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Published whcnever we feel in the mood,(approx 3 to 4 months betwee
issues)by Jack Riggs, 1620 Chestnut St., Berkeley-2-Calif. Lotho 15
onc fat, chubby nickul per copy, trades by arrangement. Suitable
material,(take a look at thc insides of this issuc, that is the type
of fiction wc want; articles can be about anything you hbhink might
be of intecrcst) will be gratcfully acceopicd, a copy of the issue in
which your stuff appcars will bc scent froue, no other payment.

Editorial

de promised the rcader of Lethe that therc would be a letter
section; but this issuc took up too much space and something had to
go. You could take “Len's" and .J.Rasch's stuff as lectters though,
they aren't written cxactly like our conception of =n article. Redd
Boggs is the boy for that. Various jokcrs, Jerks., and jinns wrote
us letters and cards (thanx) including Art levine, Bob bloch, Robert
smith, wilimczyk, Don hutchison, snecary, *fat bowling, Evard noble,
retsler, and somec guy in L.A. named Burpe or some th;.no likc that,
perhaps it was spclt burbee.

Received a postcard with a grand total of 23d in stamps. Czamo

from a Leon Stone, Elgin 8t., Gordon, N.5.W., .ustraliz and hc saw a
review of Lethe in  the Fantasy advertiscr. Herce is what he has to
say; “"Bear Fanzine Editars. dould you be so good as to placc my
name on your regular malling list of your fanzine LETHE so that I
(cont. page 9)
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A Market for FJan Fiction
| | | by Redd Boggs

So you have been writing fan fiction, Some of it was pretty
good, too. Remember "Slave Ships of Time"? -~ Gus lcFann of No-
people, Nev., thought it was the best fan-yarn since "The Ice King",
and Joe Goodfan, who published the thing. in his fanzine "3tuffict-
ion",wrote that he thought it was "Superb!® The best fan fiction of
the year." So it was good. Edmond Hamilton never hacked out any-
thing so good -- only he gets paid for his potboilers, Maybe one
cent, maybe two or threc cents a word.

That's a little itom for speculation. In fact, after a week or
two of speculation, the thing becomes an obsession. Then, the next
time you sit down at the typewriter, that ubiquitous .tagline carried
by most of the fanmags begins to parade across your mind: "This
magazine 1is amateur and non-profit; thercfore, no payment can be
made for accepted material.® No payment? That idea is pure poison
now ., Wealth glows Dbefore your eycs. Four thousand words at one
cent a word...hcck, that's $40.00. fhat can't a fan do with forty
bucks? There's that complete scect of Unknowns, . for instance. You
start writing, dreaming of that ,40.00 and that, K set of Unks, remem-
bering that this yarn you're hacking out Jjust sotta hit four thous-
and words, or eclsc.

So maybe, Dby stretching ths plot a bit here and therc -- maybe
it does hit 4,000. ifaybe it hits 5,000 words -- that's $50.00 cold.
(You can buy some¢ old ‘Jondars, too.) Then you typc the story up,
even inscrting = a new ribbon in your typer, Jjust to make the script
look profecssional. Finally, you toss the manuscript into an c¢nvcl-
ape and address thc thing to Thrilling idondcr Stories (you'd like to
hit Campbell with it, but maybc it wasn't guitc pood .enough). .-

Standard iagazines, Inc., has a very neat little rejection slip
about 3 x 5 inches, printcd on yellow paper. It starts out in a re-
gretful vein: "4e are very sorry that we are unable to use you con-
tribution, which we arc returning herewith,.." You cam almost hear
the third associatc editor blowing his nosec and wiping his optics as

he shoves your valuable (S into the roturn cnvclope ard tosses it.
into a mail chutc,

Let's facc it: the pros arcn't easy to crack. iluch 48 you de-
plore TS or A2 2nd the kind of trips they publish, they heve their
special requircments, their unbending taboos that makc them diffi-
cult targets for the amateur fictioncer. Campbell isn't the only
cxacting cditor that weilds a blue poncil in the fantasy ficld. In
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fact, if you like his mag 2nd read 1t rcligiously, the canny JC
should be oasicr for you to sell to than any other cditor,

However, if the stcp from fanzines to TWS and WT 1is too stecp
for wany a fan-writer to make, that is not tho whole story. ile ara
looking now at thc writing gamc from.the hobby angle. If you're
thinking of hacking for 2 living, you should be reading Writer's Di- .
gest instead of this fanmag, for that's beyond the scope of this
article. You should bc convinced of that point when we bring up the
subject of the "littlc magazines.*

Somebody called them "Larth's fragile children®, and so they
are, Like a Follies girl, +they are scantily-clad and cach bclicves
its name will bc spoken by cvery tonguc. Lost of them speeialize in
poetry, and somc of it is cven good poctry. Hany of thom use artic
les and fillcers, book reviews and philosophical treatiscs. A few of
them usoe short storics, and one or two spccinlize in fantasy storics.
Thesc latter arc the ones we'rce intercsted in, 1nd we arc particu-
larly concernced with the magazine callcd Diffcront.

