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THROW OFF THE SHACKLES Jncobst Fana MNewsletter prompts a few come
ments, As a fellow-conspirator, I would like
to sav how I vicw this business asg an opin-

ionated member =- in contrnst to the officizl *"neutral" approach,

I can see no goof rcason for increasing the FAPA's membership,
to 75 or 68 or any other number. FAPA hns clways been a seleet group,
although its choaracter has altered vastlv in recent yvears., Once it
was a separate interest of the core-members of the unorganized body
of actifandom. Todav manv of its leading members have no interest in
outside fan activity. Fowever, the current setup permits mutation
toward the former condition as actifans join and contribute. The long
walting-list is a good thing in its wuay; those who fall awnv during
the waiting period e¢annot hong on long enousgh to join and then become
deadwood, We need the people who ¢o have the patience to wailt.

The waiting list would move faster if the membership were required
to pnroduce gemiannually, and I feecl that this is the most important
move at the present tire, (An absolute increase in activity require-
ments might follow more lczically from a demand for steady activity,
also.,) I do not see an zon” raeason for voiding the L5~day state of
grace, however; in itself ths L5-day deadline has always partially
voided the postmailing privilege, in any case,

I suggest that a member who saw listed in the FA a postmailing
which he had not received be allowed to submit 2 complaint to the
zneytreas., The publisher would then be asked to submit a cony to the
complaining member under penalty of loss of activity credit for his
vubiication.

Tenure of officet It would be fine to reclease the secytreas, but
I favor retention of the "once in five vears" nrovision for the egoboo
positions. Unless, of course, somebody cnn convince me that it's not
necessary to insure the offices being passed around,

METAORPHOSIS Especially welcome among other postmailings were Flook
anéd The Revanent., In the latter, although "1934" was
quite absorbing, I'd have preferred to read "Seven

Arrows Against ¢ M Carr." Perhaps Speer did make a correct decision

to put the article aside, however, not so much because McCarthy has

palled as because Carr herself has slipped. I sce most recently that:
the saintly lady act has given way to the cute little girl act, which,
1lthough it becomes someone like Delcie aAustin who handles it fairly
jelicately and who hag a large amount of creative ability as lagni-
apoe, sits rather ill with such an apostle cof soap-box righeousness

as our GM. The cute-kid act does not even sit well with Rotsler,

although Fitzgerald mansges it f=irly well, To go over, this act

lemands chiefly a sense of proporition -- "aood taste." Undiscriminat-
ing "cuteness" is chaming in few enough four-year-olds, let alone
crondmothers., # I wou’“r’t have mentione? the grandmother facet,
having little concern Fr the oge of my associates, but I have been

(5

given no chance to forga:t it!



KXAPITURES "Ray Palmer -- Personelity Plus" is presented herewith

with the view in rizi of obtaining the FAiPA's reaction to
it. It was written originally for The Chigzer Pateh of
-andom, at the request of Ed Cox in his editorial facet (although 1t
would probably have been born eventually anywoy; I've been thinking
on the subject since 1943.) I an using it herein at my own indis-
cretion, I hope its inclusion here wilil not prejudice its standing
in Chigger (if indeed it makes that magazine), and I hope even more
fervently that the damn thing actually secs the light of day before

some other disaster overtakes it, I felit for awhile there like Dunk
dlid about hisg "jinx" igc=us of Fanews,

TEETER The Palmer item unbulonces thne present issue, too. I have
gerounged up a few lcavening agents, however, including a
gucst appearance of Isabel Burbee, # Fact is, editorial

"balance™ is a pretty ephcmeral characteristic, When DQ was a sub-

zine, I strived for it mightily, but I usually overlooked some com-

vletely obvious facet of "balance" while doing it. The result would

e an igsue full of reviews, followed by an issue full of scciological

speculations. Andéd nobody cared. I think most of vou are pretty happy

with material that i1s simply readable. Do we present yvou this?

SPEAKING OF FANEWS By all means, Durkelberger, »lease do become
active yourself. I'd rather read current mater-~
ial than the Fanews booklets, bv all means.

I question also your editorizl judgment ‘2 leavins out the material

you lis% in your Christmas sheet, So 1t'z ot inrsrentlv good enough

to merit preservation? &t lecsgt it has the merit of controversiality.

Maybe you ¢on't know how mueb a merit that is. Try, in that case,

to deecide when FaP& (or any similar activiiv}) has been of highest

:nterest to you, .Controversial material, no matter how evanescently

*apical, is an indisvensable Ieavening to the solider and meatier

stuff that we strive to produce in our serious moments; that's why we

=11 miss ILaney so heartily even thoueh we may clalm we hated his guts.,

# The first half of that sentence rolled out inadvertently. I'm
sSoTrTY !

POTPOUKRIL I cant't gsee the justification for the adulatory comment
about Grue, Far as I can sec, the best thing about that
mag is its becutiful print job -« which seems to me largely

wasted on the trivial, chattery crud conteéined in the magazine, Per-

haps I'd find it rore meaningful if I were closer te the "ingide" of
current fanac, to be sure, but my defense on this point is that the
ron-esoterie reader must a2lso be considered (espeecially if you sell

vo general subscribers). The personalia should be confined to special

columns or better still to separate publizations; as it stands there

aren't more than 4 or 8 pages in an issue of the thing that mean any-
ching to me.

DATUM  Since we dispense with a contents vage this time, let me say
here that this is Dream Q@ uest (jumping carriage no extra
charge!) #13, Februcry, 1955; published for the Fantasy Ama-

teur Press Association., Editorial work by Don Wilson, 838D 19th St.,

Santa Mopiea, Calif.; publishing labors by Foward Miller, 1740 Chest-

n:t Ave., Lonz Beach, Calif. This veneratle periodical now is in its

eightih year. Timteh for our tenth anniversary issue! Your eyes will

weaken, though.

-==Don Wilson



JVEL) YEARS. DAY 00 SOUTH FIOVEER

by ISABFL BURBEE

New Years' Eve was nothing like this! It was quiet and une
eventful, cven if we werc up half the nisht,

We thousght we were startine the New Year right bv havins a onew-
shot session ~- Cox, Jacobs, Miller, tke ¥ilsons and us, the Burb-
ecs. We ate dinner witbout Don and Marv because they were late and
we were hunnsry. And then t1:¢ phone rang!

it was Mary., She and Don were in an ncecident, no detoils
except: Car smashed, both in the honsgnital, unkurt, ond sendinsz an
S80S for clothes and transportatisn, We're hevins an unusual
Californiz rainstorm todav and thev're hoth soaking wet, they and
the storm.

Well, the upshot of it all is that JT'm left to keev the home
fires burning and the coffee hot, and the men folk have gnne to
roscue our unfortunate fricnds. It's been an hour and L5 minutes
since they left, and J'm wonderina if I'll Fevs to go rescue the
lot of them. Hone not!

I understand that I'm marricd to 2 rather illustrious fannish
fan man, end I often wonder just how runv of his cccentricities have
rubbed off on me, I don't reud much science-fiction, hut I like a
lot of the stories, ¢sneclally if thev don't deal too much with
chenistry and higher cwlculus, of which I know little at 2ll, I
don't like housework, but like to cook, eénjioy most peoplc and love
beer, but 1'm not too fond of most homebrew, I cuess I should tell
you about the Burbce that I know bettcr than vou, but I *now hin
better than most veople, so vou ean sce that it would be showing
poor judgnent on ny part to indulae myself or such a subject, I
guess hg couldn't sue m¢ for libel or defamation of charscter, but
I'm sure there arc some things he could sue me for, like divorce,
for instance.

