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WHE PANITASY PACE &

o o

il TUILIGHR OF A SUL"

A Vhisper crept into my mind, & thought thet seered born:;
on the wind,

Perchence '"twes ¢ warning desizned to revesl whot the Tuuure
May hold.

1t murmred thet 211 things rust pass, the sters o the
8reen blades of prasgs,

Mast perish end eddy to &28, or freeze to the ultimaln, aad e

Like a dirge thet forever rust race throush the infinite
vestneas of spoe,

It checked for & moment its pgcié and this ig the shovy
old.

"Wle swing in our psths rownd the sun, in our aeon--0ld orhits
Ve run,

Though the days of our glory are done £nd the end of our
S8ystem drews neer,

Tach one a celestial tomb, we drift through the derlk halls o7
And oft s we glide through the gloom, in dreams we let f-11
2 bright teer

For the reces =nd dynssties dead, for the reople who left
us in dread,

As the days of our youth swiftlly fled, =nd Twilight breought:
Terror and Feor.

Pach brave flicker of sentient life, every mrmir of tarmail
and strife,

Like the laughter end weeping once rife, have blended in
one final sigh.

The children we reared in the past, who zrew %o metur Sy fass,
And cowered for protection at lest, in the cities they Hoarcd
to the te—the slky,

Sadly rose ere the onslauzht of Night end sped with “he
swiftness of 1lignt,

Seeking Fmpires and Reazlms beyond sight, while their Eotlhe
Worlds darken end die.®

S0 our sun in its turn too will fade, so our cvn world witl
pess inftio shade,

But before the last light-ray hes gtreyed we shall face the
dark chesis of space ,



The Intellect, pure; unalloyed, on courage eterizlly
: buoyed,
¥ill spen theivest gulfs of the void and win a neca et
feir fece.

For one day our vessels will ply to the uttermost denibe
‘ of the sky,
And in them at the last we shall fly, ere the dorlmess
sweeps over our race.

oY ' ARTHUR C. Cldtiiiis

The Parson was happy - extraordinarily happy - e
R

s was engaged in his favourite pestime. Attired in the sorb-c
e ¢ his profession, he pranced merrily about in the

2y -atnidec fields; chasing, with the vitelity of = vaargsisr,
e Jlitsing wuiterflies. He perspired freely in thn glere

of the mid-dey sun; and frequently mopped his brow with = lsrge
viclel handkerciiief; but he seng softly to himself, znd felk

et tooce with the world.

He gew the Feiry from a distance; end stelked towsrds
2t with extrewre stealth, thinking it wes & rare species of
xhterfly, Grim and intent upon his victim - large buiterfly
not tuelked wnder his arm - he approached the creature with
the rulti-twed wings....... end stopped sbrustly.

"Biess my Soul!" excleimed the Parson in r rrestlwy
guaroriced voice; end et the sound, the Fziry spun round.
wor & noment they faced each other. the red-faced and peorsyir-.

S : : -

“rg nemon, end the deinty, colourful creature poised on tha

1 vvar, Then; with a shrill cry of fear - which tinkled in
“ . ° - - " - S .. - - Lo A,

.- - . -

)



Teroon's eay like o crystel bell - the Feiry lerpt into
cir, and fluttered swift LWey .

For e Tew secconds the Frrgon wes too purorised 4o
SOV e sto0d quive still, with his mouth pertly oven,
storing stupidly % the repidly venishins creeture, until
co if dirindled to £ distznt speek of colour, he avoke +o
cor ity . ~nd snotched un his het, ,

"Bless ny Soull" he murmured once mores end mode

2P el - the Feiry as fast 2s his legs would eeyry hin.

e o
D O

’

Over hills &nd down dzles the pefting end perspiring
Pcrson chesed the Fairyj ever reducing the distance betwesn
himgelf end his prey. Hours seemed to pass before he wes

close enough to use the net; &and even then it was no eesy
sk to capture the elusive cresture. Right end left: uo
cnd doWn.eseeoeo UNELil his hesd swam with the strsin of kecp~
ings his eyes fixed on the gaudy bein; .

It was inevitable that he should eventuslly succeed
in his object; for his pgrosscr legs could cover the ground
rrich more rapidly then the Feiry's frail wings. The megh
of the net enveloped the flying mite; =nd drcgred it, kiclk-
ing ¢nd screeming, to the grass.,

The Person brecthed & sigh of satisfocetion, #nd
stooped dovn to pecr ot his centive. de ceught ¢ glimpse
of colour wriggling in the net, =nd gingerly slippinz his
fingers through the entengled strings, withdrew the dishev-
elled feiry. Holding it between his thumb end forefinger,
he inspccted his find; end then pushed it into hig specimen
box, end returned home .

