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(Zditor's noto--- On that cventful day, Fek, 18th, 1950, at
7:30 P.M., we wincd and dined onc Arthur Jean Cox, ot a banquet held
in his honor.--Sce report of banquet somewhere in this mag., -- Anyway,
following is specch mhde ot that time by said A, J.C.)

Ladics and Centlemon-—-znd all others,
I was told that I'm supposcd to talk about my writing carcerj
however, that.docsn't lcave me much to say--which was probably why I
was told thate
But--just to have soncthing to say, I decided to do a
1ittle checking and see how othors--writcrs who arc both beginner and
voteran--tell their cesc historics,
I discovered that no matter how
large a-store of profesaional stories a writer has he is, somchow, lim-
1tcd to scleeting onc of four versions by which ho can tell his life
story. I don't know just why this is but a 1littlc checlkilng on your
part--by going through past icsucs of WRITZR'S DIGZST and WRITZRS'
MARVITS AND METHODS--will convince you of the truth of that statement.
I have dccided to be differont and not pick one of thesc
stendard vorsions. I'M going to give you all of them,
The following
might be called life-story #1. Apy similarity between this and the
autobiogrophics of writcrs you may know iz purcly intontional?

"I was born whils my mother, & Russlan Noblewoman, wes
escaping from the pursulng Rcd !ordes across the trcacherous,
anow-covercd poaks of tlie Himalayas,
"Phaot was o cold merning, 1T thors cver was onc .
"Fleeing down the Mahatma Cronges River to the ocean,
we then flew by plane across the sca toward America.
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"I say toward, becaust wo aidn't quite make it. The
Pocific Ocean was anything but Taclflc as & terrific storm
was in progress and our rlanc crashed 1into the briny deep.
That's what we gou for buylng & seccond-hand plane--it was
protty old; 1n fact, I had notlced carved on onc of the
wings, the words: First Flight, Kitty Hawk Hill, 1903.

And so--to get back-to my narrative--I haed the rather unusual
expericnce of recculng both my mother and my nursc from
drowning; not a too-remarkable feat as the nursc was rather
fat oend bouyent. I made a-raft of onec of the plancs wings
and we floated some twontg~on@ days beforc being plcked up
by 2 battleship of the U«S. Navy--totally by chance, you
understand; they were attracted by the sun which kept flash-
ing on the nurse's glass eyc.

)
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"Pyot takes us up to the timo when I was one month old.
"7 w11l skip lightly over the following two decades, touch~
ing only the hlgh-lights.
"I might mention that I have organized flve
expeditions: two to thc East Indics, one to Alaska, and another two
decp into the Unknown Amazon Vallcy where through the lush and rotting
Jungle verminous things crawl by day and carnivorous monstcrs slink
by night.
I never comld figurc out why I went to all those places.B
. ut
even whilc on thosc oxpcditions, whilc fighting mosquitocs, snakes and
epidemics, I never let my dally word ratc fall below twenty-thousand.
"Simeo. the war has been over I've sort of let mysclf slip; I've
been taking it casy because of the wound I recicved in my big toc, but
as soon ag I recover I hope to again achicve my old output of 5,000,
000 words a-ycar."

That, of courszc, is ebbroviated--as the noxt 1is also. It
goce

“Prior tobccoming o writer, I worked in- several positions.
For ocxamnplc, as bartonder, jenitor, carpcntcr, upholsterer,
truck-driver, fur trapyer, commercial artist, ncwsboy, street
cleoancr, leb ascistant, butler, pilot, painter, typist,
stock-clerk, oil man, ground hog, coal mincr, dock worlker,
ship ¢ capteain, soda jerk, dentist, drugglst, comeraman=--
just-to =mention & fow., Then, onc day, I dccided to try my
hand at a story, so I wrotc a novelette, scnb it in the
next day, and a weck later reeicved a chock for the story.
8o, I've bocn writing cver since--it's a cinchd"

I think I'11 skip tho noxt two biographics--they're hit-
ting too closc to nLoWC,.

I might say that belng an amatuer writer, or & begln-
ning writer, iz a hard busincs:c, Sometimes you feel that you're grop-
ing in thc dark. You can spend several weeks on a story and then 1t
15 cent out into a-hig gulf--a little while later it comes salllng
back, out of the nlght. At least, that's been the usual procedure
wivh nic.

vou don't really know what's going on out there--what really
1s happening in the world of the editor, Occasionally, you get a nice
rejection slip of the type that Anthony Boucher or L. Jerome Stanton
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like to issue or you mlight be treated to ths conservatlve, gentlemanly
rcaarks of Sam Merwin, Jr., who has the remarikable ability to sum up
a story in one word--sometimes, he uses tWo.

Ivery once in a while something will happen which makes one
wonder if the occupational disease of being an editor isn't insanity.
I might gilve an example, which I was told about a few months ago:
A well-known writer sent a story to o well-known editor
of a-well-known scicnce-fiction magazine and the story was
re jected, The author decided to bother himself with the story
and gave it to a well known agent to scll. (I'm not giving
any free plugs in this tzlk.) The apent, solely by mistake,
gsent it to the aforementioncd cditor--who accepted it and
who, furthcrmore, sent him a letter saying that that was tho
type of story they wanted from that writer in the future,

When I was told that I felt better; it bccame apparent Just
vwhy somc of my storice were rcjectcd.
Actually, most cditors are pret-
ty competont-~-that's one reason why they'ro editors,

It's incredible Just how bad a story can be. Even those of you
who have the good fortunc only to read published stories somctimes
‘have thoughts along that line, but pity the poor agent and cditor
wro must recad the stuff which is not fit to print.

The story which I rost regret having written 1s one which
was appropriatoly entitled, "Not To 3e Published--" It wasn't. Since
then, I've concocted several davilish ways in which to liquidate all
thosc who have read the story.

When a person storts writing, often their goal 1s to
write a good story; but, as the months go by and nothing 1is sold,
tensions develop. The object becomes simply to scll o story--
anything, no matter what. It 1is during this pericd that the
hocl writer 1s born., In looking over the half-dozen writers '
megenines on the merket it scems to me that onc of theclr major
functions is simply to justifv this person to himeeclf., That 1s
one of the major traps a beginning writer might fall.into.

I think it best that I stop right here--I'm afraid that if I continue,.
I might become serious--and, with me, thet's no joking matter.

MR B
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A new tradition 1s in the process of development here in LA,
Qnee each year we will hold a banquet }n honor of the person from our
.club who has cashed the most publisher s checks, or rather, got the
most publisher's meney, during the preeeeding year. The first banquet
was given in 49, in honor of the grand old fen of S<F, Z. Z, Zvans,

This custom got such a warm reception from fane in the LA area- it
wag decilded to continue it., Competition this year was very stiff,
Among, those trying to place stories with pro-zines were Rick Strauss,
Alan Hershey, Con Pederson, Dave Lesperance --and meny others. Out of
this authorial fracas rose Arthur Jean Cox, whose article, 'Linguistics
ard. Time", which geined him the banquet, will soon be found in Astound-
ing Scignce Fiction,

The banquet was held on the 18th of February. The evening being
brisk, wo found our appetites difficult to hold in check as we (34 of
us) took our separstc paths to the Unique restaurant. We found that
a° very nice banquet room hed been reserved for us, with salads already
sot beside each place., They were so tempting that one hungry fan could
not restrain himself, but fell to temptation and ATE one of the salads.
I will not say who thils fan was on the grounds that I might incriminate
wraclfs

There was a-plecasant bar anncxed to the dining room, where anyone
who felt a chill in his bones could thaw it out. cveral were sechn to
do this, '

After a lot of hendshelking, backslapping, and grectings between
actifans, and thosec who don't come around too often, the banquct proper
got under way, The main coursc was a boautiful tec-bone steak, with
thoe usual side courscs of soup, salad, descert and coffec for thosc who
like them, 4And all of us did.

