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IDIOTORIAL
by
Frank Stodolka

Well after that
stupendously great
wonderful and ter-
rific sixth edition
of ours I'11l bet
that not many LUNA
fans expected to
see a really good
LUNA #7-- did they?

But, by golly, here it is! One
more deliriously grand, exciting,
and titulating edition of the LUNAtic
Bi-nightly has arrived at your mail-
box.

Btoady readors of this mag \:E£>
will probably notice tho abscence
of Dick Glasses groat art wprk in



chis cdition. This is due to scvoral
trings, Firstly, I must say that I
promised both myself and several avid
readers of this mag that it would be
out within a woek after school wa out
LUNAtic would hit the mails, As it is
the delay caused by a certain stencil.
er when he she or it had to leaveo on
a quick trip shall set the mailing
datc back another weck. So, infpito
of everything I am doing my best to
get this mag out as soon as possible
and I just don’t haveo the timo to
pester Dick with any of my frantic
pleas for artwork., Secondly, I hear
that Dick is workin® like mad on a
proposed serial or long short story
called "lMike Mallet of Mars™ which as
far as I have seen promises to be
very good, A1l this means that he
will probably have little time for
othier things such as cartooning etc..
Rick Norwood has sent me some
good doodles which will appear now
and then in the zine with the initials
“R. N." on them. Harmlin has, again,
lived up to his reputstion end sup-
plied some good art. TN
By the way, -if you yourself (:))
just happen to come up with an Nz



musing little caricature or an int-
orosting, perhaps expressive, deseign
whkich you think is good why not send
it to me? Remember, if will fit into
LUNA and if I can find a good spot
for it you®ll get a frece edition for
your troubles, Maybe if some of the
toenagers in our rcadership wont over
somec of their old school note books
they could find some intoresting art,

ng
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Woll, it looks as if this fan is
gaing to have one heck of a busy sume
mor, Hamlin and I are going to put
out another auxilliary booklet for
beginners with, I hope, the assistanceo
of tho rest of PAINc, This one is
going to be on pubbing a fanzinc and
it promises to be pretty good.

I've got loads of correspondance
. to catch up on, I've got to write to
the editors of STOPTHINK, STARLING,
YONDER, BURI,ALEPH & OMEGA, EXCALIBER,
and lot®s sec now who havoe I forgotton?
Arnie Katz, if T don't got a chanco
to write, will you plgasc send mo the
ish of EXCALIBER with Hamlin’s article
in it? e

T, - f &S;Zj
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As usual things have boen rolléng
in the Big John Building again,

There have been a number of improve-
ments in this zine not only as far

as the quality of material IN it but
the production of the mag itself. I
can confidently say that since our
first issue we of PAINe have not let
one edition go by without making

some kind of improvement on it., Some
of the improvements were only exper~
imental but a fow of thesc experiments
have beon tromendous successes. The
use of carpenter staples for binding
LUNA #6 is a good cxample,

However, improving this magazine
has meant also the use of improved
skills and productive mothods and
for thesec reasons the task of putting
out an edition has boecome increasing-
1y complex. It involves employing
every member of PAINe in some activity
for which thoy are best suited,

If LUNAtic is to continue to ime
prove its quality there must be an
improvemont in the quality of art
work which lies in these pages.
Iittle dzodles such as the type
which head {1 this column and
other columns in the past are /



very pleasing to a reader's tired
oyeballs, But very fow if any of
those doodles will be satisfactory
for beginning short stories and such.
Thus it is necessary for mo to ronow
my plea for an artist that is willing
to bocomo a momber of PAINe and co-
operate fully in ALL our publications,

Dick Class has got to dividec his
time among soveral activitios bosides
LUNAtic so he can't help us too much,
We ospecially nced som@™ho can do
art work on a stencil, Bomeone who
can handle a stylus and shading plato
or is willing to lcarn how to. It
is hardly imaginablo what difficulties .
and minor details I, as oditor and
publishor of this zine, must faco
already BESIDES having to stoneil
(or even DRAW) most of tho art.
Thank Ghu Hamlin has rclieved me of
at least somc of this agony.

Of course, thc quostion hero is
how much WILL I bo rclioved of if I
bocome a diroctor for the NFFF liko
Hamlin says I should. I wondcr...

Well, so much for this editorial.
Why not think this ovox. If you/\
think you can handle a stylus k;:l)
woll onough FOR GOSH SAKES LET
ME KNOWY Now on with thc show..FS






Let me take a
whack. We gotta
get this mimeo
going?



THE ODD ONE
or
' Loocking Backward
by
Clay Hamlin

MEMO to D, Glass: "Wc told you so!¥

Issuc fivo was bad you say?
Quite so! Even way back thon we
were planning on one big smash issue,
and clearing the decks for it,

The plans were liko this. 100
pages, every one as good as ANYTHING
to appear in LUNA precviously. So
plenty of work was required,

We worked. Hard. It started
with a cover, porsonally chosen from
my file of slides of top noteh,fan
art. Then, with a cover, what more
natural than a cover story? So,...
"Don Durand", a fabulous character
to those fortunate enough to know
him, hasn‘t been seen in the fannish
prints for necarly three years, wrote
‘Btar of Pabuvia®,

Tho BEST fiction? I looked over
my personal files of fan writ-
ers, at least fifty fans listed\{ \./
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in detail, T looked over tho ent-
ries in the story contest., The ans-
wer came immediately, it could be

no one leoss than Robert Margroff,

He had two stories in the finals of
that contest, more than anyone else.
He was as near a professional writer
a8 it is possible for a fan to get.
And by luck, he had tw® othor store
ies in that contest besides the
finalists, “The lasering of Deadly
Man McPhew” was one, a reject from
the story contest, (judge for your-
self what chanco your own stories
had then), but bettor than LUNA ever
had before. So that went right
along to young Mr. Stodolka.

Frenk took over himself. He
started with his willing slaves.
From Enid, a story equal to anything
he had printed before., From Gil,
"Seventeen Star Review", no faned in
his right mind would have turned
this one down, but LUNA got him first,
That dopo Hamlin? Yep, even he done
ated a couple of pages that wer®good
enough to mako it an even hundred.
It didn®t have to be VERY good.

You ean always count on the(I]j)
readers to contribute 35 pages



of comment for the lettor column,
They like to seeo their name in print
and this gives them a chance to do
so, Uhat morc do you want? Then,
to make sure that it is rccognized
as LUNA, T got a letter from a pet
demon of mine, I koep his two hearts
in a bottle so it is easy., Don't
want the rcaders to think they have
picked up the Enchanted Duplicator
by mistake, this is LUNA, so loony
it has to be,

Dick Glass showed up by accident.
LUNA has always becen lucky this way,
Surely no one is gonna complain ab-
out Dick and his cartoons, I would
not go so far as to say that it was
NOT the best item in the whole issuec.

That is how it happened., A
dream of doing something spocial,
time onough to work at it, a staff
of willing workors, as good as any
fanzine can boast, and a bit of luck.
That was LUNAtic #6. The start, wo
hope, of a newor and bettor LUNA,

Not just another fanzine, too many

of those already, but onc of the few
that we like to think of as a funzine.
We hope to do even better, 22}






CATHARSIS
By Enid Jacobs

"Seience or Fiction?"

A couple of us, merrily riding
home after a SF clubmeeting, were
holding a debate on the place of
science in science fiction. Just
an enlightening, intelligent disc-
ussion, typical of us fans, who,
after all, have reached a degrce
of sophistication and subtlety in
argument that few people can hape
to imitate---you know: kicking,
scratching, biting, nose-twisting,
arm-crunching, and similar per-
suasive tactics, All quite
stimulating--until they started
threatening each other with
bottles of oblitherine (stinging
tactics!). At this point I de-
cided to withdraw and confine my
arguments to the mimeo'd word.
Bafer thataway!

So. Our main question was
"What does the sf reader consider
more important--science of ; A
fiction?" That is, does he é1

]
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read sf mainly to increase his
knowledge of and indulge his
interest in science--or is his
mijor purpose escape, an exercise
of his imagination, his sense of
wonder? Of course, sf readers,
taken as individuals, run the
gamut from earnest scilentists who
dislike anything, in om out of
literature, that cannot be proven
emnrirically, to dreamy-eyed
escapists who have not opened a
g2ience book since 9th grade, and
thcn only to avoid failure, Most
readers fall in the middle of
these extremes-and for good reason,
For the sort of person who drifts
into sf readerhood is, to an
extent, a hybrid-a critter who has
SOME orientatidn to some dbranch of
science, as well as the imagin-
ation that aprlies the science in
a speculative manner. Were he
interested only in science from an
empirical stendpoint, he most
likely wculd shy away from the
fantastiral quality of much sf;. 7
£ ke vere orly out for r'l :

-



escape, any escape, there would
be no reason to concentrate on sf,
much of which would, in this case,
bore him. Yet I doubt if anyone,
or if many readers (leave us not
over-generalize), read(s) sf
primarily for the scientific
content, as some have claimed,

For one thing, many sf stories do
not contain any particularly
noteworthy scientific information,
True, some sf stories are gems of
scientific accuracy. Others

slide over the mechanics of the
phenomena, invention or whatever,
and stress the pshchological
implications of it, Still others,
though printed in sf magazines,
are almost pure fantasy, with no
scientific explanation attempted,
Perhaps one reason for this
variety of approaches ig the
"fact" that some writers, obvio-
usly know more about science than
others, But, the point 1s, sf
readers devour all kinds,

regardless of degree of éS‘
scientific explanation,



But one thing IS insisted on:
not scientific explanations, but
accuracy of any explanations that
appear. A fairly minor booboo,
if caught, is leaped upon by
scores of eager fans, who correct
the error for months and months
afterward, in the lettercol of
the mag, while the author looks
for a hole to hide in, Some have
suggested that this joy (slightly
sadistic) in pouncing on errors
is proof that the readers are
primarily interested in science.
I disagree. I think they like to
ferret out goofups in professional
stories for the same reason that
fanzine readers (heck, they often
ARE the fanzine readers) like to
point out insignificant mistakes
in previous LOC's: "Joe Blow: you
must mean King Henry XIII's god-
mother, not his grandmother--,"
Why do they do it? Tor a shot
(mild, but satisfying) of that
euphoria-producing drug egoboo.
It gives one a good feeling 7 —p
to be able to find a m}.st?.'ce(l /)

N/



in a printed work, and to be able
to correct it, Yet few are so
addicted that they read sf mags-
or fan mags-for the sole purpose
of finding errors,

50 there you have your sf read-
er (providing you want him--):
scientific, speculative, imagin-
ative, and a wee bit off! And
that is just your READER, We
won't go into the personality of
the Tru-fan, not now, My typer
Just isn't up to it!

