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A new machine is being added to the working machines whose combined groans procduce

this publication. F¥or the benefit of newcomers, I shall now list our machines.

The Standard Duplicator (Ditto), owned by the Bysbys and the Pembertons

The &.B. Dick Mimeograph(black mimeo), ownsd by The Nameless Oﬁes

01d Faithless(Red mimeo)(3ears Robbuck 340 model), owned by Wally Weber

The Ottomatic(Green mimeo ) {1903 Edison~Dick) ovmed by Otto Pfeifer

THE Dpead Mjltigraph, owned by ¥Wevber, Tosksy, and the B sbys jointly, but
generally considered to have 2 mind of its own. h
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Regular meetings of Tpe Nameless Opes occur on August 15, September 5, 19, in Room 4122
Arcade Bldg, Segattle, at 8:00 P.M. Possible irregular meeting on August 29, details to
be arranged at the August 15th meeting.



MIDWESTCON ---- 1957

by G. M. Carr

I've noticed some things shout Con reports that often tend to mzke them far less
interesting to the reader than it obviously was for the writer to write: to whit, the
blow-by-blow description of every meal the writer ate, including whethexr or nct he liked
ity every drink he drank and just how drunk it made him; every measly »ide he hitched
getting there and back, sometimes teking up as much space as the repert itself; plus the
description of gll his intimate physical activities in cornection with the ordinary
business of living during the interval. All of which, although undoubtedly of intense
interest to the person involved, beers exactly the same relation to a Ccnvention Repcrt
that a nutshell bears to a nut. Therefore, I shall expect the reader of this article to
assume that I ate whenever 1 was hungry, drank whether I was thirsty or not, if the
occasion warranted, went to bed and got up again as necessary, and otherwise cornducted
the physical necessities of living for the time involved. Also, I shall expect the
reader to realize that obviously I must have traveled to and from the Con in order to get
there and back, so will merely mention that I flew both ways. If the reader has flowa,
he/she knows what it's like -- if he hasnft, there's no use wastizg time trying to ex-
plain (except to add that when the NORTHWEST AIRLINES advertizes a "Champagne flight® on
TV, they're not kiddingi No sconrer had we reached cruising altitude aad loosensd ouk
safety belts than the Stewardess brought around a tiray of long-stemmed champagne glasses
and followed them up with a platter of Hors d'Oeuvres.:. Weren’t stingy with the refills,
either. Believe me, they had me floating on a cloud in more ways than one on that trip!)
Tpe things of greatest interest at & Con, it seems to me, sre not the things the writer
did there, but his impressions of the people he met. Since Toskey just called me up and
told me there will be a page of pix to illustrate this Con Repors (if and when I ever get
it done) I might just as well start with that 2nd begin with the first couple on the illcs
illos,

MR & MRS ROBERT SILVERBERG:
Well, on the basis of visual evidence, I have 0o concede that Bob Silverberg is NOT a
40 year old man with a paunch and a soup—stained vest, as I described my impression of
hin in FAPA a while ago! He didn't (as he pointed out) even have a vesu, much less
any soup stains, Of course, both Bob and Barbara, togethsr might add up to the total
in yeers and in poundags, but I assure you, the effect is much, much different! They
are a very nice looking couple — they seem to go togethsr, somehow, as though you
covldn't possibly imagine either one of them married to anyone else., She is slender
— almost tiny - comes about to the proper height with relation to Bgb's shoulder,
(is stending on a step in this picture) hes darkish browa hair that Bob had whacked
into the very latest type of Hurricane hob (that’s windblowa with emphasis) with the
evident intention of trying to keep her from atiracting too many males, but unfortu-
nately it turned out to look very nice and the males kept flocking around anywey ——
or maybe she'g one of those fortunaie females that looks nice no matter what she does
with her hairdo. She wasn't exactly/pretty)—— a la Marilyn Monroe, that is —- but

(page 4
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she looked just right for Bob., I heard her reply in auswer to a query as to what she did,
"I'm an engineer at Columbia-.." but sie did not elzborate on just what kind of an engin-
eer, sc I aon‘t know whether she studies Engineering or teaches it, whether she sits at a
drawing board and designs new machines or hides in the bowels of the bduildings and twists
valves and reads gauges on 'em. Byt if she says she's an Engireer, I dare say she is one,
and a good one, too, because that'gs the way she looks. BOB, too, simply exudes an aura
of competence — more than just mere competence. An almost monumental calm; a serene
confidence that neither boasts nor even recognizes any need for boasting. He is himself:
corplete, sure of himself and apparently sure of what he is and wants to be. Not ego-~
tistical, but above anything so petty as mere egotism. He gives the impression of moving
mentally in realms where the ego is merely the glue which holds his faculties in place

-~ g nacessary vehicle for enabling his mind to function properly. Personally, I was
very favorably impressed with Bob. I think he will probably be a great man some daye
Maybe not rich or famous; but fully developed in soul and character, and entirely ade-
quate to his own environment and capabilities. It makes me rather humble and proud %o
thin'z "I knew him wheNeseo

ALAN NOURSE doesn't really belong in this page of pix, because he wasn't at the MID-
WESCON but at the NULLCON here in Seattle that took place the week previously. I met
him briefly at the Bysbys and my chief impression of him was red hair aad a Scotch~
Irish expressicn; tall, square, and scrubbed-lookinrg -—— as befits a Doctor who works
at it. He made himself riglit at home in the Busby livirg room, with Daschunds weaving
in and out among his legs and fans brezthing in and out emong the words of deathless
wisdom that fell from his lips when they weren’t otherwise engaged with a mug of Byz's
home brewes... After all, it was not his fault that, being the only Pro in the group,
the chair where he sat automatically developed an invisible pedestal. Such hero-wor-
shipping should only happen to nice young authors in need of a little ego-boosting
once in a while, Dr. Alan Nourse IS a nice young author and I, for one, certainly hone
he enjoyed the lavish adulation enough to come again. (Seattle Fendom needs all the
counterbalance it can get to make up for writers like Squink Blog!)

BOYD RAEBURN and Gerald Steward surprised me by being just about exactly what I'd
svpposed the other one to be... (in appearance, that is) although Gerald Steward's
gentle manner reflected the immense patience he must hsve had in order to remain
head of the NFFF Welcommittee as long as he did. Altogether a gentleman in every-—
thing he said end did —- (at least that ;.SaWo) Raeburn, on the other hand, althonuga
undoubtediy a gentleman too for all that I know to the contrary, certainly lcoked
more like the type of character that could be expected to drive a sports car vroocom
- vroooom -- VROOOOM —— down the highways. But then, I have %o admit that appear-
ances are deceiving. After all, wyho'd expect a Grandmother to vrooom - vIoocn —-
VROCOOM —— down the highway in a sports car? (NOTE: FlMDusby says this sounis vagus—
ly insulting -— sorry, Boyd. But you know it isn't. Why should I irsult you? I
liked riding in your sports car. In fact, I even liked you. Bold huzzy that I am.

EDMOND HAMILTON and LEIGH BRACEETT were so0 surrounded in an aura of glamour as Tar
as I was concerned, being pros and all that -— especially Mrs. Brackett, for whose
writing I have a profound admiration — that I find there isn't much to say avout
them. My prinecipie reaction to Ed Hamilton was surprise that the author of The
Star Kings was an ordinary-looking human being after all (although I shauld have
known he would be — after all, EE Evans and Mo Smith haven't got neon letters
proclaiming their books arcund their heads l ke halosE) Leigh (Mrs, Hamilton)
Brackett is a very chawing and gracious woman, polsed and competent without

bteing overyhelmingly e I¢ certainly wasn' % ber farlt that all the time T was
arcund her I kept realizing the’ fHr 4ll my gabbiness on the typewriter, I've
never written anything werih sellilig~ocess
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TED WIITE turned out to be a really fan-type character a la Tnheodore Sturgeon. It may
have been an accidental resemblance induced by a hastily-grown Siurgeon~type beard, cx it
may possibly have been a deliberate atiempis *0 emphasize a desired resamblance, I don't
know., but the resemblance was there. No guitar, tho, just the beard and a loose-talled
sport shirt, I was disappointed “hat neither Richard Iney ncr Jack Harness turned up at
the Con beczuse 1 had hoped for a chance to check some theoxries cof mine anent the subject
I recently turned loose on FAPA. i.e, "What Makes CGMC SO Obncxicus?? Ted White, however,
did very nicely in their plare and I anjoyed very much the somewhat noisy discussion we
had. (God only knows what conclusicns the goggle-eyed bystanders drew €rom our repartee,
—-— we collected quite a crowd of them as we #rifted down the block to the Bangquet Hall;
arguing every step of the way from the Swimming Pool where we staried our debate.) But

I did succeed in confirming one suspicion I wanted to check. I had noticed (snd mentioned
as some of you know) that in some instances there seemed to be much too excessive a heat
generaved from the comparatively small amount of fuel my arguments provided... Most
raticnel arguers, when they mm anross a1 intransigesant opinion, mersly shiug their
show.ders or shale their head with z gesture of disgust and mutter something Lo the effect
thet. "Ah,..she's ruts! She‘s wey oft the beam and too stupid to see 1%, so wav bother
to argue? Even if she did s2e it, she's too stubborn to admit iti' But in a few cases,
of which Ted White's argumenis about censorship were oze, this is not so. Therefore I
dug away at Ted's reasoning until. I discovered what secus 1o be the answers In the par-
ticular controversy which caused Ted's ire. I argued the necessity of censorshiv where
meritricious individuals were willing to endanger the emotional safety of unstable and
helpless victime of maladjusted envirormental. conditions via comic books. Ted disputed
this necessity with a heat out of a1l proportion to the argument®s involved. Byt it turned
out that Tedis entire concept of this problem was embodied in one particular hassel be-
tween some friends of his (whose artistic intsgrity he admired) and certain (to hear him
describe it) cuvstanding examples of the Fuggheal Elemant of Officialdom whose avocation
runs toward pushing other people around. Apparently. thsn, what happened was simple:
Ted's loyalties had tumed his sense of values upside down, and his subconscious was
putting up an awful fight trying to resolve these values in the face of these loyalties.,
Why? Because the good guys, the real nice joes, the ones with the pleasant personalities
and ertistic integrity, were the cnes who were actually doing the very thing that I said
was being done: incurring censorship because of the material they produced. But the
Censor (whose action I condoned) was (to head Ted tell it) a highly disgusting type of
person with what little good sense he might originslly have possessed so coupled with
stupidity and officiousness *that he cculdn'’t recognize artistic integrity if it weve
Jabeled with flunrescent paint. It was the indignity of having a thoroughly undesirable
and fuggheaded personality getting away with pushing around soms genuinely nice people
that was eating Ted. He could not see any aspe>i of the problem except that. He cited
exemples: and even in citing them, he could not see that he answered himself. Because the
examples he used merely explained way only that particular fugghead COULD function as

a Censor in such an instance.... c¢nly the kind ¢f mind that couvld see the stuff in the
first place could be *the one Hc censor it. Ile menticned "Batman and Robin'" and said that
any normal mind could see in this ecartoon--strip oily a decent father—son relaticnship.
But he overlooked the fact that if the censor saw a homovsexual connotation to it, so
would other unstable and susceptible minds. It locks very much to me as though the undue
heat in this argument came fiom Ted's own subconscious reluctance to admit that, no
matter now nice guys his friends were, and nc matter how chnomious a screwball the
Censor was, still his friends couldd have heen and obvicusly were in the wrong, and the
Censor, disgusting and pigheaded though he was, actua’ly was right. [t has often been
chargad with regard 10 my arguman©s that the personality of the participants has nc real
bearing on the validity of the arguments, In this case, the fact that the EC artists
were theroughiy nice jees who did not know they were pandering to perverts, much less do
it intentionally (if Ted's interpreiation of the hassel was correct) did nct change the
fact that the material was coming to the unfavorable attention of people who had a very

e e e e e e _Page & =
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rezl problem on their hands and were trying to plug every leak; no metter how small, if it
wouid help matters any. Also, the fact that in the covrse ¢f this elfext; thay were une-
pleasant about it, doesn't reaily alber the pecegsity fur it. Does it? Waat do the rest
of you think? Byt it certainly did peint up the fact that personalities DO anter into the
picture — even in a discussion ¢f relative values in the sbastract.

BEA MAHAFFEY showed up in the Seascape Room for only a few mements before being carted
off tc scme party or other, still lovely as ever even if she isn't techmically Bea
Hahaffey any more (she'g married, but I don't recall her husband’s name off bande.s)

ROBERT BLOCH & BOB TUCKER were up to their much-vaunied poker sesscioans. but my private
opinion is that they aren’t so hot vhen it ccmes to poker playing: I thought it was
probably just a fluke when Mark Walsted tock them for the prise of an original painting
in a poker session at Fortland in 1949 —- but it's stretching coincidence TOO far to
accuse Lady Luck of looking the other way when they get ook by a novice at Cincinnati
tool L. Spregue De Camp’s teen-aged yourngster cleaned out the whole gang with a rash
cf Beginner'g Jiuck, and even old Grardma Carr got out of it with her bankrcil intant.
(Not that I deserve any credit for that ~~ I adwit they had me fooled! The way they
play they change the rules with every hand, "*Dealerts Choice'" they call it, and by
some screwy conglomergtion of rules I ended up having five aces in my hand when it
only looked like a measly pair of aces and a tric cf tensi! Byt when they told me I
latched onto the loot and lammed.... Fortunately, there was a lineup of suckers wailt-
ing for my seat, so I had a good excuse. Those boys may be sharks when it comes o
poker, but I have my own private opinions as to who is taking who when it ccmes to
winning. Lijke the report of lMark Twain's death, I think their prowess is 'much exag-
gerated", Byt take little David Tucker, now...there's a comer for youi He's only
about 4 years cld; but I got into a snappy game of Casino with him and lirs. Tucker

ané Bob Tucker, Jr. and what I mean little Davy was right in there holding his own!
Wait 'till he gets a few years older and he®ll be something to watch out for in a
poker game! TFern Tucker is a very pleasant and easy-going person to be around, and I
enjoyed Bob Tycker, Jr. Too.

GMC & FRANK J. CARR —- not that the Latter belongs among these convention pics,
seeing that he was safely home in his own basement at the time the pic was taken -~
but most appropriaste, anyway, because wherever I go the impeccable respectability
of being Mrs. Fpank J. Carr follows me as implacably as the shadow followed Jurgen
eoss NOt that I object, of course, Having my own buili-in chaperone comes in

very handy. Alass '

Not shown on the illos nor mentioned in this report were literally scores of fans that I
met with keenest enjoyment: fellow ampubbers and correspondents, club members that I had
heard of but never met before, and fans that I've nown for years in the vague and evan-
escent manner that convention-going fans lmow each other. I spent quite a bit of time
with Bob and Juanita Coulson and the Gene DeWeese s; enjoyed a brief bus ride with pro
Charies DeVet (Growing Up on Big Myddy, Aug. ASTOUNDING); sat beside pro EEEvans at the
Smorgasbord. ("Little Miss Efficiency" series) and learned that robot or no, the Little
lMiss is slated to learn the Facts of Life in g forthceming story —-- or, at least, the
answer to her plaintive query "Whatls a baby?". I had a chance to piug for one of my all-
time favorites “Enchsnted Weekend" to be mede into s movie when Marty Greenberg goes to
Hollywood; and I went to dinner with L. Sprague de Camp, Jr. on the strength of his poker
winnings. ... Met Williem Grant (CANADIAN FANDOM) 2 whole raft of SAPS and/or FaPins &

I think I met Kent Moomaw, but for all his loud and brash opinions, vie mail, Kent was
strangely scarce in person. With a couvention right in his owa back yard, so to speak,
one would assume that so noisy a neo would have the gumption to come out and be seena...
Apparently Kent!s courage is all on paper; expressed in the safety of his own little
private cubbyhole with the door safely locked. At least, if he did attend the Midwescon,
he certainly made a good Jjob of remaining a nobody in the crowdee..
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HARLAN ELLISON wasn't at the Midwestcon in person, but most definitely there in name...
Tye first mention I heard of him was Nick Falasca saying. "I just thought of a good one —
who hasn't written their dedication to Harlan Ellison yei?" It was at the banquet hall,
after the Bmorgasbord, while the waiters were lackadaisically clearing the tables item by
sloth-like itew and the camera crew were standing on first one foot and then the other
waiting to set up their equipment and start running the films from England. Nick and
Noreen had a book about "What's Wrong With the Army" =nd were carrying it around to every-
one thgt knew Harlan even remotely by hearsay to get it autographed for him. DMNost of the
fans seized the chance eagerly — I know I did, because I was sorry Harlan wasn't there to
enjoy the fun — and retired to a comparatively quiet cormer to let my fannish~type humor
bubble up some sparkling gom for his benefit, and I noticed almost everyone else was doing
the same, But even so slight an effort wasn't really necessary, because Noreen and Nick
were thinking up dedications as fast assanybody, and if some unwary fan "..just can‘t
think of anything to say..." Nick or Noreen was right there with some wisecrack to lcam
them. It’s impossible, at this late date, tc know which of all those fannish jests were
perpetrated by the signers; and which were Falasca-type humor, Most cf the dedications
were hilariously fuany ~--- bubt some T thought were rather cruel...perhaps unintentionally
cruzl. I happened to see how one of them was perpetrated: It was Sunday moiming becide
the swimming pool. The Bob Coulsons, Lee T,emper, Betty DeWeese and I were crowded

around E.E. Evans' bottle of Baby 0il, trying to keep in the shade of the table umbrella.
More smbitious fans (or else thnse already so sunbuwrned they didn't even try to keep out
of the direct swn) were circulating around from group o group, saying goodbyes or ex-—
chenging notes on their hangovers. Nick and Noreen came bubbling up to our teble saying,
"Just thought of another good one for Harlan...anybody here not signed yet?" All of us
had but Lee Tremper, so she was elected to sponsor this dedication, i.A., "I wish I

could think of something brilliant to say, but you're not worth it." Lee protested, as
forcefully as possible through her morning-after lassitude, "But I like Harlan —". I3}
was no uge; she was shouted down. FEverybody joined in with suggestions, some echoing the
Falasca'g ideas, some offering alternative ideas. In the ensuing din, Noreen managed to
fix a hypnotic eye on Lee and succeeded in dictating the inscription. In spite of Lee's
plaintive reiterations, "...but I like Harlan..." the noise was too much for her, and
that's how the inscription was written. It seemed wonderfully funny at the time, but
since then I've wondered if it seems funny to Ellison. Perhaps reading the circumstances
will take out the sting, if any. The funniest thing of all, as she wrote down word for
word at Noreen's dictation, was Lee’s useless protestation —— ",.but I like Harlan..."