Diffcrent, c¢ditcd and published by Lilith Lorraine at Rogers,
Ark., isn't apprcciably diffcrent from many of its compctitors such
as Hcarth Songs Journal, as far as anpearance goes, but in content
it is onc of the better magnazines in the "tiny market" ficld. It is
printcd on slick papcr, sizc 8% x il, :nd bonsts a neat, cven dis-
tinguished format that is c¢nough to make ~ pulp cditor jealous., A--
bout 32 pages thick, thc mag runs thrcec columns per pnage in casy-to-
read type. Diffcrcent costs 35¢ per copy, or $2.00 n year.

The magnazine is  official organ of the Avalon DNation~l Foetry
shrine, =2 poects' leaguc foundced by liiss lorrainc, ~nd contains ncws
of thc activitics of the many local chapters, ~s well as 10 to 12
pages of poctry, much of it c¢xccllent fantasy, mostly from Avalon
members. Then there is the fiction.

“hat kind of fiction docs Differcnt usc? Let's look at the con
tents page of the mag, under the heading "iianuscript Requircments.”
As the¢ rndio announcers say, I gquéte: "s¢ want short storics of
from 2500 to 3000 words that arc rcally ‘'differcnt' s to style ~nd
subject matter. We cspecially need distinctive love storics, fan-
tasy storics and ~nimal storics in which the ~uthor c¢scapcs from rc-
gimented plots and from imitative styles...." Incidentally, Stanton
a, Coblentz, wcll-known writer, 1is listcd on the masthead as "fan-
tasy story cditor.”

For an cxample of the fantsay uscd by Diffcrcent, refer to the
Nov.-Dce. (1946) issuc, which contains thrcc shorts, two of them
fantasy., (Th third tailc is a murder story.)

"Vinged Driftwood" by Manfred A. Carter combincs the 2tom bomb
and Atlantis themes. Ye scicntific genius, who has discovercd = hew

e

way to extract uranium from the sca, 1is struck by a2 strange malady
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that turns his arm chalky whitec and completcly numb ~t  tho rate of
an inch a day. Ho roceives ~ nots: *Stop cxperimenting or you will
bleach one inch 2 day till you dice.” Signed--ATLaANTIS. Following
furthcr orders, he casts his scerct formul:r into ths occan -- but he
kesps a carbon copy of it. Thercupon he dies.

The other fantwsy is “Filby's Minute® by James lLincGregor. Fil-
by, = Fullsr brush aman, gives v 1ift to = strange hitch-hiker who
clzaims to bec a prophet by profcession. The hitcher ropays Filby by
causing him to delay onc aminutc, thercby wmissing = horrible death,.
which tho "prophct* had forescon.

50 wmaybe you c:in writc i better storv, huh? Okay. Heek, I'm
‘convinced now, but uditor Lorrainc isn't. Shec'll w~nt to sce your
script before she prsscs judgment.

If she accepts your yarn, she will mnil you  chuck for ,5.00.
Aw right, chicken~fued, perhnps, but it ve-ts by five bucks what I'm
rceecivéng for this ~rticlc. You wrnted to ot prid for your stuff,
like &«d Hamilton is, axnd you didn't got cven five bucks for "Gl-ve
Ships of Timce" in Stuffiction, did you? rwyment from Diffcront is
on acceptine:.

A word about Diffirent's poctry, Quoting ~grin from "M3. Ro=-
quircmcnts”: “,ocms must be idoalistic, technically sound, highly
origin~l in stylc -nd thought content, dvnumic:lly simple, ~nd sin-
ccrecly written, with no involved s.ntince structurc, -~nd of strong
yct restriined caotional appstl, No ¢scopisaw, pdllyannism, pre~ch-
ing, sthcism, or incohercat oxperimcnt~lisa. Liait 20 lincs." Ecil-
cd Jown, that wcans scnd your ©ist damn poom, wiks it short, ind it
had better not be in froc versc. sven  tnen, thosc rcoquirzsments
sound ns difficult to cr.ck as an Arisi~n theuiht-b~arricr. They ~rc
not r~lly that b:d, howcver, for this fun reecntly had 2 poem in
Diffceront, richt ~lceng with  Stinton Coblentz, Dorothy ,uick, ~=nd
Le~h Budine Drake.

As for fiction, hmamm., Lct's pass that by. No, I haven't rung
the bell it Differcnt vet with - story. v l.tost offort did re-
ceive n "tentative® ~cceptnnee, ~nd perhayps whén I rovise it ~nd
shoot it back, thce thine will stick. And @ahybs you don't think 1
c2n use thht five doll:.rs. (Hey, Ackcrimnn, s-~ve ne "The i'wssion~tc
astronower" by al:n Griffiths! Five bucks on the way.)

