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Something like “Picking a Bone with .., SOL" A pick-out of
several; contritutions tc Gerfanzine SOL, in English. wow!

published by tliose merry Gentlemen who hide behind "SOL",
edited by their slave, to whom 2ll possible and impossible
reaction should be directed Thwomas Schlueck,
HANNOVER
Altepbelicner Damm 10
WVestern Geranany
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SCIENCE FICTION AKD POETRY by ..nton Ragatzy .....cee.. 12
TWELVE MINUTES AND SOMEWHAT MORE by W. Jeschke «.eoe.. 15
THE MBETING by Wolfgang Thadewald .. eiqesecoscqosccccs 19
MECHANTCAL ROMANCE by Shatim:. SHyuna eeeeesosecesoses 24
THE NBXT .STAGE, contemplation by Dieter Gerzelka ..... 27
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Honourgble Mentions:

This piece of work lying befcrelyou is not the wcrk of me,
Thomas Schlueck, alone,; but has réceive@ help by many fans
all over the world who théreby enabled me to compile this
issue. I therefore have toc send my heartiest thanks to the
followinyg persons who helped translating the contributions
into English: (I list them as they ccme into my mind).

Mrs. Beriha Mcore, Ethel Lindsay, Dieter Pohlmeyer, Horst
Margeit, Karl-Heinz Jakubeis, Dick Schultz, and Chuck
Devine. z ' e £

Another "thank vou' has to be given to Guntram Ohmacht, who
with his donation of money, nzde this. prcject possible.
(Other. sponsors want ﬁolrehaih_unnamedu

Illustrations by !ario huiiat o donated stencils. Thank you,
aE an ; _ % iy :

A1 rights reserved vy the autiors. SOL-Reader is to appear
iwregularly. You rmay get furi-er issues (or earn thiszissue)
by - sending copies ¢f ycur fanzine, donating money (1/9; 25 &)
and/or by writing letterc to the address given ‘above.,

Cover by Mario iLwiat who. ‘i addition, duped it and,donated
the paper. Thank you very mucii and the same to all those
helpers who enablec me to start this project! =
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You will probably‘be astonished to receive something by me of
whom .you have never heard; you may not even know that there is
something  like. a .fandom over here in Germany. Heck! I had
enough trouble scratching together all your addresses! I
flipped through all the fanwzines I could obtain aad ‘particularly
found,useful LDBroyles' WhO'S W:O., So now you have the honour
of receiving the first fanzine from Germanv written all in
Fnglish, the material of which is entirely by German fans (with
only one exceptibh...) SOL-Reader will report about Gerfandom's
activities and is to show how Germans (well...how this German)
edits a fanzine. I hope you will be pleased enough to write
some lines about how you enjoy it.

SOL has been Germany's best fanzine for many vears, being
founded in 1957. Its 30 issues contained a lof of material; we
have selected from them, translated from them; and here we are,
There have becen many people who have helped ac*tively or by
giving money, and they enabled me to start this issue. Hany
thanks to them all, especially to all those active translators
wha are named on Page 3.

The plan of publishing a German English-language-fanzine was born
when soile US-fan asked about what we were doing in.our fangzines
and if we had quite a different sort of fandom. I think enough
has been told about the differences, now they ouglit to be shown.
The abstract diescussions should cease, and the first concrete
step is this issue. Now it is your turn to let these nice

phrases of "international cooperation" become true.
Bibliographical dates about Gerfandom will be found within; our
fandom is like others - a bunch of more or less mad people

wasting time and rioney on unusual problems and projects. The words
by Bloch about fandom being a "self-dramatisation" are as true
here as elsewhere. There are several clubs, far.zines are being
published feuds never cease (or at least only for a short while)
cons are being held, and all the usual stuff. Arnp o-American
fandom has been the model, for there were some 3ritish and American
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fans helping with the birth of
Gerfandom back in 1955, as iiugo
Gernsback did with his SF~League,
Walter Ernsting effectcd with his
SF~Club Déutschland., Our first
aF—pulp Scerics! lettercol:umn
brought cnough :i:cmbers, and the
new fandom turned out to be
rather active., Today we have
maybe 15 fanzines appearing
regularly and there are perhaps
200 people who may call then—
selves fans or neos.

I rayself staggered on the
fannish scenc back in 1958,
attracted by an advert in the °
only German SF Bookclub; this
brougkt mec into  contact with . ;
fans, and here I am. Tt is 1 . +.e.your editor, as scen
useless to list all the crimes ] . by lario l(wj_af?'

I committed in my time since, ‘but - - '

I think niyself rather active. Born

in 1943, wear glasses, ara tall /loos down on people).

bOL—READER is not to appear regularly unless you. folks out.-
there are as interested in further proofs of my incapability as
to help. us in some way or other, snother issue would probably
request meney (mybe 25¢ or 1/9 d), Furhter issucs would contaln

“not only material from SOL) but also from other German fanzines.

I intend to have a lettercolumn, so would like letters, letters,
LETTERS! ‘I’ would like to swim in 'letters, Please, be honest;
tell niec what you think of the idea of SOL—READER,_and if you
would like' to sce tiore issucs', / IR [l
Finally I would like to thank the German fans who, wi?h tPeir
unseclfish donations to 30L-READER , have proved their intgrest
in waking Gerfandom (or  at lecast a part of it) known to 250
foreign fans, oL '

This issue is ded¥cat ed to HMr Sci-Fi kg Ackerman. .who maybe will

write a. letter too?

Let me say good-bye nows..turn the page and go on folks! Sorry

. . Ry _ o g4/
for thic seriousness’ of ‘this editorial, you will know it’'s

‘rralways ‘the- same with first- issues!

-nnd L}1dsg don't ask why it is z”w whd 6ot thish!

xuurs,fjff'
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Let's begin by a sort of fan-~-fiction,

~UEST N THE EVENING
{i?/;?hg%tﬁﬁﬁzz ' f£ﬁJ/ FFngégi égg;%/?;njgxgifax LS

éﬂ!&"*_

by Harald Kressler

Say to yourself: what else can be done than play chesg? Do
you know how lcng and lonely and terrible dark winter eYenlngs
are when sitting in front of the fireplace, with your pipe
pouring forth gréy srnioke, and a cold glitter from the stars
shines through xour window?

Perhaps it is my fault that I am alone and forgotten; I
remember the time wher there were many friends, thinking of it I
grow melancholy They wer¢ 'different, these times, with people T
danced, laughed. and feasted. Then I discovered riy love for chess.
I cannot reuiember if my friends left me because they could no
longer bear my "chess-fanaticism" as they called it, or if T began
to play myself after they stopped visiting me. Anyway, there is no
one to speak %o, only the fire - it cannot run away. This
conversation is a bit one-sided and even the best reading cannot
drive away the tedium of this evening.

For half a week I had a dog, a small cur and a stray; then it
ran away and did not return. And I was alone again. Alone with the
fire, the cold-outside and the scornful g.ittering of the stars.
It is not surprising my love .0f chess grew; another might have
turned to drink, but I played chess, I played it with perseveranee
and doggedness not only for hours - for days, anc once a game that
lasted for several weceks. Against wmyself of course! I have no
friends anymore. - '

This diag not make the game dull: I played fair, never
preferring one side against' the other - then the game would be
useless. Sometimes I laid traps for myself, which I would blindly
overlook, Afterwards I realised what had happened, but most times
the game was decided then.: This often happens after the game has
gone on for a long time, you get tired after four or five hours,
and it happens easily. I really know all the rules and the only
possible answver to each move. I'd certainly be an outstanding
player if I --- ah yes, you already know -- if I only had a partner!.

One day I had a partner; I don't know who he is, and I don't
dare ask for he might be angry and run away. I'm so pleased to
have found such an excellent playen for his .playing is outstanding,
he seems to be my equal. '

When I =set up the chess-men, he suddenly appeared in front of
me and began to play. He did not ask permission, he did not speak,
he only played. It was Strange: I was neither astonished or joyous
at his presence. Only after a long time, when he was gone, did I
feel an almost insanc delight.