Did vou know that Burbce, Charles Z,, doesn't like to aet his
hair cut? 4nd &id you Vvnow that he likes choconlate Ice crsam, bhut
won't cat chocolate cake? Funny fellow, isn't he? But man, oh
man, in some departments he really shines -- anes to the head of
the class -- but vou see, I can't tell vou about that., Vou'll have
to ask him vourself,

I never wrote anvthing of this sort hefore, and I can't think
of anvthing esotazrle to sav, but I do write letters s-metimes, so
you ean protend this is a lettnr,

I like Lee Jecohs very much. Yon see, he knows I like lots of
beer, but not home brew Lvpe, 30 he glwavs brings me some from gome
other outside brewsr:, which plesscs me verv much., Ed Cox alwavs
does too. I have a suspicion that mavbe mv illustrious fan men
had gomething to do with it., Fe's reallv wonderful, vou know.



Now, take Howard Miller, He's a niece fellow too, with a
beautiful complcxion, the kind we gnls wish we had for free.
I guess he likes mv co~iine beeause he likes to look in the kltehen
to see.what I'n doins, 2ré soxt of smell all the smells, He pleases
me too. #nd besides, he can draw, and he loans out his trousers
sometimes. Vervy generous sort.

Now the Wilsons are real special. They're both smart, which
is unusual for married peopvlc. And besides all that, Don writes
rzal well, and sary can draw. #And as if that wasn't enous> she can
sit rizht down a2t a ty®w r and whip up an article as fast as the
next fan, or the one before. It “oesn't matter at all, not to Mary
it doesn't,

You know, and might remember, if vou haven't booged dovm by
now, that in the beginrning I sald the men fen had been mone for
an hour and 45 minutes. Wz21ll, now it turns out that they have been
away for 2% hours, Men arc worrisome tlinzs, and it's no wonder
I'm rambling on this W8Veseas

((Here endeth this ckronicle. The sizht of my grey face and
the sound of my ululant corpsc-rattle aslzinz for a cup of tea was
too much for poor Isabel, I trust, howevaer, that by now she has
recovered, and that we will hear from her again. --dw))
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A7 PHMIER . FER-
SONBLITY PLG

Effective with the issue dated Mav, 1955, Ray Palmer's science-
fiction mazazine -- previously c¢nlled Universe S-F -- will revert
to the title Qther Worlds, This is the most recent event in an
editorial history whose length is ~2limost unrivalled in science-fiction
circles, and whose inst bility ard incoherence virtually equals its
length., It is, moreover, 7 career which has commanded more attention
from the fan world over the venrs thin any other save Camphell's,
ana around which hwe revolvaed surely nore controversy and vociferous 4
conment than any other ot w«ll.

I'd like to tiake o zood lonz look at Rav Palmer's edl torial
background. As far as I know nobody has done it for vears, and surely
the present time hos brousht most of the issues surrounding Palmer
closer %o resolution and more susceptible to study than they have ever
been, I have followed Palmer's carcering career since 1943, watching
his "moves from strength to strength" fef, Forrest J Ackerman's
article on the writers of "Cosmos,™ in Con Pederson's If7 with con-
siderable interast. And I have heard enoush behind-the-scenes infor-
mation to add a bit of denth to the overall nicture. Not long azo
Mary read "Empire of Jeggu" -- the novel featured in the first Amazing
I ever bought, the issue dated November 19.3 =-- and commented at some
length over the trogic pulpiness of the ending thercof (which Palmer
suppliedl . Consequent meditntion has led to the present article,

The article has already died once; its first version perished in
our wreck of 1 Jan 55, I hops the second time arcund will charm it.

I hope also that Palmar is still a subjeet of general interest in fan
circles; if not, I plead indulmence for my folly.

I nmust plead guiltv also to 2 disguisting lack of documentation
for this account. The letters from Rog Phillins and Redd Bogss, which
should be cited hy chapter and verse, have long since hit file 13;
and the editorials in old Amazines and other writines by Falmer himself,
which woulu be invalunchtle, are no lonzer by me, Howoever, I will try
to indiccte herein what material has been supnlied me from outside
ind what is conjecturz on my part. HMuch of the historv of Palmer's
aetivities is generally well known, of course, and so needs no docu-
mentation. ]

Your comments are snlicited (althoush those of Palmer himself,
which would be of grestest int:-sst, probubly will not be forthcoming),
1'm sure many of yvou can shed the limht of frcet or oninion at one
paint or another herein., So to horse.

In the editorial of Universe #9, the owner thereof volced scome
soinions which are of interest.
"Science fiction," said Palmer, "is for ijust a few of us. Not



278 ch?g 27 of the population, You can finéd out for vourselves by
-8King .UC neople at random what seience fietion 1s; that you'll met
tie answer that it's 'that eragy kid stuff you see on TV these days'.
-nose 980 of the population are just uvnable to comprehend what :

selence fiction is: tlut it's twenty years of indoctrination, twenty
years of experience, twenlty years of 2volvement through time-honored
steps as complicated as = coursc in science at our most scientifio
universities. ‘they don't know that it is a tradition, 2 fraternity,
u political and morel revolution in thinking and behavior and the
relationship of man toward man., Thev don't know that it is tomorrow
come to today to influence it. 4nd because thev don't know these
things, they will never be attracted in great numbers to & magazine
evoted to them, And there are several magazines today which measure
up to the definition we've given.

"One of them is Astounding Science Fiction, It is an editor,
and a loyal, Campbell-minded clan. It isn't a magazine, in the mind
of the 98%. It's that 'deep bunch of engineer boys with the atoms
in their hair.' #£nd there's UNIVERSE. A guy named Palmer and a bunch
of readers who wouldn't think of addressing him as anything but *Rap.’
UNIVERSE is a family, as clannish as thev are made, The most familiar
statement in any letter written to UNIVERSE is: 'I've been following
YOU sgince 1928,' Beyond these two magazinca, the rest are just mag-
azines, without the higtory, the coat of arms, the family pride
in past and nresent and futurs glorv. Thut's why we'vs just gone
through the 'big delusion' and the 'big disappointment.' . . . "

These ideas bear investigantion. What is their source? While
they may agree in substance with some idcas held by other people,
the mentael processes through which they were arrived at are distinct-
ively Palmerts. Let us delve into them.

As is well known, Palmer becan his career as a fan., His first
large splash on the selence-fiction scene was in 1930, when he and
fellow~-members of the "International Seientific Association” founded
The Comet ~- which, practically speaking, wos the world's first fan-
zine, Palmer's real faurish prominence began slightly later, how-
ever, when he, Ackerman, Schwartz, Unzer and other “bnf's" of the day
commenccd publication of Fantasy Magazine. FM was a printed journal
whose closest recent counterpart in terms of formet was Gillings!
Fantasy Review. Palmer's gossip column, "Spilling the Atoms with
Rap;“ was featured in every issue, Palmer was instrumental also in
the writing and publication of "Cosmos," the granddaddy of all
round-robin stories -- in which some twenty of the leading profes-
sional s-f writers of the dav contributcd chapters. Palmer formu-
lated the general plot, wrote a chapter himself ("Conference at Cop=
ernicus"), and guided the others -- including Edmond Hamilton, David
H. Kcller, and John W. Campbell, Jr. Considered as a_story "Cosmos"
was rather dismal /ef. my review in Con Pederson's If/, but its
stature as a fan project is almost without compare.

