
monsters, why not be 1little mondters In facti .|
The purpose of TIE LITTLE MONSTERS OF AIERIGA fan elub is to promote
science and fantasy fiction and induce others to enaoy this great
entertainment. As. more and more peoplé begin to enjoy fantasy and
stf, fewer people will regard fen as soxethlng apart, as little mon=
sters, as it werel Someday, perhaps the oniy way one can be. a little

monster is to be a LIITIE NONSTER‘ o &

The LITTLE }MONSTERS. OF ANFRICA is not.a haphazard, spuxwofathe-moment
organizations It is the product of many months of careful pldnnlng

. and organizatione As a'member you will receive the. cIlub magazine, .
acrraspondence roster, etc. We plan fo hold secticnal- coqventlons for
Little Moasters,(The #irst one was held in Charleston, S;Cs in Jan,)
there will be representatlon at the national conveﬂiidns ands==’
several other good projects that at the moment aren‘t we¢l _enough
formilated to mention hereas e

Send your $1.00 membershlp dues to Lynn A. Hickman h08 We Bell St.

Statesville, Norih Carolinae HURRY!
*************************************e****************************e**

In the next issve we will strive to bring you "ALNOST ANGEL" by
Roger D, Bonham, This is a delightful little fantasy that I am

sure you will all enjoye I am also going to Iry to have your favor=
ites back, lianly Banister, Basil Wells,, Battell‘Loomls, and Wilkie -
Connor. .

Art will be by Den Ardens LACH Arden Crayg Lynn Hickman and Duke
mc}lﬁy. 1, a I ] 3
Poetry by lMyrtice Taylor and I will also try to bring you "Ugblat
Among the Dodosg" by James - ¥ Lauck, a newcomer to this field.

The next issue will 1nc1ude a readers page(s), a nevs page, and
if you readers want it, a correspondence page.

Send in your comments on- this our first issue. If you like us, tell
use I you don't like us, teli us why note.

See you the latter part ofnquly. P
i 7
4 o £
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This is the first issue of TLIA,

This fanzlne, while principally Phe organ of The Little
Monsters of America, is na"the for the enjoyment of all
sciance fiction and faafasv fen and can be subscribed to
without joiningz the or-gam.bationn

TLMA will publish the best fantasy ang s rlence fiction
stories avallable in the amatsur field. Ve will Liave a
readars page where you the reader can spealr his{or her
mind, We will Liave a news page vhere we will iaform you
of pews in thes fantacsy fan fizld. This page will ba open

5 211, free of charge, for qnnounuemanuo, etc, We wlll
veview any fanzines sent us. We will review any books sent

n all it will be a magazine you can enjoy, that you
e part ¢f, Tell us exactly what you like oxr 4isliks
24 oas 4t 18 now. Above all subscribe o it

Tlma will sivrive ince S“FPulj to gesve the rocder ond
fendom. The «ditors ond nublisiier arc uell sware c” the
zine Ticld,. “fe cormer tly zolicit MCEQFLf1Uua?
but we will not be an Mercw' mark. Ue linow tha®t there is
Fel

nlenty of GOCD emateuv:r JTiction rnd zriticles avallebhle
end we vent our shore--20UT we wyont che T oT5l Ve Teel
that we are fillin~ Llong vacant niche in the Tan Tield
and as lecvers of sclonco-iontaey fietlien we hone that
TLith in its way, hovever enzll 1% way be, is doing it's
part vo Turther this grect 7iel

Circulation this iscue is 200 copies.

Lynn Tdiclman end Wilkie Connor

“ditors

thigre cxists rocl ne~d "o nore natvire nuaidicetions
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