Goodbye now,

x X m * X %k w * Ok
" * *
A CRASS COMMERCIAL MESSAGE FROM YOUR
SPONSOR

Roadors, how could you do this
te mo, your poor bosoiged by work &
noglocted by public cditor. Hore I
am with 2 number of the best fanzines
available and you've bought so vory
few of thems I'vo got more than a
dozen copies of ONCE BEYOND THE
TIME availablc and I'm rarin’ to7 3
soll thom, © 25¢ oY

Wl
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i DAY IN THE LIFE OF FLASH HOTPANTZ,

CAPTAIN OF THE INTERGALACTIC SUPER.-.

D'PER SPACE PATROL & SPY ORGANLZATION
by

Frod Haskall

Flash Hotpants was sitting at his
desk in the IS-DSPASO building, file
ing his fingornails, when 2 messenger
ran in, shouting, “Captain Hotpants,
sir! Captein Hotpants, Sirt Thore
is an cmorgancy of Mars!®

“What's wrong?" calmly asked
Hotpants,

“The Rocman heve holcd up in their
Martian Stronghold, and they say that
they will blow up the planct if anye.
body trics to attack thom!®

"It sounds like a milk-run to me.
Send one of the Junior Cadets to take
carc of it. It will be good cxXper-
icnce for him, Besides, my finger-
nails need filing.”

"Yos sir, Captain Hotpants, Sir,"
said the messenger as he dashed out,
"Why do they always bother me

with their petty problems?"Flash
thought to himself. A

9



After a short time, Dr, Zorch ron
in, shouting, "Flash! Flashl Tho
Birdmen have holed up in their stronge
hold, and they say that they will
blow up the unlverse if they are
attackeds TThat should we do?®

"Do? What else is there to do but
sond a Sonior Cadet? I just sont tho
last Junior one to Mars,”

*But Flash,® said Dr, Zorch, "This
us torribly important, Can't you go?®
"Nonsonse! Nothing can bo that
important, And besides, my fingor-
nails neod filing, Now quit bother~

ing me,”

After anothor short time, a jan-
itor walked in. He said, "Almighty
First Captain Hotpants of the Inter-
galactic Super-Duper Space Patrol &
Spy Organization, Sir, Most Honorod,
did yuh hear the latest?®

“No, what is it?"

"Some young girl is lost in
Outor Mongolia,®

“A young girl is in distress?

Boy, this is an emergency!!!! Tell
Dr, Zorch to get my rocket ready to
blast bff in ten minutes. I (’ 2
had botter hurry, sho might (¢ Q)
hurt hersclfi?f® .



Thus, within fifteen minutes C.F.
Hotpants had found the .poor damsecl
in distress, So ends another thril.
ling day in the lifo of Captain Flash
Hotpants, with the sun sinking slowly
into whercver it is sinking, and the
Honorable Captain almost done filing
his nails, And it wasn’t a bad day
after all, e only lost one Junior
Cadet, oh, yes, and some planot

called MarSeess
% ¥ X % % % % % XK
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HERE ARE SOME SWIFTIES YET!! ...
M

"Look out! Thoy’re dropping ;;:)
atomi bopbt® T 1oded ey
S et conplodala ite)

~¥Lot's talk about a tost ban troatd,”
&
\\:Tifald disarmingly, 47 )/

o L “What is twolve dozon of somegﬁln?ﬁ
\askcd Tom grossly._ﬂfJ-~—.5:23%,h (/

The first two of thoe above are mine.

The last Swiftie camo from Richapd

Mann who receives thish fro! 2?\
Y



SCROLL FOUND IN
A SHELTER CAVITY
By Gil Lamont

And it came to pass that there
arose among Men a Barry, of the
Golden Water, saying: "Let us
withdraw and huddle in our
shelters, For verily I give unto
thee these commandments, which
the Lord Bomb sayeth through me,

(And the days of the American
Way were long in the Land,)

The first commandment said unto
all Bomb-fearing Men: 'Thou shalt
not featherbed."

And the second commandment said
unto all Bomb-fearing Men: "Thou
shalt not be a Commie."

And the third commandment said
unto all Bomb-fearing Men: "Thou
shalt not steal, except on khy
Income Tax,"

For verily thus was the Bomb's
hatred for Income Tax, who was
himself but a Fallen Bomb,

The fourth commandment said
unto all Bomb-fearing Men: (;52?)

~



"Thou shalt not desecrate the
Holy Name of the Bomb nor
attempt to desecrate it,

And the days of the American
Way lay long in the Land.

And Barry, of the Golden Water,
swiftly sank back among Men,

Lo, for the Men had not
listened, except for the third
commandment, nor did they listen
to His disciples, John the Birch,
and Dee of the A, R.

And the sinful days of the
American Way lay low in the Land,
Whereupon the Lord Bomb, who
was otherwise called Hi-Drow-Jenn
and also New-Cleer, saw the shame

of His people,

And the Lord Bomb likened the
dwellings of Men to Sodom, and
likewise to Gomorrah,

And the Lord Bomb was not
pleased.

Therefore He unleashed His fury
and déstroyed New Sodom, and
likewise New Gomorrah, for
the Lord Bomb giveth and the
Lord Bomb taketh away, and {( \

[ !
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the Lord Bobb i5 wlways right,
for He is the Lord,

And the Lord Bomb gat back and
sucked His thumb,

For the days of the American
Way lay still in the Land,

The alternative to paacefuliggzi\
(existance: Peaceful non-existandos)
W

ORI < —

Marginal Moron Courtesy of Stan
Woolston,

SORRY! Gil's regular column
has been dolayoed so it will not
appoar in th¥s issue, But, fear
not! Tho next issuc shall seec him
again worse than ever., F.S.

AuH;0 in °*64 (1864 that is)

Bilgowater in 68

Underwator in '72

Bread and Wator in '76

DID YOU HRAR THAT GOLDWATER
IS OFFICIALLY IN THE RUNNING NOW?'N\
I hope he stays that way--still’)zl.
ruhningn-u.. \L'



S(HIZOPHRENIA (a dettercol)

Well, here's the part you've all
been waiting fon, Hene io where
you get to see one of ihe gneatest
verbal battles J've seen in print
J had a neal dilly of a Zime Znying
2o select these fav from the mone
than a dogen that J necieved fon
nathen obvious neasons, But by
concentrating the form, doing a Lot
of editing and such, J think J've
retained most of the majon ideas
expressed and dome 40 in suck a way
that the neaden can see the great
dilfenences of opinion that extst,

IE youn letten is included in
the follaving pagas it may be fon
one on mone of the follawing neasonas:

1) The wniten has expressed /f:?\
dame very intenesiting ideas g*—,)/



and, expnessed them well,

2)The wniten is nuts and I'm mone
than willing %o et him prove i%,

3).7 Just :é/wagfuf the nest oﬁ you
might be inteneasted, ,,

4)9'm a s0ft heanted (on g0
shelled?) nut who just decided #o
det you ged youn name in peind,

Diane [], Peterson

733 74%' Ave, So,

flopking, llinnesota
Jean Jdioon, Really Frank - youn
Little zine is gneat! Naw J know
why Zhere are a mounting number of
wordd cnises - LUNAZic has spreadf!!

LUNAZLe #6 was Tout of this

wordd!, LUNA's cover picture was
excellent! The stonies wene good

and the whole thing is C/QAZW!@
J'm dookin' fomnard o LUNAZic ¥:?




77, J enjoyed Fongotten flan, The
cantoons in LUNA are something else,
/TF5*Since Diane didn'# mention
what else we shudden 2o think of it
YFS ] This zine is like money e
bh Ak ES 7 - can®t get enough of
it

Well, keep up the good wonk and
thanka for LUNA #611

Rick Nomvood
Stewanit Hall
Southwestern
llemphia, 1 era,
Dean. Frank, Well, hene it is, bet'ern
date than later, and a Little dongen
than shond, What mone can you ask?
Plenty, you say, (ould be, (entain-
dy, LN 6 is a far cry from that
Linot issue, JIn {act, dooking ‘/}‘/m.u
all aix LNA's, all in the /Jame? 7
{ommat, manching fnrom that ,&/L;x: i



poordy mimeographed doodle to a neal,
honest do ghu foto. eoven is an
inspinin' aight, = Even youn ant has
improved a Little, (4 carefully Leit
handed, canplomend, that.

