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MAD, number 5, the Willigh, was edited by Dick Ryan at 22+
3road Street, Newari, Ohio, assisted by Dick Lippincott, and
nindered by banquets, pagaent rehersals, the Republican Conventio:n
the Democratic Convention, hot, swlimming weather, letters to en-
tvrance boards, and various other trivia to shaming to mentlion.

The color in thls issue 1s for the purpose of going out in a
bLlaze of glory, as it were. As we say, 1t nmay not be good color,
but it's sure colorful. The multi-deal on Little Small Town Fan
was done by brushing three colors of ink on the.pad in distinct
sections; then cleanlng the brush, and slapping a mixture of colcrs
on the pad somewhat in the manner of one burping a baby.

I'm most pleased, tho, with the blue. Prettier than blacl.
ané leeible too. Hope you like the lssue.



.+ + the stream of the subconsclous.

EDITORIAL

+ + . no comment on #4 yet, huh. . . too early. walt a week
" .that color came out nice, didn't 1t? Great. . .we'll have to
try that next issue. . . what've we pgot for material? the usual;
the regular stuff. . .sposed to have something from Walt, too. It's
hls issue, you know. . . yeah.

5 Around the Moon coming? got anything yet. . .how much
do you need? Oh, three-fcur pages. . .better get outthe blue pen-
cll. . .you've got more? well, it's easier to cut than expand. .
they liked the color. . .the letters that came in so far. . .oh,

we've got lots of time. this is the first of June, we've got a
whole month to get 1t out.

« « .When can you worlk on MAD? yecah, I thot wc'd run off a
few pages at a time, get out of that last-minutc rush deal. . .
got a weddlng to shoot this weck; pretty well filled up. how
about next? . . . ok. I'm gctting it dumricd; I'll cut a few
stenclls., . .tho I've got a hclluva lot of letters to answer. . .
they sure de pile wp. . .

. +» «no, nothing from Walt yct. . .I'm golag to writc him.
how about ATM? . . .not so good.- . . I thot you had six pages?
in my hcad. not on papcr.

. + « going to think I'm a skunk for not answcring thcir
lottere for two or throc weeks. wec'd better move the deadlinc up
a 1little. . .carlicr? . . don't bc =illy. . .got a piccc from Walt;
not by him, but still good. . .oh, she writes a column for / . . .
good stuff.

« « . told you about thc Covington article, didn't you? It'll
takc up flvc pages at lcast. I think we'll have a 30-pagecr this
timc. . . the heads you cut look fine. thcy should: I could have
sworn I hecard that stylus grating wood a couplc times. . . oh, that

is what madc thosc grooves in thc card tablc? LZE-T-T--who's
rubbing it in? . .

+ o e well, no. the conventlon was on last wcck. . .be
rcasonable. who can cut stenecils when the great pagsont of American

Dcmocracy is belng rcvealcd before onc's very eves? « « . I'm not
becing ov¥r1y dramgtic. you know mc bcttcr t anytgat. . «maybc lazy
is the right word. . .

+ « « surc, four pages arc rcady to go, but not this wcck.
the conven-. . .Yeah, I fecl the samc way somctime. . .but I've
got to be impartial, don't I? I can't watch onc and not the othcr

. .how about ATM? . . . I thot so. so0 wc'rc beth lazy. next weok.

£



Ecditorial--

« « « got a terrific article by Jamec White! . . .we'll make
room. . .Jan couldn't do his column anyway. . . you're free tonight?
come on up. we'll get come work done.

. I asked you where ATM wac. where my editorial is 1s
beside the point. . .here's a typewriter and two stencils. Write
whatéver vou want. . .no, not that! you've got plenty of other
material. . .what am I going to do? Calkins' Willish came today.
does that answer your question? . . .

. « . Yep. It's all on stencil, except for a few odds and
ends. . .well, the editorial, and the contentc and a little more

.all right, so just half the issue 1g on stencil. . .so what?
I'm not either being bYelligerent. . .we can run off the rest, any
way. .

. well, we've got yellow, blue, and red. vyou should be
able to work out some cexy combinatione with that. . . that'g pretty
. . .maybe they won't blend so much this time. . .page 7, the trib-
ute-to Walt. .

. . . they sure dida't blend, did they? they're so damn sharo
you can't read the right-hand cide. . .maybe you better blend them
from now on. . .

. . . that's more like it. how much yellow we got left?
1s that all? better go easy. you can't read the yellow anyway. . .

yes, 1t 1s a beautiful day. . . well, we ean finish tomorrow. . .
my heart isn't in 1t anyway. . .

. + « ten more pages: will the ink hold out? .. . . no, we'll
use what we've got; we'll change pads and run a few blue pages. . .
How what's the matter. . .well, I suppose the paper is damp. . .
it's been lying down here for six months. . .now it's creasing the
sheets! walt a minute, let me try. . .

. . .that copy's getting awfudly close to the bottom of the
page. . .I1'11l adjust that thingamabob. . . try that. too hight . .. .
here. . .that should do it. . .

. « .gee that cover's beautiful. . .yeah, we're almost out .
of atenells now. . .What time lg 18?7 , "w, s L07307 8ATLY Yeola i«
might as well knock off anyway. . .I'll cut the editorlal and letter:
tomorrow. . .like to get it in the mail by Monday. . .it is kind
of gaé¢ in a way, but Just think. . .no more of this midnight oil
burning. . .right. see you later. . .