Yes, Diffcrcnt is ~ "tiny axrket", but if it is not s good as

tpa pyulps, 1t is boetter th-n the fonzincs. You might trv it, ncxt
tiime you d:sh off . f:ntistic yarn. 1If I c~n 3lmost mike it you ¢an

m.kc it, for if ycu don't think vou're o better writer thon I ~nm,
you're nutty. Nutty s ninc tons of pucans,
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Seated on the tall comfortadle stool, glass in hand, Paul ilart-
in surveyed the “"U=3ar®, It wcs a typical lMartian bar, (lowing lu-
cite walls furnished the dim illumination; a fat, stolid bartender
nolishing a glass; televox plaver; three customers quietly talking
over their drinks and one drunk trying to dbutt in on them.

Martin took o swig of the slightly bitter local drew and looked
into the mirror behind the bar, He noticed the drunk had given up
trying to ingratiave himself with the trio and was lurching towards
him, He groaned inwordly. Vhy did all the drunks bother him?  Did
he have o sympathetic fafe or somthing? Ilaybe if he grunted in--
stead of talking, tho old sot would totter off somevhere and leave
him alone.

“Say frien',” the voice dburst in on hig reverie, "ever been on
the Jovian run?®

"Umph!* said Paul

"Well I was marooned on a asteroid out that way not long ago.
Stranges® thing that ever happened, too. 1y name's Joe Vright, ur-
anium prospector. 17y friends think I'm a right joe too. Heh.” He
cnckled at the horrible pun.

“Say frien‘, I'm a little short of cash right now. Could you

buy me a drink? Pay you back next ien'sday fer sure."

lelle--," Paul squirmed and thought of leawving, but his drink
wvag unfinigshed,

“Lost ry ship an' everything, Run into o streck of tourh luck.
I'11 tell you about it, Seems thot while procrectin' arocund the out-
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er edge of the isteroid 3elt ry cuto~-detector vent ka-flooey an' I
didn' know it. A dbig rock came twirlin' by about *“he same time an I
lost tho last half of my ship. Con't do much without motor or Jets,
gso I climbed into my sggoo—suit ant Lailed out, 3oiled out 'couse
another rock might hiv he section I was in, Y'see I was rocketin'
" perogs the awdsc then, an'.it was very likely to happen.”

Paul took =nother sip of the cold brew and noted the hungry
look on the bum's face and almost weakened, but then the old boy
gulned twice and went on,

"So there I was floatin' in a rock-filled void. Using ry flare
fgun I blasted down 1o an agsteroid that was driftin' by about then,
I sat dovm to think about how I vms gonna pet myself rescued, A reg-
*lar mnil rocket to Titan was due in o couple a hours an' I ionnered .
how T was gonna signal to it. I was kinda mad an' disgusted an' I
flamed a funny lookin' outcropnin' with my flare gun, without think-
in', y'know.

“So help me as I sit here, if the darn thing didn't stort to
burni® Then it spread acrogs the rock to where I sat on a lump a
gome kinda gtuff, I reached down an' fingercd the ground an' it wasg
powdery-like, Scon I was swrounded by flames; an!' then the vhole
asteroid was on fire as far os I could see, Only thing I can think
of was that the whole thing was nothin® dut a big ball of vegetation
but how, I dunno.

vanyway the flames didn' hurt me none 'couse in space the heat
Jus' radintéd off, dut fast. .n' before I knew it; I was floatin®
all alone in space. The whole darn thing had jus' durned out from
unner me!

"I was rescued by the mail rocket, They'd seen the fire for
over a millyuwn miles an' slowed dovn to sece what it was and there I

wng; all alone, Jo ship, no nuthin', Jjus' me."™ He sniffed, "I
lost everything out there." le said, woving an arm vaguely.

Paul sat ther with his mouth open. Then he snapped his finger
at the bar-keep vho vias still pdlishing the glasses,. "By Satan!™
Paul exclaimed to the glass~polisher. VI don't like talkative drunks
who try to put the orm on me for a drink, bdbut.....goddorn! Anyone
vho can spin a yarn like that deserves a drink!™ Taul slavped a big
bill dowvn on the bar. “Fill up the 0ld rum-pot with the best you
have.” Paul got up, slapped the men on the back and walked out into
the sunshine, shaking his head very slowvly.

the end
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TJhe Juture of Science Jiction

P.J.Rasch

In the second edition of LETHE James Kepner raises several in-
teresting questions as to the future of 5-F. Only a determinist or
a mystic should venture predictions in ansver to such questions, but
it seems to the writer there are straws in the wind which may give
some clues as to the probable future of such literature.