Spectacles balanced on nose; eand chin provned on
teble; the Parson studied in foscin:tion the rcccetions of
the Teiry -- now imprisoncd within en inverted jem-jar. rer-
fect in zvery deteil, yet borely longer then his middle finger;
the tiny being possessed & beauby which her captor found
rost epnecling. The fectures were extremely »retty; cnd
her reven~bleck heir was cnhanced by e glittering ticre, which
retehed the »ure white dress end the silver girdle which zhoe
VIOY'C » But most wonderiul of 11 were the wingss fragile
scintilleting membrencs, which juivered ond vibreted c.g though
mssessed of ¢ sentience of their ovn. A1l the colours of
the reinbow swirled like misly voosours on their tronslucent
surfece; ¢nd colour chased colour in brillient sheen, even
-3 e wetched,

The Foiry beet frenticelly upon the gless vwells
nf the jer, her cyes fixed imploringly on the Parson; ecnd
he wes noved to aity. Ever co cerefully he tilted the jer,
cnd took the delicate ereeturce between his fingers 78 before
snd held rer ot eye level.
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50 rled the Felry, “Iet re (o'" she
:led in his gripy bud ke ¢ld not sleeli: hio

; m2 1" scresmed the shrill voice.
on't 1y ewey. Only put me dovm; you're

anizhed Lo speak, the Parwen get her dowm
Iimgulshed hip grip. The Fairy rubbed
1y, thew dusted her crumpied dross . A few
svobed to rrranging her heir; and meking up
upxo powdes cownect 3 while 911(. completely ig~
sd 'zv] who loomed gver hey,

ocat!  You nerrly killed me!"
loed, but was mmpcble of gpeech.
1ot nL de of stecl, you imow!® the Fairy con-
’“".n.,.’,j. "Yeu've hurt my side bedly "
~ Tt~ T'm 50 sorry", stomnered ¥he Parson,
turning red vnof*" her cocusing 3 Then, of & gudden, he
asked,

tinued vld]

I never
imgine
rds_him.
2" she demended.
bub. .ol

"And g0 Wit

"B~ Put whore?"

it school, Billyd Where did you lesrn to speck
Fnglish?
o %o scheol?" esked the incredulous clergymen.
r‘ +ilten her chin pertly.

Stal
atdly. 0T cour
T speck?”

e school}  otherw
5 thet the Fairics hed « lenpuege of
otested,

1 the demmre Lillipusien. "Bk
\hy shouldn't I?"

their cim?" ¢
"

T tec

ve thot

- Jigw did the iries gow to
rsi place?” "You esk tho wost idiotic

The Parcon hu‘xmd . few shedes deeper erimson, cad
th hiz coller
cid cuulcvvﬂy “it does agem 2 little

strenge
crecture !

ghe exeln ) beconing


nr.de
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more end more emberressed by her vointed eriticiomg "Pirst
you neerly %ill me, &nd now you're rfraid of neln
. 1 not rfraid of you!" he replied hotly, but the
Feiry wes wnperturbed,

"Be 2 good fellow :nd let me &o?" she plecded, but
the Prrson shook his head

o

riph you first”, he snnounced.

"Oh, eyt hed the little lody. "But I do wish
you would hurry., I'm lote cg it ig!t
"Lete?" gueried the reverend gentlemen. "Iate?

For what?"
i

Felle,.vaes I mde errengements to mect my boy
friend, but.,...,."

"B ~ boy friend?"  The Prrson wos repidly beeoming
incoherent . You muen - £ mele Poiryen

"How crude!” retorted the mimte miss, pouting.
"o cell them elves! T hed srronged to meet him, but cs things
BrCeves... In ony ccoe I'n hopelessly late,n
"0h!" geid the Pzrgon; end he wes silent for & long
time.

"ell, look herc® he seid cventuelly, "¢ I let you
0 novi, will you promise 10 rcturn leter.iveea. 82y - at five
o 'clock?”

he Feiry fluttored szily up onto the Prrg

"Oh, thenk you!"™ she cried Joyously. "I lmew you
would helv me. 0f course I will return; end I'1) bring ny
boy friend clong too - I think he '11 went to ses you!"

Unfortunctely for the Porson, he did not notico the
chenge of inflexion in’ tho Feirv's volce £s she e the lnst
gentence; otherwise he might not heve been smil 80 beno-
volently upon the two Tlying erecturcs rg they cpprosched hig

dow ~ proupbly =% five o'clock., e recogniscd onc rs the
Friry of his ious ecquointince; the other wen « slim, derk,
mesculine figure, with oointed ecrs, end ferturcs thrt wore
romerkedly schrnic.

