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In a recent letier Alar Dotid mentioned
that "Robert Coulson, when rev:zwing Guy
Terwilleger®s TWIG once. referr:d to Cuy
as “this kid’==~1t turns out latzr on Ter-
willeger is 32 years old, merrisd, anz with
a daughter ™

Welly Seems things like that really
do happen. so.egoiistiral as 1t is, tnls
sditorial is going to answey the question
posed in the old poem/song titls *Who Is
Sylvia?”

Not “Who Is Syiv.a?”, but "What is
she” seems to be worrying the 1:17 charac-
ter in the lower left commer; it is a kit
disconcerting to have three bems Ieering
at you. But doa’f worry--1‘m n=2ither bem,
bema, nor any other kind of extraterrcs-
trial, but & real, live, human girl.

Im 17 {feel free to catl me “this
¥xid®), 5°5%, slight buiid (32-20-2%), *ip
the scales at 88 (British readers, that's

ounds, not stone.)}. dark blonde hair,
nlue seves.,

BSuess you’d call me
an omniversus reader, but,
of course, I'm a deep-dyed

s’ fan. 1 like music, too,
‘epecially classical,

Right now I’wm at that
7dead pericd”--out of high
school , bmt not yet in
college. This September,
though, I’m headed for the
University of Florida in -
Gainesville, and, no goubt,
my fannish activities’ll
slow down then., OSnif.
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Science is progressing fastg ! <. {
But here is my predicticn: = - J
That science never will catch upes= | j :ESF‘wﬁ ////
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I work part-time as copy girl-at our
local newspaper. can speak Spanish, play
the flute, and have a fat little dachshind
named Littlebit, who at this very momen:
is doing his best to demolish some stencils
on my bed,

There! I%ve chased him off. but he
doesn't lock cne bit repentant!

Always happy to get mail, so why not
drop a letter down this way and tell me
all about yourself (if I dou't already
know you) and say what you like or dcn’'t
like about FLAFAN? Probably?ll pr.at some
of the most interesting Jletters in a lettercol for the next ish of
FLAFAN; so please mark "personal® on any part of your letters that®s
not Por public consumption.

For those who Trish to send bhouwbs and pcison pen letters {(this

R I R R R R e
MURPHY 3 LAW:; If anything cin go wrons, it will,==Jean Young
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means "poisoned dust”. too, Tilda}, the adiress is 840 Magnolia Avenue,
Daytona Beach, Florida. After Septembzr 16, write:s Sylvia Dees;

P, 0. Box 4082, Mallory Hall. University of Florida, Gainesville.
Florida, U. S. A,

Toof snurflie fool snurfie roof snurfle foof snurfle foof snurfle foof
He was strange and horrible as h: ate me.-=« erry Merrill

foof snurfle foof snurile foof anurfle foof snurile fpof gnurfile foof

Oh, when will this madness end?
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Science is progressing ifast;

But here is my predictiocn:

That. science never will catch upe
With science=fictionl
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] rditor’s note: The story you are asout to reaﬁ isnfaiﬁe: only,t¥e;
Eiols have been changed, to present a story. Its inspiration was
a news broadcast of the Russian plans @o put up a bigger anq bet-
ter satellite than ours and to do i+ first. It absolutely ogegv |
| not relate any experience c¢f & certain_ﬁa Young nesting at 1 _EL?GI
' Tier Rnad in Cambridge. For the sake of those wh? gccuseaLarry o
| writing “articles®, this is FICTION, 100 F I CT I ON 3
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As - he wanderad tarough tiae corridors, past endless stretchss of
offices, Andrew T, Youn%_thought how much “T-8% reflected the workings
of the military mind. P very anonynity of the sprawling building
seamed typical . . . of the alr force in this came; and the inescapable
combination of identicalliy-shaped bhairask-lengths into grotesqgue ar-
chitectural pattems was oddly patural, too. Military minds never
seemed to get beyoad ihe bulldingeblock sinmplicity, no matter how com-
plicated the struoture they propoused.

Now why the hsell does a Colcnel want to see me?, wondered the as-
tronomer as he counted off the roow numbers.

At last he found the’'prooer cubicle, and an eofficient yoww sec-
retary led him to a large, hesrty-voicad officer who rose from his desk
and extended a hand with alwsst sager charm

FAh, good afternoci.® he boamed. “Have a seat, Dr. Youny. HMfnzises
Johnson . . . Colonel Ned Jolmson. You received my letterg?”

"That’s why I"m hera. But it’s Mistes Young; I heven’s finished
my doctorate yet. Youar letiers were a Jittle vdgue. Colonel.”

"Well, I°11 be frank with you, Dr. Young: T eant talk ir speci-
fies just yet;-yod musi undersiand this. I's not waking any concrete
suggestions, any proposals  that bear welght. or even approval. I7d
just like to inform myseil, so to speak, aboui the ICY and the Project
Vanguard experiments.”

~{Ah hahi, thought Young. The ol” boy’s finally coming to the
90125,) "Just what akbout Vanguard did you want to know, Colonel 'Johne
son?”

"You haven’t given up on the idea, have you?® 'The smile indica-
ted some knowledge of the probleus of the project.

®Oh, we‘re still piugging away at our little basketballs: we’re
not quitting just because the Russians put their big “medicine ball?
up and made it stey. We may change sume internal instrumentation.
Of course it’s disa iating not Lo be first | . but we’ll still aad
informatien to the ?E? with cur experiments . ~
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kavw that,® ctoriles he
>clonei. “In facl, you must bae
aware that the air force has won-
siderable interesit in the entirz
profject, rot oenly in the jonfo.ma-
tion you exoect to «pllecte«the
metecrologizal daia in particoe-
lar--but the progress of the
rocket experiments thezmselves ¥

(Huma. RHe seems to kacw a
ict abouvr the prolect alirescy
thougm the geiratemer. Wish he'd
3sk whetevar he wants *o kacw )

The colonel l.‘fult
*We dll all learn 1&
I inagine after h‘ ST
nf shoia, fhe Iaz A teople ough
to have & 7;i of nrw Geas mnont
controlling rocket {30
thes:t':: hu mh:-.e.u:. foung
thought, the enginuersy prohl s,
Than why the bell dose H; RENT Lo
te talk o .".u—;s) TMey? e vIatty
acoxate 2ith them alrsacy,
aren’t thav, 2. Younox??

5. % the gulrs.

nCReY BuY g, “Well
it¥a not sely ny fiszld, out
thev e acrizate, fJooarats
saough fo get the “hiug wp vhaete
we want it, anyway.”

