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Editor and publisher, Lilith Lorraine; Aocoscliates; Stanton A4.Coblentz

and Evelyn Thorne. 3Sponsored by Avalon World Arts Academy, Rogzers, |
Arkansag, $1.,00 per vear, (foupr copies), 30 cents per copy.

Prophetlc Poetry 1s not an escape but a challenze, not 2 day-dream

tut a tlue=print, not a Swan-song for an old world but the Dawn-song

for hhd new. A

THIZ EDITORIAL is zoing to te short and sweet, Thort Pecauss we receive
ed so nmuch zood poetry that we need epace .for 1%, and sweet because the
hundreds of gonaratulatory letters which we received after our first
issue came out has saturated our disposition with sugar which many of
our friends will consider an improvément. We want above all to ex-
pregs our apnreclotlopn for the fine friendly letters from the fan fleld
the pro fleld and the general readers outeide of these Tields whom ve
have previously contacted throuch our ten years of publishing.

We also want to thank the authors, especially the. poets in the science~ ,
fictlon fleld, who have teen so very cooperative in accepting our sug-
zestiong for bringing their work up to our standarde when for some

mlnor reason or reasons, it feiled to meet our needs. To be able to

accept constructive eriticism and make good usec of 1t, denotes a high
degree of professional awarenesgs. . It-also confirms our own Jud oment

that in extendinz thesBbpd. of our publishing activitles to the science
flction fleld of poetry, we have added 3 large numter of progressive

poete whose work we shall te happy t& promote in many markets during

the comins years.

To the many editors who have so enthusiastically co~operated with us,
we exnoress our sincere thanks. We shall return that co~oneration in
many ways noseslble to us ecause of the numerove ramificstions of our
litersry sctivities, for scain we re-iterate,"Competition is the law
for the survival of the teast, tut cooperation is the lzw for the
survival of humenity." And ve have reason to helieve that most ed-
itors 2re human.

In cloging we would remind you that we are not limitinge our accentances
to any gpecific type or style of fantagy or scilence-fictlon poetry. We
agk only that it be written according to the best poetic craftsmanship,
(and ve are willinz to help you acquire it), that it avoid preaching,
morallzing, triteness, dullness and okscurity, and that it exemplify
originality, daring,universality, beauty of imecery, and tolerance,

and thet prefersbly it tell a story. Our limit is now 34 lines.

If you need 2 7ood course in modern poetry that will enakle you to
place your work in the hetter markets, write us about ours. The
inetruction and marketine advice is free to all Avalon members and
gubseribers to our official magazine who avail themselves of the tuwo
text Tooks,and throush this course wehave 2iven new markets to several
hundred poets who otherwise vwould have attained no wide recognition,

Pleage tell your poet-friends akrout us and give ve their addrcases.
AT you 1like ug ask your friends to sukgcrive, for the sooney .we build
up our guks. the sooner we o into print. CHALLENGLY YOURZ

. LILITH LORRAINE
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THE LIGHT DEVOURER

GALACTIC GALIVANTINGS
Dariell Dunay

Dariell Dunay has done it again. On so many of the planets photogzraphy
was elther Impractical or impossible, therefore Dariell, who is quite
gkilled with a pencil, held with his thirty-fifth tentacle, has done
a8 gerles of sketches of the incredible wonders he hae enszountered in
hie adventurous life. Here are monsgiers chat defy descriuvtion, loat
worlds, eétrange dooms and the dainty creatures of the asteroids. You
willl shudder and gasp and laugh gt these pictures and your CEALLENGE
editor Is sure that you will find here materisl for 2 thousand poecms.
The Plutonian Press has reproduced these sketches, seventeen in all
in a mimeog»aphed tooklet, size 5% by 81 irchag, which 1% cffers for
gale to this planet through Avalon iis terrestrisl agents. For one
year bPeginninz with the next isgue, CHALLENGE will publish and award
a8 31400 prize for the best poem titled after one of thesze pictures.
Not only pocts will want thig booklet; there 1ls material here for
many a sclence fictior yarn also. The shove picture is one of the:17.
and whet a tale Dsriell told zbout it. Perhaps you can tell 2 btetter.