TSAAC ASIMOV was probably the biggest surprise of the entire convention. By this time,
I should know better than to expect anybody to look like what I think they ought to look
like, but, even so, Asimov was really a dennuoment, Somehow, I hed expected a tall,
dark, esthetically-intellectual type =+ you know, the kind that has suffered — (with
a capital !S* —— Suffffferrred —-) and shows i% in the burning fire in his deep, dark
eyes and shadowed marble brow...eic, etas,.. Bub that Asimov®# He turned out to be a
senior-sized Harlan Ellison without the pipe and mustache, He's loud and brash and
brassily jovial, built like a pugilist and with a voies *0 matzh. He's got a person-—
elity that bowls you over like a bulldozer —- orly in a friendly way tvhat makes you
like being stesmrolled in his irrasistable-nbjeci advance, He's not at ALL what I
expected -~ but, suddenly. I urderstand his books tetter, MNy gosh! The man is simply
loaded with talen%; he’s got mnre on the ball than any five men you're apt 10 meet in
the course of a day. He's a professionsl author that's tops in his field, he's a
University professor that's way up there ‘n that field, be's trilliant in intellect,
forceful in perscnality, quick-witied “n conversation (gosai  the interlineations that
went to wasbe in his vieinityi) and 2 very frieudly person to meet.

JIM HARMON, on the other haad, was very meech what I would have supposed him to be if
I°d ever taken the trouble to wonder about him. Tn tell the truth, I have always had
difficul’ty in keeping Jim Harmor. and Jack Harness separated in my mind, gnd this



unfortunate tendency to lump them together as one total entity came very much to the fore
at this Con. I was hoping *to gee Jack and somebody pointed cut Harmon to me as Harmess,
and it tcok no_end of trouble for me to straighisn out Jim Harmon the Professionai Author
from the (wnfortunately) absent Professional. Scientologist Juck Hamess. I kept persist-
ently reminding Hawmon cf the illustrations Harvness had made, and gazing in perplexity
trying to find the 175-point IQ Harmess reports for himself, Eventually I managed to
accept the fact that Jim Harmon has a separate identity of his owa, and even manages %o do
all right with iti{ Apparently he is quite an up--and—coming pro —- on a par with E;lison
and Silverberg in the point of sales —- and may turn out to be as prolific as any cf them
although, to tell the truth, he looks so sleepy and indolent that I wonder how he manages
to stay awake long enough to do any writingi {But maybe that was just the temporary
influence ¢f certain smoke--filled rooms.)

I realize I haven't done justice in this report to the many fans present at the
Con, but 111 probably be drooling reminiscences in my Mailing Comments in SAPS & FAPA
from now until the next Con I'm lucky erough to get to., Byl there'sg one thing it would
te asking too much of human nature to expect me to omit mentioning: i.e., I had a
WONDERFUL time and simply wallowed in egoboo! Everybody was so wonderful to me that I
felt like 0ld Lady Fandom herseif —— and even when they weren't especially nice on
purpose (which almost everybody was!) even the startled doubletaske on their sensitive
fannish faces vhen I said, "I'm G.M. Carr" was worth the price of admission... &and
speaking of that, I figured out that my round-trip ride via air, plus the expenses of
a weekend at the North Pjaza Motel, ceme to about $350 which is just about what my tip
to Cpicago in 1952 cost. (excluding the bump on the head, of course!) I also figured
up the probable cost of going to the London Con via air from the East Coast, and came
to the surprising discovery that New York fans could probably go to London for about
what I spent getting to Cincinnati — or within $25 or so of it. Which just goes to
show that you don't have to be a millionaire to attend a Con (although it sure would
help!) and even e WorldCon shouldn't be beyond the reach of any reasonably solvent
fan.... See you in Scuthgate in 587 (THE END

Hot (0D CARR
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S-F FIELD PLOWED UNDER
by RERFHEW PEMBERTON

35K, Got (#6) ie the latent zine out, bur a3 whe space foliswing thiu
solunn 19 elready filled, ar ad=lib rewiew of ISP will replace scme lyudatory
rexarizs on the reoent lidVWestCon, planned fcr this ovart of the puge.

Joiouyets "Childless Unes"™ carries o newimasibility in alien life=cyoclec
cu n repulsive conclusiony "Song of the Aze" Don Berxy) is o good ol? PLANIYw
ty o6 Uarsheegant=in=the~Casbah job, and funy sort of, Agberg's "De-th Plinew
ghove ovidence of ruShewriting in its treatmont of hupan cenflice on = romiiy
Jungie woerld, YA Time for Zevenge™ bty knox is a bit ianevitabls ir ocurocou, bus
! liked the portrayral of the Vordillans. Dick Smith's "Fear Traph wnu lews i
t proudsed %o be. "lhe Better ldife" Wy de Vet caught mey, I must zdait, iy of
Lawo &% the windupy good plogrg Qops, the rest of the master is Tull i woady.

3rUCk 2, Auzust 57, bimonthly (but 5 months since 71):  the wove

Tlurbe ""lyin;; Saucers Do Exigt", whigh. px;r"wpuu to be ihic .title of o Ltaw
mve FPonmoe vhen you leok inside deu vofi he This is a erfqu. g ldvor~

A
::.t. =i ue chor with roal live SatEvePost characteis and a raghor nautJ
tlication wuat ne redijjous porson can stand the idea o e=t's because

[y
S

ould rfuss the idoo that Cod erezted lanm as the crown of creatioca

¥ mrotou 2t tiis artificial dichotomy, particularly as ic saow ap in

9 ifesue's next story also, which micsht or might not indicatc an iueonls icuail

nL fn tho sditorisl dep't. laybe the editor is just "too fantisted by

She 330\4{‘- and mszsage of the picture” (to quotc tho immortal Koegle).

varac opoake turoush a reporter of the sad fate of his lovable(?) Saddaci

uddyy "Tae Thing frowm Outer Space™ by Jean llartin plays a similar tuno -2ii
*)uplu 21 oldsters (onc named "Aunt Allic", which you ni_ht have cxpoctad

“port the roathet liing originality of the title), bitter compotitors in

el sin sucunbers for the county foir. If you can't psuess now this onu saann

mie, 400G musEive lel you "Post" sul lapse a leong time ago. Raymond Jones,

o inderoothan, Jaock Vance, llack Reynolde, and another Clariie roprint frow

Mucies Hare” all ‘9.1; te snplvage thic isues some of the stuff is pratty ood

wue w59 thing simply has the wrons flavor. Tho jeneral effect sesms tu he

thes S ACYE is producad Yy non=stf types and it showsy the stf moniality canau®

e cocuntarfeited (of Vortox, Science Fiction Digest, wnd Zifi-Davis). Nut a

cubter ot TQ out of viewpoint,

W

o
o
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o2
o«
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SGITRCE CICPION ADVENMIRBS (#6, Sept), on the othoxr hand, is nowherv near
¢ 11it¥ry ag SPACD but is solidiy ostf=-orisntad. SFA locks 1o Ge an avtonpt
‘o £111 2 mp in the field. Tt all Lnow Low our firvsi=read stf Dtorios renaln
4en1 <o uk oven afser ré roulize they arent so much in theisr om rirht. e
Jpedinte $o more sophigticated stuff yet holler for the Good Old Days. If
pomaveyy prints storios comparctle to those of the Good 0la Days, wo Taght.y
nenounse them s, crud., Well, SFA (and Venturc, for instance) seer to bde
seving W0 brins out A better grads of the action=stuff that most of wus cut
our st¥=-tasth on, se hat v can havo our cokoe and eat it to. Scemesing. sl

A sttt ocuccessiul.

Wia, v bYeriu with Kormbluth®s "The Slave™; combinin- such uwalikel)

At L= Wnt s suadun ex-Fad-apgent (bucted out bhecause his Pt lex.ad)
srosior il dlaguised as an antively different type of nowctic feor uiic -
Moo, foGtst TOr Sencer used as bait Iy Uthers, 081-drive SvSISiiooy Gooooow

Soshad Posrdiu oro jonna wWin ou account they ot more on tuz Hhall. it
1Y B3iicn.  Yema. yeh «— it sounds silly this wwmy, tut I bhai fiue roadin

..lm-r. —-.IO-..



John Victer Petersonrn?s "iisslon to Oblivion® is a Jair-gocd Job on
human problems of adjustmsnt to alien condiiions and sonsequences foulad
up a8 usual by Y-knowm-besters in Authorlity. The story suffers from overuse
of toxms such ag "magnetonar', *pelarsictic', "llagmelsctrograph™, and other
cinmicke~words cf the type popular twemty years apo, meaningless to the lay-
rnan and domright irritating to the tochnical types. Iot a bad twister,
thoush, if you can vade through to it

Doggonit; Bob Silverberg is still having trouble with names. His "The
Flame ané the HEamoor™ is a let's~overthrovsthe-rotten—~ol'~enpiro piece con=
plete with trcachorous priosthood and 2il, and would flow along quite well
if it weren't for the names. This seems %o vs & rcal preblem, and I wish
I could come up with a rat answer., It's not just & matter of familiar
nanmos veing easier to follow than Guez Xzertul's and such: familiar pames
hodgepodpod on me in Bob?s "The Artifact Dusiness™ from the Apr U, reviewsd
in CRY 7#8101. So it locks as if it isn't solely the difficulty of concocting
distinguishable namcsj the introduction and handling (particularly early in
the tule) of these cognomens is tho rugred bite. liaybe an avenuc of attack
would be to recall stories in which unusual rames arc oasy ta follow, and
thon soee how they aro manipulated. Vell, I never had any trouble with Doc
Smith'e characters, or Clement®s alions {though his hupans sometine confusc),
or tho wwirdics in Clarke®s "Rescue Parby'; van Vogt had a real Linacl: for
anmco. (llainstreanm fictior, usually hold up as a shining oxanmple, ie also
il of characterc that can't be distinguished idithout checlmarksy only
Pipor aprrodches tho worst mainstrear confusion, and de Canp in full four—
mart flight on Krishna.)

In "Flanc and Hammer" the unwieldy repetition of long namo-d=titles
confiurations could be avoided Ly having the name appsar in the dialogue
rathor than thc narrotives people don't use fulldress-~address much cxcspt
in coremony. (But that ceto tricky, too, somotimes —— hmi.)

One other things the Boupirc, though decadent, had the norit of largely
prevonting interstellar wars. The successful rebellion eliminated the
Inperial torturers all right, tut I get a rather dead-end impression of tho
Bis Piocturc. .

Well, let®s don't even scll: about the ™soience™ in SFA, but the overall
flavor is pretty much an improved versicn of the actlon-cpics we mostly brale
in on, and as such is enjoyable.

F&SF, Augusts an "All New* issus, which practically guarantees a good
one. Valt liller veers from the sanctificd series with "Tho ILdinewman®, 50
pages serious snouch for Campbell, sexy cnough for Venturc, and solid enough
for Pemberton. What huppens when a shipload of prostitutes sets dovm on a
noonscape fron vhich women arc logally barred and upon which men have besn
stotioned a little too long?

Stu Palmor's "Dream Stuff" is e pseudo-wish-fulfillment deal in whioh
fioavon goofs but sonmebody elsce tolies the biunt -~ pfui. Too much RHIF going
around alrcady without having it for a Mornl in our light roading. Clingeman's
v Day for Viaving"™ is a gontle~typo ghontieg pleasant. M"lomestead™ by Rog
vhillirs (bey, lookie, a loug tiie uo sce) is a wxy grim bit of development
that is likely to surpricsc you by making yvou enjoy it {unless you have a vory
delicato stomach). Of all things.

Loa Cole's "Tripod" is an interosting tour-de-force in siructure, which
docs cone off’, thou’h that wvery siruciure procludes any groeat rcader-identi-
fication. (You have to usc that term "roader-idontification" now and thon,
sc's follis i1l kuow you're up-to-date.) Ken Bulmer & dknight havo a deal
wiich possibly didn*t strilie me as funny o3 it nay strilie your "The Day
Everything Fell Down". Seems all the womoen toolk off in a ship from Sirius
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and things soxt ¢f went tc pot, Doris Buck®s 'Spanish Spolienn™ iicllad g
humerus considorably rore; the superiority of ‘his particula:r ereaimaens of the
basic idea is provably in the proportion of buildup to payofr.

Teinlein®s "The UMenaco From Larth®, resomizably ccherent with his
SatBvePost scries that bepgan with the memorabin YCroeen Hills of Tarii" but
saggoed, holds interest well encuch to disguise its basic and familiar SatBEve
Poot plot uniil tho glow of reuading enjoyment 'rars off. Ir s8gsence, it's
the good 0ld Siren=from=out-of-tovwn Tomantical J nemacing the foxthzight
adolescont heroine, but RAH decke 1t cut with cuch fascinating "Locrie" bacl=
ground that the resemxblance {or rathor identit, ) doean't obirude, during. I
didn't thinl: anybody could got away with this .n the so=called Big Three this
decocade. It just goes to showy I wondsr if Bob t had any trouble getting hise
tongue bacl: out of his cheek. Some follis arc »utstanding even when they're
slowming.

Once agzain Boucher proves ous om the beat Dookereviowers in the field.
This man can weave a tarcad of common viswpeoint through a group of books
with no impression of guperficiality. Also, hoe spots for us the obvicus which
we have dimly scen but failed to name, as with "Starsc LMy Destination™: "he
basic plot is of NI COUNT OP MONTE CRISTO: The Convict's Rovenge..."™y with
Anthony this is net the opening wedpge of dsrosation but a factual description,
and how I failed to moko this correlation I'1l never Lnow. AB lilios "Stars®,
which says something for his fairness when it is recalled that the story sms
originelly scheduled for FOSF, Awny from ghosts and religion Boucher is
nainly unprojudiced in his vrevioving tastes, and perceptive.

Iy last yoar's diatribec against F&SF aren't too applicable this yoar.

HARDCOVER: The Doubleday SeI' Beolr Club sent us two good goes whis month,
Mrst is Heinlein®s "juvenilen, "TMme Per the Stara®, Dealing with telepathic
sin-or=triplet groups as means of instantarsous communications beitveon Earth
and starships, and between groups oi diverging ships, this holds interoct in
people and situations all the way. It is marrod only Wy the (rather neces—~
saxy, for story purposes) adoption of a one=-sided view of the relativissic
time~paradox a la "To the Stars™, and the (it meams) insviteble ending to
long-yoears voyage storicss FProgress Catches TUn. Otherwise great.