Palmer's private life at the time, however, is neither so well
known nor so successful. It is fairly w:11 known that Palmer is a
hunchback 4'8" tall; not so well known is his history during the days
when that condition had its roots., Palmer's family life was unhappy
to say the least, and his earliy iife was characterized by much ‘
fending for himself -~ punctuated by the tangles with trucks, falls,
etc., which broke his back several fimes. Eventually nature des-
palred of revpairing the spinal column and built a spheroidal shell
of bone. This is of coursc pertinent here only in the light of its




results, which, generally speeking, were that Palmer's rclations

with the people he contucted from day to day werc probably similarly
defensively shcllcd-off; ond that he communicated in his own terms only
with the fans with wbom he corresponded. His "paper personality™
comrenced its outre growth at this time,

He says himself, in an ecitorisnl autobiography inside the back
cover of QOther Worlds, Deccember 1951y ™At 7 he suffered a broken back
in an auto accident. Those vears werc years of reading Edear Rice-
Burroughs, every book as it came off the press; Jules Verne, Fenty,

B, Rider Haggard, H., G, Wslls, Jack London, Scrviss.

"At 13, two more years in bed. At 20, the back again. More
hospital, falls off roofs, off ladders.

"But at 16, the great cvent of his life -~ the discoverv of his
first copy of Amezineg Stories on the newsstand. Within gix months
he grew impatient with cte magezine, as he szow so much that he wanted
it to be. Decided then and there, at 17, to bscome oditor of the
magezine, In 1937, qult his job as a st=2t metal worker to wait,
Nobody understood. bPut in Fehrouary 1938 came a fateful telegram.
Yevruary 1k, 1938 he becare menaging editor of Amazing Stories,"

The "fateful telegram” was the handiwork of Roger sherman Hoar,
fairly well-known as a nolitical figure »nd a liberal-baiter under
his own name, and better knovm in stefnnl circles 2as Ralph Milne
Farley., Hoar visited B. G. ¥Yavis iust after the Ziff-Davis Publishing
Comvany had purchased Amazing from Tcck Publications, Under the Teck
imprint, Amazing had becn run almost to extinction under the cditor-
ship cf & doddering octagenarian n-med T. O'Conor Sloane, Ph.D,,
whose literary tastes were petrificd somewhere in the last decade of
the ninetcenth century und whose cosmologv and vicws of progress dated
from the days of Herschel (or perhaps Tycho Brahe). Davis wanted some-
one to edit the magazinz for him, and Hoer rccommended the fan whom
he considered the dar's aptest.

"At Ziff-Davis,” consirues Palmer autobiographically, " . . . his
self-training in writing since 17 (first story sold to Hugo Cerns-
back in 1928} which counted sales to Amazing Stories, Astounding
Stories, Wonder Stories and many other magazincs including murder,
gengster, sex, western, mystery and flyving -- proved of inestimable
velue, Yver 3,000,000 published words backed up his story sense.
Amaozing Stories rose from lowest in sales to highest, Founded Fan-
tastic Adventures and also became editor of five other magazines,n

And theredy hangs the next part of the tale,

The fans of the day wecre fairly jubilant when they heard that
one of their number, who had shared their oninions and been part of
their thought-fraternity during those early ycars when there were
only three prozines, was about to bocome the editor of one of them,
Their joy, however, dicd aborning. Palmer's first moves aggravated
them, and his subscquent activities provoked them to sereaming franzy,

To begin with, FPalmer aimed for a pulp-magazine newsstand read-
ership, rather than for his old fan associates, These fans, who had
not yet seon Campbell's Autounding and were still seeking for the
"pig change" that woeuld rcvoiutionize the field, idealized the sit-
nation. The new Amazing was the—:fore a terrific letdown to them.
*hey voiced their disappointmeni bitterly, and Palmer defended him-
solf with equal vchemence. ha “h? viar wns on,

4% the beginning fmazine 077 .cted Palmer's sex-gangster-west-
ern--flring Background i

"

2o Nig warly preference for the Burr-
cgna-dzray school o 1ite~dure: ot firet glomce 1t was a carbon ¢opy
=i v >

- & -

T flanet Stories, a2l ocvgh Lelcer aimec faor a certain slickness of

D"
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rvncling that Flanct never nchioved until much later, Fantastie Advene
jg:gg began as an &tterwt to revive the desirable chrractoristics of
g-f" 9 ccrliest magazintzs -« k3 lorge size, Paul illustrations, trimmed
2dges, «nd to ome extunt bl ougat-variant storics; it failed in this
Zilse arter o few iscuss, bub was continuod ns a fairly successful

mlp until 1953, Oconsionnlly an atscmpt was rede te tyne it as a
"fantasy companion' a ia Strarge Tolog and Unknown, but the science-
"iction and fantasv contents of the two mignzines were never clearly
senarcted,

dmazing continued in the Planet vein roughlv antil the ond of
1941, when its thickness louble? er. new influcnees bezan to become
anperent, This 1s what the culprit hinself said about it:

"I svecceeded in celuding him /Davis/ intn committing the mneazine
into my tender care. « » « You ean inmugine how I foit., HWers at last
I had it in my poiler to <0 %o my 0ld hobhr what I 2ad alwavs had the
driving cCesire to do . . « the power to &sstrov, to crente, to remake
at mv own discretion.¥ He c¢rlled¢ the pre- Zent naterial in the field
"ialf-beked ilens, screwy scicnee, and vzisntie, unprofegsional writ-
ing. lot one profcessional authorts touch glittered from the . . .
dunghesap of goadgets, theoriis and iaterclar ~tarv travelogues, There
wasn't 2 living, breathing charrcter, emution (or) adventure in the
whole lct,”

The foregoing is from "Pelmer Tnirs :ls Hair,” in Stardust, Wov-
smber 19L0; it wos discusse? in an interesting article enlled "The
Palmer Lioax,” by Geoffrey Giles, in ¥antagy Review, Winter 19L9-50,

The sugrent of s-f's rerlarshi~ wrich soon afterwnrd flocked with
hosannzs to the new C-m»bell Astoun oz cnn testify to the truth of
Palmer's statements, hut at that point their agreement with him stovred.
Palmer's snlution to th: Alffisulty was nulp-typed fiction, wherein
"human interesth and ter 2tionnl treatment" were rcendered out into
slickly-written potboilczsz Fth no word leonwer than two gyllables, no
sentence longer thrn onge linzs of doublee~coilumned tyne, and situations
involving conflict stereotyoned into unreal cardboard imases., Palmer
nerhavs realized himsclf the fallacy of mistaking such productions
for good writing, but unfortunately his '"story-sense" coupled with
1is own personcl rending background prevented him from passineg his
“noviledge along to his rcaders, And, of course, there arc many who
ociferously assert that Paimer gimply €id not have the ~bhility to
rccognize good fiction when he saw it, at that time at least.

Naturally, Palmer did not e¢iit in & vacuum, nor did he enter
another world shut off from all his former associztions when he took
over Amazine. The opinicns of his old fan assccintes, who as we have
secn were nis only meaninegful contacts cCuring the zarlier thirties,
meant o lot to Palmer, Ferhaps if tenderzd more e2ntly, in a spirit
of advice rather tharn of violent chastiserert, thay wonld have been
heededl or olocnted, Cerininly the frien™ — =pproach paid off in
later veara; note, for exampls, the success of "The Club PHouse" in
the 1948 Amnzing, But fire vmsg fousht with fire, and a fieht whose
viciousness occasicnally rc.ched overpowering heights was begun in
earnest,

The fans told Falmer his "now amazing™ stank, anc he retorted
oy pointing toward his eircuiatiorn fiqures, Fandom heaped fuel bhv
.31lling him he sold to drooline morons, and he called fans gadget-
loving crackpots. The point of the wrole fraecas was soon lost in the
welter of cross-accusztinsng, #nd 1¢ sas a shame, too, for it was a
good nolab.
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smazinzg oontinued in this pulp veln until roushly 1941, when-
anovher inifluence began to beccre apparent. As for ns I can tell,
thot influenee was supplied o a mysterious Brooklvnite named David
Vern -- wrose gtories under various names atitracted some favorable
conment from fansg, ineldentallw, As "David V. Reed”™ he began his
writing career with "Where is Rogr Davig?" in 1940, and in 1941 he
rent to work for Paimer as "Literary =mditor.®

It is alszo ruroreédé that Vecrn is or wes 2 part-owner of the Ziff-
Lavis Publishing Com aav, but teat ruwmr does not concern us here.
Vern's storics certiinly revolve very rweh arsund charcceters and sit-
uations involving the bloek-long-swimming-pool set in which Ziff
moved, put many writers project situations ocut of their imnginations.

