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The night fell swiftly; this sudden land
Can never lend us a twilight strand

'Twixt the daylight shore and the ocean
nignt, :

But takes - as it glves --at once, the
light. X

.+ » Laurence Hope,
"The Teak Forest."
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AT ONE, POAL T

THROUGE THE  WINDOW
above my couch, the huge:

oranze, summer moon  hung
lazily in the sky. As the |

s8izht captured my fancy, I
dropped the book I had
béen reading,. and indulzed ;

dreaming.

How long I cazed, I d
not know, but suddenly,
became aware of a faintj
ghimmering haze, outside
the open window.. A red-;
dish-zolden haze that' swam;
blurringly, and  slowly S
took shape. , - : .

It was of a tantalizing nebuvlous quality, and
huns as a epanzle-spattered drapery between my win-
dow and the night. Its breath-taking beauty left no
room for wonderment as to its source. Only dreams..

The claw cluschinz at my window sill 1llkewise
roused no surrrise, until 1is incongruousness knifed
icily into my orain.

It was furred and bony, and it kept clutchlnzg,
clutchinz...

In that moment fear sweps+ over me and held me in
a vise-like grip. I was covered with a cold sweat,
and could feel my pulse hammerinz at a  hundred
points in my body.

Then. I manazed to throw off some of the
stronzer chalns of frizht, and slowly arose, finding
1t°difficult to stand because of a sudden spasn of
shakingz.

I came closer to the level of the sill, fearing,
yet feelinz a stronz compulsion of attraction, an
overpowering urgé, a desire to know---

When I reached the window, laid a quakinz hand
upon the 81l1l, that zhastly talon slowly moved back,
and as I was about to peer out in search of some
horrid parent-body, 1t jJerked suddenly away.

The Jewelled, wavering mist Dbezan to vibrate,

o
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Then to enfold in upon 1itself, and the horror I was
searching for dissolved...disappeared....

-

‘ The same ecouch, that-same window---- but now 1it.
was daytime, and nearly a month later... For a while
I had kept 1y-winac-“ elore”. at’ ni~nt, and avolded
‘that corner of ny room . wiuh a’ 11n'fer'1n'r distaste and
horror.

- Today after all this time,., I had finally con-
vinced mvsel’ that I had dozed off and dreamed that
5pher evenin*
=gl iy winddw was azaln wide open---1in hopes. that a

nt breeze mLzh*’Bn lurking in the neighborhood,
50 be captured-. ST ﬁ
I was working @geﬁfﬁ line in the poem I had heen
aLtemp+1n* and e efdre was llttle conscious of my

supaﬁﬁndings ;

- ...When I saw the ‘butterfly at first, it did not
greatly surprise or disturb me. It travelled
swimminzly down. a path of glisteninz pearly light,

straizht toward my window. Lven when so close that
I could see how huze 1t was and “he manner in which
the sun reflected from its winzs as from many-facet-
ed jewels, I 4id not feel alarm.

Then suddenly 1t swooped into the room---through
the window---onto my chedt. Its weizht® was out of
all proportion to its tiny size.... Tiny in relation
to myself.,..but how huge for a*butterfly .and while
I felt the breath crushed from me, my mind went
spinning on, szylng wildly that this was impossible!
This fragile thinz couldn't be that heavy. I felt,
though, the pressure of the sprinzs benecath me, each:
pressing 1ts colls agonlzingly into my back. I
attempted to raise my arms to try to push the thing

away from my chest. My lezs, too, seemed to be un-
der a terriflc pressure, althougzh the beast was
perched on my upper bod, . I realized that my eyes

had closed, and when I tried t» open them, found
that the pressure was heavy even upon my eyelids.

For an endless eternity of seconds, then, frizht
paralyzed me, as on that former occasion, but when I
felt that the breath was being completely forced
from me, I gathered myself for one last burs% of en-
ergy. 'With what force I could command, I found that
all I could do was 1ift my arms; but even as I did
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so, the creature rose suddenly, and hovered for a
moment above my startled, guickly-opened eyes. Then
it swept from my window:... And off .from whence 1t
had come, flew the zorteous, Jewel-Woven butterfly
of my sccond visitatlion....

s

You mavr be sure that, although some months had
passed, I kept well zway from open windows, and sat
warily upor my couch at that side of the room. i
felt no fear otherwise, and pretended to myself that
both happrenings were merely dreams.

This nizht I found myself out of clgzarettes, and
it was early. So I decided to walk cut to th? store

o v BRRPINE ks T oore
e T st . = gl o
' R e vt %

"ri"ll";;;". +

I sauntsred home slowly, saéohring the
alr. The streets out here are very dimly 1it, and
when I felt a litht tapr on my shoulder, I was
startled. I turned.

