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¥11d Hair. the Fanzine that Tickles, is produced once avery fourtesn
months by that zany crew who are known to ali and sundry as the Insur-
gent Element of Southern California, not to be confused with the out-
lander Society of which Rick Sneary is the 7Jelcomer. 1In this parti-
cular instance, Yild Hair, the Functionel Fanzine is jointly edited
and produced by Charles Burbee, Cy Condra, Roger Graham, F. Towner
Laney, The Amiable Killdozer, Sydney sStibbard, and Art vVidner. The
produstion offices of ¥ild Hair, the Fanzine that Knows Mo Boundaries,
s at 816 Vesthoro Ave., Alhambrs, California; but the meiling address
is 1057 Normandie Ave.,, Los Angeles 6. The restrained and restraining
tfeminine influence which, no doubt, shows on every page of yild Hair,
the Significant Fanzine, stems from the plesence of Katherine Garrett
and Cecile Laney. This magazine was not "set-up” (whatever that is)
by Valter J. Daugherty. FOR FAPA -- February 26, 1949
o K 2 ok ok e 3K ok e 3 A ok 3 kK K Sl MK 3K K sk i K gl i K ok s e e %ok Sl g e Sk o o g sk o 5K 3G e 3k ke AR i SR ok o e e ok sk el ek sk R ok ok

3 year or more has gone by, men have lived snd died, empires have
risen and fallen and onwe agein there 1s that tension in the air. That
taupt feeling of expectancy ‘much as one gets when one is sbout to sit
on an icy toilet seat) surrounds us all. Faces have changed but the
fine fannish spirit of W#ild Hair, the Prutfall Fanzine, goes on forever.
Burbee, as usual, topped me when he read thls puragraph and said, "0f
course, thut can only be appreciated by those of us who have to sit

down to peu. #illiam Rotslert
*******************#******m**********************x**********ﬂ*****$****n

ydney Stibbard: A fen is one whos&® idea of space trevel is the

*ime elepsed between the takeoff and the pratfall.
************************************************************x**********~

¢y t's been fourteen months since I last had the pleasure of compos- -
ing an editorie)l for Wild Hair, the Mint Fanzine, and as I remember, we .
-thought we had had a bang-up, first-class cne shot session when it was
over7 But it was nothing to this one-~the amount of material we have
created here Tonight, and the enjoyment experienced in writing and or-
ganieﬁng it has been on & level that can only be described as fabulous

g% 1ot of you people who will read this have also received & copy ¢f
the latest Shaggy, the house organ of the LASFS. Time was when mater-
tai such as we offer you tonight would have gone into thet mag. You've
had a chance to compare that work with this. I'm not sure what you
think, but have & sneaking suspicion that you rather feel us we do;
“hatl the insurgent element is justified in breaking the bonds of cen-
sorship so tightly cvlamped down by some of the more dignified minds
f tbe club, taking the bit in our teeth and going all ocut to publish
e feel publishing should be done. 'Vhether we're right or wrong
BaR Yl meiter, il gue 85 The thing that counts is that we've had &
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whopping good time and, alter all, jen*i %thet whet amateur publishing
3s tfar?

Cyrus B. Condra
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‘X‘”rus B Condra just asked you & question., Don't let him stam
there waiting for an answer. Oh well. I dunno. I jyst got up from
one typer vhere I had e prolonged session end meneged to reed ome of
the items that had been cooked up by one of my henchmen and then
 Towner Laney dragged me over he®2 (he was ten feet behind me as I
ran eagerly) and here I am at euother typer with a mind as blank as
chough I were sitting down to write the editorial for Shangri-LA #10.
This has been a genuine cooperative session such es Valter J
paugherty has never dreamed about--that 1= to say, it has been in
truth a nooperative session, wiih nobody having carte blanc he, end
w#ith everybody actually contributing more than a lot of words end
pretending to "set-up” things, whetever the hell that meens. I don't
wan & people to Judge me too harshly for this paragreph. After all,

| just this moment® learned, on reaeding ftl's article, that Don wWilson
does not exist. This is a great blow to me, for I had built up a
mental picture of him and now I find thaet bhe is only the thin shadow
ot pretense originating in the brain of Howard Miller. Pardon me
while I go away to cry again.

~-=-Charles Burbee
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fﬁg thousht I saw Towurd _'iller &na Ton 'ilson together once &
Long time ago, but that was when I was in my thirties and I‘ve for-
gotien a lot since then. .’y imprecsion is that the guy':t nare is
qoward /ilson. So may I raice the possibility thet neither "on “ilson
i Howard ifiller exist? ind wis there ever & fanzine called "ream
ueet® Let's look at the fucts. Jimmy ™aurasi of "™ew Vork hus been
advertising for a ND.’.il for six months without getting one. The rea-
son he hasn't gotten one must be because - you finish the obvious
line of reasoning. "ow, if neither ‘‘oward !’iller nor "on ’'ilson exist,
it is obvious th: t neither cojuld heve obtained membership for both of
them. o there are two names on the list of 7./, .,A. members thtt ctre
“ictitious. This 1s vnadding, pleain &nd simple. Its only purrose could
be tc make aplicents for membership have to walt so they get the idew
thot ¥,A.P.A. 18 very vorular. Since Burbee hts verbilly accused the
' P.F,F, of this pritctice he is obviously autre of the rrocedure. I
deduce thit 1f an investigution is made it will be found th: t the
memberships of the mythic¢l ""iller and ’'ilson were turned over to
ickermeén by Burbee elone - thet Burbee crected these two mythicel
characters - thtt Rurbee doecs all the stuff thtt ceérries their name
and thut Burbee himself 1s “on '"iller and “oward ‘ilsoni
---Rog Thilli-s
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§$£? y rights the lengthy masthead should stand in lieu of my port-