Tiny bleck eyes ;14
ujon the siudy teble ¢nd ooy
of smiling ¢ greoting
from ¢_scobberd on
sive clergymen.

"Is this thc scouna

"es ! replied the
He 11 but suffocated me insi
ny side, miin
my intelli

pr:

thered o4 him 5 the clf scttlcd
bhed his sleek heir; but insheed
ikin drew & long, slin sword

cdvenced towards the epprehen~

17" he demended fiercely.
ir "thet's the villeinte
'c £ horrid jer; +then he crushed
it onc mrgsive bruise, end finrlly insultcd
ucc”by esking no questions one would not put to
gt )

"Tnough ! sncrlcd the elf, his thin 1ipy twisting
nlently. "You shrll “or this, humrni*®, rnd he bren—
d his Viny sword vieisusly,

gon's shomldor,
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And so thig smr,/ Tinishcg, with the Parson, emmoycd
end indipnont, recing swiftly out of the house - slong the high-
rosd towcrde the v11ng, hotly pursued by e tiny, mltlwolnurc_d
erecture thet shricked cnd shoutcd invective.

The idle v11]tgurs stered ot hin in surprise as he
shot pest, hend clepped to reer; Lnd they gezed in greeter
stupe e ctdon rt the fiut tering Nemesis skilfully finding the
pleces the 211 too inrdegueote hond did not cover.

4nd, 3 hc venished up *he rond, they nodded srdly
cnd mubtcrcrl cmong, themselves .

"Phet 's what comes of chesing butterflies!" srid one
grigzled old vcbcrm.

'Aye! I cllers seid thet one dey 'e'd cum neroTst
© Tierce apzclmlm wot cud 'it trck", (nother mrmur.d scgely.

1'11 bet thet there's wob they calls o Tiger Moth!"

commented ¢ third.
And then they returned to the ordincry routine of
evorydey life.

Whet heppened ta the Porsom must romrin » mystery.
Some scy he wes found by the hounds three deys leter in o fox-
holc. Others tell of his exhrusted cppecrcnce in Glesgow on
the following morning.

But I prefer to belizve thot the T1Y chosud him only
to the portels of Frcrylcnd, end oncc he hcd crossed thet megic
aotevey, produccd o microsconic preyer-book snd bode him recd o
microscopic mrrricge ceremony over £ tiny couple. Aind I think
thet in the becuty cnd pecce thrt there reigns oterncl he forgot
thrt stronge business cclled life, cnd ror 11y lived heppily ever
ofter. In ¢ny crse, I kave never cncountered o person who
cen sweer to bove secn him since .

BY = D. M IIVATH.

0 BB ALOUS.

Tor the first time in & rgenine, on infcllible reeipe for feame....
Give up your job, whatover it is, heving scved up
cnongh money to buy o typewriter rnd & fow roeoms of poper.
Then go hom: (you czn live on y ions for ¢ while - they
von 't riind) 4 get stories. Don't worry chout
plots or enything. "vln 11' rd, Lurnmb out £ wouy 78 you
nogsibly cou por hour, oven if you do meke errors in spelling.
Flaished 11 the stories you con think of? TFight —
v get © nieo, lmco trunk cnd stow them £ll rwiey = it, frec
-rd, tnd aprey o fow mothbells on top. Oh yes - Jugt skctch
gourvle I plots, preferably tho sort thet' recl: with &€y
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cnd heve o fow fungi (,rowm' ot verious points, onéd just drop
then in on top of the rest.
How comes the imgortent itcm ~ go off rnd commit suicide.
Your gstoriecs, hitherto m‘.slactcd, will be bought for
astupcndous sums by editors ond printed cfter months of brllyheo
end oyow sh in the cditorisl columms. They '11 get Bsso cnd
Mereoni to illustrote the storics, snd you'll be fomous for
evermorc - cnd think how plecsed thc femily will be to get o1
thet moncy. They'll be sorry for the woy they've rus_]udgod
you, cnd will long to hove you bo ¢k rgein, living on them

They didn Terliso they horboured genius in their midst - fome
ilies ncver do.
But this ig rcally o sorious metter, you kmow. Without

wvishing to belittlc in cny wey the writings of certelin ruthors,
T connot help dbut feel th,. . lot of trreh heg been foisted
off on the public, cnd lll(cd by scid jublie, just beccusc the
ruthor s hoppened to di

