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"One of the most important items you do not rgqui:ce 10 publish a fanzine is oommon-
senge."

by Ceorge UJhiting

Met & fellow in a baxr the other day,
and dur the course of coanversation
happened ask him what he did for a liv-
j T am interested in people and life,
you Be68.

o e

"] am a wushroow faxmer," he said.
I replied politely that it must be an

—-Henry Dopewood Fanfellow (1891-1975)

heard, all the ocanals on Mar atad
heavy-water and no pump wi slggttgu?" He
glghed, twirling the v_vgiakey in his claas.
I wes nearly af my wit's end until, uite
by accident, I hit upon the_present simple
scheme. I used to-—and still do--get a
lot of Maitian visitors and, in keéping
with Marbian custom, they iavariably spead
the night with me. Since they like a dark

n Mars,” he & | tick 'em 1a the ecllax
2 e ~\ \ \ with the 03 .
by o stastionns ™ HOW TO GROW ey Paaecndto vawd
£y °  my old Ema.a :u%n {;’ie“d
During the ort staying with
long loud we, and ne asked
gilence which = = s meflf I had some-
i FrOONE My rnm
g H -~ aa al
TouEs ! RN '\‘_’/} at that timeo&”als

sqits of queer

NAYES
ideas flooded i

+hrough wind, like aski
him %ﬁe %Ynme of’the next

rocket, or whethcr one saved O J\' ./\A Jf_\ ‘]'}' »f;

mongy by buying a_return

tiocket. Instoad I heard

m%/soli.‘ se.ir‘in% in a perfeotly normol tonc
of voice thot it must be qultec diffioult
1o grow mushrooms on o dry planct like
Mars.

"I+ is," he said gloomily. "Espocially
gincc I have run out of back copies of
AMAZ ING.

I decided, sinee AMAZING is my favour—
itc mag, to 1%01'6 this last romark, and
merely contented myself by adding that
the canals must come in bandy.

He looked at wme gueerly. '"Way natwr-
ally." he replied sba.rgly, but it's get-
tlﬁ).% ;‘bhe water out of them that's diffi-
cult.

I murmered thot back issues of AMAZING
didn't seem to be much anawer to the
problem.

"Well." he seid geriously, "alwmost any
soience—fiction mog will do, but AMAZING
is the most suitable. "You see it takes
o lot to make a Martinn ory; +they aren't
o very emotional race, s you kgiow."

I replied rather faintly that would he
like another drink end yes I knew that
from reading Bradbury.

"Phankyou, & whisky,? he angwered
gravely. "I don't ses what a railway
fuide nas to do with it, but you are
probably familiar with the expression,
TIt's enough to moke a Martisn oxy'."

At this point he paused to toast my :
heclth ond order another round. "Well,”
ho continued, "My aflace is right along-
side the main canal but, as you miLy have

* Tnever's OMPAzine

an old copy of

: AUAZING I was
using ag a doorstop, so I gave
it 40 him.' He peused and look-
ed me in the eye, '"When I went
gngzalnto_-%he oefll&l = the next
; ¢ g, 1t wes floode
was still or Tike a bake. OThg figthianaort
oarry a lot of water around inside them,
X’?.ugo ow, and when thoy cry they really let

~ He_drained his glass with a flouri
g;ggﬁstle& %kl;xe barmax {j;‘m aﬁilaat the g‘ou;crlggme o
se e opinion t £
mag should be ez%ough. S e e

"Trouble is the blighters ax
CapEs TEBD e ghters are fond of

I looked puzzled.

"They eat 'em," ho said, notiocing my
bewildered gxpreésj_on. "Ijhggglgul%aﬁs
supply of AMAZING,” he indicated t
bundle on the floor at his fset, "Can you
suggest any other mags that would be
anough to make a Martian cry 7

I paid I could and wentioned s
the fanmags I have iead. B NeneRol

He nodded. "Thanks." he said icking
rp his bundle of mags a tu.mg'.né %omgo.
By the way," he paused in the doorway, "I
forgot to ask you what you do for a living.®

I replied that I grow vegetables on
Vanus, but the troubls right n
bad r\’m out ¢f b;ok isstlelg of (S)w%? Loy

"I understand and sywpathise," h i
gravely, dissappear:ingb iz}-;%o the’higgt?eplmd

bod t any bacx oopi £ SLANT
ey R O o Rt

( (Unfortunately the wardex
S T Bont s s o apme DefioRe
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He shook his head from side to side in an attewpt to




tools die heroes

by A. 9%oche

The telepaths had a horrible fear of |
dying - and Hanson had lived with death !

