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Director of Publications WALLY VILBER got stuck with most of the woxris this times
Sumner-Soldizring BURKLIT R TOSKRY (vsually Hapaging Rditor) is barricaded inko
his apartment on tho feceble excusc of Q+Luv-nquu4Aqerly cxams toward his PhoD,
It only goss to show what an undependadle sype this TOSKEY is-— hefll hong
arcund paxasitically doing most of thie woxix foz olovcn nonths out of the year,
until he haos us thinking that he®s indicpensabhles then all at once he gafiates
in favor of those t*1v1a* exans which at mos% could only blasti his acardenic
carcer— Lal TWDV @hc tputh comes out, He I3 indisnensahlie, Well, nexi fime
welll have that * 4% valued asscciate back iato harnezs and the cinch crawn
t}oﬂtg (Moskey Jqu phoned to pload that we do not expose his gafiasg he claims
that these are not nere quertorly exams, but the final widitten tosis that
dotormine his right to take "orals" before being allowed to write his thesise—
but we're not fooled; we Fh,D,'s know betier than tnau, don?t we? WE know that
the uc9q¢ “mont heads just deaw nanes ous of a hnt, v type onto the dip omas,)
Bditor (whis issue) I M BUSBY ovrings you these little-known facts, gratis. (Ls
you likely realize by now, tge Miditor" of = given CRY is the joizer who plunks
out *this CONTLNTS PAGE "nd o mauls the lettercolunnistss this month the latter
assigniient is WEEER?S, Tge neditorship" is purely nominal and should rot in any
way _bc oquated with _normal editorial dulies _such as the screcning of material, )
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"Je Arec Proud to Present! Den':
COVER (Pix of Scettle fans who happcn to be in SAPS, &nd mostly am

associated with the CRY morc than a bit, from the camera of

Wally Weber, Clarity or these, comparcd with those on 771C6,

is 1mpu1red by the texture of vaper used, but noi too bauly) e« o Front
WIETS PAGE SHALL BE NAMEIESSM o o o s o o « s o o s o o o ¢ o o o o This page
"Mhe Sdence-Fictiion Field Plowed Undexr", by Renfrew PenmbeTton o « o o  D2ge 4
"Digging the Fanzines", by Amelia PembeT40n o « o » o o o s » o o o o o Dagel2
"UISSION ACCOMPLISHED!, by P, Urkine Fardles ** Here we have an experiments

a story subnlttea by a young author to thc mereiless scrutiny of dis—

cerning CRYrcadexs, What is your verdict, faitiaful hecklers? « -.D2ge 14
nSpreading the Fertilizer", by Bill licyers « . « . Y e Nt e AP PR
"Cry of thes Readers", a dep 4% dovoted to the memO“y of A, Merritt o « opogo 26
"MINUTES of the llcotings of the iinmcless Ones of Seattle", by Wally Veber, are
once agein, regrettably, missing. Ve lnow that Wally attends these meet—
ings, but appareantly it takes strongex arte-twisting than ours and Toskey!s
to_persvade_hin o reeord tuem for pot teritys So_ged in n_tuere and twistas
~= === o DEaTE0; Bouio, £b 21-08s N0, T 5. LBE,.5.2Cs  Kigh Brodiy p 0. __
TheTually, our tha nk°‘¥6_iufgwﬁaﬁfﬁe:"Wc n O oéﬁ:_?iéc Hoiocaust, and Kich Brown
but you recders have blasted our artisss €0 consistently that we thoutht we might
as well got into the act, Never undcrcstimate the Power of tho_Reading_ Public.)
“PREVIEY DLDPits =§noaLlly‘ﬁialagﬁﬁériﬁu"%n_;ﬂméiFgfzgmibovbllng cover by L
Garcone, CRY #110 continuss our 3 roview col umns,]a BEM”yers story, and without
doubt further plumbs the @epths of Merritt (sorry, fellow=SLPS, no goose~necked
fittings in this plumbing) For CRY #4111, our 8th innish, tlere's another
photo—-cover, cowmplenonting this cne to sone extent, plus shots of the Pembertons
and gag shots of (and/or by) Hclocaust and L the Garcone, Heaven orly knows
whot will lie behind that covers meybe we:ll all say the hell with it and Just
print one big fat lettercol, thot ronth, but I coubt we can brealt the habitse
Still, Weber has always wanted to lave o "mirror" igsue, with all the stencils
typed in revcrse, SO you ne VW \113 you night guess§e A

~iTchs wAth our i0p-iz/% ©3 The Toynes thcowy of Delficit hinancing,
lict gndividual iss uus cf COQy”lbutOTS and_tradors.
gai
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by Reufrew Pemverton

SFS, Ilov: lanly Banister's "Quest" conserus a robot—served Last Survivor
and his galaxy-wide search for human cowmbpanionsinib. Scimshow I confused myself
Ty assuning the herc 1o be the tag-end of cur human roce, and had difficulty
switching to accephance of the lad's landfﬁgdon our cwn prasenteday Earta, The
lasic of mind—meating here is 3]y more my favlt than Marlyis,

"Barly Bird?, TWric T Russell!'s lead noveleth, mecks the rather inevitable
ending ahout as well as any trasiment of ihe thonejy tie telegraphy is acinaily
quite subile, end I 1liked the underplayed little finalis-dzickers

This is & n exploration-of-space issue, and Agberg asks "Thy?" (wita the
Emsh covsy for emphasis). Turns out the answer is pretty basics the livies
an2logr in which that answer is couched, brings it home wells

Taz GAWLitorial continves discussion of stf-as-literature, the funchinm
of criticism, and etc., printing a letier from synergeticist Art Coultexr {(whn
belioves that damon Znight should be larced by a competent surgeon). Two> major
traps—Tor—critics are cited: emotional involvement with the work at hand, and
the lure of "showing-~off" to the neglect of thet material, From my ow: baif~
vast reviewing experience, avoidance of these two traps is a real problems

DeVet'!s "Delay -~ Temroraxy" says a great deal less than did its prototype
("Delay in Transit" by F.Lc72llece) but would read well enough away from ths
accusing shadow of the earlier taleo,

"Audition" (Rob't Arnett) considers the egotism of limited experience and
its ups and downs when faced with judgment under new and uniinown value-systems.
I'm not sure the final twist was necessary or integral.

"The Heirs" by Irving Cox talzes a more conveuwtional and dead-end view of
vhat is inherently the same problem as that of the above tale, Disappointinge

Oops—— missed Ron Smith's "Pursuit", a two-page job with impact and (this-
IS a "theme" issue at that, with Arnett, Cox, and Smith on one theme, Banister,
Russell, and Silverberg at another, and de Vet trailing the latter three at a
considerzble distance) I forget what I was going to say before the parentheses
set in, Well, I enjoyed @1l but two in here—— a good average.

INFIXITY, Rov: "7"he General and the Axe" (Gordon R Dickson) takes up the
interesting problem of the Will To Live, its Care and Cleaning among the few
thousand survivors of a demolished harth, The Colonies want to help, but——

In this case, the General's somewhat unpalatable final decision is with logice

Elish's "lior Iron Bars", chockfull of yummy, chewy ideas and some fairly
good characterization for the ten-page length, comes apart at the finishs it's
either an error in names at the Tinal vara:raphs, or else I just don't get the
point., Maybe the necessary explsnation was chopped out to make the layout fite

"One—-iay Journey", by Bob Silverbsrg, is a psychological little doozy
that runs a lot deeper than the Action items Bob was specializing in for a
while there, Secems to end a little inconclusively, but maybe any major further
development would have required grafting-on a second plot-line, at that.

"Phe Shirmisher" (Dudrys) takes a warning look at "accidents" and the kind
of people who might help to arrange them, iicely understated.

Allen I Lang offers "The Railhead ot Kysyl Kaoto", in which it appears
that a space-hanpy girl enginecer can do more for her pet enthusiasm by getting
out of engineering and into Intelligence worke. ¥What with Sputnik and all, vhis
is a timely iten,

This seems lilie a good spot tc go get anothier Stencileccsececcsccossccsnsae



page 5
(Pemberton carries on with Infinity for Hov 57)

YPANPARZ" is back-— this time it's "Relflections On Falling Over Backvards
In a Swivel Chair" by Carlton J Fassbinder (T Bruce Yerke) from a 1944 "Tan
Slants?’, Vell, I guess it all depends on your »oiant of view,

Dave Lason's "The Long Question" is actually more of a Short Answer, with
application to the psychology of isolation and to the seamy side of current
evenvS, /// damion knight is with us for a few pages: the Dissectving-lleedle is
largely put away in this appearance; dk likes "Big Planet" bLetter than might
have becn expected, clobbers "Green Odyssey" for reasons equally applicable ©o
the Vance, enjoys the photomonage effects of "Eye in the Sky" while deploring
some of the rationale, Hmm (Att'n,,Art Coulter) maybe dk has been lancedis

Lee Gregor‘s "Formula For lurder" has an expanding~tj§3#plot—— a sort of
rationalized-vanVogt way of developing, with a choice punchline, The blurbist
appears %o have lightly skimmed the early pages. This story is a far cry from
the "sheer idea" piece by the same autlor in the first aSI' I ever bought with
cash money ("lieavy Planet" in the August 39 issue), but ideas are there, to00.

INFINITY is now going to run serials, beglnning with a Rickard Wilson
about a flying towm., OX, just so the "monthly" appearance holds upe. '

MOGCAM'S RAZOL" by Devid Duncan (Zallantine 7230, 35¢) is a well-phrased
tale of e-~d aliens at large on a guided-missile {island) base, marred somewhat
by the feeling that some of the characters act as they do only under some vicious
arm—twisting by the author, but salvaged for ue by the rather brilliant little
dissertations on the non—continuous time (whick will irlk the Actionfans) thene.

SFA, Dec: Two longs and three shorts this time; I prefer the "3-novel"
layout, but an editor can't always assemble the lengths he'd prefer, First is
Bob Silverberg's "Valley Peyond Time'", of the Geus—ex~machina school (or if you
prefer, the T1ll-Assembled Zoo) which allows characters to be drawn against a
background of the author's choice, with no distractions. This one goes quite
well until we pile uvp into a heap of inconsistencies apparently required by the
title: if the entire incident was "outside of time'" so that persoas killed in
the Valley are restored to life &t the instant they were "talzen" TO the Valley,
then howcome (1)our hero bears scars from the experience, (2)the Watcher who
orizinally snatched the group is not likewise restored, and (3)memories are
retained??? I don't see a simple way out of these difficulties, as the "out-
side of time" gimmick is necessary in order for anybody to ever get home,

Cal Knox (Agberg's closest rival for SPFA l-udoes) has "Barth Shall Live
Againl", sequel to "Chalice of Death", (Whoever titled these must have had a
solid background of reading PLANET,) the rather repulsive Kluga illoes do
little or nothing for the story, and it conld usec a iittle helps with a fairly
well set up rationale, the tale winds up with a short burst of indecisive and
unconvineing action-- this business of .Leaving openings for sequels can get
out of hande. Some good touches in the besic situation, but never worked out.

Richard Smith's "ioon Dust" is Ol if you Iike oble Sacrifice, Basil
TWells' "Final Voyage" is noticeable for its unusual if far—fetched viewpointe.
Harry Harrison's "Captain Bellam" actually does present a new picture(situation,
or what have you) with regard to shace travel, and proceeds to top off with a
surprising but logical kicizers ///SFA reads viell despite a prevalent laxity of
editorial discipline to plug some of the outstanding holes in the plotse

HUMBUG #4 appeared a couple of weells late for a strict monthly schedule,
around here. It could be too many trips to the drying well, but at least
Kurzman is not reduced to inane emphasis on nihat? Me Torry?" as is IADe



page 6
(On around the Field, having beaten yot another typer into a Plowshare):

SATURN, Oct (#4): Hero's another of those exasperating zines that will
not Shape Up (become mainly good & readable) or Ship Out (descend unequivocally
into the Cruddy Realm and get it over with). Frank Rell:nap Long's "The Golden
Calf" is a disjointed illogical presentation which might have been saved hy &
better ending (but "Ioly Cow!"-— aarrghl), Right after that, there's a "“"aotl
piece entitled "California Will Fall Into the Sea", by William F Drummond, ¥i.De
This boy seems to be a Worthy Successor to Criswell, but this successicn =hould
end somewhere, and soon, Then there's Martin Fearson's latest version cf his
"Embassy" in a late 1943 aSF—— this time it's "Observation Platform", wi:l.
nearly the exact same kicker as in the earlier work, if you take a closs Lok
\7ith Pearson, Watcher and Observed are relative terms— but every time?y Liter
fourteen years, a man should be able to think up another gimmicke

I'm not surprised that Heinlein's attempt at the strawberry-shortcake
Bradbury pitch missed fire with the so-called Big Three—~- "The Elephant Crspenasit
has its lovable points but appears to be experimental in tone, The surprising
thing is that able craftsman Heinlein didn't slip this one out under a sleeper
pseudonym, Possibly Saturn's acceptance was conditional upon use of the Big
Name, The main trouble with the story is that neither Heinlein, his characters,
nor his readers are of a naivete suffioient for the pitch to go over besto. Bob
isn't Ray, and the disguise doesn't convince,

"A Time Of Peace" is John Christopher's swipe at Nasty lLiodern Trends.///
Alan Barclay's "The Hot Potato" displays a thorough lnowledge of the more
chickenshed side of intra-service political maneuverings. With a very mild
steal from the "telepathic—fused bomb" story in aSF a few years ago, Barclay
relates this incident from his "Jacko War" series with considerable vindictive-—
ness toward rank-happy gloxry grabbers.//Jack Vance'!s "The Touse Lords" was a
mite sabotaged by the illo—— the cat=picture tipped the mitt— when will editors
lay off the heavy-hended tip-off?? Not 2 bad story, either. /// Ellison's
"Tiny Ally" is rather different, but too short %o develop much potential.

Rob't Young's "Structural Defect" is a little too typical of a certain
trend of tales (lovable human revolts against over-mechanized State) in Galaxy
and/or IF, to mean much in its own right., No doubt Rob't put a lot of thought
into this one, and it has its good points, but somewhere there's an end,

FUTURE #34: "Starobin" (llargaret St Clair) is a half-legendary explorer
lost and now searched for by an Dxploration Bureau stifled by lack of popular
interest, The people and ideas uncovered by the search make the rather incon-
clusive point of the story; narration eixcels idea, which is mostly mood.