The sizht of a beautiful, dark-halired, unclad
young lady did not  arouse in me the emotions one
mizht suspect,.. The sight was too unbelieveably fan-
tastic---and I had zood reason to be wary of the un-
natural, particularly in the form of the beautifully
blzzare. and her tiny, elfin-form was beautiful,
in & hauntlnz, half-seen way. Her body was that
perfection of symmetry that 1s the 1deal of all men.
So perfect, indeed, that 1t could never be more than
a° mist-hlidden, unattainable hope...

The tinklinz bell of her voice spoke, and it had
a- throaty smokiness that only enhanced her unnatural
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cther-worldness.

"Twice before, we have tried," she said, "and
this.time-~" : .

It would not be rizht to- say that I did not un-
derstand, for in some manner of lichtning insizht, I
did... Vazuely... And I started back in horror....

There was no warning. Those perfect eyes swore
adoration with a-power to damn the souls of men, and
holdinz me in that hyrnosls, she swiftly, pouncingly
lunzed...

Out into the street I whirled, sprawling, and
strugzgling to rise... Strusgling, with that silvery
tinklinz laughter in my ears. and over that a uew,
strange roaring---

Bearingz down upon me, loomin: as large as the
world itself, were two huge lizhts © 2and behind the
lizhts, the moncircus body of a- truck. Nuadang and
the sudden toriured snarl of rubber on concrete...my
scream minzling with the tire scream. And then that
horrible pain, that blinding ~flare-up ‘of criwmson,
shrieking 1izht...

B I F e

The third Gray Sistér clucked softly and picked
up-the thread that had so momentarily dropped.

"You both tried," she murmurred. "You both tried
to-weave tiat bit... and your clumsy fingers snarled
the tepestry." Her elfin vooce was prim. "How
grossly you worl, how blunderinzly. I have skill."

The others uwerely knitted on, fingers flying,
makinzg a strange, intricate desiszn whose maeny twist-
Ings no eye could hope to follow...

$HZND#S
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TO REMEMBER THE BIG WEIRD TALES
TABLE OF CONTENTS NOW BEING READIZD
BY WATSON AND THE SMITHS. 3E SURE
TO LET US. KNOW HOW MANY YOU WAKT,
SO THERE WILL BE ENOUGH TO GO AROUND
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WILL NATURALLY FUBLISH A LARGE ISOUE
BUT WEZ WANT TO BE CERTAIN. SO LET
US HEAR FROM YOU. AS WE'VE SAID BZ-
FORE, NO EXCHANGES ON THIS ONZ, WITH
THE EXCEFTION OF BRITISH FANGS. THE
PRICE IS A QUARTER AND ELL WORTH

THIS COVERS EVZIRY ISSUE OF W. T.
FROM VOLUME 1, NUMBIR 1, UP TO AND
INCLUDING THE ISSUE FOR NOVEMBER ,
1643,...A TWENTY YEAR LEISTING OF THE
GRTATZOT FANTAOTIC FUBLICATION EVER
TC"BZE PRINT.

ADDRESS. COMMUNICATIONS TO L.C.
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THE STORY-TELLER from
distant Hrath had come to
our encampment, that day.
For a few thals and a scrap
or two- to eat,. he would
weave maglo stories of lands
far off 1n space and time...
We always looked forward to
these chancs meetinzs with a
wandering story-spinner upon
the 1lonely caravan +traill.
For i1t was a weary rocad from
zloomy Molzoth back to our
sunny Raydan, and tney would
help to while away the long
mizhts and days.

Around a roaringz fire that night,. he began his
wondrous tale...

"In far off Kalldar, the slave mart flourished
as novhere else, for the people of Kalidar were rich
and would not soil their dainty hands, and must have
8laves to toil for them.

At thls roint he flexed his brawny arm, looked
scorpful, and we nodded in sympathy.

A ralding rarty had returned with spoils of war
and many captives from small, w8ak Golom. Inspect--
inz this zreat caravan was Jalur, the prince of the
ruling house of llalidar. His father had willed this
inspectlion, deceming 1t wise that his son should know
how the domain was conducted.

Liow this Jalur was a randsome youth, husky-blond
“-unucual in’'cark Kalidar, and straizht es an arrow

Oreuwing one enclosed caze, he gasred, saittce by
such a vision of female beauty as his eyee hed never
before beheld. Gently he inquired of her how such a
noble maiden happened to be in such an unfortunate
position. Hed he been there, he vowed, never would
she have been taken captive. :

Proudly she answered, sayinz she was a noblemans
daushter, and that she had been strollinz outside
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the city's walls with a few handmaidens, defense-
less.

