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HE ONLY TIME I ever talked with August Derleth was in 1965
|when I was trying to find out the address for Arkham House,
P8 I asked the telephone operator for information for Sauk
N City, Wisconsin, That took some doing, but finally the
Rl operator there answered, and I asked if she had a number
R for Arkham House., "Oh," she said, "That's Mr, Derleth,
mmber 11 (or some such number), Jjust a mimute," and be- ©
fore I could stop her she had made the connection.
A voice answered "Arkham House," and I asked who was speaking,
was it Mr. Derleth? In a deep, hollow voice the reply echoed, "This
is Arkha-a-m Hous-s-s-el"
The contact was slight, and over the years I have continued to
be among the least of his customers. It isn't at all clear to me
how I came to be the one to attempt to do "something nice" in Der-
leth's memory, nor is it clear I have made a success of the attempt.
I could easily wish for more time, more talent, better typing, more
artwork and better proofreading. (There may be times when the reader
is convinced there was no proofreading.) What I could not wish is @
for more generous assistance from the contributors herein, who re-
sponded so kindly to the stranger who importuned them,
Some of them knew Derleth as a teenager, some as an older man,
Some feuded with him; to others he was almost a father who helped to
shape their lives and careers., Sometimes they knew him but slightly,
and many never met him at all. Their judgements are often contra-
dictory, and sometimes outrageous. I suspect that not even their
dates agree, S
But I think these varied tributes combine to produce a multi- @
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faceted picture of the man which 1is essentially. It is a kind of
mosaic, in which one article provides a detall or memory

another does not, each complementing the others, inter-

locking into a kind of unity, so that by a process of /
summation we are able to see clearly what no one author
is able to put into focus, a complex and talented
talented man, a genius whose love for life

and appetite for work were as outsize as his

frame, a serious writer who gave up every-

thing in behalf of his friend, and thereby

gained immortality.
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34] N VIEW OF WHAT has happened in our little microcosm in the last
six weeks, I decided that instead of making a formal speech I

)| would talk about two people I had the pleasure of knowing--John
Canpbell and August Derleth, I feel there are times when it is
perha.ps good to remember some of these people who are gone from
our midst, remember what they meant for us, what they did for us,
I'm not particularly noted for my sentimentality, but I decided
tonight I was going to throw away all the Harlan jokes, and I was going to
talk about these two men..,.

First, John Campbell, I don't have to tell you the place that Campbell
occupied in the science flction world., He occupied a particular place in my
1little world, too. I never wrote the type of science fiction that John Camp-
bell would publish, As a matter of fact, I never submitted a science fiction
story to him, nor did any agent of mine at any time during all those years,
When "Unknown" (later "Unknown Worlds") came on the scene, I did submit three
stories, all of which he published., But I had this long-standing agreement
with John Campbell, I would never submit a science fiction story and he would
never reject one, It worked out well for both of us,

I didn't meet the man until 1952, in Chicago, but after that I saw him
quite a bit at various conventions, When my wife and I went to England in
1965 we attended the world con there., It happened to be the first time that
my wife had been exposed to this particular form of masochism, and she didn't
quite know what to expect, She knew, of course, who John Campbell was, and
who several of the others were, but she'd never met any of them,

I remember walking into the banquet hall, and as we came in. Peg Campbell
stopped me at the door and said, "Are you speaking today?”

I said yes, they'd asked me to say a few words,

"Well, I do hope you insult John, she said, "because if you don't he's
going to be very disappointed.”
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My wife looked at me, and we went in. I got up to talk and insulted John
and he was happy about it, My wife said, "She really meant it, didn't she?"

I said, "Yes, this is what he expects,”

That's the kind of relationship I had with John Campbell, I never had much
interest in Campbell the public figure, or the "great white father" as Peg some-
times referred to him, I was more interested in him as a human being, I have
memories of the convention in Detroit and going with Campbell out to Dearborn,
where Henry Ford had amassed a tremendous collection of artifacts, memorabilia,
of Thomas Edison, the Wright brothers and other inventors and innovators., It
was an unforgettable experience, for this man was able to point out things, not
like a museum guide, but like someone who had an intimate acquaintance with
each and every object and its purpose and history. He didn't lecture: he would
turn casually to something and out would come a complete, well-rounded, compre-
hensive encyclopedic history or description of it.

As I say, these memories are personal. But because they're personal I had
to take a good long, hard look at the image John Campbell had when he passed
avay some five weeks ago, I asked myself, what has this man meant to our field?
To some of the people now entering the field, not very much, John Campbell
didn't mean very much, I think, to people who feel that in science fiction
Michael Moorcock is God; J.G. Ballard is the Son, and Judith Merrill is the Holy
Ghost, But to those of us who have been around a slightly longer time, Camp-
bell's achievements are quite consequential,

Ii the period between the late 19308 and the mid-1940s Campbell introduced
new concepts into science fiction and a new style of writing, He didn't neces-
sarily discover, but he certainly guided the work of some of the great names of
the field, John Campbell‘'s influence on Robert Heinlein, the early Theodore
Sturgeon, Isaac Asimov, Henry Kuttner, Catherine Moore, A.E. Van Vogt, and many
others was profound and lasting. During the last decade he brought forth and
cultivated the talents of more of the all-time greats of science fiction than
any other editor, any other time, any other place, He did so because he was an
imnovator, because he had a very, very perceptive, keen intelligence, because
he knew how to speculate.

A speculation is a conjecture, Is the moon made of green cheese? Is Andy
Warhol an artist? Is Walt Daugherty really Forry Ackerman's father? Not all
speculations are necessarily valid, I think a lot of Campbell's flights of
fancy in his editorials were an outgrowth of the speculation that he bestowed,
in the form of story ideas, upon many, many writers, In recent years a new
breed of writers came into the fold of what is now "Analog." And again Campbell
is responsible for providing them with ideas, sometimes even with story content,
In some cases, I suspect if he hadn't done so these writers would have their
complete works confined to lavatory walls.

Now Campbell was not, as none of us are, perfect in every respect. He had
his faults, his prejudices, his crochets, his penchants, but he admitted them
freely, at least personally. It is difficult for me to look at this man with-
out thinking in terms of the over all influence that he cast over science fictlon
for a third of a century. To those of you who may doubt what John Campbell has
meant for the field, I merely pose one question: can you honestly, truthfully
name one science fiction editor who has brought forth more writers, has devel-
oped a magazine to a greature stature than John Campbell?
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Now the other gentleman I wish to speak about is, of course, August Derleth,
I first came into contact with August Derleth in 1933, at which time I was intro-
duced to him by correspondence through the efforts of H.P. Lovecraft. I didn't
meet him for about two years. On another occasion and in other circumstances I
have described that meeting, going out to Sauk City on a bus, coming into this
#mall town, seeing this burly man in his early twenties, living in a large, rather
ordinary wooden farm house on a side street of his community, wearing a velvet
smoking jacket, though he didn't smoke., That impressed me,

I was impressed, and I was more impressed as years went on by Derleth's
prodigality, the fact that he wrote for so many fields, He was a critic. He was
a poet, he wrote weird fiction, he wrote pastiches, he wrote detective fiction,
he wrote regional novels, essays, commentary; all seemingly effortlessly, I
discovered that he worked twelve to fourteen hours a day, and what was left of
his time was allocated to various pursuits and hobbies of all sorts., He slept,
perhaps, five or six hours a night,

A1l of these things impressed me, but I wasn't really aware of the ldnd of
man that Derleth was until our mutual friend Lovecraft died, and Derleth decided
that together with Donald Wandrei, his friend from Minnespolis, he was going to
launch Arkham House to publish lLovecraft's work.

Now this was in the depression, There were no published works of fantasy,
with the exception of two anthologies edited by a non-fantasy writer in the
United States. The only fantasy books that were published or had been published
lately were little English reprints of "Weird Tales" stories called the Bot at
Might series. There were no paperbacks, Nobody would touch this material, but
Derleth was bound and determined that Lovecraft, who couldn't get published by
any hardcover firm in his 1ifetime, was going to have his work appear in book form.

So he launched Arkham House, By this time he had bullt a home of his own,

a very handsome home on the cutskirts of the village, across the strest from the
local cemetary., I think he 1iked the idea of having fresh flowers every day. He
had some money from a mortgage loan for home improvements, He allocated some of
this money toward the publication of the first Arkham House volume, -he Outsider




and Others, He put out twelve hundred copies., The advance price was $3.50,
which was outrageous to most people, and he sold only a few hundred copies in
advance of publication., It took him four or five years to sell out the entire
edition, Meanwhile, to meet the bills, he put together a collection of his
own work, published that, and put the royalties back into Arkham House. Since
then Arkham House has published over a hundred volumes, At no time has Arkham
House been out of the hands of the bankers, There's always been a loan, And
every bit of money that's come out of Arkham House has always been ploughed
back in so that other writers could be nublished,

This was a one-man operation, something thot Derleth took on in addition
to his regular 16 hour a day schedule, But as a result, Arkham House is
responsible for book publication of Slan, at a time when nobody was touching
science fictlon in hard covers with a ten foot pole; it published the first
collection of Ray Bradbury, the first collection of Fritz Leiber, the works
of many other fantasy writers who otherwise would have been doomed to wanish
into obscurity. And eventually, as a result of World War II, Arkham House
caught on to a certain extent, so other small publishers got into the act, Soon
there were a dozen houses issuing and reprinting both fantasy and science fiction.
If it hadn't been for Arkham House there is a great possibility that neither
sclence fiction nor fantasy would ever have cracked the hardcover barrier. And
it's doubtful if many paperback publishers would have taken the plunge. We owe
a great deal today to the fact that Derleth was willing, in memory of a friend,
to pledge not only his financial resources, but his physical resources over a
period of thirty years,

But this is only part of Derleth, He was an unusual human being, and
during those many years that I lived in Milwaukee I came to know him well.
Derleth loved 1life, He loved good food, good drink, good conversation, music,
and many of the things which today are accepted, but which were not accepted at
that time, In the 1930s Derleth was collecting comics and comic strips., I
remember the first time I took Henry Kuttner and Catharine Moore to visit him,
We went out to Sauk City and sprawled on the floor of his large den, looking
through stack after stack of bound, folio-sized wolumes of Sunday comic strips
dating back to the 19003, He must have had a room full of those,

Ho was a great jazz fan, in the days before rock, with a tremendous record
library. He also did something that was a little unusual. Today we dress
comfortably if we wish; we don't p,yve to wear shoes or neckties, But in the
1930s this was unheard of; if you were to get up before a PTA or teachers'
organization or college group as a lecturer, you dressed the part. Not Augie.
Augle threw away his tle, put on jeans, an open shirt, sandals, and said
“take me the way I am,"

He was completely natural, completely outspoken., Again, like Campbell,
he wasn't perfect, He had the out-size ego that goes with outsize talent.