The lights overhead shone brilliantly down upon his upturned
face, searing his eyeballs and setting his dulled, fatigued mind
throbbing nauseatingly. He shook his head from side to side in an
attempt to lessen the effects of the burning rays, and strained his
body hopelessly against the straps holding him securec 1o an operat-
ing table. Finally he sank back, exhausted, as the door to hls cell
opened, and listened to the sound of approaching footsteps.

God, not again, not another session, he thought. Didn't they ever
get tired ?

"No," the thought formed within his mind, "we can't afford to when
danger threatens."

7T thought you were convinced I did not represent danger ™m

"We are not convinced either way - yet. It will, I'm sure, com-
fort you to know that this is your last interrogation before you are
dispatched via the demolition chamber.,"

"Not comforting, relieving though," he returned mentally, wearily.
"Anything's better than this hell. Can't you tone down that light a
bit ? I can't think straight."

The sensation of brilliance cased, bringing relief. He sald men-
tally ¢ '"Why waste your time searching for something that doesn't
seem to be there "

"What we expect to learn may not be known to you consciously.
Your name ?"

For the fourth time he answered : "Mark Hanran." And for the
fourth time the agonising mental probes played about his mind, exam-
ining his thoughts, seaching for a spark which they could flare into
the light of hidden knowledge SO desperately desired.

myhy did you wish to gnin entry into the fort "

"To deliver nn ultimatum to the Controller."

mand the context of which.i....?"

"You know ~lready. Tither this fort is surrendered to us, or it
will be destroyed."

"and the method of destruction 2"
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"I don't know." He squirmed and shuddered in agony as the merci-
less probes attempted to verify the accuracy of that answer. Then :

"You killed two agents, then surrendered, Why ?"

"Their deaths were necessary to gain notoriety in the eyes of the
Ruling Council. The reason for my subsequent surrender would then
appear important enough to grant me an interview within the fort,!

"So for the purpose of being taken seriously by the Council, you
killed two agents and surrendered. Yet you cannot supply us with an
adequate reason for such foolish suicidal actions.!

"I bear a message for the Cantroller, or leader, or whoever he is.
It may not be adequate in your eyes, but I can't go beyond that.™

"We know that you did not intend the message to be taken serious-
ly. It served to get you inside the fort. You're in - what next |

"You're the telepaths; you tell me."

"Before your entry you were examined under the scanner. You have
no false limbs, or contagious diseases. Your original clothing and
effects have been destroyed, whioch rules out the possibility of hid-
den bombs, though it would take an atomic bomb to destroy this vast
fort - or rather the contents of it, since the forcescreen is indes-
tructable. You are neither mentally nor physically dangerous to us,
yet you entered the fort with the frim belief that such an entry
would result in our destruction. But you yourself do not know how
this is to be accomplished ; you have nothing but your leader's
assurance that it will be so."

"You don't think they'd draw up blueprints with telepaths kicking
around do you ? Why not just throw me out if you're convinced I'm
harmless ?"

"We aren't convinced either way yet - as I informed yvou earlier.
You may know something subconsciously."

'"Then why not interrogate me beyond the fort 2V

"It's too late for that. Things have happened outside since your
arrival, and we cannot leave the Ffort. Besides, the plot depends
upon your presence within the fort, somethin% you may witness, some
little sound, or, most likely, the Controller's face. Since you bear
a message intended for him, coming face to face may release know-
ledge of’ the plot, but - ¢

"But you're afraid of the consequences, even though I'm unarmed,
dying from cancer, thanks to the abolishment of all medical centers.
A helpless, incompetent wreck, yet...." He laughed.

"You are conscious of coming death, yet you find this amusing. I
can't understand your levity..." :

"Can't you ? Look again. If you don't kill me, cancer will. Me,
a diseased nonentity, driving best mutant brains to distraction, and
all because of a little something that doesn't seem to be there. el
consider that very funny ; but then you wouldn't know arything about
that, not being human." PRy

He licked his parched lips and turned his head to one side. His
eyes had begun to smart again from the decreased but ever consistent
light-beams. The light-beams were there merely to keep his eyes
closed, +to forbid his gaze wandering about, occupying his mind with
trivial; but, to the mutant telepaths, thought-disrupting details.
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The darkness helped to generate mental activity, brought it forth
like evidence from a dank tomb to be scraped and examined, and eval-
aated against meagre suspicions.

