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In many respects this ig my first appearence in science fiction with
my own fan magazine. I have, of course, been connected in the past
with this particular phase of the field in literally hundreds of wayws,
but never before entirely on my owne.

e shall pass charitably over the reasons for this depsrture. Suff-
ice it to say that a great and swiftly approaching climax in human
affairs probably primed the pump. And of course I want to get just a
touch of hand in before everything goes blooie, seftting down on paper
a few of many fthoughts and opinions that bave been rattling around ine
side this skull these many yearse

The seleootion of the FAPA as a chamnel for dissemination of these
things is but natural. *s one of the two founders---some might call
it "abortionists"-~-I have a certain stake in the organization, and
since the FAPA is fandom's sole surviving fragment---and a pretiy solid
one, I'11 admit--~it's only plain duty to put one's shoulder to the
20 mme cannon and fire. Anyone injured in the process (and I trust
there will be not a few) can't say that I didn't ring the alamm bell.
I've had my finger on that particular button now for asbout nine years.

The arrival of the mailing previous to this one touched off a number
of detonators ticking away silently within me for quite s few other
mailings and necding only the proper sort of flame to start a chain of
explosionse The first, clearing awy, opened my weary eyes to the
past. I pondered on the FAPE, its birth, life and fuburc. OFf course I
could only see it within the context of stf. itself. And the perspeo-
tive is by no means pleasant, Another, blasting heavily, lifted a stone
from the well of memory. I shut this door guickly, due to =2 deep-seat-
ed aversion to the ghastlier nostalgias. It is imyossible to have gone
through the past ton or twelve years in fandom and escaped unsoathed.
Your battls-scarreéd correspondent has had enough, with the exception
of thesc present salliess Ho settled long ago for a chair in a wam
corner and soft cake vith which to massage his toothless gums.

what I must say, therefore, is said much in spito of myself. Every
ingtinet within me lays down a barrage of advice to the effcect that stf.
is dead, that its structure has collapsed, as I said it wuld, leaving
nothing but an illy assorfed heap of bones and bodies. Well, cumsi
cunga===I have no objections to orating to the dead. At least they
can't talk baok. 3

Twevle years of life within the framework of stfa. has left me with
several very distinet reoollections, everything else being a mass of
vague, shifting impressions. disembowled from the past in an occasional
conversation with 2 Puturian (genus New York}, but difficult to coorel-
ate+ These highspots, distinot, if few are: The ISA, the Third Conven-
tion, the Nycon, Chicon, Denvention, the FSNY and the LASFSe

I suppPose 1'll cherish those memories for quite a while yet, though
I shall eventually have to bury them altogether in preparation for =
bpettcr life. They wre, I oannot deny, turning points of my own life.
Through the ISA I met Sykoya and rccognized the futility of the organ-
iged *affee-olatch. Viam the same channels I bumped into Wollheim and
Lowndes and met the only twe pecple I can stand for more than an hour
at o time. The Third Convention destroyed my faith in common sense.

As an eoxile from the Nycon I saw in a flash the fundamental bogginess
0f the bourgeois mind. The Chioon established my belief in fthe four-
whedl drive, while tho Denvention annihilated =2 previous oconoeption that
Cclerado was mountainoug. On the other hand the FPSNY proved beyond the
boiled shadow cf a doubt that ne suoh thing as a2 docile mimeograph ex-
istss My scle glimpse of the LASFS as a whole was through the bovine
eycs of my fellow-Futurian Cyril Kornbluth and convinoed me irrevooably
that it is entircly possible for a dripping water faucet to disguise
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itself as a biped., I've had my day as a prophet, too. Wrote a2 sbPeech
and went down in history (to oblivion) as the founder of a new world
movement, Vorld, indeed. It actually got as far as Australia and when
l1ast heard of had been taken up by a group of Maoris whose representa-
tives in this country are the Deglerites.