He had no patience with people who were lazy, who were sloppy in their work or
in their thinking., And again, like all of us, he had his prejudices, but he

always ad the courage of his convictions., It was remarkable how, through the
years, he managed to keep abreast of every development in writing and editing.

He started out as a regional novelist, but as time went on he became so
well known as a publisher that his own writing took a secondary place., There
is, of course, a Solar Pons organization dedicated to the detective pastiche
of Sherlock Holmes that he created, Some of his work has received a good deal
of critical attention, But I'm saying that for the past fifteen yeoars or so
August Derleth was a name that was primarily synonymous with Arkham House, And
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perhaps that is the way he is going to be remembered, If so, it's not a bad
way to be remembered, for no man in the field of fantasy contributed more
than Derleth did,

To many of you, what I've been talking about is ancient history, much of
it occurred before your memory began, in many cases before your actual birth,
Today there's a new breed of editor. There®’s a new breed of anthologizer., There's
a new type of writer, a new type of story. I think, because of the nature of
science fiction and fantasy today, we're not going to see anyone like John Campbell
emoerge. We're not going to see anyone like August Derleth emerge.

The day of the one man show, the individualist who is able to implement his
thinking and create a new movement all by himself is, I believe, over with. There
are too many commerclal considerations, I don't think anyone could start an
Arkham House now. I don't think anybody could assume the editorship of a major
sclence fiction magazine and have complete command today because of the influences
of the market and distribution which have changed that picture.

But Campbell and Derleth won't be forgotten., There is not a writer today
who does not owe a debt of gratitude to John Campbell for elevating the fiedd from
Buck Rogers-ism and gimmickry to a higher literary level. There is not a writer
today who doesn't owe a debt of gratitude to August Derleth for enabling so many
of his fellow professionals to find a certain amount of enduring fame between
hardcovers. Jow that's a serious note, and I don't want to close that way.

I want to close with a memory of John Campbell sitting in a room, a drink in
his hand, 3aughing at himself and at some of his own ideas with a group of chosen
friends, and saying, as he so often did, "You know, this is all I ever wish for,
to be in a room with people I 1like. I don't want to be out there answering those
questions and posing in front of a lot of people who think that I'm some kind of
auvthority."”

And T think of Augie walking into my house, wearing sandals and his open shirt
and his big grin, saying, "Ya got a drink for a genius? Then take it yourself|"
TheseThese two were human beings above everything else, They were human beings who,
I believe, meant a lot to this field. I remember them fondly, and I hope you
will too.

\ \



A Portrait

of August
Derleth

By FETER RUBER

XACTLY TEN YEARS AGO I was the inexperienced editor of a pallid and
financially distressed literary magazine pretentiously called "The
¥ Gasogene," named after a seltzer-making device no self-respecting

Nl ﬂ'English Victorian household was without., Unknown to me at the time,
j*ﬁ §~ . '¥) I had a sympathetic subscriber named August Derleth who wrote and
NG Masked--when he had read a notice in the third issue that I planned

T i to suspend the publication after the fourth (a merciful extinction)
--if I would like a short article by him entitled "The Beginnings of Solar Pons,"

I knew very little about August Derleth except that he was credited with
having written a hundred books or so, and the only writings of his I could vouch~
safe having read were a slim handful of Solar Pons detective stories I had come
across in an old Ellery Queen anthology and in some current issues of "The Saint
Mystery Magazine."

It was about that time, too, that I had commenced work on a biography of
Chicago bookman Vincent Starrett, and I mentioned this in passing to August.
This launched us on a prolific correspondence lasting nearly a decade, and it
is only now that I understand how significantly our exchange had influenced the
direction of my literary pursuits. His early letters were rampant with gossip
about the Chicago literary renaissance of the 1920s, information that he ex-
tracted from a memory that had almost total recall, I found him tolerant and
indulging whenever I made a request upon his time, and when I told him that I
would be going to Chicago for two weeks in May of 1962 in order to pester the
locals for information on Starrett, he suggested that I spend a few days at
Sauk City. There was nothing I would have liked better.

I had already begun to realize that August was as much a literary anach-
ronism as the o0ld bookman I was writing about, and I set out to learn more about
him, Once again I became a frequent visitor at the dust-laden bockshops on
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lower Fourth Avenue. I wrote to various publishers for Derleth books stil in
print, and soon I was staying awake nichtly devouring his life's literary out-
put., «With some help from August I accumulated over fifty of his procuctions

in relatively short order, and I wasted no time cornering friends and subject-
ing them to harrangues about my latest "discoveries" and cursing them all hear-
tily for having a peasant’s taste in so-called "best-seller" triviality foisted
on the public, by what August frequently referred to as the New York Litarary
Mafia,

The great hulking man who met me at the railroad station in Madison was
not quite what I had envisioned from a few dustwrappers on some old books., He
stood just short of six feet and weighed somewhere around two hundred and twenty
pounds, with an enormous head squatting on a bull-like neck, He had a high,
broad forehead of intellectnal proportions; skin that was creased and leathery;
tightly-drawn lips that emphasized an arrogant jawbone. He had powerful arms
that dangled loosely as he lumbered toward me like a giant bear, and hands
easily twice the size of mine, with stubby, fat fingers, I wondered how he
could type without striking a half-dozen keys at one time., He was incongruous
to the man I had only met through his writings, who often wrote poetry and ob-
servations about nature as delicate and sensitive as a flower petal., His first
words to me were: "My 5Sod, boy, you look ghastly.," His voice boomed stentor-
iously as if placed inside a cavern, and he chuckled and snorted as if I had
missed a private joke.

He drove to Sauk City with his sandaled foot zlued to the gas pedal, I
asked him if the car had brakes, He laughed. "Crawl into the back seat if
you're nervous. I've already wasted an hour picking you up when I could have
been hunting for the morels. We've had more rain than is usual this time of
year."

Every May, August took an escape from writing to hunt this mushroom of
connoisseurs, gathering thousands of them and stringing them up to dry so he
could feast off his cache with relish for another year, For two weeks every
May Donald Wandrei, a writer of occasional macabre stories, would come from
St., Paul, and together they would hie to the mountains, armed with baskets and
notebooks of lore on the morel they had acquired over the last thirty years.
The morel grew only during that month near the base of elm trees having reached
a particular stage of decay. The ground must be damp, but too much rain was
disastrous, for they grew overnight and could perish within hours, 1962 was
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not proving a "vintage" year, and August spoke with a disappointing sadness of
our hiking the next day,

His Walden West had just been published the previous fall and I asked him
how it was selling., "About as well as I expected it would, It's much too med-
itative for a world raised on television., Even the crities are being stupid
about it. I don't think the book got more than two or three really intelligent
and perceptive reviews, The rest were fatuously comparing me to Thoreau which,
if it wasn't so obvious, I would have to say was shrewd of them,"

I asked him if he was bitter because of the comparison or in spite of it.

"They missed the point, the damned fools, they missed the very thing that
was right under their stupid noses., I didn't write the book over a period of
fourteen years to imitate Thoreau's Walden., I tried to show with the little
talent I have that every person no matter how important or unknown has a pri-
vate Walden of his own--a burden or a joy or whatever that makes him into the
person he is,

"Man is basically a lonely person who has to find comfort in the company
of other lonely people because he is either too ignorantly blinded or selfish
or insecure to pay much attention to his roots., Man has become too restless
to create change for its own sake, to look for something that might make him
a happler person for an illusory hour or two, Don't read into this that I am
against change--it is as necessary as eating and sleeping., But don't throw
aside the old values, and more importantly, your pride and your heritage., The
older I get the fewer people I meet who are still imbued with a sense of humor
and capable of laughing at themselves, That's what I found important enough
to say, and a lot of other things I had a need to write down, "

He seemed pleased that I liked his Sac Prairie stories better than his de-
tective or macabre fiction, although he was quick to say that "my effectiveness
as an artist has been diminished by my human sympathy, my horror of violence
--1little of that's in my books." His statement came to mind several years later
when I ran across an "Esquire" piece about August and two other regionalists by
Sinclair lewis, who wrote:

"If he is writing a love story, juast as he has managed to coax ycu into
some interest as to whether she will or she won't, he has to interrupt the tale
to give you a bulletin on the growth, at that moment, of the anemones, butter-
cups, hay crop and crab apple trees, to record the twenty-seven of thirty-nine
varjetles of local birds that have now arrived from the South, and to list the
stars visible that evening., Whoever gave Derleth that Manual of Astronomy for
Tiny Tots did him a grave mischief,....Yet, if August Derleth could ever, by
some unusually strong magic, be persuaded that he isn't half as good as he

thinks he is, if he would learn the art of sitting still and using a blue pen-
cil, he mignht become twice as good as he thinks he is--which would about rank

him with Homer,"