Tha Colénel’s fate sobersd
a3 bit. “Tohere’s one tinng 2ve

been woridering aktont, Dr, T 3.
Dre thing a lov of pv¢ 1le gwen b
oe wencering about: Ty vou
think it will be where we wanl
it 2%

7] don"t gquite sze whai jyouo
mearn .

TWall, of course, 1 o not iu
axpext ok suck things,® toe Cal-
onel hastenad o explain ‘B..,t
1t dves seem odd to ws that tue
Bussian zatellite i3 not only
biyger, and it waz fianisired First,
but ithey Iave 11 ap s¢ muchk highesz
than any of ocurs ara expected to
go-¥

T agironower wiited a oit.




wondering waich of a dowen reuzoans icr the project’s devislons he ocught
to bring up firstt “The instrumentation of the two satellites is ex-
tremely different,” he bkegan., "and the kinds of information we hope to
obtain will be kest gathered o S

*And that’s another’ thing abouil their big tub-ofeguts that bothezxs
me,” the Colonel went on,. plcking uop womentum. “Weé krneow what they sav
was put into the Russian satellite; but have we any wey of knowing wne-
ther there might not be some other instiuments included . . . something
they’d prefer we knew nothing about? This whole businress of that big
Fussian sphere sitting ap there, perhaps for vears to come, has me con-
cerned, Dr. Young., Aud, it k&s a good number of my ocollzagues in the
defense departinent concermed, too.”

The astronozer receivad an owminous lock, and felt that somshow he.
himself, had been implicated in this foul: kussian scheme to werry the
defense department. “If you're concerned Colonel, why don’t you talk
to the people in clarge of Project Vanguard: 1I%m sure they’d be move
able to help than I can. I*we worked so little on the project.”™

"Well, you see, Dr, Young, “the Colonel grew intimate, *Those most
concerned over this state of ¢rffairs are net in positions to deal as
cdirectly &s that. In fact, scme tallk about it has met with severs re-
sigtance higher up. Our little talk this afternoon is vertainly act an
official questioning of Project Vanguard’s affairs by the air force.
It's just, as I say. that some peopla are concerned, and I thought pexr-
haps it weuld be a good idsa to talk to somecne who knows more about
all this than 7 do . . . iaformally, you understand.”

“Yez, I gueas I do see, Colonel.” ({That probably means that the
Cnlonel arnd the =ntire defanse deparizent would call me a liar if 1
mentioned this little informal talk.)

*In fact,” the Colomel centinued more deliberately, "a few col-
leagues of mine were thiaking of ralsing just this question in a couple
of popular articles » . . to kind of lef +he people know there iz a
difference of opinion. Aah . . . you do thisk we could get onz of cur
basketballs up &3 high as the Russian setellite. I mean, if it ware
thought necessary and 1f the tirvst few luerican satellites accomplished
their low=altitude miszion?”

The astronomer shrugged. “IF the first few satellites get up at
all, I can’t se& any reason why latew ones couldn’t be mads to go high-

er,”®

The Colonel smiled. “Gzod, gooed. That was - one of the things that
mide my friends hesitate. Of course ™ he paused. ®"there might bhe sone
dancer of cecllision betwenu the two satellites . . . but I suppose some
w“aye might be figqured out %o prevent that.”

The astroncner stared at him quietly for & moment. “There might hs
waye of preventiag & collizion, ™ he waid evenly.

"Gaod, geod! ‘Then thers’s really not rmuch to worry about then, is
there? 1l tell my friead to go ahead with his article idea. 1 be--
lieve it was POaL or Readers Digest that was interested in iv . -.
this will meke h-m breathe & coc” deal sasier about it.® The Oolonel



1 “Thank you 89 much for your

aypergilo 1. Yeune
“Glad to kelp., Meicr Tolnson.* the astronomer saida.
*Ex . o Colonel johnson ™ the ailr force man corrected.
“I7w s07ry. Gooed afftersoon.”

In the hall. Mr. Young thought that perhaps his parting had been a
tle abrupt, but 1t didn“t worry him much. Better seem an uncivis
zed scientist than get cavght in that miasma of foggy thinking for
Llonger than et all aecessary. The ®olever” stupidity of the man am
ansged aim.  What he was reslly hoping for was the destruction of the
“menscing” Russian satellite . . . about as possible a thing as shoot-
ing jellyfist at suz another from opposite sides of the Atlantic and
expecting & hit,

et
=+

It was all, of course, the fault of those "crafty” Russian astro-
ncmers. Mr. Youny rememberad the only Russians he’d ever met--two
friendly Little mea at the Luad Astrovomical Conference who were bubbs
ding over with their own private projects. They spoke German, mostly,
Jot rearing druak over wmemorizs of “the good old days at Heidelberg”,
&rd never seewad to be consaious of politics at all.

But "Dr. VYoung” rzsolved not to worsy teo much about the extension
vf the cold war into space. The mulitary was in full control of the
sitnation=-and ail problems are simple to the military aind.
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me about these times of the fubure

has never so much been concernzd with
the practical things of the future,
but rather the little things==3xcuses
for instance. Will the husbani of the
future stilli be able to use th= old
excuses of "staying up with a sick
friend"” or some such talie, or will he
maybe have to renovate hig tal: for
the wife of the future?

But away from wives for a second
and to business. What kind of a writ-
ten excuse is likely to be accapted
by the future boss of a constriction
firm who finds a letter by an =mployee
who has been sick,

Will it be a fantastic thing ine
volving a broken~down rocket or tripe
ping over a Venusian tentacled plant?
Or will it be something quite small
and quite believable? And wha~ is more
to the pointe=will it be a vaciation
of an old, old excuse,

Come with me for a second and
flip through the files of the ’ersonnel
Officer of the future, <et’s ook at
Just oneg

Dear Sirsg

-When I arrived at tae rocket
site, I found that very hi.gh winds
during the night had dislodged
some metal struts from the top
of the ramp, so I rigged 1up a
beam with a pully at the “op of
the structure and used an empty
steel drum to hoist all the struts

9




up to the top again.

Uhen I had fixed the ramp, however, I had a nunber of struts
left over, I hoisted the dyum back up again and secured the line
at the bottom and then went up and filled the drum with extra
struts. Then I returned to the bottom and cast off the line,

Unfortunately; tne drum centaining the metal struts: was now
heavier than I was, and before I knew what was happening, the
drum started jerking me off the ground, I decided to hang on;
and halfway up I met the drum comlng down again and received a
severe blow on the shoulder,

I then continued to the top, banging my head against the
beam and getting my fingers jammed in the pulley: IMeanwhile,
the drum had hit the ground and broke its bottom, spilling the
struts all over the grouund.