And » fertile imaginction Vern nad, too. Uncer the name of

"Clyde Woolruff®™ he eontributed "The Nﬁn witr ®™ive Lives" to Fantastice
Adventures for January 1¢.? -- cae of the tvo or three best stories
that migazine nrinted “J”Jn” its long aAanc ustually undistinguishod

arecer =« and bhis cnief contritution \o ﬂmﬁzﬂﬂa was "Empire of Jegga,!
a suspenseful spy-thriller set on iizrs (I2gga) in which the intruding
warthman was hbout to defeat the Hrrtian rulers at their ovm game of
outsmarting him and throush nim talkirg cver Barth, when Vorn gave up
vae story. ulmer suppllec tie ending, oud he mistook the Jegaan ruse
for Vern's major premise, thus sp01lwn1 a votentially very powerful
conclusion,

Vern's major sffect, howevar, was entirely anart from his ovm
writings. It wos in the effect he had on Palmer's editorial judzment.-
The extont of kis porsonal relationshin with Polmer probably was srsat,
and more intensec than the beer-bnddy frisndship Palme r had with his
pet writers O'Brien ~nd McGivern., HMuch later, VPolmar confessed that
Vern nald trisd mighitily to =zet him to edit ¢ morc "slick" {Palmer's
wezdas) ragazine, EBat,?® said relmer, 2fre world was not then ready
for a 'slick' a~-T mqpazinb.u /=, Other ‘orlds, April 1953, which
featured Vern's Mivshkin, ”re truth is undoubtedlv much more like
this: that Palmer just wasn‘t vst ready for a "slick" magazine, or,
rere accurately, a me~azine containing more than a small minoritv of
visil-written, thoushtful stories,

But even the Uld ¥an of the Mountain is susceptible to sugnes-
tion, and a bit of Vern did rub off on Palmer. It rubbed off errat-
qu1ly of course, but without it the Planet-like Amazing of the
carly vemrs would have continue? without mutation.

The fruits of Vern's influence were the writers of the later
ysars -- Phillips/Graham, B-rne, Hauser, Shaver, the later Wilcox and
Irvingston, Geier. Vern, in short, taught Palmer to look for other
gualities than the tradiitional "“pulp" values he had learned from
Burroughs &nd Henty &nd rom his 3,000,000 words of sales to the sex=-
gangster markets, The unpopularity of some of the writers named here
-cflects the erratie quality refsrred to; and the fact that he con-
Einually mistook the presence of a single unusual quality in a writert's
werk for an overall writing skill.

Yalmer has spoken »ublicly on those gualities and on his metheds
¢f discovering writers who have them, anéd his words bear quotation
hwere. At the risk of beinzg ceiled an egomaniac, I shall quote also
from my letters to Ciher Worlds which orovoked him,

In OW for Februzry, 1953, I said, " . . . it is, generally speak-

ing a weak masazine. <Teke the constant atmosphere of desperately
4 - PR AANTINAE +Fe rTondAeare that the ctnvioag e oand Wwtr wnthand

.J.,.



.rseeure dces he push his privet down hls listener's throat.

. - . "I must regretfully confess that I suspect the editor is
2ore concerned with convineing himself that his favorite babies write
%00d storizs than he is with convincing the readers, After all, he
has efitec masazines 1long enough to realize the magnitude of strong
stories in making a magazine strongz.

« « + "I most sircerely hope that CW is not «oing to turn into an
crgan for Shaver and Bvrrne manuséripts thot no other editor would
buy! If 'in OV, the story's the thinz,' -s a recent editorial states,
then stop buying aull.cya' numcs ead stert buw-ing stories, Write 'em
yourself if there are none to be had. . .

" . . . let's not waste time on ape-rien who never will learn how
to write out of their element. Let's let 3haver write shorter stor-
ies « + . Iet's get Byrnec off the one-way blind allev of the Germain
series. #nd let's abancon charity! The storv's the thing; not the
friendship of an inept writer!®

Palmer replied: "you sar this editor (Rep) is trvine to con-
vince himself that his favorite babies write 2o0d stories, This isn't
the first time this has been said, IKven Rea savs tre seme thing at
times, and adds that we are 'goft-hearted! as well. Don, if vou were
editor, would you sit behind vour desk #nc¢ ‘+ith a wave of yvour hand
crush the hopes and ambitions of a write: who crosses vour desk with
a 'first-timer' by acidlyv saving: 'Go 4'¢ ditches, you can't write!l!?
wavbe L'n soft-teerted, Pot maybe, too, rave learnad something
about »neonle, Mone of us are born with ar~ ahilities at all, With
telents, ves, but not with 2ab’:ity, whizk mnst b: acquired. All of
ug have Goé-given talents, and thes: talerts uree us toward certain
efforts. And if those efforts arse coldlv rejectedl, we turn inward
on ourselves, develop frustratiosns, win’ up 'digging Aitches' or any-
thing elss for which we have no 'talent,t"

Ferhaps this statement is outobiogranhical., Falmer continues,
"lg an editor God, that he cin {ecide on the bosis of 'ability' which
has not yet been acyuired, that the 'talent' does not exist® . . .
how DO ws see talent in anyone? Let's tnke Shaver as our 'horrible:?
exacple. Yes, we know he can't write. Fe can't even type. . . « Fe
cannot spell. . . . Ie san't plot. He winds up stories where he
gets 'stuck' and fires in the lousiest endir~, knowing it is lousy,
but despairing of his atility te 'fix' it, . . .

"Mhen why did we ever fool with Shaver? OME TFIMG: ONLY, his
UNUSUAL I:4CINATION. His strange sense of the unusual, his feeling
for emotion, his sense of the beautiful and his sense of the outre.

. . . "Shaver is hard worik. WMe irks, he vexes, he infuriates,
And we encouraged him as we do anyone who shows his FONEST talents,
und zot ris FRUSTFATED misdirections. He is not aione. Rog Phillips
could not write when he first wrote us a threatening letfer in Amazing
Stories' Discussions. Yesh, believe it or not, he threatened to kill
us if we did not stop the Shaver Iivsters! We sent him a check for
$500,00 to cozie and 4o it!  Actually we detected an UNUSUAL mental
slant on fiction, and we thought marbe we could make a writer out of
still another man »ith a talen”.,"

Obviously Phillips/Graham said othe: thines in his letter than
simply that he would ¥ill Pslmer 1f the ravar Mvstery did not end,
for shere must have bheen thousands of raeisrs who said similar things
-- none of whom, I tzire it, had an "unusual mental slant on fictlon."