Now it is customary among good chess players to speaik rarely
during a garie; but I learnt he was a clerk; so we were colleagues!
Any other gquestions were silently ignored by him, so that I finally
gave up the effort,
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Today I began to set up the
chess~men using my notes of the
state of our unfinished ganec. e
were equal, neithkr had an =
advantage. I 'would try to win, the’
game, ‘but an inner voice =
doubted I could mect his
tactics:¢ It is-:strange, :but.my
narieless. opponent .is aware of °
all my feints, and misleading
noves - the ones I.am :go .proud .
of. Yet his are also known to '
me ~ we are equal., I put the
last chess-man up and turned to
get an ashtray, when I turned
back, there he was...,in the |

armchair grinning at me. =

I took my place siliently;
mine was the. first move, I
began to play a system I -...
invented only one night ago.
My opponent seemed to over-
look the trap; sure of the _
victory I advanced the runner
for three aquares, now I

. should, win after three moves.
‘But then he evaded.the trap
by moving his herse elegantly:
and by hitting.a pawn he was
out of the. trap. This .-
combination of moves was his
only hope, I invented that

too but a night ago.

.~ - The ‘game went on, the
ashtray filled, Sometimes’
‘a move took an hour or
more, The game was still
undecided. :

%

In the past my gt
friends called me \ il
. choleric, I don't know
if that was right, but
now I felt soinething
rise which dimmed my eyer
It was hatred and grudge,
envy without reason,
for he played no better
than I, When he finally
“evaded a carefully
built-up trap I
nearly lost my self
control! Only the
thought of losing my
.only opponent kept- me
from using my fists,

-7=




"Well done," I said appreciatively but dishonestly, actually
I was furious. My partner remained silent; the game was. undecided
and I knew this would be so forever vnless one of us forgot the
rules., Or if he died! . : Ad

If he died! . Can you imagine the feeling when you nlay ermfears
andyears and think there 'could be no one superior...and then find
a partner you cannot beat! A partner whose name even you do not
know... The last I had thought aloud! "Dave," said he shrugging,
'perhaps my name is Dave." Saying this he smiled challengingly and
so scornfully I knew he laughed at me, for my name was Dave,. and
he to have the same name...? Ridiculous, wasn't it? :

As I write this I cannot. understand myself. why was I so
excited? I doen't regret the end, but it does not Sa%isfy'me.
"Smiling in comré@dship I shook his hand, congratulating his tdbility
and went to the kitchen to get some wine. When he raised hiE'glass
I shot him dead. He dropped the glass, looked at me and tried-to
;smile - then died, i S T

At this moment my fury and hatred disappedred, and- 'with it - my
love. for chess. T did not care that his corpse disappeared - the
‘"magazine of the revolver was still filled; this convinced me that
I had not shot at all.

But my opponent remains dead and gone, The revolver has been the
symbol of ‘my wish tg kill., I do not play chess anymore and only
sit in front of the fire.:  Uninterested in any hobby, or my lost
friends; the cold glittering of the stars remainz, but I do not
- look. I have changed. : . . : i

" Of course. I had only played myself even during his_ presence,
that was the reason' I coudd never win, and you will understand why
I have no feelings'anyhore...for it:was my ‘soul against which I
played... 10k e e

I've killed my souli - - -

a3

So now I am sitting by the fire and,do not ithink and do not
love, and the glittering of the stats and the cold. it does not
touch ne. . ilteln S T 3

My partner was my soul ,..and Iakilled.if,

% i (SQLi: 20), *

+++ Harald iressler is a young Austrian fan who seems to have
gafiated by now. I do not know very rmuch abocut him, but for 1960
he was elected best fan-writer of the year. This piece may have
lost much of its :atmosphere by translation. CHESS IN.THE EVENING
was part of a sort of cbmpqtition in which 'three author:s wrote
about the same theme; Harald's stcry undoubtedly was the best,

Next you'll find some-lines about Meyrink's THE GOLEM. Thec author
of this picce wants. to remain unkr.own (even to. the readers of SOL) ,
so he made up this pseudonyme,  I.chooSe his article, for a fai-
amount of you will already have hgard about Gustav Meyrink,

s st L L 4 =-tom+++



G. Asarod:

. we F“PW,1
Gustav Meyrink e AJM J~h ;\

What causes me to comment the :GOLEM at ' 'this place in connection
with a few scenes from the poet's:life'ls definitely not due to :
to the fact that we Steem this work as an utopic novel only, but
becauss the GOLEM, at the same time, is Meyrink's standarad -work.

Many of you will have read this  novel with - -great interest or
at least will know from the film with the same title what the' .
contents of the novel has  tp -offer. Since, however, ycu will ledrn
cnly little in this way about the poet's personallty I want to
start rlght at this point.:

Meanwhile 28 years passed since Gustav Meyrlnk died, and he
would now be 92 years of age. Thls, indeed, goves anplc reason to
remember hini, : '

In addition to the abovc, the attempt ought to have been made
long ago to give an ocutline of a mental personality who, in his
special way, takes rather a strange place between literatureé and
psychology. Both.spheres coincide; and the result of such :
combination is a new entity, :the - wide-reaching pecullarity of which
is revealed to the scarching.eyc' .the more  time progresses.

Meyrink must be numbered amongst .thcse strange persone in the
field of mental history who ° -can nowhere ‘be subject to some sort
of scheme. When it formerlywere the pens of the writers of literary
history he caused to move, it is' today the psychologists and
para-psychologists to whom he gives many a puzzle to sclve.

The series of his so-called novels started with the "Golem",

then followed. "Das griine Gesicht". (The Green Face), "Walpurgis-

nacht" (Night when the Witches Meet), the "WeiBe Dominikaner" (The
tinite Donlnlcan), and the series was completed with the "Engel vom
westlichen Fenster” (Angle from the Western Window).' In between
were added some small narratives, which he: wrote for thé satirical
paper "Der Simplizissirus", The "Golem" was his greatest success
and awarded him the highest reputation. :

Hardly will you be able to state that Meyrink gave a report on'
his own origin and descent. At this point some information will
thercfore be welcome, -

G.M, was born in Vienna on January 19th, 1868 as Gustav Meyer,
ifis father was the Wurttemberg secretary of state Freiherr von
Varnbiiler von und zu Hemmingen, his mother the Bavarian court :
actress Maria Meyer with the original name Meyrink. You will seé
that his personality was composeyi .of aristoctratic and comedlan
traits., He always had to fight hard in life, and it was his personal
wish always to pass for a foundling, This accounts for his motto.,
"D a s g anz e Sein :1is8 ¢t f1l amme n d Ledid®™
(4ll our life is burning sorrow). You should try to understand his
work from this point of view. 9



G.M, published his "Golem" in the middle of World War I and
the novel was a success that happens but rarely, The value and
the impression-are based on the atrocity of the events cemerging
out of timeless depths strange and cold or supreme and sublime,
partly scintillating in a demonial and grotesque manner tearing
apart human values and beautiful forms - a dreadful, exciting
throng of etermnal chaos -, partly, however, G.M. verges on fields
tha classification of which is impossible to the psychologist.
This wvisionary matter is infested with peculiarities, which can
also be observed with the phantastic imaginations of lunatics,
This will be rather interesting for many fans... And, wvice-
versa, the psyckocii®» products .often have an importance the
tremendous greafrpos of which can only be found with a genius.

: His close nontact with such people as Ramakrishna and the
Maharshi of Tiruvananmalai in India imparted to him extraoxrdinary
para-~psychological capabilities. Maybe you will now put on a
pitiful smile, but it. has, nevertheless, been scientifically
Fruoved that Meyrink never stayed in India‘ and was in contact

with thesée Ycgi only wvia the medium of telepathy.

For this reason it is not surprising to find that G,M.. when
writing about the Prague Ghetto - which is considered under
quite’'an exotic and futuristic viewpoint - and the supposed
cabbala ‘rites, presenis Indian rather than Jewigh ideas of
redemption,

. Nevertheless, in spite of all the entangled and impure
promisculﬁy Meyrink's "Golem" is . possessed of an ‘inimitabdble
mood, where we find elements of uncontrollable depth conne*ted
_w1th d rare sense for mystical quackery.

