


SCIENCE BRIEFS

father’s search for fossils, the little
girl went on an exploring trip of
her own. Crawling into a part of
the cave that was so low that an
. adult would have normally passed
it by, the child played for a while
among the rocks by the light of her
candle. Suddenly, she screamed.
She had found a painting of a bull
on the cave wall—so realistically
done that it frightened the child.

When the Marquis announced
his discovery to the scientific world,
‘he was immediately denounced as a
faker and an imposter. The art
experts who examined the pictures
insisted that it was impossible that
such magnificent work could have
‘been done by prehistoric savages.
The Marquis was accused of hav-
ing the painting done by a modern,
talented artist.

Fortunately, similar pictures were
eventually discovered in the valley
of the Dordogne in southwestern
:France, and the reputation of the
- Marquis’ artistic honesty remains
unblemished. Since then, pictures
- belonging to this same school have
been found in caves all over south-
ern France and northern Spain,
and southern Italy,

HE question arises as to why
prehistoric men painted their
* pictures in these dark and for the
most part inaccessible caverns. Why
-did they invariably paint animals?

There are several reasons for this.’

If you feared an enemy, you made
- for yourself an image of your enemy,
stuck it full of pins to cause pain
and death. Before going out on a
hunt, the hunter invariably indulged

149

in this practice to insure a success-
ful chase. Primitive man’s whole
philosophy of life revolved around
these animals. They were food—
life itself. Small wonder, then, that
he resorted to all sorts of magic
tricks to help him gain the upper
hand. This type of superstition is
still practiced today among many of
our uncivilized tribes.’

Since primitive man’s entire re-
ligion was shaped around animals,
perhaps these dark caverns where
the walls were covered with repro-
ductions of bison and wolves were
places of worship—ancient temples
where the elders of the tribe came
together to bewitch the images so
that food would be plentiful. No
daylight ever penetrated the deep
recesses of the limestone caves. No
families ever lived there. Most of
the caves were difficult of access,
and the artist had to adopt the most
uncomfortable positions to execute’
his art, sometimes lying flat on his
back, sometimes standing on an-
other’s shoulders. The light was al-
ways artificial. Stone lamps, prob-
ably using fat for fuel and moss
for wicks, have been found. Al this
pretty much points to the fact that
there was 2 magic purpose to the
art. Each creature so faithfully re-
produced must have had a counter-
part in the outside world that could
be tasted as well as seen. As surely
as the artist drew a bison in the
dark cavern, so surely would there
be a living bison in the steppes out-
side to be killed and eaten. To
make sure of success, the artist oc-
casionally drew his bison transfixed
by a dart.

At any. rate, out of this strange
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wizardy came the first school of
painting from men who were artists
of the first order.

The statuary which is today pro-
duced by the witch doctors of many
of the African and Pacific island
tribes, is very similar to that which
has been handed down to us from
prehistoric times. Invariably ob-
scene and repulsive, the images de-
picted have unusually fat bodies,
with the sexual features exagger-
ated, and faces blank. Probably they
indicate the fertility of the females
—the sexual charms of the men.
According to authorities these fig-
urines are completely lacking in the
qualities which make us rate the
work of the caveman painters and
draftsmen with the best that has
ever been done.

The Early Sc;nlptors

FTER the Ice Age, the style of
y painting changed. The artist
no longer tried to portray—for in-
stance—an individual living stag.
He was content now to use the
fewest possible strokes in indicating
the essential attributes by which a
stag may be recognized. He seemed
to have found that a shorthand
sketch was just as effective as a life
portrait in multiplying edible stags
in the real world. And he seemed to
suddenly have absorbed—even if
unconsciously—the idea of abstract
thinking.

But this school of painting com-
pletely disappeared. Thousands of
years passed before the world would
again see art showing such an un-
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canny gift for observation. And it
was during the ensuing thousand
years that the human race learned
the use of metals and fire for the
purpose of changing lumps of clav
into lasting pieces of pottery.