I was now heavier than the drum and started down again at
high speed, Halfway dow:, I again met the drum and received
severe injuries to my sains,

After I had hit the ground I must have lost my presence
of nmind, because I let go of the line, The drum then came down,
striking me another heavs blow on the head and puttiang me in a
hospital for three days.

I respectfully request five days? extension of leave,
Yours faithfully,

Joe Smith
Goonera Space Site 13

I guess there are just some things that don’t ever change . . »

Heane AR e

A news flash on my television just now reports the Napal gov-
ernment charging nearly $1200 for a permit to hunt that mysterious
creature, The Abominable Snownan, Vhy, that’s twice as much as you
have to pay for a permlt to climb Liount Lverust.

It seems incredible that a mere government should charge for
permission to hunt what might quite =asily be some harmless extra-
terrestrial that has been stranded here for years,

As Rick Sneary once meniioned to me, "I tell youw=them flying
saucer men are never going Lc¢ understand us.”" Perhaps one may forgive
the Martians in future years should we ever land on their planet, if
they just decide to declare it open season with a license to shoot
Earthmen,

- After all, it®s rather like scalping==we started it {irst, didn’t
Wee

10



. . ! ny , JUE don'T rorget,
sovernmenc says Ife only clicien Lo shoot hlm ia self-defence,

S0, how do I decide when he’e hostile?

ro s 3
Mz i

Ll =

!;‘;

A Y

I once knew a man whe had vo pay for the privilege of recelving
light and air,

No==he wasn®t a prisoner ¢t allwshe didn’t even live in a cellar,
but he did live in a house closs to a swall station up North. Then
one day he got a letter~=firowm the District Zstates Surveyor of the
railroad,

®T understand you are now ithe owner of such and such house and
I would like to inform you thet the previous owmer entered into an
agreement for the privilege cof receiving light and air from over the
railrecad’s acdjoining land, anc. I chall be pleased 4o hear that you
wish %o enjoy the same privileges.

"The ackrowledgement in respect of this privilege is 2/6d per
anguxe, 7

A problem there sciewnere. To pay for breathiang? To pay for
space==for air?

Jt turned out to be & simple solution after all, The company
merely wanted him to pay te sto) them from building up against his
house and windows to stop the 1 .ght and air frem coming inw-at least
that's how he worked it ouz.

I still ain %t so sure, Bul e took the easy wsy out=<he just
paid up,

A%ter all, whatfs the equivaleat of a mere thirty cents for the
privilege of breathing?

il



At last, you can sell your science=fiction story! Yes, by my
amazing new method, taught %o me in the mysterious Orienu by a cult
of ancient; Indian and Tibetan sf writers, you can-ryeplace such-impos--
tors as fssimov, Sturgeon, Tenn, Sheckly, Anderson, Simak, Pchl,; Blish,
and all the rest of those fakers! IMy method is gusranteed to get your
story accepted by the prozine of your choice. All you hava to do is
follow these easy instructions:

Steg‘;g' WRITE A SF STORY, Now, it doesn't have tc be a E%QQ story;

in fact, it can be a downright. terrible story. -With my metiod, it

really doesn?!t matter whab you write, so you uight-as well wrike the

kind of story that editors detest. And, of course, you submit your mss,
scrawled in pencil on cheap yellow foolscap. Oh, if you try hard, you
can write a really lousy storyl

Step 2: FIND OUT THE NAME AND ADDRESS CF THE EPITCR OF THE PROZINE
¥O0U WAUT YOUR STORY PUBLISHED IN,

Ste ‘ﬁg SELECT ONE OF THE FOLLOWING SURE-FIRE PLANS, AND PUT IT IWTO
IGTEO 8

PLAN A--Kidnap the editor's wife., After a faw days of peace and
quiet, he?ll beg to publish your story just to kesp you from sending
his wife back to nag at him.

PLAN B-~Bribe his neighbors intoc playing
Elvis Presley records at full volume during
his sleeping hours until he's batty enough
for the Napoleon=factory. (This doesnit Gake
long, because sf editomshave very little mind
to loose in the first place.) - Then, offer
him your story. By this time, he!ll be auts
enough to accept anything.

12



PLAN C--Plant a tape-reccrder in his psyvehia-~
trist®s office l{every sf editor has a psychiatrist)
and record the editor’s next asuch-szession with the
skdl~doctor to find out what he®s done in the past
that he’s trying te hide (every sf editor has some-
thing he’s done in the past that he®s trying to hide)
then. merely blackmail him 1nto buying your storv.
Simple., no?

IR L N

Of course, vou editors know I'm really just
kidding . . .

Campbell y Why are vyou laoking at me that way? Nﬁ
Gold! What are vou doing with that knife? Quinn, A A5
put down that rope? Boucher? Lowndes? You don’t W ag TR
really mean to use that gun . . . do you? Not you, -
too, Larry Shaw. . . . No’ EKeep awvay from met . . .

NO¢ NOJ Ahhhhhhhnhiibhithkhhbhhhbhhh . o

The grey mists of a thousand =yes

Are staring, ome by one

At those who dwell in Witchs Wood
Where lavender the sun -

Was setting, day by day, and aight
Might cone upon the scene.

And grey birds fiutter through the dark
Of yonder yestere?en




Snethes gumbled. It was absolutely unfair that on a beautiful bright
day like this he should net be allowed teo guirkle. The snun shew, and
all the world was full oF gay, happy launghter, and here he sat, all meer-
champ, - 9 :

Wh good-~they always

They told him, of sourse, that it wss for his ov alu
&t it was for their

told one that, and wvhat (% meant naturally was'.th
own good. |

-

L

Outside, the smun jusi posndsd down ltke fﬁryg oh, it was ong of the
most heartbreakingly beautitel davs he’d ever, seen. There were cothers
outside, too~-some gquirkling, sone gambiting, some pranting on the hill--
all having the time of their lives

As he sat and moped bic tears started to form way down in his hypo:
glottis; he fought them feroically, but they worked their way up and filled
his pretty violet eyes an¢ rolled down his free cheeks, finally splashing
onto the csld, cold flom ) )

Once he had started there was no stopping, and hs sobbed and mobbed
as though hig grif weuld break. 7The floor became thoroughly wet, and still
he could not contain himself. & puddle kegan to form, and it spread and
spread, until the whole tiny cell was a couple of irches deep in tears.