Order from DIFFEREKT,Rogers, Ark. Price 50 cents.



Lilllian H. Roberts
ARIAGEDDON

Are they asleep in Agharti? Does even the great King sleep?

Do they dream whlle we cry for the succor that nothing mortal can
bring?

Have they ylelded themselves to the lulling wave of the somnolent deep

That rolle.over the roof of the city, the home of the world's last
King?

Jurely they hear in Agharti - - they are walting their mighty allies -~

To areet with & ghout the Titans, the Elder Gods from afar,

Who willl flssh to the aid of the undone earth, grown evilly over-wige;

They wlll come on the wings of the Atom from their home on the far-
thest star.

They will come once more - they have promised - to war for our per-
1led souls
With the obscene legions of Evil who have tangled our feet in lies;
Unleashing their weapons of Primal Force as the battle surges and rolls,
And Man fights at last for this birthright,the limitless scops of the
skles.

Earle Franklin Baker
1310 North MeCann 3t.
tokoma, Ind.
LIFT UP YOUR EYES

2eek not her star within the tomt,

Nor seek the day within the night;

Lift up your eyes . Behold her light
Abtove Earth'e darkening mist and gloom.
Lift up your eyes toward the atars,
Above the clouds our senses know,

Let chainless earthmen come or g0
Beyond the pall of terror's bars.

Zeek t11l1 you hear the whidpering surge
As great ships stem the tides of 8pace,
And watch her symtol blend and merge
With dreams that time cannot efface.
Lift up your eyes ! The dawning ray

Of Truth disperses error's night,

And man-- star-reaching, gains the light

Of Peace -- sublime, eternal day.

NOTE: Thie is the winninz poem over many entries in the CHALLENGE
cover conteet for which a $3.00 cash prize was offered for the becst
intervretstion of our cover which wag designed by Rslph Rayburn
Phlllipe. The jJudge,a famous science-fiction author and a nation-
ally known poet wished to remain anonymous .

IMPORTANT: A ;1.00 cash prize will be given in each issue for

the poem which receives the greatest number of reader votes.

BUT votes must be in within ten days after you receive CHALLENGE.
Write yourcholce naming both author and poem on a s8lip of paper
geparate from all other correspondence. EVERYBODY VOTZ AND TELL WHY,




Mertha Lavinie Hunter

Igabelle

Lillian

Michael

DREAM CITY

My soul soared starward in a mystic dream

And sped through stellar pathways into gpace,
Where onward guided by a golden gleamn,

It resched a cilty of transcendent grace;

The mad earth whirled 1n chaos on its way,

4 star within the boundless firmament

Whose light was dimmed by mankind's carnal clay
That falled to see creation's vast intent.

That clty walled with light was beauty's goal

It lured the poet's soul away from earth,

To write their names with stars upon the scroll
Within the realm of their immortal biren.

Upon that star of white celestisl fire

There blazed a shrine for all that dreams desire.

Cox

THE GHOST3 HAVE FORGOTTEN

High In thelr turrets the golden moon ones
Remember the fabulous dream,

And weeping white tesars through the cosmic aeons,
Remember the day of the last holocaust

Remember the dream and remember the cost.

Under the arches that hide blood and bone,
The ghoists have forgotten the dream,

And hearing not, seeing not, huddle alone,
Forgetting the godmen who perished at birth,

Forgetting the dream that escaped from the earth.

H. Roberts
THE ROVER

When on some distant star man finds rebirth,
And dreams beneath its alien skies at even,
I wonder - will he long for fabled earth

As now hls homesick spirit longs for heaven?

De Angells

EPITAPH FOR A POET
( To Samuel Loveman)

To him the far-flung stars

Best down in Tlaming ecstasy,
And made the vinous orb of Mars
4 paean to eternity.

Know then, that in the final dark
His distant soul's ethereal spark
Shall kindle for the gods to mark,
His Pyrp - Immortality!