Gordon Dickson's "Cloak and Staggser" and Scott Michols!' "The Lonely Stars"
carry out the theme ("It’s the thought that counts—- not the shape") featured
in the latter half of SIS this time., Dickson provides a difficult but workable
solution, while Nichols substitutes a remorseful quest with no reason to feel
the goof will not recur,///Dickson also has a couple of fine joyous gimmicks,
But Nichols rates the purty blonds cover girl,

Silverberg's "Force of lortality" has a solid premise but a question-begging
solution: what good does it do for our hero to bury the Ghastly Secret under a
pile of rubble when large methodical expeditions are admittedly to follow? Now
if he'd chewed up the evidence and swallowed it———,

"Tast Mecting Place" (Scortia) handles the action and psychology of the
upcoming barbarian leader who'd lilie to preserve rather than loot the dying
empire, Very little, however, is solved for 1ong.///The editorial covers some
more predictive aspects of 1927 imazings, with comments on displayed attitudes.



(There's yet more furrows to put across poor ol! FUIURE #34) page T

Bruce Tucler and Irving Cox present "The Irofessor ¥rom Fyjm", in which
once again the human race doesn't Measure Up, and SOsess

"A Cun For Crandfather! is the first appearance of local fan F, M. 3usby
in the prozines, As tha author is lcol:ing over my shoulder, I'll avoid a
charge of prejudice by passing on with a mention th:t the title and first
peragraph freely acdmit that this is another time--travel piece,

George Hahn's '“The Round Peg" is a fun bit, marred only by the alien's
being better at maniplating peonle, only because the tale comes out that waye.

Don Dover's short article "ireedou—— a Discipline" liliens stf to psycho-
therapy; this is a good wishful~thinking premise and I wish it were true but
I am forced to thirk it really isn't. 'Twould be nice, though/////

SFQ (Nov) showed up about a month late, resulting in all three Lowmdes—
zines appearing in the saue month this time, Again at approx 130pDp, SFQ is by
no means the slegheap of Columbia Publications; SFS, FUTURE, and 3FQ maintain
roughly similar levels over a period of time, vos=ibly in the face of RAWL's
intention to specialize amongst 'em (I dunno) .

Banistor's "3Iscape to Harth" is mostly a solid aliens—among-us story, but
I never could stomach these hopeful-hopeless—romance endingse Just goes duwwn
Crosswise, SOuEhOW, :

"he Conduit" by Noel Loomis is hampered by Loonis' use of a "scientific
gimmick" (high-voltage electricity) wherein hig extrapolations are well behind
the presently-deveioning textbools, and do not jive very well. This story, and
apparently its author, are behind the times with regard to current scientific
and engineering practive; this piece would have gone over just great in 1940,

Distinguished CRY-subscriter Asimov 2-pages thie ubiquitous "Clock Paradox"
of relativity. TUnfortunately he leaves it exactly where ke finds it, by falling
to note that the supposedly decisive '"ineson experiment" is evaluated by observ-
ations from onz end of the experiment, only., =o the meson deccays faster from
our viewpoiiit—— how about from the viewpoint of an observer geared to the ol!
1eson?? The mathematics are double—ended (personally, I'd think it's a mere
matter of vector rotation— one man's time becomes tle other’'s space, and vice
versa—— this would fulfill the criterion that the obsé&red data depends purely
on the observer's frame of reference with respect to relative veloclties).

And I'm still waiting for a Tormulation of General FRelativity (mit acceleration
und downgesloving) that will translate into my vpre-graduate physics type of
math; the Special Theory, with coustant velocities, simply fails to cover.

Paul Janvier's "The Shadow Before" is a beautifully ghastly little bit
of shocker; if this one is now antholcgized, it's sheer prejudice.

Pertram Chandler's "A Lnitter of Taste” features one of the best story-
within-a—-story developments I've seen in some time—— but I can't get too
enthusiastic over a tale with only one Hossible punchline from early in it.

THinterbotham's "Iast is Tast" isa'i really as far Last as all $hats Itie
a short solid gimmick-piece.///milt iesser over—exitrapolates the "Do It Tour—
Self" trend in nis story of the same name; it reads fine but fails to convince
on afterthought./// Tob ladle does a solid job of fanzine-reviewing and general
fan—-chat—-— I got hurrizd and fergot to mention his column in FUTULE, which
contairs an enjoyable slietch of his fellow-fliz-reviewer, Bob Bloch, Good lian.

"Year 2018", by Jzmes Dlish {4von T-193, 35¢) is a novelized predecessor
of his also-novelized Tlying-City (“spindizzy") series, I haven't read the
jatter in collected and presumably coriected form, so can't compare...ee


extrapolat.es

a0
e O (poor Blish—- Pemberion had another stencil available)
12018" corbines 2 aSF ncvelets ("At Deathls Lnd" from early '54, and
"Rridge" from an earlier year wlkich I refuse to go out and look up at this

time of night, but I'd guess 1950) with about another novelet's worth of new
material to tie it all upe The method is fairly sucsessfuls I'm sure it malies

a good susyenseful story for most readers. The only thing that killed it for
me was my mistake of looking at the amount of unread pages and realiging that
there was nearly that much reprint material not yet covered in the book, so that
there couldn't be much .iore brand-new stuff yct to come., From this jaundiced
viewpd?ﬁt, T can't criticize and won't tryy; I thinkt the most of you will enjoy
this, especially if you haven't read 2/3 of it already as I hads There are some
weird incongruities, esvecially in the "Death's End" seguences, but I doubt that
these will louse the effect nuch,

Itve read Heinlein's "Citizen of the Galaxy" complete in hard-cowvers thru
the courtesy of .ioriz Jalsted. The fair thing to do would ve to go ahead and
review Part 3 in the Fov &SF, I su»pose, but I can'ty bring ryself to mislead you
that ways the first 2 instalinents end 5/6 of tlLe 3rd are great fine stuff, but
I am unutterably disgusted with $the rermainder as published by Scribner's (can't
speal: for the magazine version until Fert 4 appsars next month, but doubt it
varies much)e Certainly, this story was plamned &s a Lhigh-level juvenile, which
is no surprise from RLH in recent years, Iut why, after passing the 2/3 maxrl:
with material of Ligh interest and elaboration, he elected to sink to a rewrite
of Ilow to Control Corporations and Iight Red Tape (per "Gladiator—at-—Law", with
assists from "Gravy Planet" and "Preferred Risk" no less), I will never lnow,
Many of you, perhaps, have read "The Swiss Family Lobinson'—— at age 9, I was
let down badly in the latter part of that boolz, by the utter devaluation of all
the mosives and efforts that had made tlhe earlier rarts of the book so enjoyables
The same holds herejy who GIVES & damn whetlher Rudbek of Rudhek gains control
(wvetered-dovwn as it will be, compared to the clear-ctw status of Thorby in the
eariier stages) of his verschiurlen riches?? Lnd there's another "steal's—
didn't it turn out that Presteign of Presteign was behind all the filthy—-dirty
trade which had clobbered pcor ol? Gully Foyle? If l.einlein is actually
plagiarizing to this extent, of his own free will and accord, let's look around
for some new talent here and there, 0F, I'm sorry if I geve away the gimmick
to devoted aST readers, but if it wasn't obvious ot the end of Part 3, you're
reading out of your class anyway. THIS OIE, citizens, frosts my potato.

I cannot understand why a writer of Feinlein's stature and ability would climb
down from the possibilities of this story ~s it stood before Thorby's return to
Earth, to malke such a routine pitch as that which wound un the tale,

Astounding, Wov: 'ell, we already covered the Feinlein installment—- the
first 46pp were great and the last 9 presaged the Tig Letdown,/// Christopher
Anvil's "The Gentle Zarth" provides a hilaricus solution to the grim problem
of the Alien Trvader's unerpecsed and misunderstoocd difficulties, There's corn
in the kicker, hut bearayle,/// Lgberg's "Shrines of Larth" gives a fair answer
to the old Chestaut Prcblem; fun, but litgle suspense,///Jack Williamson makes
a report on a computer's evaluation cof science--fiction-—- rather fascinating.

©d "ellen in "Cne Percent Tnspiration” shows how a confirmed Barthlubber
might solve some galactic problems, unwitting.///ﬁorry I'm so fashed on the RAH,
but it thoroughly diszusts me when a potential "Story of the Year" poops out to
such a sad dezrce. Lilely, ieinlein will get some awards for this thing, but
just take a good liook &t it @id se2 what you think,

Probably I'm outvoted, but I wnow what I like,



page 9
(Renfrew Tour fost, continues)

IF, Dec: Fob (he'!'s in ALL the rooms) Siiverberg carries the lead with his
short novsl "Aind the Walls Came Iumbling Down", Tere's an anti-uvopia full of
Unmarching Morons who male vigilante raids on foll's who read or lisien to non-
popular music, menz23ed by Alien inTiltration knova culy to a TV director who
has mastered the art ¢f Doudizvhinl in order t o live with hiaselfs "THth any
menition of other countrizs (let alon: plancts) considered subversive, how'to
alert the Greal Cafiated fublic end is it worth it anyway?? quite a deal; and
a nice treatment on the kickax,

Rog Phillips? eomebacit is progressing very well; his "Captain Peabody"
here explorss vhe dilemms cof coping with the Expert Zully, wheiz the EB has set
up a conditiongd-reflex Indian~sign on you, Yhen vou're a ship's capbtain, and
the bully shows up in your crew—--. - This is NOT the hackwork of Rog?!s eariier
career, rraise Allah,

nddie" (Irack Ziley) is a compuier that gives handy answers if only you
knew the appropriate question to fit ddie's answere And then there's Securitys.

Yes, "Security", by Brice Féiﬁgn, win essays one of the mosi exaggeraved
Securiphobic tales in a long morotonous wiile, Oh sure, I'm entirely coanvinced
that (for instance) reports have bzen classified up out of the reach of the
writers thereof, and etc, but the type ol stunidity Gelineated by Vialton is not
only going too far but in an improdable direction. I refuse to believe that
this nominally-Furitan country would allow a clutch of project—imprisoned
scientists to mainsain a state of sodden druniienness and continual fornlcation
on the tazineyerst! money—— this is purely wishful thinking or something, lNore
likely the frustretion of working with no adecvate information would De height—
ened by barracks life spiced with libido—depressant pills, The cnding would Dbe
better if the austhor hed left himself any other wey out of the beefo

icConnellts “"Learning Theory", while Famiiiar in theme, at least uses the
"shock" ending to clinch his main Doint rathier than for its own salke, Iot bads

"Routine Emergency" by David R Bunch, gives an alternate sclution to the
sraffic—death problem. At that, it makes about as much sense as the HNaticnal
Safety Councilfs psychologically booby-trapped harping about "RECORD tolls™,

The Iiel Tunter cover is a likely Dbit of whimseys too had the interior
verbiage doesn't have more of the same to leaven the cdowmbeat outlooke

SATELLITE, Dec: The novel is "The Languages of Pao" by Jacl: Vance. Based
on the Korzybskian assumption thai the siructure of language determines the
(functional) behavior, and thus the culture, this tale combines some fascinating
cultural constructs with some exceedingly routine action seguencess Both Pao
and Preakness are delineated in such intercsting fashion as to make the plotline
a mere intrusions and I do mesn nere, aside from the workmanlike setup of the
experimental language-—grouns on P20, The ending is a compromise between a
cliche—~windup and the most lilely result of foregoing factors-— chaos on Pao,

I was erjoying this cunough not to be too bothered by some rather foggy passages
leading to the anticlimax, aud the kicker is actually rather well-considered,

The shorts: jells! "Sole Survivor!" has very little point aside from the
human-interest aspect,///”Forever Stenn" {Dudrys) achieves the effect of un-
heeding inevitanlity for which the author seens to have pointed—- SOnb.Ofsea :
lobotomized "01d lMan kulligan'" without backgroundu/// "The Unexpected" by Iielen
licCloy, is a more polished version of poor Lar ifildrelson confounding himself on
the lecture platformg I dunco what it's supposed to nrove, besides the arrogance
and ignorance cof Youth (and ssuuuurrre, us young'n's are stoopid at times).///
nwhe Word Is Law",by John Odom, grazes the margin of religious~—cliche stories,
but narrowly misses, I miss the poiant of the story; of printing it, also.///

But then it’s critical out, tonight. And I cdid enjoy the Vance {38 pages)s
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PANTASTIC UNIVERSE for December was due to be turned over to Bill Meyers,
but I'm not sure whether Bill has been taking his vitamias lataly, and besidess
two opinions are less one-sided than one, nicht wahr? All we're out %o do is
provide full~ccverage of the stf field, 59 anytime Bill wants to take a cut at
zines I'm also chipnping away a%, you®ll ge% a more halanced view,

Alan Nourse’s "Pesaor Trap® is by no means his most outstanding work— it
seems to go an awfully long way awround to a famlliar conslusicn, GQuite a bid
of +this tale goes well, descriptively and with respect to a lot of the behavior,
However, the continual lighting of the hero's eyes "in wild surmise® more oI
less, over one unannounced and uncliued hynrothesis after another, gets a little
who-cares, after the boy Eureka's a number of brilliant ideas to discard them
for their successors, with the reader never even getting a cluz, And the
herocine deteriorates from any realism from the first time her loyalties are
called into question (before that she fits all right) until her true character
is stretched on the washline, Either, the intermediate conczlusions should have
been spelled out here, or never mentionea at alls

Lenry Slesar("ily Father, the Cat") and David C Knight("The Love of Frank
Nineteen'", a folksy-ized "Ilelen O'Toy") do very little for the issue,

C.Mo.Zorntluth dissects Ivan T Saucerson, who retorts that he is, too, a
SCIENTIST., “Civilian Saucer Intelligence" (tc me, this title connotes that the
public has all tle brains of a molé—culture in a flat dish, but maybe itls only
my fiendish talent for freewassociation) piclks on "sky-—qualies" to show that UFOs
are cavorting around— because obviously the Air Farce wouldn't deny that its
jets had been breaking windows; would i%t, now?? There's a mass of "data® to
prove that the phenomena are greater than planes could cause and pre-date
manned flight=— I may be wwong (once again) but somehow I tend to doubt a lot
of this stuff, Maybe it's the presentation.

Theodore Pratt's "Inside Ttuff" (adapted from the author's 1926 one-act
play) started with interest but lost it./,;/ DeCamp nerrctes (for real) of one
Ignatius Donnelly, a Good Head, On-Dackwards (an Atlantean Baconian Populist
early stf writer)a/// Basil Veils, Rob't Shea, Stephen Bond, and en Bulmer
split 20 pages between them, with readable, but non-conmiientable stories, mostly,
Viells atlempts profundity with medium successj Shea is rother choiceg Dond is
walking behind a host of predecessors, and Bulmer would be tops in a revived
1942 Amazinge /// I should have left this entirely to Bill, after all.