Finally, his storm of weeping subsided, and he fell into an eithausted
sleep in one corner. A small door opened then, ancd hands reached in and
finally lifted him out and set him outdoors. Of course, the snun wasn’t
shewing as brightly anymore by then, but they weren’t aware of that.

Inside, a trap cloor appeared in the cell flooz, and the flood of tedars
began to drain out; and far underneath, in the dimly~lit cellar, one by one
they dampened the clcthes, with wavelets of water left over from Snothes.
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F. B. I. Special Agent Matk Rey-
nolds flipped his trilby hat onto the
pey avove the coat stand in hiz offise
de 3at back on his chalr, balaacing
it on the two rear legs. He lit &
cigarette, looked at his ?INY tray,
and saw the single sheet of paper.
Elowing smoke pensively through his
nostrils. he reached for it apnd rzad

s 4
< Ao
A
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MEMORANDUM

Date: 27th June 1987

From: Chief Agent S. K. Turuer

To: Special Agent M. Reynolds

Subject: Suspected unlawful activities--Robert A. Jackson, 24, post-
man, 264 47th Ave.

Classification: Top secret

For Peport: Jmmediately. Treat as most urgent,

Brief Defails: It has been reported from a reliable source that the
above-named is suspected of unlawful activities prejudicial to
to the security of the State. He is employed as a postman in
the South-West of the cit», and in this capacity he has been seen
tampering with the mail. On several occasions he has been seen
to read various unclassifi:d items, and once he was observed to
make written notes. Jactson volunteers for the longest route,
and frequently returns to l'is central postoffice to check back
considerably after schedule. The postal authorities have asked
the F. B, I. to deal with the case. It is essentiel that this
man should not be aware that he is under observation, and for this
reason, extra care should bz taken not to give him any cause for
suspicion.

(5igned) S. K. Turner,
Chief Agent

Reynolds stubbed his cigarette thoughtfully. He opened the bot-
tom drawer of his desk and pulled out his .38 Police Special. He
checked the amminition clip in the kutt and snapped it shut with a
confident click.

He retrieved hig trilby, pushed up the brim, and left his office.

%383 *H0 * e ¥

Two hours later, he sat in his auromobile, which was parked against
the pavement in a wealthv residential artea. Reynolds flipped through
the street Directory and found that quit2 a lot of influential people
lived on the avenue, amcng them being an official of- the Censorship
Department, a Treasvry o flcial, twe police officers, and a local pol-
itician,

Reynolds gquessed Le had been chesen for this job because of his
past experience in dealing with the Communists. He suspected that
his éhief thought the posimer was a minofr Red convert, being utilised
solely to take smeak previews of letters [in the hope of picking up
something really importint. It appeired that there was plenty of
scope for such activities,

The F. B. I. man replaced the directory in the glove compartment,
opened a newspaper, and studied the comic strips--at least, that was-
the appearance‘he gave. Minutes later, out of the corner of his eye,
he saw Jackson, the postman, approach him along the avenue.

To even an alert observer, it would have appeared that Reynolds
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handed over the large browﬁ envelop:.

#7711 be back,” sajd Reynolds, smiling now that he had sollac
the necessary evidence. He swung on his heely, retuimed to 1is car
‘and drove furiously to his office.

0 Twp TRt

The same night, at 8 p. m., the three met in Reimolds? oifice.
The F., B. I. man sat behind his desk, grim of wisage, and Jaakson
and the youth sat side by sicde opposite him,

On the polished table fop betwesn them, seeningly aware oFf
own importance, lay the envelope and ils contents.

They all stared at it with mized enotiens. Reyaolds gaes T4
postman 3 sharp glance

~

“And you achmit interfering with th: Thited States xail  dard
its transit?”

The postmar lookeaed down.
*f guess su. But I , . 7
Reynolds looked at the hov.

"Did you give that posiman, or .nyone elss. permisgiol to aswas
vour mail before youw receivaed 1Lt?¥

The boy iooked at the postmsn, then shook his head.

Revnolds spread his hands. = Locked at Jackzon once rore

*1, myself kept you under observation this morning,” le salc
grimly. ~I saw you open tha' envelope. read the ceatenis. veplace

then leave it 2% nunber 178, I”vg a cast iron case agasnsht ¥you.
{Prd
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Jackson turnec wh.to

*There’s not much I can say, ia there?”

Reynolds raised a hand, He tock a desp breath of ¢l gareite
ther he gritted-his teeth, as if he had finally mads up tis wiad
got to his feet, crossed to the door, opened it quickly, looled
and left, closed it tightly,. and returned to his sest.

He beckoned the other two a little closer.

#I°ve spent all afternoon reading this document. anc Ive oo
to teil you how importart 1t is.”

He gave Jackson a cynical, twisted grin,as he spske to hiwm.

*I’11 send in a report to my supericr saying you were imerels )
ing that the contents didn’t fall out of a torn envelops, or some
like that.” '

Jackson smiled iwn relief as if he couvldn’t belisve tha gaod n

Reynolds stubbed his cigarette, then whispered to the other:

He tapped the copy of THE OUTLANDER on his deak.

"Tell me, you two,” he said'anxiously, *do you thiank that Snes
will manage to get South Ggzte in ?58, after all?*
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'mode§tly inspecting N1s ITNEeTTIALISe
"Really " exclained lLerril.
-3 }1-:

The Captaints eyes took on a coldjlookn "Rig&tlpow1TIL@n%00“4
for Black Bart, the biggest Pirate of 7em all. Ana wgenhn llea:in )
him " Steele smiled and patted the blaster at his hip meaning

fully.
20



Jackson turnec. wi

”Thére’s net much I can say, is there?”

Reynolds raissd a hand, He took a deep breath of c¢lgarette
then he gritted-kis teeth, as if he had finally made up ' lis wiad
got to his feet, crossed to the door, opered it quickly., looked
and left, closed it tightly, and returned to his sest.

He beckoned the other two a lititle closer.

T

#*I°ve spent all afternoon reading this document. anc I've ao
to teil you how importert 1t is.”

He gave Jackaon a cynlceal, twisted grin,as he aspsie to hiw,
#I’11 send in a report to my superior saying you weve mexel
ing that the contents didn®t fall out of a torm envelope, or som: i’
like that.” ¢ '}
Jackson smiled in relief as if ie couvldn't believe tha goed n
Reynolds stubbed his cigarette, then whispered to the ofhaz
He tapped the copy of THE OUTLANDER on his desk.