Fromisinz her freedom, he turned to the cheilf of
the raiders, demandin: of him that he relinquish
this radlant creature to him. Regretfully the noble
Prince was told that, if he were dceirous of her, he
would be’ forced to purchase her at the pudlic aue-
tion block, the followins day.

{For know you," said the weaver of tales," £hat
ruthless thouzh the folk of Kalldar be, they abide
by thelr laws, kinz or begsar, 1lest chaos rule, and
their city.fall.")

"So 1s the law," said the Princs.

Turninz, hne whispered to *he ~lorious one; and
he learned  tha* her name was Alanna; telling her
that he would buy her on the morrow, and that.she

would also have her free cholce --- of starin- or of
zolinz. Bubt in his heart he had divined her course
by the lonz slance she'd bestowed upon him. oo, he

bade the caravan pass on...

Know you alse there 1s always one in any croup
who 1s evll, a consort of the Zvil One. Kalidar was
no exception, for it had Grath. Grath was rich, and
hls face was the most handsome in the citry -- but in
payment for-dark knowledze, it was said that he had
sacrificed somethint to the Demons he'd summoned to

aid him, lonz years azo... somethins hi~hly valued.
by nim. He 1ad ever been proud and vain of liis per-
fect body.... What thevy demanded of him had begst re-

main a secret. I will tell you only what is hearsay
some of the curious of Kalidar clalmed to have seen
the hldecus thing they said his body had become. It
was whispered to be of ebon black and scaly as a
reptlleg; further, the flesh seemed to ripple with
a-life apart from his.

For years he had cone about clad in a 1lonz and
flowinz robe and cape, as thouch hidinz something
blasphemous and loathsomne.

On the same day Jalur was inspector, +here was
also a hidden spectator...Irath. Throuch his black
arts he ferreted throucih the caravan from his abode,
searching for cholce oblects. Alanna flashed across
his brain like a vision from a druz:zed dream. ° wmoae
of the darknese went from his mind 1in Just the see-
ing of her. Determined to possess her at any price,
he summoned a djinn by magical and devious means,

At flrst telling the repulsive thins to feteh
her, he rerented, and bid the dJinn bezone, realiz-
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. that she would recoil in terror from 1t. This
matier would have to be handled by cunninZ. It
would be best to watch and walt patiently for an
auspicious momenti. So, searching out the caze azailn
he hesrd the entlre conversation betwreen the Prince
and the hizh-born captive.

With Alanna, as wilith Jalur, it wae love at first
sight, Jne contented herself wlth the thouzht that
he must be some zreat and ~entle persoraze. as the
caravan resumed the march. Could rot one tell by
his mien that he was of gentle birth, and had not
the cheilf of the raiders called him Frince? He
would be masked on the morrow, for he had told her
it would not be seemly for a-Frince to be orenly at
the slave mart.

Baek ii: "is fortress-like palace, Grath broodad
over the situation. Surpose he had a demon assume
an earthly disxzulse, one to take als T=2ce and lorm
while ancther would 1lndispose Jalur as tae auction
tock place. Suppose, then, by sorcery, he micht al-
<! SRR

The day of the aucticn arrived, fair as are all
days in far off Calnya. A few fluffy, pure white
clouds drifted lazily in a deep blue sky, and the
world seemed falir to all men.

The auction bezan with the sale of beooty. Furs,
gatins, rarc zems, odd statues, and items without an
end. The bildiers came and went and jostled In an
endless streaxn. At last, wilth a-fanfare of trumpets
and a clasainz of cymbals, the sale of human wares
bezan. Blacl” men {rom Kubya. Huze, husky men from
the flelds of Colom and from the mines of the Parth-
enites.

Tnen the femezle merchandise: all shapes and
slzes, some shy, some brazen, some fa*, some slinm.

Alanna was almost the last %o be nlaced upon “he
blocx. One could see the breeding in her every line
as she stood there, clad only ir a thin band of some
satiny material about her hips. And the rose of
modesty that mantled her cheeks...

If Jalur were a Irince, every 1nch a Frincess
was sne.

lien have dJdifferent conceptions of beauty, but’
she wag falr in the eyes of all. But in only two
didthe desire for her burn as a whip, shaer and
stinzing. :

‘ Competltors dropped out as the bids went up,
til at last only a masked one and 3rath were left.
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Grath and & masked one -- ah, we.l, that ls vwhat
those others thought, too, as well as Alanna.