GALAKY, Tec: Novelets nre Asimovis "Calley Slave" and Banks! "Payload",
Asimov works the moither—lode of the pogitronic-robot theme yet a little deeder;
Susan Calvin's explanation of the licker in texias of the Three Laws wraps it up
tidily (except that it is nearly impossible to meke a fanatic understandable to
anyone except his fellow-faratic). /// Banizst "TFayload'" contains an interesting
physical departure in space-flight, surrounded by singularly unbelievable
characters: with i‘rank®s belligerence and lousy marksmanship, it seems ualikely
that he would have survived lcng enough to plaguec our hero, let alone invent
anything,

The shorts: Tennts "Sanctuary" is new in backzround, hut its development
reminds me exoceedingly of another tale, possibly of the same title, a few years
back in aSF, Come gcod twists, though., /// Leiber's "What's He Doing in There?"
is a good light spoof in nice deadpan siyle,

"Carbon Copy" (novella) is Simalk’s latest version of the "Housing Shoxrdage"
and (his own) "Ring Around the Sua” theme, It!'s all well and good except for
going altogether too far a journey for such a slight frail ending,

Ley discusses groundbound space training by such means as vacuum chambers
and etc, (And did you notice that the "spocesuit" in the recent LIFZ story did
not have any recognizable pressure-adjusting joints?? How about it, I Sprague?)
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F & S Py, Tec: Asimovis article on the elfects of fallout to date and still
to come from previous blasts ("I Feel it in Yy Dones') should servc &s an in-
centive for someone Lo invent & Tizme Mochine aund go back and strangle Einstein
and Oppenheimer in their cribs, Ly bono marrow could mal2 do with Tlewbonian
physics, I'm sure, (ood for reading at midnighl with a case of the D,T's,

"Stepping Hione” (novelet, lorrison & P*hl) follows a rather Limp wilted
plotline through to some interesiing specvlaticn on the inherent qualities of
firgsr=your-neighbor systems for controlling the populace. The aectual ending
as chosen by the authors is but one of many equzlly possible choicsse

Skirley Jacksonis '"The ifissing Girl" has little or nothing to do with
F &/or SF, as the cditor cheerfully admits, but as he continues: it'!s too good
to miss printing, and where else could it go?? Ior once I buy this pitche

Shaokley's ‘Holdouvt" is the best racial-spoof in some little tine, though
the explanatory gimmick pulls the stops out farither than necty, in my opinicng
Well, there had %o e & reasOilesss

Beawront dissovers some good Pritish horror films camouflaged under typical
"Creature" titles, and foudly recalls NarlefT, TTE Ionster of [ranienstein.

Cogswell's "Cablbage Patch" is too much of a (painstalkingly polished) piece
to allow description withowt betreyaly I'm not sure whether or not it's wholly
successful, but I'm glad he tried ite

Poulhls "Peacenongers', after keening me fooled for a page or two aboub 1ts
political slant, upended the fellow who receutly deplored a conformitwy (in stf)
to the blceding-heart Left, and finally presented a wackily-periect solusion to
the problem of +the "defense"~bolstered economy, Touche mit an accent marka

"7ith Butter and Mustard” (Dickscn) is a Bradburyich (again it's hard to
getv away from the blurb in discussing a piece) NMarstale—— or would be in a
VWorld of If where Bradbuxry had a seanse of humor, The kicker made this one, tho
it could possibly have gone greater in anotlier direction. Good; as ise

A.B.is reviews have boen a highspot of this zine for scme ftime nows

Tdmondson's "Renaissance" is one of the bsiter short treatments of the
post-atomic undoom theme. iny veteran will find Sergeant-ifajor Ahlstrcm a
faniliar type, hurdly cxagscrated at all, Hum {sidelight), I cdeduce that the
althor Ssva, ham. rdop, Ffamofig’othery execcllences (TUX oM I CUL),

i3pud and Cochise" by Uliver LaFarge, is reprinted from nporum! of 1935
vintage and is entirely suitable for I' & SI' of 1857, LalFarge ..nows his Indians,
his Southwes%, and his Faniasy. IIf you're looxing ior an example of magazine
£t7 to defend as "literature" to the infidels, T suggest this., Also for fume

Qops— missed .isimov®s ons-page "Inscrd nob 4 in Iole B", whica is at
least two lines longer than its blurb, In this oase, itfs Justified: explains
how the story happencd to be written, Io cther prozine material can claim %o
be from the same processe Tcte

You may have noticed that GALILY got mighty short skrift this tine around,
while T & SF got the full treatment =and perhaps a bit llore, While this month'®s
F & ST did top this month¥s GALAXY a it (with me) that is not the reason for the
disperity. Fact is, this departrent (unheppily for readability) is being deoine
directly on-stencil. Lest weelk I had GALIXY to review, about 2C vacani lines at
the bottom of & stencil, end no idea whether IGSF would show by pubbing-time oxr
not, Tonight I had &SP and a complete Dblank stencil, It 2ll depends on being
in the right »lace at tle righit wiuee (FoST 5till isn't on the stands, but we
just renewed our sub,) Iayve I cshould start a cumpaiga for advance review

ilted at any windmills for quite awhileo

copies or something— haven't !
=h* liditorial/Aucborial Povertys

B
L
Buy stf prozines—— Help ¥Figh

—~1s, Pemberton
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STELIAR #12. Ted E. VWhite, 1014 N. Tuckaloe 5t., Eales-Chnschy Nai a5, 2
for 25¢, 5 for 50z.

Ezad ! Fifty-two pp. of beautiful SIERTYUIOPress reproduction, with a cover
in six—coloxr mimeo !

This is the last all fan-fiction is:zue of STLLLAR. Ted didn't get the
response & contributions he had hoped for. Henceforth STELLAR is to be much
smaller & much more frequent, and will contain articles as well as fan-fiction,

STELLAR #12's fiction is all reprinted except for one storyr by Ron Parker.
The best items were "The Bradbury Alice" Dby Dale R. Smith, "Baby is Fifty" by
Gregg Calkins (which was reprinted in HYPHMN a while back, tut warrants re—
reading); and "RBorh into Fandom" by Cliff Gould.

Ls for the fanzine reviews —— well —- they were generally very good, and
T still like "Pranklin Ford" very much indeed. But I did find objectionable
the slam at YAWDRO insertéd not too relevantly in tha review of another zine:
ngolorless, nearly worthless fanzines, such as YAWDRO, published by colorless
drudges whose lack of persorality and talent automatically robs their fanzines
of worth and substance..." I thought this quite as zratuitous as Ford thought
Chuck Harris' rcmarks to Rev. C. 1. Moorhead in the last TYPIEN.

However, STHLLAR is highly recomrended,

YANDRO #56. September, 1957. Robert & Juanita Coulsom, 105 Stitt St., Wabash,
Indiana. 10¢, 12 for &l.

Being naturally loathe to disagree with a genuine, certified BiF, af'ter
recading "Franklin Ford"'s comment on YAWDRO I was forced to read the entire
zine over again, from beginning %o end, to maks sure that I really do like it
as much as I thought I did. I do. On meture, sobex deliberation I am guite
positive that YANDRO is one of my favorite zines.

And I wmust say thet I do not find the Coulaons lacking in versonality.
Puck Coulson, in particular, comes Turu very clesrly. He is not obsessed with
the need to be witty or sophisticated, and as he is apparently not particularly
intera:sted in jazz or sportscars it's understandable that he might seem a bit
colorless io a person who did not read YANDRO regularly. He is a rather
mature and sensible persoan who ofien gets off a good remark and (though I often
disagree vith him) I find him seldom if ever rewlly Taggheaded or fatuous.

The Coulson Personality Effect is like atouic radiztion in that it is cumulative,
YANDRO is unquestionably more interestuing to those who read it regularly.

In thish, Maricn Zimmer Bradley's colwan -- this time about mythological

baclkgrouns for fantasy -~ was varticularly  good.

0OPSLA #22. September, 1957. Cregg Callins, 1068 Third Avenue, dale Lake
Gity. 3, Uiah. .15¢, 2 for25¢.

In thish the editor acnounces that O0PS is 40 be smaller than previously
and more frequent. It is to be 20pp, 15¢, and bimonthly; I approve heartily.

This contains the tale, roprinted from IYTTILN #12, of Jjohn Berry's ''pur-
chase" of Bob Shaw's tyver; it's a preface to John's story of hcow he got the
typer home ... very finc. iflen there's a rother interesting column from Dean
Grennell and a good the much toc briel letter ceclumn.

All in all this is o vexny good 2zine —— well mimeod and interesting.
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VARIOSO #15. October, 1957. Jobhn Magihus, Jr., 6 South Franklintown Rd.,
Baltimore 23, Marwiand.

This is a rather plecsant 20p» zine, well mimeod, interestingly illoed,
and, though sercon, readable.

First the editor distirguishes between entertainment that is an escape
from life and entertainment that engages the whole personality —- lilke hobbies—
better, lilie science fiction., I should thinkk that science-fiction fandom
would be a betier example than science fiction itself, no matter how fulfill-
ingly one rcads it -- however, John never guite mekses this point.

Then John has an article on a otory in a recent a3SF and some movie
reviews., To the perverted taste of Ameiia Pemberton the very best thing in
the issue wos a letter from Jim Harmon, wherein he tells Liow he took off 70
lbs. and did 50 push-ups every morning so that he could beat pcople up and
make them respect his intelligence. (But Jim}! Couldn’t we just respect rour
physique?)

SPECTRE #1. Tall, 1957. Bill HMeyewrs, 4301 Shawnee Circle, Chattanooga 11,
Tenn. 15¢, 8/31.

In this GQuy Terwillessr gives (in cn otherwise quite good article) some of
the worst acdvice I have cver read: "In planning the first issue, you will
no doubt have meny items cf your own thet jrou can run to take up spasz
Don't do this! The readers don't like one peison getting all the egoboo —--
especially if it is the editor. Rather, you should write to some of tihe fen
and ask them for material and artwork. This way you won't look like a com-
plete egobooist..." Well —— I could hardly agree less. My feeling: 1if you
can get first-rate stuff —— fine! Print it, by all means. But most people
who write first-rate stuff have friends with stronger claims than yours, and
probably zines of their own to feed. If you are going to publish crud you
shovld publish your own crud and give your zine a distinctive flavor. DMost
fans! fan-writing is an acquired taste, but you'll never give your readers a
chance to acquire a taste for your crud if you keep printing other people's.
SPRCTRE is = 46pp zine, and only 3 pp. of it are by the editor!

SPECTRE is too heavy on the fon fiction for my taste, and if Bill is
successful in getting the horror--fantasy he is lool:ing for I will like it
much less. Ilowever, thish has cclwans by George V. IPiclds and Ron Parker
(Fields reviews some prozines, and both he and Parier review foazines) and
articles by Greg Benford and Lenneth Pecrlman as well as Terwilleger.

INSIDE Scicnce Fiction #52, October, 1957. Roan & Cindy Smith, Box 356, Times
Square Station, New York 36, Now Yori. 3C#, 4/h1.

This features a 1l6pp..(half-puge sige) postiche of aSF, czolled Resounding
SCIENCE FIOTICE. It's pretey good —— layout & illos are particularly satisfac-—
pery. s = fhut wilhie - jolke: isilabered. . 4 parody. of -dullnessiiis™apt-to. bo asbitednll=
I creatly. preferred thelast issus's. satiresn

This alsc contains -14np of bLook revicws, an article by James Gunn on the
writing of sci:nce fiction, @ not wholly satisfactory article by Bob Leman on
conformity in seience fiction, & story by Jeanne Davis znd 12 pp on H. P.
AL{OR/SCher 1t

Well worth yrour 30g.

Por the youngcr fens
AIPERS 734 Stéeny Barnos; Rt. 1, Pox 1102, Grenits. Pass,”Ore.. Froc.
MBADE 72. David M, McCarroll, 644 Avenuz C, Boulder City, Nevada.
QUIRK #3. Larry Ginn, Box 61, R.2, & Joanny liolleman, Box 77, Choudrant, La.lOg
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=MISS 1ON
AGCLOMELIaRE D

by P, Utkine Fgrdles

5 tall slender voung man in a smart ved and grey wniform stepped quickly into the
elevator. As the mahine shot to the eighty-seventh Zlcor he fingered his tie and
fidgeted. To the elevator operator, Caplain Jerry Spield looked like a very nervous
young man. And so he was. A sector Captain received a personal summons to appear belore
the Supreme Jommander of the entire Space Fatzol for only two reasons; either for a
special mission of high secrecy and importance, oT for extremely serious disciplinary
actiof. Aud only one special mission had neen necessary since the close of the Greav
Wars five years before.

Shield wis worried and puzzled. He had been mixed up in a little trouble in Marsport
a few weeks ago, but nothing had come of it, He hoped. He turned down the corridor and
pushed the announcer button before the culy office on that floor.

A televisor flashed on beside the door, revealing a pretiy sescretary. Spield coughed
and said, "Jerry Shield, Captain, Harth Sector, Spece Patrol, reporting to the Cnmmander."

Tne secretary smiled and rmeplied, "Come in, Csptain. The conmgnder is expectving you.’

A momen* later ‘he young Captain stood at stiff attention before the Suprerme Coraali=
der o the United Systems Space Patrol. Commander Grayson was a smell man wi.th greying
hair, a closely cropped mustache, and cold blue eyes. '"AU ease; Captain. You sre not on
the carvet, Youire here to consider a proposition. Will you have a seat and g cigaxr?
There now., 1 suprose you are curious to know the reason for a personal sumuons? *

"I gn indeed, sir. Has something gone wrong? There hasnit been a crisis of any
sort but once since the end of the Wars!®

“Quite right. Curious that you'd think of g crisis. The incident you spesk 0f ——
that affair of the pirates on Canymede., I belisve? —=— could hardly be called a crisis.
The Patrol made shert work of them. But back to czses. I have a mission for you, which
you may accep: or reject, as yocu please. It will ke dangerous, beyond doubt, and if you
accept, you will be expendable. Since I am quite as mystified as you will be, I can't
even give you the 0dds on your returning alive. Itis a rum affair, all the way around., "

Jerry Snield whistled softiy, ''Why do you pick me, sir?"

"You have s fine recond, during the Wers erd since, of exceptional intelligence,
tenacity, and loyaliy. You alss have an vnofficial reputation fo:r taking chances. And
you seem to like tight spots. judging from that iittle scrape in Marsport not long ago.
That sounds to me like the man I want."

“Well, let's have i%, sir. What is this missicn?"

Graysen looked at him sharply. "“Do you know the navigation formul.a for the Neptune-
Jupiter—-Pluto run?"