Sunday, August 3, 1952, 2:30

As I sit nhere, surrounded by the debris of production, I wonder
what lasting message I can give you. What words of mine would
not be inadequate? How can_I tell yo& especially those of you
WNo may even now be contemplating plb %shfng a _fahzine, the horrors
of sueh an operation? Obviously I .can't. o I'll just say, to




Edltorial--

remove any dbubt you might have had, that this is absolutely the
last issue of MAD. I should think eéveryone would know 1t by now,
after the perpetual griping I've done recently, but Jjust to make
sure.

This 1s also the Wkllish. It goes to geveral. philanthropists
who sent in thelr quarters, and also to all subscribers who have
l1ssues coming on theilr sub., If any of you latter object to such
cavaller disposition of your money, write in, you cheap go-and-sos,
and I'll cheerfully refund your subscription. :

Several minor matters were noticed only after the page involved
had been run off, and should be apologlzed for. (1) Nobody ean
read typescript printed in yollow mimeo ink. This is the only fact
that ruined the effect we attempted on pages seven and eipght, the
tribute to WAW by Fiske. (2) Page nine didn't turn out as badly
as I had expected; in the face of the regult, my ablect apology
thereon looks a little silly. If you'd seen the stencil, you'd have
known why I had doubts. (3) Dmawings, such as those on the bacover
and insldebacover, bleed through like erazy. Or like MAD, if you
prefer.

Clarification of position department: I am not withdrawing
from fandom. Sorry to disappoint you. The fates willing, I'll be
doing some writing for other zines. It's so much cheaper and easler
on the nerves.

Several people helped #AD a lot in its brlef span. Lippincott,
for instance; without theassurance of his help I probably wouldn't
have tackled it in the first place. Ang whose prodigality with
nimeo ink caused both my bankruptecy and MAD's legibllity.  Bill
Vanable, who contributed our first article as well ac the [ine feature
in this issue. Dave Enzlish, who's done most of our artwork. Lee
Hoffman, who contributed two fine covers, and Mex Keasler, who did
another. On stencil yet, which was the greatest boon of all. E4
Noble, first subber. Several others, whose hearts are too great
to be hurt by my fallure to mention thelr nanes.

Quite a bit has happened since last September. Q's had its
second blrthday. Gregg Calkins has zoomed fronm obgeurity to BlFdom
simply by publishing OOPSLA! on time. Shelby Vick has built CONi
FUSION into the top fanzine now being published, merely by working
30 hours a day. {(Incidentally, a tip of the hat to Shelvy. He
certainly deserves the title of the U.S.'s number one fan of 1952.)
Max Keasler let FV lapse and brought OPUS, an improvement‘ it
possible, on the former zine. (Don't let Nelson get away.)

Bob Silverberg, the sane fan, celebrated the second or third
anniversary of Sship with a 40-page annish. Several necw zilnes were
born, from the ambitious ETRCN, from right here in Ohio, Norm Browne's
VANATIONS, with photo-lithed cover, to the BARSOOM BUGLE, a nectoed
cardzine which should make SaM sigh nostalglcally., No promising
new prozines except FANTASTIC, which still has to deliver. The top
three are still safe. All of which is to say that it's been great

fun. . .but 1t was Just one of those thinge. ;Z
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FIRINL

by
ERMENGARDE FISKE

A good many fang think that Walter Willils,
limitless are his talents, so unflagglng and unbc
must be something more than a mere man--a demigo:
(now that the requirements are being relaxed for
whole god. In the course of a recent dcportatio:
my birth, I was privileged to meet this rare crc
and I am hapDJ to make public the fact that Waltrs
human being! True, he clanked as he welked and )
intervals to extract nourishment from an oll can
have very peculiar hablts, belng foreigncrs, anc
them the less for all that. (unfortunately, Mr.
specak likc a real Irishman--his accent tcnds mo:
cellancous British than the propcr Barry Fltzgeor:
promiscd falthfully to develop a broguc so as ni
his cxpectant admirers. )

Yot Mr, Willis ig more than o.merc man. For
Boucher himsclf writcﬁ concerning the peridical of
1s the gulding star, "SLANT is one of thc loves of
only source of true wit in fandom." And Jerome !
extremely flattering remarks in my hcaring both
and SLANT. I forget exactly what he said--which
because I haven't asked pormission to quotc him--0
favourablc indcod,

Decspite all this praisec from oxalted quartcr
rcmains modest and unspoiled and willling to convc
anyone who has the price of & subseription in:/hics
his work and precfers to sct each pilece of typec bs
he feels 1t brings him c¢loser to his readers as
olive the hallowed art of hand-printing. (Howev:
ing thls happens to have an o0ld linotype machilne
that he docsn't nced, Mr, Willig--so great 1s hi:
delightod to give it house room and cven an occnoi
it glowing with usc like a peorl.

I have been asked to writec how Mr., Willic stru

biddon to mention what he struck me with--o bittcr o

I feel that, given time, I would havc thought cof ¢
gelf. ©Sufficc it to say that I regard Mr., Willig
noblest creaturcs. His character mey be marrcd b,
flawg--as whose is not?--such as altering contrit
yond recognition, not forwarding oncyclopcecdias !
fast, and practicing cannibaligm...but thcy scrv



Walter Willls--A Tribute--

his splritual beauty. It will be a:pleasure and :
us benighted Americans to welcome him to our sho:
ing to fight the first person smaller than I am «
tradict me.)