Hlow £ you could ondy do avay
with them pesRy huphens,,.

With a Little polishing ./—/z'_e
Lasering of Deadly licPhav could
become a traditional fan ballad,

[ TFS¥A% thia point Rick nendens a
technical disewssion of the poem
which shall be foravanded 2o Rl
daten. *F5 JIn anycase, J think the
poem is worth neprinting in a mone
polid/uad veralon,

(nid is just a good wniten,
there's no way anound it, fHene, she
could probably be writing fon @\
Yandno, and she's wniting for o
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Fans only show Zhein isolation
‘rom and ipnonence of mundane
cincles when they allocate 2o fandom
all crealivity, The main point Zo
make i, J think, z‘/taiifamﬁmudﬂ
neven boost its aun devel by blate
o i el
2o the nest of the wardd, I would
do betten trying for continual
impnovement than %o immagine itself
in competétion with same artificial
mundane standand,

dnless you are publishing a
dettengine, on have a discusaion
colunn Like Warhoon, a dettencold
one third of the zine is way away
200 dong, I suspect you of padding
2o (o/@t a hundnred pages ,;fon. the A
annish, becauwse thish doun'i(g O

tinish up nean as good as it =



stanted oud,

Sin, I knaw you make a special-
Ay of insanidy, but you have
indulged yoursel{ in an ernon in
natural goology which cannoZ be
pennidted, In LU 6, on page 73,
you actually implied, nay assented,
that shmoos are indiginous £o Laven
Sdobovia, Hothing could be funthen
Dnom the twth, Shmoos are found
occasionally in the Valley of the
Shmoon, in the Uzark mouniaina,
They are neven found aryhere else
at a/U. Perhaps you were thinking
of zhe Bald Jgole? [F5¥ilo, actually
J was thinking of a shtunk, and who
doesn'z hnow what that i4?

Juat 2o nitpeck a fav of the
crrons in Gid Lamonts nathen bad
collection of unsupponted | ’2! )



collection of unsupponded opinions:
Lond of the Flics is neithen main-
sincan non fantasy [TFS* Actually
Lt's insect opena, Lan't 7S 7;
Stan 5-F did not aun ondy one issue,
but aimply changed oven Zo pb format
Lon Ballentine Books; and the ouu
not namned S.tondedg}e was not a bum,
non was he practically a stupid
geniws, he was a thief and a fall
edged os2upid genius,

Un the other hand, Sevenieen
Sitan Review was pretiy g,oocé
proving i hot Gid /Legllg can do
betten if he takes the time,

S+tan Joodsiton
1253 Weatlake SZ,
Gaden Grove, (alif,

Dean Lilliltics; Sixth edition o,f /t‘/uA

/uzzezme/jo)unai_u,/lu ".2(
\u




nead but J have an unge o commeni
on sane of the lettens, and editons
ial mattens oo, Hoaman flgatons
wnites a mastenfid letten, and by
camenting on his message and one .
on Zwo others J wan say what J wani
about the whéde zine, in general ==
ancl maybe have gpace Zo comment on
othen items in Zthe zine daten,

His suggested Senial policy has
marit: make pants as dange as possi-
ble, on at least Linish a scene and
yet Leave it whene dranatic ef.{fec;é
on atony value widl let the mind
noam and. be "intencated " untidd
it's taken up again next lssue,

J've noticed gquite often nav
fans 'discover’ fandom in thein
canly on mid-Zeens, and /uzvel_’g_%
theonized it was due o a )



willingness 2o exercise thein
imagination -~ pwbably because at
/5 (when 4p many sean 2o discoven
(FFF, at least) it appears organiz-
ed sponts and simidan activities .
sean to be leas ‘zommon on nonexis-
tant, J've wonked with dirnectons
of the 5-man 'board' of NFFF, and
quite often thein enthusiasm and
oniginnal #hinking have helped
bring in ideas that might not have
occurned £o wes without thein
suggeastions, Olden membens, J 'm
sune, had mone maturity -~ well, as
a ude =~ but youngen mambens have
a fresh approach and zesi, hhen
they contnibute #o a fangine == on
edit one -- ﬂzeghaveaeAMGiv

d@oedo;; M 6.3; app[éun.g, /\
thein craative abilities, &



J'm fon this == one neason UMZic
and othern fanzines ane nead by me
when J get a copy with zest, J
migfbf as well say ”mea,ti.vi{tg " has
4wo phases -= one is Zo build -~ and
t/leoﬂte/zuioieaﬂ.daun,ﬁm.f.w
something betten can be maide,
(riticim is paobably the Link
beduveen the #wo: with mental exame
ination a gripe develops until it
s eniticiam, and through thought
can coane fangine materiad -- antic-
des, codumns, Liction and so fonith,
Thought, of counse, precedes all
creativity -- and at Zimes seeing a
"Pav" in a stony inspines an attem-
pL to improve on an idea,

when someone believes in psi it
s probably due %o some 3’\

! . [ 3 oS )
experdence’ concenndng, dome N\ _ 2/



phase of mental powens, hen some-
one doean'z believe in it it can
be due %o wowa/u,opuzg o,f Science =
of the authotity of what has been
writden on nathen printed, Faith -3
on dack of doubt -~ is anothen way
of deacnibing a mental stdte that
includes self-control - and why a
mag called LlfiAtic should disciss
THAT is beyond me, , . but it was fund
[F5* Like you yuonseli just said,
”77wuyuf p/z.eceed/.) all creativity o
By including thought provoRing
matenial J noz onlg Aa,tiA,@ the
neadens’ desines fon serious discis-
aion but J also stimulate creativity
and ideas, *FS ]

Suspension of disbelief and

doubt: bBoth seem %o be J (
necesdany in any "a,op/wazﬁ’ ! )



2o Life. Science neguires a healthy
doubt, and doubt is pant of neasont
iftg,—-pandg.eti,toannotbealﬁbfl
doubt, but a doubt exploned, SF .is
a "ouspension of disbeliel" attitude
points up a contradiction as
comp(ete as that in combxim'_n.g,
tscionce” ”,&oﬁ,on" in one Zeam,
-~ but the contradiction is only
appanent and J think most of us who
enfoy neading aren’? bothened by

any conflicting thought,

C, M, Thiel's Letten /Jpeafw 0/:'
putting Zogethern a pattenn out of
chaos == a nicely-turned phrase
which nepresents a sont of caass
section of what human beings have
saoceeded in doing (in the mé;wl of
a fav hundred paople over a | 3
few thowsand yeans), as fan



as getting a grasp of the "laws of
the inivernse go, llaybe thene'ld

even be a way o find out how

peaple get along with each othen --
and then thene might be a neal break-
2hrough, . .

J'U naw coment briefly on -
othen things about #he zine; dodge
it on suffen the consequences:

(overn is nice; yed, the quy is
a g,ood aniisd,

Fiction by Jurand 'flangotf" wene
both brief, but J'm tempted to
suggest the poetny shoulda been a
bit briefer, Same of the rhythm
was a bit fonced, Stdl, fon a
shont bit of {iction a poen ar
whateven that form is called can be
effective and make quite a 3/”8\)
condended tale. )



énid Jacobs' stony J think was
a bit betten developed —- on it
nulgﬁi be J Like those ia[eponia;&nn
stonies, even with a reindeen, ((SP,
no doubZ, /

This bit of nequining contnib-
utord 2o 2ell you, s0 hey can get
the special contributon's zine, is
a mad, mad, mad, mad idea, You
know, mad, Like the world == on
LiAtie, T would imagine you had
a back Lisz of contributons and,
could theneby send out Zhose zines,
Il Hhene is 2oo much work fon you
and (Lay, maybe you coudd draft
scmeone as (onnesponding Editon, on
something == not Zo take the place
of They llho Do The Schizo-codumn,
but #o hand'e miscellaneous ¢ o)
connedpondinee of that 4



natune, [TFS* Poorn kid, You asked
Lon i, You VOLUNTEERED,  Now don'#
/)e sunprised when J Zake advantage
of this, *57

The Senial, Square Onbit, is
brief again this Zime == but invol-
ves action and ends with what . '
sounds Like a crackling crisis of
dome sont,

None of the fiction seemed
penfect Zo me ~- dialog on something
grated, perhaps, but then J'm a
habitual onipen at times, St
Scan Tissoue seemed the besz adl=row
nound. piece, o me, Reviavs J Like,
genenally, 40 write mone please,

(0f counse if you want #o send some
Zo I‘E Zo pu[)LiA/‘L that widl be f/'ﬂe
00 —— but make 'em a few pa/zacyuzp/w
Long at deast, fo SE PARAJE. ) X C}




[ FS* The follawing is one of #he »
shontest if not the most abbreviated
L' J've emen nead, *FS 7