Evelyn Thorne

FROZEI STAR

Tamoran, lorc of the ice-~btlue star

Jits trarced on his chilly throne:

Arout him the citv lies carven ard vhite
And the people 1llke pillars of gtone
3tand frozen in a wizard svnell

Pale and lovely as agsnhodel.

For centuries no ore hag 1ifted a hand,
No little treeze has stirred the folds
Of a shimmering zarment, not one leafl
Has spireled downward, the city holds
Jilence, immokile, unkroken and tall

ds the city walls ars impregnable.

For long ago Tamoran had said,

Now we are perfect, let no one sing
Another new song, let no poet write
Another line, all imagining

Is forbidden lest we gease to be
Perfect.essthls do I decree.

3o all 1life froze or the lece-blue star;

It walts for gsome rebel to break the spell

With & new thouzht sharp as a scimitar

Or a gong that will clang like a new Yronze bell.

Rotert J« Kelly

Dariell Dunay

APPARITION
Blaeck velvet
eternal deérkness
far away
pinpoints of luminosity:
Jet zauze hefore an orb of light
a rent
in the ruaze
it closes
a streak of incandescence
moves
g8lowly throuzh the velvet;
man
towards the stars %
a rent in the gauze
it closes
Plack velvet
(tlacker for the knowledze of licht)
eternal darkness.

SAIE A3 ABOVE IN RHVIE

Night
Flizht
Lizht
Nicht.



Emili A,

Hugh J. 3mith

MARTIAN ODYSSEY

We steered our airy argosies through space
Full speed ahead; we marked the space-jets roar,
Snarling like lions, as the rockets tore
Straight toward Terra. We had won the race
With fate or death; at last the new world lay
Supine below us - the green earth was ours
To make or mar., We built our shining towers
High against heaven; we were here to stay
And found an empire...

Little did we know
Of Terra's fickleness, the quaking earth
Toppled our turrets - then in cruel mirth
The sea roared in - we knew that we must go.

With bitter courage, born of deep despair,
We hurled our foundering rockets through the air,

11

Tending our camp fires by the canal side
At dusk we listen while our elders tell
Of how we once fared forth, and what befell
Our strong intrepid men; Yea, how they died
Fleeing from treacherous Terra. Yet, they say
That two werc left to found a mighty clan
That still does rule the earth - one perfect man
Of our kind and his mate -

When the chill day
Of Mars has ended, and each silver moon
Speeds through the tenuous air, we mark the tales
Of elder sages, whilec pondering on how soon
Our earth~born kin will take the space-wide trails;

Guided by memory, dcathless as the stars -
Steering from Terra back to ancient Mars.

HARTIAN LAID3CAPE

First dawn 1s small on laras,
The day when it comes 1s quick,
The hills are low and neat and sharp, -

Red sand black, sky cold,

Along the wide green dry canal,

The gand is dry, no water,

No green tut dry green,

Dust always the skeletor of a world.

And crying to the stars the worn~out dream
Alone in the old desert,

The tired towered cities

On the curved flatness in the cold.



Stanton A. Coblentz
THE LO3T WORLD

The timeleses Master of the Galaxies,

Who dreams aloft, throned above fate and space,:
Pegered down across the dim, sidereal seas,

4nd heard report of many a stellar race.

"There, in Orion, all is peace and light;
Yonder, in Perseus, love and plenty relgn.
Great Vega's mages flame from Height to height
And Algol shinee like one illumined brain.

"And Firius 1s beauty-brimmed and all
Is bright on Procyon. Yet look, below !
A shadowy lesser globe, where btpeds crawl,
Crumbles in smoke - and man calls man his foe !"

Then the wise Master, lord of suns and years,
Learning of that loat world where milliorse dle,
Leaned down to watech; and all the wandering epheres
Trembled with one long universal sigh.