Seem from a psychological point of view the "Golem" is partly
considered as the materialized collective soul of the Ghetto,
partly as a double of the hero.fighting for his redemption and
purlfvlng, by such redemption. - the Golem, his own unredeemed
Ego. :

‘However, the "Golem" cannot be explained only from the
specially psychological side. Selé¢cting the motive that
‘represents a main problem in this novel we shall see .that the
‘Tarok symbdlizes an age--qld mystical symbollsm converted intc
+a game€ of cards. It is the "unio mystica" with a pronounced
’esoterlq tralnlngqu cccult matters.

Ranking the "Golem" among ‘the series of utopic novels is
rather a risky step. Although all the other works of Meyrinl
show tha&a same tendency. it is not correct to accuse the author
of utopic writing°

In spite of a very profound symbollsn and an often phantom-
like plot doctrines of the gravest importance will again and
again be found. Many a thing, trminded me of the dc >trines of
famous Bo Yin Ra, This great .esoteric expert said on Gustav
Meyrink “in '1932: "I had a good chance to state for myself that
literary documents, scre of ‘them extremely rare cojpies, were to
be found in 'the poet's library in great numbers. It was easy for
Meyiink to repo*t on matters of which the existance is normally
unknown to men, You."ould often feel the influence of this
occult worid when writing his sen%ences." In tris connection it
must be stated that G.M. and Bo ¥Yinh Ra were intimate friends.

w0
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The only thing in the novel that shows rather an utopic respect is
this: Meyrink uses the motive of the exchanged hat. of this hero,
who puts on Athanasius’ hat, and is conse¢quently transferred into
a different existence. g, I E: i

Should you have the opportunity of reading the "Golem" once
again try to penetrate more deeply into its. contents by setting the
utopic motive a bit aside which ought to be shadowed by the other
grand ideas of this really great work of a strange,: seldom
understood human being, %

+++ I'm sure that this article will not be very-usefﬁl"to_rgaders
who have not read Meyrink's novel, G, Asarod refuses to re-tell

the contents but tries to enlighten some of the deeper problems of
this work. Maybe this piece causes you to recad the "Golem", I'M sure
this won't be lost time for you...

‘What to do with all. this blank space on the page?' Let's have a
brief look at some of Gerfandom's institutions, called clubs.
Different to your fannish scene we have several greater clubs, the
oldest of which is the Science Fiction Club Deutschland, founded in
1955. In its seven years of existence it has undergone many quarrels
and name-changes, but is now returned to SFCD. The 0-0, ANDROMEDA,
has topped 30 issues. The club has a "phonothek" froimn which tapeplays
can be taken by the members, In addition it has a library which
contains over 700 titles. They even have an original Russian novel,
as far 'as I know, no one ever ordered ‘it!

The orher main club, STELLARIS, has some more members than the
SFCD; this was founded when quarrcls made SFCD's existence uncertain.
Apart from a bi-monthly fanzine there are no other facilities for
members, Besides, there arc several local clubs, in Austria, Switzer-
land, Hamburg, Berlin, and Wuppertal, These are independent, tho!
most members also belong to the main institutions... -The top-
representing thing is the EUROTOPIA which is to represent fandom to
some¢ sort of public, by advertising in stf-books. ~—=tom +++
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SCIENCE: FICTION -

by Anton Ragatzy f

In hope: to: raise'an interest in science- chtlan poetry, Julian
Parr once started a conpctltlonlln the German fanzine ANDRUMEDA
for the best German translation of &oberf A Heinlein's "The
Green Hills of Earth". Though there wore Irany. articles "on
"Science Fiction as Litarature” in. uerman fanzines. at" that tlme,
this promising field “of exploratlon scemed to have been R
overlooked. I hope the following e\amples from EBnglish poctry
will n6t only-illustrate this-field-but also iricite some science-
flction-enthu51asts to look for stf-élements in German poetry of-
past and present . (&++ RLalASb ‘'that this was written for a German’
fanzine! --tom +++) Thcy undoubte edly c¢xist, for the fancy of
poets had always béen a fertile soil for those fantastic and
prophetic c¢le¢ments beﬁng characteristic for science flctlon-.

Early predictions of aerial jourheys amd warfares apparently
are science fictiony as are these foi]ow1ng ilnes from "Paradise
-Lost? by Milton (1608 - 1674):

"...when, to proud cities, war aopears
. Waged in the troubled sky, and armies irush
i ‘To battle in the clouds;’befo“e cach van
Prick forth the aery kniglits, and couch their spcars
T#1l1l thickest legions close: with feats of arms
From either end of heaven - the welkin burns..."
Another grand vision of future was given by Alfred Tennyson
(1809 =~ 1892) 'in "Locksley ‘Hali"; ' : ' SAr

‘"...Here about the bedch 'I ﬁlnd ered, nqunishing:a youth
: sublime A :
‘With falry ‘tales of 501unce and the long result of time'
When the centuries behind me like a fruitful land reposed;
. When XI: clung to all thc prbsent for the promlse that it
Erec W A, : - dlo's cd;
When I dlpt 1nto the future far as human eye can se
Saw, ‘the vision of the world. ard all. the wondor that would,

“be. B
1Sawftﬁé heéﬁehs.fill'witb comné“cé, argosies of magiC'
8.1.1.87 : ¥
Pllots of the punplc tw111ght ,(ropplng down, with costly
bales;.

Heard the heavens f&ll with snovtlng and theru ‘Tain'd a
.8hastly dew. .
“' From thc'nationS' ald sy navlco,g?appllng:umthe ccntral blue;
For alono the world wide, wisper of the south w1nd
‘ rughing warm,.
'Wlth the standarts of the people plunging through the

§ ‘thundgirstorm,
-12= ; v
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@l Spil1¥ the war-drum throbb’d mo longer arid the battleflags
were furl'd, -
In the Parliament of Man, the Federation of the World,
There the common sense of most shall hold ~ fretful
' “realm in awe,
And a kindly eafth éhéll slumber; lapt in universal law."
It was Tennyson who &dlso wrote the' poem "The Kraken", the
following ‘verses of which were cited by John Wyndham as an
‘$htroduction to his science-fantasy novel "The Xraken Wakes"

"Below the "thunders of the upper'deep;
Far far beneath in the abysmal sea,

His ancient, dreamless, uniﬁVHded'§leep
The Kraken sleepéth.., =7 7 7 :

e+.. There hath he lain for ages and w1ll llb
Battcning upon huge s¢aworms in t his slecp,"
Until. the latter fire shgll heat the deep; @
Then once by men and angels:te be secen,

In roarlng hp shall rise and on the surface dle.

Probably one of the éarliest predlctions of 1nterp1anetar9
explorations is to be .found in John Dryden's "Annus Mirabilis"

(1660)

"Then we upon our globe’s last voyage shall go,
And ‘view the ocean lcaning on the ‘sky; ¥
From. thence our rolling neighbours. we .shall:know,
gAnd on,the lunar world securely.pry,

(Whut a graphic image is bclng given in the uébnd line! It is
only from recehtly-made photos (made' by rockets) that we can see
how accurate it was!)