"Don' t you think I KIOW the faults in Byrne's writing? Ir Shav-
er's? In Phillins? They hevern't vet begun to touch on the vast slore
of exnerience pocsible to them., But I sav that at least ONE of these




chree nen will make a mark on the world that won't easilv he forgotten,
shaver has made a mark {=2side from science fietion of course) that

4111 live centuries, F¥. 23 mcde a lot of neople think. Maivhe thev
apandonsd his concepts - “t:r awhile, “ut trey never forgot where they
2ot their NEW cnes. T.cy nover Zorgot thah it was Shaver who made

them think ian the first place. P:il**os has bren 2 nine-dav wonder,
2lternating with a horrible flop., ¥e has BEXPIRIVENTED., Some of the
rasults weren't good, some ware seneat;onal. Put the TiAPSRITNCE he
has gainedl®

The first sentence in the foregoine parzagraph, incidentally,
points up perhaps Pelmer's most congistont dlffvcultv over the vears.
kog Phillips onee wrote to me, uiWrw blest the magazine when the editor
is tearing his hair over the quality of the storie%"'L The answer, of
course, is that when the elitor sneaks of bis storics as the best in
the field, thev c¢can only be iudged 2gainst that gta‘ﬂnrd. And so con-
sidered, they were fairl” riserzazble excent for verv rare exc:otions.
But Palmer consistently asroke cf Arazins =2s the #1 mamazine, and he
thouecht of it in those terus. (Fis prote=z2, Famlins, has stated
editorially trob it is inconcsivable for . elitor o think of his
magazine in anv other terms. Okriously tris is 2 fonlish ldea, =nd
equally ohviously it came from Palmer.) 4And when a reader thought of
the masezine say as #7 or #2 in order of ¢ialitv and offered construct-
ive ecriticisris which he thoueht =ignt heln the editor raise the mag to
the #5 spot, Palmer reacted furionsly because he was not receivineg the
adulation that the #l1 magezine obviously deserved. It was not that he
consciously wented adulation, just that ho subconsciously assumed it
should be forthcoming.,

It me:t be admittaed, of course, that few critics, particularly
fan critics, d4id offer nuch COPSBTLCthe eriticism, but the point is
not altered by that fact -- e¢xcept to be tempered a bit by the know-
ledge that the slings 2nd arrovis of the fan press had something to 4o
with the establishment of Z21lmer's attitudes at the beginnine, As
time went on, at any rat:, Palmzr became increzsingly impatient with
his science-fiction audience, and by 1945 he turned elsewhere for
attention.

The rext installment of the exchanse come in the July 1953 issue
of OW whieh turned out incidentally to be the last until the current
i.tle-change. I said, "Your claim that I would he 'surorized' to
rmar that authors aren 't born, is rrther strangs, made to one who's
been following Campbell's m&gazines for vears. As you might realize
if you'd stop to think a minute, Cempbell has been developing new
authors since he first took over asF six months hefore you took over
AS. His new developments were seen as soon as he'd run through Tre-
maine's backlog. He was ICT content to stick by the standbys. . . .
He wert out and duz ur some new ones. . . .

tasionl. gh. Sola, or even Bill Hamlirez, hew they 20 about encour-
eging new autl ors. Not by ruvinz their -roducts s.~ht unseen. . . .
They do it by making zuthors rewrite parts of stories. Thev do it by
working with new writers they thinls nromising, helvping them along,
directing them in the use of it . vast body of techniaue which is
available in the oroduction of o00d fieticn. . » « If 2 story's not
zood enough to click, but s_ows that if its author were guided prop-
a1y he would click, these editors give the man the guldance. They
don't do him the dlof&VOr of buvinz ond printing his trash. . . .

"TL's all the more reprehengibile, Rap, when you're the auy
respoitsitie for MiSguiding a writer -- like you did Bvrne, encouraging
him to wrifte bthcse Shaveristic stories. + « . "



) Palmsr revlied: "Regardng 'Mr. Campbell and how re éisgsovers new
writers, what are you saying uivt we didn't? You are descriving his
tactics, exactly what we éid t.or we Tirst bzcame editor of Amazing.
Neitrer were we satisfied with the backlos. BRut e had to use it up.
You lzow, funay thing, Bes Mahaffevy is faced with tre same nroblem?

« « » No, I don't look for /tclent/ in tre unlikeliest places. Just
what is a "likely' nlace, Don? would it be the mailbaz® The lobbv to
your office? The street outsice? a4an enginesring concern; the gas
worka; a steel mill; a furniture store; & school for writers? Or does
Campbell have a source labellad *writers to be'? . . . As for all
those other things he does /editeorizls and articles to stimulate the
imagination of writers, the idea-forum of Brass Tacks, the periodic
editorials begging for new writers ~- these T mentioned/, I have done
the same, and a FE« ¢ URE. MMy few more are the strange thinzs. Yes,
Itve even gone to the 'caves.' I've listened for 'voices.' T never
overlook a bet!

« « « Wern cut his teeth on Amazing. Bvrne cut his teeth on
Amazing. HUNDREDS of oth:rs, 211 good, cut their teeth on Amazing,
And some of the writers vou nave wit™ awe /T name Miller, Oliver,
Heinlein, Hubbard, van Voght, asimov end ¥zllace in various connec-
tions/ are, in my opinion, ;just ordinarvy. Some are cven miscast,

They may be scientists, but not writers, and, more, unimaginative,
Sometimes there is such 8 thing as T00 IUCH direetion. Who's BRAVING
against science? We are braying asainst DOFIATIC PH.D.'S who make a
sacred cow of scigbces I admit as much as you do, that the real
scientist is the man who guestions even his own research.”

Eere, of course, Palrer makes a point that Campbell has made alao
-- remember JWC's line, “one whose imagination has not heen destroved
by four years or more of textbookinsR? Vet it is rather curious that
Palmer lumps the writers named rere to balance ageinst Shaver, Bvrne,
Graham, Geier, Eausger, Yerxa, Browne, Varn, Hamline, O'Brien, Mefiv-
ern and Wilcox, who were thLs Palmer-identified writers I mentioned.

T susvect he has simply not read many of i"zlr stories, but is ideal-
izing his "dogmatic Ph.D.'s" view and pinpointins it on their writings.
The best of the Palmer-sponsored men, Vern, was able to abandon a
plausibly science-grounded background and write a convincing storv.
Others could write an entertaining storr based on thoroughlv unextrap-
olated gimmicks; Geier wrote "Environment," for example, Graham wrote
“The Lespoilers."” So too could most of the Astounding writers; it

~g fairlv well known that Unknown was a rather entertaining magazine.
Palmer ismsing his reasoning on thoroughly false bremises.

Whv Znes he Ao it? If we can answer thig, the present article
has a ve&lld point.

We remarked above %trat when Palmer failed to zain the adulation
he craved from the sciern:-fiction audience, he turned elsewhere.
You have raced =rzad o® -2 bv now an® gZuessed the nature of the "else-
whers": the mystiecs. Or. aore accuratelv, the people whose disen-
chantment with the cosmos &s defined by commonly accepted social and
seientific standards has led them to become dabblers in disrepgtablg
theories. Forteans, flyire-saicer faratics, theosophists, Rosicruclens,
regetarians, Hamish and others have heen doing it for years, and around
~ach such body of belief thers is sn organized bodv of believers.
%11 of them have an axe to grind against the world as most people
cimim she 1s made, and all of them hive a total explenation for its
11 Twev afyance their peculisr belie®s as panzeeas for them.



Considerad as & bodvy, with all the fringe of dilettentes who
floel arouné them nnd who ar: ire Tirst to crv ¥lou percecuted Gall-
lz20 too® when anyone so mucia er uestions thd r or:isntation, these
people are the audienscs Falmei enﬂeevoreﬁ to cartire with the Shaver
kysteryv. The Sbaverz"tlo boldy of Lloozht was entirely secparate from
Scaver as a writer of fictien; tre lritter Shaver was considered in
much the same light cg any of the otlrer writers who "ecut thair teeth
on amazing." It has £=1 outlived Shaver ag a writer, and is currently
expressed in Yalmer's . w=3ic Jinrazine.