I recalled his words, as I said, because very often in his historical novels
about Wisconsin's fight for statehood in the early 19th century, important events
like Indian battles, murder, arson and other assorted violence were always shrug--
ged off with the barest possible space and he would break off to describe the
flight of a hawk,

When we reached the outskirts of Sauk City, August cut over to Water Street
to show me the house he was born in, and a lot of other houses that were already
familiar to me through his books, He spoke peacefully as if they were the most
important places on earth. We cpent the next two hours traveling to Blackhawk
Lookout, Wright's Valley, Ganser Hills, the Mill Bluff, Hiney's Slough and the
many other landmarks along the Wisconsin River that feature so prominently in his
stories that his Saga formed a lasting impression on me, me,
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#Ahat I liked then about August's writings, and which has grown into a firm
conviction so many years after my youthful indescretions, was his quiet, unpre-
tentious story-telling style., It didn't matter whether I was reading one of his
prosalc Gus Elker tales in Country Growth or Sac Frairie People, or his darkly
brooding novelettes in Place of Hawks, or one of his countless tales of the maca-
bre like "The Return of Andrew Bentley;" there was an elegant, poetic flow of
words that held me spellbound from the first page to the last, He was a master
of superb characterization, with a keenly-honed insight into the frailities of
human nature, and his portraits of the men and women who lived along the banks
of the Wisconsin River in the Sac Prairie of his fiction=--how they had come to
terms with life, love, hope, tragedy, courage, violence, irony and sreed--were
more understanding and compassionate than any books I had ever read before.

August wrote his share of stinkers, but what author hasn't? Sweet Genevieve
he inscribed to me as "Wisconsin Corn," and The Shadow in the Glass as "my
dullest novel." He dismissed his macabre and detective stories, with only a few
minor exceptions, as utter bilge. He wrote them to make money, he explained,
and because they enabled him to live fairly comfortably so he c?uld be free of
obligations, enjoy hiking in the wilderness, and write his Sac Frairie epics
which gave him the greatest pleasure.

In later years, when I got to know him better through our letters, innumer-
able telephone conversations, our visits, and when our lives became more enmeshed
in joint literary ventures, the paradoxical quality of August manifested itself
more severely and we we were frequently at odds. One time, when my youthful
zeal was bursting with ideas of things I wanted to write about, he cautioned:
"LCon't turn out another Derleth who stands near the top at building up a quite
minor talent into an impressive monstrosity." On another occasion I sent him a
carbon of a literary profile I had written and he said: "You know how to write,
but your organization stinks," and spent a page and a half tearing me to pieces,

A further episode comes to mind when, after reading a particularly galling
piece of ultra-liberal drivel in the "New York Times lagazine," I wrote a twenty
page letter that I duplicated and sent to whomever irritated me at the time
(including the author of the Times piece), and August commented at his acerbic
worst, Sowmewhere in my files the letter still sizzles, When I protested that
he had been a bit harsh, he replied that that was my problem, I think letters
like that served to temper my own feelings about criticism and writing more than
I could hearn from any textbook or classroom,

August was always fond of controversy, especially if he was at the hub of
the gossip, 'When life became intolerably mundane he would seek out lecture en-
gagements to break the monotony of his work. He loved nothing better than to
bait the sewing circles who attended his lectures, or the students and would-be
writers who flocked to his occasional seminars at the University of Wisconsin,
His lecture fees ranged somewhere between $200-300, depending on his mood. If
the occasion demanded that he wear something other than his wrinkled slacks,
Jersey pullover shirt, bright socks and sandals, he would send a printed card
stating that the group could have his services as a lecturer in any dress form;
and he listed $50 for a suit, $25 for a jacket, $10 for a white shirt, $5 for
a tie, and so on. If he didn't think he could have malicious fun with a certain
audience he would jack up his fee astronomically to discourage them,

August also had a penchant for writing letters to newspapers and to public
officials when they said things that irritate him., He would sometimes write
letters to newspapers and to public officials when they said things that irrita-
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ted him, He would sometimes write letters simply to stir up a furor and the
Capitol Times, for whom he was literary editor for thirty years, gave him all
the space he desired, As Ted Olsen, a fellow writer in Wisconsin, observed in
a recent issue of the newsletter published by the Raconteurs: "August could
be rude, tactless, and have damned little regard for other people's feelings,
And unfortunately it was this side of him that was most emphasized by public
exposure, His acts of kindness and generosity--and they were many--were usu-
ally private and anonymous,"

August was a "roaring exhibitionist," and on occasion he practiced his
pukish humor on himself--particularly when he reviewed some of his own books,
In 1941, when he published through New Directions a slim volume of erotic ver-
se, And you, Thoreau, he reviewed the book under a pen name, thoroughly lam-
basting the author. Then he replied with an air of injured innocence attack-
ing the critic, and for weeks kept the incident alive with pro and con letters,

When The Shadow in the Glass was published, he attacked the book as being
mercilessly dull, and urged readers not to waste their time with it. The
publisher, Duell, Sloan & Pierce, was rankled by this unwanted publicity, but
the Associated Press picked it up as a feature and the book sold fairly well
in spite of the author's own criticism,

lore recently, in 1969, August sent me the manuscript of another histor-
ical novel, The Wind Leans West, which we planned to publish under my Candle-
light Press imprint, He had written the novel some fifteen years earlier
under interesting circumstances I shall write about on a later occasion. He
discouraged me from reading it because it was as dull as his biographical
novel of Nelson Dewey, Wisconsin's first governor (The Shadow in the Glass),
and probably the most pedestrian thing he had ever written. I told him I fell
asleep after seventy pages, and it surprised him that I didn't yawn after the
title page. The book was duly published and Publish ers' Weekly" afforded it
an enthusiastic review, "Best Sellers," "Library Journal," "Milwaukee Journal"
and the others panned it, but praising the historical accuracy of the book
while relegating it to the textbook shelves., August began his review in the
Capital Times by quoting the PW piece in its entirety, and then followed with
his expected dunning, saying "there's no accounting for taste." Needless to
say, the sales were better than we expected.

In the last two or three years our relationship changed. While I willing-
1y accepted him for what he was, he still criticized me snidely now and then to
keep me on my toes. I never failed to spot the humor, as he knew I would,

That was August, and after so many years I really wouldn't want him any other
way. We had become businesslike, Due to his instigation I put myself into
hock over my ears and formed a publishing company specializing in regional and
literary books, and August was the center of it, helping me to distribute cer-
tain titles through his own publishing venture, Arkham House,

I needed him because I could sell his books without having to promote them,
and he needed my outlet to take up the slack in his own publishing output be-
cause other publishers no longer found him profitable. Save for anthologies and
juvenile books, it had been that way for twenty years, and bit by bit we began
to resurrect some of his old masterpieces and launch them into print. We did
Wisconsin Country, Collected Poems: and newer pieces like The Three Straw len,
A House Above Cuzco, Return to Walden West, which stirred up a lot of critical
interest, He sent me others which I haven't published yet which are equally
good and deserve to be recognized., August always predicted that if he had any
coming into his own to do, it would be after he had left the mortal coil--which
is the American way,

Continued on page 82.
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By FRITZ LEIBER

P. LOVECRAFT made August

il Derleth and myself aware of
each other by circulating to

il members of his circle--Bloch,
/Ag| Kuttner, Derleth of course,

il and perhaps others--manuscript
copies of one or more of my
weird stories and a few of my poems three
years before anything of mine saw print.

That was in 1936, Next summer I
met Bloch and Kuttner in los Angeles, Next
--the date escapes me—I was introduced,
probably by Bloch, to Derleth, most likely
in Chicago. My first impression of Augie
was of a football lineman a touch out of
training, thick-shouldered, smiling--a man
clearly of great constitution and energy,
whose geniality and friendliness more than
cancelled out the impression of vast self-
confidence bordering, it struck me then, on
coneeit, or at any rate a firm conviction that he stood first—-"first among equals,”
like a Roman emperor. :

Next came the wonderful information that Aug and Donald Wandrei were organizing
Arkham House simply to put out the huge Lovecraft collection, The Outsider. I
ordered two copies in advanee, received them in the midst of WW II, and eventually
sold one for $25,

Then in 1947 I was deeply beholden to Derleth for publishing my first book,
Night's Black Agents, containing "Adept's Gambit,” one of the stories HPL had circu-
lated a decade earlier. Much later, this collection was the first Arkham House book
to go into paperback,

And at about that time, or a little later, I wrote a longish article, "A
ILiterary Copernicus,” about Lovecraft's stories and style, for the Arkham book,
Something about Cats, later following it with a couple of articles on the same
topic for The Dark Brotherhood,

But at about the same time--now I can confess it--I became somewhat resentful
of what I now had come definitely to think of as Derleth's conceit, What chiefly
touched this off was his writing and publishing of posthumous collaborations with
Lovecraft. Though hardly looking at them then, I wrote them off as inferior stuff.
I was particularly piqued by Derleth's assertion that he had learned to do Lovecraft's
style perfectly., I kept this opinion of mine strictly to myself.
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But=-=-thank the gods{--the years mellow things and allow one to correct
faulty Jjudgements.

First I came gradually to realize that no writer could turn out the prodig-
ious amount of work in many fields that Augle did without a very hearty doee of
egotism and a heart brimful of self-confidence, He simply couldn't afford to be
modest and mock apologetic, no more than he could afford to waste time fretting
over and polishing his minor writings, such as his horror and detective stories,

I now suspect that much of his seeming egotism was simply a tool of his trade,
consciously employed.