Heving dispenced with the utensil menipulating period, we entered
the symbol-manipulating stage. Walt Daughterty led off by introducing
21l ‘of us, and telling thosc things, if thoy werc tellible, for which
wo wore cheifly known. Thon A, E. van Vogt stood up and said a fow
words on the corrcet psychological oricntation to competition that an
author ehould have., WNeoxt, R.S., Richardson, whose "The Xi Effcct" none
of us will soon forget, told us about how he had felt when he wes first
breaking into the fleld of profcssional authorship. 4sJ next took the
floor, and gave us a- spot run down on the luck LAuthors had had 1in scll
ing to the pro-zincs generally, thon geve us all a surprisc by handing
Jean 2 fistful of moncy from the Mag of Fantasy and £«F for his story
"The Twilight Plenet" which had just sold. , ,

Lastly, amid o thunderous ovatilon, Arthur Jean Cox stopped into
the limelight. Whon the ushers had succeeded ln restoring order, Jeen
procecded to tell ue about his 1lifc, Thespeech==-(will be found on
page 1--ED,)--1iRp thot lact cigarette, put the scal of enjoyment on &
very pleoasant evening.

I'm sorry vou weren't therc to enjoy it all., Try to make 1t next
yoar, will you? -

DAY g: )a... ESPERANCE
i)



HA\LB IJ_[[ (DU,”\@J(D N U [l R:U\“

ARTHUR JEAN COX SPEECH T
DAVE ILESPERANCE " FANQUET 4
TABIE OF CONTENTS 5
WHAT IS SCIENCE-FICTION? RICX STRAUSS 6
PROGRESS DUVAL 8
A MODEL SCIENCE-FICTION STORY IEN J. MOFFATT o
OLD CEARACTERS SPEAK NEW LINES DALE PBART it
CHINA CLIPPERS EEEVANS 12
ON THE OTHER SIDE OMUS MADIT 14
STUDY IN GRAYS 15
DEMENTTA PRAECOX ALBERT HORNHUTER 16
BOOX REVIEW T
JARBERTALKY YASMIN YEHUDI 18
WILL? .. MAJOR REYNOLDS 19
JUST A MINUTE DAVE LISPZRANCE 22
REETIECTIONS ON THE YOUTH OF TODAY DUVAL 22
EDITORIAL AUD-DEL 23
WHAT'S BRUIN? 457 ACKZRMAN 24
BOOK REPORT 26
SPACESHIP CARGO DUVAL 26
LITTER GO 27
FANDOM HAS LOST A FRIEND EEEVANS 27
ETC 28
CrriCiat
CRGAN

Clud ne

(o & o
2% al

Ao ™
.‘J\D-f

1305

LASES

L0S ANGELES SCIENCE~
FANTASY SOCIETY

ot s Tnvru., 7:30
ove addresse

Shasny is 154 a copy,sl:oo

PM

~

(%9

e Incrahom Ste, Lele

yaor



=
W

‘ : ! - {« e .: ' ot~ : PN 1(,, ,
v (F .;.‘\\ i e i i : l,- . b it i’ { f/‘" :
WH&!D |2 s \ [ : i ’| ‘ , " e b= ' }
) | ‘ ; l | |
- R “

Latoly there has been a lot of discusslon about "What 1s
Solence-Fiction?' ,This naturally also brings up the question, "What
is a Science-Flatidn Fan? Are you one? Are you sure? How do youw
know? Answer the questionaire below and find out whether you are
really qualified to number yourself among that elite of humanity,
that superna fratefn;tas, the sympolitala of Fandom,.

1, 4Ynereas the space-operatic heroine wears only thebrief-
est of pley suits, the hero is always well covered when facing the ri-
gors of space, This meXecs him out to be a sissy. However, he too
must show certain characteristics which immedlately identify him as &
hero., Which of the following are the most essentigl?

A) Biceps, triceps, deltoid, and pectorals show definite
separatlon,

B) He looks stern, thoughtful, deteruined, flustered.

C) His eye is fixed onm the future, the stars, the nearest
evallable BZM,

D) He can wear a palr of longhandled red flannels and still
look like a man of distinction.

Z) He has no hair on his chest.

2, 83,764 of the heroines wear breast-plates, shorts, cow=
boy boote, and gauntlets. Thls 1s a~must and a sclentlfically deter-
mined necessity. The dquestion is, what makes those breast-plates
stay in place?

A) Built-in anti-grav devices,
B) Glue.
¢) Faith,
D) They just 1like their work,
(Do not esnswer this question more than oNCe )

%, Arose 1s a rose 1ls a rose,is a rose,
But Henry Kuttner, who knows, who knows?
(Be specific,)

4, Saucy Sadie, lady pirate of the upper spaces, has annoyed
the IPC for some time and an expedition has been dispatched to bring
her in., The chicf astrogator for the IPC takes a reading and finds
his podition is 45°11" South, 1389053" East, 3897.68 parsecs straight
up. Sadic measures, hins 35", wailst 21", bust 36",

A) Reduco Sadie to graphic form.
B Integrate relative dlstances and plot the orbilt,
c How meny passes are necessary to establish an orbit?
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5. Which of the following statements doesn't make any sense

A) What you can't Tregonsce can't hurt you.
B) There Arisia-ways to make a living.

¢) It could be Worsel, couldn't it?

D) E Plooribus Unum,

6. Gilbort Gosseyn is leaving for a weekend trip to Venus.
He has a choice of companions. Whom would he take along?

A) Immeldo- Isher?

P) Alice in Wondcrland?

¢) The Dunwich horror?

D) Mergic? Tel. EX 3-4821, (Advt.)

7. Trecfoily, the power-mad dictator of South CGate, has re-
duced the U.S. to a-heap of rubble. Washington is wiped out, Los An-
geleo laid waste, and Philnadelphia phlattened. The sole remalning
outpoct of freedom is a five-and-dime store on the shores of Baffin
Bay, run by cx-scientist Olaf Kornfeld and his half-castc Eskimo wife,
Degirce., Stung to the quick by the fate of his country Olaf rapildly
assemblos a-plutonium bomb, but having no time to construct an auto-
metic stoering machanism, he is forced to sacrifice RBesiree, amd
builds her into the bomb. What are Olaf's last words as he scnds the
bomb hurtling down on Trefoil's fortress?

A) I regret I have only onc wife to give for my country,.
B) Nobody knows the rubble I've seen.
¢) Let's drop everything and go filsslon.

g8, The name of the lady on the cover of the April TWS is
Caryl. Obscrve her closely. Judging by today's standards, would you
call her.s..

A) Hpolf-drcssed?
B) Half-naked? s
c) If che had onc in the middlc she’'d look like the necw
Studebaker.
(Don't drool, use ink for greater legibility.)

9, WYhat is thc eoscontlal difference between

A) Ray Bradford - Eay Bradbury?

B) Xit - Kat, Kim - Cam, Con - Xay?

¢) Clarissa?

D) John W, Campbell, Jr. ~ The Mightiest Machine?



10, Bloody Mary, stock-market qucen of Moola=Moola, goes
broke, A photographcr from the Examincr is assigned to cover the bank
ruptcy proceedinge, Through somc quirk of fate, Bloody Mary's gold-
plated pectoral ‘protubcrances:occupy the most prominent position on all
the resultent negatives, What docs the odltor do with Bloody Mary's

noretivos?

A) Calls them ovcr-dovolopod.

B) Owver-cxposcd.

¢}  Prints thom under the ception "Bloody Mary's Bust."
D) PFiros, the photog and covers la ry himsolf.

(Don't sttompt to enswer thils onc.) = . ;

11, Do you know your astoroid from a holc in Ncbula M33?
, (Bo procise.) A §

oboooOOCéOoooodbOOOOooooo‘

PR DG RE §§5°

Rocky was a° jotm"n,f
. How he loved to fly, . . .
Alming at the moon, -
Reaching for the sky.

Rocky built a good ship
Onc heo sdid would fly
Out where stars and .plancts
Rirg eround the sky.

Rocky rohchcd his.drcom-goal
Out among thc stars, .. .
And found other raccs
On Juplter and Mars,

Trado was soon catabl{shed,
Commecrce on its way,
And in advertising,
Rocky had hls day.-

Rocky wos o Jetman,
S5t111 is, aﬂd on Mars)
Sky-writes "Burpsi-Booma"
TR, _ Out between the stars..