The fact that the larger part of the speech has been entirely coor-
ocborated by the acid-test of history seems to have made little impress-
ion on the body stf. What happened? Twho pulled the swifeh when the
lights whent out? pDid I talk too loudly, kXick too many arses zaround,
pound to0 heavily on the table? OQr couldn't wvou hear me for the rumble
of cannon?

Ring down the curbain. Did anyone thing I was touched by the magio
of predestination? And why not? Of course, any good mind based on facts
and not half-baked opinions could have predicted the whole course of
stf. Llay seige to its jdeas in the light of what was about to happem,
rip it bedily limb from limb and 4issolve the remainder in the nitrie
acid of world evente. Any good materialists could have predicted the
war, glimpsed distinctly the point at which it ceased to be a squabble
between a collection of European pirates and became a patriotic drive
for basic human rights, crunching stf. in its teeth as it chewed the
earth in the processs ftell in agdvance that Hitler would not have inva-
ded England if he'd been invited in,with 3 ticket to supper at Bucking-
ham Palace; that the Soviets wuld retreat 2t the beginning of the war
since their military viewpoint dictates that a blitzkreig must come at
its conclusion (as it will come);that Leningrad, Moscow and Stalingrad
could not possibly have fallen to the lazis for reasons ag plain as an
overwhelming Russian amy; that the USSR would win the war and do it
Precisely the way it is now being done. IMmaturally, to people who base
their conclusions on what they hear 2nd not upon facts as obvious as
Mount Everest rising from the Indian valleys, these things might have
been surprizing.

ell, let them writhe. And you writhe, too. I might, out of sheer
¥indness to the pcor lay bare the future for the next ten or fifteen
vears, for you, but you've had your chance and I consign you all to the
flames, the labor corps and what else you're in for. That's part of the
penalty for being stupid, bull-headed, semi-fascistic, unscientific,
downright deaf, blind, and dunb as dodos. The ¥y=Ew rest will come later.
And you can be sure of this: When the roof comes crashing down I won't
be under it.

There is one prediction I will make, however, mainly for the atten-
ticn of those stf. fans interested in space travel. The first smece
ship will ascend f£rom the territory of the Soviet Union. The gencral
area has alrcady been decided by historical determinatives, but I'd be
risking things if I told you where. But as I'm not above a disturbing
hint, you ecan get 2 fair idea of the exact location from the writings
of Willy Leye.

Therc have been some moments of beauty, but they were heavily oconcen-
trated in Mew York. The residue is chiefly tripe, soft-boiled at fthat.
After long and many-sided debate with myself, I can only ask, from the
viewpoint of a doddering youth, the survival intc s pegceful future of
a complete library of fan magazines, Wellheim's large collection of
stf. and fantasy and as many cover and inside illustrations originals
as may be contained in a four-story building. These things I intenad
to utilize as diversion in my old age and the foundation of 2 thesis
intended for a period in which I have ncthing else to dc¢ and want to
charge two-bits admission to a museum of stf.
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It is preordained that this shall be so, barring my kicking off to
anc ther sphere, which would be deucedly inconvenient for the future of
stf, inasmuch as I've appointed myself custodian of its virtuosity.
Therefore you have lit tle choice and are hereby ordered to appear at
the corner of 42nd S%. and Times Square on the first Monday following
the establishment of the world state, bearing with you your entire stf,
collection, including pros, fans, originals and correspondence, in add-
ition to a supply of paper and pencils intended for preliminary catalog-
uing. Pailure to show up will be construed as obstructovism snd visited
with punitive measures, including deprivation of mailing rights, access’
to typewriter ribbons, subscriptions o the pros, and, as a last resort,
immediate induction into a national fan organization.

yollheim and fckerman alone are emempt from these conditions. Wollheim
not because of friendship, but due to the fact that I shall have persua-
ded him to give his collecticn to some state museum by that time, and
‘“c¢lzgrman because temmites will have gotten at his stuff years before.
7e shall, instead, impound the temites and Ackerman anmd read their en-
trails.