It is obvious that science has definitely caught up with imag-
ination in the field of physics--so much so that we are told certain
povernment agencies viewed the more plausible authors with grave
alarm during the war. The atomic bomb is here; the Army has public-
ly stated they expect to send a rocket to the moon within eighteen
months;(( according to one officer who was reprimanded by his super-
jors--ed)) there is reason to beclieve short range death rays may be
an actuality; respected scientists talk of some¢ kind of a force sc-
reen as the anly protection against the atomic bomb. These have com
posed the faithful old standbys of mest science fiction writers.
Now that reality has caught up with their most vi®id imaginings, can
they hope to blaze this trail deeper into the unknown? i'ersonally
the writer doubts it. He fecls that science fiction in the physical
field has vsry nearly rocachced the end of the road and  that futurc
authors will have to turn to other ficlds. This, of course, is not
the opinion of Baring-Gould. In his articlc *"Littlc Superman, %“hat
Now" in HARVCER3 for September, 1946, he argucs that applied scicnce
has caught up with laboratory scicnce because of the war and scicnce

fiction can again widen thc gap as soon as thoe authors have had time
to take stock of thc situation,

The prescnt writer belicves they will be forced to turn to
other fields, possibly oncs in the realm of psychology and philoso-
phy. Hercdity and gencetics should offer much for fictional exploit-
ation, Scicntists are today discussing thc possible mutations .which
may result from the usc of atomic energy and talces along this line
should find a receptive public. The subject im not new, of course.
Some noteworthy work has already becn done, A.Z. van Vogt's "Slan"
being probably thc best known coxample, but the surface has onlv been
scratched. It is almost inevitable, also, that wo sh2all have many

more storics on thc end of the world rcsulting from atomic expori-
ments,

Kepner commcnts that dictator storics arc timcly now but that
socialism, capitzlism and numerous other forms of government should
be explored. He is right, of coursc, in urging writiecrs to strike
out into varied aspccts of politics, but the thcor:tical probability
is that the field they arc now tilling is tho really productive one,
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According to the charts of Spengler, Wwe arc now c¢ntering the cera of
the formation of Caesarism, with a tcendency of the part of nations
to decline into formless populations, with dictatorships following.
The industrialism of our culturce is recaching the ¢nd of its creative
cycle; the political power (dictatorship) will rise over financial
power., Gold has lost its place; we mine it only to again bury it.
The foremen's unions may wcell be the first step toward the masses of
labor being represented on the Dboards of management and with that
the entrepreneur aldicates his last privilege. The mobs that cricd
“Bread and Circus" as the Classical Culturc nearcd its dissolution
in Imperial Romc have their counterparts on a world widc scale today.
It took Europe twelve centurics to reach a total population of 180,-
000,000. From 1800 to 1914 it incrc¢ascd to 460,000,000! India's
population incrceascd 50,000,000 betwesn 1930 and 1940. The blunt
facts are the masses are not preparcd for or capable of tzking on
the responsibilitics of intelligent poviernment. Individual groups
strive for power; those inconvcnicnced by their strivings clanor for
a strong man to repress the disturboers--witness our own strike sit-
uation. The $-F writcer might do well to consider the problems the
incrcase of population makes by its very maiss and hew they z2re to be
solvad. “e may bu surc a people will get no better gevernment than
it deserves, The last fow chapters of the prescntly popular "ilis-
trece iflasham's Reposc" by T. Il. White contnin somc bitingly ironical
observations on this question. Howevoer, the best story that has yct
appearcd along thesc lincs is  "Renaisszanec”" by Raymond F. Joncs,
which ran in ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION during 1944. If you arc in-
terusted in the shapc of things that may bc awnd have not rea2d this
work, by all mcans look it up. It should bu borne in mind that the
dictators of thc futurc arc wmore likely to be sciontists than the
traditional war lords.,

Kepner inquires whither progress is actuzlly being made by civ-
ilization and whither it may be followed by an cbb. ‘{ith 211 due
respect, or lack thercof, to curtain authers, to both cucstions the
answer appears to be in the affirmative. Zach culturc hus riscn a
little higher than the one preceding; if our own folkows thc pattern
of all preceding oncs and collapses, that which builds upon its
ruins may grasp the things for which we strive in vain. Thc writer
might statc at this point th2t he takes no stock in thc fancics ad-
vancced by somc writers as to the high culturc cvolved in fabled At-
lantis. It is cvident from the claiams of Donnclly, Lawis, Church-
ward et. al. thao if this continent c¢v.r cxisted its culturc could
not have been higher than that attaincd by the Mayas, Zgypt or an-
cicnt Greccee, that is, stone ago. According tc Spenglor's theorics
our own civilization should crash about 2200 4.D. The writcr would
Suggest that more imaginativc scencs might be 1laid about 500 ycars
from now than the thousands of years in the futurc so poprular with
H.G.Jells and others. Jhat will com¢ in the next millenary is 2any-
one's guess; the inevitable c¢nd of all that is containad within