The carliest pieces of bronze that
have been so far discovered were in
the central court of the ancient pal-
ace of Cnossus in Crete. They were
done about fifteen centuries before
the birth of Christ. Bronze had al-
ready been brought to Crete by the
Phoenicians. It had a]ready found
its way to Egypt.

But hardly had bronze appeared,
when iron came into the picture.
For all practical purposes, it soon
became the leading metal, since it
was much harder, and much easier
to convert into steel. Yet, surpris-
ingly enough, the ornaments of the
Iron Age were inferior artistically
to those of the Stone Age.

The anthropologists have stated
that the skulls found in the carlier
graves seem to have belonged to a
much more intelligent race of peo-
ple than those who date back to a
more recent age. This is borne out
by the fact that the artists of the
Stone Age showed a much greater
deftness and much more imagina-
tion in the way they solved their
problems than the men of the Iron
Age who lived thousands of years
later. Evolution does’ not necessari-
ly mean that the superior types will
always survive. From the point of
view of civilization, the superior
types are quite often completely
exterminated by  their inferior
neighbors who happen to be less
civilized but are much better at the
art of war. In this case, the facts
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seem to hint at some such develop-
ment. After the late Stone Age
‘there was a very definite and very
sudden slump in the artistic output
of the human race.

LL art reflects not merely the
economic surroundings of the
artist but also his geographical
background. An Eskimo may have a
profound natural gift for sculpture,

but during the greater part of each -

year he will have to content himself
with cutting his monuments out of
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ice. An Egyptian, on the other"
hand, was not so restricted.

Prehistoric man must have been
a most unappetizing looking indi-
vidual judging by the standards we
have today. Yet, in the field of art,
he achieved results which show him
to be not only a superior craftsman,
but to be endowed also with a tre-
mendous amount of imagination.

Art is as old as the human race.
It*belongs to ne particular period
or group. There has never been a
race that was completely without
artistic expression.

Personalities in Science Fiction

(Continued from page 137)

cruiting of air raid wardens of
which Thayer does not approve.
Thayer’s fight with the air raid
wardens seems almost a fixation.
He calls them “pismires in
white helmets” ; advocates rebellion

against civil defense by urging the
" membership to turn on lights dur-
ing blackouts and to refuse to co-
operate generally,

The whole thing would be amus-
ing, were it not so serious. Surely,
the memory of Charles Fort de-
serves better, His was one of the
most original minds of this era; one

which evolved some fascinating
concepts. Evidence of the things of
which he wrote continues to pile
up. It all goes on as before, but
now, no one is looking. The society
which was founded to carry on
after Fort is snarling at air raid
wardens and pursuing cheap po-
litical ends.

So the prophet is without honor
in his own society. The “gargantuan
laughter” is stilled, and Fort’s name
declines in the West.

~—ROBERT BARBOUR JOHNSON




Have you ever written science fiction?
Have your stories been re ]ected? Herein

may lie the reason.

The - Smiler

By Albert Hernhunter

OUR NAME?
“Cole. Martin Cole.” &

“Your profession?”

“A very important one. I am a
literary agent specializing in
science-fiction. I sell the work of
various authors to magazine and
book pubishers.”

The Coroner paused to study
Cole; to ponder the thin, mirthless
smile. The Coroner said, “Mr. Cole,
this inquest has been called to look
into the death of one Sanford
Smith, who was found near your
home with a gun in his hand and
a bullet in his brain. The theory of
suicide has been—"

“—rather hard to rationalize?”

The Coroner blinked. “You
could put it that way.”

“I would put it even stronger.
The theory is obviously ridiculous.
It was a weak cover-up. The best I

could do under the circumstances.”

“You are saying that you killed
Sanford Smith?”

“Of course.”

The Coroner glanced at his six-
man jury, at the two police officers,
at the scattering of spectators. They
all seemed stunned. Even the re-
porter sent to cover the hearing
made no move toward the tele-
phone. The Coroner could think of
only the obvious question: “Why
did you kill him?” i

“He was dangerous to us.”

“Whom do you mean by us?”

“We Martians, who plan to take
over your world.”