And, who knows, we may persuade him to stay
coming from a country with a c¢limate that, even
stice, approaches the glacial, he might find the
cratures of New York and Chicago somewhat overpo:
in some quiet corner of the New World he will rcs
grey slab bearing the simple but touching inscri;
Walter Willis, Man and Editor" (not, of course, t
are mutually exclusive).

NOTE: I asked my cstecmed columnist Ermeng:
this plecc for the Willish because the idca of a
to me was just toc dreadful to contemplate withou
by someconc who isn't devoted to mec. I°thought tt
cle might help to provent pcoplc asking why I don'
across the Atlantic. / Miss Fiske is a good dos
thought she would be--it's Just as well I held o
clopoecdias--but I feel that this tributc cannot b
without some words by thc..or..tributary. For of
practicc cannibalism, and I'll bite the first p-
do., For another, I do too speak with an Irish nce
I gather from Mlss Figke's alluslon to this 'Barsy
she was cxpeccting me to specak 1like the ignorant
peasants of the South of Ircland. This I will ncv
be a dog and bay the moon. Much rather. In the U
speak with a manly and virile intonation, pronouncin
with such clarity that 1t 1ls almost immediately con
anyone who has lived here a mere 20 years. / 1In
Figke has no call to eriticise my lack of brogue. 4
foot is in the other mouthf because she doesn't speu
American, She didn't say "Gee" or "Waal" or "Par
"Say Bo." She didn't even behave properly, and w
I'm sure she'll be investigated one of thegse fine T
fire a gun the whole time and not once aid she uc
we had speclally bought for the occasion. That w
one of our thoughtful 1little gestures that went u:
meals for instance, where we went to immense trout
foel at home. ZXnowing that Americans subsist on
and hot dogs we went out and bought a horse and
bitch. The dog got away but wo managed to %ill <!
Miss Fiske a tasty slab of horscmeat goncrously sprink
freshly cut corn. You wlll scarcely belicve thic
evon touch it! / Howevor in spite of her pccull
Mlss Fisko 1s a nice glrl. Prectty too. ' She is ¢
was when I saw her last. I'm not allowed to tcll v
name but she has sold to GALAXY and F&SF, She i
1s attached to cats. (No, not like a tin can.) <
and puts beer on her hair. (If the latter docen'
from falling out at least it makes it fecel bettcr
floor.) She usecs a long greocen cigarette holccr:
where she gets the long green cigarettes.
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IT WAS DRAWN BY LEZE HOFFMAN.
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Arouno 1uae Moon

67 r[?f),f]mu ¢0_U
I was told once that composing on a stencil was a great help

to 1ngpirations I think that it was Mr. Ryan that told me that.
At last,he let me get next to a fresh stencil, So= on with the sh-
OWse
Alot of mall has come to the office of MAD, None of it ever gets
to me, So I have to steal my material for this "thing"from all the
fanzlnes I can get my grimy little hands on.

BTN
Got one the other day that was really somethinge, Ryan drooled all
over the covers I am still wipinges This little gem 1s VANATIONS,
Never 1n all my born days(which are many)have I seen such a covers
It is a beautiful Job of photo and airbrush, This zine(first of
1ts kind) came down by dog sled from the wlles of Canada (I think
it's wild)! Norman Browne - 13906 10la Ave Edmonton,Alberta,
Canada puts it out on the PAR plan. But be careful,he wants money!

—*-*nﬁ'ﬂ
Have also(or,also have) Ish #1 of DARK UNIVERSE, Arather good start
I thinke, Dave had the same troubles that a lot of new zines had
(some still have them)s But it is good rcadinge. Dave Yan Arnam
at 1740 34th Ave. N. St Pete Fla.does most of the worke This
zine(I guess) is put out bymthe St. Pete Senlor High. A&nd also
thanks for the nice bit of eggboo Daves We like every blt of 1t,
Ryan is trying very hard to glve mo a little insporation, I think
I nced a 1littles I don't think that he is doing such a good Jjobs
I still don't feel anythink(stop hitting mc with that ball bat!)
Cosmag & SF Digest are oute¢ Good as ever., I think that I must like
everyone tonlghts

it
At last,it started to rains I have melted long enoughe The rain
sounds nice as 1t hits on thc roof (M'Ghod,I forgot to put the win-
dows up on the car)! Ryan sald that while I was cutting ATM,hc
would cut some heads(stencil). Ryan, Are you going to get to work.
or do I have to do ALL the work around hero? I know that I have
five lines left(he Just told me) what the hell am I supposed to
do about 1t?7%7?
This is the last time that you will sece ATM on these pages! In
fact,this 1s the last time that you will see these pages at alll
MAD 1s going out of buslnesse Due to several things,wc have to f
now., Both Dick and I have so much such important stuff that we ha-



Arcund the Moon ~~stlll moro=

to do,like going to colllego and running a businoss(photographic)
that we fool that we can't do Justice to both(Justice must bo done,
If any EQ reads thlg and would bo fol~dinged crazy cnough to want
this col,just write ReR.lippincott 124 E. Park Pla, Newark,Ohio
iny EAS that would likc to heve something nice said about thoir
Brainchild,scnd to tho above addresss I 1liko to say nice things(if
thoy aro truc),
WE LIKE IXKE!' WE LIKE IKE! WE*LIKE IKBE!' WE LIKE IKE'

e S o
Thore arc two sides to a coilne. I never “hoard of German. The hell
you ncver did,I specak it most of the timece. Now bolng givon~ [ SHORT
COURSE IN ENGLISH~ by ReW.Ryane I.think th at I Just sald somecthing.
This supposcd stuff that you have Just rcad(I hopc) is the writers
side of a2 conversation with the Ede I hopc thot you can make scnce
out of 1it,

e V1
It 1g raining hardor now. I think thot it will kcop it up for o
while. We arco also having a littlo thunder to holp mo along, Light-
nin' ies still rcading that zine! Ryan,arc you going to get to work?
I suro hope that thils rain cools things off around hores It was
so hot today that tho micc 1n my stddlo werc gctting on thc print
dryer to keep cooll!