ion ot the editorial. But then I am a verbose and garrulous sort of
harecter, as full of words as this fabulous magazine of ours is full
f quality. Now that is a subject upon which I could wax mightily

‘nthuslastic--the quality and quantity of this fanzine which at this

rery moement you are holding in your hands. Do you realise, that ex-
ot for 6 pages of pre prepared mastersets and an approximately eq-




THE DEEPER SIENIFICANCE: OF SOIENCIES -
T 1 CTIoN

"I hope...that fans will get a2 wmore serious view

2 of what stf i1s and what it cesn be. Too many,
%ﬂ I'm afraid, fail to see any further than a hobby
kﬁﬁa of collecting end wyiting lettera. These things

ToN are very fine, wut I wanted tc underscore the
LJ*&?( deeper significence of it ta those who consider
8tf a mere hobdy." ~--~-Gwen Cuaningham, DAWN #2,

Po lo

Here in our midst is one of the leading asuthors of
science ficticn of our time---Roger P. Greham, who has written and
s0old more science fiction than most fans have resad.

YRogoer," I said,
"What is the deeper significance of science fiction?®
"Sclence--Tiz-
tion," he said pensively, "is an escape used by escapists who are
trying to escape from what they have escaped to."
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ual amount of material in very rough draft form, this entire magazinc
wes created by the seven of us in approximately six hours? And, in
comparison with the $50 expense bragged upon by the LASFS for their
effluvium, our total expense exclusive of meiling is $16.50 for an
c¢dition of 150 coples. If we sold every copy of WILD HAIR at the
per issue rate set by the LASYS for Shaggy, we would actually net a
sm&ll profit. And I'll bet that I zlone had as much fun as all the
LASFS put together. (All the LASFS put together---that sets me to
thinking esoteric thoughts!) I veered. Anyway, this was loads of
fun, and my only compleint &t the moment is thet the odors of bacon,
eggs, hot biscuits, apple ple, and coffee are mingling in a gustatory
symphony that is doing things to my gastric juices. To heck with
editorials. I shall heed that clarion call.
F. Towner Laney
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Yeah Man, that sho is the caadrionest call i ever done heard in
wah bo'n days. In fact, it's so damned clarion, & me being something
of a Humphrey Pennyworth character, that every time i sniff those de-
lectable odors wafting in from the kitchen, my stomach keeps sending
up messages like, "Whet the hell's the matter up there? Is your god-
dam throet cut?” & sSo, being put on the end of this here editorial-
izing spree with everything sensible & funuy already said, i see no
point in trying to top all the rest of these staling, untoppable char-
acters, & furthermore, having always had & violent dislike of people
who keep babbling along just for sake of filling up some empty epace,

shall therefore let it remain
empty.
ATt ¥idner
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"Byer daydream of being & spaceship

captain, you guys, or the leader of

the first expedition to Cantaurice..?
—---Don Wilson in Primal #1

®Canners alesrt,” I said, and the word
sped toward the sixty-nine gun statious in
my craft.

Through the radarvisiscrean I saw Aldebaran IV
swimming ominously up toward me and felt a swge of fear that I concealed from
Lheutenant Fujima and Paymaster Jansen, who stood nearby, staring at the same
sScreen. ' !

This was it, the moment for which ten thousand million dollars had been
spent and five thousand men had been expended.

"Fleet of spacecraft Green Zero Nine, Orange Zero Three," said the wall-
speaker, which indicated that the lookout was ready amd alert. If his voice wav-
ered but a little, it was the reflection of the apprehension that stirred in all

of us.

The screen shifted and now I could see them, too. There they were, six---
no, seven large battleships of the Zudar type, emerging at the place of the

ecliptic. :LL_JSTQ.A:T&_O
' BY STARBARD

"Communication beam on," I said.

Ly
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"C-beam on, said the control rOOm Speaker.

"Ahoy, flagshipi™ I said iuto ths microrhone, as the murky figure of an
Aldebaran officer began to take shape in the scresn. The image svwddenly clearad
into a razor-sharp picture as the compensators ratched the bean.