Incidentally, of all his serious works, my favorites are Walden West and
Place of Hawks, The latter collection of novelettes was read and admired by
Lovecraft and is, as far as I know, an unique achievement: the first book by a
member of the Loveeraft Circle to be completely non-supernatural, though brooding
with eerie atmosphere,

Second, I became more and more aware of the prodigious amount of work and
good business thinking--and sacrifice of his own income--Aug put into Arkham,

All over the country other hopeful "amateur" fantasy and science fiction publish-
ers burgeoned for a few years and were gone, Arkham House held on to become a
fully accepted publishing house and a byword for enduring craftsmanship, And
once again, Aug simply had to have superb self-confidence and even combativeness
to do this and especially to raise
R N Lovecraft's star to the high point where
RaEiE T i . it rides today.

By i hh Early in the sixties I finally spent

T L e, most of two days and a night at his Place
4 - of Hawks at Sauk City., We chatted inter-
minably, took his favorite walk across the
0ld railroad trestle, and drove out that
night to his favorite hill for looking at
the stars, I enjoyed it all, although I
was having my worst and most watery head
cold of the past few decades, Perhaps
because of this, Aug lectured me mildly
on my smoking,.

That evening I was driven to a Chinese-
American restaurant where I had a moderate
though excellent dinner, while watching
somevhat bug-eyed as Augie casually and
methodically chomp down two salads, the
biggest steak in the house, all the fixings
and dessert--and then insist the waitress
serve us the egg rolls she'd forgotten he'd
ordered as appetizers,

An anecdote or two., A then-successful
Chicago fantasy publisher suggested his house
be amalgamated with Arkham, Aug replied, "No,
I'd never team with you. You send telegrams
and use airmail stamps.”

Aug was asked to sign a petition for an
airfield for Sauk City.

“Never{ But I'd contribute money for an
anti-aircraft gun to shoot ‘em downt"

What a man}




My Friend Derleth

By RODERIC MENG

/8] was fifteen years old. I was downtown in Sauk City one night when
,4)': j he saw me and asked me to go for a ride, I knew who he was and so

iAo promptly agreed. In retrospect, that ride turns out to have affected
B\l every day of my life since., ‘
B, He wanted me to help him with his work and with Arkham House.

¥ In addition to packing books after school and at night, I was to take
care of his yard, He lived on ten acres of property just outside the village
limits, and the lawn mowing, leave raking and burning and cleaning up after wind-
storms with all the branches that came down was a significant piece of work., In
addition I was to act as chauffer, since driving was not one of Derleth's loves.
He also explained that it would be useful to him if I would take typing in high
school as soon as possible,

Since I wac mowing lawns at the time I jumped at the chance to take such a
Job, to say nothing about working for such an important man, The atmosphere of
employer and employee disapeared shortly after I started working there, I used
to kid him that he was the aristocrat and I the loyal servant. In fact, our per-
sonalities fit together well., I began to be indoctrinated into his way of think-
ing and the way he lived,

He seemed to be a great example to follow. There were many important things
in our relationship not connected with our daily operations, That first ride we
took was the first of hundreds of rides together in which we watched the stars or
the satellites go over, and in which I came to share some of the love of nature
which is such an important part of his writing. Girls were also very important
to me, and often times he provided advice on how to deal with those creatures.

What he sald my responsibilities would be pretty much turned out to be the
case, I did take typing in high school my sophomore year and got to be pretty
good at it., He took advantage of it and put me to work typing manuscripts, ninety
per cent of which were always Lovecraft letters. I typed Lovecraft letters until
I thought I had grown up knowing not only August Derleth, but H.P. Lovecraft as
well, It was just amazing, I thought that job would never end.

I graduated and enrolled at the University of Wisconsin which I attended for
four and a half years, When I went away to college he still needed someone to
take over the responsibility of packing books, which is a daily chore. He tried
several young fellows, including my brother, for different periods of time, I
came home on weekends and at Christmas so I was still an employee of Arkham House,
even though I was at the university thirty miles away.

In high school I had already learned from him that you can't do everything
in this world, you have to make some choices. While I wasn't an avid athlete, I
still had the normal boy's interest in basketball, etec., but I quickly gave them
up, not because he forced me to, but because I had to make the decision of either
working for him or playing basketball, baseball and football.

It wasn't too hard for me to make that choice, and by the same token when I
went to the university I realized I had a good thing, a job pretty much suited to
my own hours but one that I couldn't ignore from sumer to summer. I gave up a
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number of social activities, not staying around the campus on weekends, but coming
back to Sauk City., It wasn't a sacrifice though., Yes, I packed books and did a ‘
lot of typing, but quite often I drove him to Madison because he wanted to see a
movie and go out to eat--the two luxuries he allowed himself, It was a varied job,
and those trips were among the benefits,

Two highlights of my working with him were longer expeditions, one in 1965 and
the other in 1966, In 1965 I drove him to the East coast. The last time he had
been there was about 1943 or so since he didn't leave his homeland too often., I
drove him to New York, where he met with a couple of associates from Duell, Sloan
& Plerce, which was publishing some of his books at the time., We stopped in to
see some Arkham authors who lived out there, and went up to see Walden Pond in
Concord, It was something like a two week vacation, and all I had to do was drive
and eat good meals and take in all I could.

The following year, as soon as I got back from school, we took his two children
(which he was awarded after he divorced his wife in, I believe, 1958) to Califor-
nia, One of the highlights for them was that they got to see Disneyland twice.

Two of the important people I met during the visit were Ray Bradbury and Robert
Bloch, We attended a few parties while we were there, but mostly stayed away from
that and took in a lot of sightseeing., On the way back we stopped in Yellowstone.

I graduated in January, 1968 and, since I had been thinking about what I was
going to do about my military obligation, got into a reserve unit at once. I stayed
working for Aug until I got called up to go to basic training in July. During the
ten years I had been working there we had both been thinking what it would be like
for us not to be around one another any more. I wondered what it would be like
having a new job, and he must have though about my not being there to help him,

You might wonder why I didn't consider staying there., He neither encour-
aged nor discouraged me from staying, but I guess we just assumed I would not.

While Arkham House had been doing better and better over the years, he just didn't
think he could afford to pay me the competitive wage I could demand by going some-
place else., But it wasn't only money. Neither of us was sure, I think, that it
would be the best thing for me to automatically stay at Arkham House when I grad-
uated., We both felt I should at least get out and try something else.

I had a bachelor's degree in business administration and was accepted for a
management training program in Milwaukee, So as soon as I got out of basic train-
ing I moved there, about a hundred miles away, and stayed two and a half years
until May, 1971 when I came back to be with Arkham House and August Derleth full time.

T worked there for ten years as a helper, not as an editorial assistant. There
had never been any attempt to introduce me to all of the facets necessary to take it
over; that was what we were going to begin doing in May, when I came back full time.
I was going to learn the whole shot, and really, I guess I know everything except
the literary or editorial end. We would have had a beautiful relationship, with me
handling all of the business angles, and with him only taking his time for editing
and publishing what he wanted to publish,

It was just a godsend that I came back May first., My original intent had been
to come back August first. You can imagine what that would have meant to me, to come
back then and have him gone before I returned, I was at summer camp during the
two weeks before he died, and I never did see him, I left on June 18th for Ft.
Leonard Wood, Mo, and I got back July fourth, the day he died. The last time I saw
him alive was the 18th, but I did talk to him Saturday night, July 3. He seemed
tired that night, but there was no indication, just more of the same way he had been
feeling that whole month,
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How did he have time for it all? He was an author, a poet, a publisher,
a book reviewer, He taught at the university and lectured, and last but not
least he was a father. This last role was probably the most important to him,
It's been said before; he was a dynamo, a factory, easily ten people in one,
and he did all these things not one at a time, but simultaneously, And I know
how it's done, even though I can't do it, He said, "It's not because I'm a
genius, but because I have discipline," Only through discipline can one get
that much out of oneself,

Discipline and the importance of time were impressed on him when he was
a young boy by a favorite nun at a parochial school he attended. Discipline
was the very key to his whole being, and explains why he was able to get so
many things done. Both qualities are emphasized in the essays of Thoreau and
Emerson, particularly in Emerson's essays on "Self Reliance" and "Responsibil-
ity." Responsibility was yet another quality that August had to a superhuman
degree, He was responsible to a point that I thought superceded the require-
ment at times,

August started writing, as you probably know, at age thirteen, and sold
his first story at fifteen, It started then, his careful use of time, and
was in practice when he was 62, right up to the time he died, When he was
writing his juvenile novels like The Moon Tenders, his children were very
young, and the only time of the day when he could do his creative work with-
out interruption was from 4 o'clock in the morning until 7, the time they got
up for school, He did this every day. He was genius enough to be able to
turn out books of that sort in three weeks in first draft for the publisher,
but the discipline is still there. |

He was the same way about time, being punctual, Where some people start
getting a little worried or up tight if someone is a half hour late, with Aug
if you were three minutes late you were likely to hear about it, He was a
martinet when it came to time, and rightfully so, since it was his most prec-
ious commodity. He always told his children "waste my money, but not my time;
you can always get the money back,"

One thing that was very important to him was nature., I said he got up
at four to write; he got up at 5:30 to go on hikes, He'd go walk down the
rallroad bridge and the marshes to listen to the birds and make his obser-
vations and notes, He'd sit there and write poetry. The only "vacation" he
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took was in the month of May, when he would hunt mushrooms., Of course, that was
in addition to running Arkham House, and meant that instead of working fifteen
hours a day he would work eighteen, Then every day in the month, unless it was
raining too hard, he would be out hunting mushrooms., He was an expert at hunting
the area, and probably had done it for thirty years. He knew just where to get
them, something a lot of local people would have liked to find out, but of course
he never told them, This was hard work. I went with him, and I was 36 years
younger, but it tired me out, so I don't know how he managed.