Now the people of Kalidar are not salnts, but
their hearts were with the masked one. A hideous,
twisted, evil sorcerer is no men's friedd, ever. So
when Grath turned in anzer and melted away into the
crowd, the onlookers zave a shout of Joy. They d4ld
not notice the suprosed Grath vanish mysteriously in
a wisp of smoke. The masked one went up vo the
block, covered Alanna with a robe, and after loosen-
inz the ankle chains, led her away.

Wk itk

Little did the people of Kalldar dream of the
awful events +to take place but one shord day from
that fateful sale.

For in a day the Frince had zone mad and had led
the Kalidarians to storm the house of evil Grath.
--And while they were thus cccupied, the armies of
Golom, Farth, and the cavalry of Vichur scaled the
walls of the city. A few short hours later the folk
of Kalidar were scattered, slain, and sold as sglaves
~- and Xalldar was no more.

Why,. you ask? I am but a teller of tales, and
not always in 1life does zZood triumph over evil. I
tell but the simple truth,

"Come, zood story-teller," we pleaded, "tell us
how this monstrous thins caume to be.

"80 be 1it. It was dusk when Alanna and her
owner reached tneir destination. It was a auge pal-
ace, fit for a kinz, but 1ll-lighted. They entered.

"Removin: the mask, he ordered servants to bring
sundry foods and wines, and 1life was 7ood to botia.
That nizht they exchanzed vows before the All-Wise
One, the impartial zod of Xalidar. ;

""You are ny first and only love,' she murmurred
a8 he carried her to-the room.

"'And you are mine,' e sald softly, as ha put
her down on the huge silken. couch.... Then he extin-
guished every lamp in the roomwm, and returned to her.

ELL STE B ITE T

"Morninz came to the two- lovers, and with '1it,
too the disappearance of Zrai:'s trickery. Alanna was
the first to awaken.

"Then she screamed, lonz and somewhat insanelry,
for,.as she watched, the features and tody of Jalur
dissolv~i into bthose of the loathapme Grath...

ZND
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THE GREAT PHILOSOPHTR DESCARTZS, in propounding
a° powerful rhilosophical premlse into which there 1is
no need to 5o here, pointed out that' the shape, the
size, above all the appearance of anythlint variled
arcording to the angle or point of view from which
you looked uron 1it. That, dear friends, you must
apply here: for your obedient servant 1s only pok-
inz his nose in, as it were: feelinz around in unex-
plored territory, 1f you please. In other, sinrler,
words, thls 1s an article on fantasy wrltten by a
sclence fiction fan.

Not that there is complete ignorance on the part
of the brazen INDIVIDUAL with the nerve to write
this; as mentioned above, he has done some 1little

explorinz into fantasy. Cnouzh to make him curilous
~-~-curious about many things. That, patient and
snickering audience shall be the theme of this 1it-
tle plece.

The dictlionary definesg---

fantasy ... 4, a work of literature showing ex-

travazant fancy in spirit and desizn ...

Wiich, 1llke most dictionary definitions, musely
‘involves lookinc up more words. Reminds one of some
of John Dewey's definitions; 8o we still don't know
what fantasy 1is.

Thouch, of course, 1% al léaat. ives us.a.fuzzy

impression. Let's see--extravazant fancy in spirit
and design. Hoa-m-m. According to that, practical-

ly everythinz---modern detective stories, above all
westerns, certalnly science fiction, as well as what
we restrict the callin- to, can be called fantasy.
A little trimming down is in order.

On zeneral principl®s, we'll throw out detec
tives (don't like them anyway), and alon~ the same
lines boot westerns ( read those years ajq and got
tired of them). This leaves us with science--fiction

and--~let us refer to the type of material that Weird
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Tales, Unknown, e+ al, publish, as material X--- to
avoid confusion, since so far the term fantasy in -
cludes both science-Tiction and X.

Now we're getting to a2 point where we can again
argue. Here, on one side,. we have IZ. E. Smith,
Heinlein, Wells, and others, all ¥travazants in
spirit and design. These represent science-fiction.
On the other slde of the carefully drawn chalk-line,
representinz material X, we have C. A. Smith, Love-
craft, Merritt, Hall, to mention only a few moderns.
But just where, exactly, is this chalk line of def-
inition drawn. And, indeed, who drew it?

Let's take the +two Smiths. The great Z. Z.
writes what we should instantly classify as strictly
science-fictlon. For a moment let us assume this +0
be true. But what of Clark Ashton? We have at hand
a copy of that recent collection of his prose works,
"Out of bpace and Time." The introduction, by
August Derleth and Donald Wandrei, makes 1t clear
that the volume contains fantasy--in the sense of

our X materisl -- as well as straizht creepy-crawly
stuff, and sclsnce-fiction. Here they rererredin
particular to "The City of the Singing Flame," of
course. Yet -- turning from, say, "The End of the

Story" +to "The City of the Singins Flame," do we
sense .an abrupt change in s+yle, type, feelinz, out-
lcox? Or--without knowinz beforehand tha“t the Flame
story 1s supposed to be science~-fiction--do we sense
any difference?

