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IB VERY DAY the Postman passeth, and envelopes tumble upon your ed- 
ISitor's desk. Some are like gentle rain, a few like hailstones; 
and occasionally there is a king-sized thunderbolt.

Most numerous are the gentle-rain type, the simple communica
tions: "Enclosed find 25/ for a sample copy of your magazine," or 
"That first issue of yours was great," or "Here is a short yam I 
want you to consider." All of which are well and good#

But then come those hailstones. A 50,000-word manuscript, 
dog-eared and wrinkled, bearing cigarette bums and coffee stains 
of every editorial office from Curtis to Standard, and with this 
note: "If you don't like this, just throw it away. It's too beat 
up, and I don't like it much anyway." By an odd coincidence, we 
didn't like it much either.

Or manuscripts with notes like this: "Just don't have enough 
dough for return postage, so the return trip—if any—is on you." 
Remembering the days when we used to sacrifice lunch in order to 
solve a similar problem, we weren't too impressed by such subtle 
humor.

Then there was the lady in Maine who naively thunderbolted, 
"I red your first ishue and spechully liked the stories by Trueman 
Capote and Anthony Butcher. I hope you kan offord to pay more than 
3 dollars a storie soon." At which, we hastened to explain that 
our magazine was Fantastic Worlds and that our name was not Howard 
Browne.

[eiUT THERE were great moments, too. Four times we received manu- 
liiscripts from a new writer, James McKlmmey, Jr.; Pour times those 
manuscripts were rejected, either because of a weakness or because 
they weren't what we wanted. Then came a fifth script. We read 
breathlessly. The first page was good, and the second. We bit our 
lip. If only the ending would hold up! We reached the final page, 
and the last paragraph nearly knocked us into our coffee cup. We 
realized we'd just read one of the best stories we'd ever read 
anywhere. That boy, dear readers, is going to be a writer!

And we received a thrill -- comparable to that of getting a 
Kris Neville or Bob Tucker manuscript — when we received a very 
acceptable yam from Don Howard Zimmerman, a promising new writer 
who at the time had appeared not even in the lowliest fanzine.

Although we had not previously been impressed by the philan
thropic tendencies of the human species, we were joyously amazed 
by the help and encouragement extended by fans and writers every
where. Special orchids should go to Forrest Ackerman and Bob Tuc
ker, without whose aid this magazine would not been possible.

We hate to end this epistle on a dlschordant note; but though 
we've worked as hard as seventeen monkies, it's taken us over four 
months to turn out this Issue. The label of quarterly publication 
is now inappropriate, and so In the future FW will be published 
Irregularly — which means just as often as possible.

Be seeln' ya.
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THE ACKERMAN STORY

Like a perennial and omnipresent jack-in-the-box, 
the hero of this true-life adventure has created a 
niche for himself in the world of fantastic and sci
ence fiction which, we think, is truly unique.

For nearly a quarter of a century -- almost since 
the time when fandom was a distant gleam in one Hugo 
Gernsback's eyes — he has played an important and 
often vital role in virtually every phase and under
taking in the fantasy and science fiction fields. To 
quote a typical if obscure example, he was not only 
the first subscriber to a magazine called FANTASTIC 
WORLDS, but also the first contributor.

He is now a successful literary agent, handling 
such fantasy notables as A. E. Van Vogt and Kris 
Neville — but he is still the world's No. 1 fan. He 
is still Mr. Science Fiction.

A FRAIL nine-year-old boy stopped at the newsstand, attracted by 
^\the cover of the October, 1926, issue of Amazing Stories. It 
portrayed a horrible insect-like monster, painted by Frank R. 
Paul to illustrate A. Hyatt Verrill's "Beyond the Pole." "What 
in the worlds" he asked himself, not having attained a wider vo
cabulary at that tender age, "is that thing?" He lacked the quar
ter the magazine cost; but there were parents and grandparents to 
be badgered, and soon the publication was his, to be read eagerly 
if without much understanding.

Forrest J. Ackerman had just acquired his first science fic
tion magazine. He loved it. He has been acquiring them ever 
since.

At first his parents and grandparents paid for Amazing and 
Ghost Stories for him. They found that they had to, or he would 
behave like any other nine-year-old kid -- and his parents also 
discovered that if they wouldn't buy Ghost Stories on the grounds 
that Forry might get scared, his grandmother would not only buy 
them but also read them to him.

Soon there were forty magazines in his grandmother's base
ment. "Forry," said his parents, "you never read those magazines 
down there. What's the sense of saving them? Why don't you sell 
them to the boy next door?"

Under duress, Forry disposed of his collection. Immediately
-5.



THE ACKERMAN STORY -6'
he began to look like a Medieval lover: he didn’t eat, he couldn't 
sleep, he grew pale and listless. "Oh., all right," the Aokermana 
said. "Go and buy your magazines back. But what are you going to 
do with all of them if you keep on? Think how many you'll have in 
twenty years from now." The twenty years are up, and Forry's col
lection is still a problem. Like the chambered nautilus, he has to

er reads a story in Planet 
in Galaxy.

keep building more stately mansions 
for the inevitable impedimenta which 
the true science-fiction aficionado 
accumulates. Recently, when a seven
room apartment and three garages got 
too small, he had to buy himself a 
big house to shelter himself, his 
wife, her son, and a collection so 
big that numbers no longer have much 
force in describing it.

And Forry is still collecting 
all the current magazines, receiving 
them by air-mail special delivery. 
(This is not a courtesty to him from 
publishers; he foots the bill for it 
himself.) And people are still ask- 
inst him a question his parents asked 
him twenty-odd years ago: "Forry, do 
you read all those?" t The answer is 
no, Forry replies happily: he's read 
most of the stories already, under 
different titles, by different wri
ters, with different names for the 
same stock characters.. He hardly ev- 

any more; he almost always reads those 

fUl AVING WON his second battle with his parents, and having been 
UW allowed to keep his collection, there was yet a third one to be 
fought. At first there were only two magazines to buy. Then Air 
Wonder came out, and then Scientific Detective, and then a number 
of others. What had begun with twenty-five cents a month had run 
up to a dollar and a half. The Ackermans paraphrased the psalmist: 
"Of making many magazines," they moaned, "there is no end. Forry, 
we'll keep on buying you the magazines that there are already; but 
if any more new ones come out, we just can't get them for you."

This was a blow. But anybody who knows a young boy knows al
so that parents are only minor obstacles, easily circumvented. For
ry decided that if he only could get letters published in the maga
zines his parents would have to buy them for him because he had 
letters in them. He began writing a series of letters to the edi
tors, on a pattern which has since become famous:

"Dear Mr. Gernsback:
"I am only twelve years old, but I read every 

issue of your magazine, and I think it's wonderful. 
If you multiply the stars in the universe by the words 
in the dictionary, that will give you only a faint 
idea of how enthusiastic I am about your magazine."

Naturally the letters were printed. And when the new Science 
Wonder came out, Forrest J. Ackerman had a letter published in it, 
the very first letter in the very first issue. 'What could the Ack
ermans do? Forry won his point, and nobody ever seriously got in
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his way as a science-fiction collector again.
By this time he was in San Francisco, where Mr. Ackerman had 

taken the family from Forry's native Los Angeles, and going to high 
school. High school was no problem to Forry; he got A’s in all the 
subjects that interested him, chiefly English, and he was bright e- 
nough to be able to get C's in the rest of them without working. He 
had also begun to gravitate toward writing as a chosen career.

It was at this point that a whole new world was opened up to 
Forry. One day while he was home sick from school a letter was de
livered to him from Lymus Hoganmiller, a boy about his own age, in 
a small Missouri town. Lymus had seen Forry's name in one of the 
magazines and wanted to correspond with him. Forry suddenly discov
ered that he could write to people and talk about his enthusiasm. 
He bounded out of his sickbed and composed a long letter to Lymus. 
Then, when that was mailed, he thought of more that he wanted to 
say and wrote him another long letter. He sent out about half a 
dozen bulky epistles in three or four days. And then the letters 
started coming back—and Forry hasn't stopped writing to people and 
getting answers yet.

k N ABOUT 1930 Forry proposed to Lymus that they start a Boys' Sci- 
I ence Fiction Club, to be composed of fans from twelve to eighteen 
years of age. "I'll be President," Forry modestly offered, "and you 
can be Vice-President." The offer was immediately accepted. Members 
sent In books and magazines and Forry ran a rental library, mailing 
out the publications that the other members requested. He also be
gan a little news magazine, retailing 
the information he had received from 
personal contacts (by letter) with 
the writers. Sometimes he would list 
all the stories they had published. 
"You could do that in 1930," he re
calls now with a wistful sigh.

Two boys in New York, Julie 
Schwartz and. Mort Weislnger, volun
teered to saVe Forry the trouble of 
typing up these news letters in orig
inal and eight carbons; they had a 
mimeograph, and they would publish 
them periodically when enough infor
mation was goj together. That was the 
start of Time Traveler, which is gen
erally conceded to be the first pure 
science-fiction fanzine.

Even then fanzines came and went. 
After a while Time Traveler went, and 
Science-Fiction Digest, which Forry 
worked on by mail with Ray Palmer, 
took its place. The next development 
was Fantasy Magazine,which was print
ed and contained a number of features 
and stories by the famous names of 
the early 1930's.