His left eye had begun to itch ;3 he squeezed the eyelid tightly
against the ball. He ceased at a command from the other who thought
he was trying to hide his +thoughts by concentrating upon another
‘subject. Instead hanran thought : "You did not show offence at the
implication of your non-humanity. I thought that was a sore point
with you people ?"

"A show of raging emotions before facts denotes a weak, mentally
defective being, 1like you humans. To us, you are nothlng but emo-
tion wrapped up in flesh ; a failing, but to you, of course, a mark
of humanity. Suppose I had remarked instead that I was mutant, youkre
not, would you have felt insulted ? Of course not. I was born a
mutant, so therefore I cannot envy you your humanity, particularly
since we consider emotion a failing. Your emotion towards us is one
of hatred which is understandable considering our slow extermination
of your breed ; yet you would not label yourself mutant to save your
1life. To us, hatred is not an emotional failure, but a2 necessary
instinet equal to that of survival." 3

"Well, they say ignorance is bliss,."

"Not in the long run. I'm as ignorant as you of the planned me-
thod of destruction, Does 1t make you feel any happier 2"

"It's comforting. What I don't know will hurt you, if you'll
pardon the pun. It's good to know you can at least experience frus-
tration ; small reward for a breed that fostered and took care of
you, a breed you hope to destroy."

"Must I point out that man's present predicament is of his own
making ? He proved his inability to rule the earth without convert-
ing inhabited chunks of it to energy. We are the result of one of
his mistakes ; a new race, creations of an unsettled age and raging
emotions. Then, 1like a child fears the dark, you feared us. Our
form inspired supernatural nonsense ot devouring monsters, demons
out of a mythical hell, bent on the dammation and dissolution of
miserable souls. Those of us who weren't killed were sent to a
guarded, isolated island to die away. A hellish, torturous, desolate
existence for us simply because of your great fear of the unknown,
your conditioning from birth to fear and destroy any unknown thing
that didn't walk on two or four legs or resemble anything you call
earth normal. We appeared evil, so therefore, you assumed, we were
evil. Warped reasoning which is, incidentally, the c¢causo of
your downfall,'

"You're forgetting a mutant's instinctive hatred for humanity,"
Hanran = thought, "and it was you who perpetrated the slaughter that
was to follow, Our mistake lay in letting you remain alive, giving
you a chance to filter disguised into every important walk of life.
Our humanitarian instincts blinded us to all else. We should have
exterminated every damn one of you, right down to the last suckling
monster," :

"Exactly the attitude we telepaths discovered in many. We knew
the hatred you felt for anything dangerously unnormal, and sensig
what your psychopathical fears would lead to, we prepared for the
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fight fer survival. ‘ S

"Our so-called underhand activities were due to our ineredibly
diminished numbers and not, as most humans believe, to cowardice and
savagery. It took many years of sweat and preparation to acHeive
control of human life, And now, with an impregnable screen+to pro-
toct ue, plans for the total annihiliation of that 1life are nearing
completion,  All 1ife beyond the fort, from the birds to the lowest
vorm, will be destroyed."

“Yes," answered Hanran's sudden questioning thought, "even those
of uvs bevond the fort. You see, ‘there are too many varied mutant
forms ‘existing at present for safety. One will repulse another.
There will be Jedlousy, hate, fear, all the ingredients necessary for
a bloody holocaust when they have killed the last human and are
locking around for further targets."
 "You see, we plan ahead, logically, intelligently. We gathered
the best brains of alike or nearly alike, forms, wrapped this screen
around them and breathed frecer. If we breed carefully, selectively,
our future is assured.,"

"You make it sound so cut and dried." Hanran shifted and tried
not to think of his nagging left eye. "They say plans are made to
be broken.,"

"Iluman plans, perhaps. What have we to Rz e e The thoughts
breke off, and Hanran smiled.

"Iy superiors went to a hell of a lot of trouble to get me here,
evenl arrarged the murder of those two mutants. And they didn't in-
terd T should commit suieide for laughs while you go crazy trying to
figure out what it's all about.