23908 (alifa 5%,

Woodland Hills, (alif,

LUNA #6 a amash, Lov'd coven,

w'nt mone same, hole ish 100%
improv'm’t over #5, Stonies stild
200 obvious, Poan a blast{er),
oneat! Stan Of Pab == s0? Fongot~
ten flan == ho, ho, ho, Anticles
are good and pleas, despanate, Jo
all Jditoriads aim %o pleaA? /{ope
you pub some good -- on mediocone ==
atuff next ish, Stony (ontest ncar

misses?? You've gone a dong way,

@D

dlet!s see you go funthen,




Seth A, Johnson

339 Stides S&,

Vawe Hall

Hav Jensey 67055
Hald Sin Frank, Just goz Lillltic 6
and must say you have dearned a dot
aince you stanted, (Aay's bit sont
of bugged pe though fon the whole
dann ihing consisted of an apology
Lon being date which would be
appropriate in pensonal letten 2o 1
you, but harndly verny intenesting to
the neaden,

lhe photographic coven was

attractive thou‘gfu Wongle/t i.zf you
couldn? get Tim Dumont #o do some
ardwork fon you dinect on atencil
though, IJ'm not eben aune he ig -
able Zo cut stencils fon u‘A(



yearns since J cornesponded with the
dad,

The panody of Jangerous Jan
hicinay wasn't bad at all, (opecial-
dy 1o those of my genenation who
knav Zhe oniginal, J wonden 2houch
how &t impressed those nav genenation
dans no fanilian with that old ban
room poan,

And just by theway, congratul-
ations on those massive staples,
They neally bind the mag up Like a
prwiessional zine,

Buz the best thing foyourn fon~
zine was fnid Jacobs Santa (Aawse
stony, jmag,éne odd Santa getiing
pulled in for molesting children,

The dettencod wasn't bad at alld,

Wedl Frank that about coverg—-.

everything, Suggest you stant (giB




conaidening going {ull size with
Lilllitic now, [TF5* Quick, (lay, habd
me the atraight jaket! We've got a
widd onel*FS 7 iwst be an avfull Loz
of work butting all those pages in
fon to stapbe that way, You could
s Reep up the present page

count though even with full sige
pages, /[ FS* Gaahhd *FS 7

Roberd, &, llanonoif

Elpin, oz
Jean Frank, There ane a couple of
things you should know about flc Phew,
JI'm no poet, as you can sec -= don'#
knaw the Linat thing about meten
andnflf;mewzdaaan,tohaveameni@é
block when it comes to deanning i,
ficPav was intended as a humonously

wnitten panaphnase of @,




The Shooting Of fan lcGrav by
Robernt P, Seavice — as I'm oune
vou recognized, Aften J notiened
the thing, Ama (Bo.ston Witch) Hill
took it, replaced the clumay
"Weorwaian"with "Venian”, and made
sevenal changes 2o make the poan
Zechnically conneat; hen, Zo my
honron, she up and shipped the
connected vension to Avram Davidson,
A fav weeks went by and back eane
licPhay, nrefomwarded from Boston, I
open up the poen and sav fon the
Linst time the changes Alma had
made; I saw Aomez%i_ng, edse which
darned nean {looned me, Davidaon,
that busy oditon, had noz only nead
the damed 2hing, he had actually
made a cornection on Zwo in his amn
hand. and wnitten ‘ot good (£} 5
s




cnough =~ but makes a fine Zayl"
A% the moment J can’t Lendte the
copy on which Davidson made #he
changes, but if you ever wish to
point to something in LUMAZic which
was britten by FANTAST & SCIGNE
FICTIN s editon, grab zhe issue
with McPhaw in ity {ip Zo page 17
and point out "mell-hellish” ~- a
phrase which 9 know %o be pune
Davidaon,

J dee by something (Lay wrote
that you and J ,a/wbafdia/, met at the
JDiscon, Frankly, 9 don'z rananbern
you at adly but don't Let that
bother you ~= J hardly ever ramamben
who's who on what they happen o
dook Like, Of counse Zhere are
exceptions; J nananbern (nid ;"c.coéd
quite well, ;f’xmzfance. 4 ﬁ'j\


imion.ee

[FS* Uho docan 't remanben EnidIFS-]
LiMtic is nethen the most
impressive fangine non e Least
impressive J have eaven seen; it scc
seems 2o be an honest {anzine rathen
than a disquised political sounding
board an. something of that Hype,
the format is generally good, but
J question He wisdom of those one
and Zwo linens which the editon
tacks 2o the bottam of pages, (Bet
énid was peeved o see the crass

see why fan editons do these thinga,
(FS& Because we're crued, Lécndish,
and we enjoy crass commencial
nessages, *F5 ] ) The contental N\
Jell, zhe contents seem to me{d 7."
4o baiust medium good quality™~—"



fan Aype, "Bi~llightld" doesn 'z
iwean the fanzine comes out twice a
night -- obviouslyl ~— o that eav
Leavwes me wondening if it comes out
Znequenitly enough %o make senials
practical, The letten column is
about as interesting as mosit fanzine
detten codumns and should, by all
dogic, be suitably headed "Jean
LililAtic. " [FS* Any commenits from
the neadens? ¥FS 7 The stonies in
this issue seem to me Zo be not so
bad, with the exception of Zhe
licPhav thing; J'd be inclined go
olve Fnid a pai ﬂon hen story, but
Haybe J'm still nemembening how she
Looked. in hen masquenade costume

in Washington, ... F FS* fven easien
il you've got pictines of hen Like
9 do. %5 7 @



[TFS* Je also necieved letters from:
(1) Carole L. ‘merson, Box 666, lake
jales, Fla, (9" Reeping my {fingens
crossed (anole and, you know, it és
hard o Ype that waét)

12) john llenkel, 2 Buffalo 54,
(Larkston, ich, (o was a bit
cridical but we'll forpive him fon
)

(3) Tin Golund, P.0. Box 316, Hanlem
Ga, 30514 (here's Stanling?)
(1)0hn Kusake, 522 T Ave 1,
Mexandria, flinn, (So nas gou've got
what vou wanted, , , mone 5,/.7 634 Fa. ..
naw you can die horrnibly)

(5)Invin Koch, 335 Chattanooga Bnk.
Blg., (hatanwoga, Tenn, 37402 (Who
has just a wee bit trouble meeting
(6)0ick Hirman (credulows



collecton catches clammy columniat
Lanont with breeches dam? it
2l LM #8 & see)

drom his detten, is eithen impnedsed
on depressed by LUAZic, At any
rate, the last J hearnd, he was
indecisive as to whether he should
buy a harp on a pitchfork on final
(8)Richand llann, 131 Belt Rodd,

APO 845, New Youk, N.Y, 0060% (So
hene's amozhern LUNA o brighten youn
woald--aﬂyou/zaveiodoi,d

burn d)

(9) Canl Schulz, 2527 Lakemias, S%,
Joseph, Mich, 49085, (A /iad Marginal
llonon llanutactuned in filichigan
Plaavelows flef Ma



a Zotal of 15 letterns on a good 20%
of oun neadenship and Long on shont,
shanp on silven Zongued J enjoyed
evEny one of then Let's heep them
coming, huh? *FSJ

OOPS! Just found a couple of cards
here from Vince Mansfield, 40-32

191 st,, Flushing, N.Y. 11358 (Who
warned us that he plans to flood

LUNA with all sorts of stories! Well,
we've got the ark loaded now where

is the down pour?)
* % * % % * %

% * *

SE by F.S.

Here they are, just as promised
in LUNA #6, some of the best SF that
I could find in my collection. AND,
mind you, believe it or not somo of
this stuff I even had a hand in pro-
ducing! Reader, beware, you have
crossed the "Thin Red Line" and you
shall be undermined by some of the
weirdest science fiction available_\
to this mag. a2 (Ej‘;

~



For tho lack of any fancy ar:
work,which this story most certainly
doserves, or any penetrating comments
on its theme-- mainly because I don’t
fully understand it myselfw~ I think
I°11 just leave the reader to sit in.
stupification as you face the...

BARRIER

by
Ron Wilson

Jaegar looked at the tall one
with unshaking, unexpressive eyes.

"Woll, I rerely can say," the
tall one muttercd, licking the tips
of his dark cyecbrows. A fow of the
others had left the cooking pot and
were standing aimlessly by. The old
man near the fire hadn’t moved.

"T must know," Jacgar said simply.

The tall one smoothed the fur on
his left ear and jerked his head to
tho right. "Seo what you sce?”

Tho tall one frowned. ©“I¢rarely
can help us then if we can't see.” He
moved towards the fire and Jaegar
flicked a quick glance to the othors.

“Do you know where I come (52)
from?% Jaogar asked with icy claTity.



No one spoke, Somec knelt on their
spindly legs, others stood. A short
cne had locked both elbows behind his
head and was hooting furiously,

Jaegar walked to where the old man
sat with both eyoes fixed solemnly on
his navel., The 1id of his head was
naked and bleachod. A band of greyish
hair eircled his necck, then flowed
down his back,

"I?ve been gone nine hundred
years,” Jaegar said. The old man did
not move, Jaogar looked at the tall
onc standing over the pot, hands full
of amber twigs,‘nine hundred years,”
he repeated.

Tho tall one dropped the twigs
and grabbed the stump of hand that
clutched the saltshaker, "No wonder
you're still confused,” he said, shaki-
ing the shaker's wrist, "I understand.
You try to act in straight ways, and
come out cating your own dogs."”

Jacgar . sct his holmot on a
stump and looked the tall one full in
the face. “You woren®t hore boforec.”
Impatienco came in his eyes. .
"here did you-- all of this-~(F )
como from?® He asked sharply.k\k_“'

=,
o



The tall one shifted his weight
uneasily and dropped the shakor.

“Tell mel" Jaegar shouted bect-
ling with rago.