At about this time Forry gradua
ted from high school, and his parents 
decided that he should begin to take
other than "just a science-fiction fan" all his life. They sug
gested that he tackle the University of California. Forry said no. 
"Instead of sending me to college/' he suggested, "why don't you 
give me a year to see what I can do? Let me write and enter con-

With an eye to the future, 
specially posed at about age 
3.5 for publication in Fan
tastic Worlds.

steps toward being something



THE ACKERMAN STORY -8-

Forrest "Clark" Ackerman, aa 
he was originally known, at 
about age 13, when winner of 
a teenagers' short story con
test in the San Francisco 
Chronicle. (Tale had the a- 
mazingly original title, "A 
Trip to Mars.")

tests and sell second-hand books 
and see whether I can't support 
myself that way."

Forry went to college. His 
parents compromised and said that 
if he tried a year and didn't like 
it, he could quit. He tried a year 
and didn't like it; and then, back 
in Los Angeles, his parents gave 
him a year and more than a year to 
try doing things his way. That 
didn't work either. . Not only did 
he fail to sell any of his stor
ies, but he came to a very serious 
realization: he had no stories to 
tell. Contests and second-hand 
books didn’t work out any better.

He thought that he had better 
try something else, and he made a 
frontal assault on-the movie in
dustry, hoping for public rela
tions work. Nobody seemed inter
ested. Finally his father got him 
a job with the Associated Oil Com- 
pany--as Forry describes it, "add
ing up a long colunfh of figures 
one month and subtracting them a- 
galn the next month to make sure 
they came out to zero." This was 
no life for a science-fiction fan, 
so he looked around" for something 
else. By chance he ran across an 
employee of the Motion Picture A- 
cademy of Arts and Sciences who

was also interested in science fiction and offered to get him a job. 
Forry grabbed at the chance.

| N THE MEANTIME he had become involved with the founding of the Los 
I Angles chapter of the Science-Fiction League, which has, under a 
number of name-changes and revised constitutions, continued on to 
this day. Ackerman has never missed one of the Thursday night meet
ings, unless he was sick or too far out of town to make it. Even 
when he was in the army he drove in from Fort MacArthur every Thurs
day night.

Also, in the meantime, he had collaborated with Francis Flagg, 
who was in a dry spot and could not think of story ideas, on a few 
science-fiction yarns. The first of them, "Earth's Lucky Day," ap
peared in the final issue of Wonder Stories. The rest of them Flagg 
all placed, except the last one, called "Time Twister," That story 
Ackerman kept after Flagg's death.

The Academy job, Forry had discovered, was also no life for a 
science-fiction fan. Although his immediate superior was consider
ate and understanding, the boss next removed was a petty tyrant who 
rode roughshod over everybody. Somebody started a movement: every
body in the section was going to quit en masse, in protest. Forry 
got sucked in on it. On the stated day, Forry and one other guy 
quit. The rest didn't.

From there Forry went on to operate a varityper for the Fluor 
Drafting Company. The war was on now, and Forry's job was essent
ial to the war effort, because the machine he ran saved draftsmen's
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valuable time, and Ferry was the only man in the country who knew 
how to run it. It had been developed especially for the company, 
and nobody else had ever worked it. Then, when somebody thought of 
replacing him with a girl who could be taught how to use the ma
chine, he was released for service in the army.

He was frankly terrified. He had led a relatively sheltered 
life up to that point, and the idea of going into the army fright
ened him. He was six-foot-one and weighed a hundred and thirty 
pounds, and the Navy had refused him. Feeling a little apprehen
sive, he made a will leaving all his books and a thousand dollars 
of his insurance money to endow a Fantasy Foundation, a public
private institution along the lines of the Huntington Library, but 
devoted entirely to science-fiction. He keeps the idea up to date 
by revising this will every year.

Fortunately, Forry's fears were not realized, and he lived 
through the army at Fort MacArthur, publishing the camp newspaper, 
the Alert, with the assistance of Cartoonist Virgil Partch. The 
way Forry tells it, the Alert was a government-subsidized fanzine 
and was full of news about science-fiction fandom. "In a camp that 
big," he says, "who was to know that there was anything phoney a- 
bout news concerning Corporal Van Vogt or Sergeant Heinlein?" If 
you let him, Forry would lead you to believe that all the stories 
were faked in this way.

But Ackerrian is too modest. If put to the test, he can leaf 
through the bound volumes of the paper without being able to point 
out a single random example of this sort of thing. The Alert was 
a good post paper and took second prize in a national contest a- 
mong over two thousand publications like it.

While he was in the army, he began to sell books by mail. He 
discovered that he could buy a $3 for $1.80 from the publisher and 
have $1.20 all to himself — except for postage and other expenses 
and the guy who disappeared owing him $80. After too many years of 
not making any money on the books he handled, he has just about 
given up his bookselling business.

WATHEN HE got out of the army, he decided to take the bull by the 
VAJ horns and try to make a living out of a science-fiction career. 
For one thing, he decided, he would write stories; for another, he 
would use the experience of years of reading science-fiction to 
advise other writers — in 

It was-fortunate that 
the government was subsi
dizing him under the G. I. 
Bill for the first year, 
because he fell flat on 
his face in both capaci
ties. He wrote six stor
ies on atomic themes in a 
flash of inspiration and 
sent them off, confident 
that nothing that the au
thor had poured so much of 
himself into could possi
bly be rejected. He was 
wrong. All six came back 
with the usual rejection 
slips. Nobody seemed to 
care if he lived or died.

short, he would become an

Pre-&-Post Pearl Harbor, c. 1941 & 1944.
At time of the former, 4e was In the

Agenting was no bet
ter. Having heard that

prime of his publishing Vom; in khaki 
was known as S/Sgt "Ack-Ack", editor of 
top Army newspaper.
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agents made a racket out of charging reading fees, he decided to 
charge none. The result was that he was flooded with worthless 
manuscripts. None of them enclosed return postage, so he had to 
pay that, too. The stories he submitted he provided postage for 
as well. The financial loss that first year was serious.

The agenting problem could be fixed up. He began to charge a 
reading fee -- 50/ a thousand words for a yes-or-no answer, and $1 
a thousand words for a full-length critique. Also, he requested 
that his clients pay postage; all of them thought the demand was 
reasonable and contributed the postage cheerfully.

The loss on the writing side of the ledger was more serious 
and could not be reclaimed. As a sort of grim joke, he began to 
collect the six which had been so unceremoniously returned and e- 
nough other stories, including the old Flagg collaboration, "Time 
Twister," to make a collection of thirteen to be entitled The Bust 
of Science-Fiction and to be dedicated to the editors whose rejec
tions had made the book possible. About eight pages of this were 
actually set up in type when an amazing thing happened. The edi
tors began to buy up his stories, and finally most of them sold. 
The project had to be scrapped — regrettably, because Partch had 
designed a dust-jacket for the book which showed a half-clad mai

den chasing a terrified bug-eyed 
monster.

"Time Twister" was one of the 
stories to sell at th^t time, and 
"Atomic Error" was another. If I 
may step into this article in my 
own person for a moment, I'd like 
to tell a story about "Atomic Er
ror."

During my first year of col
lege teaching, I had a student in 
my class who was obviously spend
ing his first year at any great 
distance from home. Although he 
was bright, his grades were poor, 
from a variety of reasons. One of 
them was the friends he made, and 
a second was that he was 
sick. Another was that this poor, 

meek, little freshman got engaged to a redhead who was bigger and 
somewhat older than he was, and enough more experienced in regard 
to the wide world to make life miserable for him. (The engagement- 
lasted only a couple of months, fortunately.)

For part of my final examination in freshman English I had my
students write a paper in class. This boy turned out a gem — ob
viously an A. After I had graded my papers, I relaxed with a copy 
of OTHER WORLDS, which I had bought for Ackerman's story, "Atomic
Error." And there, for the second time, I read my student's fresh
man English final theme.

The occurrence was reported by Matt Weinstock in the Los Ang
eles Daily News, and the facts were supplied him by Forry, alleg
edly quoting a letter from me. What was quoted was a good deal 
more clever than what I actually had written him. The truth of the 
thing is that I phoned for the kid to come over, which he did, and 
receive a dressing-down, which he also did.

The amazing thing about his paper was the way in which, in a 
paper written under my supervision and without anything to copy 
from, whole sentences and paragraphs were given word-for-word from 
Forry's story. Finally I discovered that this was what had happen-
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ed. A student fan from Wyoming had read OTHER WORLDS and suggested 
to my student that the story would make a good subject for an essay 
in class. My student, knowing such a theme was about to be requir
ed, asked to see the story; but the magazine was mislaid. The Wyom

The Ackerwoman, Wendayne 
of Alsace-Lorraine.

ing student sat down and painstak
ingly reconstructed the story from 
memory — and did an amazingly good 
job. Then my student sat down and 
memorized the reconstruction, writ
ing it and rewriting it several 
times before he came to the class
room. I failed him in the final 
and gave a D for the course; then 
I gave Forry Ackerman an A.

[PROM THAT POINT things have gone 
LT well for Forry; I like to think 
that my grade had something to do 
with it. His agent business has 
expanded to where he has a good 
nucleus of seventy clients. As a 
writer, he is dabbling in televi
sion and has opportunities for lucrative script jobs.