"Of course, you could kill me now, or drop me in the Atlantic
cafely out o harm's way. But as you say, you can't leave the fort,
and you're afrald to kill me here... Why can't you leave the forte!

"There are several thousand armed humans in the forest, completly
surrounding the screen. They even have fliers circling about. At
the faintest sign of a break in the screen, they'll be ready to b
a dozen atomic bombs ineide. Our agents beyond cannot help us, -or
rather - help themselves ; we're safe enough in here." The thoughis
faded, and as Hanran waited for him to continue, he was aware of a
vague, long slumbering memory nagging insistently against the shores
of his conscious mond. He felt it was important that he should rem-
ember ; yet he was afraid to remember with a telepath present.

"Perhaps," continued the telepath, "words with the Leader may re-
lease something. There's nothing more I or any other telepath can
do. I'11 see if he's willing.' ' i

A door creaked open, and slammed, and he was alone with his
thoughts -- and the vague memory. %

Was it all a vast hoax, he wondered, An attempt to bamboozle mt-
ant minds for a few short hours, to prove man's unwillingness to die
impaseively by the hand of a hated enemy, however overwhelming the
odds were ?

Then he thought of the great underground cavern wherein the besi
human minds had hidden to plan and carry out activities of nuisance
value. These activities had been strenuous and hurried, for it had
been considered only a matter of time before mutant scanner beams
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routed them out to face blasters. They had sensed the end was near,
and prepared for the final effort.

d _on from' within-§ « that.had been
pro$%% gﬁ{§ tggu%%l ? de%gr%%%g le %% a_destructive élement was like

walking to the moon. Many said it couldn't be done, but the scien-
tists %ut their heads together and announced that they had a plan
worth & workout. They refused to explain it, and instead called for
a  volunteer, Hanran had  offered himself with the others, and he,
like all the rest, had been subjected to a thorough physical and

: ination th h hypnosis. He ha een gelected, and th
fs8tas Sxamination through hyppogis capabiiitice, Ehocorofe SR, dovy

told him what they were. He wondered about that, He had average
intelligence, and a ravaged body, but so had many of the otherswho
had volunteered.

Capable ? Incapable was more like it. Had he, then, been chosen
because of his incapabilities ? And were these, In a sense, to be
regarded as cgpabilities ? Al1l right then, what were his failings?
He had gone over them all -- "all,T he mused offhandedly, "except- "

shocked as memory flooded and enlightened his mind, "-- except the
eye !

Emotion shuddered his body as he experienced the delightful

eestacy of knowledge. '"Of course," he thought wonderingly, "that's
it. Why didn't I realise it before."

And the answer was simple. When one has been wearing a useless
synthetic eye for forty years, knowledge and awareness of it recedes
into the dimmest region of the memory cells. And when it had not
been commented wupon by others, and when it need not be changed or
made aware of through ili-fitting, it becomes merely a subconscious
remembrance, And it will remain as such unless a circumstance;of
pain or some occurrence to the eye forces the memory of its synthet-
icity to return.

He had lost the original at the age of three, and with a perfect,
faultless replacement expanding to suit the socket as he aged,
coupled with forty years of unspoilt vision, how could he become
aware of it ? -- Particularly when the mind does not desire a rear~
rent memory of inferiority.

His superiors obviosuly had learned of it during hypnotic inter-
rogation, and had, unknown to him, tampered with it and replaced it
in such a manner that it would act up; to 1tch and nag, forcing him
to remember, "But what," he though after a while, "could such a
small object accomplish 2 Certainly not explosive matter. Germs, most
likely. Thought of his own diseased body would supply the clue to
its purpose, A deadly virus which, once released, would spread in-
credibly fast, accompliching its purpose within minutes, and that,
he thought, could be none other than the terrifying Organic Plague -
sg called because it attacked and destroyed the body within ten min-
u eS.

Death held no terrors for him ; he had lived with it and recon-
ciled himsself to it fer the past ten years., Rather he experienced
a vague sense of relief intermingled with pride. Pride because he was
one of a race to whom the word impossible existed only to be proved
otherwise; a race too unbowing and aggressive to give up the ghost,
admitting defeat only when it lay cold and very dead in its grave.
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Somehow he had to keep the knowledge of the eye hidden from the
telepaths until his hands were loosed. A rhyme, +that was it, per-
sistent reccurrent verses to confuse the telepaths. There was one he
had learned as a child, a silly child's pratile still going strong
in the young minds of today. '

He lay there, running over the lines mentally, until they played
around his consciousnegs like a never-ending record - an effectiv e
automatic mind-screen.