"There is only one of you?* said the heavy-faced officer, his guick eyes
taking in me and the two men wno stood by my shoulder. ' :

There was no way to avoid what was coming. I knew their scanners were out
to the limit and I kXnew that they could detsct the output of a radium-painted
watch dial at two thousand parsecs. He knew darmed well we were alonst Oune ship,
against seven dreadnoughts! Ono cruiser with but sixty-nine guns against thsse
two-hund red gun monsters! ' CE

"Come aboard for parley,” said he. "Prepars for contact." He switéhed off.
It had been a strictly unorthodox sxcrenge, without any of the usual amenities or
conventional trading of rmames, stations, missions.

"You can't go, sir," said Lieutenant Fujima.

"It's like walking n2ked into & dwarf star," said Jansen, his blua eyas
alight with concern for his captain. :

"Hell w’.th.it," I said. "This is what I've----"
"What does M-A-R-S spell, dagdy?" said & childish voice.

fiesutenant Fujima®s excitable Oriemtal face faded away for a moment .
"Huh?" I mumbled. Then I said, "Break out the =i g, Jansen, if you please.”

"How do you say that word? What doss M-A-R-S spell, daddy?" It was that
voice again. - 8 A yio

This time Lieutenant Fujima's concerusd face faded away ent irely. The long
sloping walls of my ship dimmed from sight, to be replaced by the angular- lines of
a living-room. I was lying on the couch, day-dreaming, and the voice was the voice
of my little boy, laboriously spelling out a comic-book yarn.

"Huh?" 1 said again, looking up. Fujima and
Jansen were gone now. S0 was the screen with those
seven deadly battleships.

"Daddy'"™ his voice was lmpatient now. "I
asked you somethinz. Aren't you listening?®

"Sure, sure," I said. "What do you want?"

"What does M-A-R-S spell?"

"That spells Mars."
"What's that mean?"

"Mars is a planet. That is, it's like the
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Barth apd it's soveral millicn milas away ernd thie sows sun shines there every day
like it dces here."

“Can you see it in the sky at night? Is it a stapr?®

"Well, not exactly.a star. A star is really a sun, Just like ours, only 8o
far away that it's very small. But Mars shines in the sky at night just like a
star, so I guess you could call it a star.”

"Could we see it from ths back porch?™
"Sure, it's out there plain enough.”

"Fill you ghow.it to me? I me2n tonight when it gets dark?”
i ‘ ;
"Sure," I said. "I'1l show you Mars snd Venus and the rest of them."

“OK,"™ hs said, and went back to his comic bodk. I went back to my couch.

Silly, being jerkeé back to ths littles solar system when I was venturing into
the dimly known and dangsrous areas of the outer gzlazy--on a dangerous mission.
Mars! Ha! That stupid littls planet. My God, there were millions of other
worlds, many of them peopled with strange and treacherous humans and half-humens,
.and some things that were even worse. And Aldebaran IV was a hell-hole of smce.

In fact I was danned close to it right now. Already 1 could hear sguading in
my ears the voder-voice saylng "Captain's gig, ready to launch. Stand by."

Lisutenant Fujima and Paymaster Jaumsen stood by &as 1 entered the small craft.
I turned to them before thu ensign shut the screwdoor. "If I'm not back if fifty
minutes, you will please take command, Lisutenant Fuj)ima, and perhaps Operation
Six will be in order." .

I stepped inside, their worried slances following me. They would not attempt
furthwr to dissuade me. Thoy had served with me before, and knew my ways. They
had utmost confidence in me...thls time, though, their falth was being strainad to
the breaking point. After all, ftheir eyes plainly said, when is 2 man of iron not
a man of iron? The odds can't favor you all the time. TYou can't always win. I°d
done it before emouszh times, but this seoemed like THE time--the time that comes to
all adventurers--the last Time-- I gave them a tight-lipped smile as ths screwdoor
shut past their line of wvision. :

In a moment we had cast off and were headed toward the Aldebaran flagship
which floated like some towsring dinosaur dead zhsad, blotting out, in 1ta sheer
immenseness, its home planet and occultinz two of its escort.

1 stood by the viewport., The ensign did nct venture to speak. 1 stood alone
and thouzht my own thoughts. This was it, certainly. If I could not convines the
Aldebaran captain of my plan, amy ship would be instantly annihilated and I would
be torturaed to death with infinite slowness with tha royal family looking on anmd
popping octopus eyes into their mouths like salted peaouts as they watched. 43 &
raefinement in torture, they'd eventually strap a perceptor can mg so I could see
without eyes and could observe them poppinz my own eyes into their mouths, also
like salted peanuta.

it


show.it

I had not much time for such thoughts, or any thoughts. We were in grapueil
range now and I hearé the mstallic chunk of the megnetic tow-bloci strike our hull
and then another aad =muother, and we were being pulled in, power off. Into the gi-
gantic airloox we waent, and in a monent our screwdoor was being opened. I stepped
out into the company of thrse sullen guards...frozenfaced as fish, they werg---
wait? The one in the middle! I knew that face! A grey memory flashed to me--
that dismal storm on Longer VII, no water, no heaters, and that face that begged
for both.... I n2d saved this man's life. But! Ho'd been a prince, then! Now?
A cormon soldier? I caught & fragment O£ thought from him---2e and I had prac-
ticed Aldebaran thought~transfersnce during the long long night befors we'd built
a tiny power drive out of our suit-radios and made good our escape to cme of
Longar's moons vhere & sm2ll humenoid settlement exzisted. I was the only Earthman
ever to understand the Aldebaran thought-level, which was why I had been choasn
for this mission--but no onew knew that I could read Aldsbaran minds. Not unless

Rancik had told.