Looking back over his career, Forry is vaguely dissatisfied. 
For one thing, he feels that so many projects of his failed because 
of a lack of faith and enthusiasm, such as he has himself, in other 
people. For one fan convention, he wanted to bring over E. J. Car
nell from England as a guest. It would have cost $500 to do this, 
and Ackerman thought that if five hundred fans each contributed a 
dollar, the goal would easily be accomplished. His first call for 
contributions failed. Deciding that perhaps an appeal to altruism 
was a little out-dated, he got various publishers to offer prizes 
of books, original Illustrations, subscriptions, etc., and conduct
ed a lottery, the proceeds to go to bringing Carnell over. He con
tributed $27- himself to the fund and talked Wendayne, who was to 
become his wife, out of another $5. A few other fans gave as much 
as $5 and $10 each. Total receipts were $127.

And then there was the time when about twenty Los Angeles fen 
alarmed Forry by saying, "Ackerman, we're tired of waiting for you 
to die." They calmed him by explaining that they thought that the 
Fantasy Fourfeation should be begun at once. Ackerman was skeptical 
but allowed himself to be persuaded. All he had to do was provide 
the magazines and books, and the other twenty promised to rent the 
building and do the work. They talked him into making a public an
nouncement of his intention. Then, when the time came, there were 
only nineteen, then eighteen, then seventeen, and soon Ackerman was 
left without any support at all. He couldn't do all the work him
self, in person. Acrimony ran high at the way he had backed out of 
his promise.

On another occasion Forry suggested to Philip Wylie, who at 
that time was working for a publishing house, that there were only 
two science-fiction anthologies in the field and the time was ripe 
for a third. Wylie said nos Three science-fiction anthologies 
would glut the market.

Similar was the Ackerman campaign for simplified spelling; he 
still signs his letters "4e," for "Forry." The tangled maze of Eng
lish orthography has been a target for reformers since Orrm in the 
13th Century; and Ackerman, in the Twentieth, had no better luck.
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About the only one of his ideas that caught on in fan circles was 
what he calls "nonstoparagraphing," beginning a new paragraph where 
the old leaves off, as here.

The reason for these failures, as For- 
ry regards them, probably lies in his personality. He is a very en
thusiastic individual, and when one of his pet projects stimulates 
him he is willing to put all of himself into working for it. Very 
few people believe that strongly in anything.

A NOTHER REASON for Ackerman's unhappiness as he looks back over 
Mhls life is the number of personal attacks that have been made 
on him by other fans. "I can't understand it," he says. "Maybe I'm 
naive, but all I've tried to do all my life is be friendly to every 
other fan I could find. What do I get out of it? Somebody I don't 
even know writes in to a fanzine and jumps all over me."

Ackerman is probably too sensitive for his own good in letting 
these attacks hurt him as much as they do. He is open, guileless', 
and unsecretive in the way he goes about meeting the rest of the 
world, and he is still surprised when he finds out that people do 
not always react to him in the same way. >

What probably is behind the attacks is that Ackefean is undis- 
putably the nation's — probably the world's — number one science 
fiction fan. Ackerman himself cheerfully concedes that there are 
other fans — and he can count them off on his fingers and name 
them— who are five times as active as he is right now. All he asks 
is that you consider who has given more time and energy to the sci
ence fiction movement taken all together over the past quarter cen
tury. Time after time he shakes his head and says, "I feel like an 

immortal man. Every once in a while 
I think of so-and-so and wonder what
ever became of him. Teh years ago he 
was the most active fan in the coun
try. Now—" He shrugs. The implica
tion is obvious: fans may come and 
fans may go, but Ackerman goes on 
forever.

As the nation's number one fan, 
he immediately becomes the target 
for show-offs who covet the honor 
for themselves. If you want to make 
a name for yourself in fandom, gun 
for Ackerman. In the first place, 
he's on the top of the heap, so he's 
obviously the guy to try to knock 
off. And in the second place, he's 
the best-known fan in the country, 
so if you get your name associated 
with his — in an argument if there 
is no better way — you may become 

well-known, too.
Ackerman's life has not been so unsuccessful as he sometimes 

thinks. Although he has never been the popular author that he has 
always wished he was, he is at least on the verge of financial suc
cess in television. He is married to one of the most charming wo
men in fandom — whom he met when she was a saleslady and he a cus
tomer in a bookstore. And he has, after all, achieved the principal 
goal of his life.

'What Ackerman has always wanted to do, ahead of any other am
bition, was to devote his full time to being a science-fiction fan. 
And that is actually what he has done. Maybe he indulges in other
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pursuits, which are all related to science-fiction somehow, only 
to the extent that he can earn enough money to engage in his life 
work — being Mr. Science-Fiction. It is only with the goal in 
mind of supporting his fan activities that he has been an agent, 
sold books, and sold his stories for money. If he were financial
ly independent, capable of doing whatever he wanted to, right now 
he would junk all his gainful activities and start this Fantasy 
Foundation that he has always hankered after; he would be .perfect
ly content to mail out books to borrowers and answer questions and 
guide visitors on tours and mall out information and do all the 
other things that the curator of such a foundation would have to 
do.

As a matter of fact, if some of his TV deals work out, he has 
big plans. He hopes to be able to contribute enough money to start 
the Foundation by himself, without any outside financial assist
ance, rent a building to house the Institution, and hire a curator 
to take care of it. He also hopes to become the first agent in 
history who refuses to take money for marketing material; if he 
ever achieves the financial success that it now appears may be 
his, he hopes to be able to help a few of his fan friends — not 
the seventy customers he has now, by any means -- without taking 
any remuneration for it.

And that, after all, is Ackerman. Not this: "If I get rich, 
think of all I can buy for myself." But this: "If I get rich, 
think of all the help I can be to science-fiction and my friends." 
Anybody who can live for any length of time on the planet Earth 
and still look on life that way has not been unsuccessful.

FANTASY FOUNDATION’ESTABLISHED IT72 ° BY 

FORREST J. ACKERMAN



THE LAST WOBBLY
Time, with equal nonchalance, may dull the 

sheen of a hero's wings and the glint of a 

villain's knife. We are proud to present 

this story hy Kris Neville — a story of 

men and machines and hands that have for

gotten how to work — which, in our opin

ion, is comparable to his classic "Old Man 

Henderson."

4

by Kris Neville
r

Illustrated by Jerri Bullock

HE TWO OLD MEN sat in the yard of the old folks' home. They 
U sat under the trees in comfortable, reclining chairs on the 

green grass. Sometimes, for they knew each other well, they said 
only a word or two in the space of an hour; other times, the words 
came out in a flood only to stop suddenly, clogged by the wind, by 
a drifting leaf, by the speckle of sun shadows on the smooth lawn, 
by things that pass unnoticed before the most of us but that send 
old thoughts swirling away down unknown and silent corridors. The 
two old men looked toward the mountains and breathed the clear air 
and adjusted their bright, heavy blankets over their laps.

At two o'clock the attendant came by. His eyes were boyish, 
and his hands were soft and gentle. "Is there anything you want
ed?" he asked.

"No," said Jimmie Higgins.
"No," said Ed Smith.
"Be sure to call me if you want anything," the attendant said.
"We will," said Jimmie Higgins.
"We will," said Ed Smith.
The attendant went away. Jimmie Higgins looked down at his 

hands, which had been crinkled like balls of ink-stained paper by 
the press of desiccating years. They writhed against enforced id
leness, searching a hammer to grasp, a pick, a sickle, a drill, 
any physical symbol of man's independence with which they might 
assault the frustrating solidness of time. "There was no work In 
his hands; did you notice?" Jimmie Higgins said. "Is that impor
tant; does it matter anymore?"

"I don't know. Sometimes I think....," Ed Smith said; he let 
his voice trail away. After a moment he said, "I don't know."

-14-



Sometimes they said only a word or two in the course of an hour. 
-15-



KRIS NEVILLS

"I was...," Jimmie Higgins 
began. But he paused to listen 
to the leaves rustling in the 
soft perfumed wind: 'If it had 
not been for this thing, I might 
have lived out my life talking 
on street comers to scorning 
men. I might have died unmark
ed, unknown, a failure. Now we 
are not a failure. This is our 
career and our triumph. Never in 
our full life could we hope to 
do such work for tolerance, for 
justice. Our word — our pains 
— nothing! The taking of our 
lives — lives of a good shoe
maker and a poor fish-peddler — 
-- all! The last moment belongs 
to us. That agony is our tri
umph! '

"Why," Jimmie Higgins said 
aloud, "that's the very speech 
Vanzetti made: I memorized it. 
I'd recognize it anywhere."

"Eh?" said the other.
"Nothing, Ed, nothing," 

Jimmie Higgins said.