There was the noisy opening of the cell door ;- @ scuffle of feet
and the sensation of brilliance from overhead ceased., He opened his
eyes and, blinking against the soft rays of a normal fluoroscepe
illumination, regarded with curiosity the mutant who was engaged in
unbuckling the straps holding his body firmly to the table. Its body
was thin and the colour of putly, 1its face was a sallow oval with
long  retractable eye-stalks and an extended sucker serving for a
mouth., Boneless, ten~-digit tentacles protuding from either side of
the body swiftly completed their work, and the mutant stepped back,

"Your last walk before demolition - make the most of it,"

Hanran swung his feet to the floor and followed the other on
shaky legs out into g passage.

"....knicking, knocking, roundabout,.."

"Youve decided then.....No more interrogation 2"

"Other than a brief word with the Leader - no, He is convinced ikt
is nothing more than an attempt to send us all into g panic, Indeed
it appears he is correct.,"

"....Knocking all the mutants O a0 o '

The passage stretched long and dismal, despite the bright illumi-
nation; grey walls marred by dull metal doors heightened the effect.
Chilled, Hanran fell into step behind the mutant, and two near-hum-
an guards followed him, '

"What's that in your ming ? Something about mutants ? Patriotic
fool to the end. Fools end up dead heroes and much good it is to
them, Still, I'm curious. Why risk a rewardless death and go to it
with that silly rhyme in mind 2 Don't you fear .the nothingness that
is death on

"Most of us are too egotistic to believe death to be the ultimate
end- ofxam individual," Hanran said aloud, helping to confuse the
telepath still further, "but merely a transition to a higher spirit
ual plane, Me, T don't know either way; I've lived too long with
death to fear it. Most important, though, I'm of the race of man --
man j; the unique animal, master of the earth and soon to make his bid
for mastery of the stars. A fine rpoud race searching for the means.
ing behind creation, Freedom~lovers who'd die fighting rather than
submit to the tyrannous mutant rule, Their future depends on me and
I gladly give my 1life for that future."

"Exactly the attitude I expected from one of a race of emotional,
immature weaklings., You call fear of death - fear of going int o
battle, fear of facing death-dealing situations - Cowardice, We call
it common sense." The telepathic thoughts were vehement, "A human,
who would show contempt for the cowardice of g fellow human who pre-
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fers to seek safety at times of danger is a mentally defective being
who doesn't wunderstand the value of life or the significance of
death 3 who rather is more concerned with living up to false ideals.
Life is precious and should at all costs, bemaintained ; can you
not understand, then, our eagerness to destroy a race whose bestial
Instinets threaten not only their own existence, but also that of
ours?"

"...Knicking, knocking all until..."

"I know," said Hanran softly, '"that those sentiments of yours are
those of a race in ar advanced stage of stagnation, Your fear of
death blinds you to the joys and advantages of real life. Pit your
wits and muscles against the elements - experience the aches and re-
wards of life, Danger is the spice of life, and you mutants are too
busy looking after your own miserable hides to see that the pleasure
you have denied yourselves will be completely lost. And a race who
have tired of merely trying to stay alive will die for want of a
laugh."

"Ridiculous," thought the telepath as they reached the end of the
passage. "There's an old saying of yours which goes : He that laughs
last laughs the longest. We shall kill all but one human, and that
one human shall be constantly subjected to torture, and we shaidy: T
can assure you, laugh long and loud,

Hanran smiled grimly as the telepath made to open a door set into
“ the wall, The last line of the rhyme began in his mind and he mur-
mured softly, repeatedly : '"Dead, dead, they all lie still,"

He followed the telepath into a large, high-ceilinged laboratory
bustling with mutants attending machinery. A circular metal door to
his right led to the demolition chamber, and before it stood a group
of varied forms. One in particular stoof out from the rest, a large
incredibly heavy-looking figure with wide, grim features, piercing
bulbous eyes and a commanding personality.