The Coroner was disappointed. A
lunatic; But a lunatic can murder.
Best to  proceed, the coroner
thought. “I was not aware that we
have Martians to contend with.”

“If I’'d had the right weapon to
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THE SMILER

use on Cole, you wouldn’t be aware
of it now. We still exercise caution.”

The Coroner felt a certain pity.
“Why did you kill Smith?”

“We Martians have found
science-fiction writers to be our
greatest danger. Through the me-
dium of imaginative fiction, such
writers have more than once re-
vealed our plans. If the pubhc sud-
denly realized that—

=

HE CORONER broke in. “You
killed Smith because he re-
vealed something in his writings?”

“Yes. He refused to take my word
that it was unsalable. He threat-
ened to submit it direct. It was vital
material.”

“But there are many other such
writers. You can’t control—

“We control ninety percent of
the output. We have concentrated
on the field and all of the science
fiction agencies are in our hands.
This control was imperative.”

“I see.” The Coroner spoke in
the gentle tones one uses with the
insane. “Any writing dangerous to
your cause is deleted or changed by
the agents.”

“Not exactly. The agent usually
persuades the writer to make any
such changes, as the agent is con-
sidered an authority on what will
or will not sell.”

“The writers always agree?”’

“Not ,always. If stubbornness is
encountered, ‘the agent merely
shelves the manuscript and tells the
‘writer it has been repeatedly re-
jected.”

The Coroner glanced at the two
policemen, Both were . obviously
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puzzled They returned the Cor-
oner’s look, apparently ready to
move on his order.

The thin, mirthless smile was still
on Cole’s lips. Maniacal violence
could lie just behind it. Possibly
Cole was armed. Better to play for
timestry to quiet the madness
within. The Coroner continued
speaking. “You Martians have in-
filtrated other fields also?”

“Oh yes. We are in government,
industry, education. We are every-
where. We have, of course, concen-
trated mainly upon the ranks of
labor and in the masses of ordinary,
everyday people. It is from these
sources that we will draw our
shock troops when the time comes.”

“That time will be—?”

“Soon, very soon.”

The Coroner could not forebear
a smile. “You find the science fic-
tion writers more dangerous than
the true scientists?”

“Oh yes. The scientific mind
tends to reject anything science dis-
proves.” There was now a mocking
edge to Cole’s voice. “Science can
easily prove we do not exist.”

“But the science fiction writer?”

“The danger from the imagina-
tive mind cannot be overestimat-
ed.”

The Coroner knew he must soon

“order the officers to lay hands upon

this madman. He regretted his own
lack of experience with such situa-
tions. He tried to put a soothing,
confidential note into his voice.
“You said a moment ago that if
_you’d had the right kind of weapon
to use on Smith—

Cole reached into his pocket and
brought out what appeared to be a
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fountain pen. “This. It kills in- the spectators. They were all smil-

stantly and leaves no mark what- ing cold, thin, terrible smiles . . .
ever. Heart failure is invariably

stated as the cause of death.” A short time later, the newspa-
The Coroner felt better. Ob- perman phoned in his story. The

viously, Cole was not armed. As the afternoon editions carried it:
Coroner raised a hand to signal the

officers, Cole said, “You under- CORONER BELL DIES
stand, of course, that I can’t let you OF HEART ATTACK
live.” Shortly after: this morning’s
“Take this man into custody.” inquest, which resulted in a
The police officers did not move. jury verdict of suicide in the
The Coroner turned on them sharp- case of Sanford Smith, Cor-
ly. They were smiling. Cole pointed oner James Bell dropped dead
the fountain pen. The Coroner felt of heart-failure in the hearing
a sharp chill on his flesh. He looked room of the County building.
at the jury, at the newspaperman, Mr. Bell leaves a wife and—
THE END
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Dear Paul:

Though we have only just met,
I feel as if I'd known you all my
life, etc.

If that salutation and first scn-
tence sounds like the heginning of
a love letter, well, why not? It is.
To quote a famous love song: “IF”
I Loved You.