Howrrd Phillips Lovecr:fh wes, to my mind, the peer
of fentesy ruthorss yot when I sec o Loveercfh story in WOIED
"ALE thesc deys I foel disgusted, ond rending of the story
only confirms my belief that it is worthless. Storles thet
Ioveereft never submitted - or stories thot werc rejected when
he wes rlive - heve suddenly boen rooted out rnd printed, regord-
less of merit. 0dd frogrents of his youth, cxpomnonrs, ore
given to the sublic g thoush Lhc}I wore high-cless metorield of
thc sort only HPL could write. "The Shunned House" w8 tWieo
rejocted by WEIRD - rnd rightly so - but upon Loveercft's decth
they prmtcd it. Herdly o fitting wmemorirl %o the memory of
¢ greod mon.

And thesce dresdful short storics we hrve been gevting
Irtely cre beyond undurcnce. Truc, cvery now ~nd thon some-
thing gocd turns up -~ "The Quegt of Ironon" for cxemple, bub
on the whole, stories such cs "Phe Nrmeless City", "The Trec"
rnd s0 on, shouléd ncver be printed -~ cnd WOULD ncver hove been
printed but for his decth.

Then we hrve... yos, you've guessed thet, cll right.
{leinbrum vho comes in for it morc then cven Loveersit. I% is
rbout time. someone cxploded the theory thot Yeinbrum wes £ gone-

iug. Vriter of swell short stories cg he o

nothing more +h“n Jnst goed., "The Bleek Flrxe" wes o rother
heclmeyed love ory with rn cnding $het no—cne clsc would dcred
heve foist on th-_ oublic. If Stenley C. Weinbrum were clive
todey hig storics would cppecT regulerly ~nd monof'\rmuvly clong
with the oSher hoclks - yes, you herrd me! It ig ~bvisus to

cnyone with helf on eye thet inboun wes heeded streight for
the renks of the tory—by-orwr brigrde, ¢nd woe only scved by
his dec

After his dorth vhob heppened? Humorous “drafis" were
unerrthed. Relph Milne F’rl-.y S good enough %o help f]nlsh
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rnd the result vom s much like the true Veinbeum 8 John
no, I won't ey 1b.  Helen Weinboum hod e try, too, rng
i i 4t 211 without mruring . Speck no evil

q
If Kent Cesey dics tomorrow, he'll £0 down in wistory
re the zinoob writer of scicncc—fiction short storics vho cver
lived.

And now, if you'll cxcuse me, I'11 just &0 off znd buy
some potrssium cyonide.  And I mow whet you're thinking so

you needn 't bother to soy it.......By the wey, nll my reiected
menuseripts cre in the bottom of my burcau, Mr, Cempbell.
BY JOUN F. BURKE.

JREAMEK D

T e

~- Verirtion an o Rondecu.

I mcy not resd when winds cre in the Soves,
I kmow no joy when cll the

o0dlrnd gricves
Thouzh cvery sun-beanm s o slecpy song.
And though the sguirrels ¢ the vhele dey long,
I kmowr I comnot love the merry thieves, B

So through the dcy when shodows kiss the eoves
I erthor eobucbs thet » friry wor vesg,

Cobuicks like cossamer, but oli, so strong

To gresp the hecrb!

But when night frlls, cnd drowsy twilight heeves
Her stddest sighs beside the silver shorves

1 Of grthered whent; then L 's £olden thong
Fnthrells cn emperor who crn 4o no wrong,

* Puler of «ll, vho frmbosy cchicves
To gresp the horrt .,

HY C. 3. YOUD.
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L N

Rave!

[

I you heve cver lived in the recl country - miles
from cnyuhere - nd if the moon hre sunk bohind the nincs, I
do not cavise you o trovel cbrecd, or, if you rmst, to strey
from the high rord.

I'wes eclled sub thet night %o help viith ¢ sick cow.
There wes ¢ mile rnd o brlf to go, tcking the short cut prst
the churchycrd, snd though Eilmrnin churchyere is rn .vrie plree
efter dork, enything scemed better then gelng “sur piles round
by rord.

I hed beun welking juite © bits when su denly I scnsed
the norrness of the greveyrrd, It woe on uncrsy sort »f feol—
ing thet sprecd cll over me rnd vockened my kmeos with fright,
I quickened my step end then the world collrpsce ce I dropped
sickeningly....... down.

In r flesh of horrible intensity I boerme rwere of
my surroundings....... the old disuscd well in “he charchyrrd
. on the border of the conscorrtod cround . Ugcless ta
t2 seele its sliuy wells ~ I wrg Sropped!