I think not.

Or, for Iinstance, consider the great Abe Mer-
ritt. How would you classify his material? 1Is "The
Moon Pool" X or science fiction? VWhat of his "The
Metal Monster" --"Burn, Witch, Burn" -- "Creep,
Shadow"--"Three Lines of 0ld French." How would vou
classify theset

If they should be classified as X maserial, why?
What 1s the gquality that sets them apart as such--
the broad and vibrant imagination of the author--
the beeutiful prose construction--the fact that Mer-
rittdid not occupy pages explaining away in <+orms
of tangent, light-year, and electronic reaction all
the wonders that went on? Is that your difference?
Is the quality that makes Clark Ashton Smiti. g
Flame story science - fiction, then, his occasional
resortinz to occasional comments on the wnre and
wherefores of this or that? Is that the terrific,
tremendous dlviding 1line, the carefully set chalk
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mark, between what I call science fiction and that
which you call fantasy?

Or, per.aps, does it go deeper? Is 14 a quallsy
of credibility, of faith and bellief on the part of
the writer?

Sounds possibie.

No one acquainted with science-fiction doubts, I
am sure, that writers of that material bellevz, to a
certain extent at least, in what they put qown in
writing. As Kummer once said, not %o the letter,
"but in spirit, surely." In other words. when ein-
lein; writes of rolling roads, of great sccilolosical
changes in the future, of of the eventual, ultimate

form of dictatorship -- "If This Goes On'--he writes
with sincerity. The characters, the actual events
portrayed ---these are mere instrumentalities in the

hands of the writer, which he may use to put forth
his ildeas. The ldeas which, essentially, he believes
in.

Perhaps here we can find the dividinz line we've
been trying to locate. What about fantasy? Surely
these are Just stories, 1literary works whose com-
posers haven't the slightest bit of faith, can't
posslbly belleve at all, in them.

I wonder.

Ever read "Hell is Forever"? That, you will
affirm, should definitely be classified ag X meter-
ial. 3ut somehow I think Bester believed in it--
completely, even more so than many science-fiztion
writers believe in thelr wprks.

As 3hakesreare put 1it,"There ars mcre thinzs 1n
heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreant of 1n
your phiIOSOphy”~—and somehow I worder 1t this might
not, be the lurking, hsunting philogoohy in the minds
of your great Tfantasy writers. For tha+ natuer,
what are you thinkinzg when you read it---are you just
getting a big boot out of it, a cheap thrill, per-
haps, a few +ense moments of reading? Or do you
pause and wonder, after you've read a few dozen
gtories and +he stuff is in your blood, you re not
quits so sure about the solidity and reliabililty of
thuis old earth? After all, things have happened
wiich--couldn't have happened.

We can count that out, then, as the dividing
line. Thasre can be and probably is jus® «s mwach
faith~-5lbeit applied in a different way--in runtasy
or X, as we've been calling it, as there is ia scl-
ence fiction.

The truih bezins to dawn, mayhap. Have you ever won-
dered if--thore is a difference?
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Apallin~ thouzht!

There must be a difference. Why....why....there
Just is, that's all.

Think for a moment. What 1s the difference be-
tween T. E. Smitii and H. P. Lovecraft? Smith 1s
worried about man's fusure and what it may bring,
Lovecraft 1s worried about man'‘s world and his rass,
and what it may bdbring. Their interest is above all
in man's strugsle with nature, seen and unseen, and
as such I defy you to draw me that chalk .ine of di-
stinction.

There 1s gradation,. to be sure; byt difference
there is no4. "hat we have taken to be difference
we have coconecluded from contrasting two extremes,
Just as contrasting red and blue would hardly lead
one to believe that they were both the same thing
with merely a difference of gradation, or that, to-
gether, they are a part of pure white light.

For a long time, now, I've fel* that the term,
fantasy, has come to be a universal tarm, encomrassg=-
inz all of what modern imaginetive fiction ls. We're
golng to reallze that more and mcre as time goes by,
and eventually, when the word lantasy nas lost the
stigma of 1its derivation from and connection with
the fantastic, =wi+h the resultant connotation of
impossible -- when that happens, we're going to say
fantasy, and mean everpthinz from Z. E. Smith to
Lovecraft.,

I may be wrong.

But I'll lay a wager on it.