Chad Oliveris "Uinds of TimeY has all tho elements of a gripping stftalo:
stranded human aliens in desperote search of a smon-suicidal human culturc
(for reassurance and componionship), suspended animaticn to wait for a
civilization to grow up, contenporary fellow with problems and invelvencnts,
ocrises, and vhat have you. It came off OK with me until Ameiia begen pidiing
holes in it: that tho overall writing style is too omotional for the lacl:
of contaet with individual choraciers, for ins.ance., I'm noi sure if this
fits my reaction or not = I Lnow the story diin't pan out witk cuouvgh vhamny
for all the buildup, but am not surc just why. Oliver has done bettor, butb
thero®s a lot less than this floatiny around for the same (or more) nonoy.

SOME PAPIRBACKS: Rex Gordon's "First On llaxrs" is a unique pices these
days. An ACE single (D=233; 352): ti:c book coiibincs practical how=to=survive
probleng with a couple of late switches done ian double-flachbacliz the con-
tact with the top=dop liartians and the advent of a subsequent Barth cxpedi-
tion aro sandwiched in small gobbets. Soie of the best paxts of the bock are
horcy, t00y but ry back is up at bLits of the protagonici®s philosophising
wvithin o page or two of the ending. It%s good enoush in long-term cssonce
but I thinl: he poofs, in torma of hic owm oxperience, on shogst-term promosities
cotiony it doesu®t xing true. But thon, editors are just somet ing we zot to
live with (thanl: you, Wally Veber), and it's ontirely possidble that the last
couple pagos arc the result of editorial insistoncs that the pcople (be pro-
shesied to) VWIN, instoad of ruuning up cold ageinsi the necessity of changing



sue overall potivation of the hwnan yaco, the autaorts pitoh up 3o then.
he ohingon Grusoe angle is vory well &y ziiced and ceavinecing, thougi 1 wus
carried alon; teo frat to notc whether ennh cud evely achiovement is physi-
8l posnible. Meinly good.

TLen wcrels G08Smith'ys "Space Flamua', ordglinally "Highwnye in fdains"
Tour 1a5ucd on Tmasinavion {Wam-June Y5%). Somehow it rcads bottor under
ot a0y o sovers. The challevee=pay plei 1o pseudo=van Vet «ith thc tradi-
ticnal horo aroom arndinet hit will inte obhfuseatins; circunstonces and nover
Tiodde, cut whdoh tmy 1g up wntil ib's rearly a2ll over. This cnce gets piled
2o dn @ oor, finds bis fiancee wissing end sveryone swearing she wasn't alca-
shen he Laowe sho wms, too. Then we heve 'lelrstrom®s diseass which turns
woorde slowly end pataiully to stone beforc killing thenm {this dizoase showad
op after o ono=-shch spaco=-Tlight which is pavor nentioned after the initial
cxnianation == that?s why the "Space Plague” retitle)s Our hero runs into
gome suporhami, superstrong people in his fey scarch feor his nisolng sweet-
Senrt, ond famodiatelr with the author®e help decides that somebody has
fowre out how o turn tho Plague into a Geed Thing. Now we have the ood
e e meraly mnt (o help overyone arfflicted with thic dread nmalady, and
1ho bd uye vhe vmnt to use 4t for porccenal power. Bey, what an original

aorosption Y Than o have Lo%s and lots of action, and it'c liinda fun.

Balinntine combincs 6C-pagoe veles by Willian Goldiag, Jeobn ifyndhun, and
Lorvyn Poalie to produce “Somotine, lewver" (#215, 35¢). Goldingt!s "Envoy
_xtaacrdinary® Jugcler ske hot potato of o prematursly-inventin. Jendus in
the latser days of the Reman snmpire, to very pood effect. Loved the way
ho handled his poople,; AR his punshlinae, ‘lyndham hkaz "Consider Her lVays",

a prodiction of antlilie or beslilie specinlization amongs females in a nalse-

leps world, with 2 snea:y c¢ld doubla=gwiich an the end whicl. $o me warped

she intaopity of the atory for a shock-uficet that didn't malie it. Other-
Aes 1t's of groat intorash sxcent for one large flaw: oconsidering the nazard.
of zhildbnearing for tho obeswe, is it veoau-nable that wonhen of the llether olass
e rogularly bear parthencgenctic clutches of four should be ligpt so daan'

fut theyr ¢an barcly toddlae? The c;e;l.fudisgust/mpulsion of tho couteurocrary
mirl gidotracliad into the hody of a future llother is ployed up for sympathy,
ut thoe develommont i wnet biologically feasible. OK for egg-layers, which

i3 provatly where Vyndham slippod in his analogy. [lerwyn Poolie'o "Boy in
ar.oness 18 a unigue and oddly gripping plece of alogical fantasty with
touches o1 "ihe Outsider”, "Dr. lloreau”, and & little Catell threwn in, but
novhare divectly cribbed (%6 my knowladpe). Tho uncompromising lack: of explanc-
thon 2 intrisuing, but the resort to ¢ simple sword solutiocn afvor thic bas
hosn Lnplicitly barred ty names of hints of super-sorcelry, faiis to charm.

PANLASTIO UNTVERDLE, Sept 97s  Possibly the reason that the deCamp-Nyberys
sollatoration "Copan tho Vistoricus" fells so flat is that thoy don't get
-obas in doop enough. Nowhore Jdoos the Overfledged Barbarian [{all back from
tds sull-irebhe~saddle position for more than a page or so before ho upflin =
¥ith a firo=hardened toothpici: and assovers the oppocition. So who cares?
snero was & hint of dire phenanglos hore, but doubtless tho juico 1s hald ovor
for samels. I duane --this cuuld have beson goed with a bit of whetever was
1of% out, Such a8 givin~ 2 damm wvhat we'se vriting, tor instance.

Rotory 7 Shec's twoepags "PMhe Islpiwl) Robots™ is a falr twoe pagos —orth.
‘T LAy Dartim Dusic” Yy Cuas B Frisch i nice buildup with 2 sogygy punch-
l'f‘,;l’:‘e

The "czodeing Report by CIVILIAN SAUCELR INTELIIGELCE™ isa't nearly as
cesiein, te teic reader ws you nmight thinli, bein: varmedeover Fort without

1t AL dshons tho objsctivity. This froth is hurting M and the zine

ir. sbape for 1%. =[5 =



Wim Gorken?!s "Stopever®, o fruiiiul approach to post-~atonic P3I without
the usual emphasiz on the postestonic, aveided a fow clichesi nct 21l, but a
few.

Asirovis artlcle "The imyesre BEarths®™ is undoubhedly fasctunl and literate
enough t¢ draw the trade in Astounding, tat is so out of place here that T
doubt it was read much,

Alex Jemes® "The Shining Cow® is a worthwhile treatmeont of a trivial
egspact of the saucar problen. Allan Howaxrd®s "It's a Small Solar Sysiten® is
a great good belly-laugh to anyons who recognizes the punchline - in a fan-
zine it would have rated an Award for Somsthing=-of-the-Year.

Mack Reynolds and Fred Brown: "Happy Ending". These two authors appar-
ently decided to write just one moro story ¢f the ex-—dictator who outrages
the simple natives and earns his horridble fate. For my noney (and I don't get
froe review copiecs, you know) they could have saved the efforty the stoxy’s
saving grace was failing to hit me hard encugh to make me puke.

Basil Wells' "Second Sight™ has morxe to recommend ity though obocure, it
carries conviction in spets, The idea of dcing hazardous worl: through exten~
sion-bodies ("super=-nochs") isn't the newsst ut carries the maliings of good
handling hers. '

Fant Univ isn't doing so well lately, you may have notioced.

The Aug ASTOURDING leads off with PoulA's cover-featured "Bruie", ooncerning
violent political mutiny in space. The stcry is neglegible, the action ig great,
and the rather clegant physical~-scienca clircher that prodvably sparked the
entire effort is tacked on as a ssparate problem,

Harry Harrison's "Tho Stainless Steel PRat® enjoyably varies the thems- or
one of the themes— of Cole's "Philoscphical Coxpsa®™ soriesy it°s less stuffy from
this viewpoint. (Also, it's fine as i3 let’s don't get carried awoy and iry
%o make a series out of it.)

mied Service® (short novel) sontinues Jeinster's current attempt to stuff
Ole Doc lMethuselah intc his "landing=grid" setting. That may be the troudble;
it gets nervve-wracking, waiting for Hippecraties %o show up with four armsfuil
of paraphenalia. There's even a Hubberdian flaver to the protagonist’s attitudesg
not that this is a bad thing, except that it givos a sort of haunted effeoct,

Paul leavy's article on long-iern effects of excess CO? ard what it means
with respect %o sutmarines (atomic) is easiar reading thar Some of late.

Eric Frank Ruscell®s "Love Story" is bitingly good for a short=short, but
indicates he wants out of stf into "mainetrsam™; Like his Space Acadamy jeob
last year, this is only stf because he framed it that way.

nBeast of Prey"” (Jay Williams), an alien~life puzele, is the best stf in
the issue, with an unexpected but thoroughly feasitle olirsher. ITunne who's
Wms but lets have mors of this siyle., Jack Williamson?? Could Dee

Peschy Miller (alliteratively enough} discucses psi & bit, then goes on to
prove that therefs plenty of stf for some of these so-ocalled "stf reviewersm
you may have seen me grotch at ‘rom time to time, if they’d just look areund.
l11ller covers some pabacks and hardco's new to me, and ewen possibly to youo
Seems to like stf.

JWC brings up the puint that the pursuit of a career in physical scisncs
entd 1ls giving up all right to your own opinions regarding your major interests,
whioh may explain the lag in registretions for Departments of Fhyeice, Hmm?

The men is NOT speaking politically, sither.

OTHER VORLDS hasn®t showvm a cover in Seattle since the llay issue before
RAP went to Saucers., In facty, I don’t kncw where it i3 appearing; there were
no copies awveilable in the drugetore across the street from 806 Dempster St.,
Evanston, I11linois (wherw FATE is pubbed, but not OW or Smireh-— oops, Search).
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FUTUBRE #33 (Surmex '57): RAWL is also kaving trouble with the priaters®, nos
as bad ws Bens® FU, bus pretiy spotty work neverthess {new word 1 jusi made up iv
order %o avoid having %o correct the Syps). Tem Scortia's "Cat C' Nine Tales®
desls with space-mutasions, men's hidden {esxa, end & thorough-zoing debacle fer
finnle which at least avoided the necss3sity for clearing up some of the more
cbacure points bhecnuse they no longer metber,

Bob Silwververg takes a short new loock st the “Vintage Season” theme, giving
bvatter motivetion than sheer dwcaderce but leaving me goupletely bafiled by his
oryptie lest santense., 0¢dly, xn %his short item ("A Season For Remerse') Sob
takes tiwme to identify his charastors so trat there i1s no nsme trouble at allg
over the episodic types come through distinot.

Ted Thomas® "Mars Trizl” is a Gordian-knot novelts with a four-sector lars
oolongy postulated, we have an Englishmen murdered YWy a German in & RUSSIAN shi
on AUBRICAE territory. Questions who has jurisdiction? Thse explosive rsactiocnu
of all ooncerned seem a little contrived, but Lhe znswer ian’td,

IAVL sketohes some etf themes of 30 yeaxrs ege in the light of meantine
chunges in soientific thoughisy Toskey, plsase note.

T guoss I will have %o rezd (not listen, because I can't pget half the wuirds,
nest if not ali of Gilbart=and-Sullivan, il I want tc be along or the Lovmdes-
Garrett=Asimov bandwagon. Heck, I don’t sven hknow which G&3 piece Ike is talling
off on this time, but it flows,

01? Bext Chandler is 2 happy many finding eight nagesa of story-bsgun witk
no way out, he winds it up with a dialect=-pun, inventling hiz own dlalect %0 zuie
it goy and it sella, Wonder what he intended "And a lalf-Dogan of the Other™ to
te when he started 1t? It did start off real great o

I+ the late Bob Olsen’s artisle "Wanteds a Definition of Science~Ficotion”
2s5d appeared a year ago, the CRY's Liark WWalsted would have been accussd of
exibbing a 1ittle bit. Mr. Olsen rather helds with Gernsbackian standards, hers.

Dave Gordon's "Phe Convincar" is & very nice jot on the problems of the
budding psionioist., I°m convincedy storywise at least.

The lettercol thrashes out story errcrs and non=errcrs, and chugs away at
finding a middle—ground between logle (2-valued) and its astounding attaskers.

MAD #35 is out, and as long as it appears, Pamberton gets chuckles. Alsc
oY interest to Maddicts: with the demise(?) of TRUMP, the "renegades from 1lad"
have come up with "Humbug", approx pulpsige; 32pp plus covers, 15g¢. Too bad ths
two camps oan't re-merge; they oould use each other,

TINTURE, Sept (#5)s A certain downbuat list is apparent thissusey I supposc
any editor can Ve swept away onoe in awhile., TFloyd L Vallace's "The levada Virus®
aterts the parade with the concept of & new disease which kills 954 of those cver
40 but rejuvenates the other 5% to age 17; looks as if the Interests have the
a8 yet unfound solution all sewsd up.

Pould’s "For the Durastion” has totalitarianism inherent in the successful
revolution against same, Not only does this fail to surprisey it fails tc prove
itself stf Ly providing any essential plot—element of an stf nature, It oould ac
woll have been a fiotionalization of Malenkov up-ending Beria. 1 grotoh.

“Defore the Talent Dies" (Slesar) assumes that the leaders of this land of ihe
"pae would arrange to assassinate a telepath who proved to them his taientas, Tuy
devaloument is subordinate %o the author’s cremise, here, but he does have a uounle
22 well=handled episodes enroutse, I think Jenry is overly pessimistie, mayde.

If thke Avram Davidson piece ("Now lLet Us Sleep") were, say, one of twu down-
vant jobs in this zine, I'd have no gripe. Illere is a Davidson work of sufficieont
jenatl to allow the writer's percertivity to show through., I hope this map stys
with s8tf waitingg we shall see some wonders, you and I.

Jim Raormon has “"A Bit for lirs Halloran" (getting out of tlle moaniag-groeni .z
catazory j, in a style that demands thirking to figure out what the helil ne'c u:
$27 it's worth it. Nog Fhillips' (2suin? resurgence, huh?) "Executioner ;42¢ iw
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possibly clso in the dowrvest cuiegory, but identification iz a5 linited here
that i% doesn®t register =28 sucth, Not inocking tha piece with tiet rewawicy

the knock would be that the thronds hang oo locaely, bui the Idsa and uood

ars all that matter mush anyhowe, Rug is teyinz to develed an endirely dilferwnt
soxrt of writing, apparsasly, from his cvsiyptbing-hut~the-ititchan-sitk apios of
a few yeoars bask, Let's see bow it goesy buh?

Agberg's "The Winda of Siros™ ig cne of ths most promising itomx be's done
%0 date., Amide from the Davidson 1t%s the bighlighi of the issue. Tow hsra
again Bob has no %rouble keeping his claracisrs sorted outy T kad no irouble at
all with the names (including the bit rarts,; dessusse he didn'% ring in tco pany
at a time)s these pecple tend 4o live. Well, prssidly this month?s orop answois
e worry of mines if Agbexg ia going fou azn 300,000 vord-e=yeax pacs to 4Le
exclusion of other considerationz, he would nevex develep much further. On the
other hand, if he also tskes %ime to do some writing of "the HEST ha can™ type,
we have a oomer s%ill with us, Iet s hopgo Toc bad thers isn’t nors differential
in word=ratos between markets for goed writing in cif anéd “horrifisd, she thraw
her slkirt up cver her eyez at tho monsier's approach® peof. Back to “Winds',
we have a goodly awcunv ¢f Spicy Space legitinmately buwilt inte the storys I donft
think the point of the tzle nould have theen node withont the sex-engles, wbich ie
tho test of legitimato-sex v8 the Cruddy Cowme--One, And now I think I know what the
names~-problen boils down toz: if a market is tased on a gimmick, charzatewization
suffers; without it, you ceu’t tell the peopls from the grulzaks no matter what
you oall thawm, Dut 314 Lalps tc try. And Action 1s the universal glamiak,

"Snafu on the NEW TA0S™ continuwes lack Reynelds? sexies of spaceship=problema
in the Bulleard tisdition (the Maloolm Jamecson 3eries in aSF)., Dexivatiwva but fun.
Rob't Young®s "Writien in the Staws® isn’t wuch either waysy five pages,

Sturgeon®s roevisw ecluan is highlighted by the revelasicn thaf not only is
stf 907 crud (by msinskrsam stardards) tut so is muinsivesm. So gt off oux
aching GI backs,; Arthur Keestlayr et al.