"Tell me, you two,” he said anxiocusly, "do you think that Sres
will manage to get South Ggte in 758, after all®?”
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BLASTER

"Hold it, Mister!I®

Henry Merril stopped, put down
his briefcase, and turned toward the
threatening voice,

An ugly blaster was leveled at
his chest.

It Captain Jim Steele
of the Space Patrol,™ said S
the voice behind thé blasge= ~ o
ter,

"The Space Fatroli®

said Merril with astonish= - .
ment.. .

"Yep. Iookin' for
Black Bart," said the Cap-
tain gruffly. m"Thougat
you might be him, for a
mecrient, but I see now that

youfre Jjust a businessman,”

LLLLLLL

"Oh, yes indeed!" |
Merril agreed hastily

"Sorry if I bothared you," apologized Steele as 1e liolstered
the menacing blaster-.

rThat?s quite all right, Captain,” aasuvered lerril. "It always
pays to be careful.”

Ferril pickec up his briefcase, "Uhw—care to walk with we,; Cap-
tain?" he asked,

"Sure," grinned Steele. "Goin! that way, anyhow."

"low?s the Patrol doing withi the Space Pirates?" asked lLierril
as they started off,

"0h, just fine. I met a whole fleet of 'em off Jupiter last
month," said Steele. "Blasted *em to bits~-singlehanded,” he added,
modestly iaspecting his fingernails.

"Reallyl" exclaimed lierril.

The Captain's eyes took on a cold look. "Right now, I'm Jookin?®
for Black Barz, the biggest Pirate of ‘em all. And when I find
him . . ." Steele smiled and patted the blaster at his hip meaning-
fully.
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“You must have an exciting life in
the Space Patrol!"™ Merril remarked.

"T sure do," replied the Captain,
"See this?”® He pulled up his sleeve
tc reveal a white scar on his arm.
"I got this in a fight with a
Venusian swamp-dragon! The
crittur attacked me whea I was
ten miles away from my ship
and armed only with a knife.
I took care of him thoughl®

_ The two wall :d on in
silence for a few moments,

"That’s a mighty
ne mm youive got
:re, Captain,® said

en I‘i 1. s

"Thanks, But it’s
not a ‘gunf==itis &
blaster,” corrected Steele,
drawing his blaster and
giving it a few impres-
sive twirl in the air,

"Jell, this is where
T turn off " said the Cap=
tain, stopping in front ol a e s ;
white frame house, TR

"Glad to have met youi, Captain
Steele," said Merril warnly as he walked away,
"Good luck! Hope you can catch Black Bart soon!®

A woman stepped ou: onto the porch of the white house. "Jimmye
~1ime to eatl® she calleaq,

wAll right, Ma. I'm comin®.,"” ansvered the Captain.
3 3 IS

And llsyear-old Jimmy carefully replaced his toy blaster in its
jolster and scamperec intc the house to eat his supper,

CITE s GAFFY ENDING WHICH IS PIVE wWORDS LONGER THAN
5 SHJLT i STORY BV WRITTLY

" Spwe v e
of Us 47 L TR
il WOELLTL LS SUELN

w3 faq

The Llast man on Barth sat alone
in a 1mom. There was a knock on the
door 0

T+ was the last woman,
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L Blracge and

It was early March, Twilight
was wrapping a soft, dusty veil
over the city buildings as Elwer
got into his cer and started home.
It was a lonely drive home, but
Elmer enjoyed it, as he liked %o
nuse to himself and to his steer=
ing wheel in that wisted blue
time of day==twilight.

ALl day long he worked at a
spulfy desk taking orders, quietly,
Yrom his boss and his bossis son.
Every might he went home toc a
gloomy, shaded house half a mile
off the main road to take orders,
quietly, from Lauvra and the cat
she aff'ectienately called Beele~
»sbub. Yes, he liked this lonely,
gviet drive; for forty~five mine

tutes & day he was the master—-of
his car,

i'ut today was different, for

today Ylmer had out~stepped his
usual routine; he had allowed him=
self the swmall pleasure of pure
chasing flowers=wnot for his wife,
mind you.=but for himself. He

was a contervativeslittle man, - and
bougquets oi flowers had fallen,

long ago, inin the conservative
catagorie. He was not crdinarily
given to whims=-Vgurs had taken
that out of him«.but today . . .

was that Little wune she wes
e nuto.

today it had been g flash of blue
- an. the molsy, crowcad streety;
a flash of blue gnd e memyry of
a little givl?e Merforie, wfdh her
bvlack braids and her gturtling biue
§yess She wes laughing ang ging-
ing agatng, while she ran agrosy
the gandy beaoh toward him. Fhot
wlweys giaging? Scemething about forget-

"When o the filowers so beautiful the Sfether gave e name,
There came a 1lititle blue=eyed ong, all timidly he coame ”

o 3 [
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It was early March, Twilight
was wrapping a soft, dusty veil
ovey the city buildings as Elwer
got into hisg car and started home.
It was a lonely drive home, but
Elmer enjoyed it, as he liked %o
nuse to himself and to his steer=
ing wheel in that misied blue
time of dayw~=twilight.

A1l day long he worked at a
stuffy desk taking orders; quietly,
Yrom his boss eand his boss?s son.
Every might he went home to a
gloomy, shaded house half a mile
off the main road to take orders,
guietly, from Lauvra and the cat
she affectionately called Beelw
»a3bub., Yes, he liked this lonely,
gviet Gvive; for forty«~five mine
utos a day he was the mastere=of
his car,

I'ut today was dirfferent, for
today Ylmer had out=stepped his
wsual routine; he had allowed him=
self the small pleasure of pure
chasing flowers«enot for his wife,
mind you.-but for himself. Hs
vas a conservativeelitile man, and
bouquets of flowers had fallen,
long ago, inun the conservative
catagorie. He wasg nct ordinarily
given to whims=-Vaurs had taken
that out of him-.but today . . .
today it had been a flash of blue

- on the moisy, crowiad street:

a flash of blue gnd e  memyry of
a little girl: Margowris, widh her
dlaak bratds and her gturntling biue
sysas she woe laughing and sing-
tny sgaing, while she ran agross

the sandy beach toward hLim. PFhoet

was that little wune she wos wlwoeys singing? Scmething sbout forget-

ne notéa

“When o the flowers so beguiiful the father gave a name,
There came a little blue-eyed one, all timidly he coms . o 7

22
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O EE T LIS =110 the little woman hac asked Cfrom behind the blue
CEYS, Pmnur nad realized that he had stopped and was staring wistw

ullyv &t the flowers,

P

S

Torget-me-nots? she had repeated hopefully, holding out a handful.
'Cnli ten ceats a bunch . " His hand hed reached involuntarily for
his pocket, 2nd he knew that today wes different.