No sorcems left my lips ~ my focr wrs oo groct for
thet - but I preyed cs I hed never donme before. Iy questing
hends stretehed ~ut to exslore my prison rnd found, in the denk
wrll, ¢ hole berely lerge cnough to vrigole through. I must
hrve beon med with fright ~ T crowled through!

Onee in it I Aiseovercd with horrar thet it wrs -
ticr1ly impossible to turn round. I crewled ~n, for hours i%
secmed, rnd greduclly the twnnel widencd, And ¢s I rogreaged
the sides beeeme luminsscent with ¢ ghostly yellow glow.  But
shen I resbed I fclt thet things kept pushing prat me, wot cnd
my horrors cbout the size of : ert. Blindly I kept on until
the tunncl cbruptly brolu intn o widsr sprec, dully 1i%, ¢nd
I sew - "uy frionds® They were juits rs lerpo rs o ert, big
white bodics with greet red cyes thet atrred unbl inkingly ¢
B0 . Yorse then their ghestly opperrinee, though, wee the subtly
e look of them, rnd the muss ting dorth-odnur.

I wes pobrificd.  Sterk horrar tore ird fingcrs ot
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my brein rnd I wented to sererm, leugh; enything to breck ths
horror cf thet cbominnble silence.

Then, with my norves of brecking point, I hecrd o
shund fron one of them, like thunder only frink (nd for CWRY .
4a though this werc r word of commrnd, £ll the troup mrohog
e m3in single file, brek - boek into the recesseg of the
1. For ¢ fow minutes I wrs clone, but too porelysed to
i¢ use of this opportunity of escepe, cven if T lmow how to
got out .

thile T waitod in sgonized silence They ceme beek,
h o8 it ceme cbrenst of mo turned to sbtrre with these vilely
tarus rod orbs, cnd os my horror-Tilled cyes srzed btoek I

beren to notice individuclly fomilicr looks cboub them.

One, I thought, was strongely like Torry Kehoe,
0ld Fiddler who had died somc yerrs brok; eud
eyed like our old cowmen et #Flood cnd unmigt
cble dumoy body of Julir Wanitce, the weshermen. A1l horribly

rerl ~ rnd 1l decd these meny yerrs.

But thc grectest horrer wes to sec, surmounted by

thet worm body, fectires which hrd glired down rv me overy dry
fron the well, I remembered my wother pointin- {o the victure
vhon I wos little ond gently telling me thot Grendfrthor hra
gone to herven.,  Hecven!
) Ap T grezed in hypnosis rt this trovestsr of hurnity,
I folt os though ny mind wes cn repport with ite. Chrotic
Thrughts built themselves up in my mind rnd I rerlisod thet It
wirs raking met

"How did you come here to this rbodc of horror?

You hrve pony yoors to live befor. you cre with ug.”

Iy mind wes breeking under the strein rnd I only mouthed
sbrenge mornings ond crics for kclp.  Then ogein eene thet
1it$le vnice whispering in ny brein,

"Yan wish to get out? It mny be poseible far you
cre of the living., This prsscge lords 4o weber, snd there

ics hope for you. We rre not permitted thus frr but thon -
we rre demmed ™

I no longer gucstioned cnything . Despernte with ferr
I struggled on for whet mecmed houres, pessing weny other ceverns
with their complement of Them .  And — T wrey over Yo hove this
fron my memory - I noticed that wrny side funncls lod
~ t0 the greves!

At lest, when I wes despeiring, the ro~r F:d
sownied sweet Yo my errg But my body he >rehed its
¢nd #5 thoe thunder of witer bect tro reelly bolow
collirpsed in cxhoustion. I wes borten, bub then I folt
ngs end pullings ot ny clothes rnd lmew thet They
viore nssisting me. Before I fell imto the sechni g wWoves, one
lest glrnee beek xeverled the fomilicr free of our doneing roster,
Heyfaot Strewfoot, whose funcrsl I hod cttended ¢ sornt %
wecks before.

of foliing
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. tuimltuous descent down the weter-
' oyiere bruiscd rnd bottered on
whers rushed over ry grsping herd.
weg eool ond clenn, berutifully clecen,

ength, more & then elive, I flonted down the
river Slomey until my progress wrs stopped by the gnerled old
elder troe thot jute from the cow-necdow.  Drwn hed bvroken,
cnd the siy wes pale rs I clutched o4 the high benks' rnd woclly
shouted fur help. My hrnds were beginning $o slip from their
hold when I sow, sutlined ~gringt the yellow sky, the shembling
figure oi Potor Perry, the fool.