SFS, Septs Scortia’s "Ceniua Looi"™ iz very intereating nearly all the way
but came up more thar a little confusing to mc. All sorts of clues and srass-
currents and side-igsues, and thon it winds up with a catchall solution that
offshoots into & completely open question as far as the protogonist is ooncerned.
aybe I%7e jusi had too hard a week, but I don't get it I hopeo

"Phs Return From Txoy® (Winterbotham) works up into some rars Ffine humors
Erskinets "Private Life of lelen of Trey®™ is probebly batter bhackground for your
enjoyment of this one than the origincl Greeiz would be, SJame atmosphers, nildly.

Cal Inox' "Hi3 Fead in the Clouds" rates the cover ille (%ho ths blurh goes
%0 Scortia, and a dsmn® confusing practice this is). Storting eas a less than
world—-shalkiing piecs about an adoloscent space-fan swiplng e speseship; the
logical develoments nake a lot more out of this story than you might expact.
You ocan®t help wonderings do you suppese he COULD have done it? Goodeo

Peter Stom (thie reeds like an ol® pro but I can’t figger WHO) has an item
called "Compulsicns® with cvertounes of psi, overthrow~the-dictator, anld of a plot
I hope to get arcund tc writing, myself, before someone clue doems{tho not too
closealy related tc the latter). Pat windup, but what eise could he 4o with it?

Chandler's "The Principle™ is an overgerown vignette after the "White lart®
pattern. I do hope UK writers aren't gll getting on a Jorxkens kick,

Bob liadle discusssesn the USAF preocccupation with ionle end phetonie drives,

a sausorganization, ##f creature movios, Ken Krueger's Dawn Press editions of
out=of=-print fantasy {from 140 Harrison St, Buffalc 10, N.Y.) st $1.00/ccuy.
TAFF (Bob wrote tiis column iong befors the resulte were known), and the fms,

Ted Thomas® "Jugt Rub a Lamp.." indicates what the Patent Offies would
do to an attempt to patent the Aladdin Process. It figures.

If you're skipping S5FS, you're be?;nd the times.

— &



UALAXY, Sept: Sturgeon’s rovsila "Tha Pod in the Barrier®™ has to0o much in 1t
for a quick suvmmary: would-be tenawolent alions who have goofed, an axtrapclated
rhysical=soienoe problem witli & page or twoe oF self-consistent attaek and rsbtuiial,
2ix characters of whioh at leawrt four are unforgetiable, the insevitadle lorely uies
and the cirocumgtantially=forved conpassion of the protagonist for tham, One of
these days o0l°' Ted is going to get himself =et up for a four—=pert novel-= sc wmtoh
out; see?

John Boland's "Doat Age" concerns the oreation of a small Fraikenstein pei;
whother it¢s wholly protoplaamic or partially mechanical is unclear most of the
my through, but it reprcduces scushow., The doat has a flat tale.

"The Sly Bungerhop” (William Morrison) is fum, but maybe it's an example o2
the gripe a lot of people havs against much modeyn stf. The author avoids any
detailed desoription of the Future Age bty flinging irtec it a man 80 nearsighted
that he can't read his wristwatoch without compyressing his nose. It's a good
glmmiak for the suspense of this particular tale, btut Jjust as good for avoiding
the necessity for thinking out a good fubture hackground. It's unfair %0 sian
l‘oxrison when I erjoyed the piece, but I had to raise the question.

fim Penn?e hero in "The Dark Star® nalies a choice between perpetuation of his
name or hie fame, with a remarkably eonvincing aelincher,

gale reviews a tale of Oocupiod Britain in 1960, two legit stf bool:g, thrwe
scisnce=fact jobs, a new edition cf the IhilodBdpby of Spinoga, and frackly adi:t
bo:ng snowed by ™iclewroth's Ouide %o the Attomio (sic) Age". Mmm, 'at®s Molewcrsh.

simakvs "Shadow World" is moro active and less moody than Clifford's usual,
but as weil-wrought as evsr, liaybe I'm prejudicedg Siwmak from my recollecticp las
not wyitten s real stinker since 1940, so he'd have to goof badly for me to nctiose,
(Hiﬂ “"Empize", GALAXY-Noveliged about #6 of the 3exries, waec written in the *30ta, )

Personmily, I rate Sturgeon, Simak, Tenn, Morrison, and 3Boland, in that order.

F & & Py Septs Rodb't Young's cofflsading "Goddess in Granite™ assays out ruch
Snaller than its settings the allogery was low on oontent. A shame to waste ail
that nioe powerful descriptiou., Avram Davidson has written ("Mr Stilwell’s Stage”)
8 perfeotly fine piece for the 1937 Esquire, such as Bradbury does lately., It'is o
little nerve-raci.ing to see this very individualistic wiiter findiug his way out
of the speoialized pockset he openad, into the more general stf fileld, Sometiues,
as in "=~Culpepper" (reviewed lact month, and I'm NOT locking in the baek files ic
dee if I'm contradioting myself) he matohes the field at the expense of his cwu
special talemt, As revealed in "Ly Boy Friend's Name is Jello", for example.

Rob®t I Coates! "A Parable of Lowve™ is all too true as & portrayal of ke
noderate heel endowed (thru sweat and tears) with receptive ESP, and his dilemms
upon falling in love. Bob Blcuoh’s "Traveling Salesman" is a de—punned Lefily I'sep
tale (oh, weep for unpaperbacked Faep$)s tic punchline at the very end isn't sc
amfully conwvincing but the rest of it was a lot of fun, Chad Oliver in "Rewrite
Jan® redoes a lot of interloper=from—-the-futurs epiceg it's a new Padgettish twr st
with an snjoyabls finish, liark van Doren's "“A Great Deal of VYeather" is lcss,
3trayed, or stclen from the New Yorkex, Or pessidly reprinted, and more likaly,

Roucher’s review colwin is once agein nearly the best reading in the ziue.
"(voriure and Beginners® ly Kachel “addux, is (%0 me) a good idea portrayed with
arnfisnanlike akill up to the end where she ieft me wondering who's on Pirst.

Cordon Didison really takes the rag off'n the bush with "St Dragon anc tas
Georze®, 'Le action gets a littls wearing, but this one is really oheise., Airs,
there's Tdris Scabright’s "The Wines of Earth", fcr which Boucher btlurbds that you
nay teel tuirsty vhen you've read it., Well, I was impelled $0 38ip~and=sniff a
suall goblet of & perfeotly ordinary dry wine (best we had around) after finiching
thig atory. How about you?

fegumont reviews "stf" films and salves his conseience YWy ex:lainging THIy
soie 39 good, also, — |7 —

Yeli, tids month’s column wusn't too easy for me, either. _ o [o



DGGING THE FANZINES

amelia pemberiton

MANA #2, Winter 1956-57. Bill Courwal, 4215 Cherokee Avunue, Sen Diego 4,
California. For review, itrade, lelters of comment or comtributions.

This is rather an old zine, Doubtless Bill has put cut two or three
MANAs since thish, but it's the oonly one I've seen so 1°Ll)} comment onm it
anyhow,

The cover, by Rich {or Alex) Kirs is very good if & bit macabre, and is,
I believe, photolithed. Buplicution, typing and spelling are alli excellent.
The materiuvl is generally good but is buried bere und there turoughout the
zine, without u table o contents to assist one in sorting it out. For
exemple, there’s un excellent four page article by Murray Leinster hxdden,
without uny previous inint as to its exxstencg, on what migiat be page 7 if
the puzes were numbered. This must be a reprint, as if it vwere a MANA
original the editor would surely he proud enough of it to list it on the
first page, but there's no reprint eredit given. It seews strange thaet wn
editor would handle the duplication of his wmaterial so well, and the srrange-
wment so inadequately.

Other items that I purticuviorly liked were an article on comic strip
drawing by Georginae Elilis und stories by Jesn Young and Pave Jeunrette. &
of course the letter column. The letter coluwmnr is usuelly this reviever's
fuvorite item in eny ziune, end %his one incluvues letters from John Berry,
Soyd Rasburp, Ger Stewurd (particulurly interesting — ebout his firsi meeting
with Larry Shuw), H/A Kirs, Dick Geis, Lers Bourne, Huci Coulgen and gee,
lots of good people. & I was greatly pleased to note Guy Tervilleger (the
KMan Who Seys Damn) complaining in the letter column about MANA #1's having
used a naughty word.

This is definitely an interesting zine, and 1'm quite eager te see the
probable subsequent issues I've missed.

SKYHOOK #24., Summer 1857. BRedd Boggs, #2204 Highland Place N. E., Minpeapolis
21, Minn. Six issues $1; single copies 20g,

Ged, this is an impeccable zina, Gestetnered, justified morgiss { the
editorial double columned)}, und the meterial all quite intimidatingly
literate., It lentures articles {all about stf) by autinors James E. fung
S. J. Sackett, Joe Gibson & damon kunight; depoviments by Jim Harwmon, Marion
Zimmer Bradley & William Atheling Jr.; and lettere from readers Phil Farwer,
Jumes Blish, Robert Bloch, damon knight, Anthony Boucher, Robert Lowades und
(surprise) noun-pro Richard li. Eney.

Except for & few linos and garts of the editorial this is not fannishg
it is unrelentingly sercen. Sercomy; bt lively and thought-provaling.
Higkly recomnended to fens willing to huve their thoughts provoked.

STELLAR #1131, Ted E. White, 1014 N. Tuckahoe St., Fuils Chnrch, Va. 15¢ sinzle
copy, 2 for 25¢, 5 for &50¢.

This ie the first STELLAR I've reviewed since CRY #35, mod I°m happy to
suy thut it's still the sume exg2llent zine, liere's another #ine with im-
peecable reproy wnd the stuff artists are Lee Show and Jack Nerneaa.



STELLAR features fon-fiction -~ not pro-rejects but reully fun-fiction -~
fietion by for end about funs, This conteins "Funtasy Blueg"” by Marion
Zimmer Bradley, "A way of Life" by liarry “wrner Jr., & "Hig Name Fan" by
Churles flurbee. bBrodley's story packs w terrific whamay —-- the aore you
well on it the better it gets., Burbee's tule 18 most amusing in its wry 117}
wny., Warner's story is fair bat outclassed nere. The furshlugginer round
robio serial, "The Death of Sciance Fiction", still wends its depressinz and
anintelligible wayjy iiowever in thish tiere's only one caapter (writ by Eney)
and the zood guys are making o few points,

There are editorials and like thet by Ted and ais assistunt editor,
Rych: rd tney. There's u delightful pictorial secticn "STHLLAR Uoes to a
Farty" by Lee Shuw & Jack Harness. & there’s funzine reviews by u guy pscudo-
nyaed *raniklin Ford. Ted states that Frunklin Ford is a BNF using a pseadonys
to protect himself from the divers folk whose zines fhie's refused to contraibute
to, llis reviews are reudable enough but — He suys, re a series ol letters
frow 1339 3.AS5 TACKS in MANA #2, "The best entire piece of writing, iuwever,
¥ns L. Sprague de Camp’s acute dissection of yogaism — it isn't every day
sunebody cun squash Eric Frank ltlussell like u bleckbeetle.” The letter frum
Zric Frun’. Russell wus the last letter in the series, aund 8ill introduces it
as followss "Well, it wos bound to huppen. All that yumaering finuliy
orvu,nt iorti someone wno could cup it off with resson." This sounds to me
as 1f i1l thought, us 1 do, that if there was any squashing done kric Franh
Huasel! did it. Seems to me "Frunklin Ford" wus being a bit curelesa.

re! I don't like BNFs whose Ns are too B to be published. 1 wish Ted
woulii do his own fanzine reviews. I thouzht nis reviewa in STELLAR #10 wers
axcellent.

U0o00g... 8ince writing the above I'm asuddenly stupefied with the reata-
2ation of wao "Franklin Ford" is -- and it's somebody I like very much. Weil .-
it just proves thut even people dear to the fastidious and perceptive heurt of
the wmiable Amelia con goof occasionally.

STELLAR"s & darned good zine, and I°m really pleased thut we®ll be gettinug
it rezularly from now on.

V'ID #10. Jim & Grag Gentord, c¢/o Lt. Ccl. J. A, Benford, G-4 Sect. ilg. V
Lorps, APO 79, New York, N. Y. 15¢.

ilare's unother well-mimeod zine, cowfortubly thicik und wmeeaty looking.
1t sturts off with some sensible editoriunlizing, Then there's a forum on
tanediting witn RoR Bennett, Doyd Rueburn and Eric Bentcliffe holding torth,
Then there’s a cute li'l story by John Berry ubout bis trouble with a motor-
bike, & diulogue by Pete Reischer (not without its moments), s boring urticle
vy Juljon Parr, an smusing story from Rot Bennett; um article by Kent Moomuw
queryinyg wihither fundom goeth (my cpinion: fundom is just a ghoddam hobby),
and last but never least, an 11 pp letter column fewuturing letters from 1G
well-koown fwuns, including walt Willis, Boyd liaeburn, Bob Bloch, Rich Eney,
2tc. ete.

To wy mind it's easily worth 15¢. 1t°s not &« wonderfui zine, but there's
e oty of gooo reading in it,

CHIFANAC 485, June 1957. Tom Reamy, 4332 Avondale, Dallas, Texas. £5¢ per
copy or i per vear (to be published 5 times yeaurly). All contributicus
signdd wneluse u stawped, self-addressed envelope.

C2IFANAC wus originally Orville Mosher's zine, but Towm Heamy nos tuosen
it aver. A strougs flaver of Mosher persisis, nowever; cltbouzh no louger
«sitor une leuds off on the editoriul written jointly Ly nimself und Reamy.

Tiis ia & 34 pp zine, offset, und effectively illusiruied for the .oat

r% Ly lLeaay, althourn there ure s couple smali Pourue illos.

() cmean
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There's ar aulodbiegrapibical skeven &y Lyn Venable, ar axrtiecle by Albert
Joekson obout rocket experimeating, a scuple letiers; s-f mevie reviews by
Tom Reamy and Dick Keople {the latter®s spelling 1s"cerrected” —- and the
delicate Koogliam fluver quite destroyeul, & colump by Kendy Brown, and
three stories. The first, Ly Tom Mesny; wos miidly grisly. The egeecond, by
Ray Thompeon, was quite grisly. The thivd, by Leif Ayan, was digsgustingly
grisly.

Resmy®s movie reviews ere not too budy they contein a few zood lines
which weuld seem te indicate that he is not wholly withoud fumnish potential.
However CRIFANAC as it stunds has remaricahly little wppeui for tuis revieswer.

Note: Pemby says that if lie were doiung fanzine reviews h2'd say "This
guy can't spell, can't purctuate, cen't molie & sentence, and he can't even

staple "

RAPIER #3. Eric Ericikson, 3624 Centre "B" St, N. W.,; Calgary Alta. Canada.

This is 8 pp. of Erickson's opinions and beliefs which are such that he
would like to huve only agnostics amd atheists for subscribers; plus 1 page
of poem which, though ruther bud, has o few good jmuges and proves that Eric
hus not lost his semse of wonder. .

The shortness of this zine is probably at least partly attributuble to
the faet that it is duplicuted by e silk-screen procesa. The results leok
very much like mimeo but are infimitely more laborious to produce. Conse~
quently there is ne letter columm. RAPLIEM is not & fannish zine, and I think
perhaps 1 will not review future issues unless they become were funnish., I
would like to say however that Eric seems in a happier fruawme of mind than in
previocus Rapes. "Todoy's happy thought: I didp't vsed tc like fanzines but
now I wayley the meilmez and frisk him for saome.”

Eriec! We're gled you and Deun ernd Debbie got buck to Calgery safe &

sound ceos

TACITUM #8. Uenay Sodek, 1415 So..Marsalis, Dallas 16, Texas. 10g, 3 for 25¢.

This is the first TAC ip guite u while., Much of the material is quite
old, and little of it is very good.

Noah MecLzod claime thut Sturgeon is o much over-ruted writer; I gzet the
impression here of & two-dimensional eritic trying to assess a three-dimen-
sional author. dJust oue example, re "Maturity"s "llobin, tihe bhero, is & young
mar who, in spite of am I.Q. of 300 plus, ects like a child. Of course, if
he were as intelligent as the story suppeses him to be, e weould acet more
maturely..." DBut Robin; in essence, waos e child. Perhape Noah never experi-
enced tihe fierce exuberance of childheood, or perhaps he's foirgotten it. Asg
to the pnilesophic implicutions ol "Meturity”, I would sugyest that Neeh read
Muxley's "After Many o Summer Dies the Swan" for enlightencent.

Curl Brenden's "The Fan Who Never Grew Young" is o bit too loug for the
idea, but is the best thing in the zine —— in fact, il's very good.

The rest of the muterinl is neither very bud nor very gocd. There's a
poed by Ronuld Veignt, a story by Jan Sedler Penney, a column by Mike Chandler
(this is good in spois), a Dallard Derogetion (mildly interesting, but not
epigrampatic us one expects a derogation to be), o clumsy stery by Duave
Jenrette and an articie by Wm. Deeck.

