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T ATH o
DAL by Deunis Tucker

Rodney Stuart was dying. He didn't necsd anyone to tell him1 Wi Ranikiy
either  Lying perfectly still in the Hospital Te@t, ?e stared t?rough L
nidly dimming eyes at the slovning canvas above hl@g;ﬂo, he wasn t ai?glu:
he would go out for the sams cause as many other 5tuart§ hadﬁdledawhlnp
and Couutry! Ah, well, life had been worthwhile, and thirty-Tour lies.,
two Jurnkers and two Heinkels wasn't such a bad bog, after all. .

The roof of the tent grew darker, rcceded... a small crowd pf doc-
tore and nurses had gathered about his bed. One of the men felt his heart
and ehock hig head sadly, turning away. The tent roof beoame darkero,,fo
vaonished; the people about receded as fab distant stars, and all W;S im -
penetrable blackness. All feeling left him.. But waltoa: what was this...
a soft yellow glow began once more to light the room, He.. . GOOL GODV..._
he seemed to be suspended Trom the tent roof, and was loolking down at...
at a doctor and white clad nurse slowly draw sheets up over a still face
.« .HIS Tace! They turned off the light and walked out. Yet somehow the
soft yellow light seemed stronger than before. He followad them, yet wag
not conscious of movement, he Telt no muscular control, seemead. rather, to
float after them.

Outside, he watched the night fishter patrol taking off, He ascen-
ded with them, floating uprord in long gpirals; he kent lewvel without
conscious effort. WHAT wag:thaet! A lone ie. hurtline down on Dick Bent-
ley's tall... look out man!i But they ceemcd not +o notice it. %What ‘was
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vrong with the To0ls?.. & Tew more seconds and Diclk, his bosom pal, would
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be spinning carthward. Frantically, he dreu up to the cockpit and pedrsd

“1n, tried to shout, but with no offect. In desporation, he somehow HUR-

LED himself at the 'plans.....

Came & burst off crecen electric fire, and utter oblivion, through h-
ich a voice was whilspering.. ".,.have fulfilled your taogk of saving one
Earthly 1if2, and are now permitted to pass on t0 the next plane, where.."
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A shattered lle. spun to Harth, crashed sickeningly; and Dick Bentley
wheeled his "»lane, came round in a steep curve, and landed, white-faced.
In the Flight~Commander's office, he gpoke, shakily... o

“..I was unaware of the lie. on my tall, when suddenly my machimne ro-
cked violently, off courss, and into a spir, and, God Sir, I swear that
as L pulled out I saw, Lord, I saw Rod Stuort's rface peering into the
cockpit from... from outside.......®
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tributed monthly -- so far ~- with his FIDO.
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THANK HEAVEN FOR HEINLEIN Says Ted ~ Carnell

Tt takes all kinde of readers to make up ciroula?ion, and it takes
rneny kinds of authors to please those rea@ers, Bob Heinlein has faat
developed into one of the moct coutroversial authors of the nevw asch-
00l%. I'm not surprised that Dennis Tucker, John Morgan and Eric Need-

RAam are among the many who do mnot "take" to Heinleinyarns. The many
ars in the minority though, or Bob wouldn't keep acoming in ASTOUNDING

Bob's yarns are mainly psychological, you don't need telling that.
They also deal in possible world politics of the future, for Bob 1is a
close follower of presentday politics. His latest themes are not pin-
ned down to trivial details, but embrace as much space in psychology
and politics as Doc Snith covers in parsecs and star systems. You'll
have to read Boh more carefully if you want to understand and enjoy
his work. He goeg over ny head at timeg, and more often than not I
rnow plenty about what he is driving at before the yarn seeg print.

Bob's first three stories in AST were typical of the usual run of
Conpbellfs requircments -- except that in my opinion "Requien® 1is one
of the fine-t shorts yet published, and s still ny favorite Heinlein-
varn. Then cone "If This Goes On..." the first of his psychological
astories. It was a well-thought-out possibility of National Socialisnm -
- you wouldn't enjoy it, Dennis, if you don't follow politics. (Hub-
Pordfo "Final Blaclkout' must have been even riore distabteful to you!)

“Losic of Enmpire® aond "Coventry" ore the only two stories of his
which haven't made the grade wilh myself, and I think that if I - road
through his stories in the chronological order given in the May AST,
T'11 understond them better. "Blowups Happen®, "The Roads lMust Roll™,
and “Solution Unsatisfactory® ars all deep-reading stories, but the
brilliont writing enables Bob to get by with his themes. How else woud
"5ixth Column® have got by?

figniverse', rric Meedham! I thought this was one of the simplest
of Bob's storiss. The thene hasn't been used a great deal, and his ha-
ndling of the chorccters was superb. Couldn't you imagine thos people
enshrouded in nyths handed down from one generation to another, until
the originalc had been lost? And, too, you knew that o sequel was fol-
lowing -- "Methuselah's Children" will clear up the “so what?® ques-
tions you have agked. On the contrary, Heinlein doesn't write "point-
less” etorics. Over your head you rean! The "point®™ of his yarns is
not so obvious as the usual type of space~adventure story depicts.