7hile I am still in the Divine Mood, all fantacists, with the excep-
tion of PMafnir G. Schickelgruber, wmixx who will not be available except
in translation, are directed to build Slan Shacks in Nevada {as XKoim-
bluth put "it: "yho bombs Mevada?") and wait for the Coming. On second
theught, Degler is granted leave of absence as he will have long since
burned himself down to the ground in holy heat. And his ashes would be
of no use at all, unless they might be mixed in with some scouring
cleanser.

Ah, those will be grcat times. I can sce it now. The LASPS, divided
into three parts, each c¢raning necks from the windows of 2 wedge-shaped
building built in imitations of the outlines of Sykora's brain, which,
as everyone knows is a four-sided friangle at odds with itself. Ackemman
coyly bulging with pop bottles crowns Morojo gueen of the May, using his-
spectacles for a diadems. Morojo, grinning from nose to ear, supplicat-
ing favors from Oh High while at the same time mamming two machine guns
which she is levelling from all four hips at windrows of Yerkes and othen
oprosition whoare happily protesting. In the foreground, Speer, en-
throned on a telephone pole distrubtes candied copies of a newspaper
entitled the Speer Afroamerican in which the chief ediborial violently
denounces the ascusation that during his sojourn in Africa he sired six
brats, all somewhat suntanned at birth. 2An endless chain of sycophants -
eating this stuff, slowly tum 2 striped purple, while in the distance
the diminishing line vanishes into a pclice van driven by Bob Tucker
who is himgelf under arrest by three gigantic females, each with a Help
Wanted sign silung around her neok. The left background is somewhat ob-
scured by an immense, misty, amorphous shape labelled Sergeant Satum,
who on c¢loscr inspection is seen to be none other than Sam Moskowitz in -
disguisce Tearing through this blubbery mass are the agoniscd fingers
of prst membeors of the SPL-striving to rcturn from Limbo, the plainly
marked door of which in sccn behind them. Slightly above this tablean
toots a small, shiny space-flyer with vat 69 pouring from the exhausts
instead of vapor, T. Brucc Yerke (0r a reasonable facsimile) sitting
astride ils baok issuing proclamation after proclamation denouncing him- -
self. His penitent featurcs are secn through the haze of pipe tobacco
forming A halc round his head. <CThained to the spaceship and dircetly in:
the line of thrust are Pogo and an unidentified, amorphous female member -
0f the LA3PS, ¢ach carrying gold-plated harps and singing Bringing Home
The Sheaves. In the right foreground, Degler, his face concealed with



4

sixteen maskg, each labelled with a different name, sits at a desk on
whi¢h rests 2 tclegraph instrument, busily clicking out manifegtoeg to
the four winds represented by totally nude girls winking at a tall
slender, beardless fan on whose forohead is written in green ink tﬂe
words: Fifty-seventh Variety. . He is blushing violently and losing his
pan fse

Looming up in the general distance is a flight of dead fish, each
carrying a sign in its mouth bearing the title of every fan club that
has ever existed, the fases 0f every member painted in orackerdust on
the shining scales. Slightly ahead of the parade, riding an empty
Scotoh bottle and olad in motley sewn together from discarded editions
of Astounding Stories, while perched on his helmeted head are two gigg-
ling doves shouting, Peace, 1t's Wonderfull

Squatting on the roof of a large steel-riveted building in the mlddle
background, just below a large sign with the words Scienoe Fiction Press
Inc. are Abbey Lu Ashley, her husband, E.E. Evans, E.E. Smith, John w.
Campbell, the balance of the LASFS and Tairasi, all withering under the
rays of a rusty contrivance made of two nails and a piece of string
labelled AKKR weilded by a beautlful girl with pink wings on which 2are
stenocilled the guarantee: 100% Virgin.