Derleth was a big man, physically as well as in stature. He was almost six
feet tall and his weight, I'd say, was a good 225. He was an excellent physical
specimen, barrel-chested, very husky, rugged looking, But he also had a unique
warmth and kindness; his eyes told you what kind of a man he was.
fifties when he first went to the hospital. The long stay was in 1969, It start-
ed out to be not much more than to have his gall bladder removed. They didn't
think they had got it all, a stone had passed or something, and one complication
led to another, He developed a fever and infection; he had an abcess around his
lungs for awhile., He was in the hospital for 87 days, and I was certain at one
point that he wasn't going to make it.

when he left the hospital he weighed 170 pounds., This would make me look
heavy, but it made him look like a skeleton, Naturally he was weak when he got
home again, but he was right at his desk, There wasn't any recovery or transition
back to the old August Derleth, although he did walk around with a cane at first,
It was like, "Well, I'm home and I've got to get at this mail.," It was pretty
well stacked up, but not as bad as you might think, because his daughter, who was
15 at the time, did a wonderful job of opening the mail, filling orders, and seeing
that the books were shipped. ‘

I was in Milwaukee during this seige, but I went to lMadison every weekend
and stayed with him, going from there to Sauk City and taking care of what I
could, But there was still a hell of a lot of things that only he could do.
Slowly, slowly he gained his health back. His weight cgme back faster, and the
doctors told him flatly they wanted him at 190, I knew this was impossible, but
figured if he stayed at 200 or 210 it would be wonderful. Well, he didn't,

This weight thing, after the doctors got a hold of him, was a curse for him,
It was frustrating because there really wasn't anything he could do about it, He
could rationalize that he wasn't eating anything he wasn't supposed to, or that
he wasn't eating too much, but somehow the scales always seemed to gang up on
him and he was more than he should be. Finally he Jjust quit telling me because
I razzed him, I suppose, too often about it, Whether he was overweight or not
he was back to looking like the August Derleth everyone had known before, which
was a good thing to see happen after watching him dwindle away in the hospital,

He got out in November and went mushrooming in May. For a while there he
felt he was in excellent health, even better than ever, but in about 1971 he
started to get tired. We didn't know whether it was physically or mentally, but
the day was trying for him. He would sometimes tell us it was other things, but
he pretty much had to admit to himself that something wasn't right. Something
was:wrong, and he just couldn't carry on as he did 20 years ago., That was some-
thing that bothered him, especially with the memory of having spent three months
in the hospital just two years before., I think he would rather have died than go
back to the hospital for another 87 days. He wasn't a "good patient," and it
was a traumatic experience to have to lie there watching that much time go by.

It was difficult for him to face the fact that he wasn't what he used to be,
It wasn't that he had a death wish, though, because he often said he hoped he
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could live long enough to hiss his children into their majority., He almost did
that, His daughter is now 17, and his son 15. It bothered him tremendously
that he had to miss so much work, He was always an incredibly busy man, not
finishine one thing and zoing on to the next, but doing five thinzs at one time.
After he left the hospital he got back on the treadmill fast, but it was almost
like a feverish rush to finish things, He worked on projects he had planned for
a long time, trying to round things out, Arkham House published, it seems to
me, a hell of a lot after his illness, I think he wanted to build Arkham Fouse
up and have a good stock if he did die.

I suppose this leads me into saying what plans we have for Arkham House
now, riost of our plans are included in the broadside (inside back cover) which
we sent to fans who wondered what the hell happened for two months after his
death when we couldn't ship any books, As I said, he was planning things, get-
ting things ready. In our newest catalogue he has a list of books coming out,
and our immediate plan is to finish the plan he left us with, That will last
us a few years I'm sure.

Some of the things he had listed were things he hadn't even started, things
like HPL: Notes Toward a Biography. The Watchers out of Time is another one
I'm not sure about., To our fans in the outside world it seems we should know
by now, but there's more than Arlhan Tcuse involved in the transition &ince
July 4, and it doesn't make it any easier that his children are still minors.,

We do have a nice stock list built up; there are about eight Lovecraft titles,
and we certainly are going to finish the selected letters series., I think there
will be five volumes of that. No one around here is an experienced editor., Don
Wandrei was not just a correspondent, but a very good friend. His services are
available to us, and I need not tell you how comforting this is, for the time
being at least, until we find the unknown in the equation.

Aug thought of himself as a contemporary Thoreau. One of the things he
liked to be remembered for was Walden West, which came out ten years ago, There
was a sequel called Return to Walden West which came out in 1970, and a third one,
The Annals of Walden West, was supposed to come out, but I don't know how far
along he got on it. He lived on the outside of Sauk City on heavily wooded
property, and was very close to the pulse of Sac Prairie-=-as his novels testify--
at the same time he was above it.

One of his favorite quotes from Thoreau is the one that's going to be put
on his monmument: "I wish to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts
of life, to see if I could learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to
die, discover I had not lived." This quotation is in the introduction to Walden
West, which he considered his best work. I am convinced Derleth lived the way
he wanted to, -hen it care time for him to die he hadn't accomplished all he
wanted to, but it was more than most men do., Even though he had plans that were
not finished, by the time he died he had lived, and far more fully than most of
us ever will, His was a simple life, a 1life alone, not parties and television
watching and football games, but being out in the woods or in his studio working.

I have tried to get across the idea that my admiration and respect for him
was first of all for August Derleth the man., He was, in my eyes, a man worthy of
such respect that he was a wonderful friend to have., I had secondly the admira-
tion everyone had for him as a creative person, as a very dynamic and talented
fellow, But my experiences with him were as a friend's would be, and now some-
times I am looked upon as more than my experience with him enables me to be--I
am looked upon as his successor, the next in line, That is true to a degree,
but mostly my experiences were mostly those of knowing him as a man and true
friend.




Drrcerye A Tie Npes

By HIS ASTROLOGER

Rp e ATE JULY, 1969, August Derleth told me that his doctor had arranged
e ‘lfor him to enter a hospital in Madison, Wisconsin on August 5 for
N  2all bladdsr surgery. After having agreed to this date, which was
,.‘,\'1.L‘? dictated by his doctor's schedule, hospital's bookings, and August's
Nd O ‘r #y| lecture and teaching program, he asked me to give an astrological
A judgement. @s to the sultability of that date. A bit of afterthought,
but let's have some fun,

I welcomed this opportunity--I had for many a year wondered what made that
amazing, that incredible character tick. I set up and progressed his horoscope
to ascertain his prospects for his "personal® year, i.e., Feb, 24, 1969-70,

As you are probably aware, "local® time 1s plus or minus the Eastern or
Central, etec, time, by an amount depending on how far one is from the meridian--
B.Ze, 75° W., 900 W, etc. This is "local mean time"--the "average" time.
Astrologers use Greenwich Mean Time, based on Greenwich Observatory in England,
the 0° meridian, Actual solar time varies from the conventional or Greenwich
Mean Time, I, and some other astrologers, consider it self evident that if there
is anything at all in astrology, the figure should be calculated with reference
to actual solar noon, not some average or conventional convenience-assumption.

The plus or minus is, at some seasons, as much as 16 minutes, This makes a
difference of four degrees in the mid-hnaven determination, the M.C, degree. 1In
a great many instances, four degrees, plus or minus, make no important difference
in ordinary delineations, analyses. You will, however, note that the first
degree of Aries (0°53') is rising--is the "Ascendant,” the ascending degree of
the ascending sign. Ignoring the minus 13 min, 35 sec. correction to convert
L.M.T. (local Mean Time) to true solar time would have put (roughly) 3° Capricorn
at M.C. and put Mars into the IX House,

A planet in the IX-VI-III-XII is not as powerful in manifestation as is one
in the X-VII-IV-I., It is instead latent, or you might say it operates through
the "unconscious," a background influence., With his ferocious drive, a self-
destructive drive, August Derleth could not have bad Mars in any “"weak" house,

The time given, 8 a.m., is in the "round figures" which were almost univer-
sal in my time and his, I have not rectified his horoscope. This is done by
calculating, on the basis of his age at death of father, at date of marriage, at
birth of daughter, birth of son, etc., what August's birth time probably was in
fact, rather than the given 8 a.m. It is unlikely that I will undertake any such
task, I do not have the data, and also I do not have the heart for the job.

The chart on the next page is transcribed from my work book. Natal is in
black, the inner markings, Progressed Feb. 23, 1969-Feb. 24, 1970, his 61ist
year, is in red, the outer markings.

The basics were good: Progressed Sun, harmonious to Natal Sun; Progressed
Venus, harmonious to Natal Sun; Progressed Venus, harmonious to Progressed Sun.
With such a nice foundation he'd have nothing but the routine annoyances of all
hospitalizationl

I noticed some things which were not quite so auspicious. Glance at the
natal chart (inner circle) and see that Jupiter, who rules health and healing,
is in the VI House, that of health, At August's birth Jupiter had been "retro-
grade.” Let us not dally to explain astrological jargon, and an astronomical
impossibility. Call “"retrograde” a hindrance and carry on.
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In his "retrogradation" Jupiter had moved to 40350 Virgo. At some time
past Juplter had been exactly in “oppositien® to the Sun., "Opposition" is
adverse, And, in August's chart, the Sun rules the VI House, The tenant,
Jupiter, clashing with the 13ndlord! This clash began about 1956,

Mars, progressing to 11 5' Aquarius, has gone almost a degree beyond
a mildly unfavorable aspect (quniocunx, 150 degrees) to Natal Jupiter., This
minor aspect, which one ordinarily ignores--after all, a grown man cannot use
a measure shorter than a yardstickl--did have a peculiar significance, this
once at least.