Benny plans tec put TAC #9 out iv Septewber; with fresier asterial his
next issue will probably buve a lot more sparkle.

YANDRO #54. July 1957. Hobert & Juunita Coulson, 10734 E. 6th Si,, North
danchester, Indiasna., 1C0¢ or 12 for 31,

This is its normal,y plessantly conmendakble selfy it's well duplicuted,
nicely illoed, and hos a very hundsowe multilithed Adkins cever.

Featured is an B puge article by Russ Wolf about Ray Pelmer. 1In tone
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neitvher hostile nor geshwow, it gives yuvite & bit of ibnteresting date about
Rap's career pre-i=l, 7%-D, and posi-~i-D. The Coulscens sent the article 1o
Rup for nis commentsy; and Rap wrote back u long letter telling u bit wmore
asbout huis present situntion {u gamble ir ursnium is puying off, and he has
hopes of becoming u millionuire); umd about his views of presant duy science
fiction, "Science fiction isn't us wuch fun as 1t used to be ... No science
fiction mugazine today is muking enough woney to attract any real tulsut, weod
those in it persevere out of actuul sentiment end tradition. ... Men like
Campbell, iold, Hamling, Boucher, etc., are reul heroes ip wmy eyeasa." ULater
he proises Browne, Uecld & Hamling. Quite a fur cry frow the Rap who einimed
thut ne ond Cawpbell were the only real stf editors in the field!

I suggest tbut YANDRO #5354 has historical velue to ull stf rams. Whot-
ever one's uttitude towurd Paulmer cone cannot deny thut the mnan is a phenomeno
uvnparalleled in the field.

CINCINNATL #ANTASY uROUP, UDon Ford, Box 19-T, Rl #2, Lovel&nﬂ, Chio. &

Don Ford guve this to us nt the Midwestcon in return for our gromis
to send him whatever zine had our conreport in it. We read it orn tne truia
leaving Cincinuati, and I wust suy we found it ideal train fure.

it contains articles by Dale Tarr, Hob Madle, Bill Grant, H. Ken Bulwer,
Nickh » Noreem Falasca, Loud Tabukow, C. L. Barrett, M.D., Stan Skirvin; unc
Lcn Ford; vhe articles ure abeut the history of tne Cincinnauti Fantasy Grou;-
the wembers therecf, snd the Midwestcons.

if you went to the iMidwestcon and somehow didn®t get « copy, be sure to
write dea for one. It revives the Jdidwesicon stmosphere. Here’s s quotation
firom foc Burrett®s srticles "You remember the vear we advertised that 1t
was the same dictatoriel group, the same worn—out old Master of Ceremonies
Job Bloech, the sume heckler Bob Tucker, the same grand old mun Doc Smith
wlwuys there, the same Eshbach nund Greenberg buckstering und tbat there was
40 832% program, no regzistration fwe; no nothing and if they wanted o set
progaar 1t was something to stuy uway from. We still feel the snme way abeut
it ..o it is just @ bunch getting together to huve u good tiwe."

9
e

Ti® TRADING POST #1. Fred Tilton, 37-8th Avenue, Haverbill, Jdass. 10g per
cony, < for 20¢.

Ad rutes ure 50¢ per page, 25¢ per 4 page, 15¢ per 4 puge. Duplication
18 welgw par but legible.

CALIFAN #2. Richard Ww. Brown, 127 Roberts St., Pasadena 3, Culifornia. For
‘rade, artwork cnd letters.

in the future to be known as FRAISHED {Dave Rike has a grior claim to
tae CALIFAN tatle) this appears to be a letterzine for the younest contingent
of lundom. The duplicetion is incredibly bad, however latest word is tiact
Hich as straiguteping out anis provlems with his wimeoy so future issues will
dnudtiess be umucit hetter. 1In thish one has the feeliny thut there's a lot
of yeuthfui sparkle thut one jusgt cun®t rauad...

ROTRLAUTION #7. Jouan Berry, 21, Campbell Park Ave., Belmont, Belfust, hor-
tucrn Irvelond, snd Arthur Thomsen, 17, Brogikhem House, Brockhew Prive, London,
5. W. t. vune shilling per copy, or appropriute ceoin of the reslm.
NET 18 the officiul orgen of the Goon Defeetive Agency, Goon ELisury's

sy asretion for ferreting out the trath chout feamnish scandanls. it is Leave

.“uliy reorodused (Gestetnered) und copious ATomilloed. There's a tioonioria
a “itlum Nevoo by Alen Dodd, fenzine revooa by Ethel Lindsay, u letter column.
angd roop steries by John Berry, Archie Mercer, Seattle fea F. U. busby und

S NiEws
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CLOCHE DY NIGAY, (oon Librery Publication #2. Seme pubbaro es sbove. 3 ior
25¢.

A lenger goon stery, by John Berry, about a Freblem in Feal Eneverie
greenhonuse,

VERITAS #4. Sems pubbers as above. Distribumted through OMFA asd %o & cross
section of fandom,

I ghoula think the section of fanmdom thatl doesn’t get vhis would be the
erods section.

Thish is dedicated to Lbe question: c¢an budgerigers (Fnown to we'uns ss
parakeets) talk? Bob Shaw, in "I Hefuse to Budgie", seys not, and says it
most amusingly. Jobn Berry, in "Free Speech for Budgies", says they CAN.
Arthur Thomson was given the job of umpire; he c¢laims he hus never heard a
budgie talk, but thzt perhaps they juat don't like the look onm his fuce. He
naks fans to write in whether they have evar heard budgies talk,

The zine ends with o bibliography on "Tae Budgeriger in Fumnisb Mythoelogy”.
Berry lists 1€ items!

The Pemberton opivion? Of course parekeets cun unlk! Sometimes they
even know what they're saying!

TRANSFAN FUN. Same pubbers as above.

This is & four page one-shoty it's a complete schedule of the services
to be offered {especially to Americans) by the G. P.A. at the WerldCoun. The
G.D.A. escort services for men and for women are intereating (& just an itty-
bit lewd); but I liked best the anti-fugghead servieces. One service is the
Norman G. Wansborough Face Mesk. "You purchese o fweece mask from ua, und as
soon a8 you ere approached by a fugghead, whip it on with o deft flick of
the wrist.” (At this the fugghead recoils, cutfugged.)

By the way -~ NGW revealed in the last SAPS weiling tnat there ie no
such person as Avrthur Thomson., He says that he has spent n total of three
daoys searching London for Arthur Thomsor, and he can’t even find Brockham
Drive. I have an ecstatic vision of Arthur; his sensitive sleunish tendrils
aquiver, nipping intc a parallel continuumn at the Wanchoroughien approech —
taking nis entire street with him! Oho! Whet a glar~bsustten one!

VERTIGO #1. ¥m. C. Rickhardt, 21175 Goldsmith, Fermington, Mich. 10g, J for
25¢.

Here's a neat legible 21 pp zipe with articles by Bill Meyers, Bemnett
Gordon, and Larry Sckol. There's a reprinted stoery from Fred Reng -
weird — aand o story from Uuy Terwiileger. The Terwilleger piece is the hest
thing in the zine, and is the best thing I've geern frowm this fon., It's wmildly
amasing all the way through.

I'v not going to evaluate this zime. I'm going tc wait end see whut
future issues look like.

well! Five whole pages of fonzine veviews from the typer ¢f the for-
merly gafia—-tainted Amelia Psmberton. I am sow completely and 100% cauvgnt

o

up, end I'm very proud oi myself.... e e
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by BURNECT R. TOSKEY

Part xVIII 1942: Jyl y~December '
. Tpis period saw at last the bheginning of the decline, but a very slight cne,
‘br it was only noticable by the decrease in the number of pages from 276 to 244 from
the July issve to the August jssue. The volume of ¥iction published ia each issue usually
guarsinteed that there would be something good. in each issue, Jjust by the law of averages.
However to mahy +the process of reading thirough the medlocre material to find the gocd
is not worthwhile, but personally I enjoy it.

Ssveral h¢ghp01nts occurred during this period,; the notable ones being the return
of Hawk Carse, a famous character created by Harry Bates aend the hero of .a series of
stories in early ASF, Paimer’g ‘'Vengeance of Martin Brand", Binder!s "After an Age" and
Hovard Browne's "Warrior of tie Dawn", A notable low point is "The Speriff of Thorium
Gulch", possibly the worst story in the Palmer era up to this time, and outside of some
of those evil Gernsback steries and '"Tnpe Eggs from Lgke TdnvanyLka" (c ot Siodmak, Jyly
1926) the worst story in the history of the magazine up to the tTime it was printed.

Artwork of the period was freamed by two exceptional covers by J, Allen S5t. John for
July. end December, The covers in. between ware by other artvists and followed standard
-patterns, generally. The Novemher erhibited Robert Gibson Jonest first cover fo:r the
" magazine (Tnhough he had ore on the August Fantastic Adventures.) - J, allen St. John and
Florence Magarian wers, to me at least, the highpoints of the interior artwork.

Two new authors appearing in the magasine for the first time during this period
"~ were destined to leave their mark upon the magazine in the years that followed. They
were Leroy Yerxa and Cpester 3. Geler. Yeixa can hest be described as a phenomenon, for
the volume of his work was absolutely unequaled by any other writer during the short
period between the time he begen writing for the magazine and the time he #ied, Tye
quality of his work ranged fiom the mediocre to the very good, and he was definitely at
his best in longer lengths, but his longest story only ran to 42,000 words., He possessed
a style that flowed smcothly most of the tiime, and he liked to write about exotic
subjects from a strictly mundane point of view, Chester S. Geier lacked the creative
fire and imagination of Yerxa but was more polished as a writer. His stories would
be mostly free of writing flaws, and as a writer of adventure he was up with the betters.
He is best known for his novel "Forever is too Long", one of his rare flashes of inspir-
ation., His science fiction, when it lacked inspiration; always possessed smooth belie-
vable action and plotting and strong characterization. '

NOVEL LENGTH STORIES ' : '

“after an Age" by Eando Binder (Ratlnv A, 1.0) November. Tynis powerful, compelling
novel, along wiih "Ippossible World" and "Bassals of the Master World" represents
Binder's greatest contribution to science fiction, and this story is the best of the
three. Ip spite of the obvious similarities between this story and Weinbaum's "Tpe
Black Flame", the story is pure Binder and stands on its own merits as a masterplece of
writing skill. Bjinder was not content, as Weinbsum had been; to conceive his story as
a simple romence, but he exploited Weinhaum's thematic idicvs to the limit of logical
endurance, weaving the whole as a believabie and significent message to mankind.

"Warrior of the Dawn® by Howard Browne (Rating A1, 6), two part. serial beginning in
December., Here is a tale of prehistoric adventure told in Byowne’s-smooth style, utili-
zing every device that Burrough’s made famous for this type of story. From the pages »f

(Page 23)
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thls story rises a hero equa.'l.led in magnificence only by a Conan or a Lord Juss; a hero
who fights all his battles against the primeval. dangers and intrigues of the crude civil-
izations of 25,000 years ago. I+ is certainly one of the finest prehistcric novels ever
written and justly deserves its fame. A szquel was published in 1948.

"The Hollow Planet” by Doen Wilcox {Rating A, 1.8} October. Wilecox, in his inimjitable
style, tells the sensitive story of a lost civilization which exists on the inside of a
hollow planet, which later proves to be Earth. It is a civilization doomed to exiinction
by a food shortage brought on by out-of-date laws and superstition. Aamong other things,
the law forbade anycne to dig through the rock to the nonexistent (so they thought)
world beyond. This is not the story you might think it is., Highly er'Joyab.‘.e.

#"Crusade Across the Void" by Dwight V. Swein ( Rating B, 2. 2) October. 4 story in the
Captain Fyture tradition in which the hero and his renegade band of pirate followers flse
the Solar Police and escape to another star system, oniy to become hervs here by wiping
out ‘an evil race. This; of course, ingratiates the hero with the princess of the captive
race. The writing style is in S ain’g easily reccgrizable terse style, and still the
chigracters are very well drawn —-- even to the point where the reader can easily believe
the hero's decision at the end of the story, which under most circumstances would be
unbelievable indeed in a story written less skillfully.

"B* SHORT STORIES (in order of preference)

"The Vengeance of Martin Brend" by G.I. Irwin, two part serial beginning in Aygust.
Here is Ray Palmer's finest story {G.H. Irwin is a house name 2), possessing all of the
good qualities of his work and few of the bad. Strong characterizations and excellent
plotting in a setting and situation reminiscent of "Black World" was enough to typass
conpletely Palmer's main lack —— lack of imagination., This story, upon this second read-
ing, prompted me to .dig out the sequel "“The Jyustice of Martiin Brand" in Other Worlds and
discover that it was merely a reprint of "Vepgeanbe" but framed in a hapoy e:ding, which,
while more satisfactory from this point of view, Jac;ked the impact of the original story.

"The Return of Hawk Carss" by Anthony Gjlmore (Harry Bates), July. 4an extremely
strange story, excellently written, of a tramendously resourcefui arch villain, Ku Sui,
and his last battle with the legendary hexo Hawk Carse. The hero, with tactics reminis-
cent of Captain Fyture, manages to be the villain's prisoner for most of the story and
watch helplessly while the villain combines the minds of the- greatest scientific men in
existeince aidd crea’es a super-mtelleot and. theroby brings upon himself an indescrihably
terrifying doom,

"Planet of the Gods" by Robert Moore Willisams, December. A story of the exploration
of Vega, in which the feeling of alien vreserce is ever-present end keeps the reader
guessing to the very end on a high note of expectation. Ope of Williams' best stories.

"World of a Tyousand MHoous" by Fdmond Hamilton. December. Typical Hamilton space-
opera, carrying all the sease of wonder and excitement that Hemilton was so successfui at
achidving, no matter what length story he produced, Fast enjoyable reading, this is, in
which the reader meets the cute litile parasite-creature of Vesta, which steals huusn
souls.

"Secret of the Earth Star" by Henry Kpttner, August. 4n intricate plot and Kuttner'sg
typically excellent style are combined in this, the longest Kuttker story to appear in
this magazine., The story has an Earth setting, involves the super-science of Atlantis,
Egyptien mythology, and a great jewel known as "Tpe Zarth Star® in whose weke follow men
besotted with the ultimate in human greed. }

“The Eternal Wall" by Raymond Z. Gallun, November. A very short plaintive story of
a man reawakened to life in the far--fiung “uture and of the efforts of the we.;.rd inheri-
tors of Eagrth tc mske him happy.

"Peace Mission to Pjaneinid X" ¥y Dwight V. Swain, Seplember. A space taJ.e wherein
hero, heroine, end villain are sharply aid unmistakably defined. Syain had a style
uniquely his owa, and he uses it to good effect in this mad adventure.
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*C" STORIES (in order of publication)
July: “Blitskrieg in the Past" by John York Csbot (David Wright O'Brien)
"The Powers of Darkness" by Dwight V. Swain
"The World 3eyond"™ by Ray Cymmings
.- "Squadron of the Damned" by David Wright O'Brien
August: "Degth Rides at Night" by leroy Yerxa
"The Last Hours" by John Russell Fearn
"Into the Caves of Mars" by Festus Pragnell
September: "Convoy in Space! by William P. NcGivern
October:"Mr, Biggs Goes to Town" by Nelson S. Eond
"Secret of the Ring" by Tpornton Ayre (John Russell Fearn)
November: "Dinosaur Goes Hollywood" by Emil Petaja
"Juggernaut Jynes, - Expressman" by A.R. McKenzie
"Murder from the Moon" by Robert Biloch
“Flight From Farisha" by Duncan Farasworth {David Wright O'Brien)
"Hard Guy" by H.B. Carleton
December: "One Way Ticket to ilowhere" by Leroy Yerxa
"The Time Mirror" by Clark South
"The Sphere of Sleep" by Chester S. Geier

The remaining unmentioned stories are all "D" stories, with the exception of one,
‘which I urgently advise you to steer clear of completely:

"The Sheriff of Thorium Gylch" by Miles J, Breuer, (an "E" story"), August. This
story is merely an.old worn-out Western Story plot laid on the moon, and not even
reasonably well done at that.