The followxng quotatlon b} Thomas Hood is; another Vlsion of
future interplanetary voyages: © _—

",..Me thought I saw life, swiitly treading over
endless space..."

while a poem by Rudyard Kipling (1865 - 1936) is ééunding like
a hymn on the plonpcrs of 1ntcrstallur space travcl

"Beyond the path of utmost sun,' through utter darkncess
L hurled ) :
Farther than ever comet flared or vagrant stardust swirled -
-kive such as fought, und sailed, and ruled, and loved,
7T 'and made our world,

’Tis thelrs tc sweep through the ringing deep uheré
.. T s ; Azracl's outposts are, :
’or buffet a pati through the pits' red Wrath when God
goes out to war,

Or hang with "the rockless &eraphlm on the rein of a
gl red-maned ‘star, ;
' 'Beyond thc loon of the last lone star, tbrough ope
Al darkness hurled,
Further thanrebel comet dared, or living star—swarmswirled,
Sits he witli those that praise our God for what they -
serves this world.,"
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English poetry of recent times often is more peésimistic, which
is to be seen from the following sad poem. by Norman Nicholson
about consequences of atomic warfare: £

."Gathering sticks on Sunday"

If the man in the moch

Gazing at the waning earth, watches 5

How the frayed edge of the sunset. catches
Thimbles and nodules of rock, ol
Hachureing distinct with threads of shadow

All that is hammered flat in the earth's brass noont
And if he sees, ' : | :

New in the level light, like pock-.

marks on a face, dark craters, '

The size of acorn cups, or scars

.Vast as his own dried o¢eans, then: = - -

He'll know that soon =y

The living world of ‘men,

Will take a lunar look, as dead as ‘'slag,

And moon and earth will stare ‘at one another
Like the cold yellow skulls of child and mother,

Andther'contemporéfi poc¢t, John Buxten, gave us the following

sad image of the inevitable end of earth:

"They say the earth some day. riust come to ‘an end;
The sun will burn to dust, and quiet cold
Will grip the shrunken. earth, and break its mould
Which no new travelling sun will ewver mend,

The seas will all he ice no tide. .can rend, S
The fields be grey with rime, the . cities hold.
Nothing but shattfer'd walls; unseen, untold
Will be her last days, which no man will tend,"
To end with a hopeful prospect, dlet's be consoled by Eden
Philpott, who believes that life will, survive the death of
his native planet: ] =

"Home to Urandia™’

From all the duration, hoary age on age,

Through the cternal fabric of the wvast,

Life wings upon her endless pilgrimage

And universal journey from thc .2 U1 el SE T N
Though change and death despfoy_herdplanet;homes,
To worlds newborn the vital spirit roams.,"

- {SOL 26)

(+++ Anton Ragatzy will probably be known to . you, for he has been
zctive in international fandom for some timie. Back in the mid-
fifties he was busy building up Gerfandom, but now retired
from the fannish scene.. - : A

The translation of thé texts in-between the poems may not be
good, as 4 did it in a hurry, but it arec only the poems which
arc really important. T mysgif_did follow .the adyice :of Nr,
Ragatzy and indeed found a lot of nDocuag . bearing. science fiction
traits. s-tom +4+) . 3
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Which.no
believ.es

This is a run of the :iill-Story,

run of the mill for a tine . L bt ‘
in which living~in=<timeé is as boring as travolllng the
railways, You try a ticdket and there you’ go. LT

‘Only mostly it lasts but L g W“H' B

twelve niinutes and somewhat more

BY WOLFGANG JESCHKE

-+ !THE RUNWAY :
stretched- itself dozing under the' sufi.. - ' ' = At
Kiara, : : Mg ol ‘ S ' :
Glistening heat. HaTo e

* The-dust flirred and made the few trees gray.
At the border the TIMER aquatted yawning into the! afternoon
with its high windows. :

-The wind slept. -. TR
The TIMER entwined the souls in the currents- of ‘time.
Hairthin threads and ‘invisible, and the runway stretched
itscelf dozilng under the sun, the runway of Kiara,

I GOT ' 2 N P L
a roomner, ;

You may  -say that's nothing special. liany have roomers,
agreeable or unpleasant ones, but the one I've got is ol
extraordinary, He lives together with me in one roomn, but''I
have never seen nor heard him. : . e SRR
~ctually hecard. H—

4 pleasant roomer, you'll say now, but to me he is sinister,
I have never seen nor heard hin,

s~ctually heard. 15



Only at night,

At night I can hear hirn. .

He speaks very softly and I have to strain myself to
understand him, _ '

He says, he's in the TIMER =nc¢ stricken in years, .though not
yet born. Him being here and at the same time tyre, and
volcanic ash and leaves anc stardust.

He says I'm an extraordinary telepath, seldo: to be found.

I didn't know that., How shcuid T know, then, But he must
know, for he is very old, that is, maybe I'm his great-
grandfather, a 'great' niany -powered. He has told me his
story.

At night, when I can hear him anc the town is silent and
rests under its roofs - and the moon floats over the roof-
tops and laughs.

I'm going to tell you the story as iy roomer has told it to me.
I will beware of telling it to my neighbors, though,

They would laugh. because they won't understand.

But you are unknown to me, And if you laugh, it doesn't hurt
me, Or maybe you understand the story and will not ldugh at
altl,

Maybe you too got a roomer bicause there are many waiting
for the first gat:ways. A great many, as my onec said.

M#&ybe you hear them only at nizat when the town rests under
its roofs and the moon floats over the rooftops,

Then you have to listen very ‘closely.

At night. [

KZiR4 AND GLISTENING HEAT
and in the-front of the window: ihe afternoon on the runway.
= It should rain; you know, Gin, a real rain and thunderstorm
who leaps and dances and wets everything, really wets,-
He liked to say 'really' and was ‘one ‘of the last human
officials, 1 '
He wore a sand-brown uniform =and transpired.
The uniform was like the dusi cn the leaves and had dark
sweat-stains.
- Thunderstorms are forbidden here; chief, because of the
TIMER. Never any thunderstorms here. -~
Gin was android and never transpired. .
He was made of *plastic and was a normal officinl,
- But I wish it would rain,: in spite of all prohibitions.,
Really rain, so that everything becomes wet. Can you imagine -
everything really wet? I will hunt for a thunderstorm. A
real thunderstorm. - -
- Yes, chief! - ) :
The ship dripped onto the unway and the loudspeaker startled
the afternoon. e fled into the desert, and the big voice
blared after him - up to the border, where.the storehouses
are situated, then returnéd tc fade away.
The heat glistened and stayed.
Twenty minutes break at Kiara. After that - Vega, Aldebaran -
and on. :
'‘The restaurant drove on the rusway and settled itself.
It radiated freshness and was gay-coloured,
The customer wore his hair long and was lean. He looked
atrange, as if from distan+ places. el :
He put his suitcaze on *hc zzunter and his: shoes were dusty,
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- A journecy, please, -
His voice was soft, almost shy, like the VOlCO of a llttle
boy who wants to buy something big.
The voice was from far - as was his face. .
- WQQre to? - Gin asked .and punchad the ticket.
- 17 346 before Zahatopolk, plecase, -
dls shoes ware dusty. He 1ooked at them.,
The man with the rain looked up., {
" 2'We have up to two ycars spread dn this district. They,huve
no bodies there yet and the return is pOSSlble only from

13 300 before Zah,
- I know, I'm prepared., I have orders. - P
He was 51lent and counted the¢ creédits on the table. o8
- You have' to wait 3000 up for your point’ of trdvel. 15'370
'bafore Zah the TIMER will be discovered, but only fron 15 300
gateways will be open upwards for travelers coming fron us
here., I recommend the. Johannesburg Gate. - ‘The first useful
““TIMER since 15 275. archeologists: take Johannesburg, Never
"had any trouble with it., We get themn safely back from there. -
- Have a2 good time! This way, ploase' -

‘The cabin closed. A :

Gin blew the gas into his face.. - ; o
He began to float. <% : e
“When the electrodes entered his brain groplngly, they were
like the long, tender, fingernails of a woman in‘ one' ‘s hair,
' Hi¢ began to spar. :

It got dark and cold Lnd faster and faster.
Only the 1light touch of the woman's hand in his hair kept him,
kept him so he did not fall, did not get lost in time. He
soarcd ocn and on, to a point where the body was dust still,
or tyre, or window-pane or dog or tree or-stardust?or all
these things at the same tine, Bt i

Icw ke sat din that cabin and his nlnd flew and soared an:.and
OIle o o ; 5

am

RO N u GLISTENING HEAT. o

- Gin, did you ever see books, real books? He has sene ini
‘his. suitcase. Age-»ld books, - ' i d '
He held them tenderly and sriciled.