End
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Long in my heart has been the desire and ,yearn-
ing to become a bibliophile of things fantastic; a
seeker-out of the odd, the unknown and thd spectacu-
lar in the realm of fanthsy. To my wind. steeped
these many years in so much of the cuire and the bl-
zarre, there is nothing so- fagelrasting a8 porlrg
over the dusty heaps of a bookstere's hasement trove
--nothing to afford a thrill comparable to the uneXx-
pected discovery of a 1lone, 3tray copy of early
BLACK CAT, c¢r some nineteenth century periodical
containing a 3trance tale. :

Or,. as has often happened, the references one
will find 1in ancient publishers' li'sts, tellinz of
some fantastic novel cr collection never before sus-

pecsed.
After such discoveries, I rush home to revise my
listing of fantasies; to jot down noxes reminding

me to search for the volume named.

Possibly +here 1is no-one among the great tribe
of the phantastophile who-has not felt at one time
or another that urge to compile lists of things;. to
collect and systematize indices,, tables of contents
and folders of facts conecerning all thinss fantastle
or strange. Authors, magazines, novels, fan publi-
cations -- angthing and everything.

At one time, back 1in those nostalzic days of THE
TINE TRAVELLEZER, TFANTASY FAN, TFANTASY,, I had a
complete card-indax of over a thousand fantasy books
that is -- an authenticated 1list. L have seen sone
much lapmser, but they have always included wvarious
(and numberless) items written down merely because
somcone heard someone tell someone else +there WES
such a book. Or perhaps the title scunded fantas-
tic (witness that silly love story by Virna Jelmar,
titled THE ZND OF THEZ 'ORLD, or WCRLD's ZIND, o, some
gimilar thing.

On a lon~ vnll of paper I had listed, from the
bezinning, all fantasy fiction printed by the early
Ger-zhack Publieations ---THZ ZXIZRIMENTIR, KADIO
NEWS, SCIENCE AND INVENTION.

In a browa paper broklet were listed all yarns
of "gifferent” character sver to be printed in imn-
sey.Futliications -- and tha* includes them all, Irom
GOLDEN ARGOSY, ARGOSY, ALL-STORY, MUNSLY'S, SORAP-
BOOK, CAVALILR, ALL-STCRY-CAVALIZR, aARGOSY-ALL-mICRY
and back to ARGOSY. Oh, yes, don't forzet ALL AlZR%-
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ICAN FICTION, which was almost half fantasy yarns...
The above, incidentally, is probably not the correct
order of appearance; my files are in another part
of the county, 1inaccessible for checking at the mo-
ment.

Then there was a long list of 3LACK CAT fantasy,
which, by the way, I shall publish some day. Thils
was not complete, since I have never fcund any per-
son with a complete collection of BLACK CAT. its
issues ran well over the two hundred mark.

In a small but many-paged leather-bound book,
there was a table of contents to every science and |
fantasy magazine ever published. WZIRD TALES, of
course, led the 1list in number of issues.

There was also & complete index of all authora
who had ever written fantasy fictlon. I began the
listing of all their stories in chronological and
alphabetical order of appearance, but after working
down to the letter "H" and Edmond Hamilton, my ener-
gles played out.

Then there was the time, some years ago, when 1
conceived the notion of compilinz and publishing a
complete blocrarhical work, covering all livinc au-~
thors of fantasy. For a period of several months, I
wrote to & hundred or so, collecting, absorbing, and
arranging dasa for the project. The 1ldea was lovely
--the cost of the printing, as I found to my dismay,
was not.

Anent that early day printinzg splurge? at the
time of collecting the various tables of contents, I

ambitiously_ Dborrowed an antigue stamp-pad type of
nimeograph dupllcator and turned out a nundred or so

coples of a table of contente to WZIIRD TALZS, from
the first issue in 1923, up to the larch, 1933 num-
ber, which was the latest out at that time.

So, then, it has gzone, throuzh these years of
chasing after the weird and the fantastilc. Never
have I stopped beinz a rabid statisticilan. Nelther,
I imagine, has any fan worthy of the name. It adds
zest and splce to our hobby.

Too, I suspect there's a little of the miger In
most fans, which makes them want to zloat over the-
treasures fantastic that have come into their hands.

Or perhaps,. and this may be more truth than
fantasy, we're vaguely akin to those mumbling, 2ut- .
tering unfortunates who sit themselves quietly down -
in their little radded cublcles and gleefully clip
out paper dolls without end....

Psmith.
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And men forgot their pas&ﬁons~iﬁ-€he dread

Of thls their desolation; and all heurts

Were chill'd into a selfish prayer for light:

And they did live by watch-fires--- and the throneseg

ThHe palaces of crowned kinzs--the huts,

The habitations of all things which dwell,

Were burnt for beacons, clties were consumed,

Andl men were gather'd round their blazing homes. ¢e

T6 look once more into each other's face.