"So this is the fool," he snorted contemptuously. "A true human,
weak and sickly." He raised a cigar to his mouth and puffed huried-
1y, nervously, as he stared half-expectantly at him,

. Hanran ignored him, staring instead through the tall laboratory
window to where the forest spread away beyond the curved screen of
force, Fresh and green and very beautiful was the forest and he
longed to walk between the friendly trees; to.lie full length on the
crisp grass and feel the warm rays of the sun upon his upturned face.
Suddenly he was afraid. Death - the unknown - was so permanent, so
mind-numblingly final, yet here he was dying for a cause which short-
1y, would no longer interest him. He fought down the fear and turn-
@d listlessly as the mutant with the cigar expelled breath heavily
1n preparation for speech. : '

"Well - nothing happens, yet we wait here like fools, Didn'tyou
learn anything further from his mind 2"

"No, sir," said the telepath who had arrived with Hagmears; =i
keeps repeating a silly rhyme in his mind and I can't get through,"

"Well, there are four of you. If you can't learn anything now,
into the chamber with him."

"Wait," said Hanran, and moved away from the group. He smiled --
a leer on a disfigured face - and dropped the eye to the floor .
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It ground to dust beneath his heel. J J

There was a heavy silence, and slowly, fearfully, the telepaths
reachdad into his mind and learned the truth. They staggered back and
began to babble hysterically at the Leader.

"Fools !"" he screamed. "What's this? Plague ? Impossible do you
hear ?" He shrank back, his features a ghastly hue. "No, no," he
whispered, terrortstricken, "it's a lie--"

"Ten minutes !" one of the telepaths screamed, "Ten minutes to
live !" He suddenly rushed from the room and his action released the
entire gathering from a shocked paralysis. With the exception of the
Leader - who was too petrified to move - and Hanran, They stampeded
for the door, a shouting, milling pack desperate to put as much dis-
tance as possible between them and the deadly room.

"Five minutes,"  said Hanran softly after a while, "there's no
escape for anybody within the fort. Five minutes and the rotting
flesh will drop from your body."

The Leader's mind had finally realised that death, the feared
abyss, was very near. Fear clouded his vision and unsettled his
mind, and he stood there as the fires of insanity threatened to en-
gulf his reasoning powers and send him into maniacal fits.

A great swelling human roar rose up from the outside, and Hanran
moved to the window,

The screen was down, and panic-stricken mutants were racing out
into the forest - to meet death from the weapons of vengeful humanity
streaming out in thousands from the forest, - yelling and triumphant
as they butchered everything in their path.

Hanran shouted and waved Joyously towards them ;3 wuntil suddenly
sickening1y2 he thought : "But the plague - it will spread now that
the screen is down,.,..."

There was the sound of running footsteps and a telepath came in.

He skidded to a halt =nd wiped his sweat-soaked face. "Leader, the
fools have let the screen down to escape," he panted, "but there is
no plague ! I learned that from the human minds below -~ it's all a
(el R

The Leader looked stupidly at him. His mind was going, and that
added shock served to unbalance him c¢ompletely

"Fear," Hanran . thought, wondering, '"their great fear of death
drove them to their deaths.," He truned suddenly. The Leader had
drawvn a blaster and fired at the telepath, who was now a smoking
rudh, Hanran turned to escape through the window, but the Leader
leaped and his muscular, mountainous bulk desoended upon him and he
collapsed under the weight, bruised and dazed. He struck out blind-
ly at those insane features, and the other's maniacal laughter
screamed into his face, while iron fingers clamped around his* neck
and squeezed hard. Long afier Hanran was dead the Leader lay strad-
dled across his still form, his fingers still gripping the throat and
his voice still screaming s "Laugh now, damn you ! Laugh, you dead
fool ! Hero, are you ? Much good it will do you - dead! Laugh, do
you hear Jdeecocoocs "

And he was still Jlaughing as human blasters thundered him into
oblivion.

The =nd.



Revond the meagre bits in Derleth's
%?%% MRMOIR ond "Addenda to HPL: A MEI-

(this latter in SOMBIHING ABOUT CATS) ,
there is obtalnable no more information
on Loveoraft's interest and writing anemt
astronomy. This is regretable, as sudh
Tnformation would help to_reveal the flesh
24 blood personality of Loveoreft which
hithertofor has been mostly an untrue
omplification of him (by Winfield T,.Scott
for one as "his ow: most fantastic
oreation", depicting Loveszaft as a
pallid, scholarly nécrologist.