the sccond law of thermodynamics is scicntific forcsight dhan sci-
cnce fiction. ' )
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The question of the turn which will be taken by cvolution is
also brought up by Kcepner, Judging by the discussion of this sub-
ject in Howell's "Mankind So Far" we should not 1look for any start-
ling changes. flc (Howell) secems to think the quality of the brain
will improve, wisdom teeth will desappear, the littlce toc may be
lost, and baldness will possibly become universal in the white race.
This is a far cry from the top heavy brains and spindly bodics foro-
scen by some writers. ‘

It is, of coursc, an opcn question as to how much attention SF
should pay to probabilities. The writer is  certainly in no way
bound by such considcrations as have been pointcd out above. How-
ever, it is generally truc that fiction derives its rcason for being
from the fact it holds a picturc of 1lifc beforce the reader, The
further it gets from reality, prescnt or possible, the less likely
it is to be of any permancnt value. Unquestionably, howevcr, the
grecatest question confronting 3F fans is not the problem of the au-
thors' imagination but thc qucestion of the quality of their product.
Shaver has set 5F back a good fiftcocen years., Not only is his prod-
uct in itsclf bad from the literary viewpoint, but it has opened the
flood gates for hundrcds of lettcers from crackpots who justify cvery
nasty rcvmark that has cver been made by critics of such writings.
The development of the atom bomb was the biggest boost SF cver had;
it is unfortunate if the rccognition g:incd thercby is to be thrown
away because a highly advertised writer turns out watcrial which any
rcader of normal discrimination can only classify 2s trush,

the ¢nd

continued from page one;

--might receive issues for presservation in the
Asstralian Library of Amateur Journalism, which features a section
of Fanzines.
I will gladly acknowledge by postal and in my amateur
magazine KOOLINDA.

I am keen to acquire all issues [possible of fan~
zines so will appreciate it if you can oblige? Several Fanzine ed-
itors (Dunk, Jesson, wWillmorth, Tavlor) have obliged already and are
forwarding me their publications. Any back nos. of your own or
other fanzines you may care to spare would also be greatly apprec-
iated. Cordially & Sincerely.

We think he sounds like a sincere chap
and are complying with his request. How about the rest of you fan-
mag editors sending the boy a copy of yours? :
ile recently saw the Army
films in color of the Bikini tests. They were the same ones that ya
might have seen in the newsreels; abounding with Admirals and brass
of all sorts and of course the explosions and their affcets. The
fact thay were in color was the only differcnce. #¢ were supposed
to see the £ELinstcin group's film on control of Atomic rower that
ends with @he destruction of San Francisco by rocket-carricd atomic
Bombs, but the man never showed up. Onc fcllow suggested that per-
haps the Republicans got hia.

Hope you-all and we-all survivc until next issue;
adios.,
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by Mrs. "bing*

I tell this story only after I have had a few stiff drinks.
It doesn't even sound real to me until I have a couple of
fifths under my belt....but it is true. True in the sense that all
riddles yet unsolved by Science are ture. And yet it breaks my
heart to tell it. Oh, how the mighty are fallen.

One day I received a message from my friend, Ackland Hammerdung
one of the world's 1leading scientists. The fact that most of his
leading was astray never affected his standing in the eyes of his
public, He was the research scientist for Astounding Stories; the
genius who invented the flying brains, the dictographic dogs, the
flame midgets and four dimensional masses of protoplasm that break
into our consciousness via the pages of many of our most amazing mag
azines. I sensed froan Hammerdungsmessage that his need was urgent.
Donning my space suit (his Christmas present to me) I flew off to
his office.

“hen I saw Ackland Hammerdung's face I knew something terrible
had happened.

“Ackland, my friend, what is the matter?® I queried as I came
in for a four point landing.

"Oh, i*hilopolus,* he moaned, ™"It's horrible!*

“W/hat's horrible, Hammerdung?* I asked, watching his face wri-
the in purple convulsions.

"1 have just given birth.* said Ackland, glowing ultra-violet.
"To what?" said I, familiar with his labor pains,

“To something...so...so superlatively unexpected....l am he;rt-
broken. Oh...Philopolus...” he cried and fell to the floor sobbing.

I carried him into his laboratory carefully avoiding the Giant
Octopus left over from an Amazing Sea Story and stepping gingerly
over Hammerdung's private pet, a barking brain, which convoluted
wildly about the room. I gave Hammerdung a whiff of his own ..tomic
Smelling Salts and pushing two dead Martians, victims of an inter-
stcllar conflagration, off the couch, sat down and waited for the

details of Hammerdung's unfortunate dascovery. Hammerdung groaned
and regained consciousness.