Mars signifies, symbolizes, represents--pick your own wordl--desire, energy,
self-assertion, mental and physical force., This much applies to every horoscope.
But August has Aries rising, and Mars is the ruler of Aries., Thus Mars, his
"personal" star, his astrological symbol, his "ruler,"” has moved to a mildly
adverse position in relation to Jupiter, health,

Begin to get it? Mars, August himself, has been over-taxing himself,
expending himself, and to a destructive degree. This aspect was exact the
previous year, I suggest that forces set in motion, as Mars (i.e., August Der-
leth) approached the mildly unfavorable relationship with Jupiter weee critical
That the present need for surgery was the result of over-doing things the
previous year, which of course was only the climax of many years of over-driving.

August’s year might indeed be rich and rewarding. But that did not preclude
a sticky time of it, undergoing surgery. Then, his question was, specifically,
*Is August a favorable month?"

(1) See chart, Progressed Moon, August: a square with Natal Moon. That
month is out! You're asking for a rugged session, Tell the knife-artist to set
a better date,

(2) August 27, an eclipse in 4° Pisces opposes, is adverse to Progressed
Jupiter, in 4° Virgo. I remind you that Jupiter rules healing, health, He is in
the Progressed IV House, that of termination, end of the problem, beginning of
new problem, Death, that nasty word which every Occidental fears to use, is among
the IV House subjects, This was a nice paskage for Septemberl

(3) September 25, an eclipse, Moon 2~ Arles, square Natal Mars at Midheaven,
October is as bad as its immediate predecessors.

I suggested to August that his ailment might be more fun than surgery and/or
hospitalization, ‘Thinking otherwise, he went with the doctor's program, He
spent 87 days in the hospital--August, September, October, Twice he was written
off as expended.

The 1ist of complications was impressive. It included some, if not all the
standard foul-ups, infections and disasters built into hospitals, I do not have
the itemized 1ist he wrote in his first letter after discharge, No doubt it is
over-securely filed, according to custom, But my diary entry for Nov. 14, 1969
reads, "August Derleth--letter—-87 days hospital, 4 operations.  pneumonia,
Collapsed 1ung.-hepatitis-peritonitis-pleurisy-yoast disease--On critical
1ist one month, Still wobbly and uncertain on feet...."”

The ascertainable fact is that "minor surgery" nearly killed him, and that
hospitalization lasted ten times as long as normal expectancy.

I must now tell you that I did not anticipate any such disaster, any such
approaches to death, I simply did not like the look of things, I did not have
a premonition, I did, as I squinted at the Lunar progressions, have a dark, de-
pressing, squeamish moment, and the though flashed through my mind, "If this silly
son of a bitch dies, I will be most awfully sad and sombre about it,"

This was only for a moment.,
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My report to him was bland and conservative. Since he was going to go
through with it regardless of what I said, why read him a horror story? Under
the circumstances, even my mild little micro-horror thing, however short of the
actual facts, would have been improper. On the other hand, no one in his right
mind ever tried to get August to change his mind, Let him alone, and he may,
finally, see the light quite on his own. Futile to try to frighten him. Can't
be done, not that bull-ape, over-grown blacksmith's apprentice,

I do not have a carbon of the report I sent him, Several weeks ago, I
mailed all the carbons relating to this astrological task and to its successors
to the girl I call The Important Lady. She had shared the original writings
:;thf:;gust. Because of his death, she no longer has access to his studio and

(-] es,

Mid-1970, there was to be more surgery, this time for hernia, described as
“ventral.” August, impressed by the 1929 prediction, wanted an opinion. I
said, "Such and such indications don't please me too much, but in view of your
gripings about trusses, girdles and general annoyances, I can't realistically
advise you to wait two or three years until all is idyllic." I did not tell him
that this time, as I surveyed his progressed 1970-1 (February to February) chart,
I did not have that flash of darkness, death, bereavement, The query simply did
not seem as urgent or critical, I do not know why. Perhaps because it was anti-
climatict Astrologically, the situation no doubt had improved, but remember that
on the face of things it was really not all that bad.

The way it worked out: the longest ventral incision a surgeon of 30 years
experience had ever made. Ten days after surgery, August wrote that he was at
home, doing well,
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An interesting side-line query: how does August Derleth add up, how
closely does the man-in fact agree with hhe one described in the natal del-
ineation?

Here’s a glimpse:

Mars, exalted in Capricorn, at midheaven, rules Aries, the Ascendant,

Had August been a soldier, he would have been a general, and a good one, too,
The way he met 1ife and people 1s described by Mars,

Uranus in the X House--August nad indecd ithe individualism, the creativ-
ity, the far-sightedness which that planet indicates.

Saturn rising, only a few degrees below the horizon: ambition, hard work,
self-seeking-ness, never overlook a chance to further that tremendously im-
portant August Derleth!

Moon in Taurus: and you should see the Moon not only as physique, but as
instincts, emotional pattern, all influenced by the down-to-earthness of
Taurus, the stubbornness of that sign, the strongly physical expression of
that sign. There is also Taurus as the hurne . Venus, beauty loving, in his
case, the beauty of the earth., Read hls Wisconsin scenes, Hardly a page
which does not give us beauty-of-nature, of earth,

Sun in Pisces: sensitivity, versatility; the poet infusing the earthy,
the grasping-ambitious, the conquering-dynamic, the far-sighted egotist.

Note too, Venus and Mercury shoulder to shoulder in Aquarius, X House,
and the home of Uranus, altruist as well as autocrat.

He advised me to count on little from "Witchcraft and Sorcery" magazine,
"Can't last. Can't pay enough to get good writers.," And then sat down and
did an original for May, 1971 issue., Pure strain altruism! The time and
money he poured into that non-profit enterprise, publicizing his friend and
mentor, H.,P, Lovecraft--who but an utterly impractical and idealistic person,
a dreamer, could have undertaken such a task in 19397 And he carried on year
after year, with the assistance of Donald Wandrei of course, that mos* rugged
business of all, editing and publishing the Letters of HPL.

Then, the Important Lady: though there was no marriage, the relaticnship
was in effect, just that, This began, he told me, in 1968, Back-tracking I
find that Progressed Mars had moved in conjunction with Natal Venus, in his
year 1968-9, The stars do not quibble about conventions or legalities. They
relate to the realities of 1life. So, ncts the VII House, with Libra on the
cusp, that is, ruled by Venus, This does not mean that the girl is a Libra
native, Symbolically, she is "mental-elegant-unconventional, with harmony and
beauty as her ultimate criterion.” I'll not complicate this by going into
the Fifth House (impulse, the heart, romance) but, she fits very nicely indeed.

I now glance at her chart: the sign on the cusp of her VII House sym-
bolizes August quite accurately as her “opposition number."” I must abstain
from giving any details and confine myself to saying that he and she were in-
deed well met, No doubt at all that the hero of the literary success story
had much to offer the small-town girl so many years younger than he. No doubt
either that she, tremendously important during the final three years of his life,
revealed a galaxy of theretofore unrealized gifts and talents, worthy of all
that he had to offer. She was the erown, the seal and signature of his life.

I applaud his good taste and his good fortune. That he and she weee separ-
ated so soon was tragic., It is too soon for me to say to her that it is better
to leave too soon than to linger too long. This I have learned, having lived
long and experienced much, but this is not a knowledge to be grasped by the
young and newly bereaved.

For the time, I brush aside my hard-won experience, and join the Important
Lady in her sadness about my friend's death,



zp HERE IS A BRANCH OF literature which has never

o ceased to be in danger of not receilving its
PH rightful due for close to a century and a half,
N7 perhaps longer, both in America and in Europe.
It is the literature of the strange, the wildly
fanciful, the terrifying and, very often, the
supremely beautiful, I'm not sure, but I believe
it was Matthew Arnold who said that enduring works of art be-
come imperishable through the persistent praises of the "pas-
sionate few" at first, sometimes for only a while, but usual-
ly for a number of years before their greatness becomes uni-
versally recognized.

This is particularly true of those high flights of human
imagination which provide us with rare and resplendent vis-
ions of worlds lying just beyond the borderlands of the known,
with their high mountain peaks gleaming in "the light that
never was on sea or land."

There is something about such visions that often eludes
the most discerning of critics, men and women who bring to an
appreciation of the best that has been thought and felt in
the realm of realistic fiction=--as that term is commonly de-
fined--a perceptiveness with which it would be impossible to
quarrel, Why this is so I do not pretend to know., But it
seems to be true, and it is especially puzzling in view of
the fact that almost all of the English poets, and such "main-
stream" novelists as Henry James, E.M. Forster and William
Faulkner have excelled as well in the realm of supernatural
horror and pure fantasy.

I will cite just one example. The last stanza of Keats'
"Ode to a Nightingale" may well have attained the highest
level of lyrical magnificence in English poetry--not even ex-
cepting the last stanza of "An Ode to a Grecian Urn"--and its
beauty is shiningly strange, unearthly, unforgettable. The
ages seem to fall away and we are back with the Grecian Gods
at the dawn of the world. "Magic casements opening on the
foam of perilous seas in faery lands forlorn" surely has much
in common with Lord Dunsany's "Idle Days on the Yann" (which
Yeats once said would have changed his entire literary career
if he had encountered it in his early youth) and, yes, the
very best of Poe, H.P. Lovecraft, Ray Bradbury, Robert Bloch
and Clark Ashton Smith (more so in his early poetry than in
his more widely known stories, memorable as these are.

In the realm of pure fantasy and supernatural horror the
"passionate few" have been fewer than in any other branch of
literature. For the past thirty years August Derleth had
been the chief American guardian of this rare, imperishable
flame, and that is the highest tribute that I could pay him,
on a non-personal level.