e $ 8 e w4
Just had a bit of 1nform1tion fron Capt Charles(Noiscy)Smelt, Heo

says thot all of the girls in Fla. arc going water skiling on barc

focote That's nothing,most of tho girls that I know have foot so
big thot thoy could use them for i:rf boords!
Ryan 1is sitting in the corner rcading OOPSLALe It rust be a good
ishe 411 he docs 1s laff,

e 8 a9
We haven't had a good({or poor) SF, movie in this town for a2 long
timce. What's the matter,dod Hilly give up the gost.

e W0 B4
We are now looking =t the (pﬂrdon the statoment )Dom cone. Ryan
Just turned the volum down. I don't think that that was very nice/
he now has a broken crme I'11 be out of the hospital in about threo
woeckse The doms are so dumb that they have to bu knockoed downe
I hove know this for yoorss

e 8 o o 4 :
Well,there isn't too much morc thnt I con saye I am glad if you
have had 2 little fun out of this cols, I hate to try to put this
to bed without theonking several peoplc who have done a lot of this
cols Tho first is Ryan,without his wit on thesc pages,I don't think
you would have llked 1t. algso to 21l of tho fanzines from which
I hove swiped at one timo or another,n lot of informations But I
supposc that most of the thakks goes to the littlec woman,who was
kind onough to let me work on thils stuff. Also to Ryans famlly,
who were kand cnough to have some coffec when we nocdod it,
And last but not loast,to Lippincott Studlo,in who's offices this
2ino was first gtortod. Well,I think that I have thankcd ovcrvonu
that had something to do with thils col, BSo I guess thot this is
the 3-0 mark, It surc has becon fun, I hopc that you will be ablic
to recad this in a nother zine soon, Thenhs, and Byc. rrl




e a ki b o o o

I wap returning ome from an all-nignt (almost) Battle with

my Boss, on certain polidies gf MAD. The night was very clear,

and after parking the car. I stayed outside for a emoke before turn-
ing in. It was then that Isnoticed something was amiss., I had

by this time grown used to having the Gleeps about all the tine, .
they were rather nice companiong., t now 1 'could see them with .
those strange little boxes that I had seen almost = Year ago,

when they buried their space chip.' Only--this time they were dig-
glng UP the ship.- Gy "\ 53 '

¥
1

I hurried out to whore they wore working and looked about
for Gorer. I found hin bugily giving orders tn geveral Glecpe
to get the bow of the ship’ clear of the ground. On sceing ne, he
asked if I would help:, Well, I riust admit that the Glecps havet
bcen very nice to ne, so I was glpd to help them a littleo(the ship
wasn't heavy). '

As soon as the shlp was above greund I,:asked Gomecr what was'
going on. "Mr, Rutledpge," he said, we flavc been on .this planct
for almost onc of your ycars., We+hsve studicd you and your king
and found nany things we like. You arc our friend, you have besn
nice to us. I hopa that we will bc’abL@;to come back and sce you
onc of thesc days. But now we have run upon songthing that we
can't stand.," b e '

“What 1s that Gomer?" I sald.,

"Sorie of us werc flying over a towh" that you call Chicago,
and wo saw a lot of pcoplo. We decided ito investigate, and do
you know what we found? Well, thore werc:a lot of . pcoplc that
were talking all at cnec zbout s lot of different things, ana
nonc of then knew what the other was talking ' about. They were
talking about teaving somc union sné some ‘werc so¥ing thot they
werc going .to lecave the party, but we didn't scco any party. Thero
was thilg onc people that was standing upon & platfornm banging a
club on it.end shouting for cveryone clse to shut up. No one
fnew what-he was. tplking about and I don't:ithink that anyone gave
a damn. -There were a lot.of people that'ﬁegg acting like a 1low
I'crn of reptilian_life,.movihg-around & lot ‘of other people that
didn't seem to notice that anything was going on." !

A1l thig t4nS tHe GI8épE" iré’f-'ef':‘getf‘ihg'lf_i" the-ship and gettirg
it ready to take off. I couldn't understand yet what they had see:
o (continuedon page 17) v
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THE FIRST 1SSUE

by BOB SILVERBERG

When the flrst lssue of Marvel Science Storles, dated August
1938, appeared in the summer of 1938, few fang reeslized that the
beginning of an awesome s-f boom was at hand. For when that first
Marvel appeared, there were Just four other magazlnes in the field:
AMAZING (which had been taken over by Ziff-Davis several months
previously and was somewhat the worse for wear); THRILLING WONDER
STORIES (which had been taken over from Gernsback by Standard Pub-
lications two years previously); ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION (in its
slxth year of Strecet and Smith publication after a few years of
publication by the Clayton chain, and alsoc in its first year under
Campbell's editorship) and WEIRD TALES (still barrelling along
under its original publisher, and in the fourteenth--but next-to-
last--year of Farnsworth Wright's cditorship.)