Such erronious oharacter-sketches 1
hooe to disprove—-Gs in the present arti-
ole—with biographic minatures of bLove-
craft A priowr artiole of pine, "An
Early Poxtzeit of Loveoraft” , embodied
actual quotations of Lovesrail himself
besides similar quotations of friends
coagserning him: such were new data
waknow. to Derleth, Scott and all other
Lovecraft essayists. This articlo
evidenced his humen gualities.

As to orticles anent HPL's agtwonomic
interest, there exists oaly Dr. Duvid h.
Keller's admirable but all too short |
"Loveeraft's Astronomicol Notebook, ' i
‘the October 1949 issue of Zorm's LOVI-
CRAFT COLLECTOR. Unfortunately this
printing wes limited in copies, and
should be reprinted in some widely known
fommine. Dz. Keller's crtiele was wostly
of quotatioas from Lovesvaft's astronowlo
notesook, among vhioh was a quasi-Fortead

benomena observed——a halo around the moon.
’Fhe impregsion left upon me frem such of
Loveeraft' s notes wes thot he lecrned
agtronomy as he wrote about 1t, both In
that notebook and his astronomical airti-
cles for various NeWSOAPEIS.

Meny of Lovesraft's astronowioal
articles in newspapers like the PROVI-.
IENCE JOURNAL oould not ke printed eatire
as they would pall even onl ail ardent HPL
fan, being but close copieg of sehoo.
agtronomy texts and ooushed in & sSUrpris-
ingly restrained, coaservative tone. And

oJ ""\)
woisad
this is awazing when one considers Love-
oraft's fertile imegination o +the ene
hand ead the colorful possibilities of
astronomic objects en the other. How to
explain such & ourious, imhibited atti-
tude towerds such material is puzzaling.
The only idez 1 cen advance is thai
Loveoraft had not sompletely unfettered
himself fvom an old-fashioned eonseiva-
tisw. There is seme basis foo this con-
clusion whon one consideis his adheiince
to stucied 18th century memnerisms in his
e@rl{ifgetry, and his antipathy to
simplified spelling, ond other contzo-
versiel subjects duving his ecxly mannood.
Despite such beliefs of his, occasional
revesling fleshes sre to be found amidst
dry, rui—of—the-mill astronowlcal facts
all too femiliax to grammay school stu-
dents. Sueh little gems or "fragments
imagae’ I fownd in the series "My stoerles
of The Heevens" which he serially wrote
for the ASHEVILLE GAZET TE-1GWS from
Feb 16th 1915 to ey 17th 1915.

His attitude towards astvology is con-
tained in Part I, "Tae Sky eac %%s Con-
ternts,” Feb 1€th 1916, by this sentence:

" .. Tt is boped that this series may
help in a swall way to diffuse a lmnow-
ledge of the heavens among the readers of
the GAZETTE-NEWS, to destmoy in theis
pinds the perniclous and coateaptible
superstition of judical astwoloiy...”

Scientific curiousity might explain
gowe of his intewrest, but the following
long quotation proves his parcmount rea-
son was the viewing of those mysigwious,
awsowe woide, suns and nebulae of
infinite, tranquil space, anu -- but HEL
can best put it himself:

Part XII "The Constellations", April
27+h—- "The exquisite and enduring plea-
sure engendered ﬁ)y a fapiliar lnow ﬁgge
of the stars and congtellations is beyond
the power of mo:tals to describe. The
friendly face of the heavens has swmiled
down upon “the eavth in all ages, cheering
the people and iaspiring the poets of
overy ruce sinoc the daws of auman life.
In no other manner can we obtain an
oqual degree of sywpathetioc kKinship to
the nen of other Ads and othe:r tlwes,
than by establishing an intimacy with
these pictured gods and heroes of tae siy,
the etérnal and unchangiig companiois of
all meniind, aacient aid Doderh allice.

To him who knows the constellations, each
gseason biings expected and beloved acgu-

“aintences.

tWith the spring ocoues the bright
Arcturus_above the northeastern bills,
whilst Altair as surely leacds on the
summer., In the autunn wajestic IFersaas
creets us femilarly from the north. and
The knndlg Fomalhaut frowm the south.
The frigid hovrors of the nowrthern wiatex
ave alleviated by the splendid beewms of
Taurus, Ovion and the Dogs, besides a
whole gorgeous host of starry friends