He had hummed the remembered tune ail the way home; he was still
humniag it wvihen he goet cut of the car:

""Dear Lord, the name thou gavest ne,
Alas! T heve forgot!.

The Tather kindly looked at nim
And s.id Forget me not? ¥

He quieted; however, waen he reached the froant door and looked
crelully at the wisps of blus; Laura would not be pleased. His shoul-
ders vevp slumped &% he turned the knob with
a Juick, nervous gesture.

The familiair scene greeted him: The

rge, chillly room wes almost bhare, w“gﬂned
only Ly a caandle; tiie shades were all dirawn,
savra preferred this dim light when she wes
worlking with her ouigs-board., She was hude
dled over e table, et usuel, her hands
moving restlessly over the heart-shaped
nicce of wood. lieelzebub was in her lap.
Uithout Lceokiang up, Lavre said, "You're
late 7

feg," Eluer muabled. "I . o o uh,
I L She had turned around and was frovwne

ing i i A4

Minatts thaw voulve got there? Flowers?!
tRorgat-nme-nots,™ he said softly.,

"When 4o the flowers so becutiful . o o" FEe could hear Herjorie

humaing o8 ﬁlearfu a8 if he were eleven years old again, in Cape Cod,
wi%h o Lyush orn Ghe 1i5¢le blus~eyed girl nexrt deor . o »

THmpph. That's a fine way to do with your money; always throwing
it awray on scine 3illy little thing . . o7 Laura switched on the light
and shuffled teward the kitchen. Her bulky form vanished through the
doorvwey, anl a yellow glow 1lit up the other room., Elmer watched dis-
basbeluvily.

-

Messy," he thoughts; then he started. It was not like him to ine
3 in cal rLcaL LhOU”th of his wifej; he had always accepted her su-
ree rule Jquite mxe klw Since their marriage, he had led a rather
ven, dear® exisience. DBut toalght he found himself crossing to the
Lhchen Joor, carrving the lLittle bouquet gently.

?3



"L like forget-ws-nots,” he sald,

"iell I don®t," she snapped, slame
ming twe plates on the sinkboard so that
they ratctled loudly,

"Can’t stand tem.. OStick ‘em in a
jar tonight and take fem to work with you
ian the morninge=It11 throw them out if you
leave ‘em here,” '

77 iike forget-me=-nots.V

"!Dear Lord the nome thou
gavest meg

Alasé T have forgot.®

The Father kindly lceked aé
il o o o

But Laura was at the ice=box, pour-
ing milk into a dish. "Here Beelzsbub,”
she called. "Come get your millk like a
good Kitty » . T

ek ek saiee

The dinner, Elmer decided with the

new bolcness growing in him, was miser-
able, And then he realized that dinner was always miserable ; he just
hadn®t allowed hinself to adnit it bLefere. Hating lamb stew was ano=
ther thing he had forgotten., As a boy he had always hated lamb stew,
no matter how good the cock was, Laura was nch a good cook, and she
fixed it day in and day out. He felt unreasonably pleased .o be so
suddenly displeased with his wife's meals. He leared hack, tilting his
chair and feeling a bit re:ckiess,

"Let's have a roast chicken one of these days, just for a change.®

Laura yawned. Her mouth was greesy, and her blouse was butitoned
crookedly up the front. “fou know I hate chicken.”

"Oh . - - yes, I « « LI forgot.”

Heither of them moved to leave he table. A silence fell over the
room, interrupted by Beelssbubts sharpening of his claws on a chair-leg.

Elmer?'s glance wandered o the jar of forgete-me-nots on the
vindow=-sill., They were eleven and hunting for bird's eggs. She wae so
pretty with her neat blaek pigteil and her blue eyess sueh blus eyes . o

"He said with meszk and timid voisve, yet with ¢ gentle graces
‘Dear Lord, the name theu goavest me, Ales I . *



That are you hammenz?’  Laura’s yoicw atn the pleture harshly.
Mh , « o was I bhumaizng??

"’Ieah° Dg~da~da~da-da~dwi-dun-de=like that, Uhat is ii;?"

"himm, just a little song I used to kncw:

When to the flowers so beautiful the Father zave a nanme,
There cams a 1littie bhlue~eyed one ., , %

"S5illy words," said Laura, patting ancther yamm,

He winced. "They arean’t silly,"

"S111ly," she repeated. "Toulre getting daffy cver flowers.”
"] like forgst=ne-nots=~what’s wrong witn that ”

There was & sudden c¢rash. Prmmreowry’ said Baelzebub fircm the
window,

WMy flowers!® said Elmer. They lay sriong theé shatv crea fraguents
of glass, their stems cut, their petals smeared into the floor, "My
flowers . o "

"Poor Beelzebub," Laura cooced, "Yeu might have hurt yourself I

Elmer loocked up, trembling "Poor Beelzebubi” He screaned it.
"Poor Beelzebub., That 1ervnal cat! He did it on purposel¥ He ignored
the warning glint in Laura’s eyes, "I'm gebting rid of him,"” he yelled,
"I gebting rid of him and that ouiga-board! Tim . . " He stopped
suddenly, shocked.

A1l was quieto Finally Laura stirred.

"e-ewell,” she breathed into the cat's Fur, rubbing bhis ear fondly.
je can't have that, can we, Beelzebub?? She put hia down and wallkad
to the desk, taking out CLhe oulgambomzd She touched her fingers lighte-
ly to the ouiga piece. Beelzebub gave a contented purr and waved hie
tail triuwaphantly.

"that are you doing?®® asked Elmer nerveusly, Fhere was no response.
"Laura!" He started toward her, but he never reached her. A deafeniug
crash drowned out his screaming., For 3 monens tvhe room was werribly
bright, and there was a sulphurous smell,

A ek #egde
It was mid«May, The night was shroud-~iike over the houze. The
room was lighted only by a cancle, and the wcman was huddled over the

table, working a ouiga board. Cccassionally. she stopped to pet the
cat in her lap.

In a dusty coxrner, under z window, lar & heap of dried sHbems wote
tled with a grey that had cnce been blue=-hluz as & little girl's eyes.
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‘FLAFAN weloomes trades and accepts all farzines as
such, kut I can’t review everything that comes in {even
though I%d like to).: 1’m really grateful for all the
fanzines vou’ve seni, and if you don’t see your fanzine
reviewed here it7s only due to lack of time and space
and not because I don’t appreciate your sending it.