The tall onc pointed a spidery
fincer at 2 one-logged old woman with
matted fur., Jaocgar snorted in dis-
gust, The tall one shrugged,

A few of the group walked by jaoge-
ar and stood near the tall ono, "Now,"
he announced, liiking into the pot.
The short one with both elbows still
fixed, prattled wildly.,

“T would ask you first,® tho tall
ono said, looking at Jaegar. One of
the otheors was helping tho old woman,
tho rest waited.

Jacgar shook his head. Tho tall
one shrugged and thrust his hand into
tho pot. The others followed, tho
0ld woman gurgling relief,

"Nine hundred years is the lag
botwoon here and tho Pleiades,” Jacgar
said, brooding, ‘e havo completed the
initial drive.” Ho slipped the chrome
blastor from his belt and dirccted
its aim at the tall onec's chost. “And
T want somo answers,® ho said, (fi AN\

“The others," the tall one o4
said *to himself, momentarily



stiffoning., "And where do you fecl
sou have to sec?" Jacgar®s eyes ner-
rowed in the weak sunshine, Theo tell
one leaned unsteadily on tho edge of
the pot and pointed at the old man.
“Thera, “he said,

Jaogar glanced at the old man
and then at one of the short onos
who had elimbod inside the pot and
was growling at the othors,

"No, " Jacgar said and incautiously
lowered the blastor,

At longth tho tall onc grinned
and pointed at a largc hairless dog,
lying off to tho right with all four
feot in the air,

“Just tho same thing, actually,
but not for hore,” the tall one said,
nodding at tho pot. Tho short onc
inside had disappcared.,

Jacgar frowned as the tall one
thrust a black lump into his mouth
and licked at the trickle down his
throat, %I supposc it might be pos-
sible, that is, if you werc quict
about it," ho mused to himself, and
then floxed both cars at tho s
time just to prove it. The /-
hair laid down oboedicntly.




Jaegar picked up his holmot and
turned to tho others, ™I wish I had
the answers,® he said, Theo tall onc
shrugged and returned his attention
to the pots The old woman belchod
vinlently and the twigs shc was chow-
ing shot from her face.

Jacgar looked at the old man,
still sitting by the fire, His lips
wcre moving but his oyes were fixed.

As ho walked up tho trail, “Why
did they cut it?" fluted on tho wind
but Jacgar didn®t look back. He no

longor carcd to know.
* % % * %k % % % % (\

* * * A}}
low do you make a statuc of an réaw

clephant? Easy, just takec a BDGJ

stab of stone and cut off cvery-
thing that doesn’t look like en
\

\ clephant. AT e’

FOR SALE: COMIC BOOKS! I havo one
thousand four hundred comis for salc.
List available in two_woeks. Frank SIS

Ma:glnal moron by "Richard Nﬂnrffj (
who nlso gots tnish FAREI!?



TOMORROW

by .
Carolc Emerson

Spinning hazily in nothingness,

A world so small and green,

Sccure in hor contompt for good,

Secure in the strengths of
forbidden things.,

Slowly the sun warms the withered
1limbs, old even before their time.

Sléwly shc gathors hor will and her
longing, and

Advances her steps toward a future
unseen,

Hor eyes slowly lifting, she sees day
boyond her. Tomorrow is coming.

With science and magic and art anc
their teachings,

She kills the old virtues, her
children’s endeavors.,

For yocars in the darkness they fought
to be perfect--~ to spread God’s
Reflection to all who could see.,

(next page) 5 7



They did all along, with no help from
their mother,

They strode out before her with light
in their hards,

Alone in the darkness she watches
their passage.

Alonc as before she walks on in
silence,; reocalling tho days of
her beauty,

The days of her glory when goodness
embraced her,

Tomorrow, advancing, comes steadily
nearer,

She cries in her longing for all she
has lost=~ for all that her

pride has deniod her,
LI I ¥ k 3k € ¥k %k

% * L

You like that one? Well don't
be too surprised if you seco morc of
Carole’s poectry in coming issucs,

Now fen, here is a rcal rarity.
Here we have some SF by FS or rather
a re=writc of Linda Kierstecad'®s prose
in such a way that there is hardlyg
anv resemblance to the originallf O\

I think youll like this onc. \« LJ



A JURY OF ONZ
Frank Stodolka
Linda Kierstead

"I did its" The first man
said, "I did it! But why mec?"

"I don't soe why you're mad,"
Thero was nothing else that could
boe donc,"

The man from ELarth rcplied.
"Bosidcs, you know very well it's
the only way--"

"But why me?" The first re-
torted.,

"You don't understand. If
they had been analyzcd and dis-
sccted by thee o o thes « o can
you imaginc what they could do
with thc knowlcdge?"

" o sand we tricd covory possible
way to gct thom to safety, but
there was no altornative. Their
only cscapc was destruction. For
two yoars I havec heen trying to
convincce mysclf wo did the right
thing." Hec gazcd up through tho
plastic domo znd as tho bluc glow
of usarth light illuminated his

alrcady blcak fcaturcs thoy suddonly
hecame distorted with shadows.@@I



"The poor old couple. . . It
must be a terrible burden--" The
Larth man almost sounded sympathe-
tic as his voice tried to fill the
silence of the chamber.

The other hadn't even heard the
comment. Instead he looked up at
the sters saying, "We were all
hiding in the caves waiting for
the pick-up ship. It was our
third, cur final, try to retrieve
the old couple. Then we discovered
that we had been surrounded. They
had a radar net over us that a
fly couldn't penetrate and a mother
ship was up there with at least a
dozen patrol craft. The place
was bristling with ray cannon bat-
teries and olcctronic fienees in
seconds. Just a few days ago thore
was only the minimum possible co-
verage and patrol that a planoct
under séige could afford but with
this. » « we didn't stand a chancce..
they took us prisoner. . .didn's
oven give us the privilege of riding
to prison.im stylc. « »just marched
use « oand the others as old as

they wercl!'" He stopped to lotsgbat
; 0



sink into the mildly intecrestcd
-sarth man, thon continuted, "I

spcak Xarnian vary well so we staged
a little play for them, 'Out Hunt~
ing' as Karel put it."

With that, the onc montioned
suddenly appcazrod at the bedroom
door, HJ'glazod oycs coldly ap-
praising the Liarth man. "Jercme .

"Plcase, plcasc, Karcl stay in
the othor room. Lot me handle
this.”

She slowly rotrecatcd, nervously
cycing the man from lLarthside,
vhilc her partner in the thwarted
reseuc resumed his reveric. Then,
after gathering his wits in a sce-
ond or two hc continucd, "As you
know Xarn is a plonct exactly like
carthe. - The pcople have the samc
general appearance but spcak a
diffcrent language. The war betw—
cen sarth and Xarn had baen going
on for gome time and Larth was
eventually victorious. But when I
was in their system we had only
captured what we called "Asylum I';
the first step toward toking over
their system. It was to be Ejli



Jumping off piace for the finol
assault that wasn't to come for
six months yet.

The old couple was one of hund-
reds of tec s that has been spying
on their planct for years. Ve
had bcen scnt to pick thom up but
somcthing went wrong. . .torribly
VITONEe o »

We hadn't boen there for soveral
days sinco our lost attempt so we
did not know that thoy hod forti-
ficd the region overnight with
hidden ray omplaccments. The rost
happonecd as I said. They werc so
0ld and fcoble they couldn't cscape
with us so w¢ had to make surc that
the Xarnians couldn't cxaminc them
when we reaehced a concentration
camp or whatover they koop thoir
prisoncrs in. It mecant losing tho
valuable informption thoy had but
we couldn't let thc Xarnians kocp
thom. We had to get away! Ve had
to do it! They. . .madcs » « Uus
do ite o

"The old couplc kncw it was go-
ing to happen---When we stopped to
rest by one of thc numcrous mud
lakes on Xarn the old woman L?



spokc to me. All she said was,
"Wow?" I didn't answer her. I
got up and walked away. I loo ked
down at dry mountain clay. "Thcy
know what was going to happen," I
mumbled, "Thcy undcrstood."

"Well, yos, of coursc. . « it
had to bec donc. ." The other man
cchocd from a distoncc. He was
watching the twisting shadows
that ercepod around tho craters
cutside. Apparcntly he had lost
interest in the scientific curio-
sity beforc him. "They understood!
Do you hear moe? They understoodi"
He sercamed suddonly.

This jarrcd the Serth mon but
minutes later the c¢clor in the
other's face was back to normal.
Jorem continucd his stoxy and the
sorth man pald a little more at-
tontion, "Whcn wo had cempcd on the
sccond night of the march I knocked
out the two guards in front of our
tent, gave Karel one of the uniforms
and after we werc through changing
I rcmoved the destruction plates
from tho scwn-in pouch under my
scalp with onc of the guards'éj p
kniwves. I taped one to the (\*:;j

-



back of oach of tho old onocs'
ncads. I sct them for timc dest-
ruct in five minutos and told the
two tc go to the main tent where
the officers weree Ho stopped.

"God, you don't know how hard
that was. « "

"Yes, yos, I sco. . " The
other said,". « but you understand.
It was the only wey-~" he addod.

"I know! I know! Wecll, Karcl
said goodbye to my mother, but
fathor and I just couldn't look
into cach othor's cycs. I just
couldn't think., . ."