.. -16-

Sj* HEY FELL silent. A transcon- 
U tinental rocket hissed past 

overhead.
"I was a Wobbly," Jimmie Higgins
"Eh? Eh?"
"I was a Wobbly," Jimmie Higgins 

are left. We know. We remember."

said at length.

said. "You and I know. We

Ed Smith sighed. "Ah, yes," he said.
Jimmie Higgins bent forward, thrusting his jaw defiantly to

ward his companion. "We know, you and I."
Ed Smith cleared his throat and coughed twice, the spasms 

shaking his withered body. "Yes," he gasped. "Yes, we remember." 
"I saw him," Jimmie Higgins said, suddenly excited. "Joe 

Hill. I wasn't more than twelve. I was with my old man. He was 
crying. He said, 'They'll never kill Joe.' Only time my old man 
ever cried. He was a miner. They don't cry. 'By God!'- he said. 
'They can't kill Joe!' I was a Wobbly then, and I couldn't have 
been more than twelve. One big union!" His eyes were bright.

"Joe Hill," Ed Smith said sadly. "Joe Hill is dead, and they 
don't even remember his name now, not even his name."

"We remember!" Jimmie Higgins cried in triumph. "You see? 
We know. 'Don't mourn for me, organize;' that's the last thing 
he said to the workingstiffs. He gave the orders to the firing 
squad. They buried him in Chicago, like a hero, that's where 
they burled Joe. One big union; we remember."

"What's happened to his songs?" Ed Smith said. "No one knows 
his songs anymore."

"They were good songs," Jimmie Higgins said. It made you 
feel good to sing them. We used to sing them at meetings. It 
made you feel proud."

"Yes, yes," Ed Smith said.
"I saw Big Bill," Jimmie Higgins said, waving his heavy
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knuckled hands excitedly. "I saw him, too. I heard him speak, 
by God, I did!"

"Big Bill Haywood died in Moscow," Ed Smith said dully. 
"They buried him in Red Square. They broke his heart. They kil
led- him just the same as they would have with a bullet. They 
broke his heart, and he died."

S? HE TWO OLD MEN fell silent again. A thin stream of smoke float- 
U ed and vanished slowly into the bright air from an automatic 

factory in the valley.
"They killed Trotzky in Mexico," Jimmie Higgins said slowly. 

"For a long time," he said, and then he hesitated, searching for 
the right words. "I thought the... they were destroying the rest 
of us. I thought it was their fault for killing the working move
ment everywhere; but now... now, I don't know. After they were 
gone, we couldn't get started again. It couldn't have been their 
fault after '63 or ’64."

They are gone, the leaves whispered, but what consolation is 
that? * For Trotzky and Big Bill and Joe Hill and Sacco and Van
zetti and Johnny Mitchell and.... They, too, are dead and buried; 
and their words are forgotten; and their dreams are dead; and the 
world has moved on until things like that aren't important any
more.

Jimmie Higgins wanted to cry.
"I'm the last Wobbly," he said. "The last of the SLP mem

bers. The last.... It's all gone and forgotten."
What does it matter, the leaves asked, that they castrated 

Westley Everest for fighting for a better world the only way he 
-■ ■ • ~ What matter that they beat out Sam Popovltch s

in the back? Why should you haveknew to fight?
brains; that they shot Togliori

chained yourself to a lamp post 
and spoke against the stupid kil
ling of brother men in some war 
or other? Why should you have 
cursed them when they filed off 
the chains and knocked your teeth
out with a club: 
ion worth that?

was. one big un- 
Would you have

done it if you knew it wouldn't 
make any difference?

"Yes!" he cried aloud. "Yes!
I would have!" 

Ed Smith said 
After a long

Higgins said, "My i 
little dentist, Dr

nothing.
while, Jimmie
new teeth; the 
’. Weiner, fit-

ted them the last time. He did a 
good job. I go back next week. 
He wasn't bom probably until the 
eighties. He doesn't understand. 
They'll bury me In their little 
cemetery out back in a little 
while; they'll be genuinely sor
ing -- the nurses, the attendants, 
Dr. Weiner. But they'll never un
derstand; they offer me sympathy 
when I try to explain... I don't 
want sympathy, I want them to un
derstand what one big union meant 
... I ... I pity them, I think."

"Yes," Ed Smith said. "Yes, 
that's it."
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Jimmie Higgins snorted wearily. "They moved on and forgot 
us because we had no place any more. There were fewer and fewer 
of us, and now we're the last of our kind. And yet.... I 
them, I think."

Ed Smith stared at the sky.
"It's funny," Jimmie Higgins said. "All those dreams for

gotten; all those dreams. They deserved more than the worms, 
Ed."

The wind grew chill.
".... more than the worms," Jimmie Higgins said.

S? HEY STARED down through the late afternoon sunlight at the 
U clean, neat, sprawling town lying in the valley. Sleek cars 

like silver bats shuttled smoothly on the ribbon of accident
proof highway that wound along the slope.

"Times have changed," Ed Smith said.
"They have no need of us; they have no place for us. That 

doesn't seem right. It doesn't seem fair. I saw Joe Hill.' I 
wasn't more than twelve. I was with my old man. He was crying. 
He said, 'They'll never kill Joe."1 ;

The attendant came quietly to their chairs; ne said, "We 
better go in now, it's supper time."

Jimmie Higgins looked wearily toward the east. "Yes," he 
said. "It's time for us to go in. We better go in. Night is 
falling. It is hard... on old bones."

In our next issue: "THE QUESTION" -- one of David H. Kel
ler's finest stories.

"FANTASY IS IN THEIR HANDS," by Leo 
Louis Martello — an article analyzing 
the handwriting of your favorite stf 
authors.

"THE LITTLE 0, THE EARTH," by William 
F. Temple -- who turns his attention 
from four-sided triangles to circles.

PZ?E 1Z/NE

Pan sits in the clearing

On the stump of a barberry tree, 

Piping his tunes so airily.

He panics met

— Virginia M. White



A WRITER’S PROBLEM: 
a puzzle for aficionados

TWO RADIOS, a record player, a wire recorder, a bat, a wash
ing machine, an old furnace, thirty-five bushels of toys, a gui
tar, an accordion, twenty bushels of magazines, books, dollies, 
magic sets, costumes, cancelled checks and sprinkled Ironing, a 
sink full of dirty dishes, an electric train, a college profes
sor, his full-time wife (who doubles as a science-fiction wri
ter), their nine-year-old daughter Judy (so known because her 
name is Margaret), and their five-year-old ditto known as Molly 
because her name is Mary live in a beautiful if unpredictable and 
greedy house in the country.

All members of this family require more than seven hours 
sleep each ■but of every twenty-four through which they pass.

All members of this family subsist mainly on cooked food 
which they prefer to eat from clean dishes with clean silver. 
Several of the members are also in the habit of wearing clothes, 
and one or two prefer these clean. And ironed.

Betsy •(and let's call the wife that because that Is her 
name) finds that she likes to be a science-fiction writer because 
(1) science-fiction editors are such sympathetic and Channing 
people, (2) fans are such sympathetic and charming people, and 
(3) a story sold is often better than a cent a word earned. This 
last is most important, as the greedy house eats coal like a...a. 
..vacuum. It also gollops electricity like a BEM golloplng purty 
gals.

BUT BETSY can't write happily in a three-room Flywood Maiden 
that costs less to live in. So she needs the hungry house.

But it takes so much time keeping the beautiful house clean, 
and the family ditto, that Betsy can't find hours to turn out 
deathless masterpieces. (To sell for money.)

Now you have all the clues. The missing ones necessary to a 
solution of the problem (if any are missing) may be wandering a- 
bout happily in your vicinity.

Only one hint for you puzzle solvers....... the solution to 
this problem may have something in common with that famous one:

"Why is a raven like a writing desk?" 
-19-



two poems:

THE SUSPICIOUS MIND

There is a vale of fear where bones are white, 
Stacked in long rows like cordwood freshly cut, 
And ever banshee winds of pallid fright 
Revile the timid one whose door is shut;
A vale of fear, where every whispered word, 
Imagined thoughts, are sacrilege or treason, 
Where minds, in frantic frenzy, sense unheard 
And potent cause for doubt, with fragile reason

Alice Craig Redhead

one may hear

came

FEAR I

Barbara A. Kurtiak

Candlelight flickered. Then she

-20-

There is a depth where souls in torment dwell 
In magnified morass of dark suspicion,
Until each hour, each day, becomes a pulsing hell 
And bitterness kills faith and high ambition.
Steep are the walls of chasms built of fear — 
Self-sealing tombs of screams no

MIDNIG H T

Quieter than the wavering flame.
Caressing my spine with fingers bold, 
Icy...icy...icy cold.
In a silence that hurt, 
Creeping into my mind... 
Every curl on my head began to unwind. 
Unwanted... yet clutching at my very heart, 
Oh, how I wished she would depart.
Invisible, awful, terribly near...
Unknown but enveloping, so real
Is



CAfffoONs.

"BETTER TELL MAW TO WARM UP THE
ZLITH STEW, JUNIOR. THOSE ENOUGH IMAGINATION TO DREAM
HUNGRY EARTHMEN ARE HERE AGAIN." THOSE BEM'S!"

ilillllh



In the stumer of 1952 newsstands throughout America 
were embellished with a new fantasy magazine -- a maga
zine so skilfully written, illustrated, and edited that 
it at once gained a place among the very top publica
tions in the field.

But the Ziff-Davis Publishing Company, proud par
ents of the Impressive FANTASTIC, have another child, 
AMAZING STORIES, also edited by one Howard Browne. The 
cumulative response to AMAZING, from many fantasy devo
tees, has been somewhat less than enthusiastic.