3ally Pepos
L43T MONUMENT

Here lies the last of the Golden Race,
The genoclde, and the fraglle dream,

Here in the dearth of this lonely place
An echo lives with an echoed scream,
With the hollow volce of deathless fear
Where the wind of the wasteland sigha,
Where man has left his hate-charred bier,
Mute testament of his demise.

Edsel Ford
PIONEER

The anclent mountains are the lasting hills.

The final moon 1s rooket-raped and tleak;

Out of one gaping, oratered, clawed breast spllls
The bitter honey that the Curlous seek.

(They were excited groups on ashen sandse,
Clamoring, "Fire her up ! The hour grows late :"
...Black nogses pointed skyward, eager hands
Lifted in brave salute - in awe of Fate...)

I loved green hills. In these enormous eyes

I see remembrances of dream~=fi1lled men

Wondering what lay past those mystic skies,

How they could get themselves out there, and when.

But I have wearied of it - long for sleep
In this black land - no shepherd - and no sheep...




Alan Donovan
OF POLAR ICE 0AP3

Between a breath and a btreath the earth tipped over,
The seas ran wild one instant tefore” they froze,

Whole continents were Piled with mountains of crystal
Encasgine as flies in amber the Tal HMahal and the rose.

0ld Farmer Jones wag ccught to stend for ages,

:lis hoe swunz high above his carrot bed

Ag a river leaped in a frection of a second

Then dropned in a cone of freezing diamonds on his head.

The stalking cat will be held for a.long forever,
Its paw just 1ifted abtove a frightened bird,

And the suave maestro for centuries will slgnal

A glorious bar from Brahms that was never heard.

And in s clean green land once topped with ice-caps
From amoeba to man another race may rise,

And if hete is frozen snd dead with other fossils
Perhans thet trave new race will reach the skies.

Helen Reid Zhase
WE MU3T NOT FAIL THEM

Breathing the future, man looks to the star-ways,
Feeling a pull that will loose him from earth,
Setting his feet in new orbita, the far ways
Of sun-clrelinz plenets, where hope has rebirth.

Narrow the confines of rocket-ships, narrow
The mergln of life in the vacuum of space,

But past all barriers man's snirit will arrow,
Shaft from the bow of a ploneer race.

Girdlers of urlverse-empires, we hail them,
Theirs to emklazon man'’s name in the gskies;
Fay we have couraze and faith not to fail them -
Ours to make sure that the argoaies rise.

Thelma Allinder _
ON ZTRANGZ TERRAIN

Shall earthmen walk unon a gtrange terrain

Jome day,vhere eyes have never seen the greed

And hates of Earth, have never felt the need

To blight youns dreamg? If 90, will they bring pain
Into the pesceful realm where 3Itar-lMen dwell,

Or will the Star-men teach the earth-born Jeed
Their godlike ways and bopnish bhattle-hell?



John . Jakeg
THE RIDERS3

The sky was black and the years were long
When the lonely men came riding,

With a flery sword and an ancient song

To unearth a lost queen hiding. i

The town was dark and the streets were bare
As the ehon clouds were piling,

But the horses pawed on enchanted air

And the lonely men werae smiling.

They found the room and they broke the door
And they sheathed their swords ir duty,

For the queen they south in the mud and zore
Yas the single srail of beauty.

But the bomhs had come through the mornins air,
And the fleshy walls were tumbling,

She was stark and nale and she had no hair

And her eyes were tlind and stumbling.

The strong men wept with the veils of pain;
The queen was a witchwolf turnine.

The floor was wet with her searlet raoin,
"hile the final hope was burning.

The sky is black and the years are long,
3t111 the lonely men are riding,

Wlth a rust-ravw sword ard 2 mad-man’'s gong
For a lost queen dead and hidirg,

Lucrezla Reynard
NOT TO A GRZCIAIT URN

The cosmos is a golden urm
holdin~ the ashes of the last god
in whieh gprouts the swaddling snirit
of the first man,

growinz in stature,

bursting the urn

exnloding into a new dimension
of nothingness

Tilling another cosmos

with subtler futilities -

dying at last

of utter boredon,

germinating nonchalantly

8 more pretentious seeqd,

a@ more convincing unreality-

Yhus_gods are Yorn.