“hilopolus, my friend..." he smiled wanly and a faint magenfa
flush crept over his lined featurecs.

"“ihat is it, Hammerdung?” 1 said, clutching the arm ©f my chair,
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half-caten away by Curiosity, the carnivorcus zrucedil:  he had in-
vantad for last waokto epigodn of “The Crocodilo Tecth.™

"Wy friend, Philopolus..." hc started to speak again and I, I
could see two irridoascent tcars forming like frost on his cyelids.
"I am a failure.," Hith these simple words his whole body began to
sob. His thin old bones guivercd.and ho looked like nothing so much
as a crustacian being oleotroauted. I ¢ndeavored to quiet him as
best 1 could,.

"But your past triumphs, Hammerdung...thc “Beotle That Browbeat
The iWorld;" your imaginitive contribution to the .Atom Bomb...It mite
never have been discovered if Einstein hadn't read vour "Death Lays
Eggs."

"Ah yes....but those triumphs are past, Jihilopelus,® he said
with a sigh, “This failure is now. I can hardly bear it."

"Tell me more", I said, straining my super-sensory ears to
catech his words.

"Wsll," he whispercd, "I've been commimsioncd by Super .imazing
Magazinc to invent...." hc paused dramatically, *“The Devil Tonguc.”

"It sounds horrific." I said in 2 rising cresccendo.

"It is." he agreed. "I have the plans here. They call for an
enormous tongue, the size of the EBmpire Statc Building, to float th-
rough the air just lapping up peoplc and houses. It's sort of an
oral tidal wave. People are swallowcd through a big hole into the
fourth dimension which is presumed to be 2 giant's belly. According
to specifications it is to be huge, red, anl capable of coating when
it is upsct. In the end of thc story it cats up thc man who is writ-
ing a trcatisc on it....but throws up the trecatisc = it disagreces
with it....and that is all that is left for future generations to
find of the scourge of the 'Devil Tonguc.8"

“But what is your difficulty, Hammerdung?" 1 asked, remcmbering
his last succossful monstrosity, a two-hcaded mutant known profess-
ionally am Jack and iEdward G. Robinson. It hzd gone to Hollywood
to stir in a doublc foature horror movie, but sad to cay, Hollywood
Went to both of its heads. The last Hammerdung had heard of it, it
was wcaring sunglaessas on both pair of cyes and having formed a union
composcd solely of itself, was pickcting Warner Brothers asking for
twice the salary. But thcn I realized that Hammerdung was ncver
happy with his last achievement. He had an artist's soul. Hoe want-
¢d to go.on and create something e¢ven more horr ible. If only he
could crecate the "Devil Tongue" I ruminated, he could retire on a
social security from the Vampire's and Werewolves Protcctive League.
I spoke again, "This problem is far from simple, Hammerdung, it

would be the crowning achievement of your declining years, tell me;
why doesn't it work?"
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I shall show you." said Hammerdung, rising lika a re-commigs-
ioned corpsc. "I shall show you how terribly I havc failed.®

We went down the clectro-escalator until we rcached Hammcrdungs.
sccret scientific quarters. In these subterranean depths, aided
only by his rescarch assistant, Joyce Jordan, girl ghoul,hc conceiv-
ed and gave Vbirth to the misshapen monsters who lcer so menacingly
from the pages of all the better futurist-fiction magazines. We
walked with hushed footsteps over to his Disturbo-Encalculator. It
was in this gigantic mass of shining mctal that he crcated his mon-
strositics. Converted, rother, since he made them from old odds and
ends of Frankenstein movices, drippings of catxcombs, and prehistoric
pawi3cdactyls from the La Brea Tar Pits.

“Now...I will show." Hammcrdung said, and hc procecded to pour
into the convertor tube, a mass of matcrinl cven Henry Kaiscr could
have found no usc for. Hc sct the dials -snd the machine began to
grind. The room was full of a foul smelling odor, and Hammerdung's
face roflected the torment within his soul. “Now you will sce what
happens, My formula has failed." His voice rosc likc a wailing
banshee. *“I cannot produce the 'Devil Tongue'."”

I watched the machinc twisting and writhing. A veritable man-
made volcano, it thundcred and beclchcd, the fubular tubecs giving
forth hissing nuises 1likc a chorus of frogs in hot water. The fun-
ngls rumblcd and smoked and then the whole machine swelled with a
mighty roar and therc was a deafening silence. Then faintly I heard
the scratching swosh of the finished product as it started to slide
down the converso-belt to the metal platc at  the bottom. Fright
ovoercamc me, My mind ~2lmost ccased to function. I fully cxpeccted
to sce "The Devil Tongue®, and imagining its horrible proportions
and proclivitics, I backed away into a corner of the room. I waitad
what sécmed  eons of timc, my muscles turncd to buttermilk and my
@ooscp1mplcs grew bumps. And then suddenly the trap on the Osturbo-
Lncalculator flew open and I was astonished to hear a small, almost
inaudible, plop. It was followed by a long wail from Hammerdung.