"Wery well, sir. I ran that route for elmost two years."

"You know it thoriughly?"

"Tyordughly, siri®

Grayson chuckled. "I think not. You haven't been on that sector for nearly a
year, have you?"

NGRS It

"aghout nire months ego two professors from Marterran University presented us with a
revised formula for navigation on that run, based on their most recent observations and
ccmputations. These men, Miramar; frcm Chicagn, and Kion, from Marsport, were not noted
in the field of space navigation, and the Patrol was not much interssted until en wnruly
Lieutenant tried it on a run, and found that the new formula knocked about eighteen
million miles off the trip! The Miremar-Kion Formila hecame the hottest thing in the
Navigation office, end was kept secret except from the spacemen who used it. It has
been used exclusively on the Pluto run for the past eight months, and has saved the
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United Systems many many thousands of dnllars worth of fuel and time, A)L this was very
nice, and everykbody was hoppVe. Tptil the reguler morihly freighier which leZt New York
for Pluto fourteen davs ago disappearer.”

"Disappeared, sir?"

"Disappearedi Into thin air. Its radar commnicabion, which bad been almost contin-
wous throughouvs the voyage. stopoed abiupilye The skip was not sighted hy Uranus at the
expacted time, and it never arrived at Piuto!®

Upnd it carvied ——-&" ,

Vo——two men ard $500,000 worth of fuel oil! Needless to say. two patrol craft were
immediately dispatched from Uranus to trace it. They reached approximately the seme point
in space, and disappeared also. In exactly the same manner. No warnirg, no hint of
approaching dazger. Their radios went dead at the szme time, and they never retuwmed to
Uranus. The shipping companies and the Space Patrol are worried, Shield. Aside from
the fact thas six crack spacemen and a Valuable cargn are lost, this fouls up a very
valuable bgvigation formuia, IZ the sd>lution isn®t found belore the time for the next
morithly run, the Njramav-Kion Formula wiil g0 into the wastebasicet, freight prices will
go up again, and many people will be engry. Worse yet, it will represent a eituation
that the Space Patrol can‘t handle. Under our present system of policing, you reglize
how ali-important our perfect-record prestige becones."

Fieg, sira 1t ‘could open' a regulsr Pandora’s box of trouble if that prestige eags.
Byt just what do you suspect, sir? Pirates?"

Grayson scowled, "I doubt it, We have the system so closely guerded that pirates
are beaten befare they start. Look at the Ganyuede outfit! They didn’t even get away
with their first attempt. No, the only other sulution “hat I can imagine is a spaCe warp,
end even that doesn't ring txue to the clircumstances. Well, Shheld, that is your Sask.
Pick your ship and copiioi, and find out what happened $o those shipse There's ten
thousend dollars reward and two months vacation waiting for you if you accept and bring
back the answer. You will find full briefs on the case in this packet. Will you
accept the mission?"

Jerry Shield snepped to attention and saluted, He grinned as he replied. "Captain
Shield just left; siri"

Twenty-four hours later Jerry Shield sped out of the Earth's atmosphrere in his own
ship, the "Devil Doll", His cop-lot was en old friend of his, Tom K;nney, & Lieutenant
from the Mars sector, He and Shield were discussing the problem as the Captain placed
the ship on autcmavic elong tae Miranar-Kion formulaa

“Just what is a space warp, Jerry? I've been In space a long time, and I've heard
of them, but I figured thay wers just sea stories., Just how do they work?!

"Well, supprse ycur Leather belt were a strip of spaze, In order to get from one
end to the other, you wculd have to travel &se entire length of the belt, rignt?"

"Ri gh.te 1t :

“0.K., now suppose you warped your belt around until the two ends touch. To get
from one end to a point halfway along the belt you'd still have to travel half the length,
but to ges from one end to the other, you'd only need to travel through the two thick-
nesses of belt where they were %toucking. Say you could do that in half a minute. Then
unwarp the belt, and you‘re a* the far end, in no time flat. If a space ship runs into a
large space warp, it could be transported clear out nf *he galaxy in a matter of seconds,
Just whoosh! and they‘re gone: Cervain conditioas, tnknown to us, will cause space
to warp, just like that,"

fom soratched his head. "And ycu think those ships were caught in a space warp?"

"No, Tom, I do not."

Tom looked at Jerry in surprise. "But what then? Wpat else could spirit away a
five hundred ton freighter beycnd a trace in open space? Oxr a couple of fast fighters,
for that matter. Why nct a space warp?" '

"For one thing, when a ship approaches o space Warp. its radio konks out gradually,
getting weaker and weaker until ii's gone. And the centrols start acting up long before
the ship is caught. The pilot 1s warred, and cen maneuver out of it, and the home port
is on th the trouble from the way the radio acts, Furthermore, a space warp is a
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momentary occurrance, in almogt every case --— it's here one minute and gone the next.

Two days elapsed between the disappearance of the freighter and the Patrol ships. And no
indicstions were given by any of the suips of mechanical or radio failure of aay kind,

if you notice the briefs."

"So you rule our pirates and space warp in one bresth. What does that leave to
anticipate?" :

Jerry shock his head, "Nothing. Absolutely nothing that I cen think of. I know
one thing for sure, though., If three shops venish in thin air, they went someplace, and
their diseppearance was caused by someone or something. I aim to find out what!'"

Tl arrengements had been made for the trip. The snip was in constant radio
coutact with Patrol Stations on all the planets cn the ‘approach to the crucial area. As
the trip prugressed, the '"Devil Doll" was sighted first by Mars, then by Neptune, and
finslly by Pluto. Nothing out of the ordinary hed been noted on the way, and the two
spacemen were ready for anything that ceme their way.

Abcut 1400 the third day lom woke Jerry excitedly. "Up and at ‘em, Jerry! It's
time to bhe on our toes. We're ap.rosching ths exact spot vhere the other ships dis-
sppeared, and if nothing happens we ghould be sighted by Uranus within g okt

Boih men crowded up to the scenner, and peered out into the biank, black void,
colorless except for the countless hrillisnt sters visitls ana the dull grey vody of
Uranus dead anead., Jerry studied tuae position map closely."

“Wou're right, Tom! %We'll be at almost the exact location in a matter of minutes.
At that time, either something will hapren, OT else we've missed the boat entirely. I
rather think something will happeni"

And something did happen. Right then. The ghip gave a powerful lurch, throwing
both merr to the floor. Jerry lay there for a uoment stuaned, and then drew himself vp
on one elbow. '"Tém: Are you hurt?" No answer. Tom was out cold. And Jerry let him
be where he was. Something wes wrong with the ship. It was soO still =—-—e

The ship was still and silent as a tomb.,

Fpantically, Jerry fell into the control seat. He opened the space drive valve
wide., No response, He threw on the reverse valve. ©Still no reaction. Ee turned in
alarm to the position indicator.. The little red dot had disaodpeared.

Tom Ksnney groaned and rolled over. Then he sat vup as though Le had been stung.
"Jerry! \nat happened? ‘I can't hear the space drive." -

#Tt's dezd! Something has killed all our power!" :

The two men returred to the control seat. Tom snapped back the shutter on the
scanner and let out -a low whistle. '"Now, where in blazes did that come from?"

HWha-f;?H

*Land! A1l sorts of it: Jerry, we nearly ran iwto sasolatrest

Myat's ridiculous. There isu't any plenst nere to run into. We weren’t anywhere
near a landfall a minute agoi"

"Well, brother, we ere now! Taie a look!™ :

Tt was so. They were abcut a mile off ground, hanging motionless over a planet so
smell that they could see its curvature at thst neight. TFar below they could see men,
many of them., 4nd ever sO slowly the ship was settling down to the earth below. 2

"Well, whoever they are, they must have gotten hold of a power-xiller. I thought we
had destroyed all of them after the WaTs. Ty Martians were the only ones that had them,
gnd they had cnly a few. And vy didn't we see this place? We couldn't have h¥e. a '
space warp —— 1'd have imcwn a guarter of an hour before we got into it. And there
just TSN®T ANY FLANET HIRTY

The two men stood motionless beidre the sceaner sad tried to get a clear view of
the men below. Were they Darthunen, hartieas, or Venusians? Tpey were the only civiliized
races in the systems that they knew of. Apd from the appearance of the city they were
approaching, these people wers civilized,

With a dull jolt the ship struck ground. Tom and Jerry saw several of the men come
to attention at the aprroach of ancther in a bright yellow and tlue tunic. This man,
apparently an officer, was accompanied by two others in similar dress. All the men
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carried weapons similar to the Earthmen’s atom-blasts,
m, B - ", - L)
Tem brcke the silenase. "W3ll, al least we aren’t unarmed. Spall we go out, or
maks a stand for i42M - ' .
Jerry withirew his avom-hlast, aimed it cerefully at the bulkhead, and pulled the

trigger. A dull click. He smiled dolefully ut Tom and threw the g on the ficor, "The
pover-killer diesn’s miss wuch. Looks to me liike we %uke their terms for a whiie. Let's

Thev opened the inner iock and stepped into the pressure chember. Jerry checked the
gavge, and it read off automatically, "Gpavity, 3% norm; oxygen % below norm; pressure
s trifle above noime We should be all right. Adjust your gravity constant.” He opened
the outer lock znd steppec out onto the ground.

Tye officer in the blus tunic stodd ebovt six yards from the ship, his atcm-blast
leveled. As the cccupants of the ship steppad down to the ground, his expression changed
from ceuticn to disgusi. Ee stepped forward a pave cr s¢ arnd spoke in stmangely iaccented
English, "8y it®s another ship frem Ezrth. I might have known, Welzome to ouxr home,
Barthmen. I am Amal, Lisutenant, Tpperial G,a-d, st your service." A4 smirs crossed his
face as he casually slipped ths gun intc a side nolgter,

Jerry's face reddened with anger. "Captaln Jerry Saheld, of the United Systems Space
Patrol, on a speciz) mission frem che office of the Eigh Coumand, Any attempt on the part
of enyone to detain me or prevent me frea the accomylisnment of my mission constitutes
high treason, and is punisiighie by death. here ave my credentials fcr your inspectiona"

As Ama). inspected the pzpars, Jerry twied to denide 1o wha® race the man belonged.
He siood over six feet ©sll, and adpeared anatemically sizilar to Earthmen, except for his
light brosm skin of remarxably fine texture, and his very large brcun eyese de had coal
black hair, neatly combed, snd ratier large, periect eyehrows; ctherwise his bedy sceued
free of Lair,

Amal looked up from the crzdentials, folded thenm, and placed them in his tunic.

With a smile he hi‘s lips, he said, "Itv grieves me thai i must detair ycu, but I am under
orders, We will spare uo effori to make you comfortable. Your mission undoubtedly is
concerned with the disappearence of thres c¢f your shops and their crews, sO you could
accompiisn nothing Uy going exy further. Snall we go?*

1oust & miaute, Lisutenant. My mission épals entirsly with the disappearancs of
those ships. You'd betier tell me-what you know abcut is, and tell me immediately.

Wpere did they go, and now did they disappear?® ;

A2l smilad. You shouid know, Captain. You've just dcne exactly the same thing
yourself, yeu know! I am neither free nor inclined to dc any explaining at tals time.
You will be escorted at this time helore our Lesier, who will quesiion ycu and determine
your dieposition.! His face was no longer sniling. Nt anctner word, Captain --— 1f
you pieasel™

The Barthmen 1ooked at 2ach other uneasily, and followed the tall men. Throvgh one
large huilding they went, dowd a curvirg reap, 2nd into the dbuilding heyond. It was a
beautiful, majestic building. muoouh and plecsing curves replacing the harsh corners sO
fomilisr to the vrisorers. They follswed Ayl inio a large foyer and approached an imm-
ense door that swurg silently cpeu a3 they neaveld it. 4in old man stood in the moom, with
a young woman at his f=setl. Trgetner they langhisd at some bit of humcr as the group of
men from the ship envered,

The girl saw them first, end se00d up, surnrise cn her face. Jerry Shield gasped
inwardly; never in his life hao a seen such o beaulifal womwn. Eer large brown €yes
looked direcily ints his end his mind whirled at the beauty of hzr face and the lithe
attractiveress of her body: 3na smiled faintliy and Touchad the old man's arm. "Father,"
she said, "we seem to have visiters:"

Your Bxcellency!" cried smal., "Two Zcre Ferthmen have been landed this hour. T
have brought them directly to yea. according o my orders. The dsik haired one is the
leader, & Capbain in their Spuce Fafirol. 4

Te old msa tumed to then, his face darkening with anger. He looked hard at the
two Egrtuman, and then cried in a bitter voice, "You people are most aggravaiingly
stubbcrmi How long will it be before you learn that you must not approach this part of
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the heavens? I thought that two experiences would teach you, but no, you keep coming! I
don't like this, Amal, I don't like it et all -~ are you sure this was necessary?"

"gbsolutely, sir. They were less than a minute awey from the Shield when we cut
them off. We could take no risk of tneir broadcasting -- "

"No, of course not." He turned beck to Shieid. "Captain, why have you come? I
know about your new navigation formula-- for once I heartily curse progressive science--
but why have you come? Could you not realize that if three of your ships disappeared,
yours would do just the same?"

: Jerry Shield regarded the old man in silence for a few seconds. Then he said, "I
was sent by the Supreme Commander of the United Systems space patrol to discover and
return witlh the solution to a most puzzling occurance-- the disappearance of three space
vessels, apparently into tiin eir. I strongly suggest, sir, that you, whoever you may
be, supply e suitsble explanation or you shall receive much trouble, and quick punishment
by the Space Patrol for your piracy!" . _

The Leader chuckled. "If you receive an expianation, it will only be to gretify
your curiosity, as you cannot be allowed to return to your people. As for punitive
measures, L fear we are quite outsice the domain of your Space Patrol. Oh, don't worry,
‘Captain, you will not be hermed. Yon will be given s complete mental reorgenization to
prepare you for a happy and uscful life here with us. The men from the other ships are
quite happy with us. I shall, for your sske, explain how the ships "vanished", and
enswer a few questions.