Miranda 3now Walton
DOOM WIND

Do your hear the haunted north wind blowinz in the gloom?

In 1ts wake a frightened soul is going to its doom,

For the Wendigo is flying in the blackness overhead,

And vhen he 2alls you follow, you become the living dead.
Surely you must hear thenm crying, poor damned souls with feet

of fire,

Shrieking, sobbing in their torment as he draws them higher,
higher,

Until their anguished cries are echoed by the north winds as
they blow;

I can hear the dread volce calling-- calling me-- and I must g0,
Don J, Nardizzi
T0 THE FUTURE

When the galaxies' far corners,

then the nebulas are reached,

Vhen the parsecs are but milestones,

And the vaatness has been breached,

"en the credits are awarded,

And theydeck the Hero's hair

With the laurel wreaths of conquest,
' I'11 be there.

“hen the failures are returning
With their maimed and c¢rippled crew,
"en the casualties are counted
Look for me among them too.
For I've done all this before you
With imsginative dare,
3o, rememrtering look for me,

I'l1l be there.

Dariell Dunay
HARTIAN BIOLOGI3IT REPORTSI

The earth is most incredible with two distinctive races,

And one has fur upon its face and one has logt its faces,

The human boasts of atom bombs and smokes and gwears and drinks,

And gcatters currency around that clinks, and elinks, and clinks,

Then riddles all his world to shreds and tries to stop the chinks,

But all the while his intellect, Just shrinks, and shrinks, and shrinks,
He calls himself the master-race but actually he 3TINK3,.

The cat hovever ig a ssge, descended from the lynx,

Who, curled uvon a cushion 3its, and thinks, and thinks, and thinks.

Apd when we segk him who is boss he winks, and winks,and winks,

And sniffs the cream his "master" brinzs and drinks,and drinks and
drinks,

He has nc. peed for currency that elinks, and clinks, and c¢links,

For fat upon his cushioned throne,he thinks, and thinks,and thinks.

And when we send our Spacemen, and our fleets and diplomats,
We'd vetter make a treaty with the Emneror of Cats.



Paarl Crombie
SECRET OF ATLANTIS

What if the moon holde the lost Atlantlis,

Flung to the sea of aerial space,

A fragment torn from the earth's scarred boson,
Doom of a wanton and self-cursed race?

Xanadua flourished,Homeric Circes,

Pleagsure domes shut the clouds awsy,

Ti1l a watchful Hand with a reckoning finger
Wrote the decree that no power can stay.

Where are the revellers, blind with eye-lust,
Prince and satrap and sinecure,

Wedding to vanity cobra-like bodies,

Laughing at menace, insanely sure?

See ¢ the moon's craters are tortured featvures,
Its Cambrian ranges sre peaks of pride,
Ylelding at last to a dark mutetion,

Trapped in the roll of a timeless tide,

A ghost-world hides in a glacial frost,
Moon-mad in Karma....Atlantis the lost !

Earle Franklin -Baker
CAVE-MAN TO RAVE-MAN.

After the age of stone men found them there
High on the cave's rock wall, beside a lair,
Crude drawings of s man, a fish, a bear.

Earth-tlme moved mnn, man 1it *the atomic flare,
Burning each citadel, each dream, each prayer,
Built by the hards now dust upon the air.

4 coverlet God laid upon Times Iquare
Ard tucked it in.... & man, a car, some ware,
To keep them Just as He had placed them there.

The years rolled by, from time to time the Jquare
Is visited by Things thet grope afd stsre
4t what they see - a man, a car, some ware.