"You sec..you sec..” He whimpered, "No 'Devil Tongue' at all!l®
I moved closer to the machine.

"Only this,® ho wailed again. I lcancd closcr to the mectal
plate, afraid, but curious. On it sat a small piece of something
Pinkish. My heart turned over with pity for my friond, but my psy-
chiatrists mind forced me to admit....it was true. Ele had failed.

4cklandl Hammerdung had labored mightily to make the Arch Horror
of all Terrestrial Terror Tales...®The Dcvil Tonguc® arad he had pro-
duced,oh sad, supersonically sad day for thc reader of scicnce fict-
ion, an ignoble picce of....3moked Liverwurst.




But let me not 1leave my reader in suspense uniuil ihe next cd-
ition. The tale has a raelatively happy cndirg. Hauomerdung, crustcd
by his failure, retired rfrowm scicentific rescarch: but all wns not
lost. lany solar ycars Jater, with the aid of Rcarshach uru irec
association tests, I managed to rchabilitate bim ciiough to I2c2 wthe
world. Hc now runs a litile delicates.cn in Drooklyn. His special-
ty is Liverwurst. :

end
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SJIUARE ROOT OF VALENTINE by Berry Fleming
Reviewed by Forest J. Ackerman

Published in 193; by Norton & Co.,New York, thie wacky novel (282) poges com-
mits the cardinal sin of any book; It is, I regret to report, boring.

The jacket compares the story with “Zuleika Dobson", "The lMan Who Vias Thurge
day", "Iolanthe", "South Wind" and Gilbert and Sulliveon, I confidently approached
the novel, expecting another "Fully Dressed and In His Right 1"ind" or somethine
illogicclly logical ?dans un mot, deCampian). I was Tully distregssed and convin-
ced the author was out of his mind by the time 1 got thru reading 'Valentine.™

I could not tell you what this book is sbout, It hes something to do with a
guy who loses his watch, or it stands still, or time becomes static for him; and
he splits in two and one of him meets up with a girl with shellacked legs and some
stntues that come to life 2 la Thorne Smith's “Night Life of the Gods" and an o0ld
fashioned (mid-Periclean, no less) Satyr who scruples at clothes on women (holding
dresses on the fair sex to be indecent). ((Reviewer's Note: lolding dresses on
girls should te nice work, if you can get the proper figure for it.)) g

There is a mad inventor with s }Mechanical Listener. 'ith khis device attach-
ed and properly tuned, one can hear only personal news; or family news, including
informotion and gossip about friends (provided one has friends); and so on up the
scale. Or, one may, if one wisheg, adjust the Mechanical Listener so as to ex=-
clude g1l sounds. The same inventor (one Reguspatoff) has also created a pair of
glasses which are the color complementary to the rays of the full moon. Equipped
with 2 pair of these neutralizing spectacles, a man making love by moonlight will
not be deceived by the sublunary besuty of his sweetheart, bdut will see her as in
broad daylight.

Some of the concepts, such as noted foregoing, are admittedlv unique and in-
teresting to contemplate, and it is +therefore all the more irritating that the
book is not more entertaining than it is.

In conclusion I might mention a rather interesting philosophy which the Yook
develons for a couple of pages, vhereby the nuthor comes to the conclusion that
iodine is the universal antisevtic of the antichrist, for it kills defenseless
germs~--bacteria which have as much right to life, 1liberty and the pursuit of hap-~
piness as humans. 3erry eénlarges this theme and mokes an analogy between baateria
in the bloodstream and eriminals, 1lunatics, destitutes, ete., in society's life-
streom. "Why cultivate them?” he agks. “Why pregerve the poor, the weak, the
lame, the halt, the blind? Christianity?--inanity:" 0f course the abolition of
Xianity might prove fatal to fanity.

Oh, yes, and at another ypoint in the story it aprears there is some pogsibil
ity of 3 of the 10 Commondments actually being obeyed. A character nomed Halter

is aghast. "It would mean economic panic...revolution...a gocial cataclysm! Th-
ink of it: No more theft, no more murder, no more gdultery! I doubt if you re-
alize the importance of adultery, not necessarily as an act, but as o hove, Vhy,

the mere accomplishment of the 7th Commandment alone would drive millions to sui-
cide!™

If I have inadvertently made this book sound interesting, 1 anologize.......i#

page 16




Shall We Jell Jhem?
by "LEN"

Have you ever stopped = moment to obscrvc the average scienco-
fictioncer's attitude? What is he? What isn't she? And why do we
form fan clubs?