"This planet-- it is a planet, you know-- is unknoun to you for a very simple
reason: we wished it to remain unknown to you. By a complicated process of polarizing
our outer atmosphere, we formed a simple screen which rsunders us invisible from the
outside. Until a few weeks ago, we were contentedly unimoim to the inteiligent peoples
in this corner of the galaxy. That is the way we intended to remain. Then, Jjust
twenty-three days ago, by your time computations, a swace ship from your planet made its
way steadily toward us until we wers forced to bring it down. We used a simple power
neutralizer to prevent the broadcasting of an alarm and to stop the siip, and made the
two pilots quite comfortable with us here,

"We learned from them that the ship approached us because of a new navigation
formula which fell directly across our orbit at this time of jear. Naturally we took it
for grented that the disappesrance of one ship would discourage the further use of that
formula, but the original siip was sooa followed by two smaller ones, and then by you.
You seem to be a stubborn lot, but perhaps now your ships will stop coming." /

Jerry scowled in anger. '"Yon don't undersiend Hartimen very well, I see. We are,
above all, a fraternal race of people. If one of our numbers disappears, we want to
know why. If I do not estsblish communicatvions wivi: iarth within a very short time, you
will have the entire Snace Patrol approaching yur pianct in battle formation. We number
more ships than you could possibly keep cn this clanet. This, I think, is fair werning!"

The Leader sighed. "It is a pity. Tou see, we can see them, but they cannot see
us. Our science and technology is comperitively far advanced. We are prepared to
protect the secrecy of this nlenet's existence by any means, however drastic. And you,
Captain, must uot return to revesl tlhis secret, 1'm afraic. We must not be discovered
by your people for many centuries yet-- if ever-- at any cost!"

"But why? What is so secret sbout en oxdinary planct supporting men? You seem
civilized; why will you kill innoceat people to remain u.discovered Ly other civilized
people?" : .

"Because you are not only a fraternal people, Japtain. You are also a warring
people. When warring people rescs tiis planet, the vltimate destruction of the universe
is close at hand. That is all you can kriow. Your sudience. is ended. Amal, escort your
charges to their quarters. Their reconditioning will begin in the morning!" With this
the sncient man turned to his beautiful desugater. '"Llesna, I am sorry to disturb you
with this sordid affsir. Run down to prepare for the dinner, and worry not about it
He turned and left the room.
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Jerry's eye was caught by the girl-- a long, beautiful look-- and he felt his heart
race as che smiled, slowly, a little sadly. Despair was replaced by a desizre for schion.
He tapved Tom lightly on the wrist, and suddenly swung on fral. & hard right {threw the
tall man on the floor. Jerry turned on one of the guards, as Tom laid the other out cold
with a quick left. Three others ran up from the door and joincd the fight. For a moment
Jerry thought the impossible had heppened and that they wouid g5t awey, when suddenly, a8
a smard fell with a groan to the floor, Jferry fel®t a sharp prick behind the eax. The
bottom seemed to fall out of everything, and blacimess swizled up over his mind. &ll he
could think of as he lost consciousness was a begutifvl face with deep brown eyes gnd a
sad smile---.

inen the men regained consciousness the sun was low on the horizon. They iwere on
beds in a spacious suite, equipped with every modern convenience. A window revealed a .
large courtyard, bounded on the far side by the pelace from which they hed ccme. Behind
this building they could see their ship, shining in the setting sun.

"What happened, Jerry?"

"Dope of some kind. Lord, am I gtiff! Worked quickly, whatever it was. Let's see
if we can get out of this place." A snort investigation showed him what he expected;
that they were prisoners in the room.

"Well, what do we do now, Jerry:"

"Wait, I guess. Wonder what this reconditioning they spesk of is?"

"Some sort of psychological therepy designed to maze us wiliing inhabitents of this
place, it sowids like. I don't like it, Jerry. We've got to get back to Earth, or
there is going to be much trouble. The 01d lian wiil alwost certainly try to attack with
g large force if we don't show up pretty sconm, and I thick these boys can do just what
they say-- annihilate a whole army if tliey're given the chence."

Tom was interrupted by a knock on the door. It onened, end a guard in blue and
yellow uniform stepped inside with two trays. He set tinem on a table, glanced out into
the hall, and closed the door quietly. He carefully removed his helmet to reveal
flowing black hair--.

"lana! Waat are you doing here?" Both men stood up. "Did your father send you?"

Mio." She sziled. "I came by myself. I wanted to see if you were comfortable."

"Thanks," said Jerry, dryly. "We're as comfortable as nrisoners can get."

"Perhaps I could help you there---."

Jerry turned sharply. "Do you mean that?"

"0f course I do. It would be very aangerous, but i%t could be done."

"Pirst, answer some questions. How do you neoyle speak Tnglish 80 well?"

"We learned it from our first vieitors from Lardh."

"In three weeks?"

"fe hLave mechanical aids to learniang. Our vocabulary is quite limited as yet."

"ijell, that's very clear. Now, whal's bacome of those first men to arrive here?"

"They are happy citizens here on this vlanet. Taey believe that they have always
been here, and remember no othzr homs. Our recoaditioning system is very thorough."

np11 right, now. Here's the sixty-four acollar question. Wnhat is the secret of this
planet that must be so closely guardec?"

The girl's face clouded, aud she looked et the floor. "I dare not tell you now.

We might be caught, and your possession of the szcret would prove most dangerous to you.
After we are safely on our way to eezrth, I snall tell you"

Iyell, we'll let iv go at thev. Now, oow g1 LN -HAS THATT"

The girl regarded Jerry gravely. "thed is my burgzin, Captain Shield. If I help
you to escape, you must toke me back 1O Berth with you."

"But-~- but how would we exuiain you? W:o couldan't possibly--."

"But you could! Oh, please, Jerry. It's 0 little to asik. This place is driving
me mad. I've heard so much of fartn life from our astroaomers, and I want so much to g0
there! Aand you must get back-- to wern your people not to send ships here. They will
be murdered if you don't. Is it a bargain?"
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Jorry's frowa broke into a smile. Mou're & smart one, Llana. You know very well
tha® %3 heve ro choice. Asd it's not susi a bad bzrgain, at that, ez Tom? Yes, indzed,
if you get us into our ship end away frcm here, we will tale vou with us. You havs my
yord ;"

Tor almost an hour they discussed Llane's plen for escaps. The sun was down when
ghe left, and *three hours lster she returiied #lih tne keys tc the prison house gad thres
giom-blasters. Silently ihey stole éowm the corridor, out a window, aud dexn &n =28cape~
way to the outside of the well. As they epprosched the ship, glezming dully in The
starlight, they stopped und peried company. Tom and Ilara headed straight for the silp
waile Jerry mede for the contxol room on the ovher side of the field. e must discon-
neci the power neutralizer if they were even o nops to leave.

A3 he goproached the control rocm he stoppeds Two guards paced back and forth
ecrnss the paiio in“front of ths building. -Jerry walched closely Zor geverzl ninutes,
ghanning frequently at his watch. One guavd wellked into the deep shadow cf the wall
rear him for the space cf about forty-five seconds. Jerry quickly took stock of
hinself. His boots would pass, his shizt would pass, but it would have to be a quick
J0b— .

Quickly and silently he mcved into the path of the gpproaching guard: the man,
svspecting nothing, welled right into his arms. A quick silent blow end Jerry began
ths quickes®t clothes chapge in his life. In slightly less than a minute he stalked out
into the open petio, in the blue and yellow uniform of the guaird, etom-blaster in the
crook of his aym. '

Slowly he walked toward the other guard. The men was alert; his eyes traveled the
gouare before the door of the contro. rcom, Jerzy's finger tightened on the frigger of
the gun as they passed, without the excziange of a gouid. Oui of the corner of his eye
Jerry webtchad the guard move eway. He gave hinm twenty paces, and started for The ccu-
t10l rocm door at a dead run.

He was almost o the coor before tae guard realized that soething was wrong. In
a1 ingtant a whistle was at his lips, and a long blast scresmed into the dsrkness.

Jerry took careful aeim and puliad the trigger of his atcu~biacter. As the guard fell
Jerry stepped in%o the control roon.

He had to move fast. The damage was done, and in a matter of seconds the field
outside would be alive with guerds. and this time they would shoot to kill. pfter a
moment's difficulty adjusting his eyes to the aimost total darkness, ha spotited the
control panel described by the girl. He was before it in en instent, and plipped
three switches, jamming them down so that they could not be turned off again without
difficulty. The power was on, end the ship could leave! He sterted for the door, and
then stoppsd dead still.

Through the window he sew fivs gnards, g!:s leveled for action, standing about ten
yards from the contrul room door.

Jerry mede his first shot good. The center man fell, his clothing and tody seared.
Jerry ducked to avoid the answering volley. Agzain he fired, but the guards began to
scatter, and the shot went wiid. They hit the ground in g fanned out position, and
made poor targets. Desparsie for time, Jeryvy expozed Limgelf briefly, and csught an
atom blast in *he left shoulder. Agonizing pain shot through his bedy.

Two of the gurards scooted guickly forward. They moved aleng the ground a few feet
and hurst into fisue. Two divect hits, frem the other gide of the square! Tom was with
him. As one of the guerds turaed in surprise, Jerry caught him full in the face with a
ball of szering fire. The last guard, far to the right, rese and fled into the shacows.

Jerry grasped his left arm to kesp it from swinging end made a dash across the
square. He found Tom and Llzia waltiag in the shadows at the other side. Together they
ran for the ship.

Jerry's pain was unbearable. He staggered into the open port first, end glancing
back, saw the square fill with guerds. One of them spotied the Earthmen and began fir-
ing wildly, but the blasts fell awey from the hard steel hull as the man and girl
clambered in.
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With a last effort Jerry slammed the port. "Start her up, Tom, it's up fo you now!"
He groaned, and sank unconscious to the floor.

A few hours later, when the ship was well out of reach of the invisible plenet, and
his burn was cleaned snd bancaged, Jerry lit a cigarette and turned to the girl. ™K,
gister, we've kept our part of the bargain. Now you keep yours. What's the story?"

The girl sank down on a chair beside him. ®I:s'g g long story, and one that I don't
kmow too well myself. You see, my pecple were perhaps the original space rovers. From a
far distent sun they searched end explored the far corners of the gelaxy. My people were
peace loving. They had never fought wars-- they hardly even knew what wars were, yet
everywhere they went they found people fighting o:2e another. In search of a place free
of hatred and war they found your solar system, with its ten plenets, three of them in-
habited by intelligent creatures very gimilar in form to themselves. Pledging themselves
to no interference, they settled on the tiny plenet far from your sun, and began observ-
ing you from there. S

"In the cource of yeers of obsarvation they found that you, too, were warring
peoples by nature. But they elso made a great discovery about their own tiny planet. A
discovery that must be defended et all costs from the hands of warring peoples.

s few people colonized this planet and the invisible shield was erected ageinst the
time you people took to spsce. Since that discovery was made, four hundred years ago, we
have guarded our secret well. You were the first to disturb us, for your formula, unfor-
tunately, threw us directly into your navigation line for three months of the year."

"But what is this secret?"

"That tiny plenet, Jerry, is the most important planet in the universe. All our
mathematics and astronomy have proved our original conclusions. That tiny plenet lies
at the exact mathematical center of the galaxy. That tiny planet is the core of our
universe!

Wou can see the horrible danger involved. You can see that with a science slightly
more advanced than your own at the present time, a warring nation could disrupt the en-
tire galaxy. A slight jarring or explosion on that tiny planet could throw entire suns
and solar systems into roaring hevoc in the heavens; a warring plenet could control the
fate of any planet or sun within its limits. They would almost certainly overstep
scientific boundaries socner or later, and our entire universe would be thrown into chaos
and destruction. Now you cen understand why we had to protect our planet from ell out-
giders. And now you cen understiand why you must never reveal this secret when you return
to Earth."

A week later Commender Grayson reread the investigation report of Captain Jerry
Shield, Earth Sector, United Systems Space Patrol. Tho Patrol lounges were full of gos-
sip, and it did seem strange that this handsome voung men should come back from a secret
migsion with a burnt arm and a pretty giri, bo.h, ostensibly, picked up during a stopover
on Mars. Of course, no such stopover on lMars was recorded, but that was no more distur-
bing then the fact that haltf the airforce ot the Space Patrol hed been intercepted prac—
ticelly at the takeoff by Shield's ship returning. And the report, brief and unexplana-
tory, offered very clear recommnendations: "Mission accomplished. Freighter to Pluto and
subsequent searching fighters lost in a permenent malignant space warp close this side of
Neptune, on the Miramar-Kion formula. Respectfully recommend abandonment of this formula
during the months of iugust, September, and Octobsr of each year.

(sizned) Jerry Shield, Ceptain, U.S.S.P."

The Commander tapped his teeth with kis pencil. Shield hed risked his life, yet the
report offered so little explanation--. With a movement of impatience the man reached
for e telephone. "Inform ell concerned hands with the following. The Miramar-Kion for-
mula for navigation to Pluto will be abandoned during August, September, end October of
each year, in favor of the old formula. Algo prepare leave papers for Captain sShield,
end enclose not only the check for his reward, but my personal congratulations on his
honeymoon., That is all!"

He replaced the telephone and smiled to himself.

((THE END))



Eeeats SPREADING THE FERTILIZER

BY BRill Mieyers

- IMAGINAWION, Dec 1957s A fair~to-ricdlin? painting mokes for the cover this
time, exceptional in that it doesn't have the '“cheap pulp” look a3 have many
previous Hamling rags. The cave-all e¢ffeet is notable, but comparing Malcolm
Smith to an artist such as Kelly Freas would be analozous to comparing a Harley—
Davidson 1o a Mercedes~Benz, They‘rc both superior in their own right.

Edmond Hemilton appears oncce morc with "Pugitive of the Stars'... an un=
‘usual Madge-type title with a breathtaking new plots to gquote Renfrew: "Over-—
throw tho Dictatoris. Anyhoo, Sir Idmund‘s protogonist meets up with the inevit-
able babe, a charming sidekick, and a 0-foot muscle-man who. makes incredibly
intelligent siaterents like "ook—ook". Ah ycs, the cold=blooded villain wha
submits to the hero in.the ende : _ e

"The Fall of Archy House" by Tom W Harris 1is a ' fantastic little ?"”%f
3-D characters who get out of hand, Too short and undcveloped cven to know whep
to rectch, i

Rob't Randall tumbles from uuparallelcd ifeats with aSF, to Imagaination,
with a horribly simple and boring 6-page thing that, after finishing, caused mo
to roturn to the title-poge once moro to discover, incredibly, that Rancdall
did turn out this tidbit of trash.