Darlell Dunay

WE TO YOU
When we prophesied the steamboat it was very melancholy,
You settled it with negatives and called it Pulton's Folly,"
When we dreamed the automobile, you f2lled us with remorse,
And yelled at every crossing,"You'd better get a horse."
And when we saw ascending the fraill and floppinz plane,
Your mirth was uncentrollable, you took our rames in vain.
And when we glimpsed the atom around the corner peep,
You bid us take a tromide and softly eink to gleep,
But now that silver space-slilps will scon essault the stars,
We'll soon be past your laughter...just look us up on liars.
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CLARK A3HTON 3IMITH

THE CITY OF THE TITAN3

I saw a city in a lonely land;

Foursquare, it fronted uson zulfs of fire;
Behind the night of Erebus hunz entire;

4nd deserts gloomed or glimmered on each hand.

Junken it seemed, past any star or gun,

Yet strong with astion, proud with gnire and dome,
Ar archetypal, titar-builded Rome,

Dread, thunder-named, the seat of 2ods undone.

Outreachinz time, beyond destruction based,
Immensely piled upon the prostrate waste,
And cinctured with irsu-erzble deeps,

The city dreamed in darkness evermore,
Pregnant with crypts of terrible, gtrange lore
And doom-frsught srsenals in lampless -keeps.



Lilith Lorraine
EMPRE33 OF THE 3TARZ

Fleelng across the black and burning sky,

Where the dlsmembered earth rolled crazed and blind,
Last of a war-seared race that chose to die,

I sought a planet peopled with my kind.

I stopoed at many a space-port, exile-tense,
Where strange unhuman races, done with warg,
Gave me a deep but questioning reverence,
And told me of the Emprress of the 3Jtars,

Whogse form was somewhat like to mine, they said,
Who ruled the galaxies with armoured peac@sess
Agaln through many a firmement I sped,

Swearing that this, my Odyssey should cease

Only when I had satood before the throne

Of this proud Empress, met with valiant mene¢ese.
And 80 agzain I sped through space alone,
3rushlng the worlds aside like chaff,and then

One dawn my blazing rockets seared the zround
Of a great planet blazing like the sun,

"here flame-winged beings circled me around....
But they were glorious women - every one.

And now at last I knew that from the first
Nature had planned this parthozenic race,
Thet man a temporary role rehearsed,

And vWomen were the sovereigns of gpace.

And then I saw the Empress of the stars,
Regal and willow~slim with eyes of 1ice,
With lips to lure celestial avatars,

Yet zarven not for love's lost paradise.

One malden watched me close, with eyes of fire,
Then whispered to the queen some laughing plan,
"Yes, take him for your net if you desire,

I think he angwera to the name of 'man.'"

Dariell Dunay
READER BEVARE

I who write the fillers when the page is nearly done,

Am a very curlous creature from a very distant sun,

I come from far Arcturus and I weave a weird refrain

Out of star-dust, out of moon-mist out of luminiscent rain.

You must never quite believe me, lest you fall beneath ny epall,
For 1 come fromfar Arcturus and my name is Dariell,

Never, never, try to find me for I shatter every norm,

Of the mind whose eyes behold me in my true and awful form.
Well the page is almost finished, and you'll never rue the day,
If you'll greet me with a horse-laugh nor believe a word I say.




Hugh 3mith
THE SPACEDOG'S REPLY TO INTERSTELLAR PA33IENGER3

You ride gafe ard sourd in the Hyperdrive ghips

And sleep in a cakin of chrome:

But pemember the spacedors who made the first trips
And the others who never came home.

Remember the chemiczal cerates that we flew
From Terra to Venus or llars,

And remember the way the atomic tubs flew
And the hunger we had for the stars.

From Earth to Certaurus is just overnicht--
It took Johiny Carter twelve yearg--

And you git around while we had to fight,
And water the skies with our tears.

But ours was the glory of quenching our thirst
On planets that no one had known,
And ours was the glory of getting there first,
Ard then getting Yack on our own.

Lin Carter 3

3O0NG OF THE SORCERER

(A Fragment)

ceeessel have flown
Agtride a Gryphon to enchanted stars
Where fiery mountains rise in bolling seas
Of living 1light and incandescent mist;
And cyclopegr shapes of shifting flame
Do hattle under irridescent skies.