- They smell like I-don't-Xncw-what.

They smell terribly old, = : "

The afternoon had dnrsd to come to the runway again and, ‘
strolled with soft winds about the Lorelgn ship and the open
shadowy tdoles of thie restaurant.

- Chief! tvel got @t = , ,

- What? - ' :

- 17 346 4is the bep1nn1n6 of an old chronology of thls planet.
- So what? M“ybe he's a space-travel. hlstor1an @nd studles,
what once... -. g

- I think then they hadn't any. - L
- He must have something in mind, else he wouldn't wait so.
long. 3000 years just for Hleasurc - and w1thout a body, tco.
Naw - nothing for me. - ,

- I toc'd like to go TIMING. -

He said it longingly.

- Well, it's not for androids. - . -

= =



: ) T..E TIMER
had cast a thread and w11tcd in the Johannesburg eppch
A woman's hand. : .
When the man arrived there she bore h1m back through tyres,’”
window=panes and trees, stardust, ccldness and obscurity.

-- IT! S HIM AGAIN! -~

- Wake him, Gin! I'm getting Lim-a glass of water. He must
have gone through something. -

When he got out, he limped.

He looked pale und .lean .and his shoes were dusty as 3000
years ago. . ;

- Nice work. No spread Exa(tly twelve minutes., -

-Thé official said to himself axnd smiled celf-complacently,
The stranger rubbed his hands. as if they werec hurting hih.

- You're limping? Had a good time or any trouble? -

- No, no -- everything went fine, as predicted --- everything.
ile looked around absent-mindedly and put the hand around the -
cool tumbler as if they were burning. - ' ;
Then he drunk,

~ Your ship leaves in three miinutes., - i

When he went, with his suitcase and hlsbooks, he already
limped no longer. The mind had itself adjusted to the boady,
controlling, . watchlng again. . i

The restaurant had waddled away and when the sh1p had jumped,
the afternoon came closer again, hesitatingly, and spreaded
himself with his stillness and basked in the sun,

The dust went with the wind and the few trees became even
grayer, '

HE HALDN' T EMPTIED
the tumbler completely. i _
The official, who transpired, emptied it into his cupped
hand and wetted his face.
- Gin! Inquire if there's a free channel to Manila., It will
rain there, It always rains there( Nearly always. =
- Wilco, chiefs, i .
His uniform was stainec with dark sSplashes and iarge spots.
Outside the runway stretched itself Qinngly under the sun
and the wind slept. E iL o Wil

. - .

- ON SUHDAY I W.aS
at the 1nst1tute- accomﬂanled by my friend and his car, you
know. I was not inside, naturally, just looked from'afar.
Where they handle atoms, ycu are nct allowed too close.
They do a lot there, but it! s still guite miserable. =
My roomer has to wait for a long time, I'm afraid.,- *
‘He doesn't care, however. .
He waits for 2000 years now and can tell a lot.
I'm glad every day when I can hecar him. It diesn't work
always., Sometimes he's gonelor.I?m too tired or it's tob
loud. =0 ; ) !
But wheh the town is quiet and rests under- 1ts roofs and the
mocn floats over the rooftops and:laughs...

(soL 14)
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e Hieelfing.

by Wolfgang Thadewald

It s is quite 'a memorable day,
tliis 3rd day of September, 1658,
Ixtremely hot, and with a very
blue sky above the cight of us
very bad tempered perscns. The
reason for this being the fact
that the President of the
Science Fiotion Club Deutschl~nd,
Walter Ernsting, had been able to
speak to Wernher von Braun fur near-
ly five minutes whilst we eight had
to wait in a reataurant ealled
"Zur Post", all of us beim in°
the southcrn German town of
Oberaudorf,
It was very depressing for us not to
have ssen this famous guest of Ober-
audorf, who was visiting his parents
here, for the weckend, !
and then we had an idea! Why not
look for Laurentius Road oursclv s?
Eight hearts beat irregularly, six-
tecn eyes suspiciously looked ‘at wach
other to discover signs of excitement,
whilst we drove through Cberaudorf
in our "Bully", . (Volkswagen bus . for
eight persons).
After some minutes we arrived. Ffom the
fact that there was nobody to be
seen, we¢ knew that there was sonobofy
inside. That's always the same¢ with
these prominent people. The House £ 14
itself is small and nice, like most. .
such Bavarian houses. The curtains wcre
closed and nothing was to be hcard, Only
the French window on the first flocr wis
open, and from time to time, a soft
breeze moved tlie curtains. |
We had left our Bully and had begun to looic
for a guide for our group. The sign,
"ATTENTION! BITING DOG!" seemes not tc be
dangerous: as the garden door was open, we
sharply argued amongst ourselves, either
those snappish dogs were bound, or thcy
didn't even exist!
Nonetheless, some didn't want to risk their
last pair of trousers, so it was finallv
decided that Guntram Ohmacht and Gerd
(+++ don't even know the naie mysclf -—tom+++)
were to be our cats paws., They approached: the
house., The rest of us piled up behind the..
gzarden fence and watched, It was only later
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'faceg,

that we lcarned about
Let's let Gerd tell

"T couldn‘t help it. Gur
glad to hide his 18C Pounds
so I donit know what exact!
have knocked a*t the dcor.
only fisre inches, .4 face
Iooked out at us, his eyes

1
&

The old gentleman  grux:

It was appa¢ent'uhat Sk
‘Braun. but after a<shori pe:

fathdr(

some¢ words in-the dircotion

the cverts

cr it was
laﬂkin

T11"10 AE LSS

b7°d

Guntram poked me in’

wvhich transpired at the door.

cref pusiied and pushed, being very
behund my 720, I felt rather giddy,
/ hapoerned next. But we ccemed to

’ sucaenly opene:d, But
sign of welcome in it
bilinking.

DYy
it

do you want?"

3 old gentleman,ygsnlg Wernher. von
‘¥ thinking I recognized Wernher's

SLEE
the
af "ths

.

de, provoking me to stanmer
doox. ;

.

'"thbh newspaper do vou vVA“.;"§m2“ hie immed:atél? queried,

I3

But' finally. after we imd.zwosn +tha® we had not: been Sent by
any neWspépe:{bthat wer would like to. we woulcd be glad fo, it
would be very nice, we: had co@e aszevially, etec., -tue,.thq-door
was opened a' his more, and Wer@her-g_father conscled us.’
Ja,_ggiﬁ was ditferent, ., He wourld'sry’ {o get W@rnhqr‘

Guntram thcn pushed ‘me bazk t11l we could see cur frlends
at the gate, The+ :-kinéw we tai'bﬁgw‘lﬁcky when they

. 1t

We then waited«

That was Gerd!
obtaining autograrhs.

Lo
's .LL

AN

’ﬁhe::

see:these'strauge fans of

Wernhef
von Braun looked like
battle :-Only Wexnher'i.s

Wernher holeed'ﬁ bt in

[

cshowed his famujé
othldg
amosher

;'8.19'. .C)U.I"

t scmetody got’%ﬁe idea of

cmlediately ensuing a racie: to our

:Bully to get pmper arnc ez :
7. g _ . : :

Flnallv we saw the dgor of *he hiuce open and He 2ame out -~—-—
the FBI-man. ‘He-.passed uve withousz Liing 'arnd leaned against the
gate and watgched ws. For a gun was o be seen,

The door bpencd for a gesond tinme ad, this wime it was
really:Him; Wernher von 3Brauvn. For the-first time in our lives
we: rnat ‘Wernhss o1 Brﬂxnn'ﬁis pauTcits o*punled nim out to

thie 3 45 4o ‘e

S s

wvhiles the 01d Baron
the warrior before the
to happily smile.

laizkt br:@wm

Bev e Smile
sc¢ mach
scered

hisg

<

[y

trenchcgoat, his hair

slightly in dicdfdér-.“c1)]m9 on & cane. He fooked around and
saidy; "Ah, you are from the Science fictron Club, too? There has
been a gentlema” Prom vhat group here this afternoorn," Wernher
had evidentiy noﬁired the ST 2D hiedi;ces we were all sorouting.