Of course you couldn’t have
 missed, for the great god, Big
Name, was on your side, and the
biggest names I’ve seen in stf were
all there together. However, in all
fairness, let me say that these au-
thors have given you the cream of
the stuff that made them worthy
of their big names.

- 1 trembled in the aspect of How-
~ard Browne’s story. I kept waiting
for Kirk to come crashing back
through space in time to arrest the
hand of the man at the switch, and
when he didn’t I felt as though I'd
been punched in the belly . .

The Stowaway struck a respon-
sive chord in me. I’'m always hop-
ing a flying saucer will land plop
in front of me some day and take
me off into space and I will be the
very first to see what’s up there. I'd
even like to-go with the big brass,

but Pd only be in the way, for I
have no special skills or knowledge
that would help except I bake 2a
mean apple pie. Would that help?

Bitter Victory was interesting
since I too am a telepath. I say to
my husband on Wednesday night,
“Dear ” and he says, “Okay.”
Then he takes down the garbage. 1
must develop it for distance.

Never Underestimate. What hap-
pened to Jenny should happen to
me!

Black Eyes and the Daily Grind
was highly improbable and I didn’t
belicve a word of it but I thought
it was cute.

Of Stegner’s Folly was okay If
my scven-month-old daughter starts
pushing around pianos, I might go
back and read it again.

The Hell Ship. Orchids to this.
I'm always happy to see the ma-
ligned and oppressed get the upper
hand, foil the villians, and get their
just rewards.

The Old Martigns presented no
triple problem to me. The ending
was definite enough. However, if |
Herb had escaped, then I would
have had my choice. I really felt all
along that Joc believed Herb was’
not insane. Am 1 supposed to won-
der if Herb was an old Martian.
Well, maybe.

On to the departments! Here is
where you really shine, and your
magnitude will, nay must, increase
with every issue. Do you know that
I read everything else in a maga-
zine first, before I read the stories?
This is so those little notes about -
any certain story will increase my
enjoyment of same.

T start off by seeing what the
editor has to say and, Paul, you
said it and. Pm.glad, I'm happy

. 185
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that you don’t intend to bow to the
great god Plot. Tragedies, Come-
dies, bring ’em on. My jaws are
slavering to devour them. But no
serials, please.

The Guest Editorial was interest-
ing-and the Citation timely, for just
as I put down the book, Tales of
Tomorrow came on and I did what
you said and didn’t miss it. It was
Dune Roller and I'd read it in
ASTOUNDING. (What have 1
said!)

The science briefs were of inter-
est to my husband who doesn’t like
stf, but who does like the gurruls
on the covers of stf mags.:

This brings us to The Postman
Cometh and the very thought of
winning an original MS makes lit-
tle shivers go up and down my
back. .

Besxdes the fact that yours is a
fine magazine there is the thrill for
me of being in on the ground floor
of something big. When a convert
to stf tries to catch up on the
classics and back issues of various stf
mags, he usually finds it a-hopeless
and expensive job. For instance, it
would be quite a feat to acquire
every issue of Amazing from Vol. 1,
No. 1 on up to today. But readers
of IF will find no such strain on
their budget and resourcefulness.
They can. start this very minute. I
for one am going to_serve noodles
instead of meat to my family until
T’'ve salvaged the subscription price
to your mag. Then, twenty-five
years from now, I’ll be 50, but my
library of IF will be pnceless and
this ‘March 1952 issue will be a
golden possession among my sou-
venirs, And if I'm lucky enough to
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win an original MS! | ! ! :
I'll close now, although I hate to
go. I can’t promise to wait on the
sidewalk wrapped in-a blanket for
your next issue, but I'll get it, never
fear. Anyway, I'll probably have
subscribed by then. Well, darn it,
I can’t wait! Here’s the egg money,
boys, that old hen must still be
around someplace.
Did T keep you in suspense? I
was gonna send it all the time.
—Mrs. Francis Huber
Irvington, N. J.

* ¥ %

FAIR ENOUGH

Dear Sir:

I will most certainly try two or
three (of your issucs) on for size;
and if they prove to be comparable
in quality to Galaxy and Astound-
ing, I'll subscribe.