000D “O')OOOOOOO\OOOOOOOO(DOO’O!‘DOOOéOC '

I'M GOING, ARE YOU?
TO. THE WZSTERCON, AND NORWZSCON, TOO!.
8



/ A MODEL SCIENCE=FICTION STORY // / =by Len J. Moffatt//

He wWas & tall man. About twenty-five feet, I would say., "When
he strolled into the spaceship's control cahin he had to stoop so his
well-comped head wouldn't strike the top of the hatchway.

"T'm the new navigator," he said; "Namse of Andy MbHandy.“

Je shook hands, -
After coming back from sick-bay, where I had gone to have my
broken arm set, we got together on charting the course for this trip.

Aetually all I Al was watch. He figuped it out himself whille
using his free hand ‘o compose one of the most beautiful piano concer-
tos I have ever heard, -He played 1t for us later in the ship's music
room while using his free hand to write one of the most beautiful
poema I have & ver heard recited, He recited the poem during our
hiir-raising battle with the Gangrenians of Ganymede, Fe had to use
both hands then, one to steer the ship and one to fire the bloophlast-
ers at the horrendous Gangrenians. - ve!

But getting back to the beginning, I found him most impressive.
g0 did thre glrl who was stowed away in Number Three hold, ¥He knew
cshe was there all the tire, An elementary dedudtion for hims; he had
smelled her perfume the moment he came aboard,

She was the most heautliful girl in the Universe. Fer hair was
red-gold, Her eyss were blue or green or brown or black depending on
tiwe mood you were in when vou looked at them, Her nose was perfect.
' Wot too large; not too smll. A middle-sized nose which she never had
to blow. Perfect. Fowever, she must have had adenoids for her
red mouth was always oODeN. .

She had &' five-hundred inch bust-line, which was partially
covered hy two highly-polished brass cuspldors.

There was & strange glowing jewel in her navel, We later
learnsd that this was super-device which- she used to read minds—
whenever anvone's mind got that 10Weeso

Her hips were perfect. Wot thin., Not flabhy. Justee.ohipse.
perfect., She wore a charming sweet and sirmple gingham G-string.

Her lower limbs were female-tipe legs. Very nice. She had
golden tendrils on the 1little toe of her left foot,

T asked her why she had stowed away on my g ipe.

"yell, Captain," she gald, "I'm a Secret Agent for United
planets and I'm following Andy McHandy. He is suspected of being one
of the dreaded Lashfashians disguised as a mortal mani"

“Imp0531b1e!“ T pnorted, "The President of UP himself recomm-
ended hini" .



“Oﬁ'pnursegf-ﬂhg-qmiled sweatly,"That's part of our Plan, o
want him to go -on-this voyage. Thié,_dearLchtaiﬁ,fis'a Trape"

... My heart fluttered whem she said "dear Captain! but T stilled my
bvaser impulses., I had mr_ position to consider. . - , ,

‘ghhhi" I hissed, “Here he comes now," (IIttle did we know that
he Xnew that we'shspedted'him*and'that'he;suepected her of being a
dreaded Lashfashian spy disguised as the most beautiful girl in the
Galaxy! Iittle did any of us know. I ghould have known Qutee.)

'rAndy“waﬁted to lock Hér up ‘in the brig. He wouldn't give any
reason, "Lock her up, Captaini" he pleaded,®And let me be the only
one’ to have the keys." ' ’

L3

g This seemed unfair to me--but I detected .the urgency in his voioce
and agreed o it, After all he was my navigator and ghe was only a
stowaway.- I could see that they were in love wltheach other, although

 they argued all the time, If only.they didn't suspect each other, I

“thought, Tell, maybe it'll work out alright in the end,

Tt was then that the Gangrenlans attacked us’and Andy, as T
. ‘gnid before, drove off the enemy. “Je continued on our way to Hoopla
Centauri. . e hoped to bring back a supply of hooplastones which were
"the latest thing used in producing 1imltless amounte of energy. Iy
own spacer was using hooplastones as fuel. Just as I was musing over
the profit we'd make, the ghip stopped dead and stood still in space.
- Btalledl o 3 o . ‘ S0
" wrhe bellows are .obhviously broken," sald Andy McFandy, He in—
' gpected the bollows which are used to.blow alr out behind the ship so
the jetblasts would héVQZaonath;ng'to push against, "No way to -repalt
them!" he announced. . 2 L Beiced s .. g 43 20y

Ll %Oh darni" I swore savagely; "kand ﬁe are"ohiy 6 light.years
away frovaOOpla.Ceny?uril" el ' k)

We1l, fingers ware made before forke," saild Andy, significant-
1y,"Or rather, lungs were made hefore bellows." He put his lips: to
the bellows pipe and blew strongly, Ve were on our way agagnl

2 At Foopla Centaurl we released ‘the-giil so she could help use
1644 the shipe This was a mistake, ohe had hidden a small atomic gren-
ade ‘somewhere ahout her person and ‘when no one was looking threw it at
_Andy MdFandy] But Andy--aver alert--caught the grenade and threw 1t
back at her}. - Over alert--she caught the grenade and threw it back at
nim: e wapn't, erpedting this and fumbled the cateh. Buddenly the
grenade exploded] . e i M ik 1 :
“hen we .came to we were in the hands of the Iashfashians}

Hoopla Centauri had been thelr HQ all the timel . Strangely enougn, I
 felt right at home, The grenade blast had re-awakened a section of my
“brain that ocoasionally went to:sleep.. L was the  Lashfashian spy!l

In fact, I was the Chief 1Ashfashian! I gazed contemptuously at the
pgarthlings. ' N : : Y bt bé o

"Mah and worman of Earth," I intoned, "Vour people have been
stealing our hooplastones. vou need them for energy but we hold them

10



sacred, They are the droppings of our gods and we worship them,
But one of you may return to Terra and take with you a simpler way
of producing energy in unlimited quantities, a way vwhich I shall
devise, Then vou won't need our hooplastones and we won't have to
terrorize you, But one of you must stay here as hostagel"

The gitl's neme was Lana Turnova, I taught her the waye of my
people.
The End

southrateln ' B8] outlandarmag L0gacopyirombaohRingavenuebel I, californiausa

OLD CHARACTERS SPEAK NEW LINES
(An Atomic Dialogue)

Hopet ™ There's time enough for death without the: dread |
That pulls tHe seconds into silent screams,.-

Fegr: O mentor! Tell mey calm one, what to dol
' ' Your action cure for worry, pIease.

Hope: I overlook your dqubtful taste
" Im chosing words thHat crackle so with gCOYTTe
I rise i seriousness to Say?d

Pull’ out thHase watches from your: ears..

Tear forth the clock that finds agylum in you guts
Reverse your retlnas and s@irape them free of dialsi
Cease thinking only clockwilse thouphts.

And stop the ticking in your boness'

Fear: How easily you spezk,'
You ' do not know what brought my self to birth,
Or how I spent succeeding yearsm~-
And what 1is all this talk of time?

Hope: I meam that awful heartfelt waitlng

For a bopb which may not fall upon thHe worlId
Can bring you to a state where simple death
Would be a messenger of welbomed mercy.,

I mean: that you hHave so compressed tlme

That cataclysm closely follows. catastrophe,
Within the tortured confines of your mind,
Nithout the bilessed respite nature allows,.

Your minutes can be managed better if you do this.
Stop prisoning time and whipping it with dread?
Stop waiting, friend, and making time wailt, too;

DALE HART.
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end vl T L ' 'THE"STRANGE CASE OF THE nESsENEe, oy, 0l

O CHINA CLO PPERS

\by |

A B T AT E Bverett Lvans

One recent morning I arose when the alarm clock did its job of
distrubing my dreams. I dressed and went into the bathroom for my us-
ual morning ablutions. I got my toothbrush out ... and whaddya know?

No teoth!