The stories in the "C" list above by Festus Pragnell, A.R. licKenzie, and Nelson S.
Bond are the only stories~in-series to appear during this period, except for the last

“Horesenie Hz}_g" §toH Sandg*_ic_rn ;hg Hp" °$te§21¥ grinted in the Wt iﬁ_u._e;
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"I wanted this o €0.0ver with a big yek
but itt11 probably go over with g big yech.t
——-Bill Meyers -

3
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The middle-aged scientist and his young assistant stood looking at the strange
machine with obvicus aws in their eyes,

"There it is, Stanley," said the scientist. I%{ has been man's dream for centuries,
A space-time machine, 3 machine designed to carry a person through trackless time to any
point on the globe," '

"Ttts mgrvelous, Professor Browningtn

"Yes, Stanley, marvelous! Time travel was theoretically impossible before now but
thers it is before your eyes. An intricate machine emall enough to fit in a sultcase but
large enough to transport you to the beginning of time, itselrf:n

"And will it carzy you to the future, also?

"I wish it could, but ittg an impossibility. There will never be g machine built
that will take one from the Present 10 the future.®

“Then travel to the future is completely out of the gquestion?"

"No, no. You misunderstand me, Travel to the future is Possible if you have the
help cof someone from the future,."

"I don't quite follow you."

"Well, for example, I go back to 1820 and bring back an Indian with me, That Indian
will have traveled into the future but he never would have without oy help. The same
thing would happen if a person from the 2lst Century came back here and took me to his
"present"., I would be transported to Ty future but it would be his "present'". Do you
understand, now?" (Page 26)
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"I think so, but consider this, Professor. oSuprose that I,dien was destined to make
history, Suppose that I dian was Osceola. Suppose you took him to the future before he
could begin his dering raids. You would nove changed history."

"Quite so, Sianley. You have just hit upon the whole purpose of this machine. I am
going to travel back in time and prevent all the wrongs that have been done. It will be
a dangerous thing to do but when I am through the world will be a Utepia. Do you see now
vhy I am going to devote my life to this machine?"

T see, Professor. Byt there's scmething you should know. You may be a world hero
but more than likely you will be transformed into the evilest man ever born. You may
creete a Utopia but more than likely you will plunge the worid into chaos. Can you
imagine the millions of lives snuffed out if only a portion of history is changed and
reconstructed?!

"fes, but can you imagine the millions of new lives appearing? For all they know,
they've been here all the time. Nobody will know the difference and thsy will be on a
perfect, beautiful, wonderful world,"

"Why, Professor the very {irst change you make in history might make you disappeav.
Then what good would you have done?"

“But consider, S anley. Without my being born, these changes in history could never
have taken place and thus we'd be back where we started, no better; no worse."

"I won't let you do it, Professor. It's wrong. It'g mad!™

"You can't stop me, Sianley, It's my life's dreomi®

"I711 stop you if it kills mei"

"I wish you hadn't said that, Sienley."

The Professor reached down and pulled a gun from a drawer.

"S,anley, I had hoped you would go with me and help me but I might have known you
would be ggainst my plans. For that reason I am forced to kill you, As you know, we are
new in an impervium steel laboratory deeply hidden in the Rocky Mountains. When I kill
vou, I will dispose of your body outside., Then I°11 come back into the lab, close and
lock the three-foot thick steel door and travel to my first destination. If I am killed
in time my laboratory will disappear because I will never have been born and if I haven'sy
been born I couldn't have built the laboratory and also I couldn't have killed yous.. s0
pray something happens to me if you wish to live again."

"Wow walt, Professor — I..."

"Goodbye, Stanley." Professor Browning squeezed the trigger. Stanley fell as the
lead missile tore into his chest.

The Professor then calmly strolled over to the lifeless hulk that was once his
bright young assistant, carefully hoisted him on his shoulders and walked to the three-
foot thick steel door, unlocked it aznd stepped outside.

After finishing his grisly chore of burying 3tanley in the soft surrounding soil of
the laboratory, he briskly stepped back into the lab. He swung the steel door shut, never
to open again for quite a long time. he thought.

and now I will make histoxy. Twe very first trip into time! Unbelievable! But I
shall travel through time correcting humanity's wrongs and thus, will create a Utopia.
Poor Stanley...he had died in honor of this first time~flight...and Helen, my poor wife,
who deserted me as my work on the machine took all of zy time. 3Byt their sacrifices
shall not be in vain. FYor history is about to be made!

Literally, he thought to himself with & chuckle.

Everything prepared now, with a great flourish he cams before the small machine and
arranged the dials. And now with a final stab of a button, he would find himself hurtling
backward through time on a mission of utmost importance to all humanity. He pressed the
button with as much splendor and grandeur that he could muster and waited for the results.

After a few interminable moments, he opened his eyes to see where he had been

trensported to. D L T

To this dgy, there is still a legend of a small man who lives in the Rocky Mountains
that does nothing but run from one mountain to the next with a glazed look in his eyes,
screaminge...Demn damndam damn damn damn damn damn damfieess

You see, Professor Browning's time machine didn't work. (THE END)



MINUTSES
by Wally Weber
18204 MEEITNG

Te bz really technical, the June 6, 1957 neeting of the Nameless Ones was never
officially opened, Official bone-weilder, Ed Wyman, ctnsuited with those present and
fourd that no minuies had hesn writvten for the previous meeting and no particular business
was avallable for bringing up, so he dida't bother pounding for order,

The meeting got off o an informal start as Fiora Jones and Eg Wyman co—operated in
putting coffee into the percolator. The process of putting the coffee into the percolator
had been complicated by the fact that the coffee had been sifted through a slot in the
bottom of the Nameless cardboard box. An explanaiion for the reason for this is impossible

Tne meeting next divided into three simultaneous conversations which defy reporting
primarily because the secretary had forgotten his other two head at home. The attention
of the group was brought together again when rofreshments made their appearance. Tpere
wers ample refreshments since mesting attendance was low, and both Mrs. Wyman and Flora
Jeones had thovght it was their turn %o biing food,

Flora Jnes, seemingly intent on getting her neme mentioned time after time in these
mirutes, read an item from he pgpers which announced that anthony Boucher would be a
consultant for the IV program, “Crisis," Thus science-ficticn nearly raised its ugly
head. Fortunately the conversation swiftly turned to the geological formation of Wash-
ington and Wisconsin, and the meeling which was never really opened finglly didn't
really adjourn, end everyone went home.

18374 MEETTNG

The 183rd meeting of the Nameless Ones was held, as usual, in Room 4122 of the Arcade
building, only this time the date was June 20, 1957. The officiai weilder of the bone;

Ed Wyman, was not present to open the meeting. In fact, as llarge Wyman later informed us,
lir. Wyman had fled to the wilds of Wiscongin, teking an early plane to avoid the send-off
whica the members had intended giving him. The First Lady, Geneva Wyman, was also away,
cavorting about somewhere in Michigan. In fact the Faithful and Devated Secretary (being
myself, in case you dida'+ know) was the only officer preseat. Not caring to waste my
talents on such a small gathering, I didn't officially open the meeting or read the
minutes of the preceding meeting.,

Flora J nes had a collection of newspaper clippings, some of which she read, Her
first item was cne in which Nikita Khrushchev admitted that Rgssia had a bomb that could
not be tested on Earth without blowing up the pianet. The article used this announcement
as evidence tha®t Mp. Xhrushchev reads too much scierice fiction.

The second article Flora came up with hed to do with vending machines, including a
list of items now available from vending machines., The 1list included practically every-
thing except vending machines that vended vendirg machines.,

By souwe process of association, John Swearingen was reminded of a problem that had
been nothering him ever since he had seen the nmcvie "Forbidden Pianet." Npot content to
be reminded of the problam, he immediately shared it with the rest of us, Mr. Syearingen
was werried gbout whether or nct a multi-purpose rokot, such as Robbie in the movie; which
had been deliberately designed to serve, should be thanked for carrying out its orderss
If Mr. Swearingen had expected a satisfachcry solution to his problem, he was disappointed

Flora later went on with an arficle conceming radio freguency waves from Jupicer,
and snother article suggesting that the first spaceships will carry robot crewse.

Marge Wyman arrived zbout this time to explain about her far-flung parents. John
Swearingen apologized for having eaten all the refreshments before her arrival. (Actually
he hadn't, but it was his crafty plan to eventuslly do so. If so, your sacrificing
Secwetary thwarted his plans by eating as much as possible and claiming ownersaip of what
remained. Eating at all was & hercic uandertaking because the conversation had some-
how turned to the use of the liver,.pancreas, kidneys, & spleen as food, )

Aster a quick discussion of cigarettes and 1§ng cancer, Flora rzad another item in

page 28
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uhiich *he use of interdimsnsilnal travel was Giscussed. This reminded John Swearingen
that he, persorally, had jrproved Einstein's “heory that matber causes warps in space.
As usual, he insisted upon explaining nis thecry, which turned out to be that warps ia
space cause matter.

Tre conrversgtion then went from Superman to Little Orphan Annie to Ippervium to
Mr, An to science fictioa ves fanlasy to flying saucers tc the climate of England to *the
London Convention to house reatals to going home, which we then did.

184th MEETING (Jyuly 4, 1957)

The July 4th, or 184th meeting of the Ngmeless Ones was never officially called to
order. This has been a habit with Nameless lMeetings letely. The cowardly Cfficial
weilder of the Bone was not present, which largely accounted for the meeting not being
officially opened,

The only reason for lamenting the official fact that the official meeting was never
officially opened was that the c¢fficial minutes of the previous official meeting (which
had never been cfficially opened) was not officially read aloud to the official attenders
of the officigl meeting. This is officisal.

Rose Stark got the conversation going with a description of the morning when time
and Rose became mutually confuszd. Tpis, by some devicus path that defies tracing, ied
to the Secretary’s chance remark about the recently-occurred Nullcon. Immediately this
inadequately defended person was fallen ugon by the rest of the attending members (all
three of them) who.demanded to know why they weren't advisad of the Nyllcon, Tpe feeble
explanation that they hadn’t shown any particular interest when the subject had first
been raised was insufficient to quiet them, and, if anything, made them even more pro-
vcked with the whele business. Three-fourths of the atténding members —— namely: Flora
Jones, Rose Stark, and Julia Woodard — demandad that they be put on record as being
extremely provoked over the manner in which they had been neglected during the Nuilcon.

Pcssibly to retaliate for her maltreatment, Flora Jones announced that she would
not attend the next (185th) meeting of the Nameless. She gave her excuse —— as weak an
excuse as this Secretary has ever heard — that she would be in or around Cpicago a’ that
time. She also mentioned thst she would make some attempt to see the Lgrshaks during
her stay in the windy village.

The comversation somehow settled on the subject of transportation and travelling.
Science Fjction was alwost openly discussed when the subject touched on travelling to
the Convention in Lgndon, but the danger was averted by quickly switching to travel in
other parts of Europe.

By this time the tea water was boiling, and the conversation centered on this item
for a times Tyis was soon overshadowed by the cake furnished by Mrs. Jones. The cakes
were discussed and digested.

Flora Jones also provided the club with the original newspaper clipping of Antheny
Boucher's connection with the N.B.C, series, "Crisis."

Once again the conversation had strayed desperately close to the actual subject of
science fiction. To make matters worse, tiiings somehow got around to Harlan Ejlison,
who was lovingly described by oue of the members as a "conceited ass". Rose broke the
spell with a remarkable story about how she travelled all the way from Seattle to
Cpehalis and back again to Seattle on commercial transportation vehicles without paying
a thing, but the fascinating subject of science fiction personalities had taken hold and
would not be put dowm until Burnett Toskey and Otto Pfeifer had been discussed, with your
well-informed Secretary telling all ie imew avout their sordid romances with unfannish
females.

Secretary's note — No mind, however intelligent and retaining it may be, could
possibly remember and correlate the vaciety of profound harpenings that occur at Nameless
meetings. Ag you might well realize, these minutes are written nct from memory, but
from notes put down by myself during the course of the meeting. These notes, though
written under extreme conditions of duress apd excitement, are concise, orderly descrip-
tions of the points of lasting interest that come up from time to time. Tnere are
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occasions, however, when in the cold sober light of the next day, rereading of these
notes will reveal items ihat could not possibly Lave bLeen brought into the conversation.
In this case, therz zsppears two consecutive itsme thal, bheing a person of scund mind and
exira~ordinary regsoning ability, I am completely ignoring in ftails report. Ior the
doubtful sake of posterity, however, I feel I shoulid at least record these out-of-place
items. If nothing =lse, it will assure the reajer and/or listener that nothing cf doubt-
ful. nature is ever introduvced into these winutes t disturb the accuracy cf these reports.
The rejected notes were found between the terse, "Ottc Pfeifer discussed," note and the
"3511 Meyers' Cry illo discussed entry, ahd they read: "Amariilo, Texas, sought in vain
on mgp." follecwed by "Orange peel diets discussed.' Now back to the minutes,,

The jllustravion of Reafrew Pemberton ir the last issue of Cry of the Ngmeless was
criticized by some of the members because it s0 vagucly resembled Mp. Pemberton., They
ywere gratified to learn that Bill Meyers, who had drawn the illustration, had never seen
either HMr. Pemberton or a photogrzphic facsimiiz and had only whit information he had
gleened from reading Mr. Pemberton's many revicews of prezines.

Having temporarily exhausted oul siore of science fiction fens to talk gboutf, the
meeting turmed to an enlightening analysis of Arthur Godfrey's program, entertainers, TV
programs, Marylin Mjnroe's dairy farm, Tiana Tyrnerts divorce, and Ejizabeth Tavloris
marital problems. as though brovght ic mind by mention of BEjizaheth Taylor, the menbers!
attention was brought to an articlein a recent Fate about a wonder horse thav died. Of
course there is no coanection hetween Elizabeth Tapyvlor and a wonder horse, espscially
now thet the wonder horss is dead. -

Science fiction reared its ugly self in full force as Flora brought out the fact that
she disagreed with L. Sprague De Camp. (This refers to Lrs, Jones' attitude with regarcs
to N, De Camp rather than her gastronomic reaction to the author.) Rose Spark cesutiousl
disegreed with Fiora's disagresment, and, in fact, opsnly ccnfessed that she liked *Divide
gnd Rule", For reasons beyond the conception of mere mortals; your Secretary felt called
upon at this point to mention the plight of a New York gentlemen who read 66 installments
of a 68 installment article, ané has never been able to uncover the final two installments.
Rose Stark was quite sympathetic with the gentleman due to a similar experience she had
with a missing key psge in a romantic novel. Before the

Befcre the meeting disbended, Ancient symbols of lost races, and Jesus were dis-
cussed snd mulled at. &as the five of us (including the elevator operator) sank slowly
in the shaft, it was the unanimous opinion of The Wameless Secretaries present that the
July 4th meeting had been spectacular, as befitted the dale.

B

Untelievably Honorable Secretary
Wslly Weber

A PORTRAIT OF L. GARCONE

"yuis pic is obviously of L. Garcone, //
Don‘t know why I even gave the

picture a title since it's so //
obviously Garcone., The caricatures,
the likeness, the photographic ‘
similarity of it all! I really \

outdid myself, this time! Pardon me \

while I congratulate myself," W\

—em— Bill Meyers AR




YBLISH IS BLISS"
Excellerrt Amorphousosities:

The latest Cry, I see,
includes yet another moan-
ing and groaning about
"destructive" criticism
this time from the tear—
strained typswriter of
Messer Cpampion, who would
wield an anachronistic
lance for the anachronistic
A. Merritt. (Something
tells me that this really
belongs in my series of
editorials on the subject,
but eventuelly the long-
suffering readers are goimg to get tired of seeing it in my
magazines ~—~ if they aren't weary of it already —- s0 I may as
well louse up yours for a change. But this sort of complaint
needs to be slapped down every time it pops up, so here's RAWL
doing his bit sgain.)

Perhaps some wonder why, out of the innumerable pulp writers
of the period, many of whom were popular and less literate than
A.M., Merritt is singled out for dissection. There's a very
simple and sound reason: Merritt is still being touted as
GRBAT, as an author of TRUE LITERATURE of the fantasy type.

He's being pointed to as an example of what is meant when
numerous fans claim that science fiction is worth serious con-
sideration, Others are forgotten, or, if remembered, sre esti-
mated at something close to their true value. No one blames
Burroughs for not writing great literature —— partly because

he has been accepted and evaluated for decades for what he is,
no more. There's nothing wrong with Burroughs or Merritt, or
anyone's liking Byrroughs or Merritt, so long as absurd claims awen't maede for them.

And now, Lord ha' mercy, we are told that it isn't cricket to state the plain,
easily-verifiable facts about a work, once the author is defunct —— Mr, Cpampion would
have it that it's barely civilized to take note of faults in the work of living authors,
~ but endurgble if stated in tones of utmost gentility — if it can be shown that,
possibly, the suthor may be 'helped" by such nursing,

It so happens that I enjoyed "The Moon Pool" immensely upon first reading, a little
less so0 on re-reading, and considerably less so the third time, when the flaws revealed
themselves as far in excess of the entertainment value, And the most intolerable aspect
of all is exactly what seemed so impressive the first time —— the style, which seenms
wonderfully rich and meaningfvl vhen one is not only young but has not been exposed to
very much density in writing style and hasn't the bvackground to tell good from bad in
that area. It isn't the neres exis*ecnce of density but the fact that it is being used to
say very little, to create »ursts of color much like the patterns in a kaleidoscope,
that mgkes for bad work. It's ™m to twirl a kaleidoscope for awhile — bu*t those
patterms which can startle and amtse and delight for a little while are not great art.
Tney sey nothing; they mey arouse some interesting reactions but they do not illuminate
the reactions they aroume.