Marvel, then, broke Into a fleld completely dominated by pulp
houses, It met the competition in grand manner. Marvel was a pulp.
magazine which out-did all others in winning itself a reputation
for near-unmallable filction. The first issue--and indeed, all
nine issues until its death in April 194l--was standard pulp size,
untrimmed (but smooth) edges, 128 pages (this became 114 before
long) and a price of 15¢.

It contained qultc a blt of fiction for that 15¢ tag, too.
#1 had "Survival," a fine 50,000-worder by Arthur J. Burks which
was one of many contributions the prewar Marvel madec to the field
to balance 1its undeslrable features. Along with the Burks novel,
the mag published these other fine booklengths before shifting
entirely to the sex policy: "Exodus" by Burks (#2); "After World's
End" by Williamson (#3) and "Tomorrow" by John Taine (#4).

In addition to the Burks novel, #1 contained "Avengers of Space!
a short novel by Henry Kuttner. This was one of Kuttner's carly
sales, and i1s a cheap bit of pornography which the author of "Mimsy
Were the Borogoves" and "Well of the Worlds" would doubtless love
to forget. (But he sequelled it with an even hotter item the next
igsue, a novel called "The Time Trap.") A4lso included in #1 was a
novelet and three short storles, one of the. latter by Stanton
Coblentz, and clean. °

The cover, by Norman Saunders, "plctures a.thrilling scene
on the planet Mars taken from Henry Kuttner's thrilling science
novel, 'Avengers of Space.'" At least that's what the contents-
page blurb says; the cover, like the description, was gquite drcadful.

Marvel had an unusual pre-war history, much like its postwar
record in the matter of changes of title and policy. It lastecd




The First Issue--

for five issues under the Marvel Scilence Stories name; the first
four featured the novel mixture of hgif heavy sclence and hall sex
while the fifth issue Jettd€oned both, the fcience and the wex and
ran a dull adventure novel by:F.. A. Kummer, :!' The sixth and seventh
1ssues saw a title change--to Marvel Tales, and a complete shift
to pornography, featuring two pscudonymous novels which are reputedly
by Jack Williamson. (I doh't believe it.) Presumably Marvel was
persuaded by the postal authorities or by Now York's actively anti-
vice Mayor Laguardia, for the cigth issue appcared under the title
of Marvel Stories (the dropping of the Science from the title is
slgnificant.) It published some hacknoyecd, unsoxy fiction for two
1ssues, and then folded, unlamented, until 1950.

(FATth in a gerioes)
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WitLis Discovers America

B WALT WILLIS

- (Continued from Confusion 10)
(Willis andVick have been captured by the New York Immigration
Officers, all fanatical Ghuists, and have been imprisoned in the
dreaded Chateau d'IF to awalt trial. Vhile being shipped to the,
however, they had contrived to give a message to a friendly fish
called Ted (a Sturgeon by trade% appealing te fandom for help.
Sturgeon delivers the message first to the office of Fant Times,
and Taurasi, Moskowitz, and Sykora set out to the rescue.

Humming softly to himself, Moskowitz speeds his truck in the
direction of Newark, The traffic hastily draws into the kerb and
air raid wardens rush to thelr posts. Through the deserted streets
the truck rushes on until 1t reaches Moskowitz' house, where the
three fans leap out and start loading the famous collection onto
the truck. Hour after hour they toll, carryling
out armfuls of books and magazlnes and hurryling ///’”5\
back for more. The wheels of the truck ' ™
gradually sink into the concrete of the ‘ﬁ\
road, but still the work goes on.
At last the entire collection 1s
loaded, and the truck moves off
slowly in the directlon of the
Chatcau 4'IF, leaving deep
ruts in the road. _

It is dusk when they
arrive at the Chateau,
and they are able to
drive the-truck
right up to the
bullding.
They park
1t on the
narrow
split of
land be-
tween the
Chateau and
tho sea, and gaze
anxiously at the enormous walls. _

Nihat a lot of windows," says Moskowttz worriedly. "How are
we ever going to find out which cell Willis and Vick are in?"

They all get out of the truck end walk up and down the shore,
turning over the problem in thelir minds. Suddenly there ls a
twanging nolse and Taurasi falls headlong in the mud. The others
help him to his feet and start wiping him down, but he brushes
their hands aside impatiently.

"Something: Just struck me,;" he exclaims.

"Wo," says Sykora, "You fell."

yy,

. .
T




Wiilis Dlscovers America--
"I know," says Taurasi impatiently; "that's the point. I
tripped-oyeria.chord. .Haven't you noticed ‘thig”wholg beach 1is
covered with musical instBuments?"

"It must be the remains of that band that was playing on the
quay until 1t was arownea by the cheering crowd," muses Moskowitz.

"But so what? They're all washed up now.

"It's given me an idea," 'says Taurasi. ™We'll serenade Willis
and Vick like Blondin and Richaerd Coer de Lion o

"c's Blondin?" asks Moskowitz.

"Don't, you ever recad the funnies?" says Sykora in contempt.
"Blcndin Bunstcad of course. Say, whaddya think of Li'l Abneor----"

Tever mind that," says Taurasi. "Moskowitz, you sing and
Sjkora and I will accompany you." Heé picks up a trumvet and hands
it to Sykora, taking a saxaphone for himself.