Bob Silverberg's "Rescue Mission" is a cute plotless little thing. As a
mattor of fact, it's cndless,; t00... in that therc was rothing to the cnding and
there is no end to this typo of stery. Ifm sure more i lyverberg regularity in
the Big 3 rather than the Cruddy 5 would be approciatodjéé wcll as pay off $§38e
Frinstancc, "Run »f the Mill" in the July adFc '

For thosc whe like poker, "House Operator! by S M Tenneshaw might prove
interesting, Personally, I thought it was deadly cull,

Lastly, Garrctt!s "Satellitc of Dcath" oncc more makes hack of the good
olde alien-in-our-midst problcm. Ghadeo. I can stom:eh  poorly-written undevel—
oped cpisodcs, but some originality is a must—— if only a dab,

Bott aiid Lloch are both given much more suvace in which to'develop their
columns thish. OF cuss, llochis proved particularly enjoyable,; all about the
MidWestCon, ctc. DIy the way, he was uncxplainedly cut off in midsentence after
8 pages., Nothing can be more nause: ting than to be gliding clong over a Bloch
fan-column, and RIGHT in the middle of a sentouce, turn the page to "BATTLL OUT
OF TIME was good-— FLIGHT INTO THEL UNKNOWN wos alsc good—— I wish you'!d do away
with TANDORA'S BOX..." nco-nco tripe from the Dark fges of lettcrcolumnsi

MAMAZTNG, Hov 1957 "Children of Chcos" by Ivar Jorgenson (reads like Fair-
man) deals with a handful of radinticn-iut-nts who despise the normals for
sctting off so many bcubs (the cause of their being in such shape) and in
rcvenge plot to take over the world witli bigmwer and bettor bombs, The yarn is
told in a "Brooklynite—coniidential" monner with pages of profanity-variations,

Ralph Burkeis "Lunatic Planct'" has to do with the uglier eide of tcpepathy,
that of the rcvulsion of delving into the vile human subconscious: ' I like the
thome, but the author®s subconzelcus rcvolts mce i

Bill Majoski's Viondy-lMade Wightmare" is a "littlc-men" thing, cven worse
than the "1ittlc men who inhabit our gas majns! hit a few issues back. The plot
is even harder to locate tien the 1litilc meine... I nover found it, by the way.

Attention all Dagle-Man fonse '"Tihe ILady Frnd Wings" is a clever variation!
by Darius John GrangeT,.. Rogle~WOMENs tlhis villain plots to steal the cagle~
women's idol, Muscular couragcous nGro sudicnly docides that swiping the babes'
goldon idol is a nagty trick (after e sicge cf persuasion by o nude eagle—womar
who, of course, proves to be our heroinc). The 3 feature characters converge
on the idol and tho inevitablc denth-battle takes place, Yes, indeeds
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Sproading the Fertilizor (cont'd) page 23
Another even more cxciting new theme ("Pit€h Out" by Kenneth Spaulding):
protagonist stumbles onto a mcans for travelling to a parallel-plane, in a musty

hole in Grand Central Station (one of those inconspicuous secluded places, you
know?). Be that as it may, the '"plot" revolves around the World Series and
bchind~the-scenss dirty work by ball-club owners, utilizing said means of trans—
portation to a world-—of-if., I found it quite dull, even though the hero managess
to travel some 50 blocks of Noo Yawk proper at 7Omph, with a +—-inch gash in his
head. Anyone who lives in NYC can scc the humor behind thiss. :

"The Forgetful Celibate" by I K Jarvis concerns a maroongd spaceman, a whole
rack of canued women, and the absence of the proper type of can—opener; thrilltlg,

Hopscotching the mag for fuggheads..,., Ray Palmer fulfills all our hearts'
desires with a complete checklist of UFO books,., the Space Club is snowballing
in popularity... we have a new boockreviewer who revicws in a frightfully dull
manner... and a fair lettercol, an improvement from the usual "cruddy" since
there!s some sort of controversy concerning fanletters to rrozines. Though the
opinions of the fellow under fire are worthy of agreement, it's apparent he's a
snot, so I rcmain neutrala

FANTASTIC, Nov 1957: The 2 stories I liked most dcalt with logic and psych-
ology: "World of Traitors" by Rog Phillips, & "Thc Cosmic Trap" by Gerald ¥ance.
Rog's is a neatly workecd idea which very simply stalemates 2 opposing powers——
obviously he had present "Powers" in mind, thus his very minor secondary plot
concerning Earth "50 lightyears away" doesn't scem to mix too well with the
story propere The fine Finlay illo doesn't illustrate any specific portion. of
the story, but what the hell-— it's Finlay.

Thuther fairly entertaining yorn is a rather amateurish dip into psychology
and human nature but still refreshing after so much Z-D crud, It's a spatial
variation of the "marooned triangle"—— 2 men and a woman stranded in a space-—
ship for five years at the very lcast, Instcad of cmploying the "share and
share alike" method (it scems morc scnsible to me than trying to cut the other
fellow!s throat, but I'm unmarricd so this is only theoretical), the characters
raise great complications, sparked mainly by the husbandis jecalousy. Tske.. toa
bad this theme could not have becn exploited with the all of them single, Any-
hoo, the lengthy editorial notes (undoubtedly by the author himself, as they
were quite entertaining and amusing to mec, and Fairman is ncver entertaining
and amusing) were the real moat of the thing, in my opinion. Hilarious bits
about the nearby crew of psychologists, ctc.

The cover story is "The Wife Factory" by Clyde Mitchell, a Dream Worlds
thing about crcating women from thin air. Phrows science to the birds of course
but the author scems to get a huge kick out eof writing the sliing,- . washulscould
say the same about recading it. ;

E K Jarvis! "Call Her Satan" (one of thosc criginal titles) is the olde
hero/hcroine/villain thing., Set in Conan-type surroundings, but naturally it's
far from Conan. 15 pages of hack.

You know, I don't like E K Jarvis' writing at all.

Another overworked theme is in "Tool of the Gods" by Lawrence Chandler...
only a fow fertile men are left in the world and (of cuss) they make the most of
it. Time comes when their importance begins to diminish, and that doesn't sit
too well with them.

GeL.Vandenburg's "Who Stole Carncgie Hall?" has a little old alien who
plays a fiddle and makes off with guess-what after causing great complication.

I think I'11 go all-out with my rcview of this one, and say IT STINKS,

Hmmm, .. what's loft? Pugzles, interesting little facts that nono of us can
do without, more boring book rcvicws, and a dead lettercol,

Sickening Valigursky cover, too. Wow,
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OTHER WORLDS, Oct 1957: fAn honcst--to-Chod cover paintingi No stfilm cutay
no "Palmer paintings?—- an actual welli-produccd cover. Will worders ncover CcCasCe
The bluc field backing up the painting lends to tie generel attractivencss,

Tho cditorial thish is (wiknowingly, I presumc) talen over by Harry Warner,
with a reprint of his S¥FP #6 article "The Cutlike Dinosaur', RAP endorscd it
with overly--thick sarcasm, dhich sickened Ic.

Alexander Blade'!s "Blackehecdis Angel" is similer to Shaver's "Quest of
Braii" in the July issue, in that both of thew set me off and running to the
ncarcst safec place to throw upe I can't wery well sketch in any sort of idea of
the ‘Flot, “since I 'don't thinlk there ds:one. :

"Colfilm" by William Groy is also lacking in plot and development. At lcast
in this ono +he author chose to tell the rcader whot was coming off, but what was
coning off was very, very ubintercsting.

MThe Heart's Long Wait® by Chas Poutenay was the only one of the four picces
of fiction which I enjoyed. It remindad me somewhat of Asimovis "I'm in larsport
Without Hilda" (November Venture) excepl that here the protagonist is just leav—
ing instcad of arriving. licrc. scntimentality here and more detective-iype jazz
in Asimovis, but tlicy both carry on the same type intriguing bits of seX.

Speaking of Fonftenay, I woa in Naghville last weckend and just ol sINCIES
decided to look up his name in the phoncbook., Lctually I didun't think I'd find
it (I have an improssion of anthors as sunglasnces~g—szortshirt=type fellows
luxuriating by the backyard swimaing~pool sipring a mint-juicp; their names
ormitted from the phenebeok for fear of annoying calls from the rabble), but there
it Wag:.e Charles L-Fontenay! T wag so.shockecd by finding it there that I didn't
even call him, but ran back heme shrieking.

"Pillaxs of Delight" by Stan Rayeeraft was the worst of all in OW. This one
tries to take in so many Tanteastic conecepts thet it just dowsunit give the poor
0old sense of -wouder a chance. Thiz type of story continually gripes me: itfs a
plot composed: of many plots and yet only a very minor one is solvcd., Heze,. fom
instances a man's ship is wrecked; it expledes. In the ocean, surrounded by
sharks, he somchow wakes his way to a desewt island with an arm chewed off and
bleeding to death--- and is attacked by convibals. He has no weapon and they have
spears, TUT SUDDENLY HE DICCOVARS THAT IIE HAS A POCKETXHNIFE?! and the story ends,

Guy Terwilligeris fan--coluumn finally sees print and is fairly well done.

No objections have I at thc moment, but with such cn opportunity as this, Guy
could do better.

Allen Glasmoris pome “In the Year 2001 is o camouflaged plug for OW., The
gzine is completed by a lengthy goskwow lesterool,

This is a poor OW, 1o quote fricnd Ldrms; RAP seems to be "Dredging tho
Cesspoolti,

FANTASTIC UNIVERSE, Doc 1957: Tulay sccems to bave talien over the cover
spot on FJ., Too nuch trouble to clizck, but I believe he's donec every cover
since the Ja h issue. Iie's not a bod paintery; his consistent appearance on cach
FU cover is not ncarly so discomfiting as the Valigursky blob on each Z-D raga

Noursc's load novelet "Feor Zraph .in excertional for TU in that it's well-
written, has 2 better than average plot, ond rroved quite entcrtaining, After
the dull "Martyr" in the Jon ish, this proved to bte quite a surprise, Neatly
worlced—out tale concerning the political rateace oround 1662, the seemingly
endless ColdWar, and coutrol of thc masses by SyIip-y prepaganda.  And, of
course, the answer to this mess, which the horo sleuthfully stumbles upon, Good,

David C, Knight®s "The Love cf Irarz Liincteun® is more typical of FU: couple
of robots fall in love, discover tlhiey have cmotiond, scck independence, etc, Not
written very well, and all in all, guite trivial,
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(more on FUX "My Father, the Cat" by Henry Slesar is a wacky little thing
whose protagonist, son of a fairy lady and a cat, faccs the ticklish situation
of introducing his (mundane human) finacee to his father, Fantasy?

Equally wacky or morc so is Thcodore Pratt's "Inside Stuff" which surpris-
ingly turns out fairly entertaining. Young Gastric Juice and 0ld Gastric Juice
work the same stomach; Young G.J. falls in love with a piece of Celery who for—
sakes him for a Bonbon; andese..

Kornbluth, in "Requiom For a Scientist", pins dovm same of Ivan Sonderson's
very unscientific statements, and does a fairly good job/it. Sanderson, on the
dofensive in "Comments From a Scientist", worms his way out of the accusations,
not very cffectively.

And of coursc, good old "Shapes in the Sky" is with us again, quoting some
mysterious incidents concerning the supposed sounds of UFOs. DNext month we'rec
again to be trcated to more entcrtaining instances, these conccrning the smell
of UFOs. Wow,

"Moment of Truth" is a short cffective venturc into the imaginative world
of a psychopathe.

Rob't Shea's "Resurrcction is a short-short that would best be left unment-
ioncd.

The "cover story", "rhc Forgotten Ones" by Stephen Bond, is really not 2
story— mostly just an entirely unnecessary description of the cover.

L Sprague de Camp's "Ignatius Donnely, Pscudomath" is a short article on an
unsung questionablc hero. Rather boring.

Lestly, Ken Bulmer offers "By the Beard of the Comet", a hilarious story
that Ken apparcatly had fun writing.

Would be a good FU if the 2 short-shorts and the UFO column were omfitteds

SEEDING THE FURROWS: (A scction of a column of a department of a fanzine)

The SATURDAY EVENING POST, Oct 19, 1957: The illustration to "The Prisoned
by Max Gunther makes the story's stfish nature knowvn to the rcader immediately.
Tt's a very old theme—— a city (or in somec cases a housc, a farm, etc) is slyly
scooped from the earth and teken to an alien planet to be observed by the cap-—
tors. I honestly don't scc why this made the POST unless the writing (which was
I admit, quite good) happened to appeal to the editoxr,

FUTURE, Fall 1957 (#34): A short story that deserves mention is "A Gun For
Grandfather" by none otlier than (CRYstaffor) I M Busby. Looks like old Buz is
a filthy pro now and I may have to review many more of his stories in the futura
Ghastly thought, but we can't subject Eug to the torture of reviewing his tales
objectivelys Soe... "A Gun For crandfather" has to do with a ncw motive behind
the paradox of going back in time and killing one's own grandfather. The ending
was not-as big a shocker as would be cxpccted of this type of story, but ncver-—
theless, the story was guite good and fine original writing was employed. I~
this is_an exomple of F M's work, I predict _more Busby sales in the future. ;
N e e e e R P Y - T () Bill E Meyers—=~==

Bill, therc's absolutely nothing like being in the
cditorial chair and stuck with the job of typing stencils plugging one's ovm
material— makes a fellow feel sort of quictly Pelmerish, typing up a2ll that
nice ecgoboo for me, This is the kind of revicw that authors like— a loyal
review. I knew all along, Bill, that you werc the Right Kind of Man for the
CRY, and you have vindicatcd my judlgment. Boy, it would sure be nice 1f I
could give you a chance to vindicate that ol! judgment every month, this way.

Seriously, thanks, Bill. Hope I didn't chop the column too badly in my
ficrce determination mot to go past the end of this stencil and avoid lousing
up the succeeding page-—numbers. —=F1B
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CRY OF THE RI

. 4 .
An advantege enjoyed ouly by publicatlons & .aa) [ : NR”\-tj
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produced by a group rather than by an indi- (= N [:Q V
. . . . ) i el g
vidual is ithe ease with whick the readers TF Nk ey S
1 : N L{ o ( lig kS ) Y
can be confused and kept off balance by a ol o 3 /;4/
continual shift in editorial personalitles. :chgL;:*. A
This letter column is a prime example., Look YIS } o / 'r?,
through your back issues of the CRY -- Rl SR ﬂ-?
. ; cn (g1 L ‘. e
be glad to sel} you soge if you d?h ? have \»fﬁ;“/\\mwa ////>?\\”
any -- and notice how impoesible it iz to | @??\\ v \\ﬁg,
predict who will be responsible for nutting AT \\ /3\ }// ?\
the snide and slanderous inszults at the % ”/2}% i } \
bottoms of the letters each issue. Toskey, \ !

of course, handles this section mo=t of he time, but never consistently enough
that you readers can ever be sure. You jusi never kuow until it's toc late which
issue o Busby or a VWeber or & Pemberton or a Preifer or a (imazine this if you
can) Garcone will %ake over. This tine, for inctunce, Burnett Toskey and F. M.
Busby went through their wusual routine of flipping to see who would run the risk
of commenting on the letivers %his issue. Toskey nicked heads and Busby had to be
satisfied with tails, but this time I lended typewriter side up and had to take
the  job myself, I might as well admit it -- I'm Wally Heter.