Or, to bz more exact, no lower plafte. Where the heck is the darn-
ed thinz, I wondered, and went pack to look over my bed, thinking per-
heps I might have coughed them out during my sleep. (I was in the mid-
dle of e little -cold, and was doing quite a bit of coughing.) But a
t?orough search of the bed and the floor about my room failed to dls~
oclose them, °

I knew I had had the blooming things when 1 went to bed. I remem=
bered cleaning the, as is my wont, just before retiring., Maybe 1 lef®
them in the bathroom, 1 thought. Back 1 went, bui another thorough
search of that place aldso failed to reveal them.

: By this time 1 was beginning to get rather upset, to say the very
1dagt. . But time was jetting, and I had to get something to eat and get
%6 work. 1 fixed up something I could gum easily, and managsa to get
enouzh sustenance ,into me to lasi for the time being.

Then, just before 1 left for work (1 was the first one up == all
the others were still sleeping), I put up a sign:

'$1.00 Reward
‘to anyone who can find
_ my lower plate, missing
when I got up this a.m.

1'4 bsen at work about an hour when Louise phoned. "Are you kid-
ding?" she asks anxiously. : ,

a2 lithped. "1 really lotht the darncd thingth,"

"jell, Ralph and 1 have jus% about torn the room apart, and we oan
not find them, Maybe,yoqswallowed them when you were coughing during

the night,*

" uNew, I'm sure I didn't. Remember, they're a complete plate, not
a partial. Iy throat would be all sore if I'd done %that.”

“Well anyway; you'd .bettsr go to the doctor :¢nd have an X-ray. 1'm
worried.
5y 12



- "Maybe I will if %hey don't show up. ... Hey, I just happened to
think., I didn't look under the Tarzan bookcase., That's right axross
the room from the bed, you know."

"Wetll look thsrs.™

“O? maybe ... but I haven't the sign of a recollection of doing
1% ... bubt maybe I got up in the night and went into fthe bathroom and
lost them down the bowl.®

“I thought of that. We'd have G get Ths plumber to look into
the trap.®

“Better call ons, then.”
70, K., I'1l Go that.”

But the plumber didn't find thsm in the Grain-trap. And the doc-
tor couldn't see anything out of the way when he examined me with his
fluroscopic screen. A4nd Louise and Ralph practically changed every-
thing in my room, searciing for- the missing clippers. They Gtore the
bed apart, they moved all the rest of ths furniture. They took up the
rug end Ralpg wanted to rip up the floor boards but Louise wouldn't
1et him. They went ovsr the whole house with a couple of fine tooth
combs.,

But no China clippers,

Being oTFfans, Louise and 1 naturally had thoughts of beings from
another time ... Or Gimension ... Or soms obhsr planet ... dredging
for Terran artifcats and chancing to pick on my loviers.

I aven got excit:zd and worri:zd enough to tak- a chance on return-
ing to the place where i'é fsG the night bsfors, to sese if perchance
Tté left them sticking in that guy's throat when I got my nightly ...
ah, ...blood Gonation.

Butv no tzcthe.

Well, thers was nothing clse to Go bubl go and have anothsr set
made. 4nd that's slightly expensive out hure in L. A. Whare profes-
sional people like that sesm To think everyons is a ten thousand a
weck movis star, ané charg:d accordingly.

The plumbsr wag a nice chap, and got such a big laugh out of it
nat he only charg:d me Tsn bucks for his half hour's work. The doc-
tor was = nica fsllow, %ooc, ana only c=oak.d ma Twenty-five. It was
afi:r 1'G paid him that he £told me 1 couldn't possibly have swallowed
a complete plate -- ths throat is far too small for thatb.

AnGé ths dontist only charged ngc twic:® Whati 1% cost to exitract all
ny teeth and make the plate about a year 0. He thought it was all a
big jokG.

Yes, this whole myetory was VvV.IYy, very funnye.

But it ain.t humercus 1O me %
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DMUS MADET

Ihed beer working on zn experiment when Merill burst 2nto the
lab, "He slamwed the door and the experiment spilt all over the floor.

Oh, no'" I explaimed. 'Three weelks of hard work, and how look

at 1it, A1l over'the floor,"

I'm sorry," sald Merill, "but what I've got to tell you is im-
portapt. The story that he told 1s a8 follows,

' I was working in my attlc when a storm came up. I left the room
to checlk thewindows. Just as I was starting down the stalrs, when
tBre was an explosion: Not a noise, but a fecling in my brain. I
rushed to the attic, ard when I got there, my work was gone, and in
itg place was a hole. Not a hole in the table, out a hole in midair.
I had resd enough science-fictlon magaezines to know that when one
finds a strange hole in the aktr, one should not stick his hand into
aaid hole, so I took a pilecce of paper snd rolled it into a tube, I
taped the tube to my camera and poked it through the Yolet I took
five pictures, using various speeds ranging from 1/5000 of a second
o thirty-filve seconds. Then I measurcd the hole, and found 1t ©O be
four feet wide, six feet high, and no fe-t &eep, Yes, it wasn't de=p
from theoutside, but in that hole, therc was infinite depth, maybe
another univarse, Then I took a whlte mouse and tied a string to 1it,
and put it through the hole. I could fe2l it moving around, and five
mirutes later I pulled 1t back, and 1t was at1ll akive. Thersfore,

I figﬁred that there must be alrin the holz, and the air is breath-
able.

"3ut what ebout the nictures you took? I inquired.

"Here they are.' he said, andhe handed them to me.

I looked a2t them, znd let out a slight gesp of amnazement, for in
the nicture was a four-armed man drawln~ a triangle witlh two right
annles, MNow thils may s~und slightly impoesible, but that is Jjust what
I savi, :

Ynere isthis Hole?' I asked. "I'd like to see it ,"

He to-': me to his housg, and up to the attic. There, on a bable,
was the hols, I wallked sround 1t, and found that 1f I stood looking
at it side-ways, I couldn't sce it. Then I took a stick and noked it
doun the hole. Something grabbed it and pulled it out of my hands,
and dragged 1t into the hole. I was pulled off balance, and started
to fall into the hole. Tor o moment, I-was 1in the hole, and sav a
man Bolding the sticlk. Then Merill grebped my fest and pulled me out.

"What happoned?" he asked. .

I told him what bad haprencd, and he questioned me about my exX-
.perience, There weEn't much to tell, but he sopped it all in like a
dry sponge. 'The man ned been wcaring a toga, llke in ancient Rome.
Merill and I talked it over, and 1t was decided tha he would enter the
hole, and try to speak to the men in it. If he didn't come back 1inm
one hour, I was to destroy the holﬁ:
4

-



Fiftv-five minhtes later, Merill game hack.,

"Tt wes just as I thought." ho said., They spoke Latin, or at
least a languags that sounds very much like it. They told me how they
got thore., I'll tell you the story."

"They came from a place that they called Quilerus., As near as I
cen place it, 1t was somewhere in anclent Crecce, There was a voﬁ—
can eruption, and thc whole town started to flee., About half of the
tovm had left, whon thers wac a large flash, and the pcoplc whe were
gti11 in the towr found themselves in a barren plain, They made the
best of it for a while, and thon struck out to explore their gurround-
ings., They found a grove of trees, and settled down. A few genera-
tions later, the mutations came. Aftor s while, the original type was
extinet, and only the mamtaents were left. Those are thg oncs with four
erms, After a-while, they discovercd another strange thing about the
plece. When the wise men tried to work with mathematics, they discov-
cred thet it was impossible to draw a right angle trianglc with less
than two right angles. As herd as they tried, the trianglo always
anded up with tow or more right angles, I think that you should sce
the place, Wc could taks equipment such as cameras , microscopes, and
other vital instrumente, and study 1it.

We agrecd to cnter two days from then. In thosc two days we
could get together all of thceauipment thet we would nced,

The next day Merill came over to my house, He had a serious look
on his’face. I asked him what he wanted and he told me. His plan was
astounding, but I agreed to 1it.