. UPeter, T eried, "run for help - I contd get out "

4n idiot's grin sprond over his free og he soid:

"C1inb brek up the weterfrll 2nd fitch mc me ol'
gren'or brek. Ye will know her by her broken b cl, Tor ‘“twes
1 re trcw her down shicirs,!

Then I reeclled one .f them I hed scen, thet scemed
%o hrve o dent in its beok,

'Pober ;" I grocned, "hove ﬁou been there too?"

"Ah," he shouted, "Prter t ¢ ool knows more then
most, bat he don't telk cbout 1t1° and se srying, ren off.

Bofore he returned with his brother T hed decided
ty hold my tongue over my experlence, for-cll Irish hove o
hrired of being regrrded es "gqueer®,

The two Porry's ccrried me home ond I ley 111 for
weeks, constontly muttering sbhout the long decd. I would
surely heve died but for the emory of Kilmenim churchyrrd rnd
its awellers, VWhen ot lost I crose fron my bed, uy hrir ves
vhite, though I wrg only cighteen.

' ind with this owful memory I hove lived uver since,
ond I will be 87 tomorrow, I heve loft orders thot I must be
crezated for only so will I cscope the horror nf buricl. Ashes
%o eshes., .

BXTRLCY FROM 45 "WIGKIOW FOSIM, JANUALY, 19—,
hy in the rceent influcreze opidemic
wiea thot 2 rge of 87. Frg. Youn,

rd re s in cecordence with the

hould be buricd in the

HAYRIED HAWKING,

4 strenge story of o wmon who cxplored his own
canscinusncas . Eead this short trle of Psycholagy

"IHE II.ROVERYT .

Y
Cherles Bric itine.
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"HE GEIS ON MY NEGVES™ . 4 song to the hreks.

They rsked me why I scid
Binder should be desd;

I of course replied

He turns my inside,
Thrt conmot be denied....

They scid "Somedsy you'll find
He's r mester mind®;

Thct croused my ire,

I threw it on the fire -
Smoke ¢t in my cyes.

8o I choffed then, cnd I grily loffed,
To think they could rord such tresh;
But todey I think o different woy

I think I wes.. too... resh..., for..,

New ~ we've got Ed Borl Repp -
Vhet br.clowrrd step!

I just grocn ond scy

here's the good ol' doy ~
Of Don Yendrel, Net Schechner, Poul Ernst s John Russell,

ol Uncle Rey Gellun cn' cll..., ol Uncle X’I Yy Cumnings
nt'oell.,
BY VASTRA"
S
EDIIORIAL

Before rcturl productinsn of this :mgozine wos begun,
we hed mony high notisms of whet we were going to zive our
rerders. How, ofter o little hord work, these hrve been con—
slderchly modified and we intend Yo be very chery ~f rosh pro-
misom .

¥ith cverage luek - rnd o sufficieney of mrtorinl -
'The Frmbesi" will cppear monthly for the st of the summer,
~nd, we hope, the winter. As I wrife this, T do not Tmow
vhet the eventucl size of this first issue will be. but, whetever
it 1s, future nunbers will be rbout the scme.  The price. too,
will romnin constent for et lecst six months .

Contributions cre urgeatly nceded — ¢nyth
ing in cny wy to fontrsy - end efforts from both
vond will be wolcomed. Articles ond ©s8cys ore in grertost
derrnd, cnd if we ern get these, we shell cut down ~n %ho Tictinn

: pertnin-
s of the
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content . In eny tase, ve welcome criticism cnd edvice,
especielly the latter.

Ko definite ey for this megeszine hes been form-
ulzted yet, end, therefore, mdvice from our recders will heln
in determining this. In the current ipewe, we hesitoted over
"o Grave™. If you liked - or disliked - this particuler story,
please let us lmow.

e cemmot advise you too strongly to read our compan--
ion magezine, '"The Setellite". Reduced in price, it offers
even more excellent reuding matter.

HOTE - Plecwe excnse mizing of pronouwns in the second
peragrepa of this Editorizl.)

T Y

"EDUCAT ION ©

One of the essentizl prelimineries to the more realistic
educetion I edvocate would be e careful individusl study of
wupils. Each would receive the type of treining for which
his or her dispesition, natu.vl bent, cnd cepebilities were
suited. Those obviously not cut out for professional 1ife
would not be weeried with lessons that pagsed their compre-—
hension £nd bored them to no zveil. Unimeginative girls,
with practical, ez oppeosed to intellectuzl ability, but no
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embition be:{ond the perger followed perforce by the mejori
of their i%%th century forebesrs - namely, merriagh, would ec—
ielise in the various branches of domestie science, not to the
exclusion of other subjects but &t the expense of those most
removed from everydey life.