Happy were those who dwelt within the eye

Of the volcanos, and their mountain-torch:i

‘A fearful hope was all the world contained;

Forests were set on fire--but hour by hour

They fell and faded--and the crackling trunks

Extingulshed with a crash--and all was black.

The brows of men by the despairing lizht

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits

The flashes fell upon them; some fell down

And hid their wyes and wept; and some d1d rest

The!» chins upon their clenched nhands, and smiled,.

And others hurriled to and fro, and fed

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look'd up

With mad disquietude on the dull sky,

The pall of a past world; and then agsain

With curses cast them down upon the dust,

And gnash'd their teeth and howled: +he wild birds

shriek'd

And, terrified,. did flutter to the ground,

And flap their wings; the wlldest brutes

Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl'd

And twined themselves amonz the multitude,

Hissing, but stinoless--they were slain for food?

And Var, which for a moment was no more, .

Did glut hims=2lf agaln; each meal was bought

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart

Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;

All earth was but one thought--and that was death,
Immediate and inglorious; and the pang

The rizht
ande
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Of famine fed upon all entrells--men
Bied, and thelr boneas were tombless as thelr flesh;
The meagzre by the meagre were devour'a,
Zven.dozs assail'd their masters, all save one,
And he was falthfull to a corpse, and kept
The birds and beasts and famish'd men at bay,.
I1ll hunger clung them, or the drooping dead
Lured thelr lank jJaws; himself sought out no foode
But with a piteous and perpetual moan,
And a qulck desolate cry, lickine the hand
Wnieh answer'd not with a caregs--he diled.
The crowd was famlsh'd by degrees; but two
Of an enormous city 4id survive,
And they were enemies; they met besilde
The dying embers of an altar-place
Where had been heap'd a mass of holy things
For unholy usage; they raked up,
And shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands
The feeble ashes, and thelr feeble breath
Blew for a little 1life, and made a flame
Which was. a mockery; then they 1ifted up
Thelr eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld
Each other's aspects--saw, and shriek'd, and died---
Zven of their mutual hideousness they dled,
Unknowlng who-he was upon whose brow
Famine had written Fiend. The world was vold,
The populous and the powerful was a lump,
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifelesg---
4 lump of death--chaos of hard clay.
The rivers, lakes and ocean all stood still.
And nothing stirred within their silent depths.
Ships sailorless lay rottinz on the sea, ’
And their masts fell down plecemeal; as they dropp'd
THey slept on the abyss without a surge---
The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave,
The moon, thelr mistress, had explred before;
The winds were wither'd in the stagnant air,
And the clouds perish'd; Darkness had no need
Of aid from them--She was the universe.
«.+.Lord Brron

In presenting Byron's great but little-known
poem to- the fan world, we do so with the feeling
that we are being of a service to those who love
fine fantastic verse. The reprinting of the bit in
these pages 18 not an endorsement or announcement of
& reprint poliey. ¥z shall wuse new work only by
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contemporary fan writers. Only in the case of some-
thing by an author now dead and ill-remembered, or
gome clasgic bit generally unknown shall we make any
exception to this rule.

Byron 1is more generally known for such great
effusions as CHILDEZ HAROLD, D3N JUAN, and others too
numerous to consider. The present poem, though less
bathed in fame than many of his others, 1s every bit
as beautiful in structure and as deep and arresting

in thouzht. It has ever been one of my favorites...
L.C'D‘.



13

"These Yips have kissed--

<+« Damon Knight, in Alchemist
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OPEN LETTER:
\\_/) I: J il aond I: J =

Thlis dilly - dallying about with the idea of a
systematization of fantasy has gone on now for any
number of years, and it is high time a little some-
thing was done about it.... For one thing, if the
matter is not zone into now, when fantasy 1s, flgur-
atively speakinz, at a low ebb of production and ac-
tivity, the thing will get entirely out of hand and
beyond the efforts of any person or group of persons
to tabulate. Now is the time, 1f ever, for a con-
crete, urgent effort to he made to complle and pub-
lish, and preserve for all time a comprehensive bilb-
liography of fantasy..

As. Boucher said in the July 1ssue of SHANGRI-
L'AFFAIRES, Feter Schuyler Miller made a slight mo-
tion in the affirmative some two or three years ago.
But that,. as any who have followed this subject for
the past decade must know,. was a late,, late, en-
treaty. As long ago as 1931, or even before, there
were 8some vwho: tried to keep-a complete, sensible
listing of things.