Standing about ten feet from the mural as it hangs on the north wall
of the biggest comfort station in Cleveland Ohio, are the greybeards .
o? the P3NY, cackling with laughter and spplauvding violently. .

Until then, adieu.

MORE WORKS

FLEETING MCMENTS:

Living proof that even Robert Frost can make mistakes, wheras Robert

P, Tristram Coffin and Edwin Markham are dead and can't be blamed. ~
There is no point in going into the poetry. One might as well go to g
lavatory. If these are beautiful thoughts I am Boss Tweede.

LIGHT: '

Crouch's wa111ngs for the W, I depths of some dippy female are glvzng
me the dxry gripess If he can't get a girl, let him join pokexmam in
his celibate heaven and raise a few maledlctions on the devilish spirit
of enforgced chastity.

BROWSING: .
Who is J. Michgel Rosenblum? ‘

ZBNON: .
If I could only reade . 1

HORI ZONS:
Where?

YHO S:
Yes, Art, but on the other hznd---

FUTURIAN STATEMENT: ' ‘ t
Degler may be 100 cents on the dollar, but if he orosses the New York !
City limits, I'm taking it up with La Guardia. I'm no woodsman. ’

GUTETO: warmme bet, Morojo, dear?



THE FAPA PAN:
well, Wollheim has to die someday.

AGENBITE OF INWIT:
I always said that man Lowmndes would g0 hang.

SARDONY X:

Notiee the bland schmaltz in his opinions on the members-~-coinoident
with his announoement for ¢andidagsy in the eleotions. Ha, Chauvanet,
deaucedly clever\ Damme, s8ir, had I your fine ocity ways, 1'd go fare--
far awaye.

PHANNY ¢
?

BLITHERINGS:
Iikes to call his shofts, evidently, \

MATTERS OF OPINION: !
Slice it thick or thin, it's still Speer and we known what that means,
don't we Jackile?

SAPPHO:
How's that again?

SUSTAINING PROGRAM:

I protest violently 2t this measly wom's anti-demooratie rmcialiem.
The effluvium is the breath frem 2 ocorpse. But we all read Hearst Jjust
for the funnies, don't we, kiddies?

THE NEUCLEUS: J
Dead Trudy: Why thc hell don't you strangle?

THE FANTASY AMATEUR:
This was better back in the days when fen were men and feuded.

BEYOXND:
0 hocke

F.N TODS.
Highepowers Oh, high=Powere 8hake hands with Widner, Nomm.

MILTY'S MAG: ¢
The day Rothman takes a firm stand on anything progressive,or stops 1
lgtting our gardon-snake fascists puke 211 over him, I'11 will him my ¢
falgse teeths So help me, Koenige.

FAN DLNGO:

Slan Shack (Center?) is a subject on whioh I may spesk with total auth-
ority, having been resident in quite a fews Conoclusions: They're
Practical, but don't expect 'em to lasty Into esch house some little

pig will oomg. Presently you'll run oute In my day is was either wil-
son who apprarently was raised in an outhouse or REahn who osan put a curse
on a houge from the word ge: The Ivory Tower was the first and only ‘
large soale attempt of foen to live communally. Financially the project
WwAaS a sucoess. Pooling regources simpPly means reducing living exPenses
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281l around. Incontrovertible as long as you have a treasurer with a
soul of white and = heart like = banker's. Temperment has little
meanings. The Ivory Tower, which housc¢d such dynamic pewerpacks as
Wellheim, Lewndes, Pohl, myself, Korxrnbluth, Gillespie, et al, never ex-
ploded, though the foundations creaked a little now and them. Of course
s bunch of bourgeois babbits oan wrcck anythinge The first considera-
tion when entering an ©1d Slan's Home is to junk hypocrisy-~-throw it
out the window. ‘nything goes~--~-quietly. Bar the Ackermans, the IMorojos
the cther stiff~noc%eﬁ geceose, the "shley's amd such hemilies, the Mos-
kowitzian ignoramuses and the Pogo-Hornig adolescences=-=--and Hhe first
step toward hamony and success is taken. Por the rest, plain decency
tolerance and universality of interests will suffice. It is possible

to »lay poker and discuss intellectually. But you can't mix intellect
or intcllectuals with Main Street and the Great “‘merican Mom, calico,
dear old dad, the Republiean Party, small talk, bourgeois pecksniffery
and the dull living habits of a large majority of our population,

EN GLRIE:
You said it, kid, /nd I've got a2 pretéy big shillaley, ftoo0.