"Anyway, the ncxt thing I rc-—
mcmbered was looking from the
mountains with a stolon distance
vicwer and God! Mother hadn't made
it inside! She just started glow—
ing all ovcr. « .right in front
of the scntries that guarded tho
tent and. « and she just dissolved
right there thon—-~--BOCM! Nothing.
Father made it throughi" He yel-
led hysterically, "Father blew the
tent sky high! Yecah it just burst
into a thousand flames that went
billowing, up, up into the skyagga



Thoe pitch of his voico rosc to o
scrcam, "Hoh, wc got them cff the
planct alright! Wo blew them off!
~very onc of thoir miscerable molo-
culos. « .2 thousand little flamcsi™
Suddenly, Korel was beside tho
other, soothing him, trying to
calm him down, "Then, as you know,
wc rcached tho sccondary landing
zong," She continuced with the st-
ory, "and they brought us herc.
They said we werc 111, that they
didn't know what to do with us.
We've been hero so long now and
wo plecaded for them to let us froc
s¢ I gucss they sent you to hcar
our cas¢. Why do thoy makc us
stay here? What is it that mekes
thom say wo arc un-natural?"
"Beecausc you arc!" The suiarthman
said.
'She looked him hard in the cyc.
"T don't know what went wrong
with the other two to causc thom
to fail, but I've doecided that we
arc gcing to have to kcep both of
you up hcre undor obscrvation.
Wo're geing to have to .find out
what causcd it. You undcorstond ~

5



that don't you?"

They stercd blankly a2t him.

"T mecan, how c¢lsc could tho
human recc take over the galexy?
Therce certainly arcn't cnough of
us to congquor cvery star systom,
so wo send you and others like you
to fight for us. There was no
other cheico. « « no othor way."

With that hc slammecd the door
to the air lock, cyclcd ity and
was gonc to somoplacc where a
spaccship waitod to takc him away
from the desoletion of tho moon,

Behind him Kerel was still try-
ing to be of somc comfort to Jorcm.
They waited therc, togethor, in
the cold glow of sarthlight that
bathod their plasti-flesh and
washed their synthetic hair in
iridoscenco. The verdict had been
given,
_ % % * * ok % * %

* * e~
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And here we have an addition to
this edition which I am sure will be
most welcome, Dave Kirk Patrick is
back with another of his great stor-
ies, As was said in LUNA #6 I was
going to print “Rich Man", another
of his stories, however, when Dave
sent mo this shortly after I decided
to hold on to "Rich Man" for a while.

So button up your wooden over-
coats children and hang on to your
broomsticks 'cause Dave is going to
tell you all about the....

DARK DEVIL
by
D. Kirk Patrick

The shrieks of the tit bird rip-
ped through'the vibrant air of the
Exetor. Crarmer walked from cage to
cage, dishes of feed in his hands.

He stood by the tit bird‘’s cage
and pressed the stud on the side of
his pistol. A fine mist came out
and the bird settled into a comatose
silence. Too much would make it
raging terror so he was carefulié?\\

U,

The gas mask he wore protected |



him from the drifting gases.

Before the effects of the gas
wore off he placed the dish of feed
inside the cage and shut the door
tight.

Around the perimeter of the large
animal hold, Cranmer walked, sprayed,
and fed.

At the end he entered the control
chamber, Alongside the racks of
masks and gas guns were rows of
strange and exotic weapons. Each
was deseigned for a particular animal,
where possible. Tho electric goads
took care of the others.

"Stop right there!"”

Cranmer started. He turned.
Facing him was a man holding a stubby
needle gun,

"Wha... what are you doing here?”

“I don't want to hurt you. Just
hand me a bulb of that Anathene.”
Suddenly he added vehemently, "AND
FASTt®

Cranmer began to realize what
was happening., The intruder's eyes
shifted nervously, excitedly. His
skin was sallow, Sweat spread 3~
shiny film across his forehead.ﬁ’ @)
Despite his size, well over 51xv~'\J’



and two hundred pounds, he was with-
drawn, cold, out of touch,

Cranmer stammered, "Sure, sure,
just take it easy with that thing.”

Nervously he sidled over to the
gas bulb locker,

In onec movement he had picked up
a bulb and thrown it. It burst agai.
nst the bulkhead as the intruder be-
latedly released a needle, It shat-
tered against the stoel storage
locker. Crammer grabbed a mask.

The gas had swept over the in-
truder and left him swaying, With a
groan the man fell to the deck.
Cranmer bent over him to make surc he
was unconscious, Then he turned on
the air purifiers,

He reached over and turned on
the televiewer.

"What's the matter, Cranmer?
Trouble with the Glyph?" Captain
Jounson looked over his crewman®s
shoulder and saw tho body on the
deck., "What happened there?”

“A stowaway, sire. An Anathane
addict by his actions. ;

"How did he get on board?‘yf*‘x\

r9!

“"T don't know..sir. He
- A\ /)
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came from behind the gun racks.”

“Keep him quiet until I get
there,” The screen blanked out.

Within minutes the room was
svarming with officers and crewmen.,
The doctor was examining the unconsec-
ious man, He had been tied.

The sccurity officers were look-
ing for signs of entry. From the
animal quarters came a shout, "Here,
sirt®

Ignoring the screams of the
animals, the captain followed the
warrant officer, Ono of the security
men was pointing behind a series of
food crates, Well hidden in a corn-
cr was a crudec acceleration couch
mado of straw from some of the cages.
Get rid of that mess, I'm going to
scoc about the prisoner.”

One of the men had him taked to
tho brig. He made a pitiful sight
behind the bars, Jounson had a chair
set in front of tho cell and he sat
down.

"Who are you?" ho asked,

“What business is it of yours?"
The man half turned away.

*None, but if you don't \{ (vb

'-._,__



answer you won't get this.," Jounson
opened his hand, A small bulb of
Anathene glowed dully. The prisoner
saw it and his eyes dilated in rapt
attention, He licked his lips., "How
will you tell?”

"Do I get the Anathene?” Jounson
put it back in his pocket, "Waiti®

"Well?"

"Uh.., the name’s Carlson, Joseph
Carlson,”

"Carlson? Carlson..." Jounson
cocked his head. “Haven't I heard
that name before?”

"I wouldn't be surprised,”

"Where?"

"Hah, you’ve got the answer in
your pocket.”

"My pocket..." He placed his
hand against the bulge of the Anathene
bulbs. He stood up. "Carlson!

Joseph Carlson! A Joseph Carlson
discovered Anathene twelve years agot"

"That's me. The natives gave it
to me on Quillen.”

YAnd now you're..."

"That's right. I became the first
addict., Funny isn’t it?" A croogked

S"““spreel,d his mouth. 7 Ji\



"Why this ship?”

"The only place in port I could
7et it, I know you'll give it to me
here because you don't want me to
die and you don't have the facilities
to cure me., It's as simple as that.”
All this time he hadn’t taken his
eyes away from the bulge in the Cap-
tain's pocket and with a mixture of
hunger and hatred clouding his vision
he held out his hand repeating, "Re-
member, if you don't give it to me
here I'llo . Ql"

Jounson knew what would happen
but he didn't know what to do, He
had seen people who didn’t get Ana-
thene., A horrible death., He had
also seen people almost crucified
for feeding the habit of another.

He dug into his pocket and pulled
out the bulb, Quickly Carlson reach-
od between the bars and grabbed it.
Like an animal protecting his mate,
he ran into the far corner of the
cell and broke it,.

In fascination Jounson watched
Carlson drop into a stupor.

*_k_% 7 @

Jounson sat in his cabin. (:::/
His head hung down as he tried



wc think out a course of action.

he next port would take threc woeks
0 reach. He could keep Carlson iu
supply without seriously depleting
his own supply. Cutting it off wonld
svrely kill Carlson, Feeding him
would get him into worse trouble with
the police, what should he do?

He couldn’t sit there all day.

He went up to tho cabin and a sccne
of activity,.

The officers made sure that the
ship was running smoothly. He walk-
ed up to the first mate, Loonard.

"Any problcms?®

Loonard started at the voice and
turned. “No, sir, There's a metecor
swarm approaching at a parascc. We
have docoloratedh triflc but still
it will reach us in a fow minutes,
I've suggested to the navigator a
course between the two lobes of the
swarm, "

"No, We run the outside. I've
been hired to make surc this ship
gets through. I°m taking no chances.”

"Yos sir.” Leonard turned, He
muttored to himself. “Two = A\
cxtra days. What about ( ;))
Tovise at Jorvis? She won™t N7



like it if I'm late. He smiled,
“Ahh, the captain will never know."”
e walked over to the navigator and
made sure he had the course between
the two ends of the swarm,

Jounson was making a circuit of
tho control room, Suddenly he stop-
ped and looked into the hyper-radar
screen., His stomach made a lurch as
ho saw that they weron't going to
skirt the edges. Thoy were hoading
for the very center.

"Mr, Leonard! Why aren’t we
following my orders?i®

Loonard got up, his mind whirling,
Why hadn’t the captain left? *Uh,
I''m sure we can make it."

"I'm captain of this ship and I
said we tako no chances! Too latc now
but if thero is one micromcter hole
when we come through, I'1l personally
attend to your triall®

He turned back to tho screcn, his
mind seething. "STEER RIGHT!" Too
late., The flicke? was no more then
a couple of miles direcetly in front
of the ship. He hold on, e

A dull boom reverborated (7/. )
throughout the ship as the \i_:p
moteor intercepted their



course, The lights flickered onco,
tulice, and then burned on.