- Moskowltz takes out a copy of the DIANETICS HANDEOOK and
cloayrs his throat., He beglins to sing

Wo three

Intend to free

You from the penitentiary,

Taurasi,

Sykora,

And nec

I nced hardly ncntion hew at: our convontion

We kept the Micheligts . at bay.

And now we arc prayin' that we'll find a way in
To------

Hc brealks ol abruptlv as two arms arce scen waviag frantically
fror one of the windowa. With an encouraging goesturec the trium-
virate run back to the truck and begin to unload it.

Watching them anxiously Tfrom the cell window, Willls turns
to Vigl.

. "What do ycu think they're doing?

"It looks big enough to be" 3ali’ s Fnc.ru collection," says
ShelVy: "“OH! They must be going Lo pile, it up against the wall
for us to c¢limb down. ‘Yes, look, they're laving a fantasy Tound-
ation of blg ones first. Earlv FANTAEY BOCKS, old AVAZTIG QUARTZ
ERLTES, 1943 ASTOUNDINGS----- 2 ,

MHAT? " shouts Willis. He thrcws hingelf against the bars,
wrenching at then vainly._'Evontually he calms deown and watches.
quictly as,the three below erect an encrmous mountain of hooks
and magazinecs against the prison wall :

“ell that's the:last. of tnom, says Moskowitz finally, a
fiic of rocoat FAbTASY BOOKS and the Doll cdition of UNIVERSE.

I'L afraid it 1sn't eaough. I wish they'd had COMMON SENSE." He
bruods grimly. The others stecal a look at hin and turn their

oyes dway hastlly from hilg harrowed countenance., Moskowitz atands
sti1ll for a long moment ahd then grits his teeth and walks slowl;
back to the truck. He cmerges wlth a whitc face and a roll of
black velvet. Unrolling the latter he produces a boolz, at which
the others gaze with reverent awe. 8S%till holding the beok he
begins to climb the mountain of sf. BSykorz and Taurasi uncover
thnir heads and stand in slilent tribute. :

Tp above ShelVy turns to Willis. "He is making the suprome
sacrifice," he says in hushed tones.

Tven Willie 1is impresced. "Not......... not THE OUTSIDE? AND
OTHLRS?" he gasps.

ol
it
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Vl]liv Discovers America——

"Yeg," says ShelVy sombrely.

As loscowitz continues his perilcus ascent other fans begin
to arrlve in ones and twos and watch in anxious silence. There
ls a gasp of rellef as he nears the top of the pile and places
THE OUTSIDER AND OTHERS on the summit. Then, very carefully, he
climbs the few remaining feet and stands on the sacred volume, He
iz now only a short distance below the cell window.

RBalancing himself precariously on the 'narrow peak he resches
into his pocket and produces a small saw.

"Here," he says, "Saw through the bars with this. It's a
hacksaw I horrowed from Ray Cummings." He stands on tiptoe and
reaches 1t up.

Willis and Vick both stretch out their hands but try as they
will they cannot quite reach the ‘saw.

"Another hundredth of an inch would have done it," says Sho1Vy,
falling back in despair. "Ricky Slavin has a lot to answer Tor."

Overcome wilth disappointment and emotion at the recollection
of his lost dust Jacket Moskowitz has to rest for a moment before
making his descent. He 1s Jjust pulling himself together when
therc is a freantic cry from below and a wildeycd figure dashes
toward the pllec, muttering incohercently to himself and drawing
a fountain pen from his pocket. It is Clark A hiton Smith.

"For Ghod's sakoc stog him, Mike," shouts Alan Posctezy., 'le!
caught sight of onc of his published pocns uith unecorrected tjpoos'“
But Mlchaol de Angelis 1is unablc to bring himself to rcstra nils

hero. No human power could stop him anyway," says Ken BoAle in
horror. “That was a Keaslcr zine hc saw. Run for your lives!"
But it is too late. Smith hce elready reached the pile of
books and magazincs. Ylth maniacal strength he grabs a dupllcated
fanzine necar the bottom of the mountain and pulls savagely. For
a loung moument the vast cdiflcc shalics and quivers: then, with an
carsplitting crash, 1t falls to the ground, burying Tourasi, Sykora,
Pcsctsky, de Angelis, BeAle, Clancy, Smith, Gluck, Quinn, Kruegcr,
Cranc, Weceson, Scrxner, Friedman, Ho kins and Kirs.
"well," says Willis calloucly, "that's the first time al
Now' York fandom has becn in Moskowitz's gcod books.®
(to bc continued in another onc of the Willissucs)
"You're nothing but a serious destructivs fan. . ."
- ~WAY

The last of the Gleeps--
tren 1t dawned on me what had happened.

"Well," sald CGomer, "We are ready to go, but before we do,
there. is somothlng that I would like *o0 know. What did we sce?%"

"What you saw, Gomer, was a couvention ‘to elect a condidete
o} < nresidont of thc Unitcd States.

"Well, I hope that I will never sce anything like thet agair.
3ocdbye, Mr. Rutlecdge, I hcpn that we will mect again.”

There was a blast of bluc-greon flame, and the small ship
began to risc. 1In a moment they werc gonc from view. I hepo that

Somcr was right. I like the CGlccps. The Glecps arc our frionis
-




TASFIC FORCE

by JAMES WHITE

At the highest altitudc of which it 1s capablc the airliner
thunders through tho night, a glant black cross in thc starry sky
tippcd with the green, red and white of 1ts navigation lights.
There 1s no moon, but odd glints of starlight shinc from its highly
polishcd fuselago and flying surfaces, and its ports arc blazing
with thc warm ycllow lights of the passengers' conmpartments., In
all, o common cnough sight of thc peoriod--2 planc full of busincss-
men and tourists going about thelr business with the maxirun of
spced and comfort.