With this terrible uncertainty as to whem or what they'll be dealing with,
those readers who write letters to this column have a terrible struggle on their
typing tentacles just to find a satisfactory salutation to bezin their letters.
Take another look ilhrough your beck issues and notice the incredible variety of
salutations that have been used in the past. I doubt that anything has equalled
it since Planet Storiec folded {..:0b.,.). Tow look through the letters in this
issue and no-te how I'ew c¢f them, if any, have unoririnal salutations.

And spenking about the letters in this issuve, we'd better get on with them
before all ol you confused and off balanced readers o &away.

o
)

GHOD REST YOU MERRITT GENTLEUEN
€83 Sent. 1957
Prilliant B--t---s5:

A shame that the incomplete salutaticn above (lcst the PC smite ye) has
degenerated into an epithet oi nbusc; ah Zor the drvs when to call someone, for
example, the D of Scattle was to*indizate that at the very least he was a VIP ...

I'm rightly served, by nisunderstanding, for trying to toss off a clever
phrase, to wit: "an anechronistic lence for the anechronistic i. MerFietl .k
dubbed A "anachronietic" becousc hc was writins pretentious nothings in a style
long obsolete et the tiue lic wrote WThe “Moo0.l Pool", ot~ that he' was the only one
writing that way at the time, but thet 1t was hig misfortune (a) to assume that
this was the way to write great fanteasy (h) 1ot to reslize that he started out
with two estrilkes againgt him, since the posiibilitics of this style, for his pur-
poses, had already been nearly crhausted. I dubbed the defense "anachronistic?
boecause  the points I have been nalziag & hoVy el naturerof critici sm -are Mot thinga

droamed up mysclf, but points which have heen stated and reostated innumerable
times in the past century or so. Auyone who focls that criticism should be
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"constructive” and "helpful” and "positive", etc., has a right to feel that way;
he has a right to express himsslf, tco. But Le'd better prepare to be swatted
nontheless.

I said that the possibilities of the style
Merritt chose for his purposes had been "nearly I,
exhausted" long before he started to work with them; 7 e
most critics might cavil at that "neerly”, but I'll / '\
stick with it on the grounds that it isu't impossible /
to do a valid wor!z of art in a scemingly-defunct ) ‘
style. One example of success is quite well known, {
although it is not the work of one person; nor did !
the authors consciously set out to create great
literature. Zxactly why the translators of the
King James Bible chose the literary style of halfl
a century gone may be due to a fecling that the
then-present speech, usages, literary styles, etcs,
would not display proper reverence toward the
subject-matter. Result: a literary masterpiece
" which partly defeated its purpose -— to bring
the scriptures to all in a lenguage "understanded
by the people". The obscuritics multiply inverscly
with the beauty of the language, particularly in
the New Testament which was originally sct down ;
in the vulgar and common idioms of the day -- not ; (13 l*aJ”S)
in classic, or learned, or literary Greck. 550 Y &

I don't agreec that bMerritt's work was "... of the lowest order, for this period
is best typificd by a new style of writinzg ...": (a) it's bad, but by no means the
worst (b) while %he style contributec to the cffect, style alone isn't the answer;
"The Moon Pool" would have becn just as bad fifty years earlier, and for the same
reasons —— the author was going throuzh the motions; he had nothing to say
(c) works done in the new style which typifies the period are not therefore good;
you can have pretentiousness in any style and at any time.

Bill Meyers: Therc were long gaps between the re-rcadings of "Moon Fool".

On the other hand, I've read the John Carter books at least three times, enjoyed
them no less (in different ways) each time, and can easily imagine going through
them ogain in the future. On the hizher planc, I've read Dickens' "Christmas Carol
more than a dozen times and am not tired of it at all. On a still higher plane,

I'm not tired of "War And Peace" or "Doi Quixote"; and on a lesser plane, I'm not
tired of "Around the VWorld in 80 Days".

In reference to young hopefuls with their first issues of fan wmagazines: 1if
you're reviewing for the purpose of %telling other Tons whether this new one is worth
their money and reading time, then you have to state the facts in the instance —
particularly if it's semi-illiterate as wany fan magazines have been. While not
taking back anything I said about the necessity of calling the shots plainly in
criticism, I'll grant you that the critic who invariably uses an abusive tone is
not doing his work well, however sharp his insights and judgments. There are
degrecs of literary crime, end all offenders are not guilty of the highest mis-
demeanors all the tiwme; besides, the "angry wen" approach defeats its own purpose
when used indiscriminately. If an author is to be lienged, drawn, and quartered
for occasional sloppiness oif thought or style, what is the proper punishment for a
Shaver?

R. A. W. Lowndes
COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, Inc.
241 Church St.
Kew York 13, New York
Zghaver? But this is a family fanzine. WWE7
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OPEN LETTER TO CHAMPION, DERRY, ¢ ASSORTED SIADOYS
21 October 1957

Unfortunately, I can not return the flattering narrative hook of John's open
letter. I've seen seemingly clecr ctatements of wine nisinterpreted, not only into
fuggheadism, but imbecility bordering on the supernatural.

Ideally speaxking, everyone who pretends to be a critic should provide his
readers with a definition of Art so lucid and self-evidently true that all who read
will instantly agree. He should also state, with egually clear and simple effective-
ness, what he helieves Art ought to be.

Sadly, such has never happened in this wicked world. (I'm surec you'll all
acree.) BSome criticz have tried to present infallible decrees on what Art is.

Meny have operated under this sort of' srilogism:

lajor Premise: T know what Art is.

Miner Freunise: Art is what Art ought to be.

Conclusiomn: I know what Art ought to be.,

Corrolary: That which is not what I know Art ought to be

is not irt.

Necdless to sey, few critics will mccept that the Harer Premise applies to any
critic excent themzelves.

I don't apply it to mvcelf. But almost anyone who has somne interest in the
question alzo has convictions on what Art ought <o be. Convictions are not made
to be expreased tepidly., While we have ell sinned, ond ought to rerove the nurk
from our own stvles before decrying the mud in other sties, one can not correct
error by ignoring it in the spirit of charity. So, whan I'm engaged in rapid fire
on error, I rust admit tliat now and then a zelve will be directed against shadows,
defenseless noncombatants, znd an occasional clly.

Overzealousncss is a serious fault eand carries a heavy penalty with it =- the
defcat or cerruption of its intended cnd,

Apparently we do not agree upca the nnture of "destructive criticism'. However,
if, by this phrase, you mean "self-destructive criticism" -~ criticism wherein the
tone and manner of the critic is so offensive as to obscure his point -- then we
are in agreement. But one of wuy major premises is that only criticism which ignores
or praises bad work is destructive to Art.

And “he minor premise that zoes with this is that criticism which ie not de-
structive is constructive. It is constructive in thet it Ls designed to reveal and
correct whet the critic believes to be fault -- not so mueh an instruction to authors
as to readerc. It.is not the critic's job to prevent anyone from reading bad writ-
ing, but, rather, to let the public know whet bad writlng is. We can safely assume
that the mejoriiy will neither understand ner ceare; the critic is concerned only
with those who are capable of ledrning, and who wont to leorn.

What I was not defending then, and
what I will not defend now, was the =seif-
destructive element in some of the critical
writings of Elish, knight, #rd Lowndes; I
was defending their position. TIor did I
intend to eay that & Merritt considered

himself o "great artist". What: T did in- 4

23 /
tend, ‘and thought T hed seid, was thatithe e
! Hye e o Y
internal cvidence shows that Merritti wos %

going through thie motions of creaid Atz
T did not mean to condern Merritt for
going through the motions, but merely to

point out as strongly as poscible that faese

rotions were me~ningless in his work., To o
sav anything nore about the men would Le st~

. . R e Ft ke
not only mind reading, but spiritisn, (3RS

neither of which I believe in.
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o one can say with finality what all the rotiong of creating might be, but
sorie become quite apperent. If, for example, I were to fill music paper with
recognizable signs oand notations -- comnuon to almost any full orchestral score --
on experiences musician would readily perceive that I had gone throush the notions
of writing mueic. Poseibly, were this "score" to be performed by an orchestra, it
night show oudible sigas of continuity from hezinning to end. The trained music
critic, however, would most likely report that all I was doing was going through the
motions —- thot this wes merely a collection of devices which sald nothing. This
does not mean thot some people might not like it, or be very much talken with parts
of it, even as 1 like soume of Merritt's “ales. But that would not impeach the
judzement of the critic.

Mr. Derry is by no neans the first to notice that my style is murky. In fact,
iy editoriaels fall into three clossifications: murky, murkier, murkiest. The merely
murky are those finished ten minutes before deadline; the murkier, I had a chance to
read over before sending then to the printer; the murkiest were finished a day
before deadline, and I had a chance to worl them over and let someonc else read them.

ell, some have said it's nics nurk ilf vou can get ST

ROBERT AUGUSTINE WARD LOYINDES

Zgome_may have said +<hat, but have you ever neard from then since? WALLACE WESLEY
WEEER/ ?

AND HEXT WE HAVE... EGADI ARE YOU IN LLL THE ROOMS?
23 October 1957
Clever yCleptlessnecssess:

Another murky letier for you.

Looking over the Derry letter again, I sce I've neglected a rather important
point -- specifically, where Chick says, "31ish'c stories, including the ones printef
bv R.A.W.L. are all examples of the sane thing he conderms in Merritt. Blish is
cuilty of padding, repetition, purple pessages for %their own sake, and just plain
cloudy phrasing.”

First of all, the "You're anotheri" response, even if correct, does not detract
from the correctness of the original charge. The question is not whether the pot,
too, is black -- but whether the pot, irrespective of its own coler, has observed
and reported its ohservations accurately. To eriploy the "pot calls the kettle black
or the "you're anothor" arzumcnt net only proves rothing, but arouses suspicion
that, reelizing vou're wrong, vou're tryinz te wrigzgle out of it by changing the
subject. (I said "arouses cuspicion", mind -- not "proves"; many people use the
byou're another" responsc under the illugion thet it is an intelligent and effective
argunent; others usc it as a way of indicating that they don't consider the subject
worth consideration,)

flowever, Terry has not ecstoblished thut lish ig- guilty of thesamepdthing .1
condemmed in Merritt, because he las incorrectiy stated just what it was I condemned
in Merritt, iHow, granted, that "psdding, repctition, purple passages for their own
sake, ond just plain cloudy phrasins? are more cften faults than not (that is why
instructors stress such things) the crucial question is: does the work say anything?
Is the "repctition" quite purposeless? Lre you sure that the "purple passages" are
there only For <heir own eale? In what sense is the phrasing "cloudy"? You mean yo
just dida't get it? Ts it perhaps deliberotely ambiguous? f so, why? (Because

il

.
L Py
author didn'%t laow whot he was cdoing, or o © reason?) How my contention with
"The ¥oon Pool" wos that s
N -

uch things were Teing employed, apparently for justifiable
purposes (as you often find in litorature), but in the end werc not justified. Kot
only did the autkor fail to say anything, but there is no evidence tha't he was
trying to say anything; he was just niaicing patiterns in his word-lzaleidoscope.

1

(Again: there's nothine wrens with doine this, so loang as it is not misrepresented;
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i norance and nisguided enthusiasm on the part ol numerous readers -- particularly

reviewers -- have done the suthor much rniore wrong than I have in irying to set the
record gtraight.)

Let me conciude with +hie: 1 lile the orizinal novelet, "The Moon Pool', and
consider it a rood story; ditto for the "Tace In The ibyss"'. In both instances, the
author spoiled a good tale by piling it on too hizh and cpreading it too thick in
an un-necessary ue,qvol (liot as badly in "Suake Mother" as in ”Gonquost of the Moon
Podii5g

' sure that Blish is iore ‘than copeble:oft defending h:uuelf against the
charze of beinr "“exactl: liles Herrifl;, in stVIe und content". My comment will have
to he confinnd ‘o (a) thi'clc, there miet bt sevdernl: dilferent versions of the Blish

works you're tellring about (b)) you forzot to zay which works of Jim's wers exactly
like which works of Merriti (e) I wonder if we're both capable of reading and
lenowing what we've read - the accusntion makes 1o sense to me ot all.

EhiarEscEnutanedieo,
Robert A. V. Lowndes

ZToskey will shed tears over the fact that he isn't answering the letters this tim
because he would dearlz love to argzuc with you on this -- or any other -- subject.
At leest this will give you o month to merehal your delengea. WWﬁ/

HMEYERS SPREADS AGAIN

LKO? Shewnee Circle ks
hattanooma 11, Tenn. A8
Occobc; 22, Hen7
Dear inezxplicable denizens,

Con't these :ultigraphed beautifully
reproduced pages such as pages 1 and 135 of
coY #1083, cause you to cough un a sreail deel
of noney? “ecuo or mHesghats 1t avowlid o =But
ngybe i “just cthinking of %the eo=t ol the
multigraph, i zelf, or the labor involved.

At any rate, the repro is so beautiful, I don’t
gee how 1t couldn't cast 5 or G tizestAsiakch
as a nineocd 7ﬁwc,..at lcasts

Necdloss to sey, the two aforenentioncd rascs were quite interesting. Especial-
ly the foto of Mal Ashworth and Jamcu i vel e as g oioc e ing. . the spiic il iasnled
to believe that ‘the CRY haa-stunbled mwer-a pair ofepileptic fits but alter perus-
ing the Psneeronice explanation, it ic I who a: being suspected of being overcome
with such fits, as the science SLtua L ang T centimually wali through public
1ife. Bnapping my»fingers and bering wy teethy = ith, the gueer - locks I do get.

One' thiag ‘T wreatly adiyire ahout. LSrg Helander-iis thnt, his nane is, actually
Lars<and nhot an abbreviation'ofiiharry 3.

(I suprose I cen now expect a Sourne "Portrait of MHevers" in the near future.)

T ‘haven'®. had =much to do with Rory Faulkner so: tilié pic’ of her didn't interest
me as much as some of the others. oShe looks kil of jovial.

Aside from Wansborouri, Williz's foto iatermszisd ve more than any. He looks a
great deal different %han his pie in the VARGC B8TATIEN reg. He looks e lot better
then he did ! the prozine wlich is arohably due to. the repro. Ch yes, he seeims to
have shucked his Elvis Prezley hoir--do,

After perusing ladeleine, itv's cuite obvicus to zee how Walt hit upon the fact
that fandosi lured attractive women into itz snarc.