I thankz Heaven, Mr. Canpbell and Bob hingelf, for bringing a fresh
slant on stf literature -- we were getting a little too nmuch of Schach-
mdr's, Vincent's and Wellman's.
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OF COURSE you know that Rogers is painting covers for the next thres
ASTOUNDINGs, but maybe you don't know that they will be for these sto-
ries: September, Asimov's "Nishtfall¥; Octobor, Heinlein's "By His Bo-
otstrops®; November, for E.E.Snith's, as yot unnaed sequel to "Gray
Lensnan® , But you know now! £
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THE OASE of the FRIENDLY CORPRE  -=-
fanture novel In UNXIUTN.

This i- an illogleal stowy of how a colleres
srodunte cuddenly finds hirgclf o groduate of 2 college of cvil, ip =
di—oncion of demons. The gtory rarbles on ond on, giving vakioup gilly
tricls ond moenotonous incontotions of these denonc, and, finally oux
hero brings a Sultan who has boen mrdered, back to 1life. Howsver, #M°
sulton, who has been dead for such o long time that there is o docid-
cdly unploasant odour nbout hir (not to rention the fact that he io
51lichtly bloated and blue), goes into spams of love for our hcro, ruh
to the latter's dissust and ill-concoealed mumGa. The reason for this
io that our hero's asgistant, vho is decidedly wacky, but thinks he is
roally brilliant (I know several scuch people), has nixed in with the
1ifo-rentorer the sreat ragic olixzir of "How to Win Friends®. In .the
ernd, the hero and his sweetheart (there's one in almost-every story.
and this one's no exception) are confronted with the entire organiza-
tion of demons, the 1latter entertaining thought of wiping out the for-
~er. But at the logt noment (very surpricinsly) our young friendec ore
caved by the Ghosts of Richard thoe Lion~Hoart, Robin Hood, agcorted
haroes, lons dend, ctce.s otc., and all live happily cver aftor.

Thig .
story is by no meang up to the usucl Hubbard standard, but ic onded in
such o mapner that tho roader is left susponded in nid-air, about tvo
faat above the neat of hie chalr.
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arul T35 LThe cover, ,o decent, but colourful painting by Bob

horry, with his novelet, %ilars Tube® - average tole for 8DG, of arch-
~sologiste who, unfortunctely, thought that inponsible sounding parts
of Martian history were just fiction... Second novelet ls Harry iR
ton's story of Ifinin~ on Torora, Planet of Jirious -“Radiation Trap®.
The mont outstaondine short io Asinov's sclonce-pocled " Super-Feutron";
the other - 7 - ghorte being Paul Ddrondc! “Trec of Life"™ - o striange,
nan-3 but not flesh, eating troe in a re-discovered Iden; "Farewsll to
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Fuzzics" by Heury Hosse; R.R.Vinterbothan's "Invent or Die"; "Factory
in the Sky* - the battle of production, with sabotage, transfered to a
rtificinl aoteratd - from Basil E.Wells; "Pin the iledals on Poe" - a
futurc '"Eec goos all sherlock Holies with the hislp of a volunc of Poo
- by Anton Recds; F.B.Long's "Plague from Tororrou®; and "“Solar Ploxus"
by Jaries Blish. Illustrations fror Bok, Thopp, Horoy, and Rey Isip.
@AENAEHEALECCRLAEREEAHENR
ASTOUIDIXG Scienco-Fiction ~  -===—=-- = e Arugt 41 ~-e-m--- —-———
Rogeora-covor novolot is the gccond of ¥at Schachner's spacce-lawyor sc-
ries, "Jurisdiction", and 0ld Fireball still hasn't rgotten the best of
Kerry Dale. Theo Sturgeon has the other novelet, another 'new' plotz,
concerning a little ran who took the wrong car, and found out to late,
“piddiver® . A poach of a time-travelling, backwards to kill your en-
efy's ancestors, short from Jack Yilliamson, "Backlash". A newconer,
illiar Carson, iwvtroduces "Klystron Fort", a new war-defence neasure,
i1 a fast-roving short. Ths reralning tale ig Raynond Z.Gallun's "He-
teor Leracy®, and what a legacy! Curreunt Zerial is part II of Heinleis
trethuselah's Children®. Willy Ley article “Prelude to Engineering",
and JWC's editorial "Atoriic Power ws. Coal® both very good. Nothing out~
gtanding in illustrations, fron il.Isip, Koll, Kra»er, Orban, Rogers, C€S.
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ODh ITHS- WE (uewnins I, the. corx s31.6r), Have heard the volce- of ‘.Is.lt;
Daugherty, and Forreast J. Agkuﬁnam, tvo ot the very forerost fans o f
Los Angeles, that ocentoe eof fanactivitiec suprere, vhere, incidentally,
the 1042 Vorld STF Convention is to be convened:. Yes, 'twas on one of
+those Tarned LARecords, addressed to Ted Carmell, which has just starkd
around the country:; I'1ll not go into details, as lichael will be_hav—
ing a conplete transcription of it, which he will doubtless pub}}sh‘
Ope of the grandest experiences 1've yet had, to hear ther. chatting
awty about han i i LanJ, the Demvention, etc ...« Les Croutch, forerwst
fan on the Can dlar “8ide of thoe border; hag had his fifth'gale, this
tine to FUTURLE FICTION, titled “aalvabc Job"; thinks that he's gold a
sixth, and is working on "“a jin- dandy®™ he hone'1 to submit to UN..eowo
Until he made hisgs flrbt uale to VUolheim a Jhlle g0 Ray Bradbury had
been writing 1000 words & day, for two years - 700,000 wordsi.....The
feature novelet in Fovembsr ASTONISHING will be a sequel to "Into Dar-
'ness", by Ross Rocklynnoe, entitled "Daughter of Torkness'.....John W.
Campbell Jr. has an article coming up in Amerloa 3 sliclk LSQUIRE soomn,
"Hartians Like it Dry".....You 1’now that Street & Smith have been sel-
ling off many of the original s of their Brown covers? lell, you'll m-
svor be able to buy up any of thoss great Rocsers paintings from them.
Hubert Rogers doesn't sell S&S the palwtin only the right to roepro-
dune ke (}elu 1toms oourumsy of PKF”XG‘ l S and G“OU CH *‘””)