Frumm. There seems to be a good deal of blank space
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GOIRG FAAMANNISE | | | 4 look ab the fauzine-scene

i T S g }iﬂdyd Raeburn -
, ;.f / A 'ﬁa /9 Glenvalley Drive
i MR /Toronto 9

o/ Canada
7, irrego» “25¢, —579700

I%ve a sneaky suspicion that Bcyd's zine was named A BAS just so it?d
be mentioned first in fanzine reviewcols that run alphabeticallya
Smart, And so it is., MNonetheless, A BAS is a darn gooa fangine. In
thish, which came out way last ﬂovember (A BAS is vegx irregular),

Bob Tucker tells of some curiots letters he's got in response (o some
of his books, Harry Warner, Jr., relates his meeting with the seni-
mythical Claude Degler, BoSh syesks of firelighting and his "sercon

*#*#**ﬁ#*#*ﬂ#**##********k*##* R RAOR TR A AR e AR AT TR T JO

Keep Florida (reen-==bring money
*******#*#*v*******‘*****%***WﬁJ*$********************‘**********5*

telents”", and RicheAlex Kirs writes of sardine-oil sui:ide and fans=
meet vampire. Also featured are some excerpts from sone of Kirs'! very
uninhibited letters, a witty Derrogation, a sercon arsicle by Bloen
on the public!s lack of responte to some books films, etec., and ace
ceptance of others, the revealing of a document found in a 5Somato can
which reveals the Truth about Villiam Shakespeare (his real name

was thkeY Spillane!}, and poers by Wlat Liebs:zher anc Jean Young.

A BAS is a little sparce on illos, bub with all this ;;00d mwaterial,
who can complain?

AR C )759rrv Varrill

% BT end Pauvl Cook

;i - /632 Avenve H
ZBoulder City, Nevada

¥§h-ifh ¢ per page [ & E; 55 pp. digest siszme.

FBO's 8 1/2 by 5 1/2 size 1s a little variety from the ccaventional
letter-size fanzines, but the extra=~smaliness of the pags:s coupled
with its extra=thickness gives FBO the discon-«

certing habit of foldiag shut if I don't keep

both hands on it. FBO==the farzine that fights ”ijfir\\
back. . . . My copy¥'s mimeograray was somewhat T2 N

messy. Layout and illos not as gond as they
might be, laterial from fair to very good. .
John Berry?s "Inter Alias" abotads with typlcally \
Goonish humor and just goes to show why John

has such a well«deserved reputection. I never i~
cezse to marvel at John's prolificnesse==and,
stranwely enough, his stories cre coa51stantlv
good. Time Out® didn’t impress me highly,
but I enJoyed "Bubble Dance', in which Alan
Dodd per¢snes in soapsuds (that is, I enjoyed the story, not the fate
of the Only True Dodderer). The FORBIDDEN PLANET Controversy comes up
again in "Malice in Movie Land", Liked Jerry Greene?s fillum revoo

of THE IMOLE PEOPLE~~the bhoy didn't have a sirgle nice thing to say
abouvt the movie except for the T“cute™ monstersi

B a

W.R.
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/"“"" " /Jean Linard

24 Rue Petit
Vo . / Vesoul, H, S,
= o / _ JFrance

#1, 100 pp, [1]
Yes, MEUH #1 has 100 pages: ever 40 more
pages than its predecessor, IIIUB #0! MEUR
is easily the most unusual fanzine I%ve seen
in a long time, Due to his siort aquaintance )
with English, Jean’s style of writing is '
a bit incoherant, but delight:ully differ- N
ent. MEUH averages about 10 typos and/or |
visable corrsctions per page, which almost o
macde your auld (1& yrs.) editor go gafia j
orying to read it. - : In h.s 29~page :
Nycon report. Ron Ellik, surp-isingly enough, >
doesn't tell about his fabulois hitéh-hike /' .
journey across the country,; bat mostly tells i :
about the people and things a: the con,
(Ifve heard some very interes:ing theories
as to how Ellik is gonna get 50 the Loncon ' . .
this year.) Terry Jeeves'! wersion of "Goldw - Gi. M.
ilocks and the Three Bears" i1 mangled Frenche
and-Enzlish was hilarious, Other items by the
ever-productive John 3erry, FLOY-bhoy Ron Bennett, Jerry (The Bam)
Lerrill, Jean Young (and in French, tool}, Lars llelinder, Jan Jansen,
and Alberta lLeek, MBEUH wind- uap with a huge lettercel with letters
from just everybody.

/ on Bennett
7 Southway, Arthwurs Avenus
arrogate, York

England

B I7=or TS 3 .

PLOY isnt spectacular, but & nicely informal-type fmz with generall;
average to good material #5 features Pheonixz?s tale of his attempts

388808888 n RS I3RaEa0E83EEIREr 5ATE838sEed 336388 8EE88EaeER0205888888888
I absclutely desrise interlineations,~=Anon,
88838888238¢83888333833343351 3553338338833 1338083e83888888838883833883

to find an aquarium in Boltcr, a take-off on DESTIJATION LOON=type
movies by Dave Jenrette, PLQY<bhoy Ron¥s getting a job in & carnival,
John Berry?s investigation of the
kilt, the troubles of Bob Coulson
and friends with mecting-mixups,
and an autobiography (?) of Pete
Deniels., Terry Jeeves?! “The Usu=
forms Are Among Us" describes the
faned?s dream=~~an automatic machine
that writes, prints, staples; enve-
lopes, staps and mails a fanzine
with slinost no trouble to the ed.

28




lan, if I had L653«128=~436, I'¢c run right out and buy one for FLAFAN!
In the lettercol, Ron makes exceptionally good use of the Rotslerillos
by adding amusing captions uncerneath.

5 T4 i}j I /f“ﬁmh‘ i?fSﬁﬁ'Berry Arthur Thompson

A Pt / i; { Campbell Park Ave., 17 Brockhawm House
,QLJ l i(;)i\d// /Belmont, Belfast Brockham Drive
no ‘ A Norshern Ireland iondon, SW 2, Eng.

#7s 1/=, 32 pb.
RETYs locaded with off-beal humor, mostly fan—fiction dealing with
those fantastic investigatory of fans and fandom; The Goon Defective
Agency., The stories are satirical and loosely based on faet. (John
says, "I sticlk to the truth, snd merely varnish it a little.") In

00000000J00O30QC00000000IN0LLOVVOCNHC0000000000000003000000000000000000
I do have fangs, only I keep them in most of the time so as not to
make some of my friends jittery-=George Metzger
0000000904CO0000000000CO000TGO2U0C00000000000000000000000000000000000

Berry®s "The NoneShaver Iystery", John and friends acquire beards
because Marilyn Monroe, who's appeare
ing in Belfast, likes men with beards.