¥aw, Chuck Harris dosen't ot all look like I hed pictured him in ny nind's eye.
I bol visunlized an &-Ffoot 500-pound masher fut it turus out he's a normal fellow.,
What 2 disappointment.
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Madle and Ackerman, of course, I have seen countless tiries before.

H., Bean Pirer does look rather sensitive at that. His expression in this pic
is metually rather hard to figurc out. He could either be holding a young neo by
his feet and bouncing his head on the floor screoming, "Vou didn't like my storyl?l
Young upstarti” or patting e uneo oa his beanie, eaying, "Cosh...you mean you liked
w1y story? Geod"

I've seen so much iAtom art that I had pictured Art Thorison as looking like his
characters so seeing hinm was, naturally, sort of a surprise.

Blast. Why do these fans have to look likc nomadd ('normal' in case you fail
to sce the resemblance) vipple. I don't know whether I like sceing fan fotos or
not. Tears down ny abstractive first impressions.

lo. I muess I like it at that. T simply must see the pix of the Namelesses
and then ny quest in life will be fulfillec,

iuch to ny surprise, lorm Wansborough looks like a good egg. First impressions,
you know...I had originally pictured him as loolring somewhat like his apa contri-
butions (if you can picture such & sight) but this pic shows him to look like such
a nice guy that I could forgive him ond give him another chance.

My gzenerosity often overwhelns ries..

More hoares: Bulmer lool:s like Chucl: Harris with a beard and he's not the
beard-type either. Something else: "Chick Derry" is the pseudonym of the writing
teann of John Berry and Chuck Harris.

Jowcwa his epistles are postmarked Maryland? Well, Berry and Harris alternate
dashing over to iHaryland every once in o while to wmail the letter, for the purpose
of keeping the hoax going, no matter what the expense. OR, they mail their lettiers
to any one of the muber of fen in Maryland and zet then to mail the letters.,

Pon't vou aduire my sleuthful *téchniques?

But let's get off these blasted pictures,

Table of Contents wasn'%t what it should be but still gave me a charge or two
hither and thither. Especially the impertinent letter you received.

Wally's was the third conrepoxrt I've read and none of themn did so mmuch as even
nention the inimitable Coon tho 2ll reported on the GDA in general. This leads me
to believe that he did not attend. Yet he told me he would., And if so, who is
behind this dastardly nlot to keep the Goon out of the limelight?

The Con Repori, of coursec, was excellent, as usual with all of Wally's writing.
Wally would be a BIF' if he'd write nore.

Which is =z subtle way of sgaying I want the liinutes back nextizme,

Well, Amelia has fallen back in a slump azain, Reviews Fair enough but not
enougn of themn,

The iten at ths bottom of her review was o interest, tho I'd read it long
before. I'm keeping a file of all the vertaining to the satellite, otc,
and it'e already becoming quite huge. to stop this before lonz, because
thiz type of business will becone nore commonplace every day. Thinlz of the tons of
goo & fellow would have if he'd decided tc collect everything that had to do with
airplanes back waen they were first invented., Indoed.

Will take over the review of FJ and OW if Ren really wants me to. I read thenm,
anyway, and t;ping up reviews is harcly anv trouble at all sc¢ I condescend.

And, besides, this mecus more ejoboo and enlarges the chances of my taking over
CRY itself.

; 4h, nmy vile schemes will wmaterialize in the necr future and I'll have you all in
my clutches.

I'm beginning to like 8SF, too, Ren, tho act overly so. I certainly wouldn't
class it where most fen do. Thaw ig, juszt above the Cruddy Five along with FU.

Well, I seen to be slippinz agnin., I've not yet read the November F&SF and
here Ren reviews it and itv's nluaost time for amother one. This is becouse I've been
reading Z2-D, Hamlingz, cnd Rap lately trying to be ever faithful to the CRY. What a -
Sin to place CY before F&IE!L
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Tha CGnrcone pic heading ”Sprpialnﬂ ‘he F rtilizer" was beautiful.
Somchow the idea behind the Fashion Department eluded me. KNice illo. I gzuess.

Cood Grief, a letter from Willis. You can cfford to call Horyulles, Lowndes,
Ellison, and S8ilverberg, and Asimov, etc. mere uvstarts now. 8Shog
Wikl

Sie

But to enswer sorie cf his accusntions. Yes, the hero was originally meant to
QnﬂouA ce that Willis had just joined the IZF, thus causing a colossal collopse in
the self-respect of all actifandom, but you say you did belong to I5F at ons time?

Waert tinils becau e you werc o nco at the time or the club was just a lOb better?

Somchow I can't picture Willis and N3F anywhere near each cther. It's like scrom-

bled egzs and relish. Dog food cnd c;ackera. Simply beyond imagination.

I long azo decided that Wally ieber wns not TYoskey, Weilld o In. frety -Iiretracted
the statement in thot very letter but someone just didn't put it in, Welly and Tosk
both having SAPSzines, I thot that was just carrying a hoax too far. And besides, I
notice a distinet difference in their writing ctyles now that I've read more by them.

I'd attempt to parry the thrust of the "dear little old lady" bit but I'm
discouraged from doing so sgince I read his column in OOPSLAf 13 vestcrday and
discovered that I have not been showing VAU the proper respect. So I'll let it ride
since it was a defensive remarlz and I wouldn't want to overshadow his wit.

I adoit I met James Orville zlong with Adams that horrible day but I do not
consider Orville a fan as he nlayed a pert in even another ol the vile hoaxes which
surround me. Onc thing -- Orville wasn't his name at all and he didn't live in
Bell Buckle and he was another boob who lived in Huntsville whom I had been panning
in Adoms" letters without knowing that they were the same., Very cmbarrassing when
he made the great revelation. £Anyhoo, he never wrote me aga in after our mceting
eacli other personally; too great a shocik for his nervous system, 1 suppose.

Poor Rich Brown. Uldn'u get his letter printed., I shall endeavor to comment
on the part that concerins me, tho. And that is, his goshwow letter hud nothing to
do with Ellicon. He said that that particular issue of Amazing wos "one fraction
of = point short of excellence"., That statement tooic in the whole issue and Ellison
did not write the wholc iseue, did he? And besides, you call Ellison excellence?

The bacover was a besuty but what really causht ny eye was the little "EAT"
owver in thel right hand ‘corner. #ltcn sonethiP" came afier that which I couldn't
malke out, What did Adems have in nind by that?

OB O TR T O 0! 5 8O NIOVHL O E ORI ROMHGI wd letter and dragtically rewrites

Cerelr,
24

P.S. Will try %o get the review of the Iscciber IU in to you by the deadline along
with some additional *idhits to the review, probably the true confidential
story behind my meeting with lldeus, pessibly nore art, and maybe even more fiction,

thu. I shess leter on 1'11.he ‘seiding ny gtul? on masters, then completely dupli-
cated when I cet ny ditto, and finrllie. VIOIORT, You cannot foil Meyers.

You mean you'll let us win sc caeilv? + I sincerely wich those heautifully repro-
duced pages in ORY #10( did cruee usz to coush ur a great deal of uoiney. It would
have heloed foot the bill. 4Actually the multizranh werk -- namely the lettering
costs us nothing but our scniiy, which isi '4 worth ruch in fandom anyway, It's the
rmultilith work —— %the photo reproduction -- that nolthk out the pocketbook. + No,
Goon Berry was not ot the Convetrticn. The traoining tie is geviing in the GDA makes
him indispensible %o his govermient, so ue hed to handle Ireland while Villis was
away. + The Minutes will he back any yesr now, cven if oley do make a BNF out of ne.
+ How should idoms know what is in bis ind when he iz in the unrelenting grip cf a
-creative wood? ‘Pﬂ,/
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ROCKING BABY TO SLEEP
Oct. 14, 1957
Dear, dear Lacking in Patronymics,

thile waiting for my offspring to o to bed voluntarily, as in all fairness 1
do each evening before using the old brick, I have been whiling away the moments by
reading the #108 Cry. And I've decided thet I might as well get in on this Merritt
ap-de-preciation lzick.

I was one of his fervent fans, in my youth
(present age Top Secret), also of Lovecraft,
Hamilton and Doc Smith., I still like all those
estimable gentlemen, also Poe, but a little of
the glow of hero-worship has faded. Part of the
feeling I have for them now is sentiment, for they
did, all of them, project moods superbly. Merritt
projccted one, for me, of beauty and lushness,
coler, and strangeness, with some horror. Love-
craft, arain for me, seemed like a worthy succes-
sor to Poe, giving out herror and pure alienness.
He was also the first author of my experience to
build up a consistent systom, ethos, or whatever
you call it, which appeared in more than one story.
Bd Hemilton was, and is, to my mind, a competent
workmen, with ideas which were ncw and interesting
to me at the time (and =till aren't bad). But Doe
ciian Smith — aehl He really stretched my mind, gave
A it dizzying vistas to contemplate (without inter-
- LS }NEO ruption of petty dectails), and with it, a still
T 1w T P a ~"" -mood feeling oi' brotherhood of minds.

These were the things those suthors did for me, and I still feel I owe them
respect for the feat, even if some of the zloss has tarnished. I can see now, on
rc-rcading somec of my favorite cpcra (onuses), the tcchnical defects of the writing,
characterization, motivation, ete. ©Dut their mood projcction, if one is "willing
to suspend belief" I think is the accepted term in fondom, is still not bad at all.
Not ummatched or superb, but not bad.

Well, now that the definitive lettor on the subject has been written and re-
ceived (you don't throw 'em away till they're opened, do you?), lct's drop it.

I arreec with the Famelces who feel that conrcportis can be good. I don't think
Mrs. Carr's was, as it didn't nmake too umch scnse to somcone who doesn't know hor,
so to speak. I'd rather not say -—— or write -- it, lkecause I've always gotten the
impression from reading the Cry that she is 1lilablc personally and sort of tutelary
coddess of the group. But her film revicws viad the coarcport secn to ne well-inten-
tioned but not very brigit. Or wmaybe she was trying as I am to criticize something
but not hurt too many feelings. Cn the other haad, soue coureports, VWally's as a
prime example, are brigh%, cheerful, informctive — withoui being unnecessarily
detailed, and give me the feeling T was ulmost there. I only wich all the photos
had been explained.

Here's cnother aside. I don't lmow a blasted thing about which reproductive
process is which, giving which result. But I czn tell that in the past few years
you have made progress in rcpro. The issucs, lilze #108, which reproduced photos
did so very woll, and cven the ordinary ishe arc pretty clear and even. With very
few typos even. Some of the sturies by local talent, and practically all the art,
eren't worth having so clear, but who has cverything? The reviews are pretty good,
and I happen to agrce with Pemberton on his evaluations of the old Amazing. I
started rcading stf in 1935, so I got in on what hc calls the golden age of Amazing.
(That's what nakes its proscnt status so pitcous.,) Also of Astounding. I guess
I'l1l never get used to calling it aSF, really.

3t
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—-page 34 the last and f1n%l_conc’u°1vo page of this 109th issue of the CRY——-—-
ABout the ortwork, do the drewiugs or wh %ever Lave wo be line sketched? Or
in in'z? I lnow of someone lere wlo doss guite geod abstractions in charcoel, if
it could be used. I mizht even toss off sumathing, wmyselfl.
Well, have used the old brick after all (Lanced dowvn -- quite hard -- by my
lorc ﬂtHeAg) and hnave run out of inspiration, so ~--- enclosed find check, now
thnt I discovered what that "O" wos on the mddress of +thish. By the way, why address
address the mag to my husband oll the time who ignlt neardy the foithful fan-of
both your noble solveg and stf that I an?
Gushinzly yours,
dicly Frazier-
(lirs. Bernard H.)
P.3. Haybe I czn look up thos Pendletonian Champion sometine. Tt sinot 56 far-to
s place. BDut don't anybody wara hin.

Z e wouldn't think of warring br. Chanpion. Porticularly since you have posscssion
of The Brick. What do you mean, vour husband isn't one of our faithful fans? He
lets you squandcr money on the CRY, doesn't he? Vell, we'll send a couple CRY's
your name one of these yecars and.cee how loug neighborhood cossip takes to change
your rnind on the subject. WWH?

DEMOTION TO POCTSARDS

Dear Zditors...the ariwork never seems to iuprovs, se by sgreement we'll ignore that
bl baeRe ses ra il ehatt Cavgsone Julk loft over; unamely CrJ“107...On@ thing Iycain
say safely, ths repro is 200% improved over ishe of the past, particularly those
using spirit repro...Pemby female says I siould hove uet zer ctencil his own art
th ste Taugesin -allory &na (taat 1T Tarns g S larn? UDO/U]O”7 e, orifetzger?
the way Rich isn't tco bad as an artist, compared with the others in Cry, anyway.

Alwmys love the Femby's, bless *“oir pho ney—rnw&d 15 ttle 1v‘f-*”r‘i‘,s. Both of them can
really pound a mean triper. Tosle as usual kent ne back in the past with his
nenoriez of FA, very good. How co&e vou no rum @y first (ﬁﬂd 1ast) real letter ‘o
you anent the Lowndes, Blish, Merritt sqvabble7 Wag I frothing atw the typer?
Whatever the reacon, I am positive you'll never gst anyihing but poctsards Irom now
oni You imiow, all in all, Cry keeps getiing hetter.

Chaselzy Derny;

1814-€2n2 ive.,

Cheverly, id.

ZQHY you no live at place with address pastinn con Rigrd i itimet forl You et tens
to make ORY decdline? Anyway you know by new thal your lelter got in last issue
and you are alwoye onc issue behind ot avcrjbody else. The least you could do
would be %o corment on ihe issue before you gew it so as to make publishing dead-
lines every nonth. WNE7

This letter colurzy would go onendlessly 1f ‘we don'+ bard tozether to ctamp
it out before it stomps us out. We'rs going to stull it back in its cage for
another montlh, but there are a couple more lstiers thot won't he left out without
o £ight,-so vefilght,as well nenvion ‘thew,

Bruce Pelz, Do }Pz) University Station, ‘@2inesvills, Florida, writes.that
he needs another CRY ;#1045 uL‘Ce dsinouvhocle his: copy oviay fron *hia. Heswcorments
on 106 fron nenory, -wircclaiming

Hdwewenn resorit to be one of the best
4
¢ has read.

Paul ‘Dosrr, 22 Davis Dr., Sharpsville, Tenna., wonts to know if we absconded
with hie subscrintion monsv., He nlso has some lundred prozines to eell or trade
for guns., He also 2lso wants several tooks by Thorne 3mith, C. R, Burroughs and
Tt RO o) ol e Rt U
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