Inside, however, the scene is far removed indeed from normality.
Here are no groups of chattering touricts, no hored executives
moking thelr umpteenth trip. Inetezd, twonty-three men, dressed
In a drab, non-reflecting gern conslzting of weboed, steel hélmets
and dark overalls partly 4drepeld in achtiang hung with odd twigs
and grcenery, arc grimly, and for th2s most rart silently., checellng
thelr cguipment.. Tre golitary glri prcseatv is cgnally efficient
looking, but she is not smiling ag chc rubs burnt cork thoroughly
iatc the skin cf her face and necl. B8She had a nizc complexion,
and now hor halr 1ie filthy with the stuff.

Now anc then she lcoks at her watch. Zcro hour is very close.
The time secms to be [lylng by. 8Sudicnly the lighte go out all
over the ship. She has boccn expceting it. She nmovees toward the
eft cscapo hatceh.,

Far bolow, the clouds strotch ondlcesly in the starlight,
like a rug of dirty cohionwool. They aeem hardly to move,

(Extract from letter, SV tc¢ Ji/, 18th July. 1952, (Surface Mail,'l
eveessss80 he shouldn't have any doubts aboutv hls welccue.
My telling him about the reception should clinch it....
We've got everything ready now. Nothing can possibly
E\O Wrongo * 0 0 0

{Extract from letter, JW to SV, 3lgt July, 1952, (Airmail.))
«vos . KNOW what happeriEd When he had to make 4 sbeech in
London last year. I tell you he's a nervous vwreck. You
know how shy he is--what on earth possessed vcu "0 1ern-
tion the three TV cameras, the mikes were bad enough.
And the banquet: And that picture of the auditoriun:
I'm trying to calm him dowvn, but it isn't an casy Jjob.
Try to play dcwn the speechmaling end and concentrote
more or. the pcople iae'll meot. Now, if vou start ©tv..,

. . L L, . . » . . . L L - - . L . L] . L] o . ' -

(Coupletely lightlese aow, ond with tho engines cut of®. ~he



Tasfic Forco--

planc 1s following the sharply declining glide path characteristic
of a heavily laden ship in unpowerecd flight.: It rushes lower
and lower, silent, invisible, a shadow in uvtter darkness. Like
the drecad black angel of decath 1t swoops down, and its purpose is
just as grim and relentless. . Itis in the cloud “layer now., Little
swirls of wvapour, cold and molst, blow in through the open hatch.
The tonsely walting figures shiver slightly They are through the
clouds. Ahead and far below twinkle the my%iad lights ¢f the un-
susvecting city. A red indlcator flickers briefly and then burns
gteodily, glving thelr faces a faintly demonalc cast. In sllconce
thery llne up.

Suddenly a shapecless bundle deotaches itself from the ship
and gocs tumbling into spacc. It 1s followed by another, end
another.....Now there are twenty-four black figures swinging and
twisting under slowly descending parachutes.,

The leadcr is bracinz herself for the shock of landing when,
faint with distance, thoro comes the expected sound of .the plane's
engines revving up again,

. . L] . - L] . L] . L]

(Extract from letter SV to JW, 4th Aupust 1952, . (Airmail.))

i aeosbut no - ore -hore +ooh that conventlon roport seriously.

You know, drametization Tor offect, poetic licence---

you know the sort of stuff he comes off with., How were
we to knowt I'm writing him as you suggested, but really
evorvthing Jdopends on you now. We're counting on you.

I'm a bit edgy I guess., I'm worried stiff in casc therc's
a slip-up. The group mot agein last nisght. HB suggested..

(Extract from letter JW to SV, 10 Aupust 1952, (Airmail,))
vos..002Xing hinm t111 i'; bluc in the face. First he
sald he wouldn't go unless I went too, and he knows
that's impossible, if only because of what 38 would do
+e.. We're taking spells at keeping hls spirits up, but
I don't like the willd look in his eyes. What about
that<plan of HB'=2...:.

Suggest you use code from new cn., I'n getting a bit
anxious about censorship. Usec the Postal Chess lype F/%

» . L . " . - . . . . . . . [ . . . . .

One has wrencihed an ankle on landing, but notiing much can
be done for him. They wish him a vhiuncrrd "Good Luck" and leave
him to make for the pickup pcint as quic‘ly as ho can. There is
a short, whilspered conference, and the plan is hastily modifilad.

The night is heavily overcast, but warm and close. They
sweat terribly in thelr thlick equipment--laden unifeorms. Howeveyr'
they make good timec and therc are no. Lurther casualilcs., But asc
they penetrate ever deeper into the city's sporsely populated cub-
skirts they arc forced te slow cCown. Thc quality of thc strecot
lighting 1s improving stcadlly and there are too many ncople ahcut
Sonctimes progrecss 1ls delayed by as nuch ag ten minvtes while thov
weglt for somo dawdling pedestriar to pass a bare stretch of riad,
Tt 1o imperative that tliey remaln unobserved, hut thelir time is
limited, Closc decisions are called foi timc and again, and zalinl:




Tasfic Force--

without fuss or hesitation, the grimfaced girl malkes themn.