And so it was thaet Merill and I stood in front of the hole the
next dey. On our backs were packs laden down with cquinment, Outsida
the house thete was a storm raging. We looked at cach other with a
smile of understanding, and as one, wé stepped through the hole.

+ X * L LR 4 L H

Outside the house the storm was raging and lightning streaked the
sky., But inside the attic it was quiet, If you had happened to be in
the attic at that time, you would have secn two men with packs on
their backs step into & hole...and then pull it in after them.

- - - - - - -— —_ - - -_— -— - -— — - -— - - - - — -

MY AE] o study in graye (greys)

The fog'bt out tonight!' Sreaking in from the Hudsom, creeplng over the
buildings, slipping down into the streets) covering everything with &
cold, GREY, clinging, clammy mist, A mist so thim, so tenable-~1f you
close your eyes it will seem to go away, leaving only.a falnt damprness
behind, Oben your eyes=~the world is a pattern of GRAYS, GREY ashadie -
ows, dark--light--medium--but all--GREY{ Buildings, people, anlmals,
marhines, everythinge..., SFEY. Warm GRAY,.or cold GREY, GRAY suggest-
ing peave, the dowe CRAY; or that GREY suggestive of a dank masolleum.,
A11 GREY? Not quite, For Headlights shine in the dark, thim streems
of gold battling the fogy signs flash, red, blue, green..,.but evenr
these play a-losing battle, for if you will look closely, you will see
~~headlights, signs, streetlights, though pouring forth their brilliant
rays  with every bit of Heart and soul in them....are already, in some
indefinabl® manner, touched and tinged with a bit of dneffable, over-
Whelmingo e .GRAY: ) ] 5
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He was only an Inglish teacher, but he had onc of the weirdest
advonturcs that could hapwnen to a human being,

It bogan innocently cnough. He was in his Perlod I Znglish
class teaching psychology. Hec had gotten through inferlority com-
vloxes, and was strugeling to drag his class through dementlia prae-
cox. He hed sxploincd it briefly, and was.in the process of ques-
tionins hls class. !

NMow who con expleln vwhat dementia praccox 18?" he inocuired,

Out of the corner of his oyc he sew & hand rise. 'Charles,  he comm-
anded, "eoxplain to the clags...”

Thon he looked up, Instead of the usual bright and not so bright
faces that he alweys had.seen before, therc were scated beforg him
monst:rs of 2ll types., Therc, in tho cormer aat a blob of ‘green stuff
, that flowed uncacsily when he starcd at it., And therc wase a monster
" that roscwmbled sn octopus, oxespt for the fact that it had too mepy
arms, end its eyes, all ninc ~f them, bulged out.

"A PEM,"| ke thought. sl
, And over at the pecrell sharpencr was a nmonstar that hed five
heads, cach onc looking cven more stupid than the oné next to 1it.
Four of ths heads were having e convsrsation, while L Xen D ETChyt Ona
d1ligontly wetchel the nencil being ground to a fine poilnt. It Tin-~
ally finishzd, end yont to 1ts goat, still.conversing with itself,

"Sxplain what 9" asked 2 monstor that must ‘have been Charles,
Thias monstcr was ‘different. Whercas all of the other momsters had
been green or brown, this one was a dsob, rich purnle, Its tent- |
sclos did not just stick out, they 'flowed' out gracefully. Its face
bore sn intellectual look, and above 1ts head hung a bright, glowing
halo, The halo floated without any visible moans of support. "The
halo must be o badgc of authority. thought the teacher., Then he
answercd. : y- e

Explain what you things are, and why you glt there so peach-
fully, Just starin@"at'mc. Explein where you come frgm. Lxplain
if I'm going crazy. he thought., But he blurted out "Explain to the
clace what demen=iz mraccox is.'

Tro halocd monsiter startcd droning out a longthy cxplanation,
Thon the “cncher remembored the explesive that the chemlstry teoacher
hed loft with nim. He reached into his dask and took 1t out, With
a cry of "Take that, you momstori" ho throw it into thelir midst,

T2 molo on thc purple monster glowed brilliantly, and did two
things. It nullificd:the euplosive, and 1t turncd the teacher into
a~blubboring, bebbling idiot. &t &

Aftcr the momn had takon awvay ﬁ?@-teach@r, clad in a streit-jack-



et, the purple monster was approached by a greenish-blue monster,.
T wonder what happened to him?" said the greenich-blue to the
purplc,
"Dementia praccox, no doubt.," answercd the purple monster.
They both laughed.

* N & e + L 4 %

The Znglish toachor put down the paper. That boy, Charles, sure
had o good imagination. If he only knew how close to the truth he had
come with this story.

The teascher laughcd to himself as he scratched his head with an
invisiblz tentacle.

B ool s = e e e e ey e AR e W ves AR

BOOK REVIZW
DRZIAM GIRL ---by A. C, Bailcy

This is the story of one leg Grahame, who accepts a positlon as
governess with 2 family in Gornwall, only to find when she reaches
there that the child is inwvisible to her, although the parcnts seem
to sec it clearly, as does thc housekecper, The parcnts are gentle
souls who are somewhat "teched in the haid'-~- so the governess thinks.
He is a-painter whosc work 1s daubery, and she writes what she thinks
1s poctry,

Alonz with the growing excltoment and wondcrment about the mystc-~
rious child, thc governess runs across a-nearby paintcers colony, and,
naturaily, falls in love with onc of the young men palnters.

From time to timc the girl catches a-pglimpse of thc boy, and bc~
gins to wonder whethor or not he might be semi-real after all. To-
wards the cnd of the book a-charescter 1s introduced, onc Mrs, Ampson,
who is one of those strange women who knows meny dark scerets usually
withheld from common folks. I mentally cegt for that role the grand
0old dame who pleyed 2 similazr part in the English picturo by Noel Co~
ward, "Blithe Spirit", If you saw. the picturc, you have e-perfect
ima~c of this character. '

Therc werc many trials and tribulatlons and a final cnding that
is sad but satisfactory.

This 4s a sweet little story which I hoartily recommend to anyone:
wamting a couple of hours of purc entertainmont., Nothing deccp or
startling -- just 2 swell story you'll long remembor,

Published in London by Macdonald and Co., Ltd.

—— -

Why don't you go to *

THE NORWZSCON Scptember 2-3-4, 1950
3end your dollor to
P, 0. 30X 8517 PORTLAND (7) OREGON

TR BRI S L LS S S
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DEDICATED TO PAUL GORDON: Ilibrary fiend--extraodinlare

Comes Thursday,and the LASFAS gang

Do gibe and giggle in thelr glee:
All Jingly are the weekly dues,

The guests,they get in free,

Behold the hookish fan,my frinds-

The Jjews that droop,the hands that snatch;
He browses through the magazines

To see on what he wants to latch,

He blundered through the well-piled stacks-
Long time a certain zine he sought;
Then rested he'neath the old hat-tree
And stood awhilc in thought.

And 28 in oaefish thought he stood,
Librarian with eyes of flame,

Came whiffling through the crowded room
And crizd aloud hls name;

"&nce -= twice -= and even thrice:

You heve been warned about that rack -~
You ‘pull the magawzines all out
' And never, never put them back!'

But what is this - 1o mess at 211°?
Come to my arme, my beamish boys.
Forget tho past - you've learned at last,"
She chortled in her Joy.

(Twas- Thursday, and the LASFAS fans

Did gibe and giggle in thelir gleej:
All Jingly were the weekly dues,

The guests, they got in froel)

-— Yosminm Yehudl,.

%%ﬁ*%%*****%**%**%****%**%%*%#**********%******%***#*****%*%**********

I would that I had ncver secn an oditor with tadl so greem
But since I have all I can say-~ 1 --please-- please-- won't you go

avay e
i & RUSSRVZD BOR USE OF SDITOR #on%) ("Hah & b b &% & byl _Tteg
YES, T HIS 15 50UPPesED To BE PAC - E
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There was no doubt of its being genuine. Nobody in the
history of mankind ever hrd such a horrible mlxture of pothooks
for handwriting, a8 William Shakespeare. The enitire manuscript
had been gone cver by experts several times, and noted collactors
had one and all raked thelr memories, but none ever had heard
of anything romotely resembling it.