"Wo've boen hit!"®

The sealer will repair it,”

& spot of red appeared on the
ship’s automatic diagram right over
the animal hold,

Jounson turned. "“The animals!"
He ran out and down tho hall,

The doors surrounding the hit
aroa had sealed outomatically, Sev-
eral men lay on the deck.

Jounson pressed his sleeve ovor
his nosc and ran into the fog of gas.
He came back out with a2 handful of
gas masks. Ho handed them around.
Masked, hc went back in to look at
the damages The meteor had shot
right through the hold and directly
through the gas locker, It had pass-
ed into the animal hold,

Jounson ran for the door leading
into it. “If those animals got
enough of the gas..." A crash came
from the hold,

Ono of the crewmen had some in
behind the eaptain and went over teo
the doorway. He never had a A 2\
chance, . ¥ 8

A large claw snapped out \_



and clipped around tho neck of the
unlucky crew member.,

The rest of the men and Jounson
bolted for the door, They all knew
that tho claw could belong to only
one animal in the entire monageriec.
The Glyph had escaped. The most
bestial of all beasts, they had con-
sented to ship one to thce planet
Minerva,

Jounson turned to the gun rack
and plucked off a goad., He turned
the switch and a brilliant spark
sped out and burned the Glyph. He
took advantage of its momentary dis-
comfort to follow the rest of the
men outside the first door and lock
it behind,

He ran up to the control room.
His mask and goad started whispers.
He made an announcement over the a2ll-
ship system, "Attontion. Attention.
This is your captain., The motcor
has rocleased some Anathene gas. Ev-
ery man is warned tc stay away from
the animal hold.” He cut it off,

No sensc in causing a paniec.

He called to the warrant officer
and drow him into a corner. (77 /)
"What will kill the Glyph?" \/ )



- e e dEeY My & s ¢ W

"Is that what's loose?” His
voleec betrayed his faco.

“NEVER MIND! How's it killed?®

“An cxplosive would wreck the
ship.ss I would say, exposing it to
hard space,®

Jounson’s mind ran over the pos-
sibilities., To cxpose it to hard
space would mean dostroying the rest
of the eargo, fivo thousand dollars
of commodities, No, thore must be
someo othor way., And fast because
they didn't have time to mancuver it.

A crcowmen ran in.

“The Glyph, sir! It's bresking
through the portall®

"Impossible! That door's made
to withstand prossures of...” Then
he remembered the Anathene., With
the Glyph's strongth tripled nothing
could withstand it,.

"What will we do?1®

“Got the ventilators going! Try
to hold him with the goads!®

The man loft only to be replaced
by another, "Sir, the prisonecr wants
to speak to you,”

His emotions wantod to tell the
man to go to Hell but he knewff7
he would have to speak to  \ /.



iniison, do felt his poeket and fne
remaining bulbs of Anathenc,

He soon found himself in front
of the cell, parrying with Carlson,
“Yesi Yes! I know what you

want!®

“Then give it to me,” Carlson's
voice was cold, calculating. The
first bulb had been small, not
enough to last,

He know that Carlson still had 3
the upper hand, He couldn't afford
the time to argue. Ho reached into
his pocket and held out the bulbs.

Instecad of grabbing them as bef-
ore, Carlson waited until Jounson
held them closer, Suddenly hc reach=
od out betwcen the bars and dragged
Jounson closor by tho wrist. Ho
flung an clbow around Jounson'’s ncck
and started to choke him.

“T'm sorry, Jounson, but don't
you think it fitting that I usc my
own discovery to escapo?”

Jounson no longor hoard, Uncon-
scious ho slumped as Carlson removed
the remaining bulbs from his

pocket, Ho let Jounson drop / (7
as hc broke the ontire batch, \/ k’”



His head spun as he inhaled.
Then it cleared with icy dotorminat-
ion, He held the bars and casily
bent them aside,

Ho walked down corridor after
corridor. The rumning men saw him
and made way for him,

By the cell Jounson slowly strug-
gled to his feet, His hoad clearod
in jorks, His eyes focuscd on the
ompty bulbs in the cell, He lurched
towards the control roon,

The officers looked in askance
at him as he cried, “The stowaway
is loosc! He's insane with Anathone,
Announce it,"™ He turnced and went
out, loaving orders to kill,.. on
Sight-

Carlson kept going. A loud roar
camo from down the hall as a couple
of men ran past, He saw a scene of
horror.

Two mon lay dead on the deck,
their nocks snapped. A third was
fitfully, toarfully, trying to kecp
his goad in position., Suddenly a

claw grabbed him, He joined the
rost of his fellows at the /-

foet of the Glyph. (Zij;}

/
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Carlson knew that this was the
enemy. This was all he knew,

The Glyph roared and leapt at
Zarlson, His claw whipped out, Al-
though it was closed around the puny
thing in front of it; it roared in
pain as the claw was twisted and
broken,

In a frenzy of rage it tried its
other, clew, This met the same fate,
The puhyifacing it was more than a
match. The Glyph tried to turn in
the narrow corridor but the Carlson-
animal leapt on the neck of the
creature,

The Glyph tried to run its attack-
er off against the bulkhead but the
animal refused to be removed. Slowly,
petiently, savagely, the Glyph®s head
was bent back. With a finel cracke.s
the Glyph slumped and its dead air
sighed out of its body.

Carlson got up., The animal re-
ceded, It drained out of him like a -
cold flood leaving fear, terror in
its wake.

The effects were almost gone.

The walls and floor started to/-
close in, He writhed and Q;) (\

S



whimpered. He looked around as
the corridor tried to trap him., He
turned to the only exit. He eried
and started to run,

A crewman saw him coming. He
knew who the man was, He knew about
the Anathene. Ho fired and Carlson
iropped..s at last,

* %k ® kX * k%
* * *
MORE NEWS!! HEAR YE FANS, CLAYTON
HAMLIN SPEAKS!

Be it known, that all good LUNA-
ties, who will submit one dollar for
either a ncw or a renewal subscrip-
tion, will receive, absolutely freec
of charge; one photograph, size 8" by
10", suitablo for framing, of the
cover of this issue, Dear Devil, by
Dave Prosser.
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SQUARE ORBIT
(Chaptor Four)
by
! Rick Norwood
Synopsis: The "“Big Wheel® or space
station had met with a catastrophe
while in orbit.

Split seconds before the station
had fallen apart Commander Arkenhower
had fired retro rockets to slow the
spin of the station., At the very
moment of disintegration Arkenhowor
released an escape bubble which
formed itself around Senator Forman
and him,

The senator was a space sick
"earthie®” who couldn't withstand
wdightlessness for long periods of
time. Never-the-less, Forman had
the duty of détermining whether this
station and its crew was fit to orbit
and this catastrophe wasn’t going
to help very much,

Just after the station's disrupt.
ion one of the weird electro-static
phenomena characteristic of bodies
isolated in space had shocked both
Arkenhower and Forman into /0
unconsciousness within the \(J ()
bubble. Here we rejoin the two...



The forms of two men hung inside
the transparent globe. Slowly, they
revolved, Now and again, one would
brush against the shock absorbant
walls and almost imperceptable slow
its drifting. Commander Arkcnhowor’s
back was unnaturally arched, and his
arms were outstrotched so that he
secmed to be floating on an invisible
pool. Senator Forman had drawn hige
self into a tight ball, and tumblicd
head over hecls around the eonclosod
space., Outsido, repair operaticns
were alrcady undor way. Men in white
plastic suits strung high resistanco
wire from section to scction, to cq-
ualize the various cleetric charges
that oach possessod, Soon the stati
ion rescmbled nothing more than a
poorly wrapped package, fuzzy with
glittering, gossamer festoons. The
mést dangorous scctions, including
the one which had beoen the command-
er’s office, werc marked with rcd.
A11 froc floating objects which were
not quickly sccurod wero lost. Now,
rcassombly operations would besg
wait on the Commander’s re- /N n
cnvery, and a helpless, hope- {0 \)l
less calm doscorded on the S



survivors, The mon gathered arour:
their unconsclous captain to wait.
* Kk

#hilc no onc had witnossod tho
actual causo of the wreck, eovery man
aboard the station had participatced
in it to a greater or a lesser de-
groce, Just a few hours beforo,
Michac} Anson McHenery had becn
iistening to his commandor and the
visiting carthic with a wry oxvres-
sion on his face, which was, luckily,
unscon in the darknoss, Ho sat be-
fcro the radiation control consolc,
ard it was not his official station,
Ho manned it at the request of a
slylarking friend, who by this timc
wouid be well on his way to station
Throe=hi in a borrowed hoppor, If
Commander Arkonhower had guessed who
sat barcly two fcot away, Mike Mc-
Henry would have been in the hottest
wator this side of the rcactor gilc.
Fortunately for Mike, ncither the
Commander or his companion were
awarc of any of the buzzy indivicdua-
ls around them. The dish~shapcd
panorana of ships and stars, color-
ed in clean solid, goomctric /(3 /q\
arcas of brightnoss bheld N



their full attontion, Darkness made
a good wall,
*_ok ¥

The pleasant, slightly British
voice of the Commander moved away,
to be cut off by the purr of an air
lock door sliding to, Mike slipped
quietly from his seat, listencd to
the pattern of beeps which gave him
the time, and walked barefoot to
the ladder leading upwards, To the
others in the room he was just a
nameless shadow moving across the
resplendent backdrop. If he hurried,
he would go out only minutes before
his relief came in, so that the post
would be left unwatched as briefly
as possible, He had no premonition
whatsoever of tho disaster which
began before his foot touched the
first rung of the ladder, And yet
by the time he had pulled himsolf
into the lighted corridor on the
inner level of the two story whecl,
a solar flare, minor as such things
wont, had upsct the delicate clect-
romagnctic balances in the vacuum
that lay on the othor side of 3 =~
the wall above his head., In t)'Fﬁ
the moments it tock him to oy



don his space suit, an empty ship
began to drift at the end of its
safoty column, moving on a magnetic
wind., Mike climbed through the air-
lock and stood on the inner surface
of the great wheel, Below his feet,
it was a toy, a tire swing hung
from a branch by a rope, but it rose
above his hecad, higher and grander
than the arch of any bridge., In the
very center of the space, the cent-
ral ball hung, a balloon, its string
the slanting strut that sproutecd by
Mikoe®s side and shrunk from a towcr
to a pencil to a thread as it reach-
cd upwards. Thon Mike jumped up,
killing his motion with his jets,
and breaking the spell. The illusim
of up and down was dceétroyed and
the gigantic space station was loft
lying flat, turning in the void.
The over renewed sense of wondor
which camc with new ways of looking
at things filled his wholc conscious-
ness for a momont, until he put such
thoughts into the back of his mind
and went about his duties. '/8 ~)
Already the blind forces \ \J’
destined to destroy so much of the
space station had been put into
inexorable motion.-*-*-*-