Meanwhile their breinier end more smbitious sisters,
of whom, I em well ewsre, there is 2 great number could pursue
their own studies in smrll selected clesses, freed from the
dragzing influence of the "dullards".

T ghould like to see every pupil prepared for citi~
zenzhip by encouragement to teke an interest in such metters
as locel governnent, the Lew 2s it affects ordinary people s
other stibjects ebout which the everege sdult ¥nows too 1itt

Eduvcetion is etill too cerdemic, in spite of moder
innovetions end improvements. Of whet use is it to know frcts
sbont the world of past a%cs if we do not lmow how to cope with
the exigencies of the world we live in® 4y excelient student
is too offen introverted snd enti-sgocial} proof thet one side
of his neture hes been developed ct the expense of others, This
is & cese_for psychologicel insight end skilled trectment, while
he ig s%ill et school.

OSMOWD ROBB,

AND THE ANSWER | (2qinbargn)

I Know they try o turn out little English boys =11 in ¢
row, &8 mich ellke eg pees in a pod. They tried it here, but
fortunztely (or should I have seld unfortunetely), the younger
generation hes so much individuelity thet if they find the
selves being pressed into o mold they sre apt to tell the teccher
to go to hell cnd welk out of the school-room. I have seen it

done .
R C REICHEET,

LAVE

"OLD STANDBY"

The most plecsing thing sbout the "Satellite” is its cir
of boisterous criticism of ¢veryone end everything. In zde~
ition to the current issue I obtained issues for threc precedin,
months, thereby rether fortunately obteining the complete "Citalel
of Drezms”, was not grestly impressed by this, though rother
astonished at the degree of coherence etteined. Burke wes
perhzos the best since he wnt whole-heertedly for the burlescuc
idea, vwheress the others didn't seem to be sble to meke up their
minds. Henson end Temple were very good, Gebrielson scens
merely idiotic, trying to defend in cold blood an idec thet
might” be In plece in £ sclentific fentesy, but which does not
sppecr to be worth while bripging up ctherwise. The certoons
are good of intent, but frightful of exccution.
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The second 'New Worlds" is e little better than the *
first, in fect 1 think 1t 1is ebout up to tle ususl fon-mege-—
zine stendard, I think the S.P.A. Council hove rether exceeded
their wowers by that ridioulous umessage to Campbell (Heer!
Hear ' -— ED), not to eey probebly increzsing the szid Campbell's
scorn for the species fon.

D R SMITH.
{Ihuneaton)

Regerding the increese in the fentasy megeszine flPld, I
heve heerd it seid thet the 1ity of ncCelel is BULE to go
dovm . I only partly esgree with this statement. It wrobably
vill, in foct alreedy hes, become lower in most ceses, but I
do not think thet en influx of new megezines vill necesserily

on = sticky end to fentasy. Rather do I belleve thet it
«1]1 find o new level (rouad ebout the old 3-mng. stonderd) and
drift uu or down os before.... this will happen feirly soon,
ton, T think. Yow will find new cuthors creeping in from
other fields..., some heve clready.... end new fovourites will
e themselves lmown soon.

I alsce think thet 1f two or three of the mogooines
dron out in the course of = yeer or so, and this possibility
ig not by eny meens beyond ell reelms of chence, there is =
zood chenee thet, with extrc talent ee should then be ot their
dlspo&l the editors might be cble to even improve the stcnd-
crds of {heir gubhcations. I btelieve this will evcntuz*lly
heppen..... sfh. could do with o hop-up, Lord lmows!
¢ LEN CHAPHAN,

{Zondon)
(We cre not in egreement with Mr. Chapmcn on this point. To
our cdnittedly joundiced mind, it secms thet Dooa - in the
shape of . "popular" selenfific fictiom is slrerdy on us, end
cny return to the beloved J-irg. stondord now impossibdle.

The new vriters are flowing in from other ficldu, £11 right,
but Lhey cre only pendering to o mob, In the old ¢cys, even
ilton, we could in & mecsure con-
r 1t thet they were fons themselves.
Fowrdeys , when murderously inclined towerds Xumrer, we mist
beer the ndded humilictioh of Imowing thet Fready is cefinitely
comrerciclising on wh.t he vrebobly reggrds 8 & crowd nf fen-
yorr=old lunrtics. —= LD, }

REVIEW
(Plense let us lmow iF you went reguler reviews)
Anniverscxy TVS is better then usuel, but not s
outstonding s miht be expeected.  Aport fron Weinbc.un -
the cherreterization in "Down of Flome™ 1s the best I heve