And I have seen the nichted regiong far

Where lizhtless worlds ir stsr-~leas cycles swing,
And guns and ~7zlaxies collide in flame

And fury | Once I watched two drazon fleets

Come thunder-winred across a world of ice,

While horsed upon their nmultitudinouvs tacks
There rode a Daemon horde.s..el gaw them meet

To tattle underneath a red-mooned sky.

They foucht and btroken-winged, they tumtled dowheese
Yet fleghless hordes of Daemons urged them on,
And ghrieked with fiendish lsuchter as they dled |

Dariell Dunay
SOLILOQUY IN 4 Z0O

The monkey views the acts of wman with mixed emotions blended,
gnd vonders who 1t wes that rose and vho it was descended.
nd vonders if the Martians come if the im "
‘ " y will call him "mister,"
Or if they'll say galaciously, "how would you 1like your sister.....



OUR EXCHANGES.
SALLING ALL FAUZINE EDITOR3: CHALLENGE will be happy to exchange

our magazine for yours. Most of the zines are already on our ex-
change and this i1s onr invitation to the rest.

IF YOU WISH TO ZXCHANGE ADS as well as magazines, we'll zive you
a fire 1ine ad! in CHILLEIGZ for a five line ad: in your zine.
But plesse send it in not later then ten days after you receive
this lssue and we'll send you our ad in exchange. We have no com=-
petitors, only cooperators, for competition 18 the law of survival
for the beast, cooperation i1s the law of survival for humanity.
e THINK we're human....what are you?

R TRt g o R in R T R i o R P T Ty

EXPLORER, a fan-zine which tries to have something about everything
o nterest to the s-f and fantasy fan --- trading lists --- hobby
lists --~- an outlet for aspiring writers who write for the fun of
it. 1It's for the International 2-F Correspondence Club. If you
want an idea of what it's like, write to Ed Notle, Jr., Girard, Penns.
for a copy, or at least a letter in explanation if no copy available.

UTOPIAN , published irregularly by R.J. Banks, Jr., 111 ZJo. 15th St

Corsicana,Texas, 1s noty 40 liimeographed pages. Regular features
agre fictlon; poetry; limericks: columns; and an interview with a
popular proauthor. Zingle copies, 25¢; 4/31.00; 10/42.50; 25/45.00.

THE NEKROMANTIKON, Manly Banister, Zditor, 1905 Iipruce Ave., Kansas
City, lo., amateur weird, fantasy, and science-fiction ms.Welcomed.
Abouvt 5,000 words preferred. Payment, free copy containing work.

Advice on unacceptable ms. Af_reguested.ilso use art work suitable

for renroduction by line-engracing process. ZJub. 4 lagues, 31,00,

THE ANERICAN SCIEICEFAITASY SOCIETY, the most progressive institu-

tion of its kind wishes members with creative ability to taks part
in its activities. Zervices such as: Low-rate 3F ook gervice, Man-
uscript and literary Dept, Swapping and Correspondence. The Circle
Letter Club, Zhaver liystery Dept.coming in the future. Write to

C. Thomas Beck, 7312 Blvd. Zast, North 3ergen, N.J.

WONDER, edited by lMichael fealby,is published quartcrly at 2 Burch-
fleld Ave., Loughborough, Leics. England, Zubscription 2/ per year.
Features the best in short gtories, science comments, book reviews,
Tan news and highllights on proauthors. Reesd for originality and
variety, good craftsmanship and progressive viewpoint.

GARGOYLE,Fdited by idchael Dedngelis, 1526 Last 23rd t. Brooklyn
10, N.Y. is a new printed zine which welcomes meterial for pub-
licatlon., The firet 1ssue was dedicsted to August Derleth add

Arkham gouse and a for;hcoming one will feature Clark Ashton Zmith.
Derleth's story Logoda's Heads appeared in the first issue and

excellent yarne are scheduled to appear in the future.
OPERATION FANTA2T, Britian'as newest printed fanzine, edited by
Capt. K.F, Slater, 13 Gp. R.P.C. B.A.0.R., 23, % GPO, England.
Note by Lilith Lorraine: Due to slow mails promised ad material
has not reached us, but we want to tell you that this is s fine
publication and we hope you will all send for a copy amd find
out for yourselves. Capt. Ilater needs no introduction to fans.