' , “—W. Boyd
Wichita, Kansas

* % *

RASH STATEMENT

Dear Ed:

I have just finished reading your
first issue and am very satisfied with
it. The small size, the cut edges,
along with the fine stories, make it
unusual in its field.

Howard Browne’s Twelve Times
Zero was excellently done, although
the use of outside watchers as a
main theme is becoming too com-
mon. The front cover which illus-
trates a scene from this lead novel
is well done, the only fault being
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ter than average but still not of the
quality one would expect of Phil-
lips, Sturgeon, or Shaver. The only
completely good parts of your mag-
azine are the features. They are
wonderful.

—Martin Lewkowicz

Fair Lawn, N. J.

* X ¥

A WELL-WISHER

Dear Sir:

Thought I'd drop you a line and
tell you how your mag stacks up
with the rest . . . With stories by
Browne, Palmer, Shaver, Phillips,
and Sturgeon, how could it miss?
Most magazines have one or two
good names in them, but your first
issue had five . . .

You were smart to leave out the
books and the reviews, as you say,
they are well covered. Personalities
in Science Fiction is a honey of an
idea . . . The title, IF, is better
than BEYOND TOMORROW . ..
Your art work could be improved.

I hope to say 1 am the first to
congratulate you on a very fine
magazine. If T am not the first 1
certainly won’t be the last.

-—Basil Guiley
Warren, Penn.

* ¥ %

OUTSIDE THE FOLD

Dear Paul:
Your letter and IF received . ..
The magazine is pretty good. I'm

THE POSTMAN COMETH

not familiar with this type of stuff,
but I read it through and found it
held my attention with no effort on
my part. No need to comment on
each story because I'm no judge.
Would have enjoyed Never Under-
estimate immensely, if properly
done. (Ed. note: You listening,
Ted?) The idea had such possibili-
ties—too good to be written down.

Your editorial was okay and fol-
lows the pattern of editors in the
pulp, Ellery Queen’s mag. (Ed.
note: 72?22 ) which we get through
the generosity of some guests we
had last summer.

Am interested in learning how
many of your readers will write to
remind you that Romeo really did
get there in time. If enough of
them catch you on that one, you
might try “writing up” a little.
Also, the word “gotten®, is obsolete
in any form.

The cover. The picture contains
four focal points of interest—too
many for its purpose. Two at the
most, because you must realize the
necessity of centering the interest
of a prospective reader. This is the
purpose of the picture on the cover
. .. (Ed. note: Yes sir—sorry sir;
we’ll do better next time, sir.) -

Al in all, though, a very good
book.

—Joseph E. Fairman
Benedict, Nebraska

"The above came from the edi-
tor’s younger brother—the only
real “brain” in the family.

* ¥ *
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FROM A DISAPPOINTED
- READER

Dear Mr. Fairman:

My first impression of IF as I
leafed through it . . . was an ex-
cellent one . . . I thought your edi-
torial policy was wonderfully well

put and your Personality, Guest

editorial, and Citation were inter-
esting. I settled down to read How=
ard Browne’s Twelve Times Zero
with pleasant anticipation. Then it
happened. :

I hadn’t previously noted th
boxed-off ‘comment on the second
page of his story, so before pro-
ceding further, I read it. And the
excellent first impression you cre-
ated, went right out thc window.
I just can’t believe that the same
person who wrote the cxcellently
thought out editorial, penned the
~—1I almost said, asinine—statement
that Amazing Stories is the best stf
mag your money can buy . ..

All T can say is that if your plug
of Amazing was part payment for
Twelve Times Zero, you got the
zero . . .

—Richard H. Jamison
St. Louis 23, Mo.

(We hasten to reassure Mr.
Jamison on two points: Howard
Browne was paid in cash for his
lead novel—not partially in plugs.
Also, the same person who wrote
the editorial for the first issue of
IF, did write the boxed-in com-
ment on ‘page two of the story.)