On a more personal level I can only say that I have lost
a friend whose 1ike I never will see again and his passing
has left a vold which nothing, I fear, will ever fill,
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By DEAN W. DICKENSHEET, B.S.I., P.S.I.

. +HEN THE NINTEEN-year old August Derleth wrote to Sir Arthur Conan
“@l”' Doyle to ask if he intended to write any further Sherlock Holmes

4= Jstories, it was an action any one of us might have taken, When, re-
yAey ‘1| ceiving a noncormital reply, he circled a now-unknown date on his

A 5 Iyl calendar with the notation "In Re: Sherlock Holmes," it could be

Y aseribed to youthful enthusiasm and self-belief, But when he sat
down on that date and wrote the first Solar Pons story, "The Adven-
ture of the Black Narcissus," he installed himself in a place unique in Amer-
ican letters,

Sir Arthur thought even less of the then young Sherlockian scholarship than
he did of Holmes as a character. He honestly believed that he had made Holmes
too inhuman and featureless to provide any basis for external consideration.
Derleth, however, brought the fire of the enthusiast to his authorship, and here-
in lay the basic difference between the burgeoning field of Sherlockiana and the
body of Pontine researches which were to come.

I shall not here attempt to describe the records of the work of Solar Pons
as recorded by Dr, Lydon Parker, save to note that there are, in collected form,
six volumes of short stories, comprising 56 stories, two short novels, a volume
of marginalia in two forms and a curious chap-book novelet. Derleth had pub-
lished a handful of stories in the pulps of the late '20s and early '30s, and
then had lost his market, He revived Pons to provided "The Adventure of the
founded the curiously assorted firm of Mycroft and Moran, an imprint on his
other presses, to publish the Pons volumes., (Mycroft and Moran published a few
other excellent and unusual works of detective fiction, notably the first Amer-
ican edition of William Hope Hodgson's Carnacki The Ghost Finder). But all
this is a matter of record.

It is his relationships with his readers which I shall discuss here. He
was scrupulously fair in his dealings, charging the least possible prices for
increasingly desirable books. He developed, often brilliantly, his readers sug-
gestions as to what untold Holmes adventures should be the subjects of pastiche.
But it was in his reactions to the inevitable "Praed Street Irregularism" that
he was, in a way, the most admirable of all.

For August Derleth neither rankled at the mock=-critical approach to his
creations nor held himself distantly aloof., He rejoiced in them, revelled in
them, and participated in them, When letters were written to such publications
as "The Baker Street Journal," Derleth replied in the same mock-scholarly style.
In addition to the Irregularish introductions in his collections (written by
such Sherlockians as Vincent Starrett, Ellery Queen and Anthony Boucher), these
books contained a putative chronology of the Pons adventures by Robert R. Pat-
rick and a biographical note on Dr. (Cuthbert) Lyndon Parker by Michael Harrison

Continued on page 82.
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By LIN CARTER

OWARD THE MIDDLE of June, 1971, my wife and I flew to Minneapolis

”—?ﬁg%ggéto attend a local science ficilon conference held annually there,
gy(g;@; | called the Minicon, to which I had been invited as guest of honor,

&l

el G’%@i My wife Noel had gone to college in Minneapolis and was eager
A wa gialto revisit the city and look up old friends, while I had never been
"};ﬁto the Twin Cities before. So we decided to take a few extra days

O
o7,

, ~#% and do a bit of traveling and sight-seeingz, stopping off for three
days in Chicago on the way home.

We ended up visiting the midwest for eight days. I had been much too busy
during the first half of the year to take anything remotely resembling a vacation.
For one thing, I had been working night and day for the past four months on a
major writing project; this was a full-length study of H.P. Lovecraft, of those
of his friends and fellow-writers who had contributed to the literature of the
Cthulhu Mythos, and of the Mythos itself, After all this work I was ripe for a
rest and a bit of new scenery, so this trip became our vacation, _

It was Noel who pointed out that August Derleth lived not very far from
Minneapolis (as the airplane flies). Although I had been exchanging letters
with Augie Derleth for the past seventeen years, we had never met. This looked
like the perfect opportunity to do so. My travel agent informed me that the
nearest city to Derleth's home town--Madison, Wisconsin=--had an airport and was
only fifty minutes flying time from Minneapolis. After a little juggling of _
schedules and hotel reservations, we decided to fly to Madison after the con-

vention, spend the day of June 22 with Derleth, and fly out that evening for
Chicago.

Derleth was delighted at the idea, and promised to meet us in Madison
and drive us to Sauk City. He and I had been in almost constant touch the past
four months while I had been researching my book on lovecraft. We had exchanged
endless letters of questions and answers, long phone calls almost weekly, and
he had recently taken the time out of his busy schedule to read and criticize
the first one hundred and four pages of ry lovecraft manuscript.
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Our plane arrived at Madison at 11:40 a.m,, and Derleth and his secre-
tary, Caitlin, met us at the gate. I recognized him instantly; he was exactly
what I had expected him to be: a huge, burly man with a tanned face and graying,
close-cropped straight hair, with twinkling eyes and an affable grin, He
wore a short-sleaved bright red sports shirt, open at the throat, and slacks.

He had lost a lot of weight during his recent serious illness and hospitalization,
but was still a large man., Kay was an attractive, dark-haired girl in her
middle or late twenties,

After lunch in the airport cafe, Kay drove us to Sauk City. The drive took
about an hour and we chatted all the way. Noel, an Arkham House collector and
Lovecraft buff, was as eager as I to meet Augie Derleth., She told him about the
Victorian dolls~house she was working on, and was very impressed, having mentioned
casually that the house was supposed to be the home of Sir Lionel Barton, at
his appreciative chuckle and knowing comment that there should be a dacoit or
two lurking in the shrubbery, (Sir Lionel is a character in a couple of the
earlier Fu Manchu books, and of all the scores and scores of people who have
seen or heard about the dolls-house, Augie was the only one who recognized the
name,

Sauk City is a small, neat, pleasant town filled with handsome o0ld farm-
houses; we took a circuitous route, Derleth pointing out the homes of several
real-life people who had served as models for leading characters in his Sac
Prairie Saga novels, These would have meant more to me but I have never read
his regional fictions; he did, however, point out the vacant lot which was the
site of his weird yarn, "The Lonesome Place," which was disappointingly prosaic
and unscary by daylight.

Place of Hawks, the home Derleth built for himself and his family, lies
far back off a country road a mile or so outside of Sauk City proper, behind a
screen of pine trees, It's a big, comfortable place, built of wood and field-
stone, nestled under tall pines, with seclusion and quiet and privacy., Derleth's
two big, friendly dogs met us as we got out of the car, tails wagging, and his
mother, a serene, hosiptable woman whose warm smile and unlined face belied her
eighty-six years, greeted us at the door.

Augie took us upstairs to the long, low=-ceiling room on the second floor
that served him as his study and writing room, The walls were lined with bookss:
an enormous fieldstone fireplace took up much of one wall; tall French doors
opened amidst thick pine boughs. A crescent-shaped desk covered with neat stacks
of manuscript, correspondence and notebooks was backed into one corner, While
Augie showed my wife a couple of his recent books of verse, I roamed around
exptoring the bookshelves and stumbled upon his collection of the sculptures of
Clark Ashton Smith, which stood in a row along the top of the bookshelves. There
were nearly forty of them, ranging in size from about two inches to six inches
in height, and they were carvend from a wide variety of minerals.

Derleth told me he had the largest collection of Smith's sculptures in the
world, by one piece: the runner-up was George Haas of Berkeley. He was
particularly proud of owning Smith's very first sculpture, a gaunt head called
"The Outsider." (In recent letters, he and I had discussed Smith's sculptures,
for I had been trying to buy an example of Klarkash-Ton's work in the recalcitrant
medium of stone, but neither Carol Smith nor Roy Squires--whom I had asked--were
willing to sell me one; Derleth, before the day was over, raised the question
by offering me not one but two, a matched pair of lava bookends titled "Treasure
Guardians" which he was willing to sell as they were larger than the rest of his
pieces and he was less fond of them. I bought them on the spot and carried them
home by hand. As he gave them to me, Derleth ruefully commented that now he
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had the second-best collection, and George Haas the largest.)

We talked for hours, mostly about books, including the collection of my
macabre verse that Derleth wanted to bring out with the Arkham imprint under
the title of Dreams from R'lyeh., At my request, he dug out some rare Lovecraft
manuscripts for our perusal, including the hand-written and illustrated '"Rhode
Island Journal of Astronomy" H.,P.L. had done as a teenager. He also showed us
around his study, which was actually a suite: the second room, with desk and
"back-up" typewriter, held his magnificent collection of American comic strips,
including a framed Walt Kelly original signed to him, Derleth recounted how
he had been one of the first to see the potential in Kelly's work, back when
he had been a contributor to "Animal Comics" in the days before "Pogo." A
third room was given over to Derleth's odd hobby of picking, drying and selling
a succulent species of mushroom called morels. Augie remarked that during one
stage of the drying process morels exuded an odor identical with that of male
semen, which occasioned a few ribald jests.

He took us on a house tour, His sixteen-year-old daughter, April, met us
clad only in a bikini and a suntan after a day of swimming. We also met his son
Wally, about thirteen. Derleth's home was rustic and comfortable, all knotty
pine panelling and stone fireplaces and rag rugs. The bulk of his superb
collection of books was kept in one large room of the finished basement. That's
where we ended up for another long conversation, with me prowling the shelves
and coming up with exciting finds like autographed things by 1,P. Shiel and
Arthar Fachen. Augie kept his dual collection of mystery fiction and supernat
ural horror down here, as his Arkham collection and file of his own published
work fills the shelves of his study to overflowing.