'\Gentlemen," 1t was Lord Sydney speaking, "evidently, this
manuscript hes been in our femily since the tilme of Shakespeare.
It was only three months ago that a chest was found in a hidden
room in the castle, that has not been known of for at least
aight generatlons. .It is not a play, but scems to be an attempt
at some sort of my..ery story. re is a typy written copy that
can be resd much exgler than the original." He paused and smiled
at his listeners. As soon as it has been examined, the sale
will start, I only wish 1t were possible for me to kgep it, but
due to circumstances, I am compelled to part with it.

There wes a buzz of talk around the table as each man of the
twelve checked all affidevits and attestatlons,

A gtir at the door, and another man entered. I'ne newcomer
wore a dark old fashioned hat pulled over his eyes, and wasa
completely wrapped in a voluminous cioak, Lord Sydney looked at
him qwﬁstionally with raised browve. .

Your invitation, Sir," he asked coldly,
‘ "Tpvitation?' thoe stranger's lips curled in a half smile.
"Invitation. Oh yes." He burrowed into the cloak and came up with
the required document, Hig chin quivered as with some inner mirth
as he handed it over. , '

Lord Sydney frowned, and muttored somothing under his breath
sbout being certain the next time not to issue such things except
to designated persons, and turned back to the manuscript.

"Now, you will notice there are soveral geps in the transcript
of the cony. For instance, here are six words that could not be
decippered. Your guess 18 as good a8 mine"as to what they mcan.

Wpare do they occur in the original?’ tho stranger asked.

Tna look he recioved for his affrontery should have frozen

wherc he stood, but he never lost his half mocking smile.

|7



LOrg Sydhey's back spoke eloqguent disapproval as_he turncd the

Pages . rindiﬁg the passage, ne pointed with a stiff British finger.

Hua-m=-u"  the stranger bent over the yellowed paper and took e
fleet}ng lance, He stragghtened, and turned to the others,

It's really simple," he ammounced, "those words are simply, 'Who
knows“what the worrow brings"".

Why he's rightl" cxclaimed one of the group., '"Now that I know
what the scntencce says, I can make it out quite casily:l" He turned to
the stranger. 'llow in the world could you rcad it at a gRance? T
know it took threc wocks to make this copy.” ‘

"I imaginc the fact that I have the world's worst handwriting
might make mc able to decipher some onc else's seribbles,” was the an—
swer,

Lord Sydncy was thawing visibly. "Would you be kind enough to
corrcet the rest of the maruscript? he asked.

"Gladly," the stranger answered, "I know I wouldn't want any of
my work misprinted. Let me see what I can do."

Within thirty minutes the copy was completed, and the crowd of
marvc%ling men looked at him with unmistakable awe,

I don't %now how to thank you," Lord Sydney began, "but I paid--"

The stranger drcw his cloak around himself, and starcd straight
at the discomfited noblcman, who turned a glorious shade of red, and
startcd stammering apologlcs,

"I-I'h sorry-- I didn't moan-- forgive me-- I-I--"

The stern face relaxed and the half smile played around the mouth,

"I must apologize for wmy own 11l mennocrs,"' he sald with a courtly
bow, "Sometimes I forget what 1t is in the world of-~" he ‘ecut the ro-
mark off sharply, and bent over thc manuscript again,.

The awkward pausc was punctuated by a nervous giggle from one of
the assomblage, and the talk became general.

No onc noticed that the stranger spoke very little, Hoc watched
intently the actions of tho others, and scomed very intercsted in
their clothing and manners. One of them 11t a-clgarettc with an auto-
méic lighter, and the suddon start of the newcomer bgought attention
to him.. He laughod lightly, and dismissed it with, = I mugt have been
daydrgaming. For a-momont the flame startled me. Sorry.

Well, Gontlemen," Lord Sydney spoke, 'shall we get down to bus-
Ancss?
"Suits me fine," one of the others said, "I've got a date."

The puzzled look he got went un-noticed, The stranger gave hls
head a-slight shake and his shoulders raised in an imperceptible shrug.

"Well, musn't keep the lady waiting," Lord Sydney smiled,

: The frown thet furrowed the brow of the stranger was quizzical,
but the smile returnecd, ;

Lord Sydney picked up a list from the table.

"Therc are five of you from Amorice, two from Canada, oné from
India; onc from Switzerland, and the others from England, Bids will
be mado in pounds, and pleasc makc them slowly, I am not an auction-
ocr by trade. ,

One of the Americans made the first offer, and thestranger barely

concealed his starc of amazement at the size 9f it. 2y

A Caonsdlan gave a short laugh and seid: "Oh no you don't,  and
upoed the emount by a hundred pounds, ,

The bids rosc steadlly from that polint, and &s it climbed, the
strangor's eyes widencd, His smile lost its merriment, and & wry look
replaced it, Ho shook hls head in bewilderment as the, amounts increasad
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.It finelly scttled into a-ducl between the Indian and the Anmerlc
an, =Saoch time the man from India made ¢ bid, the man from the States
unpned it, He finally outbid theother, and triumphantly picked up the
manuscript.

gis hands were sheking a-1ittle as he spoke almost dreemily.,

An original copy of Shakespcarct' It's thc onc thing I'rc wanted
for yearsti” .
" No onc noticed the stranger's amile, It was impossiblo to des~
cribe,

"My conpratulations,"” Lord Sydncy said as ho shook hends with the
winner, MNow,' he continued, "I wondor if you will 211 be kind cnough
to sipgn my pgucst book. This 1is onc ocecasion of which I want ar record.
Plonse make it in the order in which you arrived."

The stranger was the last to plck up the pen, He looked 1t over
curiously, but wrotec something in the volume, closed it, and hended
pon’agd book to Lord Sydney, with his courtly bow.

~ I‘aﬂ"vcry aratoful to you for allowing me to remadin and witmess

this salc," he smid. "It will be a memory I will cherish,” With thet
He turned to the others, bade them a cordial goodnight, ond vanished
through the door.

Uncommonly nicc chap,” said the Amecrican. "He was surc - 1ife
savor on decciphcring thosc pocsoges. I wondcr why he didn't pid."

Thet's right," Lord Sydncy wes thoughtful, "He didn't scem to
show any intcrcst in ths auctlon o8 such. Bvery time I noticed him,
he was looking at us, I wonder why he came ?"

"who was he?" someone else asked.

Lord Sydney reached for the invitations and ran through them ra
pidly"at first, then oneby one.

That's pecullar, the one he gave me isn't here."

"We11l, he signed the guest book, look in that," prompted one of
the others,

"That ' rizht, he did sign when the rest of you did." He opened
the volume he held, and ran hds eyes down the list.

"Gral:, him, somebody!" the Americen yelled, He looke like- he's
going to faint i’

Lord Sydney had Jjust enough strength to point a shaking finger
to thelast neme on the pages Takling up enough room for at least three
ordinary signings was a bold signature.

FRANCTIS RAGON, BARTS
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: Meeting #658
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Gene Coy en 1lod attcntion to the hoadline on the Herpld-Express
which said Ciguntic Lyplosion on Mars,” The explosion was seen by
a> Jap astronomer who said 1t was ebout 700 miles across, 40 mlles deep,
“emd a- yellowish—pink in color,
Wendy read an'article from.the Wyandotte Echo, a- Kansas neWSpaper,
" which reported tht 50 flying disks had crashed and were in the posses-—
lon of the government, hese cescribed as being 'like small, cércular
adrplanses, were pilotod Ty man=-llke creatures half tho size of & hupga,
The article implied that the Air Force's radar 1nterfered with the disk
s' propellant apparetus, thus causing them to crash, ‘ 4650

Don Vassar looked through all éditions of the.LA phone book, but
wos unable to find the LA Research Burean, where the crashed flying
"dlsks were 8Bupposed,to be under examination, -

. Pictures of Mars at the time of the Gigantic Explosion have been
examine®, and astronomers now.belleve 1t was merely a formation of lce

VrySuwlq \
T8 ;; A #660

Avon's cxecursion into the pulp Tield will appesr soon, It will be
cailed "Out of this World" Adventurcs, edited by DON Wollheim,

NBC 1s planning a-show designed to take ue Out of this World.
Scripts which may soon ‘be herrd will be With Folded Hands“ and "First
Contact . )

#661

Ray Palmer 1s bringing out a companion mag to éther forlds, to be
called Imagination, .