T PANZACY

g
=
£

Vet in Seirdl
1o but fhere

[EAN \va“* rzf ‘hc S
! l

Onw ni

ints o ftor 1n st aeabh. o Do

kS Ll, lefinit
Err:' Yiictever",
a0t e

C: ﬂy‘ one thing st
-ta koA ]'1 nct"

do

o Spring 1w

firgh ho

st
TS mever hevo fogopted.  Ohver gnod

Tho seeond Fenbesy does not justify the promige of the
initir) dssue.,  Probebly the b"Eu is the reprintor 1lcy of
Donn? (howd'yo like 16, Doncldi), though both "The Trajen Pern®
rnd "V'-n'.ﬂrc fron the Void" cre cnlnr‘nﬂy rordeoble For once
T 11ed for lrst pleee Nelloch, heving "erept in €rom
wthor i‘icl n" ghows how bed SF cen he

April Astunding spavis the bost cover sinec "Voyoge i3V
2 perheps’ it is bebter fhon tiet.  Schreonen 1s cnod, u‘:’)ll()s
- ~f rnoeveor &6 . "Copmic Enzineers” ends very well with _nice
roeties from 1% the Legicn® crn o rord 5
pincing . CLochnor is growing up ~ "Mevolt" goo
sG3nels ~ Binder O, bu Lrsl nd Torghor clei:
"‘v*c’crv' 3 3 “Gent from Burr

“ S LOLDT  Lethors good, oop

Sures o Mvong

to wnconny etylo.

svelt. REH'g

neth inspircs
e

et
Fruor

$Ei11 wolbon .

mie




INE FANLASY PACE 18,

FAUTAST '3 FOLLY
(Contimead)

'~"es & world-stater of the true S.F, 1
This statement of yours hes set me thinlkin, .
%uestwﬁons in 1y mind of the following nature 16 is %
het 1 em, &3 you sey is tysical of §.F. fens, 2 v
but why? Are there certein doctrines nstive to sc
. which ere inculceted into us by the noture of the 1 ¢
end its sttendant traditions, or is the personal molke-up of
the individuels who find science fiction en cpvealing forn
of literature guch that they ncturslly embrece eny doctrine
which "es 2n element of the unusucl or revolubiomery sbout it?
Or is it possible that our science fiction fen,
being eceugtomed to sclence cnd scientific habits of thinking,
Tinds the World State the most logicel answer to the problems
confronting us reletive to politiczl orgenizetion end socisl
welfereq £ such were ‘the ccee it would sezm, if the scme
procegses of thought are legitirmrte in socirl problems te ere
followed in science, thet the World Stete waos = perfectly well
pro¥en end desirable form nf povernment. You Heive doubtlesaly
errived et this conelusion long ego, however, so I will not
enlarge wpon it further.'

FH?HK SKE%BECK.
U.5.4.

{In our opinion there cre three things of which fendom con be
proud, The firgt is its sense of hwmour, the sccond = coincid-
ent with this = is its tolerciion of eccontric individusls,

and the lest is thet practicclly every fen 2 world~-stoter.
Personclly we thipk thet this is ¢ personcl {riumph cad not

to be credited to thed which hes given us Cernsbeck ond Pelmer,
Schechner end Peorn. We welcome other opinions.)

AVEUS__ STUART Y

"DOMALD

As you know, there will be no mere stories from
cmpbell under the pen-name of Stusrt., Thig 43 ¢ com—
pereble with thot of Weinbaum, for in Astounding's illustrious
eéxigtence only Teine czn be cclled his literery superior,
Now thet he hes %one, we think it well to incugurcte o dis-
cugsion of his obilities end will stert it owrselves by scying
het his shert "Forgetfulncss" giclds precedence only to "The
ime Streom" in megezine fontesies.  Only little inferior
+o thig zre "Twilight", "Night" cnd the meny other gems we
hrve been privileged to ree Thisg wey with {the tributes!

errsocesraeromext monthe.ovoaoos. . "Conversction Piecem. ...,
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APOLOGYX

For these we spologises~
Poor duplicetingsi:
Poor type:s
Ioteness of cppeerence,

The first is due to inexperience
end vill be rectified.

The sécond, we hope, will) be rect-
ifiedecces

The third is gccident91 cnd will
not vorry you onywey.

PROMISE

Thet future issues will be 100% §

improvement over this first one.
Iook for "The Introvert", "Con-

versetion Piece", '"Mors cnd Venug"

cnd - for the ggggnd time in eny
megezine ~ the inimiteble (?) Don

J. Cemeron! The men who put the

C into funtasy.
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