It was not until almost two hours
after the disaster, during which timc
the romains of the station had faita-
fully followed their orbit around
the carth, that Commandor Arkenhowor
first regained consciousness, Ho
opened his eyes, and, instantly awarc,
moved only with the greatest of cau-~
tion, examining first his own body,
and then thce shell which sustainod
his 1ifc, beforc turning his attont-
ion to the Scnator., Ho could not
hecar tho cheer which arosc spontan-
cously among the men who watched
from space his fishbowl recovery.
Forman®s limbs he carefully pulled
from their stiff, contracted position,
massaging the knotted, lumped, muscl.
¢ of the Senator®’s thin, pale arms
as best ho could. The Senator canc
to, moaning with pain, as free cir-
culation was restored, ‘What hap-
pened?® he asked, causing the Com-
mander to muffle a laugh,

"You fooless:™ began Arkenhower,
"nevor grab ANYTHING at times like
this, In space tho kinetic cenergios
of motion arc almost always accomp-
nicfhBy™ varying potential ﬂ”\'?
onergics which causo them,” \k) //



Thon, sorry for his angry words, he
explained more calmly, "One of us
picked up a static charge from a
wall., Nothing happoned until you
grounded us by touching me, Now,
the whole bubble has a charge that
will have to be bled off before we
can get out,”

“Like when you walk on a rug in
rubber soled shoes, only more so,
right?” said tho senator, rccovering
quickly and choosing to ignore the
Commander®s thoughtless outburst.,

T wouldn®t know about that. e
do without rugs up here,"”

Senator Forman could see that the
Commander was in a more cmotional
state than he would have carcd to
admit, The concern of a captain for
a ship gone aground, affection mis-
placed, wasted on an inanimatc ob-
ject.s Privately, tho Senator was
not in the least surprised at any
disaster which might happen on a
station such as this., It simply
confirmed his opinion, formed almost
as soon as he had stepped aboard,
that the station and its crew were
a flying accident, waiting forf O @
a place and time to happen, %\\_//



“How soon can we start cvacuation,
Commandoer?” Forman asked calmly.
"Bvacuation?” The Cormmander was
too completoly surprised by the idea
to be angry. “Evacuation, don't be
rediculous, Nobody covacuates a
multi billion dollar project just
because one thing wont wrong with
its Why, I'11 havo it back together
in no time; as soon as I can got out
of this blasted egg and got to work."
The senator was silent for a
long time, "I'm afraid that would
be a2 waste of enorgy,® he said fin-
atly.
"What's that supposed to mean?®
“It means that the govermnment is
discontinuing service in this orbit,
I was scnt up here to decide whether
or not the personal of this station
were f£it to remain in space. I think
what has happened leaves only one
possiblo descision on my part.”
“Bocause of a freak accident, a
chance in a million, surecly nobody
is to blame; and if anyone is found
rosponsible, I'11 have him grounded

SO fastl.lw ,/0 9\
“Yos, yos, you'ro right \O J)
there, Those responsible will —



e grounded, they certainly waili.
You’ll be grounded, Commander, alons
with every man who served under you.
Ind it will bo doing you a favor,
You'll live longer. Becausc you're
responsible for what has happcened,
all of you,” The senator allowed
his impatience to grow into rage,
knowing that the Commander could not
retaliate here, under the cyes of
his meon, “You call yoursolf “fleox-
ible®, "open to suggestions®, and
then take off on somc halrbraincd
scheme like cncouraging your melto
go barcfoot. a=winging along the rat
lines like a bunch of hairy apes.
Kecep them happy, cheerful, playful.
Sloppy, negligent, and irresponsible
would be more like it. In the short
while I've been aboard this station,
I have scen more casual insubordin-
ation and disrospect than would be
tolerated in the most lenicent civil-
ian firm back on the ground. And
you call yourselves soldiers? You
know what you are, you're a profcs-
sional father image, thc permissive
parent, a pal to his kids..e /~
and that®s what you've turned;f) (ﬁi
your crow into, kids, You'ro™

.



letting boys run loosc where only a
man can be trusted, and now look.
Don't say anything, just look, usc
your cycs. How many of them are
dead out thore? How many space suits
in that eager, admiring circlec don®t
have any life inside them??”

The voice, so accustomed to the
echo from the walls of the Scnate
Chambors, was swallowed up by the
plastic walls, and the silence last-
ed until a suited figure put his
helmet against the wall and signalled
that the bubble’s charge was now at

a safec level,
k%

Mike was short, still boyish at
twenty~-cight, with a ruddy facec,
curly hair, and, at thec moment, a
broken arm, for which he had no onc
but himsolf to blamc. Caught com.
pletoly unawares by the wreck, his
first hint of the disaster had been
when tho airlock in which he stood,
returning from a routine tour of
duty among the docking and embarking
ships, closod about him like a gloved
hand, whilo tardy safety rclays __
slammed the askew door down (T &
on his forc-arm. Now, he lay \)J/



in a light webbing of pressurc straps

undor the bright white lights of tho
emergency hospital, Mentally he
sliced tho minutes down into scconds
as he fixedly turned his mind from
the pain inside to the clock on the
wall. The cloeck consisted of a gas
gilled ring, half colorless, half
transparcent blue; around whiech threo
bright beads of red and grecn and
yellow moved. The red dot was a
tortoise, the yollow dot a hair, Hoe
had yet to catch the grcen dot mov-
ing at 211, but sooncr or later a
cunning glance would capturc it off
guard and..s when in hcavenly hell
was someonce going to come and do
something about his arm?!

At last, one of the doctors left
a hopolcss, dying man for a quick
chock of the minor injuries. He
hung upside down in Mike®’s ficld of
vision while long, dark fingers
quickly set the arm and moulded
around it a time setting plastic
which also contained an anesthetic,
“Let it sct a whilo and it'll
be 0K, Try not to make too much
disturbanco as you go out,* /(3 ’ﬂ
the doctor roeited. He < £



as imi pimy P

moved on, leaving Mike both anncyect

Ty his brusquenoss and glad tc be free

eZ0iN,

By the time Mike had counted off
five minutes on the wall clock, the
pain had faded away. Getting into
a space suit with only onc free hand
was a problem, and the standard

safety checks were out of the quest-
ion. However, before long Mike was
Listoning with relief to the familiar
sotad of oul.rushing air. The outer
Tock door slid open.

“he scene which met Mike's eyes
could not have beoen more unexpecied.
Haiging like tinsel, blowing like
confetti, s“roqalng from every metal
sumlace like Tinger®of blue smoke,
an emanation comnietcely strange, an
effecy previously confined to the

un~isitablo interiors of dead stars,
sprcad over the wrecked station,
Li%k~ the wave in a spring mulcviplied

’n ferocity countless times, entire

mountains of metal snapped togcther
iike bits of iron in a magnct, drawn
IV *he unimaginable forces of £
om:c ra&ﬁl and then sprung C\ 4)
anart. The center of the \, //

Torze movnd s.owiy, tike the



¢ye of a hurricane, across the wreck-
~gce Compared to this, the previous
calamity was nothing, but to Mike's
strained eye one danger stood out
above the rest, The protective
iubble which held Cormander Arkonhow-
or was on the vergo of being mashed
like a fly on a wall,

LI N * %k ¥k * % %k
* * %
TO BE CONCLUDED IN LUNA #8 11ti11
L I I
%k

The deadline for LUNA #8 will bo on
August 15, 1964, Now, don't any of
vou fon say T didn®t tell you sot!
Since thish will be out on or around
the 15th of June thorce will be no
urcuses acceptod., Either hack out
*hese LoC%s or I'11l send Clyde the
Crocpor out to got you, OOPSi I
wasn’t supposed to tedl you "bout
Jyde until the nextish came outl

Mo & my big fat editorial mouth,...
Ecmember, LUNA is available thru tho
asual methods, LoC (printed), trade,
wooden nickels, or cven solid $CASH$
if you can spare $1,00 for 6 ish -~
and don't forget Hamlin's offer?_?'gfﬂ)
B-C-N-U-Noxt ish,!!! Frank 5, “7°F
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