¥ * x
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MYSTIFYING

Sirs:

I wish you luck in the field of
stf. (It) can stand new publica-
tions. Your stories are good, they
hold my interest. However, I’m
betting you don’t enjoy wide popu-
larity. Why? It’s hard to say. Only
that your mag leaves a feeling of
having read a collection of good
stories, but not a collection of good
stories published by IF. I might
say you don’t impress me as having
a personality. Perhaps you will de-
velop one. . . .

Charles Recour, in Science
Briefs, quotes the hydrogen atom
as reversing its spin and thus emit-
ting a radio impulse. Why? Where
can I find out about this?

Guess that’s about all. ,Again
wishing you luck.

—Harold V. Anderson
Philadelphia 41, Pa.

* % %

THE LINE-UP

Dear Ed:

Congratulations- on a fine first
issue. I enjoyed all your stories. I
ask no more than that you keep up
to the standard you set in this issue.
Here ‘are my ratings: *

1. The Stowaway by .Heiner.
More .. .. -

2. Never Underestimate by Stur-
geon. Nice twist.

3. B.E. and the D.G. by Lesser.
Funny.

4. Twelve Times Zero by
Browne. Good, but not his best.

5. Of Stegner’s Folly by Shaver.
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This is the man to round out a

mag ' ‘
6 The Hell

’Nough said.

7. The Old Martians by Phillips.
Could have been further devel-
oped-

8. Bitter Victory by Miller. Last
but not least. :

Ship by Rap.

Suggestions

Inside covers are nice for some
sort of picture article on the au-
thors and some sort of technical
article.

Get a cover by Cartier, Bok, Or-
ban, or Bonestell.

Get a story by Bradbury, Hein-
len, de Camp, Brown.
~ Don’t have your magazine miixed
up with the sexy cover arguments.
They have special magazines for
people who go for that stuff Nuf’f
sai

With great expectations for the
future,

—William J. Doherty
Cambridge 39, Mass.

-

* * %

FROM AN OLD FRIEND

Dear Paul:

This is my first letter to any mag-
azine. Feel flattered? My husband
and T are avid stf fans. Read
Amazing, Fantastic, Other Worlds,
Imagination, and Galaxy.

Imagine my surprise to see a new
mag on the newsstand yesterday.
Further surprise—edited by you—
and all my favorite authors except
two, Bradbury and Heinlein . . .

THE POSTMAN COMETH
Truthfully, it’s hard to decide

" which story 1 liked best. They were

all good . . . So T'll end with con-
gratulations on_the birth of IF, and
may it enjoy a long- and fruitful
life.
—Lucretia Laflin
Somerville, Mass.

®0F %

OUR THANKS to Kenneth
Deuel, Robert Katson, Richard
Hadden, Horace Christopher, and
the many, many others who took
the trouble to write us. Their let-
ters are no less appreciated than
those published. But there just isn’t
room for more in this issue.

ABOUT OUR manuscript con-
test: the judges had a tough time’
and frankly I’m glad I wasn’t ‘one
of them. They have awarded the
original manuscript of Phillips’
The Old Martians to Terry Carr
of 134 Cambridge Street, San
Francisco, California.

Of Stegner's Folly by Shaver
goes to Lewis Merkelsan of 10135
Hillhaven Avenue, Tujunga, Cal.

Sturgeon’s Never Underestimate
was won by Thomas Reamy of
Route 8, Box 183-E, Ft. Worth,
Texas. '

I know the judges worked hard,
because I spent a little time watch-
ing them work, and 1 know their
efforts were sincere and conscien-
tious. To those who didn’t win,
thanks for your letters. I wish we
could award a manuscript to
everyone.

' —PWF



" THRILLING new experience in
reading entertainment! Written by Amer-
ica’s outstanding reporters, here is a mag-
azine devoted to the true mystery of real
life—stories that will make your hair
stand on end, that will enthrall you, that
will challenge your credibility, that will
make you laugh-—and yet every one of
them actually happened! You'll never
know how completely strange and utterly
fascinating this world really is until you
have read this remarkable magazine! . . .
Just ask your nearest news dealer for
a copy of—

STRANGE
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