PLUT. STICONGLOMERATION ;

Poor 'ckexman. Scx-mad and can't get a womane Bit it breaks out like -
boilg~=--0r letters from Los 'ngelesg~---don’t it, Porry? ~rh, but Xorn-
bluth gave us an earful on the LASPS orowd (no offense to the Knanveg).
My congratulations $0 the last named group for heaving the tripe over-
board. But you didn't finish the job, boys. There ig a certain quick
snip with 2 mimeograph allowed any repPutable physician., As for VOM and
its vomi$, its would-be sexuality, the time has come t0 shred this

stage settings for ‘ckewmman public disrobings. What a laugh! Put these -
slavering adolescents in a room with some really hot wench and watch
their smoke--<blown away.

THE PH.NT GRMPHS:
Nicc covers, ain't they?

T'LES OF THE BVINS:
Miee guy, Evans.

w.IT'S RMBLINGS:
Fout,

HOW NOW, P NATICS?
by R.¥. Lowndes

Yote: The managgegent takes full responsibility for anything nasty
said by Mre. Lowndes. It's a2 pleasure.

You may have heard this dcfinition of the fanatic: one who redoubles
his efforts after having forgot tcn his aim. I speak to the revivors
¢f the NPFF.

Time was when there existed a thing o0slled science fiction, It was
a fine thing, 2 form of literature that stormed the heavens, and the
depths under the earth, sought out the secrets 0f man »rd his mortality
and tried to look forward to groater tomorrowss. And in that time thsre
arosc A large group of persons who said to themselves, and to 211 who
would listen: let's get together on thig; let us unite insofar as we can:



and work and dream togecther.

But that was in the c¢lden days when seience fiction was still being
writ ten and published. We called the group fandom and despite the clash-
of personalitics and ideas and aims~--indeed, beoause 0f it---fandom,
in thosc days was a brave and cxpanding thing. So long as therc was
fortile soil wherin to sink our roots~-~a continuous progduction of tales
which kept faith with the socience fiction tradition, expanging, looking
forward, presenting new concepts based on scientific discovery and the
possibilities of great human societies based theron---fandom grew and
the several organizations had meaning.

ithat now, brethren~--now that science fiction has long since departed
to give way to thrillers based on psuedo-science, rartly, but mostly
upon the plot genie? WWhat now, when more and more Of those who remember:
what science fiction really was bhave departed~--either into the nation's-
service, or, through severance with that stage of their lives? '

The NFFF, to exist, needs and ever-expanding membershiP, needs new
fans.

But the new fans are the product of the current decadence, either
unable to procure real science fiction, due to the scarcity of copies
of the elder writings or sheer lack of interest in the trus lore. How
can ye hode to find youngsters of today who can possibly develop into
thea tradition ye seek to perpetuate?

The answer is simple: you can't!

The NFFPF is Don cuixote, patheftically seeking the realities of an !
obsolete order. Only a time machine could enable the NFPF to achieve
its aims And the NFPFP bas forgoften it aim; tilting at windmills, cry-
ing outworn slogans to the winds, evolving ever more grandiose plansg,
it shrills in the wilderness, unaware that none can understand save a
pitiful few who remember,

I pity you, fanatics, but I will not join yeum. I remember and I shall
keep Paith with the tradition. And perhaps the day will come, in the
postwar world, when science fiction---the stf. gone these many years---
will come agAaine

When that day comes, then may thos¢ within the tradition bestir them-
selves and tell the neophytes, not only of that which was, but that
which is, and may again be.