The fragment of thougzht wss incomplete, almost incoherent, dut ovidently all
he could provide me with at the moment; "The Blus One--Go not speak of snakas."

- This was all I had to go on. It was almost not enough, I thought, as I
stepped  into the giant countrol-room sul faced, 2t last, the Aldebaran captalrn.

"Wel1?" he said, hooking his double thuwbs into his ears in a gesturs of
bravado. "Does one seek out the snake in his lair?"

The key word! I must progress with caution of the infinite sort.

He was waiting. I must make a major decision at once. Instantly. "When the
visor is fogged, polaroid glasses are of little avail,” I answersed, spitting at
his feet.

He s8tood perplexed. I could see him thihk. He knew that I was more aware of
Aldebaran customs than he bad at f£irst eupposed. He could no longer kill ms out
of hand and bag forgiveness bacauss of traditionel usage. We nust first eat to-
gether.

"Bring food!" he ordered. And another major crisis was at hand.
P G e e




T00d was brouzht and he foced me over tha smeily stuff. “Will you bhave meat
first?® He grinned. An ovil grin, it was, for now he felt he had we. His lieu~-
tenants clusted about him grianned also, t2king cue from their captain. Their hards
stole toward their guns. In a mowment I would psrh2ps be & smoking piece of meat
myself, lying on their spotless floor.

I picked up a slab of moat ani cast it haughtily at his feet.

Shock dribbhddd through his brain. This, he thousht, was inconceivable! His
dismay was reflected on the faces of his men.

Swiftly he drew a sword and handed it to me. And now dismay flooded me in
turn. What 4id I do now? I did not rnew the noxt step! This was a2 custom I had
not heard of! What must I do? The ifate of the solar system lay in my grasp--
what was I to do? I sought swiftly on the thouzgit-level of Rancik. It was blank.
Fear, yos, fear, swept over me now. I was in g spot. I could only guess at the
next step. A bead of sweat stood out on my brow. I felt it there like a lump
of 1ce.

"Daddy , where ia my telescope?" a childish voice inguired.

The rapt faces of the Aldebarans dinmed out a2 moment, then came in strong
once more.

Do you know where my telescope is?" the voice went on.

%he captain stepped fowward. "Is the blade too heavy for Earthman's hands?*
he seemed to say, but his voice was faint in my ears.

"paddy, where is my telescope--do you remember where I put AL
The captain, his men, the giant control-room, flared up and vanished, cane
on again briefly, then was goms. Again I lay on my couch in my living-room. Ky

little boy was standing beside me, poking my arm.

"Uh, your telescope? Uh, where did you put it? Where is 1t?"

"Phat's what I'm asking you," said he. “Where is it? Are you lying on it?"

"o, no." I rolled over, and sure enocuzh there was the telescope. He pounced
on it. "Good! Now I can look for Mars when it gets dark. When will that bae?"
s @0 g -



T lookeé out the window. ™"On, maybe not for another half hour yet."

oJ
“"QK, but as soon as it ets davrk you're going to show me Mars, rensenvey.’t
"Oh yes, yes, 1'1ll shcw you Mars."

He went away. I leaned back, rubbing my bacik where the telescope had bean
poking me all this time. What a dey. A lazy day. Sund2y. WNothing to do and no
energy to do it. This must be the ennui that creeps over the crew of spaceships
beatinzg the long long way to the stars. Like goiny to Alpha Centauvri, for example.
The first expaditioa would take yaars aml years to zet there. Boys would be men
before the trip was over... DPeople would bs borm....

nThe trip'll be over scom, men,” I s2id to the “gripe™ party in my cadin, but
it did not seem to impress them overamuch. They shuffled & bit and then one of then,
a ferret-faced Texzan, spoke up: ‘Sure, Adniral, we know it‘ll be over, but the
big questions is, are we going to stand for Captain Birdsall's high-handed ways
any more?"

I chuckled heartily at them. But no answering smile appeared on their facas.
This was serious. Always before, I'd been able to jolly them into & better mood.
They 'd zo0 away mollified, to be tractable for a long time. Not this tims. Planty
in the wind, if the sigas were rit.

I sighed. Being Admiral of the first expedition to Centaurus was not easy.
I was not supposed to interfere with the running of the ship. That was the captaiuv’s
job. I could not interfere unless it was absolutely necessary. Section 8 in the
Space Code, Revised Edition 2089 A.,A. set farth my powars explicit}¥y. I knew Section
8 by heart. More to the point, so did Captain Birdsall. He and I had bean at leg-
gerheads since 3006, one gear aftsr the trip began. And here it was 3021, tweniy -
six years out, and we were still at loggerhoads. He hated interferenmce from me @nd
expressed himself on the subject frequeumtly.