We all immediately chiaed in with “he informatica that "the
gentleman" had been onxr Presidens and that he had no knowledge
of our presence.ih - He nodded a~, this. apparently satisfied

Now some oY began «oirsling ‘arcuad. tahing'picturés of "ernher
from all possitle angleC;1hh<¢1? ithe rest of 'us started to
engage: him in co= ‘sﬁﬁion A few shuevterbugs probably wished
for a hel*cop+er S vk et shetogri i him from above as well!

_Wernher.von,B T2 e fowi and cosentuated his words as
1f he was speaking . forna i ngenge, It was apparent that he
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Ld
had spoken mostly Engiish for some time now, His presence

effected a certain calm about him and we‘all lookéd.atihim,
fascinated, as he spoke. It was thrilling for us to spéak to

.such a famous personage, and gratifying to. ndte that: there was

nothing to be seen of ‘that certain arrogant manner some young
people_and famous peoplc often have, Ve were polite as we had
never been before, I can assure you!

"Sc," Guntram suddenly stated, "And now, Herr von Braun, we'd

‘especially appreciate it if you would allow us to. take i few

piotures,ofyou+stahding with your parents, if! you don't mind."

In thé¢ midst of this near-Holy ‘hour, this lad was still able
to quote a textbook full of ' techni¢al terms apout lighting, ‘shade,
background, subJect matter, photography and uch rela+od_
matters! Carefully Wernher leaned his stick agaimst a wall and
joined his parents by the. side of the house. Though ;this seemed

, to give him some slight -pain, he.still smiled for our -cameras.

Wernherys parsnts had been standing some yards away,‘watcnlnb
us. The Baron's grim face hid his feeling perfectly, tho lMrs.,

© von Braun didn't even ‘try to hlde them. Only a mother cwn shlle

that way! 5

After the photos had becen tuke Wernher regoined us, with his
parents coming a bit eloscer now, They seemed to have realized
that we were not at: all dangerous, even 'in our enthusiasm. Even
the FBI-man tried- to smiTe but gavo 1t up, probably because it

+*wasn't in the rule- book

Ve then brought the subJect up of Wetnher!' s illness, the cause

:of which was told us all in a hunorous manner. He: told how.-he was

attsndlng this International Astronautical: Congress in amsterdam,
and there had occured this terrible. thing. He didn't mean: the

“"view of the lady but the e¢vents Wthh occurediafterwards. .This

lady, he said, had lost some sheets of paper, Jjust in the moment
whilst he was looking at her half way turned round, Renemberlng

-protocol he immediately bént ‘down and retrieved’ thbn for her,

All this was done in a sécond, but bnough B’ spraln thc small of
his back. ;
' His advice? Never to hélp yoﬁng lédies, ho'seriouSIy commented.

We all laughed, even the FBI-man ht the rlsk of "his face
cracking.- We then told him .that we. ad .2l1ll. sgen him on the TV
last night, pra1s1nb him for his 1nterview.,w lfgang not cnly

‘praised him, but nearly patted him on the sheulder, .but  stopped

himself, tho' Wernher probably wouldn't have been displeased
about thls. : e

Tha somebody held up his ball p01nt pen, and we 2ll held out
our pfapers to .get autographs. Wernher, through long practice,
instantly knew .what we wanted, Smiling, he began tc sign. It was
very quiet, as he wrote, as we brcathlessly watched the lines
grow, until "Wernher von Braun' was to be scen. Wernher wrote onto
postcards, bocks and most. anything ¢lse that could be written upcr.
Wolfgang had succeeded in flndlng a copy of Wernher's Pb ”THE
CONQUEST OF SPACE". We had all'  rummaged: through Ober audorf~book-
stalls, but only Wolfgang's revenue-instinct tock him to the only
copy in town.
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When Wernher saw the pb; he asked, shock in his voice, "Oh,
and what about this? I thought ycu only read Science F10t10n°”
We revealed all to him...

Wolfgangy; who has to know cveryvnlng exactly. asked, "In the
book here we 'are told that your LXPLORER I had been launched
in February 1958, But ali thought 1t had béen shoz up in January!?"

Now Wernher began ﬁo-chlaln that both, Wolfgang and the book
were right. It had been late at night, January 31st, in America,
when EXPLORER I went up, while 1t had been February 1st in
Europe already. We then learned quite a good decal of the time
‘differences on earth, particularly those between Europe and
America which. happers to have nothing to do with the theories of
Clark Darlton .(+++ temporary.sf-writer (German) who formerly
constructed utppia theories on this’ subdject. ~tom: +~+) '

The old'Barcn' began to wa®mi up and partchpate in the
conversation, with'a short chortle., "Ja,” he told us, "I haven't
- thought of thls either at the time EX"LOQER I went up."When I
read about the.launching of that sateliite. I immediately
ordered those Anerlcan papers of the same. date. Of course they
were the_wrong ones!'" le smiled conten*edly, &nd it was self-
evident that he was quite proud of his son.

We spoke about many. subjects; always shying away from
Wernher's daily work. We: didn't pz2rticularly want to put
questions .to him only to . hear the well-known answers -that -
fllled the gusty interiors of our magazine§., It was cnly later
that we asked him about the moon-~rocket, tho’ he -was unable to
tell us any details. Which is perfectly understandable. (( Since
" then, the first ‘stage of SATURN has heen successfully fired,
and 'Wernher-is Dubllcly punplng for tne use of SATURN, a Space
Station and ‘all it entails 1nste1d of +ry1ng to reach the moon
directly from the'surface of the earth. ~RIP.)) o

) Much tine had passed by the time Werrher flnelly shook
hands with, each;one .of -us- in’ turn, then. went back’ in +he house
before headlng back to Munich. Regretfully we said ocur’
'good -byes. Would we: meet again? He certainly has shook many hands
with many pecople, but for us his gesture meant, "I was ‘glad” to
have met ‘'you: We shall rieet again." IMaybe he didn't say that,
but:we felt it. i ¢ = '

‘We wishes him a good jourhéyi ﬁot'orly to Munich, but. back
"to-the States, Wernher turned, took his stick and entered the car.
 His parents follow >d hin ‘to the car, before it started. tc. move

raway. After- we! had photoorapheu tl is last.scene? th2 car
disappearedarcund  the corner. -

Half an hour later we were on our trip.back, a handful of
young people who had ‘met’their own idol, which is usually
.considered to bBe a superman, but which simply is. a man,

s SR : '—-——;-——-—'--:— ; | LSOL .10)
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(+++ Now I want t. put in a page of my own, maybe to make this
'zine a sort of personality-zine, even it it's only mine., I doubt
if I have¢ one, or if I ever get one, nor do I think that I could
express it cn stencil if I had one, as many of you faneds do over
there.

I want to warn you, to begin with, the whole zine here-ifs
ztenfillde ba me, and you:shocould blarie me for all typoes iyou'ill
undvubtedly find in masses. In 1dd1tion, you'll prcoct @ly not get
the sense of all what ‘is written in these freshly_invented
brackets of mine (+++ +++), because this is written as it comnes
into my mind, which scrmetimes is very strange in English-language
matters, and why do huge M3S when it's as easy to write on stencils
as it is on paper? (This wise. e¢xclamation is not by me, there has
been scme famcus fan using this thought before...,but who was he?
I cannot remember his name...) ] : "z