Until that day, adieu, fanatiocs. '

O e B G S
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Anybody got a time machine?

NOCTURNE FOR DOROTHY (1942) RWL.ewndes

No more the lamplight-lighted, smokestrewn, the midnight-mantled,
Or wine-enwafted Image of vyour eyes

Intruding welcomely:

I see the smile of you

When 4-inch headlines tell that Stalingrad

Holds firm, holds firm, and through th's darkest night
The scarlet banners fly before the dawn:

I hear your volce

When all the cries for sudden, swift attack

Surge forth upon the Tory-laden air

To shake the jerry-built, enseoundreled palaces

And rock the roost ef fools.

Amidst the dimmed-out streets veu stride with me,

I see a prevue of the world set freeo.
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By Donald A. Wollheim

I ar told by John Michel, %®ditor of the Work, that rv fellow Fu-
turian, Doc ILowndes, has hammared out a withering blesst at the NFFF.
And T am told further that Mirhel, who insists that 4+ pot he 1p
favor of the NF®F. I regret that I carnot ohlige him. T ar in favor
of a national fan organizatfon; I am a memher of the NFFF, ard I think
it cen manage to do things and go rlaces.

It 1s true that so far as its record goes to dste, it has been a
total bust. Orgsrized in a mad whirl of enthusiastic debste at Derver,
i1ts birth wes also 1ts 1liveliest moment. Then care a flurry of aproint=
ments, committees, projects, srd Sdeas. Also care the first dead hand
st the throat -- 1t was 3 single word: Bonfire. It colored, subtly end
unconsciously, every act of the organization since. For 1t wes not
fantesy, not imaginative, not sclence fictton, not future-seeking. It
wes just stupid, dull, evervdsy, run-of-the-mi1ll, street-corrner cutish.
A play on a seeming sounds of the initials B, o. n. F, F., F. It sig-
nified rothing. Tt exemrplified the era of fan futility and piffle that
then pervaded fandem (and still does to a certaln extent). 1In short,
it exemplified exactly the thing that the NFFF wss fesigred to combat!

That set the pattern. Everyvthing done thereafter was with the
sinister, silly echo of Bonfire in the backgrourd ~- & resourding hesha
to all one's serlous works., Gradually the thing wound Yteelf up Into a
knet, working out the ususl godawful complicstion of = constitution,
electing a2 staff of officers or popularity basls, rather thar actusl
work records in fandom. #AnA after one collapse, B, E. Evans grabbed
control and tried to make *he fuel-less machine work. For a period,
revived 1ife under EREE. Then the gobblies csrried ERXE 0°f; Ashlev took
theoreticel control., Then 4eath,

The thing wes Aepd for a vear or so. No one c¢ared, Now it hss
been revived. There were two reasons for this: Evens care back from
1imbo, snd Ashlev wented to spike Degler's Cosmle Circle bresthless-
rness, 80 here it 4s with = new streamlined constitution, fixed high
dues, new ideals, orders goling out agein to all corners, talk of pro-
jects again. #*nd, of course, the sare cedager organ -- Bonfire.

I believe fandom needs a notional organlzation. There are so meny
things to do -- fans must and can resally create vehicles for stf them-
selves, They can change the existing filction for hetter, Thev cen ex-
pound so many living philosophies and credos fror their reading. The
NFFF, for better or worse, is here. fshley snd Evans have given us =a
skeleton; fans haven't opposed 1t. Rather than sneer at 1t, let us
join it; let us then work tooth ard naill to make it practical. Iet us
sweep out the o3 dead wood, officers or ideas; give the thing a better
more living organ (and title theresto); democratize Tvsns'! supporting
Council by immediate elections now; declare absolute independence of
all pro magezines; get in there and organize fandom from top to hottom
to fight for a real futurian literature and readerhood now!l
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