In this article Bob Silverberg, editor of the fan- 
magazine SPACESHIP, sets forth his views in regard to 
the apparent paradox. While we do not necessarily a- 
gree with some of Mr. Silverberg’s views, we do feel 
that they are representative of a large segment of fan
dom and therefore deserve recognition.

And to present another face of this literary Hydra, 
we have asked Howard Browne for his own opinions.

*

SOME WORDS ABOUT
r*

by Bob Silverberg

[UI OW HOWARD BROWNE has been able to reconcile his career-long 
InJambition to edit a top-quality science fiction magazine, one 
which will rank with the best in tone, format, and content, with 
his career-long profession of editing the two poorest (and ad
mitted so by Browne himself) professional magazines of the field, 
will long remain one of publishing’s greatest mysteries.

Mr. Browne was filled with exuberant promises when he took 
over the helm of AMAZING STORIES with the January, 1950, issue. 
The venerable hulk had been abandoned by rats and fans alike, but 
before Browne had been editor more than a few months plans were 
afoot to transform it into the ultimate in science fiction maga
zines: Bi" x 11", 144 pages, with 32 pages in full colors, and a 
line-up of authors which was enough to turn pale Messrs. Campbell 
(then struggling to cling to his once-unquestioned supremacy) and 
Gold (at that very time concocting his own plans for reaching the

-22-
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By the end of 1950 we realized that 
AMAZING was not, after all, to burst from 
drab degeneracy to the leadership of the 
field in.the space of one issue, and it 
returned to its accustomed position at 
the bottom of the field. Browne staunch
ly maintained, through the next year and 
a half, that he was printing the best 
science fiction available, and it was on
ly in March, 1952, that he admitted in a 
press-release circulated by Ziff-Davis to 
a number of leading fans that what he had 
been printing all along was (and we quote) 
a "formula of adventure and 'cops and 
robbers on the moon"' and that the time had come for Ziff-Davis 
to issue a new magazine which would relegate the aforesaid form
ula to "its pulp sister-publications, 'Amazing Stories' and Fan
tastic Adventures.'"

This press-release not only proved that Browne had no delu
sions about what he had been printing in his magazines, but also 
put an end to a morass of contradicting rumors dating from Octo
ber, 1951, which had said that Z-D was once again contemplating 
entering the top bracket of s-f publishing.

Then, finally, the magazine appeared at the end of March. 
Fans everywhere, recalling the disappointment of 1950, evinced 
surprise that Ziff-Davis had actually carried through its plans, 
even though Browne had gone from one pole to another, the lar
gest size to the smallest.

F| ADIES AND GENTLEMEN, I am sold on it. FANTASTIC is as unlike 
(Lthe Ziff-Davis stand-bys as the latest ASTOUNDING is unlike the 
Clayton issues. I am almost willing to forgive Ziff-Davis for 
thirteen years of publishing, in which time AMAZING and FANTASTIC 
ADVENTURES published no more than a dozen outstanding stories be
tween them. I am almost willing to forgive them for foisting the 
Shaver ho a/ on the world, because this new publication compen
sates nearly for all the Z-D miscues.

FANTASTIC is by far the most attractive magazine in the 
field, and seems to have the best facilities for reproducing art
work. Its. fiction is of high caliber, and of a distinctive type 
which make£ it impossible to compare with that published by aSF, 
GSF, and F&SF (all of which run their own distinctive types.)

What I like most about it, however, is the clean, make-up- 
for-old-sins atmosphere. Nowhere in the magazine is there men
tion of its two sisters; nor is there a boasting editorial nor 
offensive advertising. It is merely a vehicle for fiction, by 
far the most attractive vehicle in s-f history, and in present
ing its fiction it succeeds. It is a good magazine, and now we 
have a Big Four at the head of the field. I refuse to be preju
diced by the Ziff-Davis label, and weighing It objectively as if 
a new, untainted publisher had entered the field, I can only pro
nounce it a top-flight effort.

Browne has big plans for this pet new project. He's paying 
up to 10/ a word to maintain the pace set by his first issue, 
with word-rates on a merit basis. He intends to sell it to a much 
wider market than the other leaders aim for, and as an eagle-eyed 
observer in the world's largest city I can vouch for his success. 
Riding in the subways every day, I notice all sorts of people 
holding a now-familiar yellow cover, people who do not look at 
all fannish ---- and who probably would rather be found dead than
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holding an AMAZING.
Browne intends to find authors who have won fame in other 

fields, such as Raymond Chandler and Truman Capote, and while 
this is not a sure-fire method of getting good science fiction, it 
is a fine method for expanding the borders of the field and allow
ing better writing. (Capote, incidentally, vigorously maintains 
that he has never written any fantasy, but apparently he did not 
return the fat paycheck for reprint rights to "Miriam.")

In short, Browne and Ziff-Davis have gone a long way toward 
atoning for all their un-illustrious career with only two issues 
of FANTASTIC, and if they can keep it up I'm all for them. I nev
er dreamed I'd ever say that Ziff-Davis has produced a fine maga
zine carefully edited, but that it is, and I hope that its success 
will be little short of fantastic.

...AND A REPAY

by
SUMMER 1952
VOLUME 1 NUMBER 1 

r •»

Contents
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© OME YEARS AGO a Midwestern newspaper, swollen with a sense of 
its own importance, replied editorially to an attack by anoth

er, and smaller, paper by saying, "These jackals grow too bold." 
The phrase has a nice Elizabethan ring; and while disclaim

ing any sense of importance myself, I'll freely admit that the
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same line has come to mind upon reading some fanzine articles at
tacking me and the magazines I edit. Since most of the articles 
were unrealistic and irresponsible, and since it is axiomatic that 
only the very young and the very old know everything, I saw no rea
son for offering a defense.

The same conclusion goes for the article by Mr. Silverberg. 
However, the editors of fantastic worlds have asked me to reply 
to it, offering the refreshing innovation of printing my reply in 
the same issue with the Silverberg piece.

I think the best way to do this is with a paragraph-by-para- 
graph answer. Since you can call a man illegitimate with one word 
and force him to use five hundred to prove he's not, the answer 
may seem tedious by reason of its length. But here are my answers, 
true and unvarnished:

I have never had the "career-long ambition" to edit any kind 
of science-fiction magazine. I would much prefer to put out a de
tective magazine, and before too long I hope to do so. But my 
preferences are immaterial; my job is to put out good science-fic
tion and fantasy publications and whatever ability and talent I 
have go into doing my job well.

I have never "admitted" that Amazing Stories and Fantastic 
Adventures are the-two "poorest professional magazines of the 
field.,r To make such an admission, even if I believed it were 
true (which, emphatically, I do not) would be the sheerest stupid
ity. Whatever my shortcomings, stupidity is not one of them.

While unaware that "rats and fans" had deserted us, we did 
learn that Amazing Stories was the largest-selling science-fiction 
magazine at the time Silverberg speaks of — a position it still 
holds.

4\ T THE TIME plans for the new Amazing were shelved, it was not 
uniknown just what effect, if any, the Korean situation would have 
on paper supplies. Rather than chance running into such difflcul- 
tied before the new format could be firmly established, the pro
ject was dropped. Future events showed that the cancellation was 
not necessary, but we could not know that at the time.

I hate to get crassly commercial but Amazing Stories was nev
er "at the bottom of the field." In fact it led the field in the 
only way any magazine leads the field — on sales.

The press release Silverberg mentions not only did not come 
from the editorial offices of our two stf magazines; it was not 
even seen by us here until It was released to the public. Conse
quently my "delusions" are still intact.

Mr. Silverberg's almost ecstatic reaction to the flrsu two 
issues of FANTASTIC, our new digest-sized publication, Is gratify
ing. But I have no illusions because of It. That segment of fan
dom which writes most of the letters to editors, puts out fanzines 
and joins fan clubs is famous for building heroes one day and tear
ing them down the next — both with little justification. When 
this group discovers that the second Issue of FANTASTIC contains a 
long suspense story containing not one bit of fantasy or science, 
I shall probably be damned as a traitor to the field.

The fact that this story was not put in as a thumb-to-nose 
gesture will in all likelihood escape them. How many will realize 
that a magazine so expensive to produce must, If it is to go on, 
gain readers who do not ordinarily read (and certainly almost nev
er buy) a science-fantasy publication?

For this is something fandom must understand: there are not 
enough dyed-in-the-wool fans to keep in business the kind of maga
zine we have made FANTASTIC. It is printed on book paper, illus-
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of money

in fanzinefiction, not

treted hy the best artists money can 
buy, has (beginning with the second 
issue) a lavish display of color in
side , and pays up to 10/ a word for 
stories. All this, to get painfully 
realistic again, costs a great deal

money which, if we are
stay in business, must come back 

to us bearing a profit.
And so we make overtures to a- 

nother — and larger -- group of 
fans: the detective reader. We ask 
them to join in the fun, to discov
er that there is another kind of fic
tion besides detective stories. Let 
them find out how good science-fant
asy can be and they may be won over 
to becoming devotees of the genre. 
These, you must understand, are 
readers whose interest.- is in good 

reviews, letters to the edl'fer, and what 
the editor of Peon thinks of the present policy of Thrilling Won
der.