Would you say that someone who points out why the patterns in a Kaleidoscope are
not great art is being destructive?

One thing the kaleidoscope does not do; it does not produce these pattemms under
the illusion that it is an artist.

From what I have heard of Merritt, I have every reason to believe that he was doing

(Page 31)
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the; bort ha v.f,u, Ahot ke u-‘-:r'i'ed vouy bard at it, that he believed he was creating works .
of beanty.an 4 w-anmg', a*d that he waa sullessly rework::.ng his materiel w- in.gther words,
he Maa 't oug m) U, gnall Palaerfiad with n..u.suz.f.‘, Ee i'"‘,n”' k"‘Ow‘Jf{,lf preten Giolid. Bt
the Sacit La s -?'--'n’r.'. sibfians jusi the cuaes SR s aho rofusing Cmm as ring so out
of syupa. nv Don - The aubnby, or in. fear of o PiiFEn s e nutest o Fan s prliE 050 AR ol

gitsh did aod, dnoihe asolyois, el 1"'4-":'-*:.* 2 ghome the knd of atorises ne ought te
have wvitt=sni he aid apgdos vha' Noiwitt ol mgfto,  Ip isinat g Code.6d _@.;_‘.;_-g;‘r_.;;._.,g; great
Art An,pulp nwgaslnady ‘i"'u is stating 6is «,—-‘* S Eoilp gnthor goos: thegwra 2ame of the
robiovs of ereating art, fand prodiiovs o fazsinile. £004_enojign ™ .L(\_(‘:]."l‘}’:s._.u'.'d.: c-"nﬂri that
the mutions mey Lo i.'u~,u=, 1..\. the g JE0It 0 Targe ""‘?%-JLJ&.L’.Y; an aldlivy bo pardies
extended Images piled up cn eeub CLiwi, me~) be whme of 1h¢ iugiedamts oL Ars --- luws tae
reve presenct ¢f whuGs that sena tRe 1uuler $0 ol wharriba !l dintiongry, of sHEgEs siacked
up' Like wmeldad dallc, of devt ov wnidi- r;'--«’]‘_t"t‘ I nu,xuz.n.una of degend and my“n elte.,
etc., does mo rasult i pet 50 Lucto,

The 1asalb, O The otier nomd. 08 Tust what: you gc,!uaﬂy find in "The Moon Pooi" ond
other ucvers of 34a purple windy dnfigted Thatorie i Tt eoatants ool :

And no oxis LLP can d\,“h‘{ a, wozl; o; }.‘L-M . p;a_c" ;_g»n_ldn'[ T (1) xiste‘nt _artwor_klﬁ_ -
_ 2 12 '.‘b-nr'a ely Yours,
A i “Hobart AsW. Lowndes <
Rt e o £ COLUMETA PUELICALIONS, Inc..
e L. 241 Church’ St. =
e o T AAGERE RN © 7. New York.13. New Yzl

((z think it llkely that nxoat of us are reasonably willing e ceucede your general
statements about how a critic should function, Rhich ig maivly thit a er.tic should cell
his punches as he mees them. I, for one, bowever, find gr «-L difficulty in deciding: tht
is "Art" in literature and what is not, There sre mauy g wat wosks of literaturs whosa
artistic qualities.are ‘unquestioned, such as Don Quizoke, i nTweisn of Welter Seutt, . oy
Cherles Dickens, Bulwer-l,yt+on, or Victor Hugo: -~ Werw nut tliw=o vary classics. the popullr
fictinn of their dwy? | And yel you would not Say thet their grautuers lies in their-pope
ulz.nty, but io the fact that they ‘have strvived. What writer cf twday cowid: possl‘bly .
hope to goh avey with spoutipg off the' stmngs of verbiuge that the grest authovs of the
past did and sewl every word Ehey evor wote without revisicnrcf any kind? You would. say,
no dopbiy that "1i Lorgiure', as far is i“(,rt*n wuld bscopesmed, is whateyer;type of |
fiction hest typifics the perlod of tinme :m whwh it is crested, sud you would fid much
agrecuent ameng students of literatwre, T' have ro' 'doubt, Oypvionsly: Lileiy, ez ‘L"L‘a work
is-of the lowesl ardar, fox this 71704 is best typified by a new style of urmu:u‘g x.h:.ch
is, from my cwn Sluery abi un, 8 Jirest rspult of the works of ‘Trumay -Capoin w7 7
opinicu, initisted a2 verifable rennigsznse in ‘the quha of writing fijzioon 8uL2 te.l ysara
agos : ‘All that bas Leon dons zince tas been Geanopnr_ﬂH‘ along 4he lines ke inventad. I'
edmire Camta ) mxk ey ;nm.h “tut I see so many poor imitgiiows ever in nodezu science
fictiour .ckat l'.he Qi E.T“nﬂhu RARARA 1 "litgraturg“ and - Jm\;, ia logt 1;1 i - ERux Led nass of

words placed agnm.qt eash other. from a "oty Jistia® or ai- "ariiskie’ staadpoinl rasher than
from any. sniention. a.c att.::.\ptmg to produce the " rane - duvtlbllm width wre r'ck wliich the writer
had: wille writiug slels . a5 a- test) ‘Belhsl” softe story which:yow causiaes o e "artistie®

erd.reed IT thrao Yiwes, mnd see if Tamiliarity with it/ does ret cecse you 1“ hraok 18
down, ikto its Component parts and thereby léssen the enjoyment you receivel at ficst
reading®. SThe Mcon Tapl® 1s reglly orie of ‘Merritt's poorer works — 1 rather th’ i it
wasrane of his figst ones —- poorer, that is, from the writ: ing standpoint, and as such
is morTe- susceptibie to criticiasw then some of Menviti's mure po.lmhea vai ks, such as
“Creep - Spadow" or "The Ship of Ishiar',“ If entertainwant¢ value could te thought of as
a criterion for greatness, then Merritt and Burroughs are ceitainly giants auug those
who like science fiction and fantasy. His'storiuvs are vacuous, you say. But what is
"content" wi th regard to a story, and WHO is qualified.to judge whether a story has content
or not? Merritt's work Has survived for-25 ‘years. Can the a:me be said of any science
fiction being written today? - BRT))

((The. above.answer rePresents my personal viewpoint; and not that of the other editors

of the CRYs, —— BRT)) ((Let's you and me fight --typsmters at 3000 miles. -—BRT))
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AND FROM THE PICAYUNISH PART OF THE BIRD:
Dear Ya'll,

I'11 give the coveted commentary of #105 in a second. &

lMeenwhool, a word about the material I am sending: TRASH. That
word's good enough end truly quite descriptive. I guess you're
wondering why I'y contributing such stuff that I thimk so little
of. The main reason is: I hate to pay money for fanzines snd I
have only one CRY coming to me; I don't have enough selfconfid-
ence to depend on your printing letters of comment =0 I nust
either contribute or send money. Tye latter is a terrifying
thought. Tperefore, I must contribute! Upnastan? Oh well, maybe
I'1l come across a fortune some day and I'l1l send you a couple
of dimes. Until then, though, you're doomed to a miserable
existence of receiving tripe like this.

Now for an analysis of #105. ;

Thé cover was, of course, lousy. I believe it was Hglocaust, was it net? Can't.
tell nuch about it really, because ef the simply horrible reproduction. I hepe the ditto
that turned this cover out has been sufficiently scrapped.

Information please was quite interesting. I respect Walsted's pleas for infe but
no info do I have on said subjects. I was planning writing an article of my own, theugh,
and voicing my own pleas as I had 3 questions that have been disturbing me for some time.
Trouble is, I can't remember the big all-important question 8o it would be useless to

_Write en article that would only take a paragraph or two. Theahfore, here are the two
minor questions: What happened to Dpeam of the Stars, a movie that I have seen countless
" ‘stills of but have never seen nor heard of anyone else who has seen it eitger. Did they
scrap it before releasing it or something? I've seen quite a lot of stills, as I say,
and they laok fairly good but I've never heard of the movie hitting any theatre and these
stills were taken same 3 Or 4 years ag0.

Next, Welsted urged this question when he stated that he would be obliged to write
an early history of Flash Gordon. I have a fairly decent collection of original Flash
Gordon Sunday sheets running back to 1935 and have noticed several peculiarities that are
so far unexplainable. Raymond used pen & ink with his very first early strips but after
& year he obviously resorted to airbrush and tumed out some of the finest art I've ever
seen, Why is it that Raymond's art was so mucn better with airbrush and why, at the very
same time, did the color art improve so tremendously? When did he step using balloons
and begin using captions? Why did Raymond so abruptly end his typical style of sweeping
flowing "airbrush lines and replace it with a completely different style of slim simple.
lines? Also when was this style replaced with the bold ugly thick lines of the same . sim—
plicity which appeared during '44 and '45 and why? And was the reason for this style
because Raymond had left for the war, made hundreds of primary sketches for future strips
anl turned them over to Charles Flanders, his ghost artist? (Now artist of the Lone
Ranger.) Finally, when was the last Flash Gordon strip that had anything to do with
Raymord =ad was Rip Kirby being published at this time, also? . Oh yes, I'd also like to
know deails on Paymond's death...all I know (and I'm not even sure of this) is. that he
died on Seytamber 12, 1956 in a car wreck that was driven by Stan Drake, artist ef
culiet Jones. So that's a pile of questions that could only be answered by a Raymond
Bibliophile and I'm wondering if Walsted is such. Tell him to please let me know person-
ally or through CPY. I'll be forever indebted to you, etc. etc.

Now then, the brief Prozine column. I've still to read the SFQ and Infinity which
Renfrew mentioned which shows I'p still behind.' Really further behind then usual since
tois column is pretty old. Ah well, I'm trying to catch up on all my reading by teking
1. progines one a day and am slowly succeeding.

I was surprised at Pemby for not thoroughly blasting the two shorts in the August
"iellite. They were absolutely the worst I've read, including Ziff-Davis and the Hamling
n2s.  largulies easily wins my personal Booby Prize of the Year for accepting such tripe.
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I'y agreed with Renfrew on everything else except maybe del Rey's Divine Right in the
July aSF which failed to impress me in any sort of a way while I really loved Asimov's
*Profession" which Renfrew mentioned as being "in common" with the other.

Hoohah. I love Champlon‘s revoos! Amelia is apparently gafiated or heading in that
direction. Why not give her a break-and let Champion review from now on? I Treally like
his style and especially the way He.blasts-Blish, whose writing I despise, I agreed with
him on everything he said which shows he.is of superior intelligence....

Loved Garcone's portraits. .He!s:looking better than usual. Hys art; that is. MNaybe
he took my destructive criticism tothearts I hopo 0. These are the first pictures of
his I've seen that I've really liked,: :

And that uncanny picture of. the;Bag! He couldn't have done better if I'd sent hin a
lifesize photograph to work with! Perfect resemblance! . Congrats to Garcone on his
telepathic powers and artistic talents.

Except, of cou:rse, for the picturs of me which wasn't handsome enough.

I absolutely disagree with GMC-on the revoo of Hollow Mountain. ' The film was
revolting with hardly a bit of ‘accent on ithe supposedly stf theme but more er less on the
completely hackneyed ‘love:story, the.poor empleu of humor, and the uninteresting Mexiean
' antics which are constantly in one travelogue or the other. The scenery was unimpressive,
also...nothing one canrotisee in practically any part of the U.S. And of course there was
no evidence of mechanical contrivances, Gertrude, old gal; I thought that your superior
critical eye could tell what methods.of enimetion are used and what methods aren't. 1In
this particular picture, the time-lapse effect was employed...takmg a. picture of a card-
"beard (er some pliable material) monster, then moving him a little, and teking enother
picture, etc. etc. thus when run through the regular speed, it looked as if the monster
was meving. And it was s0 gbvious, too. ' The picture bored me to the extent that when I
left the theatre, I detested it with a bloody passion. How you could even call it
“pleasent entertainment® is beyond me. :

So Lowndes is gdded to the list of your pro readers, too. I must say, you have
quite an audience. How about Larry Shaw? Sent a copy to him? :

I must congratulate Garcone again on his remarkable pic of Richard Brown. How does
be do it? TIt's exactly how I.pictured Brown) . And speaking said creature, he's a real
spasdic. In our‘personal-correspondence, I argue with him that F&SF is the mag with Gal-
axy way behind and he argues.with me that Galexy is the greatest. Back and forth. Back
and forth. Tnen lately he tells .me that he hasn't- read a Galaxy in over two years. And
now in this letter, he calls me ¢razy for liking P&SF, and then completely contradicts me
when I give one little plug for Galaxy! Ghu...

Glad to see that Cpampion likes F&SF. Shows that he sees the light and is & brilliant
fen, a true advocate of the Cause, .-

I'1) watch the "Miss" Gertrude business fmm now on. I've known she was married for
quite some time, It'sjust that I thought "Miss Gertrude" was very cute and you might
respect me for my humor, my numerous-droll witticiems and my great respect for what's
- worthwhile while following in the great and true paths of righteousness.

OQur town's been having excitement lately. Dysney & flunkies, Incorporated drapped
over from Hollywood to make a new. picture, Tphe Light in the Ferest, It's another one of
those Frontierland deals starring (Guess whol) Fess Parker. He's really controlling the
tewn now. The first day, he rode down the main street in his Continental Mark II throwing
$20 bills to the rabble. Then he hired a bunch of brats to play the children of Fess
Parker at the astounding sslary of.$15 a day! Anyhoo, the whole surrounding area has been
literally plastered with movie crewas, stars, starlets, Disney, flunkies, money, coonskin
~278, peanut butter and Nash Ramblers. He'll probably run a teevee show on it all showing

«ned of our fabulous surrounding scensry. Curses.

o 2 s haur ook @8 tlse a1 A Bem at Your Utmost Service

Bill sreyeM
/3”\1 S‘lawnee Circle
Fit -2 a 11, Tennessee



CRY_OF THE READERS - (continued) _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ — — _ _Page?5_ _

f((answer to Bill Meyers): Sorry to cut out the parts of your letter where you talked
mout your stuff —-- I was overruled by the other editors on the matter and was directed
0 use these parts as blurbs for the items in question. As I recall, Walsted has mostly
-ne big-little books of Flash Gordon, snd I couldn't get any enswers for you out of him.
(He is a fringe—fan). I suggest you write him at 3737 Univeraity Way, Seattle 5. DMaybe
you can get something out of him, =-- BRT))

0o 10U HAVE BEEN WARNED...
Dear Opes,

CHY seems to get here with an unpleasnt
regularity. And even tho I subbed just a
while ago, I still feel an urge to comment...
cen't let these brash young neos take over
CRY's letter column, y'lmow. Got to keep old
faithful readers (four issues) like me in.there.

GHOODE GHODDE!!! For what apoeers to be
about the first time in history, CRY has a
really good cover! I'm excepting the Bryer on
#102; that was not a stendard fmz cover, in my
opinion. This Weber cen actually draw good.

I suggest that L. Garcone and Pierpont Holocaust be gleefully dumped off the nearest
bridge and that Wally Weber become official CRY artist. Too bad this cover wasn't
mastered well enough to show up nice — green on blue isn't so good a combination — but
as far as I can tell there's nothiug wrong with the artwork.

See? Editor-in-Chief, Welly Weber., This should make it easy, Wally, even if you
are accused of being a despot afterwards. (Theush having met both L. Garcone and Pjerpont
Holocaust, I can state that they would nct be micsed at all. There would be no hole left
in Seattle fandom by their demise, that is. If pH must stick around, confine him to your
SAPSzines or teach him to take a little time and nestness with his art.)

Mark Walsted. I met you at the Nyllcon, didn't I? You're not a fan. What are you
doing in CRY? However. You know, I've heard about that story about the paper forest just
recently, but I haven't read it and damned if I can remember where I heard about it.
Suggest that if no CRinreaders can help you out, they might be able to tell you where to
look for this knowledge. Mebbe one of the book dealers that specializes in stf/fantasy
could tell you,

Tnat does not look like Renfrew Pemberton, as I have already informed Meyers. In
fact, I doubt muchly if eny artkst could properly depict Pemby. The reason for this is
obvious to anyone who has met him, of course. Have read even less then usual of the mags
this time, since I procrastinated on buying some of the mags, and then ANC dumped every-
thing and the stfzine shelves were practically cleared (except for AMAZING end FANTASTIC;
and what with five years of back aSF to catch up on, I won't bestir myself to stoop that
low for a while.) Hope you're back soon, RP.