I had early divined that trouble would one day break out, and that our little-
spacaship world would be at war. I had set abouwt recruiting passongers and crew to
my side. I published a little magazine, of necessity on toilet-papar, and filled
its pages with subtle propaganda. Out of a passenger and crew list of nore than
2,000, I had 312 subscribers. Three people read each copy, Which meant I could
could on 936 people to go my way in case of trouble. This was not balf (more, it
was not even 50%) of those on board, but a strong showing nonetheless.

But this immediate trouble must be tended to.

I sat back in my green leather chair. "At it, men. What's 0ld Birdballs
done this time?"

"It's the women, Admiral. He won't portion them out accordinzy to lot mumber.
Says it makes for random mating ard the kids aren't according to specifications.
That we don't like.

"] see," I said. "Accordinz to the sex sheet, 123 girls came of age this fis-
cal year and should be rapidly lmpreguaied according to Paragraph ® of our S.0. S.
0. also states that they should be apportioned to thoss men who carry the same num-
ber, as drawn from the Cat Pot. Since 109 young men are eligible, this means each
ran gets a girl and there will be 14 Free Ageats Specilal Service, abbreviated Free---"

“Ya, and Birdsall wants to change that. Says only 12 men qualify and each gets
10 girls. He wants the remaininz thres. Migod, Admiralt! That's helli”

el 100 S




I wanted %o keap peace. “ieun," I said
heartily. "Who's the best mvable-peg player
in the bunch?"

The men shifted about and shot quick
glances at each other.

"Begging your pardon, sir, but
oumbly-peg just hasn't got the 0ld savor
any mors."

"But hos about yocur dart-game?!
I inguired desperately.

"No, sir.”
"And quoits?®

"No, sir. And badmintoxn,
that was all the rage six montha
ago, that's out, too. The games
just don't seem to have any flavor
any more. Like potatoss without
meat .%

nppis is serious, men. How is it
that healthy young males like you aren't
interested in physical games any more?"

“We like physical gcpmes, all right,"
said one. A laugh went around the group.

"We were wondering, sir, if you'd talk to the Captain for us about this."

I nodded. It was all I could do. These young wen, who had been born abord
the ship, had heard of Spring and mating season only from books, yet they felt the
season running wiling in their blocd. I'd have to write 2 monozgraph on that. The
Seasons in a Can. Mating season was not dependent on outside influences such as
temperature or wind from & certain direction or the angle of the sunlight, but
showed up even in men who had never set foot on earth and could not conceive of a
change in temperature.

#Come back at 48, men,” I said. "I'1ll have something for you then."

The Captain's blinker showed he would
receive me. I strode into his cabin. He
was sitting at his littered desk. "What?"
he demanded shortly. Bad mood. No salute.
N¥o rising respectfully. He just sprawled
there like a phallic symbol. Behind him
lurked his furtive footman, Jike, who,
rumor had it, served him beyond the call
of footmen.

W JIKE
/ ) = "mime for the portioning-out, Cap-

tain. How's it going?"”




"You kaow, Admiral Tisghat. Don't look surprized. I know wh2t's gzoing on on
my own ship.”

"Sure, Captain.® I boilel imwardly. I wanted to9 smash his grinningz face.
“I'® have told you. You just found cut 15 minates soonar."

"] know what you're goinz to ask--no0 i1s the answer. I'm giving ocut those
girls my way. Here's the list.”

“But all these wen are Birdsalls.®"
"Right. Golng to do anything about it, Tinhat?®

I stepped forward, cold anger growing in me. I should have sean this soonsr.
A gon appeared in his hand, and I said, "This is mutiny. Put down that gun.®

He hgsitated. He'( gone too far. He probably wented to turn back, but now
the die was cast. "I was going to é¢o it sooner or later amyway," he mumbled. half
to me, half to himself. Fe prassed the triggssr.

Some people overestimate ths spesd of a bullet, or the finger that ti@%tﬂws
on the trigger of a blaster. In my sarlier days as a Tiger fighting for Ablimalt,
I1'd learned & lot of little things--like how fast 2 man c&n nmova when he does in
low, using gravity and the strength of his lags to propel him...Birdsall’s beam cui
the grav panel and his head smacksd the plastifloor 2 nioment later, hLis cracked
skull leaking his 1life away. I rose, whirling, %o wmest Jike's rush--true to his
nature hs was coming at me from behini. A guick blow and he was dome in.

A sudden sound &t the door---there stood the ship's officers, Birdsall men
all, each armed with & blaster. I had one secoud to live, unlesg---

?it's timel It's dark enough to see
the stars, criad 2 child's voles in my sar.
In & haze, 1 picked up the desk--it was
strapgely light--and threw it at the ua-
substantial men in the door. "Come oni®
cried the c¢hild's voice. A hand shook my
shouléer. The grin men in the doorway
faded as the unreal deskk ploughed into
them. Then they were gone, the desk, the
doorway, theo cabin, all gonQ....