Relutlnh to;the last picce. by ;
Wolfgang Thadewald (or "wth" as nre his 1n1t1a15 in SOL) I’'d’like
to tellyou_that SOL 10.was-a great success as a whole. It was
planned ds special -issue, bringing two pliotopages and; best .
material. And ome of . these (really excellently—reproduced) pho to- =
pages did shew the fruit of Guntram's reckless work in that :
nearly Holy hour, did. show that it is not useless to have dll
important rules of: photography in mind cven if most inportant
things are happening. And sc hé¢ produced an excellént gallery, -
shcwing Wernher von Braun in all poses s, surrounded by omne, two,
three, and more fans, bgsides; his parents, alene, smiling, . " ]
signing, with really proud pegple- allaround: him. And why, should-
they not be proud of having met such an -important poraon? Wolfgang
still has his pb CONQUEST OF SPACE, and ‘he and Guntram often tell:
of this historic event, when they boat thelr own Tre51dent...,¢1,
have often wohdered gefe you Will like the coﬂtéhts;of this SOErf
READER, I kncw that it is:itipossible chat all - of you be content,
because - each of you may liko other ingrecdients of fannish 1life,
each .of  you may Have othHer interests in fandom. And ‘as addressing
quitc a large fan-audience with npaturally wide-spread opinions,
I tried tc give a varied content§. . I tried to bring a cup
of tea for everyone, not leaving the Feneral line SOL has. always
been following. SOL of today is neither sercon nor sercon, but
tries to contenti both, fannish and serious ccnstructive fans. We
are able tc do this, because we have to fill 80 pages every other
month. SOL is the: sécond-oldest still-existing German fanzine,
SOL 30 finished the 5th y€ar of publication. During . this' time
SOL always was in’the hands of several fans in different’ towns,
who each work on different i“ressorts". and so we are able to put - -
in really gcod pieces abcut stf, as well as the rqprint.ﬁersionfz :
of John Berry's The Goon Goes West, named WESTWHRTS IO, ~'Jchn N RN
writes an extra-version for-us, urging Eddie Jones to do ' 2 3
excellent heddlng illos, and 86 we've been trying to bring a small'
part of your fandom into contact' with our- reader's. From SOL 31
upwards I'1ll start something ‘like 2 ccluun on your fandzoni and'forf
this I'1l1l try to get .some famous writers of yours, telling their
opinion on their fandcia in: general, (So watch letténs'by me!)
In addition, Chuck Devinw . had & onesaot about his SeaCon~trip,
and now our 1nternat1unal act1v1ty is continued by publishing
this. Chew it or dlC' . -tnm+++)
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Shalima,ghyuna:

Wilfried, the little robot, had run away. Right away. Somewhere.,
Of course, Wilfried knew well where he was and also why, but the
stocky man looking for him didn't know, Not yet! )

‘Wilfried had left the town far
behind him. He had tramped. the whole
‘night through, though occasionally
when the road was smooth, he had
let his wheels out and could then
move faster. This, however, did not
happen often. And now he was here
in the midst of an enormous desert
of fine sand. The seashore, Wilfried
had never been on a shore before
but he knew that a shore must look
like this. Now' some sand had ‘got
into his gears, and he: carefully
unscrewed his feet. and put the :
mptter right, Safety! He had to
~hide somewhere . -

A gigantic basket chair
‘crouching in the darkness of a
moonless nightqand‘groaning ;

"slightly under the steady breeze
seemed to him at the end of his
ilong flight from reality: -to offer
. the best refuge fér the unreality
of .his mechanical’lOveVaffair.

The shimmer of a human- smile. was
‘on his facc as he opened the small
box in which she lay, .bedded in a
‘beautiful oily'rag. Shei Yes,
there she lay in her smooth rounded
beauty, giving out a friendly
tick=tock, She 'kept .on ticking for
him and suddenly Wilfrie¢d no
longer felt so alone but strangely

comforted by her presence,.

With curiosity he took another
dlook at her, lying there so naked r
in front of him and hiding nothing

. 0f her shining exterior. And there
was the. knob. One only needed to
press it and her inside lay open
to him, She seemed to enjoy" the
caress so much -that she dévoted
herself towhim and-did it again
and:again, Now what was life without
her! Tt was nothing, a’‘barren. 'y ring,
and senscless life,




But she was able to fill it with her beautiful fomrm, her
delicate gears and her undisturbed friendly ticking, clickety-
click, tick-tock. He stroked her lovingly. Here was peace, here
they could be alone and could live for love. And how much he
loved her!

Hours of sheer happincess werce theirs, one minute more
beautiful than the last whilst his love continued to grow and
she gave hin ever more, making him drunk with happiness the
while her body was the aim and ccntent of his mechanical life,.
of his tiny 1life, willed and controlled by others., If only they
did not find him to bring him down from the throne of his c¢ver
increasing sensual delight.

How beautiful was life, gorgeous, wonderful with his all
consuriing but so rewarding love! The world around! What did that
mean? But love! The surrounding world was scmething one did not
need when one had love, love such as she gave Wilfried and to
which ske responded. Bodily love. For nechanical love can only
be bodily love, it cannot pass from heart to heart, for neither
of them had a heart. Oh, if only they did not find him!

Inside him there was a humning tone, had been there as long
as he could think., For him it was a comforting and friendly noise,
but in truth deceptive and treasonable, stretching its arms
out and calling for help. For it was ‘a directional transmitter,
But Wilfriecd did not know it. His love made him blind, deaf,
and his mechanical senses failed him, For him. and for his
love there¢ was no surrounding world, no reality. And that was
his mistakec.

And so next morning the stocky man found him without
difficulty and with some annoyance he picked up the eight inch
robot and also with mild surprise¢ his pocket watch,

(soL 7)

(+++ This fiction-piece, as that by Harald Kressler before, may
not have been everybody's cup of tea, not to mention Wolfgang
Jeschke's,.,er, how to call it...story. (I just don't seem to
ccue off that word "piece" in my ramblings...this is not intended
to mean anything bad). But these three pieces (damm!) I found
best., We had much fiction in cur 30 SGLs, but I thought them
rmost useful for this noble auditoriuwa. I don't want to start a
discussion about the question if things like these are right

in a fanzine in general, but I wanted to show you that they're
part of the fanzines in Germany.

Harald's story is a'mood-picce!, as somcone told to me, whilst
Volfgang Jeschke's TWELVE [IINUTES . 1iD SCHMEWIIAT MORE is somewhat
riore,indeed. Back in 1958, when SOi. 14 came out, I read it four
times to get the sense of it, -but then I found it wonderful;
maybe you just try to do the same rather than throw this
product of my sleepless nights (I mean SOL-READER!) in some far
corner at the first glance. TIp German Jeschke managed to bring
a certain rhythm of language into his stcry, which naturally was
difficult to be transposed into English, but you may still see
this from the outer appearance which resembles to verses.
Wolfgang Jeschke himself is maybe 25 years old now, and is

studying theology and "Gernranistik" at liunich University, 25
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e next stage

i
i
(
a cratemplation by Dieter Gerzelka

Speculation concerning the future is risky unless it is
devcelopped from a firm kasis of proved facts. These basic facts
have been proved if they are compounded of factors which do not
cenflict with one another and which are incontrovertible.

If we now ask which is the next step in a development sequence
of which the last stige is man, cne can by analysis of the
previcus histary and its causes find a sufficiently secure basis
on which tu predict a definiticn c¢f that which follows Man.

The philecsepher Arthur Schopenhaucer in his teachings has given
us a version of the developnient «f the world which is very
useful for answering cur cuestion. ;

Any material is nothing clse dut the embodiment of a will
acting within it, which is the primary factor of the world. This
enmbodiment of the- will has in the history cf theé world passed
through several stages 0f whkicii Man so’ far is the latest. In
particular bchopenhducr dist1ngulsbcs the following btages'

At the initial stage the embodoncnt of the will to llVG was
cenfined to ircrganic nature, ard during this period the titanic
battle of chemical elcrients coming into contact with one another
not only shaped our Zarth, but also the suns, the nebulae, and
milky wavs. Each clectron circling about an atomic nucleus and
each elemental particle is subject to this blindly acting will
and its embodiment. The existence of unalterable physicail buSlC
laws shews us its 1nfa]l¢b111ty at this lowest stage.