P Archie lMercer investigates an ate
S ST ,,(

OB tempted assassination of Cecil, Ron
CALEVDAR, \ Bennettts faithful elephant, in "The
{"??’W i Trail of the Rogue Hunter”. "Real

~$§}ﬁ { Gone Goon" by F, M, Busby deals with
Xi ? the Seattle=brance Goonfs troubles
u_;_uii-i in finding something to investigate,
e e and the Goons carry on in the year

2113 in ™A Chance of a Ghost" by BoSh,

RET!s repro is perfect, the layout

%- 5 is pleasingly planned; and Atom wields
_ e | | an unusually skillful stylo with the
e, L9 ¢ | illos,

?‘EO 0 %0 %o %o ¥ %o 30 ¥o Fo Xo Fo Ko Fo o Fo o Fo 2!
TUE TR E AN kpliec sryoptite fro clhoB
¥ o ¥p %o %o %o %o o o ¥o Ho ¥o Fo o Ho Fo o ¥o Ko ¥

o e o a BET LY i1l Peavson
LA /\x LU D 1,516 E, Glenrosa
YR B K TRATEDY/ Phoenix

A \ / \ IERY il W N & /Arizona

#6, 254, 41 pp.

The most striking thing about 3ATA is its fabulous illos and beauti=
ful repro and layout. Associacse editor Dan Adkins does most of the
illos, and quite a few are of »ro gquality. Unfortunately, the same
can't be said for the two piec:s of fiction., "Blue Jungle'™ was far too
space-operatic for my taste, aid "Sirens of Venus" seemed too silly

for satire. However, John HMussell!s article on booms and busts in
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frozine sales proved aowewhal (nteresting. SATA-deserves credit for
being one of the few fuzs devoted entirely to sfy but it could do with
some improvement orn the "IV part.

SRS L 2N - Len J, Moffat

L L .- /5960 Lanto Street
Lo AT /Bell Gardens

' 2! California

e, soohim Al

#5, free for letters, 15 pp.

At last we know what loyal Sou:h Gate rooters look likel The cover
shows three of them., VOTE FOR says the little hairy one. THE GATE
says the one=eyed cactus=y one. IN ?58 says the big blob-y one.
Blob=~y?s coiffure is the "casu:il wind=siept look" which only Atom
could capture (see p. 27 of VO.D #10 amd p. 31 of RET #7 for further
exanples of South Gatewers with thils exotic hairwdo)., Hmmm, Wonder
which onet's Cneary . . . Rathe -~ short "Prozines On Parade™ this time;

MmN AN N A% F A A AR I - 1N i) MO I M
Gikeseksy! . . . Sounds like a Rotslerwzinele=Larry Stark, 3rd

but meaty., I don't think "Dou>)le Dome" shouldfve been rated so low,
George., Sneary’s back with "Funzines on Parade", and lookli-<he rates
his own fanzine "6"] Steve To..liver takes two half-pages to give his
definition of alien culture~=" , . . one in which I am different and
out of place@w= and Harry Warnir, Jr.,, axes Ray Palmer in a scathing
article, SFP is outstanding for its reviews covering the sf field,
both pro and fannish. One thing. though,pages and pages of typed ma=
terial, no matter how interest.ung it may be; look rather formidable
with nothing but 1il' typed heidiigs to break them up. A few inside
illos would do a lotv for SFP.

PR bl S : A1Ten Glasser
: dila, ¥l BN L ’ 241 Dahill Road
AL AL DL o Brooklyn 18
e fdad  Egle 1 New York

Free, 5 1p.

Not a fanzine at all, but a soivenir Nycon publication which runs
through the alphabet in clever verse. This publication gives both
the 1933 and 1956 versionse-anl I have to adwit that I*ve never heard
of same of the 1933ers! If yoi haven't seen SFA, though, why not
drop Allen a cerd and ask him if hets got any left?

77 Gnome Press

{ s o Rl o L 8 \ 80 E. 11th Street
fiog T Tl New York 3
i New Yoxrk

7510 {Hanll. b op.

Up in the cormer it says that >5FW costs a dime., This is a lie.
Actually, SFW is a publisher?s Tuing which is mailed free and cones
wrapped around a Gnome Press ail. Why should I mention a Thing, then?
Reason: The editors are none >ther than the Bobs Bloch and Tucker and
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itts filied with nsws, dIL’,lGdg oell reviews, and fanzipe reviews.
If you're one of the [6w 'en wio aren't clready osn thelr uailing list,
you can get SFW by writing dircctly to Gnome Fress,

N / = ,’Eob.n Berzy
B A L /ot
5 /L“- :// "r%hur Thompson
N /{Lécéress on B. 29)

—

7, OMPA and others, 12 pp.

Thish of the Serry-Atom public: tion is strictly for the birds~=bud-
gies, that is., Yes, the entvir ish is devoted to budgerigars, Un-
fortunately, the pore 1il' cre:tures are caught right in the middlie
of one of the most vehement fe1ds in the history of fandom. John

T T T T T T T Y v T T T T T T T 7T T T T I TITrTrTrTIrTTT
The earth will fieeze in & billion vears,
o 4 ¢ T O R T O T T R R O O T R,

tnconpromisingly maintaine bud:iQSV dbility to talk (even claims his
bird, Joey, can recite Homer?s Udvssey in the originel Greekl!), while
BoSh just as firmly declaves t)ab “budgiephiles® succumb to a form of
hypnosis and actually only thi:k that budgles talk. Atom agrees to

R R R A S A S R AR R B R R iR R R R R R

o w o wWell, it don’'t mean much, but it sounds
sugspiclols, dea’t 1t9wuuean Young
Feseseieitiorkemiopioiooioieinio foksio el “*:{-X‘*#* esgolededoileksiokacksksioksoiokoklooikoolkkaiok ok

———— —

act as an impartial refree, anc despite btribes from both opponents,
has made heroic efforts tc detcrmine the Truth, The delightful faud
is topped off with & bibliogra;ay of "The Budgerigar in Fannish Mythe
ology"™, and all is enclosed in amusing Atom covers.

Well, that's all for now., Hapy pocbleveeforkenschlumpter ytalll
%%QAJ%@”

31