Julius Schwartz, in FANTADY, ten years ago be-
gan a2 fine program which died only with the death of
that great magazine. There was a listing, chrono-
logical in presentation, of all the fantasy in Mun-
gey Publications; then there was a listing of fan-
tasy in non-fantasy magazines. A memorable effort,
but too- incomplete in scope,.and too far in the past
as things fantastic $o;5.to be known today. I am not
aware of the exact number of coples of FANTASY cir-
culatéd but from the rarity that old classic enjoys
today, 1t was far insufficient to be a medium of en-
lightenment to the general fan world of today.

Among others who-spread the gospel of bibliomania
in the past, there were Charles Hornig, of eternal
fame as master of THE FANTASY FAN, H. C. Koenig, the
ultra-collector, Robert Barlow, F. Lee Baldwin, and
others almost beyond mention. 0T course, I do-in-
Justice to such fen as Forrie Ackerman,.Don Wollheim
and Claire Beck and others of the amateur immortals,
by not giving them stellar mention but at the moment

I am only concermed with things bibliographical...If
that is the word
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And then shere was Willy Ley. We understood
that he was encaged in the compilation of a bib-
liography of science fiction that had achleved book
publication. What has happened to that? Has Ley
given up in disguei? Has he found the task too
much for one mortal? Has ne lacked cooperation in
his research? Whatever the reason, let's find out
now why he has been unable tc bring hls work into
the publit eye. If 1t is due to the fact that no
orthodox publisher will touch such a ticklish 1ltem,
let us understand Jjust why it is that unilted fandom
cannot see to~the publicasion of such a monumental
effort. Even small amounts of money,. from many
purses, can total a slzeable amount:

It 1is very fine to speak of a method of flling
the accumulated results of a research into the fan-
tastic,, to- tell of the method of tabulation, and
the system of card indexing; but what of the per-
iod before that indexing: the research, the study,.
and above all, the oprortunity for study? Only a
few, a very few, out of the great multitude of fans
are able to reach the material necessary to an ex-
haustive researcn and compilation and study of
things fantastic.

S0:

I +herefore belleve that no more time should be
wasted by we who have had such opportunity...

I believe that we should make immediate efforts
toward the coaculation of our various lists, and
files,, and card indices, to bring into being that
dream-thing called by Boucher "The Breat Bib."

Every one among us has some specialty, some one
magazine,. group of magazines, or group of authors,
in which he or she has taken particular interest.
Several fans have already publicized that interest
by having their compilation of stories or books
appiar in print. The ESQUIRZ fantasy list,. for ex-
ample.
S50, why can't we get together on this, all of
us, and collate our material?

The selectlon of a head bibliographer for this
undertaking can be worked out between collective
fandop.. That is the second ster to be taken.

The first,, the foundation stone,. 1is this ar-
ticle.you are now reading. As a method of beglin-
ning, I offer to perform the following functlions:

1. For the time it requires to get this thing
fully under way,. I will issue a four- to eilzht-raze
leaflet detalling the various phases of prozress;

2. To start things, 1 offer my address as



LETHE PAGE TWENTY THRIE

communications center until a blbliographer can be
selected. This means that I want all who wish to
partake in this research to write to me, tellinz me
what they have to off8r; of what phase of fantasy,
gcience fictlon, or what you will, they have made a
listing. Also, any and all ideas, sugsestions,
etc., that may come to mind. The first leaflet
will contain these letters,

3. As a.small beginning toward the great bib-
liography, I present within the next month a table
of contents and cross-index to  UNKNOWN, which will
go out with TELLUS as a separate supplement. And
Bill Watson and I are working on the WEIRD TALES
table of contents. Juss  the table of contents at

present; the 1indexing will come later. (Twent
years of WT 18 a terrific lot- of listing, fellows.
So there it 1is. I want +4o-hear from every fan.

who- receives this first lssue of LETHE goncerning
his or her ideas. Whether or not you give a damn
about® this little publication, please let us hear
from you 'about, the bibllozraphy idea.

REMEMBER fantasy as a form of literature is
in its 1infancy. This that is now prorosed will
at some future day be looked upon as one of the
greatest historical 1landmarks 1in fantasy's life-
time... if 1t can be done.. And it can be done.

It's up to us.

Loulis C. Smith.

AN ADDENDA: To - clarify Just the type of material
needed, here are a few suggestions for starters:
Stf. and fantasy books (classified by subject); the
Munsey Publications; Blue Book; Detective Fiction
Weekly; Black Cat (the old magazine); The American
Weekly (of the Hearst Fapers); the slicks, such as
Ladies' Home Journal, Woman's Home Companion, New
Yorker, Century, Harper's, Cosmopolitan; +he youth
publications -~ American Boy, Boy's Life.... Well,
you can go-on from there.
L. C. S,