Palmer never learzad whufi rost editors ¥row when thev start, that
a good magazine 1is bhuilt of small 3tor19g, each of which must be
selected with eqgual care,. He screaned zbout the attention-sathering
quqﬁltles of a few items whicn he enreidered the ready solutions to

his editing difficultics, and imrored the rest of the material
'ﬂlCh filled the mamazine. Fere 1s the reeson why his manv vears of
edrtorial experience paid off in such a meager return of ¢rality;
he spent most of those wvears dashin: about in search of some new
fictional gimmick to provicde the noxt Tc4zl Answer for science-fic-
tion. Naturally he never found it., Fe 772 know the secret of careful
selection of artwork and fsatures -- but rct of stories. And here lav
his most tragis failing,

in trief, the fens did not rate imazing the #1 macazine, and the
voicaless vote of the myriad readers who m2¢? it the #1 magazzne in
teras of sal2s was a cold comfort indeed 45 4 man whose early asso-
ciations had been with fellew.-fans, and wrho found the "98%4" rather
clodlike even if they d4id buy his scienca-fiction, So Palmer went
out and found an audience which was as vortl as the fans, and whose
memders Gid rate Amazing #1 wren it began Lo cater to them.

Fans hated Shaverism esen more vociferously than thev had hated
the original 4«D Amezing, of cnurse, and out of this newer hatred
same in reply the "wWho the hell do you bastards think you are?" of
“in Caverns Below" and the "NMuts to them,"” of the Amazing editorial
for march 1947, "In Caverns Below," if vou do not remember, waz a
letter Faimer addressed to me hut intended for all fandom, in reply
to a letter I wrote nim in 1946 sharply eriticising his anti-science
writings. In it, he said: UScience? A cult. Scientists? Priests.
‘ren'? Stupid, unthinking, blind stupid worshippers.® and, HB¥Who
the hell do you bastards think vou are? 192 or less crackpots who
vaik out in the street to sec if a bus is coming, Yes, I saw a 'lady’
fan 7o that at the Chicon.t The quotations are as accurate as memory
car make them. It was in that same letter, printed in Vampire #7
ander the "Caverns' title, where Palmer called Astounding a sbupid
nagatine full of gadget stories which nnabodv but a tecimician or a
worshiprping fan could possibly be stunid enough to enioy. This, of
course, was a far cry from the cur“ent view of aSF held by the editor
of Mystic. The explanation for the latter is that Palmer now ration-
alizes his activities differently than he Aid in 1946,

The history of the interveninz vears was marked chieflv by
Palmer's seneration from 7iff-_zvis at the erd of 1749, and the
larnehiiny of his carcer as ar indemendent nubl ':;er -- with Fate,
vile .3in re %risd trn documenit Fortean maLu~’alz ith Qther Yk WorIds
“né 1.8 suecessHrs; and with Mystie, miuas the 6004munuatlon n and
really much more Pelmerlike tfaa fﬂtﬂ 2VET Was.



Palmer founded Other Wol:s (and of course Fate) before his final
break with Amazipng, znd comssci3atly Amazing received very little
2itention durine his final morths es 1ts editor. He would have re-
3igned eventually in any case, but nsrhaps the break came unexpectedly
for him. One account has it that trs deCourecys (who successfully ‘
Ioaxed Palmer by claiming they velieved in a series of Shaveristie
stories they were writing) and Ackerman alerted Devis to the disrep-
utable condition of Amazing, and Davis fired Pelmer in the snsuing
exchange, Another account, furnished me by Phillips/Graham, has it
that their parting was peaceful. (Palmer, by the way, called Z-D
"a publisher too sedate fcr this kind of publicity” -- Shaverism =~
in Mystic #8.) 1In any ceésc, Other Worlds began without the Shaverism
and the subsecuent Palmer s-f masgazines have so continued, featuring
Shaver only as 2 fiction-writer. OW itecelf died ir mid-1953, when the
s-f slump of the time forced Falmer tc cease his dealires with the
printer who then worked on the magazine, “7is contract with that
printer prevented him from using the title again until now. (I have
also heard a rumor that Palrer hrd o spat with Curtis Fuller, his
backer and co-owner of the two ragoazines. Fuller continues as nublish-
ar of Fate, and Palmer's counncetion with it is problematical or non-
existent.) Science Stories, which died after four issues, and Universe,
shich was founded by "George Bell" (who Paimer insists was not another
of his editorial pseudonvmg), carried on in kind, except that since
the swelling of Mystic the s-f aspect of Palmer Publications has been
entirel;” edited by Mahaffey, with Palmer econtributing only editorials.
Bea picks the stories, handles the writer contacts, and does all the
work.,

The last major storv featured in Other Worlds was "Power Metal, ™
a large novel by S. J, Bvirne. It was the first major Byrne story which
was not Shaveristic in czitont, and 1t pointed toward a much less lim-
ited develovment of that writer's talents. Other stories during 1953-
54 by James #4cConnell, Frank Robinson, Alan Nourse and others, pointed
2 trend toward better fiction on & generally prevalent scale, rein-
forced by the outpourings of the "Paimer boys." My biggest complaint
2bout Amazing even when I first discovered it was that those "big
stories™ by peovle like Vern and, later, Graham, Wilcox, ctc., were
backed up by a magazine consistently filled with trash. Perhavs the
pickup during 1953 and later was duc to Mahaffey, but whatever its
snuse, it pointed a way toward a solution of the dlfflgultigs. A )
readable magazine in which to play around with off-tral} ?dlscoverles"
woulc cortainly have been more acceptable than the traditional Palmer
product. In the later ycars, tke fans were beginning to give Palmer
a nod in any case (witness their voting him "the son of scicnee-fic-
tion™" at Chicon II), and such a conditionawculd ;ventually have led to

ig recentance in stefnsl circles as an ciitor of stniurs,. . )
) ﬁgw; however, the magazine is too small to permit the publication
of thesc novels, and Palmer is too wrapped ap in Mystic to be inter-
csted ian them anyway.

Rending Mystic is an intilesting experi?nce. 1Lsl 1?, all of the
years of frustration bear fruit in the ccidling of every personage
#ho thinks the world has cruelly rejected hi@, every character who
+uinks he has seen 2 znost or communicated with angt@er world Whosa
Aenizens all have whitc skins, end every upset religious fanatic who
is afraid of the atom., The investigntion of parapsychlce and other-
wise unclassifiable phuioment is, of course, a highly praiseworthy
study. 2t Lt ie net (. iscworthy when it evolves around the premise



et 2ll secicntific thought rminst be rejected because ono oecurrence
ves not Jib. with an «<eeentes tieory, or because the validity of an
T=-trail explanation of sueh fn ocecurrence is guestioncd by n scien=-
¢1T'icilly oricnted commantator.

It will be good to sce what "wh-ffev can Ao with the new Other
Worlds, At this late A2te of ¢ wmirac it is fairly usecless to mecitnte
on whit Pelmer could hive done with-oot the old frustrntions engendered
by his backsground ridin~ "im every minute. Perhons if Other Worlds
hangs on xnd erows, sw ! tin7 some of the other s-f magazines, ho
will eventually come b cic int~ the swing of things. Meanwhile, the
magazine 1s devoid of colore: coviers, has few interinr illustrations,
and 13 consider.ubly ~bbrovi.ted in size; but verbaps this is 211 the
Ss0re retson for its editors to be czreful of the gualitvy of what they
print (which is tompercd, niturally, by the pricc they c¢an afford to
pay for it). We gun hovne! In the meantine, the faet that trere are
Lvarce or four high-guulity smupmzines in the field at present, instead
of only onc .8 of yore, neanrs thrt tre body of the scicnee-fiction-
readinzg fan oublic ignores Palmar, w-ich is n good thing., There are
no rorc goads poking him, i deeide from now I would like to do 2o
followup on this article; perbhaps by tren, he will zetunlly bhe "play-
ing the devil's rolc in the opera," as he clnims he 2o0es now. Do you
think 1'11 be able to do it?

e
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This is a Work of F-n Fiction. Any similnarity between charncters
living or dead an.l the veonle mentlonud helow is purely coinci-

dental. \\\</

‘ I dropped in on Wilson. As usnul, he whnted me to write an ar-
ticle. I looked around but could only find one bottle of home-brew,.

id Cox hadé been there the night before. It was a flusterrating sit-
unation.