My little boy stood there, faca eagor
and earnsst. "Come on! ¥You promised to
show me Mers, and it's dark enough now tc
se8 tie stars.®

I sat up. ™"0h,” I mumbled. "Teleseope
---g0t your telescopg?”

s

"Yeal" He shoved it at me. I got up
slowly and followed %&m out to the back porch. The stars werse out, not in force
as yet since it was still early evening, but most of the brighher onss wers
visidble.

"I that Maras??
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“Fo," I said. "I don't think sc.® I looked up at the stars. They did not
impress me. Thers thsy were, each a2 star, perh2ps each with its own planets,
each planet peopled with hvmAan or quasi-human intelligences...."Stow it," sald
the BirdMan from Xanoth to the Lizard Man from Hoth, as the Chinthian Serpent
Man served them drinksS.... the hell with it. I searched for Mars. Let's see,
pow. Mars was called the Red Planet. That simplified things. All I bad to do
was find a star with a reddish glow and that would %e it. I peered intently at
one. It assumed 2 reddish glow as I stared at it. I locked at another ome.

It also took on a reddish tinge @s I stared at it. And so did all the others.

It finally cane to me. It struck me---the staggering truth. I, who had
in daydreems led the first expedition tc Centaurus, I, who had captalued a .
space ship, I, who had gone in--alone--where four Unattached Lensmen had failed,
I, who had maneuvered a space ship through the Asteroid Belt with only ths tip
of my big tce--~I, the man who hed dond all these marvelous things and a
thousand more....l didn't know where Kars was!

I took the telsscope, aimed it at a likely-lookirg star, adjusted the
focus, and said to my little boy, "There you are, that’s Mars."

"Is it really Mars?®

®Sure it°'s Mars. I know all the stars and planets. That's Mars. Tow I'm
going back in. TYou can look &t Mars 2ll you want.®

I went back in, lay down on the couch. My God, it was pitifuwl how little
I knew of science when put to the test. After reading scisnce-fiction steadily
since 1926 (you could tell by the way I walked) too!

Ah, well.

Why did they e¢all Mars the Red Planet, anyhow? Stories I'd read always
called the soil red. Some said "ochre turf" and others “rod desert" and others
"red sand"....l wondered what it really was? Might not be red at all...what was
the origin of the red theory, I wondered. Well, the first men to arrive on Mars
would Knoweeee

Mars loomed large on ths screen---not in color for it was not a color screen.
We had no portholes and could not know the actual color till we opened the doors
--after suitable tests had been made--and saw with our own ayes. I turned to the
navigator. "Congratulations, Mr Davis, you've made an exact planetfall...."

"Hell, Captain, you taught me all I know about astrogation," he said. "I
didn't figure the course---you did it all."

"Nevertheless, Mr Davis, it's going in ths log that you did it."
"Thank you, sir.

I turned away as the control room daoor opened. Two oilers with blasters
in hand entered. "What'®'s this?" I bellowsd.

"Mutiny, Captain, gust mutiny," said onas. His voice had a slight Teutonic
accent. 'We're claiming this planet for the Ninth Reichiesss"
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BOT WHY NOT READ BANTASY 2 NG

by Francis T. lLaney
=~=00000~-~

"I would like to state pleainly A S0-CALLED "READING®
COPY IS MOT ¥QRTH THE PRICE ASKED FOR IT, NO MATTER
HOW SMALL THAT FRICE #AY BE.Y" -- Samuel Anthony
Peeples, Fantaey Advertiser III-L, p. 195.

Mr., Peeples' recent article, "The Technique of Fantasy Collec~
ting", highlights e prevalent tendency amoung collectors of stfantasy;
namely, the pointless hoarding of a great bulky stack of unread (and
often unreadable) books. I was reading this article with consider-
able interest coupled with growing disbhbelief, and suddenly realised
that Mr. Peeples is not in the least interested in reading these
books; he's interested only in collecting them.

Just what, precise-
ly, is the value of any collection of books, fantasy or oktherwise®
Mr. Peeples speaks of investmeni{ value, and of course to a certain
limited extent he ha=s something there. It is not difficult to see
that it is sound business to pay the Selvation Army 25¢ for a $5.00
book. It is not so obvious, though equglly true, that if ome count s
his time and travel expense ac being worth anything, the collectirg
of books from the investment point of view is a pure waste of time.
If the Jjunk-shop snooper charges o¢ per mile for the use of his car
and even so little as $1.00 per hour for his own time against the
books he finds, he will find that these 25¢ volumes are pretty ex-
pensive! And buying fantastic books from an informed desler is sim-
Ply bad business for the putative investor; it is seldom or never
advisable to buy anything as an investment if 1t is either at the ut-
most top of the market or if it is an item not enough r8cognised by
the general public to commend immediate resale at top price. Fantas-
tio literature;, unfortunately, falls under both of these categories,
and oonsequently cannot for a moment be seriously considered as an
investment, except most incidentally. The wouldbe investor will get
a far greater and surer return on his time and money if he dabbles
in real estate or sells magezine subscriptions from door to door or
buys government bonds. .