8 i it N m###¥a####$f###¥¥¥¥# ###“###% ###¥¥########%A##
; REFLECTIONS ON' THE YOUTH OF. TODAY

Eyes that epcak volumes
Shine soft and bright‘
Banishing darkness,: | 1:i "
Meking day out of n@ght. Eyc° bold and flashing
t 11 Are devil-may-tarcy . -
it But of all liars, ]
These eyes are ‘a pair. -Eyes full of wisdom
Love, and world's ways,
Tooyoung to know these,
' Not enough days.
Zyes: form a curtain
Protecting tlhie hecart.
- The soul may be loncly,
But the cyes play thoar pert.

(Eéj ~—=~Duval
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lHe save his ears too! great a squige
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' ’ ,\’?fw;="»':,£&:§' What a marvelous squigpgle for Twige
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' iS50 Twigsle, best known as He T
e L . o] ‘erggled promotly right over to see
& ki bl A friend known as Forry

7@?&4}- = . And told him the story

(ﬁwﬂ; e o : 10f Twiggle, ear wiggle, and tree
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- H Then Forry, he looked at H. Ta

! ‘ And answered him quite solemnly

\ "Now Twiggle, you know

T ' \ This simply won't o

{ \ | No one would believe it you see't
1 5 3

Nuf said for Terwilliger Te
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Whenever I sece a purple BEM

Unon a »romag cover

e : I always wonder if one of thenm
\ - Will make a very good lover
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.THE SAGA OF TWIGGLE, H, T.

Wien Homer lO“UJlll rer Twiggle

Found out he hed ears that could Wi e
sle

He felt very »roud ‘

and oqueoLod rl"ht out loud

By rosh cnd by jing and by jiggle

Then Honer Terwilliger Twwggle .
Tried out both his ears with & squig-
: e

Then &ried .out ith clee | 2 . _
On finding that he ! "2 Sainolis Baod
Wes high ahove, Tonkington Risgle . printer's devil

b . R : ‘-, A A -

; hish above lo".ln bon Rigrle
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'S BRUIN?A

2y Forry Ackerman ® -

.. +BEAR with me, fen, on this trek with pun and camera to the-.
darkest wilds of Westwood, Calif., where on the varsity campus we
will track.fo its lair the Bruin Science Fiction Clube Safarits
I know, the University of'California'’s stf club is the first of its
kind. | ot B i

< .. The afternoon of the last Fri. in Feb., Walt Daugherty drove
Aundrey Seidel and myself out to the re-organizational meeting of

the BSFC at. theé beginning of .a new semester. (There had been a
number of-meetings late in '49 with AE van Vogt, Wendayne Mondelle,
©.«Be Meyne Hull, Weaver:Wright, Jean Cox and others of the LASFS in
attendance. “Guest 'speaker van Vogt had spoken on Science Fiction &
Semangics, and Ackerman the Agent on The Care & Feeding of Clients,)
At this first meeting of 150,
Shelly  Lieberman was elected Director

. Lucille Schullman, Co=-ordinator
' Dick Bloom, Propagandist

v Shadomy Smith, Auditor

‘Arleene Novack, Chronicler
oy I and
. .. Roy Hackworth, Communicator

Kenny Bonestell (cops, Bonnell) of the LASFS was also presente
There was sone discussion of a campus fantasy fanzine, and a pre-
liminnry report on the then-ineproduction scientifilm, "Rocketship
<o the Moonit . (alias "None Came Back®).,

B e After the meeting a group
of the fans, including Lieberman, Ackerman, Daughertyman, Seidel
(woman) and the original sparkplug of the Bruin Club, Gil Gaier,
had lunch together, at which time we spotted the campus stf celeb-
rity, Kris Neville, and I informed him of the good news that Amag-
ing had just purchased his "Make Mine Marst® and that the first ise
sue of IMAGINATION.would be featuring him' on‘the cover with."Home~
wird)Pilgrim“ (a particularly fine slick-type piece of writing, un-
pug. . ; "‘ e . o ' .

_ During-the luncheon (and a "ta" to Daiigherty for picking up
the tablets ch¥ck) Walt volunteered to send Shelly some copies of a
litho for .publicity purposess Pic is an original Goldstone beauty
of the first men on the Moon, with spaceship on lunar landscape,
and has since been successfully used to attract attention: around
the campus to the Stf Club. A :
5 P - After lunch the Director of the BSFC
cirected us to the modernistic Engineering Bldg, where he believed
the new issue of a University publication could be found, one paro-
dying: science fictions The receptionist was reluctant to:admit
there was such an issue, however Walt (Slan Spade) Daugherty finale
ly detected where a copy of the mag (called the Cal-Astral Engineer)
“rgs-hidinge --This printed peniodicaly dated Febe 2050 AD, featured
a BEIM (Bosomy Exotic Maiden) and a REM (Rocket Expedition Moon).
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Later that afternoon we attended a University-sponsored showing
of the technicolor atomicartoon, "Where Will YOU Hide?™ After you,
Dr Jekylleee )

On Friday afternoon, 10 Mar 50, I returned to the Bruin
Science Fiction Club. . This time Wendayne was able Lo accompany mes.
Featured speaker was Ken Crossen, the hydra-handed author behind so
many current sti projects. As liaison officer and trouble shooter
on NBC!s Qut of This World programs that are being prepared, he gave
inside dope on whe trials and fribulations surrounding such selecw
trons as Williamson's With Folded Hands® and Leinster!s "First Cone-
tect, Strons possibilities for the air, he revealed, include Heinw-
lein's Wled Planet®, "Universe® and "It's Great to Be Back™; van
Vogt's “Project Spaceship”; Sturgeon's "Thunder & Roses™ (I been
poundirs the Program Director's ear that hets got to hear Mary Mair
singing the song in it; that Mrs Sturgeon should record it ror the
broadcast; and I'm stre that all tihose with pleasant Philcon memor-
ies of her performance will agree with me); de Camp'!s "Hibited Man'";
Bradbury's "King of the Gray Spaces®, "The Concrete Mixer" and "The
Moon Be Still As Brigat"; Eric Frank Russell!s %Late Night Final®;
Catherine Moorels "No Woman Born'; and several others that I recom-
mended during the 3 week surveye In his facet of science fiction
editer for Greenberg he named 3 novels as the most likely to be that
publisherts introductory titles in the stfield: A completely modern=-
ised version of Festus Pragnelll's Wonder classic, THE GREEN HAN OF
0AnYPEC (this contract alrecady set thru the Ackerman Fantasy Agency
--vndlug);, a revised version of Sturgeont!s DREAMING JEWELS, and a
b,ard new, previously unpublished van Vogt entitled THE HOUSE THAT
5700D STILL (a time tale with a Pacificoast locale). As Richard
Foster, our ubiquitous Mr Crossen also reviews stf bks for the Los
Angeles Daily News. And he has just sold a yarn--"Restricted
ClienteleW=-to TWS} ' '

At this meeting there was one fellow, somewhat
older than the general age group, who generally mentioned Gernsback
or Science Wonder or "Skylark" rather than "Lensman® Smith when he
had somccning to saye Waien the registration sheet was passed around
a name leapt out at me: Frank Brueckell Doesn't mean anything to
you? Bahl TFoke fanl Probaebly only ‘started reading in 135 or '40
or 5. (Not you, lMoskowitze) But it!'s a rare reader today, I sup=-
pose, who will recognize that here was the one-tine author--back in
the heydey of Bob Olsen and Clare Winger Harris and FPrancis Flagg and
Harl Vincent and A. Hyatt Verrill--known as Frank J. Bridge. I made
mysclf knovm to him after the formal part of the meeting, and we had
quite a chat about auld lang synce His interest in writing stf is
reviving, and he may head for the comeback road.