Digging the Fanzines...it is obvious that unlike James Blish, this writer can
apparently find nothing bad. Which is just as harmful, since there is really no reason
to bother mentioning good fanzines. We must strike a happy balance somehowl

Shame on you, Gercone. That doesn't look like Burnett Toskey at all., In the first
place, his brain case 1s fashioned into a neat spiral, like a Rairy Queen ice cream cone
— you krow, with a curl on top. And besides, you neglected completely to show the
third eye just below his ear.

Oh, Meyers, heh heh, you get me. Sob. After finishing this, I was almost in tears.
I have put my Id to work 200 hours a week just to think up fiendish punishments for the
Beg. So far nothing has come of id, but I am still hoping. Will let you know the results
when they ccme out. Meanwhile, might I mention that cutting the insides out of an old
book and putting a dead snake (or live one, rather, preferably very alive) ingide, then
selling this book to the Bag might help alleviate your mind until Id thinks up a truly
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fitting revenge? '

GMCarr is too easy on crud, as Meyers says. After meeting her, I am surprised at
this. I mean, the pictures sketched in various outaide fanzines may be a bit exaggerated,
but I'n sure she doeen’t need to go so far in the other direction icwards suga ~cozted
stufr’, Upless it's nostalgia. And Fout on Nostalgia.

And thank you, Villie, for all that egobco.

Mumo if they's any pretty girls at the Round-up or not. Lots of pretty horses, but
th=1 . wdn't interest anyone but LeeH Shaw, I guess. Durno about the girls mainly be-
cz.. _‘ye stayed hope from the last two, and anyway, I 1'% plan on giving out closely-
guaricd secreta. However, if you find any rumning around loose, you're welcome to them.
If you're sure they're really loose, that is. T me=n loGse women, or what do I ‘mean?

I think that since I will be in Pasadena nexi Octoser, you will not have to worry
about Richard Brown very much longer. Hwever, Garcnone has for once outdone himself on
thut portrait. .

Meyers sgain: Oh, come now., That doesn't at all look like Lgrs Bourne on the cover
= #104. As anyone ean see, it's a Garcone self-portrait. Which and what is Garconz. I
20 not sure, It may be what y» thoucht to be Lars Bourne, or it may be that thing with
the loop hanging from it, or one <7 *he other ol 'ecis scattered around the landscape.

And of course Otto Pfeifer 33 » . reaily L. Garocnz. I em ireid that Otto will never
live this down. Wpat a pity, he wz=3 sich a nice guy. Byt being accused of being L.
Garcone is enough to send anyone into g deep traumatic state of hrper-thyroid catalepsy
or something~like—that-there for the rest of one's life.

M. pardon me! It was pH that you accused Otto of being. Tpis is much different.
Fo laps 28sifer will survive after all. Holocaust is not really such a lousy artist; he
just draws too sloppily for my taste. Use a ruler to draw straight lines once in a
while, ©try to get your letters a little bit neater, and for Ryscoe's saie deu't just draw
the thing on master as fast as possible. Take the carbon out, do a rough sketch with
pencil, them transfer it on with the carbon sheet, See how simple it is?

And Having Writ, I losve thee'Beut,

John Champion
Rovte 2, Box T5B
. Perdleton, Oregon

(((as it tums out, the method you describe. for drawing illos is gxaztiv the way Holocaust
dees things. Garcone is the only one who draws free—claw on the c*ef:-‘. s> Wally didn'g
press down hard enough when he mastered the cover of #105. Also don't blame Holocaust
for the lettering-by-hand, which is in the claws of the art editor of the CRY, which,
unfortunately, happens to be Garcone, a monster which/whom Wally Weber is ai‘rald to
disenthrone., — BRT)) .

GIVE US OUR BREAD = BUT NOT UNLEAVENED Q/ :
Dear Opes: —7 X

Ah yes-—gnother "Cry". Mighod it seems that ne sooner do I find one Sh
issue in my already overflowing m=ilbox do I receive another. Tgoskey, : L

you are a @ood Man.
: But the "Cry" does seem to be gettmg smaller with each issue. Of
course, 1'( rather have quality than quantity but I‘ like to see a larger \
zine...30 pages or so wouid be sufficient} I suppose. Ha, who am I to say )
how b1g your zine should be? Espe cigliy when I've been getting free

*7 'his time.
=701s dir the Bookshop" waes quite good in spots. There is one fault,

rowsvar, thzi I fae) you should have corrected or at laasst asked he hisself
50 errrect.s I al referring to the consiani repeiicion of the woris "ai
sest" in paragravh eight on the first -zge of the story. Reads rather

~1e  Ancther ithing.~the shory was a bii cverdens...in all horesty, Hill, it
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GNMC writes a very thorough and interesting review, but once again I disagree with her
opinion of the {ilm. The picture was mediocre,..nothing more, Mildly entertaining, ok?

Rest 2ilz2d, of course, was the letteicol, Thanks Illison for the info on Znrdwainer
Bird— hac¢ a snealy huach it was you alli the time. I think what made me thing he wes you
was g 11.'.L sonetning I read in Leell Spaw's Fapazine--well, one of them anyway. She said
srmetling like: M,,.and we(You and LeeH) talked all about Cordwainer Bird ond all scrss of
*hipgs..." Tnx again, .

Dick Brown is fast establishing himself throughout the fannish world as an idiot. His
letters—not the infrequent ones to me, oddly enuf--meke me wonder how he acts and talks
in person.

Funny thing with me gbout aSF: I can go out and buy a copy of the current issue, sit
down to read a few stories, and then throw the mag down in disgust because of the stories'
dullness. Not all the stories——just most of them. But when I buy an antholngy (cuzti as
Judy kesTill's latest) I find that I enjoy the stories from aSF the best. I cen't oifer
any explanation for this...anyone for delving into my mind??7? _

Erpratica’ly disagree with Meyers® comments on Williams' "New Lamps". One of the
worst stf sic~ies he's read, he sez. Boy. Me, I'q take two stories of "New Lamps"
calibre cver ten issues of MADGE. 1 found the story to be well-characterized, well motiv-
ated, and in censral very pleasant to read. Ng classic, admittedly, but I think it was
one of the best pieces of stf Pglmer has pubbed in months.

Next time Amelis is unable to do her column call on Cpamp sgain. A most pleasant fmz
column, John., Very very good, Hoping the members of the Nameless are the same...oh yes,
will be seeing youse in Saps...if 1'yp still ir, that is. Haven't received mlg yet.

nr!
Toarldy ety Fleischmen
1247 Grent Ave.
Bronx 55, New York
((How does this Cry suit you for size? T¢ R. Brown: After all “hs snids remarks
about you in this lettercol, don't you think you ought to defend yiwmisell ——- you are
noticably absent thia trip., — BRT))

ES, OUTLAW OF TORN
Dear Wally »

Enclosed is my buck. S0 send some CRY‘'s. If possible, I'd like to get #'s 100-104.
ther. #ts 106 on for my sub as long as it lasts. So let me heve any of those back ishes
you heve. Thanks..

~ Your TOC really rocks me. @ got a true yak out of it.

I don't know anything about what Walsted wanted to know in INFORMATION
but I did enjoy his article. Seems he brought in every tried~snd-true
bit in sf, fantasy, and horror but the "Take me to your leader," line,

Pemberton'g reviews kill me. Myst kill him, too, to read all the
junk he has to put up with in some of the mags he reviews. TYargh.

The art, cartoons, and lettering all stunk. Be brave and buy a
letter guide. A&nd buy some art from a youth nsmed Adams. Fine lad. (I
an enclosing some examples of the lad'g work. You may send cash, check(!)
or money order. Otherwise you'll have to just steal them. I suppose,
though, that I*1l be kind and let you use them free if you choose not to
reward me. Sniff, I'm all choked up with my generosity.)

Meyers' 8ad tale of woe had me snivelling intp my beer. Just broke me up into
little chunks. Poor boy. Snarvle,

As I remember it, THE BEAST FROM HOLLOW MOUNTAIN had one of Hollywood and teevy's
big westerners (Wild Billy the Byffalo Kid or some the such) and not "relatively fmknown"s
as the article suggested. I can't think of his name, but it's bigger than the names of
most stars of sf films.

Meyers sure went ape over the Bryer cover, didn't he? So I hope you can send the
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ish with it. Then I, too, can admire ifs rare beauty,

Hom, No minutes in #1.05, I see. Tis hade I must see how your meetings go.

I loved lMoffat's komment on THE MOLE PEOPLE. That was another of the films I
carefully gvoided,

"Tseems that your headings for the letters interest me more than the letters. So,e..
why not leave out the letters? That way you'd have rcom for a lot more headings for
letters, (G1ad, but this Adams can always come (Oap' Just saw that alwasy! Hawi! That
spoils the rest of this sentence. But I shall continue undaunted!) through in the clutch.)

Tep, that Adams most assuredly can do the right thing at the right time.

Ya know, that sounds like the cue to close. Anyway, I donit have anything else to

say. S0 grab my money and run. Esmond .Adams

432 Locust Ste.
Huntsvﬁlle, AT.abama
((WB'11. send you those back issues as soon as we get arcund to it, which may mean
anytime within g year. We don’t pay cash for contributions, and neither do we steal
them outrights —— But you get a free ish (sub extended in the case of subbers) for every
issue to which you contribute., Are you pulling a Richard Brown on us? ——- BRT))

BUT WE THOUGHT ONLY WOODPECKERSe.:??
Wally:

K ¥ @) |

I hear that a quote card I mailed out has fallen into your hands and thence in‘o
the depths of CRY.

A1l this without letting me know about it and without even so much as sending me a
copy. Tphis makes me...unhappy. Furthermore, I hear I didn't get any egoboo for it.

Tyis, tooy; mgkes me unhapyy.

Way you went ahead and pubbed it wothaut notifying me or asking sbout it or something
beats me. I don't think it's a good policy.

Perhaps I sound like I want a feud. Bilge. I desire no such thing. Byt I hope
you take the hint and at least send me a cony. Ip case you don®t remember the pic is of
two reptilian monsters playing chess or some darn thing. So please send me the ish
containing it.

I hear it was #105 that it was in. If you wanted that so-called art, tho, I think
you could have inquired--I woulid have let you use it without even thinking about it then.

Fiendishly yours,
Robin Weod
Box 154, Apador City, California

((Tne pic in question was sent to us by Richard Brown and we mistook it for a
conttibution, and, having a hole in #:.05 just the right size for it we just, well, that
is, (hmm, how do I get out of this one) --- well, anyway, now that we know who is really
responsible for it, we shall send you a copy. -—~—- BRT) )

SWEDISH APPLES ARE TOUGH THESE DAYS
Blasted Nameless Tyings:

I'm writing this especially as I haven't got any COTN 103, it's probably lost in
the mailing., DNon't, piess. send the rag like this BUT put it in an envelope etc! I'd
appeciate if you dug up a new copy and sent it... durno if you ever SENT a Nr. 103.

I'm also planning a KOMET'S SF SERVICE and would like to get some extra copies —- in
trade, yes., ALSO WHY HAVEN'T you sent the ishes previous to this year as I wanted. ARE
THEY SOLD OUT OR WHAT? KOMET, yes, why didn‘{ you review if in COTN?

NEW WORLDS, oh yes, Probably I'n more experienced in BRITISH SF than YOU!! Comment—
ing on Nr. 104, Renfrew's col I've reariy all NW's, Nebula's and Science~Fantasy's. All
of them were excellent in the beginning and degenerated after some time... tho' NW was
fine until only three years agp. You showld buy back ishes, there's a lot of really fine
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SF there, HAPNA has printed some of the stuff; you can get ‘em at 9d ea. or less from

British fan firms! KONET/myzine/ will soon feature such an ad...write them! I've subbed
i . .

to NW ncw, it's going upwesrd. Diabolcally

Alvar Appeltofft
lemmerdammsgatan 20
Halmevad, SWEDEN
((As I recsll, we have now lest track of what Cryg you wanted, but any year now
we'll ship you a mass of them., Envelopes costz ua too much money Jjustffor mailing out
these things, but we'll staple it together better and see if that helps. Ag I recall
we couldn't review KOMET because nobody here reads Swedish. For that reason the Syedish
promags also seem uninteresting to us. Usn's are just too LAZY to learn Syedish or to
corresgond much. Too much other activity, I guess. -—- RET))

'TIS A BLAKE AND LONELY THING....
Deer Fiitors of Cry of the Nameless,
Members of the cry start crying. I'm back. After an
absence of umpteen issues. No time honest!

EINTY On to the Cry's. When I first looked at the cover of #105
\ == I said echh! Then I looked closer and saw all those funny little
o 1o green things. It is a pretiy good cover after all. You know
| / . Cry has terrific artwork and crudwork in the ssme issue? For
¥ example Merv Bpysr, who has done some very fine artwork for
::4 variovs Cpry covers, and Bourne, who is also good. Garcone
'l Rl A seerz *c o' Lemat: between the two extremes. Holocaust is
N tex"ble, B-.L ris cartoons ere ops!  Sanders cartoons are
[ pretiy god after T figire sher owt. (Incidentally I'm spesking

of other Cry's bec.des #i035-)
Now for a shocker. I don't reaed Renfrew's column. I don'tg
read prozines. I just can't tale it any more! (The prozines I mean, no% Rentoew) .

The lstter column has improved. After sorting nut all the letterr fro. 7125 *hat
clutter it up I find interesting letters (emuuing to>y, by suchlile es Feyern, Ce-upion,
Fleischrmen {4id I smell it right Marty) etc. Also Gicamo Bruwn whose L tisrs are Iemiliar
to thoss vritten ek in the #30's Ly some screwy character whese uzams I car't renarl.

M a3 BiT's col amrn .
' ‘ Tallybov ~—-

Joe A. Bldgke
9 Mt. Gyyot St.
North Brookfield, Massachusetts
((61ad to see you back with us esgain, Joe. Ah yes, seems I do remember a nutty
character who wrote letters at least as nutty as RBrown's. Joe something or other,
wasn't it? Seems like his last name began with a "B". didn't it? ——— BRT))

A CARD IS BOURNE 6’%_\
Dear Wally, % /‘S
Have received copy of cry with your Y7
cover, The cover was, of course, very good. / W |
You must ha more of these, by all means. This is ’, ‘
Jjust a short note to let you know that I've been re- “ /
f"

ceiving and enjoying them. Walsted's article was well re-
cieved in this part of the country. I liked it. Revolt

in the Bookshop was good altho not as good as 7
the article. I won't bother commenting on the £ \)
rest of the material as the columns ete, N
speak for themselves. / / \



CRY OF THE READERS - (contimued) _ _ _ . _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ Page 4d _ _

I suggest you have more of yourself in the Cry. Wally. DPeople start forgettirg
you after a time and you wouidn‘t want that. Let's have some Nameless Acon. meetings

since you don'+t attend the other any more.
Lars Bourne

2436% Partlend St.
Eugene, Oregon
((Wally still attends Nameless Meetings -~ Nameless snonymeus dcesn't hold meetings,
Note “"Minutes" in thish, w-— BRT))

AND INEVITABLY WE HAVE:
Dear Opes. :

EM! I finally thought of what I was going to write an article gbout! After much
concentration I now have the subject I was goirg to write about. Trubble is, you have
the other tws reasons and this wouldn't make a decent article unless I used all three,
so IT*LL just hope you pmint this in the lettercol as I must know the snswer to this
egrth-shaking mysteryi

When I was a neo=nec-nen-neo~fan back in the period ‘between 1949 and 1951, I ran
across a LIFE Magazine that ran an articie all about science fiction & fandom. It
fegtured quite a few movie stills ard illustrations, but me not knowing a thing about
fandem, I merely clipped out the stills and put them in my hope cheet, (Haw.) And now,
digging through them again, I read what was on the back of these stills and it really
vroved quite interesting. Interesting enough, so that I will pay hard cash for this
article either in the magazine_ intact or ciipped out, Or for a nominal fee, I want the
date of this LIFE mugazine if anyone knows which one it is.

(e thdng I forgot to mention in my last letter... tell Pemberton to revoo all the
magazines he didn't get to revoo last month. Tpe longer the column the betteri

Poor Pemby.,

((Sorry we couldn't print the excerpts -- copyright
laws you know. I'll look up the LIFE in the library
and let you knocw what I find out, OK? —- BRT))
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Box 92, 920 Third Avenue
Seattle 4, Washington

Bill Barsoom Meyers
(address elsewhere)
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