There is of course a certein joy of the chase
which is not to be discounted and which mekes Salvation Aruy prowling
@ lot of fun. The indefatigeble collector will every now and then be
thrilled out of his socks by finding & desirable item for little or
nothing. However, these kicks heve to come reasonably often to make
collecting pay off, and there certainly is no doubt that they come
fewer and fewer in these days of increused collecting activity. The
collecting tour which a decade ago would have knocked off an apple
box full of desirable stuff will today net one or two dubious items.

And I suppose that to a certain type of personality there is a queer
Joy in possession which makes the ownership of shelf after shelf of
unread volumes a source of pride and joy, particulerly when some vi-
8iting fireman is browsing along them and making emvious noises deep
in his throat. Maybe this involves enough ego-gratification to war-
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rent the year in and year out maintenance of an unsightly dust-catch-
er just so that it may be shorn off once or twice a month.

But to my
mind, there is one reason &nd one alone which can justify the owner-
ship of a shelf or case of books, which can warrant moving it around
with you, keeping it arranged aend dusted, end spending money to aug-
ment it. And that resson 1is, simply, tha% these are books which you
have read, and w ich you like so well that you know that sowme day you
are going to want tc reread thenm.

This being the case, many of the
collector's criteria bescome somewhat less then meaningless. A read-
ing copy, for example, is every bit as good as &n unopened mint one,
provided that the binding is not so utterly shebby as to ruin the
looks of the shelf, and provided all the pages are there. As lomg as
the text is uncut, a pccket book reprint ls every whit es good ss 2
first edition. The dust wrapper is a worthless excrescence which
slithers around and gets in your way when you are trying to read. Fly-
leaves, being blank pieces of paper, are of no wactical value. And
so on.

For the reader, one of the collector's mejor problems ceases
to exist. I am referring to the constant struggle of trying to fi-
gure out whether or not a given book is fantasy-stf, and consequently
collectable. This problem may be partially soclved by Bleiler's check-
list; however, not only is this index bound to be incomplete, but it
i1s certain to contain a few non-fantestic titles which have crept in
despite all precautions.

I have frequently seen people at the LASTS
spend an entire evening--often enough time to read the book in ques-
tion--handing some volume around trying to find out if it is fantasy
or not. I leve seen this strange antic performed so many times that
it can pretty much be cited as a consistent fannish habit rather than
an amusing exception to sensible conduct. :

And it is hilarious to no-
tice the way occasional non-fantastic titles become “"respectable”,
worthy volumes without which no collection is cowmplete.

There is one
wheee title escapes me at the moment, a volume by Balmer eand 9ylie
with the misleading sub-title "A Fantasy of London". Sam Ruseell read
this volume, found it wes non-fantasy desplte the sub-title, and tried
to spread the word. #=But certainly its fantasy,2 said Ackerman. 27t
18 in everybody's collection, and it has a definite market value as a-
fantasy.® One of the LASFS! part-time dealers got two copies of this
book in the Salvation Army. T"Huh,™ I said, "That isn't fantasy; Rus-
gsell read it and said so." "I have &n order for it right here in my
pocket,” said the dealer, "for $2.50, t00.” "But it isn't rantasy,®
:g:vif too." "Have you ever read ite" "¥ell, no, but I know it's fan-

. e Herb Moon it is called, and T paid a
dime for it to find out what 1% was. It turned out to be non-fantasy
and boringly unreadable to boot, but I carelessly stuck it back on my
shelf instead of tossing it in the ashcan. &t least two local collec-
tors saw it on my shelves and promptly bought copies for themselves--
Alve Rogers and Forrest Ackerman. When I hootingly asked them about
it they answered almost identically, =But you bave it in your collec-
tion; it Eust be fantasy.? Rogers dumped his copy on my sayso. But
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8 gouple of yeers later [ wae ovexr &t sckermsnts, and there in an
honored place on his ghelves sat The dexb Moon., I rexopsirated with
him gently. &But of course 1% is fentser,? Ae said plaintively.
2T've seen it in several local gollections.® I told him how and hy
and where he hed seen 1%, but he Just shook his hesd dumbly like a
great wounded enimal. I'11l et PThe Fsib Moon is in his collection o
this day unless this article has esuesd him to discard it,

No, I
guess I'm a heretic. I refuse to give sheliroom year after year Vo
an unread book, unless of cource it is & referencs volume llke a dic-
tionary.

If the 1dea is Just to gollect hooks, 1t seenms Yo me they
the smoart thing to do would bs to rip off the bindings, blue them
around blocks of wood, put # chsap bindsry job on the tezts &nd sell
them for reading copies so as o Tincnee the Iurther purchase of books
for one's collection.

No, I guees that wouldn't work e¢ither. From a
technical point of view, this process would mrobably impailr the sa. -
red mintness of oner's solliestion., S%ill, 1f one buye & now book he
dare not reed 1it, for then it wouldn't he mint, end scoording to Ry.
Peeples, who =says nha is 2 reoognised authority ir the field, it wmwould
be worthless. If li's been read, i%'s a reading ocopy, isn't it? But
fortunately, the true colleetor doea nol need o read, ror has he ths
time, even if he had the ivolinaticn end {(whidper 1t) the intelli-
gense, I¥ is his sacred duiy to spend all his spare time either
hunting fa other books, showing his coliection to someons elze, o:
looking at someone else's cooclleotion.