The next higher stage is manifested tc us in the vegetable warld
which, howgver, is far from having any ferm of perception and only
reacts *o external stimulation. The will to live is. demonstrated
by the fact that the jlants seek their most favourable conditions
such as for instance, sunlight, and if this is absent they turn
away or defend themselves., '

Following the flora the next stage. is the fauna or animal
world. This aAlready rether highly developped embodiment.of the wixkl
will to live could not exist if it had to depend for its
necessary nourishnient on the mere reaction to external stimulation,
for here the nourishrent is closcly circumscribed and the likeli-
hoof of finding it is very small. In this case the will to live
has created an accessory in the fcrm of the brain which gives the
animal the faculty of perception. It is the first creation to be
conscious of its surroundings. tc reccgnize danger and td'adjust
itself accordingly. Now here we reach :‘the limit of the : :
infallibility of the wili which in the inorganic field was a law
of Nature; for whilst the aninal-is conscious of its surroundings
it is also exposed tc deception and eriors.

As the fi=nal stage of the embodiment of the will we now hawve
Man., This creatZon; extreneliy sensitive, complicatel, and exposed
to iunnuneranle dangers and also because of its high degree of
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specialisation troubled by innurierable needs is the only creature
endowed with reason., In addition to the ability to recognize

and understand, this gives him the possibility to comnceive ideas
and thus to think in the abstract. In his thinking he can

take account of the past and the future, can thoughtfully
consider tha results.of =actions and decisions which go beyond
the simple recognition and unconscious instinct. Ths infalli-
bility of the will which already in the case of the animal life
could be affected by illusions is now completely lost. The
conscious abstract consideration of an action can. lead to
mistakes if one or other decisive point is overlocked or not
paid sufficient attention.

Thus MYan with his gift of reason is unable to completely >
and finally satisfy thc eternal and boundliess endeavour of the
will to maintain life. All the weapons which Man can bring to . .
bear ageinst death are only illusory and delaying. Any fight
with the means created by reason thus serves finally only for
the preservation of the individual and consequently of the
species. :

What then would be the nature of the next stage of this
develonment series?

Since it is the endeavour of all matter to maintain itself
and since Man has been endowed with reason, the final means,
subject to the will, to enable him to achieve this aim as nearly
as possible and since he cannot ccmpletely reach it because he
himself is subject to material law and thus to the continued
battle for existence, some creation must arise which is
completely independent of matter. (Other more or less
authoritative science ficticn writers have already dealt with )
this subject.A Lrillant and so far as I know unsurpassed
example of this is A.C.Clarke's necvel "Childhood's End".)

It is impossible to anticipate if and when such a being
will ever be produced. There is, however, no obvious reason to
the contrary; for why shoul:d a development series once
commenced and which already has passed through several stages
of the will to live with an ever higher state of development
suddenly cease at a still imperfect stage?

This next creation independent of the¢ lays of matter would
then so far as we can uaderstand be the last in this series:of
development since, having reached absclute independence of its
surroundings, the will to live which then will require no
battle for existence will have become obsolete and superfluous.
The creature would thus have to be without material substance,
for, as already stzted above, the material substance is the
embodiment of the will to live and thus the cause of all battles.

What then would remain would be an unsubstantial purely
perceptive form of life, without any needs or requirements,
(Stanley G. Weinbaum's "Lotus-eaters" are thus, seen from cur
point of view, absurdities, creatures still in the second stage .
of development whose will to live is merely a blind urge
reacting only to external influences, though equipp:d with a
perfected faculty for perception, but without the sense to
produce a conscious abstract thought. In saying this, I do not
deny that such a develcopment might be possible, but in that case
-28-



I would remar& that’ they would have to be bullt on a qultejf,
'dlfferent superhuman ba51s )

Immense aeonsg- ofi, t1me wouléa havc to pass before thls stage.-.
can,be reached. . Meanwhile Man:is. likely to develop further: amd
with the aid: of /progressive techlinical.sciente and centinuous *
extension of his consciousness investigate' the depths:of. space
and: make contaet-with extprancous intelligenees. Nevértheless

che will. stlll remain Man, for a‘development in this . regard .

;will. still not represent an elevation to-a higher' stage of being.
It will merely hel® him by means of 'a steadily growing develop-
ment of reason and by corresponding, planning and deliberation
so far.as pessible to:satisfy the'will and urge to live.

(SOL;G):

Shalima Shyuna.

Space burst open in a blaze .of flame, glowing bodies of living
cells entered the atmosphere, then came to earth and revealed
themselves as enemles'

: Martians? Maybe. At any rate, unable to destfoy them, fright
‘and horror, panic and flight ruled the earth. But they caught
one, a hoary, hard-faced cold looking man, 0ld Jim of Texas! , |

They ded him}iptoﬁa roon :0f -one of their spaceships,  their
red._globish bodies nothing but bizarre shiny faceless menacés-:
But their thuughts ‘came through clear, and evil ‘their’' demands -
were. .. : - i

"We! re students. Let yourself be dissected, give: us one 1leg,
.say, and.you.can save the earth! Hard-lines wrinkled briefly in
a slight: ironic smlle, and Jim gave a-short "Yes!ﬂﬁ to the
shlny globules, . et ' "

4 sharp vellow beam prog eccted from a- globulc and severed the
leg, without anesthia. 01d Jim leaned back and rcmained silent
while the globules took his severed limb,

Later, while the. strange vehicles seemed to become ablaze
once more and lifted up, away from earth, carrying their round
passengers, dignitaries. camte from necar and far to.acclaim this
hero of carth. Jim didn't mind being feted and honoured. He just
gave a chcerlo for tha last two World Wars and swore that he'd

.............

(soL 16)

(+++ These are the 1ast..pages, readers, but I don't want to cl-ze
up without haviing mentioned ancther project of niine which may
already be known to scveral of you, It's something like a
calendar which I'1ll publish around November. This being called
MAZE was a great success last year, bringing 18 illoes by: artists
from Germany and abroad, such as Eddie Jones, Pierre Versins, 29
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Bo Stenfors, Dick Schultz, ahd a lot of German artists. For MAZE
'63 I already have got a lot of nice things, which will be even
better than last ycar. I offer MiAZE 163 as a trade “item for one
copy of your fanzine appearing around'December,_too. How about
.that? Mebbe you can add in your LoC that. you're: interested, so
I know=... Sorry for using SOL-Reader aS'ah'gdvertising field,
but I couldn't help...: | Qi e

b 'A, ;' So, félksr'thatﬁs'it, new don't be lazy
and do-soﬁéthing! Write, review,or send semething in return, if
you think it's worih the monéy..."I, for - my part; thought that
you were worth gur money. ..

, : Have a nice time, and remember: I
want to swim in letters! “Cheerio,

B U s, T

You got this because of various reasons,; some of them being:
/\. I like you : ' L
i ey B .

g ...you've already sent me copies of.your fanzine.

4
}&c I sincerely hope that you'l1l do something fcr thish: write a
{ ¥ LoC, please, shaw some reaction! o

_ PR R . e ybu're a.faned. Please
send me a trade-copy of your favnrine, but not too ddted!

«+. you-are one of the helpers.
Al ‘ il ++.08 ist ein Beitrag wvon Thnen
in diesem Fanzinej ‘den wir {ohné um %®riaubnis zu fragen. iibersetzt
haben. Kénnen Sie:iuns noch-:‘einmal vergeben? Samtliche weiteren

Rechte. bleiben Thnen selbstverstindlich unbenommen.

Y S ; ... yOou are
attending the annual British'EasterCon at Harrogate, and you just
could not ', . get out of my way, so I threw this copy at you.
Or did yaqu steal-;it:..? But you ought to show reaction, too!!

K i you are Forrest J. Ackerman to:whor thish is dedicated.

.+ Sie haben dieéa englischsprachige Ausgabe SOL bestellt, bitte
beachten Sie beilicgende Zahlikarte! 1

3 ; «». make up a reason of
your ownl ¥ [ RN o ‘

<+« You have ‘'such a nice address!

o PR ) el s isieiaiiaiasesea.. .. anything else...

.
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A1l letters should be addressed Lo Thomas Schlueck
HiANNGVER

D —

Altenbekeneér Damm 10
‘Western Germany.

'anzines, bombs, and other nice surprises should be directed to
the same address. Published in--£pril 1962
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