Let me say here and now that my thinking is not to convert 
science-fantasy readers to detective and suspense fiction. Ex

actly the reverse is true; for FANTASTIC will remain predominate
ly science-fiction and fantasy. But we need new blood, a wider
audience, and this, it seems to me, is the way to get it. Will
such a plan succeed? I don't know; but I mean to find out!

DN CLOSING, let me again touch on one of the basic facts of life 
too many fans insist on ignoring: magazines, like bean soup and 
bicycles, are put out to make money. The more you spend to put

them out, the more money you must make to continue putting them 
out. This must be done in the best possible way to insure that 
profit. You must take steps to gain the widest possible consumer 
acceptance. If doing that upsets the Old Guard, then the Old 
Guard must either adjust or turn to the magazines that do things 
their way. That's why FANTASTIC will not tell you, the reader, 
that it is your magazine and please tell us how to run it. We 
hope to run it for a quarter-million readers -- run it, not as a 
few letter writers and fan clubs would like, but the way that 
will induce the greatest possible number to buy it every issue.

We hope sincerely that you will be one of them.

ASTOUNDINGS! UNKNOWNS! 
AMAZINGS! AVON READERS! 
GALAXYS! F & S F's!

MAGAZINES GALORE — WHAT DO YOU 
NEED? IF YOU ARE A COLLECTOR, 
OR AN AVID S F READER, YOU'LL 
WANT TO BE PUT ON MY MAILING 
LIST. WRITE TODAY:

RON SMITH 
332 E. DATE, 

OXNARD, CALIF.

QUIS CUSTODIET!
The fanzine with a future!

* Published monthly.
* Featuring off-trail fic

tion by FORD McCORMICK, 
DON HOWARD DONNELL, and 
many other top writers.

* 15/ per copy; year $1.25.

James Clemons, Editor, 
1829 Tamarind Ave.
Hollywood 28, Calif.



From David Bennett and Thomas Purdom, oo-ohairmen of SOCIETY FOR 
THE CONQUEST OF SPACE, comes what we think is a noteworthy item:

"We are currently organizing a pressure group (dubbed a Space 
Travel Lobby by Willy Ley) to work for the establishment of a space 
station project of major proportions by the United States government.

"By being an overwhelming threat of retaliation for aggression, 
the station will be able to make war an impossibility. And, by being 
the first step in the exploration and colonization of space, it will 
inaugurate a new era in human history, an era to which the last mil
lion years will have been but a prologue...

"We can say that we have Willy Ley's support, which should serve 
us as evidence of our honesty, sincerity, etc. If you are interested 
in forming a club or in helping as an individual, please write to: 

DAVID BENNETT and THOMAS PURDOM, SOCIETY FOR THE CONQUEST OF SPACE 
Building 917, Apartment 13, Bainbridge Village, Maryland.

Tumbling onto our desk the other day was FLYING SAUCER REVIEW, 
an excellent publication reporting all the latest instances in saucer 
sightings, et al. A note from Elliot Rbckmore, Editor, reads, Our 
group is interested in contacting anyone who can help us in our study 
of flying saucers, and I would appreciate whether you can pass along 
the names of any science fiction readers and writers who are inter
ested in the Subject and can collect and loan all reports they have."

Address: P. 0. Box 148, Wall Street Station, New York 5.

Most readers of FW will probably be already familiar with PRO
JECT FAN CLUB — a quite ambitious plan which includes publication of 
a booklet titled "How to Form a Science-Fiction Fan Club." Mastermind 
Dick Clarkson Writes, "Publication will be underway about the last of 
January. As to progress, we have been getting first responses from 
overseas countries, such as Sweden, Cuba, England and Australia. Pub
licity is now well launched, and articles coming from this typer are 
right prolific." Dick's address: 410 Kensington Rd, Baltimore 29, Md.

This is no place to hide the ratings for material in our last is
sue, but we're cramped for space, and besides we feel a little omry. 
They went like this: 1) ARKHAM HOUSE STORY, 2) THE DOOR, 3) THE IM
MORTAL GAEL, 4) ALL CREMATED EQUAL, 5) NEW VOICES, 6) THE SOUL SEEKER. 
Voted the best illustration was Jerri Bullock's pic for ALL CREMATED 
EQUAL. Second was Jim Bradley's drawing for IN GENERAL.

Keep sending those votes; they determine the amount of payment!

And, in line with the vaudeville axiom of leaving your audience 
with a laugh, we have a quote from Rory Faulkner of Covina, Calif., 
concerning Walter Willis, dean of Irish fans and recent visitor to U. 
S. "Willis is a delightful creature, very quiet and modest, though. 
Someone asked him what impressed him most in the U. S., and he quite 
unexpectedly replied: not Forry Ackerman, not the Chicago conven
tion, not ever! Jane Russell, mind you----but 'Malted Milks!



(P HARLES HORNE slumped on an overturned washtub In his back yard 
and sulked. He held his face grimly in his hands, dug his bony 

elbows into his knees and spat on the ground. He tried to imagine 
a sufficiently unpleasant place into which he could stuff his yap
ping neighbors. Blast them, blast his wife -- in fact, blast them 
all. It was a good house and it had been hard to find and he was 
determined to stay there.

The thin, gangling man must have leaped over the fence or 
something. Of a sudden he was standing there beside Horne, exam
ining him in curious interest.

-28-
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"Pardon me," the newcomer said in foggy English. "Is this 
Earth?"

"No," Horne retorted nastily, "this is Mars."
"Oh my I Are you sure?"
"I guess I know where I live, don't I? This is Mars. Get 

the hell away from here!"
Home glimpsed a sudden flash of silver in the waning after

noon sunlight and looked up at his strange visitor. The gangling 
fellow had taken an egg from his pocket, an egg coated with a me-' 
talllc silvery substance. The stranger's face was coated with un
expected terror. Swiftly, cradling the silver egg in the palm of 
his hand, he., smashed it into his face. Hand, egg and skinny head 
vanished in the resultant explosion.

Stunned, Home stared down at the body now crumpled on his 
back yard grass.

®C'MWHO WAS IT?" the heavy voice demanded again.
W Home thought these things only happened in the movies. He 

thought the torturous sessions were nothing but the vivid imagi
nings of a scriptwriter, cramming drama into screenplay. This was 
no screenplay — this one was real. His mouth was dry and his 
tongue seemed swollen, but they denied him water. His throat, nos
trils and eyes burned with the hazy curtain in the room but they 
continued to blow smoke in his face. Somebody, just beyond the 
lights, suggestively thumped his palm with a heavy leather object. 
The room was hot, stale, foul and as black as a witch's heart be
yond the close circle of stabbing lights. He closed his eyes and 
somebody jerked at the roots of his hair.

"Who was it?"
"I don't know, I don't know," Home cried. "Dammit, I've told 

you a thousand times — I never saw him before! don't know."
"Then why'd you kill him?"
"I didn't kill him, he killed himself."
"Why?" >
"How should I know? I never saw him before."
A volcano of smoke erupted in his face. "What did you say to 

him?"
"Stop that, will you!" Home coughed and strangled. "All I 

said was, this is Mars."
"Do you"think this is Mars?"
"Of course not!"
"Why'd you say that?"
"I was mad."
"Was he a Martian?"
"I don't know!" Home walled.
"Are you a Martian?"
"No!"
"Why'd you want to kill a Martian?"
"I didn't kill a Martian."
"Who did you kill?"
"Nobody."
"Was he your wife's lover?" the voice suggested darkly.
"No, he wasn't my wife's lover--my wife hasn't got a lover." 
"How do you know?"
"Oh, rats! Please give me a drink?"
"Do you really want a drink?"
"YES!"
"I'll give you a drink — I'll give you a whole pitcher of 

ice-cold lemonade -- if you'll tell me why you killed him."
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"I didn't kill him, I didn't kill himI"
"Who did?"
"He killed himself."
"How?"
"With an egg. A silver egg." 1
"Have you got an egg?"
"No."
"Will you give me one of these eggs?"
"I haven't got an egg — you know that, you searched my poc

kets." t
"Where'd the egg come from?"
"He took it out of his pocket."
"Did he offer you an egg?"
"Oh hell no I "
"Why not? You were partners, weren't you?"
"I never saw him before!" Home grasped his throat. "I've 

got to have some water."
"I've got some ice water here . . ."
"Give me some--!"
"Just answer one question. Just one question, and you can 

have it all."
"I didn't kill him," Home moaned.
"Did your wife kill him?"
"Of course not!"
"How do you know?"
"She was in the house all the time."
"She could have shot him from the kitchen."
"She didn't shoot anybody! I've told you — he killed him

self with this egg."
"Why'd he want to do that?"
"Because I said this was Mars."
"Do you think this could be Mars?"
"Now that's silly. This is earth."
"How do you know?"
"I live here, don't I?"
"'Why?"
"I don't know!"
"Did he come from Mars?"
"I don't know."
"Where did he come from?"
"I thought he Jumped over the fence. If he didn't do that, 

maybe he fell from the sky or something. I just looked up and 
there he was — standing there."

"Didn't he tell you where he came from?"
"No."
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"Didn't he offer you a partnership in this egg deal? Didn't 
he offer to supply you with egg bombs?"