That's important! Just think
how meny precious and urreplaceable copies of The OQutsider were tol-
ally destroyed, ruined, lost to posterity; simply because some coll-
ector was derelioct in his duty and let a reader get his filthy, minmt-
ness destroying emes and paws on them.

But cheer up, you book coll-
estors. None of you I have yet known have sunk gquite as far as two
record collectors of whom I have heard. There 18 & wan in Chicago -
who has a copplets, mint colleotion of every Louls Armstrong record
ever released commercially. KRary & record has keen sullied by a nee-
dle, and they are being preserved in a fireprcof ¥avlt while the own-
er is busily sasoccumulating & duplicate est for playing purposes. And
there is the local collector, perheps apocsryphal, who collects only
Ege lagels, carefully breaking the rest of the record from around

em, '

At the risk of pffending the sensitive souls of trus colles-
tors, I will take my unaltersble stand that books are made for one
purpose and one alone--to ke resd. An unread book is a wasted book:
it might as well never have existed. '

it is a clicke, but very t
that a book worth reading is worth rereading, and a gook wortg ;gge,
reading is worth owning. Aand that in my own humble opinion is the
sole Justification of book colleeting. A1l this pother about fly-
leaves and editions and mintness and dust-jsckets end rebinds is just
So muoch malarkey. o
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mce over light
Cyrus condra

Here we are, opening the second memorable %Wild HBair
session, (unless we decide to call it the Six Fingered session)
for sheer spontaneity the outstanding FATA event of the year,
and as I sit enjoying the gayety, wit and humor flowing from
the lips of my associates and from their typers it occurs to
me that you, the readers of this insurgent fanzine, are entitled
to a look at some of the creators thereof. Ws may even let
you look at all of them. And then, again, we may take it easy
ON YyOUe.aa

At the moment, Roger Thillips Graham, vrofessional
writer extraordinary, editor of Amazing's fanzine review column,
man of many ldentities--but why go on?--is sitting at the other
end of thls table, pounding his typer like mad; Laney, behind
me 1s alternately banging the keys of his machine and bellow-
ing with laughter; Stibbard and Rotsler are sitting quiet as
mlce in the other room, sketching furiously, while Burbee's
fingers are producing such a clatter from his tyver that it
sounds like a super machine gun. Material for this masterwork
1s pouring forth in tremendous volume. Burbee, Laney and Rot-
Sler are threce of the most active WAPAns imaginable; the activ-
ity requirement of eight pages 2 year, so onerous a burden for
some of the rest of us, i1s as nothing to their fertile minds,
for each of them alwaye has something to say and the ability
to say 1it; a most emviable faculty.

These are fine, feckless characters, these associates
of mine and, lest this load of egoboo go to their fannish heads,
let us understand right now that I write about them not because
they are particularly worthy of comment (which, of course, they
arey but because, at the moment, T can't think of anything else
to write about. So here is & word picture of the creators of
this fanzine, plus a few thoushts of my own as to what makes
them tick.

Charles T©. Burbee has a fairly easy time of it, as
far as producing his auota of activity 1s concerned, because
he's a erudader. Charles is a man of impeccable character,
chaste intellect and flawless deportment, who i8 in a state of
constant shock because of the absence of perfection in the
conduct of the world at large and his present associates in
particular, and would like to improve us all. He has become
a crusader for better manners, better morals and the wider
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arplication of the Colden Rule {sometimes known as the Doc-
trine of Brotherly Love) and. being a crusader, has much to
say whether anyone is llisgtening or not. Fence his prodigious
literary cutput which, for sheer wit, humor and interest, is
unsurpasgsed in all our orgenization. (Fe'll love this).

The physical Burbeo, the Charles E. Buras
bee wlioin T cee with my eyes and hear with
my ears, may be described as being approx-
imately six feet tall and of slender
build, with the most uaruly mop of curly
black halr ever seen away from the ears

of & black cokker spaniel. Bis voice is
rather deep, well modulated, distinct

ard pleasant. Fe speaks not in sentences,
but in clauses; psusing percertibly wher-
ever & punctuation mark would be indicated,
but without lowering his voice--an infec-
tious trick that has noticeably affected
my oWr patterm of speech, Inasmuch as his halr, eyes and skin
are extremely dark, in the manner of certain Gallic types, T
suspect him of being some sort of Trenchman. In supnort of
this opinlon it should be observed that he lives on Normandie
Avenue, rolls his own cldarettes like the Prenchman whose
plcture 1s on the Zig-Zag cigarsettec paper package, and restralns
himself with difficultiy from kiessing veople on both cheeke
when moved by the more profound smotions of gratitude or
admiration.

So long &8 humen fzailty 1s rampant, and Burbee
stands above it, his typer will neved run dry. (May we all
continue sinners!) ;

At the op<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>