Ray Bradbury and
Ward Moore will probably speak at future meetings. So, if you!re in
the neighborhood, better get on the road to ruin and join the Bruin
Science Fiction Clube 3

]
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LASFS Associate Memberships: Open to All,
Enroll for the year today: $l. Includes Club pub sube.l
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WALDO & MAGIC INC

Book Report

The latest offering of Doubleday, Doran and Co. in the ¢
field of fantasy cre reprints from Unknown of "Waldo®™, and "Magic,
Ince™e I can only say that as to plot and writing Heinlein has
surpassed himself, As to characters=--My Godl what charactersl
The sometime Hero of Waldo", one Waldo Fartheringwaite Jones is a
some=what overemphasized Sidney Greenstreet, a genius of the first
swater, and the origional Schliemeil, With the whole world troubled
by the calamity of radiation running wild and a general .power
failure he chooses to sulk in his palatial manor that revolves
.in an orbit between Luna and the Earth. However, insofar as he is
the hero of the story, Waldo finds time in the last couple of
pages to solve all of Barth's problemns, As a reward, a hex doctor
‘works a bit of Hocus Pocus and Waldo looses all of his excess
weight where-upon he becomes a regular fellow, chases the girls,

» and has a general all around good time,
w The second story, "Magic, Inc." is what makes this book.
truely outstandinge. The plot of this story runs something like
this: first replace every scientific advancement you know of with
“black magio, Then whén all society revolves around a civilization
built by magic, imagine a group of demons forming a monopoly of all
-magicionse This having been accomplished, the asserted heros of -
“this story, a young building contractor, his sweetheart, a rather
hideous old witch, and an African witch doctor go down to' the
depths of hell te beard the devil in his den. This gay bunch soon
~find themselves in hot water, and you can imagine how hot water
gets down theres However, when things are at their worst, the heros
are helped out of their predicament by a friendly devil who, it
seems, is really a T-man in disguises He has been assigned to the
case when the government gets wise to the workings of Magic, Ince
.The story ends with something of a letdown when the hideous old
witeh turns down the young hero's proposal bacause she is old .
enough to be his great-great-grandmother, On the last paragraph
of the story we find that our gay young man, not to be deterred by
such a poor excusc, spends his waking hours around his true love!s

hovel, hoping hoping hoping,

- elireewindidyouthiinkiwasgoingowricesonethingint erestingneresnun?

Suzar comes from Venus
And sandalwood frem Mars

And saffron and the spices fronm

Beyond the distant stars.

Gold and -apes and neacocks,
Cinnamon and wines
Beclon to adventurers

A in the ancient timese

AXoeswood and,silfer rings
Jewels big as THAT
Beckon to adventurers

As when the world wagwggap,‘,um
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-.Treasure for the taking

Awaits for those who care :
JLeaving sweet home Barth behind
Breathing foriegn air,

Sugar comes from Venus,

Sandalwood from Mars

Adventurers go .seeking more

Be¥ond the distant starsy =-=~Duval



1ETTER GO

and here we are agaln at the letter column. Ag you all know {or
should) there was somthing said about a mint issue of Rbt. Heinlein's
Sixth Column" to be given to that lucky, lucky fem who gsent in the
best letter about Shargy #17. AFTer carefully wading through mounds
of paper, I picked out the letter that looked prettiest, and, finding
it readable and falirly easy to type----zlllow me to present THE WINNER

ooN J. NARDIZZI
2 - 22 U0

it was with mounting surprise and pleasure thd 1
read_____surprise at the neat and effective manncr that cach festure
was nresented....your covers are grand....congratulations to elchner
and SWansoN....your articles and storics, smart and profcasional....
gongratulations to the staff and contributors.,..am proud to be a mem

Gr..l..

cnjoyed the ackormans' (or should it be sckormen's)
trin to the moon greatly...llke they, i hope the fans will holp make
1t arbox officc success...s8tf in the mass modium, motion plcturcs, hes
been rarc indecd...this new one of hcinloin will be the real thinge.e.
maybo oven the spacc operar that cvans is screaming for,..also, acker-
men's "wondeor uscd to stink" was nostalgic rcading...tho hershey's
criticism of astounding was pitched asblt too strongly, ono cant help
but zgree that cempbell is losing site of his goal...or could be he's
afming for ncw targCtSeses

. .eeincidontally, should you find my typing non-
conforming, bcar in mind that i'm or person who takes the path of lecast
rcslstancCesse -

(cditor's notc...a copy of the complete lotter cen be
found on the club: bullctin board....1 Like thoe path of loast reslstance

£000as)
S 33 3 3 AL 3R

(We had plammed on erotler lotter to fill “his shace, out instead
we are turnias over the rest cf this page to Souvans.)

PRI EoNE AR I B R AL LT o B O L L

FAMOON His LOST A FRISID. -

Fans were shocked and saddened Sunday, March 19th, when news came
over the redio of the death by heart-trouble of the 0ld Master, Edgar
Rice Burroughs, at the age of 79. A large number of fans were first
made aware of the gloriousness of Fantastlc literature through thelr
early reading of the wonderful tales of this fine writer, While not
precisely Stf, in the fullest meaning of the phrase, his tales of ad~-
venture on end in this world, and on Mars and Venus, were SO absorbing
and thrilling that we declded to venture further into the field, and
see what other imeginative writers had to offer. Many of us here in
1A had had the plecasure of meeting Mr, Burroughs, and found him as
fine a man as he was writer, Burroughs, the man, is gone from this
world, but his Tarzan, John Carter and other great characters, will
live on in our memories. Truly, fandom haslost not only one of 1ts
great writers, but a true friend, Requiscat im pace, Frilend.
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RADIO

Redio signald sent to the noon and back are to be brosdcast from
NBC in a program being errenged for sometime: on April 8th. The res—
son: -~ to introduce a new sclentifictlon arame: "Dimension X" scheduled
to start on thet date. ' :

MOVIES

DTSTINATION MOON (Eaple Lion) soom to be releosed., watcoh for it.
ROOKETSHIP X-M (Lippert) trip to Mars film soon to be: relessed,
WHO GOZS THERE? by Campbell 1is to be produced by EKO,

THEZ BIG EYE ~-- this is to be ~ Columbia: productions,

MAZTAZ INES

MARVEL SCIENCE STORIES -~ returning to the stands.
SETTNCE FANTASY —- gz new ‘quarterly coming from England in July.

NEWS NCIE

Wew York's Hayden Planetarium set up m.space~f11@ht ticket desk
to add a note of reallsm %o 1ta current 'Spsece- travel® show. More them
100 persons have already turned in reservations: for the first Iinter-
planetary rocket trip -- if and when 1t happens! It is planned that
the reservations will eventually be turned over to the pperator of the
first interplanstary rocket~ship line.

destinations chosen ~- the moon -—- which it 1is belileved cen be
reached in approximately 9422 hours at o 'speed estimated st 25,000m.ped.

Mars -- approximately 75 days ‘away traveling at the same speed,

Now all they have to do 18 build & fow space-ships that will get
there and back.,

Latest dope 'on the flying disks. San Diego's Borderlend Scilences
Research Associlates have put out s mimeoed booklet titled "Flying
Disks, the Bther Ship Mystery and Its Solution". The idea -- Tlying
disks come from Btheria-and are piloted, naturally, by Ttherians.

Their reason for visiting Barth -- atomic boimb explosions have shaker
them up a bit and they cams dowh .to see what in the heck was ceusing
all the comotion. They're not friendly or unfriendly, Just curilous.
What are the ships made of? &theric.substance of some kind, naturelly.
Anyone interested might try to get in touch with lleade Layne, director
of the Borderland group.

._......_...u...._.......__.._.._.........—.,—,-.....-u...-...-.....--...—..._.-m_-.- P —_ B -

FAREWELL FOR A WHILZ
MY SOTIENTIFRIEND
FOR EVEN A SHAGGY
MUST GOME TO
THE
END,
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