Joe fan here says, "Hail, I only rcad this stuff beccuse I like
it." Emma over here says, "I just rcad it because it gives me new
ideas." Horacc from Boston answers, "I just rcad scicncc-fiction as
a catharsis, to aid me to think in new dircctions and to climinatc
stuffy Euclidean and aristotclian skelectons from my mentzl closet.®
Percy looks up from his bookkceping and says, "Yes, I rcad scicnce-
fiction to cscapec from this boring humdrum everyday world and into
other rezlms,. we form fan clubs to get togcther and clarify ow
own thoughts and because we can find fow human boings who think tho
way we science-fictioncers do. '

Don't we all think in broad tcrms of scicnce and its c¢ffccets
upon our socicty and vice-vcrsa? “ie do, if only scmi-consciously,
becausc our literaturc is scattercd throughout with problems 2nd so-
lutions, of possibilities and probabilitics in soeciological progress
logical government und evolution engincering.

You may say, "Lcave it up to the scicntists." True, it should
be in their hands; the werld is quite o messy placc at the present
time, The scientists can clear this up in two ways. By scientific
progress and the usc of scicntific methods toward human advancement,
and human survival, or by the solution that wipes out all problems,
destruction, the cupcr solution. There arc far too many scientists
who do not think or try to extrapoclate scientific idcas as do sci-
encc-fictioncers., They confine thcmsclves to their narrowcer spec-
ializations, and I am inclined to think that thecy do not take time
in wmany instances, to see the effect that their work has in our ev-
cryday lives in the directions of ethics, sociology, and thc legis-
lative.(See,"Congressmen ~re Too Busy” in the Sept.'£6 astounding.)

e science fictioncers s~y in effect, wc know the solution to
the .tom Bomb question; but do we? Docs anybody? Our stories pre-
dicted atomic power ut a time when many scientist in 1942 doubted
it could be donc. Our extrapolation was fairly corepcct,. their doubt
was quite wrong. ¢ have the greatest criscs of all hwman history
now facing us. If our civilization can comc through this period, wc
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have grcator possibilitics of acccmplishments to look forward to in
« new super age for mankind. What can wc fans do to help?

We scicniec-fictionoors have an attitude ¢f grim humor toward
the world mess. iic do not assume "an cverything happens for the
best" attitude, because wc know this is as phoney as a seven dollar
bill. Our thinking is not gatcercotyped, we are constantly re-puri-
fying and re-synthesizing our 0ld concepts, by the addition of new
factors that aid in clarifying our thoughts, and also in eliminating
confusion in our mental bchavior. But, this is all work, 2and for
what? How many of us are ivory towerists? How many of us try to
use this knowledgc is our daily activitics?

Campbell stated in an articlc that we have twentythrec plus
senses instead of the wusual five. I don't know how anyone would
class our sensc of survival, but I don't think we arc going to sit
idly by while the world blows itsclf to bits. We know therc must be
a solution to reach the goal that science-fictioneers have dreamed
of. It is up to us to find it, and it is up to us to do somcthing
about it in our small way.

You see, it is up to us to consolidatc the gains of science and
knowledge. Wholesale destruction will wipc out many of the gains
that man has achieved; -renicillin, sulfas, canccr research, polio
cures, television, atomic recscarch for pecacce, redar, semantics, and
many more. We would have to pegin all over again. How long would
that take us? Will it be too latc when the atomic War 1s over?:

We do have a world of our own, wc science-fictioneors. In it
we havc faced many problems of psychology, sociology, and human en-
gineering, though inadequatcely at prescnt. Yet we have attempted to
face them and to 1look for solutions, while at all times realizing
the possibility of human crror. It is this factor that gives many
of our stories that unhappy touch in the cnding. 4 happy ending is
possible i€ we usc our ingenuity, think crcatively and semantically.
It is possible by doing this to overcome our major obstacles. If we
overcome them, can wc continue on to directions and progress far be~
yond our wildest drecams?

This is a plea to you who can sece many of the problems, and to
you who know some of the answers, and can, with a little effort dis-
cover many more solutions. The world wc know is going through an
era of confusion and needs guidance. It is not giving our egos a
false boost to say that we know somo of the paths toward thc clarif-
ication and the mcthods of synthesis. ‘e do know some of the direct
ions and are held partly reosponsible to owur society by that very
knowledge. Shall we let them in on our world?
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Cat-tails ocdge the dismal swamp, from which vapors
do arisc,

and from thce haunted house, candlc-1it orbs leer....

_ 'tis ovil in disguisc!

A wind sweeps the deserted spot, causing a gnarled

branch to beckon its finger...

To enticc and spirit away somec poor wand'ring soul,
For oncc hc centers, ne'er will he emerge alive -

from this hell's hole.
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