I was sitting oppositc Wilson in the kitchen. WFe was Arinkineg
milk. 4lso, he was asking me for nn article.

"Hoell, Wilson! You know I can't write.”

"That isn't true, Miller. You wrote a four-page one-shot for
that last Burbee one-shot session.”

"But think of the stress to produce th2t I was undor.®

"What stress?" Wilson asked, "I've hounded you for the last
ten years to produce. All that I ever got out of you was a half page
review of something by ¥, Manuac¢l Velonosky. Then vou turn out A
four-page one-~shot for a Burbce one-shot session. I have nothing
zoainst that -- it's all to the 2ood -- but why couldn't I have gotten
it out of vou? Why? &nd why can't you turn out something for the
next issue of Dream Wuest?"

"The stress of my conscience, %ilson. I must have devoured at
least 27 cups of fine coffee, three pounds of an indescribadly well-
cooked ham, that lust time at Burbee's -- not to mention all those
superbly oooked and mixed dishes with the French names. That I ate
1t all with the proper appreciation of its quality is small enough
payment for Isobel’'s rosmitality. But think of Burbee, -~ my gluttony
must have set him back 2t least @ week finaneisllv., You know how he
loves the production of one-shots; the least I could do was turn one
out."

"But what does vour conscience have to do with writing something
for the next Dream Quest?" asked Wilson.

"Hell, Wilson! You know I con't write., Why sbould I turn out
some nonsens1cul fun-type material and inflict it on the members of



¥apa in ¢ ¢ name of activity.v

Wilson pondered for & mmient, lifted a lettuce and peanut butter
sandwich off the table = "th one hand, nut his other hand under the
elbow of the arm holdin - “he srndwich and lifted it to the level of
his mouth, He took = » te, thlen turr~d ar-und to hear his wife in
the livine room wearily retellina the stery of their car-wreck on
New Years, '"You're just rationalizinz,"” he said, "You can write on
anything for Fapa; it doesn't have to bc interesting; you can even
writc about lettuce and peanut butter sandwiches. You've heen cover-
ing up for your laziness for so long now vou're bheginning to believe
it yourscif when you say, 'I can't write.' I know you can think of
sone thing."

"Well, there's your auto accident. I think I could write a page
or two about that," I gaid.

"Oh no vou don't! That's out., I've heard it sn many times that
I can't recognize it mvself ar-more."

"Jidnt't anvhodv figura cnt just how v »d vou hit that navement
on the top of Kellogg Fill?" I asked,

"o . "

"Well, I have," I said nrondlv. "You were going at 54 miles an
hour. You were knocked out of vour ¢ar . . . "

"Mv ex-car you mean,"™ said wilson sadly,

"Wou were %nocked out of vour car, traveled 38 feet through the
air and then hit the sclid concrete -- like a true zentleman vou
allowed your wife to lerd on ton of vou, thercbv broaking her fall
and saving her life -- wZter all, it would take a fall from a sixth
story window to equal your fiight. Why man, in two pages I c¢nuld
make you out as a combination of superman and a death-defying, life-
saving hero."

"I don't like the idea,"” said Wilson. "Too Aarned much has been
written about that wreck alireadv. Whv édon't vou write somethine up
abcut the navy? Those letters of yours that I published were inter-
esting.”

'"Maybe so, but look at what you did with them. Thnse letters
were supposed to be private," I said.

"Remember tho, that night you were drunk in Santa Moniea? Vou
gave me peraission to publish any and all of wour letters.”

"Just what night was that? I was always drunk in Santa Monica,”

"The year before last, heforz the May mailing, You were in the
navy and neecded activity crecdits to continue in the sterline organ-
ization of Fapa.,"

"01—] ! 1



) "You drink too rnueh, Miller, That's what's wrong with vou. It
iiterferes with your creative anility, interferes with vour criticzl
Judgment, You do things tha? voun shouldn't," said Wilson.

"Like that night we decidecd to rejoin Fapa?" I asked,
"Uh -~ what night was that? T éon't rererber.®

"That night I visited you at the University -f Redlands -- it
was several months before you werse susyende’d for your alcoholic ac-
tivities at that fine religious institution of hisgher learning.”

Wilson secmed puzzled for a noment.,

I continued, "It was right after vcocu had finished the gin, swore
that you'd never drink any of "that parfumed piss! again, a2nd gtarted
to read Lovecraft's 'The Kets in the walls? 2t the top of your voice,
You'd reached that part that goes, ' . . . found me crouching in the
hHiackness over the plump, hul*-eazlen body of Captain Norrys,' then
you lowered your voice and iniccenily sail, 'Let’'s join Fava again,
Miller.' I remember thinkineg at tho time that it was a grand idea,"

"A11 I can rcreriber of that nisi%t is the housemother knocking
on the docr of my room and giving us a half zallon of root-beer, and
you drirnking it all and ~uking over the rugz," said Wilgon. "I think
you're making the rest ¢p."

"Who is making wheo ap? Anvwavy, even if T gave you vermission
or not you shouldn't khave vublished those letters. Look at what they
did to Mrs, Carr. They completelv broke that kindly old lady's bee
lief in servicemen being some kind of crcss hetween Saint George and
Joan of Arec, You broke her z2ttecntion-secking little scul -- cnlled
l.er bad nemes as well, Besides, look at what you 4id to me. You
zave me & reputation for wenching and drinking that I'11 never be
able to live up to."

"Tt was necessary; 1 had to save vou for Fapa,'" said Wilson
righteously. "But to g0 back to vou writing something for the next
issue of Pream wuest, how about writing something abvout the navy,

a narrative of some of the highlights of your navel experience, savy?"

"ITive been out too long. All that's left is a sernse of disgust
and th= memory o a few unimnortant ineifonts. TLizz the time the
Captiin's mind started to mo -- or what was done by a lunkhead to a
girl with some barbed wire -- or getting sccused of stealineg thirteen
arates of bananas out of tb2 cold storage locker. It isn't encugh
to write about.,"

"Why not write a serious article on some aspect of naval life?"
wilson said. "For the benefit of any voung member of Fava who might
possibly be ecareless enough tc join. sAin informative article on rank
and privilege would be okav -- I know vou have some ideas on the
sehjiect.™

"That would be tox zimple,” I szid, "Too easy to explain. All
that I’A have to say iz i:at an enlisted men has no orivileges at
all. "nat 2 fuaiar sioloer is allows” to iesp civilian clothes



aboara s-in and that a Captain cnn keev his own private stock of
Liguor. an A dmirzl? FHe zan keep a woman aboard in his quarters.
Any prospective naval reeruits would pet the idea.m

"Bless my misgin~ £ -roid," geid Wilson, "You are a hard guy to
get an article out of."

"Milaybe after ten yvears of trving, you should give up.”

"lio, not until I've tried knocking on v~ur tombstone. I may
gven start considering nutting yvou under one."” There was a dangerous
loock in Wilscn's cyes, and I'm surs bhis rad oactivity went np several
pointsgs.