QUATDRY...The strangest zine you've ever gseen. The firat issue was
117egitle, the second stunk. The third is an improvement. The fourth
should te VERY gzood., Why not find out for yourself? Write LEE
HOFFL4R, 101 Wagmer St,, 3avannah, Ga. The editor who dared.... .

il
STEARHEAD:A QUarterly Magazine of Foetry and Comment, edited by
Thomes H. Carter, 817 3tarling Ave., Martinsville, Va. Publighed

for the pleasure it zives the editor and staff and sent to those

who want it badly enourh to write and ask for it. Will festurc the
very best poetry it cen get. Firet issus featured poems ty Stanton
A. CToblentz, Aurust Derleth, Lilith Lorraine, Evelyn Thorne, Joe
Kennedy, Clark Ashton 3mith, and e.c. cummings.

NOTE: Don't forset that all fanzine editors vighing to exchange ads
with us may send us 2 five line typewritten ad in return for the same
length ad from us. If we've omitted any one whowented 1in, let us knowe.
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BOOK REVIEWS

GENMUZ LOCI AND OTHER TALES by Sloark 4shton Smith. Arkham House, Zauk
21ty, Wiscorgin, 1s a superd collection of wildely acclaimed prsvious-
1y published stories by this master of "weirdolozy, whose haunting
style and tizarre subject matter evoke a necromantic gpell unequalled
Since Poe and Lovecraft, and at the same time enthrall the reader with
a daring and origzinality &ll their own. No fan litrery wlll be com-
plete without this volunme.

INTO PLUTONIAL DEPTHS by Stanton A. Joblentz, Avon House, 257, a
most unusual and teautifully written gtory by a master of science-
fictlon whose neme needs no introduetion here. Buy this populerly
priced 1little gem from any newstand and descerd with the auvthor into
the mysterious world where three sexes play ovt thelr gosmic drame
of tenderness and terror against the backdground of eternal gpace.
R S R e
EXTRAORDINARY FANTA3Y AID ZCIEINCE-FICTION ART of mystery and horror
ty RALPH RAYBURN PHILLIPSZ who designed CHALLENGE's first cover. HMod-
ern art of a completely new “2ind, macgbtre, weird,and {entastic. Done
in Many colors snd four distinct tynpes by ar artist whoge work has
Peen highly praised ty outstanding ert critics. Reproductions and
orlginals ot reasonatle prices. Ralph Rayburn Phillips, 1507 Z2.W.
12th Ave. Portland Oregon.
I T 1 1 Tt - R A St L

Don't forset there is a 55.00 brize to be awarded at the end of our
firet year of puklication for the most congtructive letter of not
leces than 500 words tellins us how we can most improve our publication
without thinking up rew ways for us to spend money, which weecan't
afford until our incrsased subscrintions justify it. Writc NOW.

DN (oL 15 5 b L KA et 1T )
Why pnot send for a sample of DIFFERSINT, officiasl organ of the Avalon
Yorld Arts Academy, the umusual 1itersry "sliek" which is the sponsor
of CHALTENGE? In 1ts fictior devertment it uses only fTantagy ard
gclence-fiction and pays 510.00 per story. Has largest poetry de-
pertment of any magazine of its kind,with a wide range of subject
matter and publishes only the test. Do not write for DIFFERZNT until
you have egeen 1t. Price 35<per copy, 52.00 per year, Rozers, Arke.

R R (O | R A L TS AT
LET THE PATTIRNS BREAK, (4valon Press,Rogers, Ark., 53.00) completes
11lustrated poetizal works of Lilith Lorrsine in a deluxe edition.
OR one yesr's subt. to DIFFERTINT and this book for $4.00.
TAPEZTRIES Il TIME,pocms bty Evelyn Thorne, 50 Rogers, Ark.% DIFTEZRTNT.
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