"Oh that's silly."
"Did you quarrel with him?"
"No."
Someone began playing with a light, the brilliant thing just 

before his eyes. It winked off and on, off and on. He closed his 
lids to shut it out and an unseen man standing behind him removed 
another handful of hair. Home jerked his eyes open. The light 
winked off, winked on, off, on. In the small silence he could hear 
the tinkle of ice cubes in a glass. Water was poured back and 
forth from bne glass to another, much of it being spilled on the 
floor in the process. Rank cigar smoke stung his nostrils.

"Why do you hate your neighbors?"
"They yak all the time," Home said wearily.
"Why do you hate your wife?"
"I don't."
"Why do you hate Martians?"
"I don't know any Martians."
"You killed one."
"I didn't."
"He said you did."
"That's a lie."
"He'll turn state evidence against you.
"I don't care."
"Do you want to get the jump on him?"
"I don't know how."
"You can confess first — let him take the rap.
"Confess what?"
"That you killed him."
"I din'i kill anybody."
"Okay — but if he confesses first, you'll get the chair.
"If who confesses?" Home asked weakly.
"The Martian."
"But he ! s dead."
"Is he?"
"Sure he is — right in my back yard.
"So you did kill him!"
"NO!"
"What'll happen to your wife?
"I don'5 know."
"Maybe her lover is out at your house right now.
"She hasn't got a lover!"
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"Oh, that's right, you killed him, didn't you?"
"No, no, no, no .
"Do you believe in Martians?"
"No."
"Then who was that man?"
"How should I know?"
"Why'd you kill a man you didn't know?"
"I didn't kill anybody! This guy just showed up there in the 

yard — he pulled an egg out of his pocket and killed himself. I 
don't know anything about it!"

0^3
/A SOLICITOUS WIFE and a bored cab driver helped Charles Home 

Zr-i totter up the front steps of his house shortly after dawn. His 
wife peered nervously from the comers of her eyes to see if the 
neighbors were watching, acutely aware that the spectacle might 
give them a bad name.

His throat, lungs and eyes raw from the long night's ordeal, 
his sanity wavering, Home drank nearly a bucket jof water and 
promptly made himself sick. He collapsed across the first bed that 
he found in his path and slept stolidly until noon, arousing then 
to cautiously drink some more water. It stayed down. Heartened, 
he sat up, reached mechanically for his cigarettes and then hurled 
the package from his hand. The air in the room seyned close and 
stuffy. Horae called loudly for his wife but there was no answer.

He groped his way through the rooms, through the empty kit
chen and out into the back yard, seeking fresh, clean air. Care
fully he avoided the spot of yesterday's debacle and seated him
self on the sweet, green grass, his back turned to.the ugly spot 
and the memory. Horne sucked in huge lungfuls of air and sighed 
his contentment. .

"Pardon me," said a voice in foggy English. "Is this Mars?
Horae's front teeth involuntarily bit through his lip, bring

ing blood. "Please go away," he begged.
"I must know! Is this Mars?"
"No," Horne answered very slowly, very carefully. 'This is 

not Mars. This is earth."
"Are you sure?" persisted the gaunt stranger.
"I am dead certain," Home said with growing fright. "This 

is my house. The neighbors told my wife it was haunted but it's 
my house and I like it. My house is on earth. This is earth. Now 
please go away!"

Swiftly the thin, gangling fellow pulled a silver egg from 
his pocket and smashed it into his own terror-stricken face.



There was one way to make a successful marriage a certainty. 
The bride merely had to undergo a simple..........

By J. T. Oliver
Illustrated by Richard Z. Ward

S?HE DOOR was locked; shades were drawn. The room was dark save 
U for the i^Lsty glow of sunlight trying feebly to filter through 
translucent" shades.

There were two women in the room: one old, wrinkled, con
fident -- the other young, pretty, and frightened.

They sat for awhile in silence, allowing their eyes to grow 
accustomed to the gloom, the old woman smiling slightly to her
self, the girl watching her nervously, face pale.

At last the old woman walked over to the center of the 
room, knelt, took a piece of chalk from her dress pocket and be
gan to draiw a five-pointed star on the carpet. It was mathemat
ically precise, revealing her experience and skill.

When it was completed, she motioned silently to the girl, 
and they both stepped close to the outline of the chalked fig
ure. The girl was breathing rapidly, obviously terrified. The 
old woman was still smugly confident.

The old woman said, "Are you ready, my dear?"
A hesitation. "Y--Yes."
"It isn't too late -- you can still back out, you know."
"I ... I wart to go through with it."
"Very well. But remember what I've told you. No hyster- 

-3$-
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ics, and no arguments. If there's anything he hates —" 

"I'll remember. Let's get it over with."
The girl clasped her hands before her and stared intently 

at the chalked figure on the floor. The other smiled, pleased.
Then the old woman took from her pocket an intricately car

ved wooden box, black with age and handling. She opened it, took 
out a pinch of weirdly glowing green powder. Carefully, she 
sprinkled the powder on the star, stepped back, and began to 
chant a sing-song spell. The girl listened intently, but could
n't make out the words.

When the old woman finished her chant, there was a moment 
of silence. The girl moved closer to her companion, parted her 
lips as if to speak. And then it happened.

flfirilTHOUT WARNING, Satan suddenly appeared inside the drawn star. 
'i-i>He appeared as a man, because that is the way women think of 
him. A handsome, subtly evil man, expensively attired.

The girl gasped, tensed to scream, then caught herself. The 
old woman spoke:

"I have another for you," she said.
"I see," murmured Satan, smiling. "The usual pd&t, I sup

pose?"
"Yes, the same. Her virginity in exchange for your spell."
Satan turned his attention to the girl. He eyed her in

tensely until she looked away, embarrassed. He seemed pleased.
"Are you ready?" he asked. €
"Yes. I ... I think so."
"Then we will go," said Satan, extending a strong, well- 

manicured hand to draw her into the magic star.
The girl hesitated, shivering. She turned her pretty, 

frightened face to the old woman. "Go with him? You didn't tell 
me —

The old woman, 
the hand and led her

"I'm sorry, my 
because I was afraid 
done here. You must

brisk and business-like, 
to the star.

took her firmly by

dear," she whispered, 
you'd change your mind, 
go with him if you want

successful. My spell has lasted for more than 
forty ye ars, and my hus..."

Her voice trailed off into nothingness as 
the girl, speechless with fright, was drawn 
into the star-shaped portal. Satan put his 
arms about her, said an ancient word, and they 
disappeared.

HE OLD WOMAN sighed and sat down on the edge 
of the girl's bed. Absent-mindedly, her hands 
reached out and picked up a large cardboard 
box. She smiled, removed the lid, and fondled 
the silky white garment it contained.

For the hundredth time she wondered what 
would happen if the men ever found out. Would 
marriage vanish? But it was all for their own 
good, she rationalized. Look what happened 
when brides didn't make deals with Satan; they 
were usually divorced within the year.... But 
with Satan's magic to help the woman, she nev
er lost her man!

Her reverie was Interrupted by the sound

"I didn't tell you 
It simply can't be 

it to be completely

ete.
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of voices downstairs, and then the tread of heavy masculine foot
steps on the stairs. Shortly, there was a knock on the bedroom 
door.

"What is it?" she called.
"It's me, Herbert," came the reply, muffled by the heavy oak 

door. "I want to see Kathryn a minute."
"You can't see her now, Herbert. Don't you know it's bad 

luck to see the bride before the ceremony?"
Herbert mumbled something and then went back downstairs.
The old woman laughed softly and settled back to wait for 

the girl to return. • . .

Lost 
Mwstrsl

By Lilith Lorraine

Lost minstrel of a world more wide 
He walks the alien earth, 
A god whose worshippers have died 
Before he came to birth.

You listen only half-entranced, 
And half in breathless dread, 
To stately themes the star-folk danced 
In cities cold and dead.

The pale imperial city-states, 
high pinnacled in Hell 
And then, since cold or kindlier fates 
Forgot him for a spell.

Where orchid auraed seraphim 
Sing by their seas of fire, 
At times you hear a holier hymn 
Rise from his ancient lyre.

At times you almost realize 
That he is not as men, 
Until he sings your lyric lies 
And lets you dream again.

For should you glimpse the haunted shore 
Of his remembering, 
He'd have to take the trails once more; 
He is an alien thing.



FANTASY BOOKS FOR SALE 

- Send For Free List - 

HAGGARDS A SPECIALTY

I also buy fantasy.

S. B. MYERS 
904 Forest Ave., 
Ann Arbor, Mich.

Your ad could have
been here!

Full
page:

page:

page:
Column inch:

$5.00 
$2.75 
$1.50 
$1.00

We prepare copy, 
if desired.

I WANT TO CONTACT
NEW WRITERS

who are interested in learning how to 
cash checks of $1 to $100 offered daily.

• No experience necessary
• Easiest way to write for pay
• Work at home in spare time
Mr. J. A. D. of Detroit credits me with boosting 
his income from $3,500 to $10,000 a year. . . . 
Mr. B. B. of Denver writes: “I have made $600 
so far—and I have barely started.” Mrs. E. C. D. 
of Calif, writes: “I have been so busy writing 
as a local newspaper correspondent, a shopper’s 
column, and a woman’s column now running in 
five weeklies. And just sold a short article to 
McCall’s at 25c per word. Zgjwie!”
I help people from all walk's of life—doctors, 
housewives, ministers, students, working girls, 
professors, business men, teachers, mothers . . . 
I help all these and many others to make spare 
time income from WRITING. Some go on to 
make writing a full-time career.
Full information FREE. Send postcard TODAY! 
NO obligation. No salesman will call.