He continued sarcosticnlly: "why Adon't vou issue a clarion call
to eliminate the d2acwood in Fapa? You eould nressnt vourscslf as the
deadest of all dead limbs, sav that vou are rsforming and agk all who
will to fall in line berind vou."

"it would only make mest of the mer’  r3 wicomfortnble,” I said.

Wilson reflected for arhile ~- trern amread, "I guess it would
at that. Iee Jacobs would love vou for it tho; it would fall right
in line with his 'reform ¥Wroa'! campaign., S8Scv, that's an idea -- why
not write an article on Leg Jacobs?”

"h;’h:v? "

"Well, he wouldn't mind the enn-woo, and as the first active
president fapa's hod in the last fifieca verrs he Adcserves to he bet-
ter knowin to the mem%:zrsiin. All he'll onrobablv et in return for
his good efforts is t-: vsual four listinas of himself as Fana Pres-~
ident in some obscure corner of ecach of tre vear's Wantasy Amateurs.”

"But I know verr Litt’z about Lee Jacobs," said I.

"iell, you know enough," Wilson said. "Pieture him as a grave
hero, a brave and resplencdent figure a1l shining in brass armor on
his way to fight a chimera in a feraway sunset.”

"He does drink sloe gin -- and he plays the alto gsax, I don't

know tho. The last time L saw him he didn't look verv grave. Fe
was sittineg in an 0ld wicker chair at Burbee's plice, dressed in a
purpie-colored sport shirt and staring rither lorsidedly into a gob-
let of home-brew. Fs hz" a beanie on his Land tnc, & thing which 1
think no self-respecting hiroic slaver of chimercs would let himself
be causht dead in"

MEmt's wrong with = beanie? All © a3 wear thert nowadavs,"
Wilson saiad. '

"Phis particular bean’s was a little different from the usual
propeller-driven type," i raglied.

“Tn what way?

tT+ »ud a green and red turtle on ton of it," I seid. "And a



red airplane on top of the wurtle. Besides, the ecap itgelf was s
horrible combination of red znc green and black. You can inagine
what it looked like on Jacobs’ short-cropped head."

"Funny, I don't remember seeing it that last session at Burhee's,"
sajd Wilson.,

"Your glasses were broken in the accident, remember,"
ﬂoh .l' 1"t

"I think you know the thine tho; vou were wearing it vourself
when you left Burbee's," I told him.

"Why, that's the cap that Ed Cox wss locking for yesterdav,"
Wilson gaid. "He claimeé that it was his and wanted to know if Jacobs
had given me his switchblade too."

"What did you tell him?" I asked.

"That I'd stuck the cap on the top shelf in the closet and that
I didn't have his switchblade.”

Mihat did he do?" I asged.

"Got his cap and left mumbling something ahout *That goddamn
bastard Lee,' FHe was back later in the night -- he'd had a date with
Marilyn.,"

"Ohh . . . ™ gsaid I. "Did he propose to her again??

"No. He wasn't that drunk this time, but he'd given her the -«
gay, didn't you propose to siarilvn too that night?"

"Er -~ let's not go into that."
Wilson continued, "As I was saying, Cox gave her the heanie."
"The WHAT?"

"The beanie with the turtle and the airnlane that you were talk=-
ing ebout," Wilson said.

"Whet is she going to do with the ining?"

"Pake it with her when she goes to Arabia next month to marry
that native boyfriend of hers,” said Wilson.

"What is she going to do with a turtled beanie in Arabia?*

"fear it while she's riding a camel, I guess,'" Wilson said.
"Can you imagine Marilyn percihed on top of a carel wearing a beanile
with a red and green turtle and a little red airplane? She'll be
the talk of the oasis."”

"They'll probably kick her out of the countrv,” I said., "Along
with the U.8. amoasgca c7."



Wilson bdent close over the table, and tried to extend his arms
far enough to get at the bottle of milk at the tshle., FHe falled.
I reached over, poured him a glass and nut it into his hand.

Ee settled back in his ereir, *"You're iust going to have to
turn out an article for thig Dream Quest, Miller. I'm rewriting
that fourteen-page article on kay Palmer that I lost in the car wreek
and it just wouldn't look right oublishing just one article -- it
needs at least one other item to go along.®

"It would look lonely," Y agreed,

"So why don't you turm out something, after all these vears of
unproductive silence? Just a little article about Lae Jacobs, or
the navy -- or anv serious constructive subied@§ I'd correct the
grammar and the spelling far you if vou'd do it -- and T wouldn't
even »ut in a single interlinestion of mv own, I nromise."”

I frowned and pondered for a moment.

"There is one subject that I've given a little thought te late-
ly,m T said.

"What is it?" asked Wil=on.

"The problem of survival in the post atomie era -- the probvlem
of obtaining food in an atomically desolated wilderness."

"That gsounds interestin~." said Wilson. "I remember Burbee
writing un article on tre subjiect some vears agn, "

"luy spproach wou.d be somevhat different from his -- more prace
tiecal in nature," I ==i4,

"Well, considering that a person lives throuszh the attack,
getting food is going to be something of a problem," said Wilson.
"If your ideas are sound, I'm sure that the meneral fan public will
be glad to hear ahout them.™

"Oh, they're sound enough, and tho I don't think anvbody will
think -uch of them right now -- they may change their minds sometime
in the future. In fact, thev mav even consider trhem asg the most im-
portant things they ever read absut in Fapa."

"Tndeed?" Wilson sounded dubious,

"JTust what do vou have in mind anvwayv?" he asked.

"Did vou ever hear of 2 guv named Isti Ransgoga?"

"No, I don't think I have," said Wilson,

"T met him when I was 1 kid, in a church, and never forgot him.
He wes from the South Pacific =-- 2 reformed cannibal -- gave a talk
on his life before he became a miscionary. FHe said the best way to

Putche ~ a human for eating was to knock them over the head first.
Thig., i @aintaine’l, ot onl—T conserves the blood but makes the



orains easier to get at. He said that the brains were very tasty
indeed and could he cooked quickly or eaten
raw in case one was real hungrv."

Wilson gameed on his milk,

I went on. "The real delieacy, tho, ac-
cording to Rangosa, were the thumbs -- very
nice to e¢hew on and generallr reserved for the
chiefs of his peovnle. The hest way to cook
human flesh, he said, was not to boil it but
bake it. That wav the flavor is hardlvy dis-
tinguishable from tv-=t of vourg pork, His
people nhac never cookxed an entire carcass at
a time, usually an arm or a leg at a time ~-~ they'd chop them off
as needed, and take mood care of what was ieft until thev'd heve a
great feast; then they'd ccok the torse and the head,."

Wilson shuddered.

"You'd write an article on cannibalism,”™ Wilson said, t"and pub-
lish it in %fapa, under the guise of acdvice for survival in a post
atomic world?"

" ust how nmuch of civilization or culture ds vou think is eoing
to be left?"™ 1 asked.

"Well, not much, but to revert to cannibalism. Good God:!"

"look at the logic of it," I gaid. "What's the easiest meansa
of survival in an area with a surnlus of animals =- hunting. What
animal will be the most plentiful -- it will be humans. Even if the
gestruction is very bad they'll still outnumber the deer, or whatever
domestic animals are left, And they'll be accessible, just right
next door to you, so to speak. If vou're lucky enough to survive the
atomic bombs., Let's faco it, in most parts of the United States,
humans are goins to be the only things around to eat. And the people
that start early will be the ones that survive . "

I finished the homebrew and left. Wilson was still staring at
his half empty glass of milk when I went out the door. Fe seemed to
be rereceting something over and over again but I couldn't quite make
out what he was saying.