We discussed mutual friends, I conveyed to him the greetings of Evangeline
Walton, who had been our guest on Long Island recently, on her way home to Arizona
from a trip to Greece and Crete. Derleth, of course, had published her weird
novel Witch House, which had been brought to his attention by bookseller/pub—
lisher Ben Abramson, while I had published her novel The Island of the lMighty
in the Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series, it having been brought to my attention
by Paill Spencer, Derleth told us a lot about his plans for forthcoming books,
the new novel he was working on, The Watchers Qut of Time, which was to be the
latest of his posthumous collaborations with Lovecraft.

After we explored Place of Hawks, he took us on a
tour of the grounds. There is a sort of gravel-paved
courtyard ringed in with sheds and outbuildings and
dominated by an enormous tree about two hundred years
old, whose trunk is encircled by a rustic wooden bench,
Cne outbuilding is the Arkham warehouse, filled with
wooden dollies piled high with cartons of books; you
have to weave your way through these stacks of Arkham
House books by means of narrow aisles. The further end
of the warehouse is filled with a long counter stacked
with flat, unfolded mailing cartons and pads of mailing
labels. Here are kept the books that have just come
in and those that are in very short supply, and from
this counter the orders are filled. Noel and I took
the opportunity to buy twenty dollars worth of books,
mostly Solar Pons titles which Derleth promised to
inscribe to us and mail later. These were quite
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likely the last few books he ever autographed, and we received them two days
before of his sudden death.

The afternoon was wearing on; we made our farewells to his mother, and
Derleth drove us into town for cocktails at the home of his secretary. Then
we were his guests for dinner at an excellent steak house, We lingered over
the meal and martinis, but eventually he had to drive us into Madison to make
our flight to Chicago, which was scheduled to leave at 8:10 p,m., All in all,
we spent about eight hours as Derleth's guests, and a more genial, affable,
friendly host could hardly be imagined,

Derleth’s great-grandfather had been a French count, and bhe people of
Sauk City treated him with all the deference of a local squire., I noticed, in
the restaurant at dinner, one waitress was called over to serve him: she knew
just how he liked his steak (dry, with all the juice poured off), and the
particular brandy he wanted with his coffee, Noel and I were amused at the way
he was treated by the people of Sauk City, all of whom seemed to know who he
was by sight, Cbviously he was the local celebrity,

We also noticed that the nearness of death was continually on his mind.
He brought the subject up innumerable times during the day. Showing us un-
published book-manuscripts slated for future publication under the Arkham House
imprint, he remarked that "in case anything happened" he had enough manuscripts
on hand to keep the House going for two years or so, When I happened to remark
that I was sorry not to be able to meet Rick Meng, the young man he had recently
hired to relieve him of most of the routine publishing chores, Derleth idly said
that he was grooming the youngz man to take over things "when he was gone."

After a hearty dinner, while he and his secretary lingered in the airport
waiting to see us off, he was troubled by a touch of indigestion, But to him
it was perhaps a warning sign of another heart attack, and his genial good
humor flagged, worrying about the slight discomfort, It was very much on his
mind that another attack could carry him off at any time, This hearty, strong,
powerhouse of a man who, as a novelist, teacher, publisher, poet, lecturer,
book reviewer, had pushed himself without rest for dozens of years, had held up
under a crowded workload that would have exhausted two ordinary men, but his
stamina had failed him at the last, and he knew it.

Thirteen days later he was dead.

On the morning of July 5th I went out to get the morning paper about 7 a.m.
I was planning to go into the city to do some business at Ballantine, and since
I am the sort of writer who generally works all night and goes to bed when other
people are getting up to go to work, the only way I can visit the office during
working hours is not to go to bed at all, That morning I brewed a cup of coffee
and sat drinking it on my front porch, idly jeafing through the paper. The
obituary in the New York Times caught my eye: the headline read--

AUGUST DERLETH, PROLIFIC AUTHOR

I stared at the page, my eyes widening in unbelieving horror, and looked
away, stunned. For as long as I could remember, Derleth had always been there,
only a postage stamp away. Now he was no longer there, and never would be again,

Then the irony of it struck me: I had spent the night composing a very
long, complicated letter to him, filled with questions--questions which now
would never be answered., I had planned to carry the letter into the city with
me, to mail it at the post office midway between the offices of Ballantine and
of my agent, Now I would never mail it.

For even as I had been writing the letter, Augie Derleth was dead.
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By JACQUES BERGIER
(Translated by Tom Collins)

7. i v Fe LOVECRAFT DIED March 15, 1937, It is probable that his name would
g e ta have stayed totally unknown and that modern fantasy would not have de-
1) veloped if his friend August Derleth had not perse vered. For thirty

3| years (and more, but I am relying on the descriptive booklet,

| Thirty Years of Arkham House, and hoping there will yet be a fiftieth

| anniversary) Derleth has sacrificed everything--money earned elsewhere,

his health, and a large part of his time-=to keep alive both the works
of H,P, Lovecraft and also the literature of the weird and supernatural, At the
end of 1969 Arkham House had published 98 volumes, and now it must have gone well
over a hundred,

At the time of lovecraft's death Derleth was already an American regional au-
thor who was known and appreciated., He is actually on his hundred tenth book: re-
gional novels, poetry, detective stories, pastiches, He is also the editor of mu~
merous anthologies, In March, 1937, when Lovecraft died, Derleth had only one
thought: to make his work known., The most important editors in the United States
promptly turned it down. According to them, there was no market for fantasy, the
public wouldn't like the stories, it wasn't a commercial venture~-all the classic
responses editors have, they're the same on either side of the Atlantic, So Der-
leth decided to start a publishing house, and dug up some money,

He continuec to pay for it: Arkham House has already cost him several tens
of thousands of dollars, which is a lot for a man who makes his living by the pen,
Derleth's perserverance and generosity are really extraordinary. Everyone can be
generous for a brief moment, but generosity over a period of decades is a rare
phenomena.,

This is a chapter from Supernatural Horror in literature: II, a sequel to the
Lovecraft essay which Jacques Bergier has translated into French. Some foot-
notes by Fred Patten and Tom Whitmore will be found on page 77.
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The Derleth epic recalls a story they tell about G.K. Chesterton. During
the Boer war, as a protest against English colonialism, Chesterton grew a long
beard which looked like the one President Kruger wore. When interviewed by
reporters, he said, "This is proof of my perserverance and resolution. You
don't grow a beard in a fit of anger."

Just as you don't grow a beard in a moment of anger, you cannot putlish a
work of literature in a fit of generosity. It took a continuing effort and
such a heavy responsibility that we heard all too often Derleth was back in
the hospital again, '

Of the few people who aided him, it is necessary to mention Donald Wan-
drei, the writer, and lLovecraft's two literary executors, his aunt, lnrs. Annie
E. Phillips Gamwell, and Robert Barlow,. And it is also necessary to mention
the psychiatrist/ science fiction author, David H, Keller, If that list is
brief, that of the dishonorable who have attacked Derleth is interminable. He
found himself with a considerable number of detractors who kept insisting that
Derleth was enriching himself from the body of Lovecraft, even though each year
Derleth had to put money that he earned from other sources into Arkham House,

The name "Arkham House" came, of course, from the cursed and imaginary
town of Arkham which Lovecraft invented., The first book they published, at the
end of 1939, was The Outsider and Others by Lovecraft, They printed 1268
coples for lack of money to print more. You could get the book by subscription
for $3.50, or by normal sale after it appeared, for $5. Unfortunately, I did
not send the $3.50 because of the currency controls brought into France with
the declaration of war in September, 1939. Upon my return from the concentra-
tion camps in 1945 I at once wrote for a copy. At that moment the books were
selling for almost $500, Actually, in 1971, you can still find opportuniti_s
to plck up a copy of The Outsider and Others at auction if you are willing to
pay the price, Of course, that hardly profits Derleth who, for four years,
painfully sold for $5 each 1268 copies he had to dispose of,

He was urged to continue with his publishing house, After much soul-
searching he issued a collection of his own stories written in the style of
Lovecraft, Someone in the Dark. He ended up, in 1944, noticing that there was
a small market for the weird and supernatural, and he learned by experience
that he was now able to sell printings on the order of 2,000 copies, and some-
times 3,000, The sale of paperback and film rights saved him from complete
ruin, because obviously an operation of this kind is not the brainchild of
someone with a living to make., He would have been a patron of the arts, but
this strange America where you find foundations to encourage everything else,
never found the millionnaires® riches to create an August Derleth Foundation,
It is a great pity.

While we wait, the rare book markets have made a fortune from Derleth's
efforts, They resell at prices running to twenty dollars, books which they
bought from him for five, and certain editions have brought as much as a hun-
dred dollars, With the successive devaluation of the dollar, Derleth has had
to raise his prices, which now run about $7.50 a volume., They are still re-
markable investments,

A certain number of titles are envisaged for the decade to come, says Der-
leth proudly, Thus, by dint of hard work and sacrifice, he has saved for pos-
terity all the weird and supernatural fiction produced in the West in our time.

0f course, he started with Lovecraft: The Outsider and Others, Beyond
the Wall of Sleep, Marginalia, Something about Cats, The Shunned House, poems.
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and four volumes of letters. The unpublished work of Lovecraft being exhausted,
Derleth then issued some anthologies containing Lovecraft alone, and some vol-
umes containing some works of his which Derleth completed, or works in the Love-
craft vein. The most recent volume of this sort is Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos,
notable for containing an unpublished story by the celebrated English writer,
Colin Wilson,

At the same time, and since 1942, Derleth began publishing the major con-
temporaries of Lovecraft. Some are comparable to Lovecraft, others even sur-
pass him in the quality of their writing and imagination. Such was the case
of Clark Ashton Smith, the American sculptor whose complete work in prose and
poetry has now appeared from Arkham House, Smith, whom Lovecraft greatly ad<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>