838 35 ok e ar a2 ar an, an anpn 0 A0 0 S0 34, 3¢, 3% Se 0, 2 £ S0 S8 I 0 A0 A8 3% M S0 A, AR M4 3n a0 dan g, 3r

iI‘ ACKS 7, you ll notlco, is a man, by dav a surface dwullor,
doublo issue - call it a semi-anni- i changes habits at night:
versary issue, ifT you like - lot us : when he deconds to the air-raid
Imow what you thinlk of it; and if ¢ cellar,

you can gsend a contibution, dol!l he mpcs the trog loayte» esn
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L AIBLIEG aﬂaln, but withlh no set spurposc thic month, we ctart with ggg
Croutch: "Hcro sonothinﬁ you may not know. Don A. Stuart is FOT Don
Insue Stuart, as ons fan put it. Jolm Campbell picked this psecudonym
because his wife'c nome is nde Dona Stuart. I can mae any suy eat his
vords who gays dlfifcrent. Because Campbell told me go in a-letter over
hls si"nwturO‘“ fow can comcons please tell us wharo “{arl van Campcn
afo fron? John Lorgam corrccts, "I gathcecred by this 'month's "Fidof.
thwt you wero-rrylnh-fo zot dl ugsion going on Eoinlein, I mo ans - itis
not lile you to omit gomo pralsc about your pet authorg; and I did say
I 1ilcd " And He Built A Crooked Housze" .* HOM'" the Carnhll angwer 1o
the un-Hcinlein minority, John? /MAnsworing & pcrsonal quostlon, Jacl
Banlts obscrves, "I have only had prof0331onwl knowlcdge of the insidos
of o typovritcr, not of typing. Vebstor's is good Hlu iz thce amsall

type, knovm ag Elite. I'd 1like ono like that."™ Feel -liko giving it a-
way, Douggic? And how's tho Reviow this month, DU? Though I'll admit
that thoe advance was causcd by tho prﬂﬂumcd ginking of July ASF. To
turn to the FAMTAST cditor hinsolf: "8lc aro movod to suzsgoat that you
lay off thic Campbell guy. Aftor all, onc blokeo can only be o limited
nunbor of otheorc at any onc time. Ve all hnow that Compbell isn't Carp -
bell - ho's two othor guyc. But perbaps you didn't know that Art Widmor
has accuged van Vo zb ot being JWO? Eneotigh i conoughi.® You've said it"
086000080620 006008 ABECOAEAAEENNC Y A Y HBRROCEN0C RCeNNRR00E
Thanks arc Auoc to Donni” ‘Tuckor for cuttin_ us tho hecading for the l“t
page of this issuo of TT, and for sending us the roview of "The: “Caco
of the Friendly Corpsc®. Vo had moant to fecaturc extracts fron lotters
and fanzino anticlo cainot (mostly) your favourits artist, Paul, but
mothinks ZEWITH ig tc 1’11%- carc of that, (Gratis plug for a good nag.)
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