SAUNDERS M. CUMMINGS
468-C INDEPENDENCE BLDC., 

_______________rmoBAnn sPBiNrx rmnearm

LITTLE TEMPLE LIBRARY 
By Doreal

These books contain secret teachings that may 
enable you to live a better and happier life in 
the New Age.

The Dream State 
Soul & its Nature 
The Wheel of Life 
Reincarnation 
Astral Projection 
Atlantis and Lemuria 
Mysteries of Mt. Shasta 
Polar Paradise

The New Religion 
The Perfect Way 
Divine Healing 
Webs of Destiny 
The Ten Lost Tribes 
Personal Magnetism 
Mystery of the Moon 
Ancient America

Any of the above 35/ each - 3 for $1.00

Minimum order $1.00

Write for free book, "Master Your Destiny."
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ROBERT BLOCH, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
You have put out a most impressive magazine... appearance-wise, 

art-wise, and contents-wise. Your contributor's lineup would be the 
envy of several pro-mags. You can and should be proud of the job 
you've done.

RUSSELL WATKINS, Box 557, Hq Sq 5650 AFIW, Sampson AFB, N. Y.
As for suggestions, I can only advise more articles slanted to

ward the collector and better artwork.... Do, by all means, have a 
letter column. A letter column, in my opinion, is the lifeline of 
any fanzine... They offer a means of controversy that can't be found 
in articles or editorials. I found this out in publishing DAWN AND 
THE IMAGINATIVE COLLECTOR and think it runs true of all fanzines.

EUGENE DeWEESE, Rochester, Indiana.
^You're going to have a letter column? One questions Why? And 

one hope: That it will be kept short. Very. (Comments? Ed.)

HENRY MOSKOWITZ, Three Bridges, New Jersey.
"The Arkham House Story" was exceptional. The Thompson photo 

was astonishing. I rather imagined Derleth to be short, thin, and 
wearing dark, hornrimmed glasses. Gad! He's good for another thir
ty or forty years... The Flight of Azrael was good Smith. What more 
can I say? All Cremated Equal -- What did the title have to do with 
the story? Otherwise, it was all right.

- - -
DICK CLARKS0N7 410 Kensington Rd., Baltimore 29, Md.

The ideal fanzine must have two things... and in this, I'm sure 
that most fans agree. Those two things are: humor and fan interest. 
By that last, I mean articles and such for information of fans, etc. 
...The ideal fanzine must be directed at actifandom, mainly. But it 
should be comprehensible to casual fans.

BILL A. PECK, 1041 W. Agarita, San Antonio, Texas.
I was expecting something great, but the greatness of FW is 

FANTASTIC! (No reference to the great new pro mag by the same name.) 
Since all pro mags cost 35/ now, FW is the best way to spend a quar
ter, anyday!.•.1've always meant to ask. If a story published in FW 
were to be good enough for a pro mag, could the author re-sell to 
said mag? In other words, does FW release full rights?

(All rights are released, and copies of FW go to all profession
al editors and anthologists in the field. Ed.)

PAUL POWLESLAND, 522 North Street, Oneida, N. Y.
Got the first issue of FW. Excellent first issue.... Give your 

cover artist more room.... and expand your BEHIND THE TYPEWRITER col
umn to include artists; probably people want to know something about 
your artists, too. (That we will do. Ed.) -57-



SAM SACKETT is a young Nebraskan recently transplanted, with his 
wife Marjorie, to Southern California where he teaches English and 
Creative Writing. Last year the Sackett duo increased the nation's 
population by one (a boy), and we're promised a repeat performance 
for early in 1953. Sam also acts as Associate Editor of a fanzine.

KRIS NEVILLE was born in 1925 in Carthage, Missouri. He did his 
share of roaming with the army and Merchant Marine, then settled on 
Los Angeles as the logical place in which to turn 81s experiences 
into fiction. His first sale was to SUPER SCIENCE--a thrilling ex
perience, he says. But the following day the thrill was punctured 
when an English professor returned one of his compositions with the 
notation, "You write like an illiterate." Nevertheless, Kris Nev
ille has since then been featured in virtually every {Btf and fanta
sy magazine to strain the legs of a newsstand.

The name of WILSON (Bob) TUCKER Is the only one which might make us 
hesitate before saying that Ackerman is the world's No. 1 fan. Ever 
since we can remember (and we're old enough to know better), his 
letters, stories and wit have graced the pages of fanzines and pro
zines alike. For quite a few moons he published his own zine, SCI
ENCE FICTION NEWSLETTER. In recent years he risked his position as 
a True Disciple by turning out a number of top-flight detective no
vels, but strengthened it with his latest book, THE CITY IN THE SEA, 
published by Rinehart & Co. and reprinted as GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION 
NOVEL No. 11.

BOB SILVERBERG is a New York fan, "on the wrong side of six feet, 
and weight about 165. Entered fandom in 1949 with the first issue 
of SPACESHIP, still a going'concern. A member of SAPS, FAPA, and 
NFFF. Have sold four items, all to semi-pro magazines. Chief fan 
activities are publishing, writing for fanzines, and adding to a 
monstrous magazine collection."

BETSY CURTIS' first published story was "Divine Right," appearing 
in the Summer, 1950, issue of THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE 
FICTION. Editors Boucher and McComas blurbed, "Here's a bright new 
talent to add to that small group of women who can depict the broad
est Implications of future sociology and technology through their 
minute domestic impacts." Now, after scads of more recent appear
ances, Betsy has become one of the freshest new stars in the field.

J. T. OLIVER writes, "Born in rural Georgia on Oct. 7, 1927. Dis
covered active fandom about 1947. Since then I have co-edited three 
or four fanzines and contributed material to numerous others. My 
favorite hobby is writing, and I now have almost a complete set of 
rejection slips. Editors have been most co-operative in supplying 
them."
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MEET OUR CONTRIBUTORS

JERRI BULLOCK is a Hayward, California, artist and writer. She 
writes, "Being a shy young maiden myself, I don't quite know what 
to say. About the only thing I can relate is that I'm 23, crazy 
about science-fiction, crazy about illoing same, crazy about writ
ing same; and crazy about horses. Now, how did they get in here?

"When I'm not drawing, I do quite a bit of riding, attend 
all the rodeos, horse shows, etc. Would like nothing better than 
to make a fortune (even a small fortune) on my artwork and to use 
the rotten lucre to stock a 2 or 3 hundred acre Arab ranch....

"As you've probably guessed, I would like to follow in Fin
lay's footsteps as a scratchboard fiend. I can never hope to 
reach his type of perfection (besides, that would be copying his 
style), but I have hopes of learning a new technique of my own, 
any year now it looks like."

Miss Bullock offers this thought to accompany her excellent 
cover drawing:

MAN'S CEASELESS ENDEAVOR THROUGH THE AGES HAS BEEN

TO COURT THE STARS AS HE WOULD WOO THE MOST SEDUCTIVE OF

WOMEN. YET THEY REMAIN ALOOF AND UNATTAINABLE THROUGH

SPACE AND TIME.

HOW LONG MUST MAN WAIT TO FINALLY SEDUCE THIS

GLORIOUS VIRGIN, THE UNIVERSE, AND MAKE HER HIS MISTRESS?

.FOR SALE
ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION

1947: All 12 issues @............. >0.45
1948: All 12 issues @.................... 40
1949; All 12 iSsues @.................... 35
1950: All 12 issues @.................... 30
1951: All 12 issues @.................... 30

Minimum Order $2.00

Write for free complete list 
of fantasy magazines, pocketbooks, 
and hard cover books for sale.

Will also buy collections

Gerry de la Ree 
277 Howland Avenue, 
River Edge, N. J.
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IN 1951
I taught creative writing in 
college. One of my students 
placed in the "Top Twenty-One 
Stories" of the Atlantic Mon
thly contest that year. His 
story, written as a class as
signment, was selected from 
about 400 entries.

NOW, IN1952. 
let me help you with your wri
ting problems. A full, tho
rough analysis of your manu- 
'script for only 35c a double- 
spaced, typed page (25c for 
National Writers Club members) 
from

^Gckett 
literary consultant

1449 brockton ave.
los angeles 25, California



LARGEST STOCK OF SCIENCE FICTION AND WEIRD 
MAGAZINES IN THE COUNTRY

THOUSANDS OF SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY BOOKS

LARGE STOCK OF FANZINES AND FAN PUBLICATIONS 
AT ALL TIMES

SPECIALISTS IN FINDING SCARCE ITEMS

CATALOGUES APPEAR BI-MONTHLY. A POST

CARD WILL SUFFICE TO PLACE YOUR NAME ON THE 

MAILING tlST. MANY SPECIALS AND UNUSUAL ITEMS 

WITH EVERY CATALOGUE. ALL MAIL GIVEN IMMEDIATE 

ATTENTION, SO WRITE FOR YOUR FREE COPY TODAY.

F. O. Box 415 Staten Island 2, N. Y.

SAINT GEORGE 7-5290
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