~Down dark alleys, over backyard walls, she leads them. Some-
times light from a suddenlv opening door or the headlanps of a
passing car force them to drop motionless or melt into a convenient
doorway. Or some young couple, who are probably completely ob-
livious anyway, force them to make a time-wasting detour. But they
have memorized maps and photographs of the district until it is as
familiar to them as their own Incredibly far-off citles, and they
reach thelr objective without mishap.

The house 1s in darkness except for a yellow beam of light
coming from the back attic window where someone hasn't drawn the
curtaine properly. Quickly they move to their assigned positions.
Four guurd the rear: the others spread themselves over the grounds
in front of the house. It is from here they will makXe their en-
trance, 1f possible. The time 1is 21.37 hours exactly. The signal
is given to don gasmasks.

. L] - . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . - ¥ . . * " *

(Extract from letter SV to J'7 (docoded), 15th August 1652. (Air))
+....and there 1s always HE's standby plan which can be
put Into effect at a moment's notice. In case the worst
happens alrmall me the rollowing maps aad photos.....also
weather Information, dats on police controls, radar in-
stallations. MB will print them for distribution to
the rest of the task force. B -

(Reply from JW to SV {decoded),20th August 1952. (Airmail.))
«....be away for three days, he cays, on a cycling tour
of Donegal, and his boat sails tomorrow night! He has
2 wild hunted- look on higc face and I just can't talk
him out of it. Says he owes it to fandom to preserve
1ts 1llusions and I'm to tell you he has broken his leg
or something. }

We'll have to fall back on the HB plan. The data is
on its way to you disguiced as travel folders and lettors
to homesick emigrants.

Here 1ls a schedule of the usual movements in thec house
from teatlime onwards.....

. . . . . . - . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

The hall light c¢licks on and 2 young man in a. leather jerkin
comes out carrying a sheaf of drawingn ana whecling a bicycle. He
has forgotten to lock the door, whicn wili save o lot of trouble.
On his way out his foot misses the glrl's blackencd face by a fow
inches, but hls eyes have not yet become accustomed to the darkacse
and he secs nothing. She walts until the red tail lipht has disap-
pecared into the distance, and then watepers: "That's Shaw out of
the way. Move in!" '

Three shadowy fipgures follow her noiselesslv up the uarpeoted
stalrs. The others arc groupecd tensely in the hall vslow, ool
to fight thelr way out if the plan misfircs, thelr sole DUrBuse Hi
protcet the smaller party and .its burden. They are oxpendabic.

% the head of the stairs the girl sees a strip of light ghowing
unacr the back attliec door. She edzecs toward it, notioning to tnn



Tasfic Forco--

rest to follow. .Low veolces, onc fcmale and tvor malc, and a stocady
clanking noigc arc heard. They pause and draw weapons. In a voice
that sounde 0ddly gruff .through thc'respirator mouthpiece the girl
shouts: '
"0.X. Take them!"
(Cable from SV to JW, 11.07am 28th Aupust 1652, )

QUERY MOUNTAIN CROSSWINDS STOF BEACHLENGTH OX STOF FAST

RETURN ARRANGED TEREEK PEZOFLE STOP SAFER YOU KNOW NO

DETAILS STOP MANY TEANES GOOD LUCK GOQDBYEZ ENDS.

[} . . . " . . . . . . » . . [ . . " . ' . O

The door flilee open and crashcs egainst the wall. Threo
fregile glass bulbs shatter togetheor on the floor. The two young
men operating the printing press whirl aroud and are frozon for on
lnztant 1n ludicrous poscs of surpriso before they slump bonelessly
to the flcor. The other occupant of the room, a girl, is seated
with her back to thc docor. Her hcad mercly sinks down as if ghe
had dropped acuietly to slpep.

When thc horribly eofficicat ges hes donc its work the four
black and mud-streaked figurcs cnter qulckly and sct to work. The
girl, resembling some fearful subtcrrancan monster in hcer saucer
cyed gasmesk, points to ouc of the still forms ¢n the floor and
they carry 1t out to the landing. Then they start scarching fever-
ishly elong the bookshclves that linc two walls of the tiny roomnm.
Suddenly thc girl crouches down and Jlves a chokcd cry. Slowly,
reverently, she draws out six elim volumce and holds them up. Her
companions arc awcstruck at the sight of the priceless,; almost
legendary booke. Then, grimly rceistlng the temptation to glance
insido, she slides them into a specallly prepered watcrproof, heat
resisting and almoet indcstructible contalincr. She woves hor
party to the door. "Let's go," she'szys quictly.

"Wait!"
Her second in command points to the other still figurc crumpled
on the linoleum besldec the press. "I thought hc moved just then.

Shall I.....? " His hand moves hesitantly to his pouch’ of gas
bombs .,

"Skip it," she mutters, her voicc chargod with cmotion. "Heo
was our Fifth Column.'" She gives a last, slow look zround, then
2ocs out and gently closes the door.

The littlec stretch of pcbbly sand is much too short for normal
opcration, but the three-man pursuit shilp males a roclket-sssisted
take-off that llghts up thec countryside for half a mile around.
With o highpitched whistling reoar it climbs frantically and hurtles
at cvcr-lncreasing veloeclty out over the sca. A mile further down
the coast a submarinc comes foeming to the surfacc. Twenty-two
weary mudstalned men are already waiting. Onc men with a tiphtly
bandaged ankle slips while cmbarking and takes a duckingz. Itlust
docsn't seem to e his lucky night at all.

L] L] . . . . . . . . . . . . . L .

(Excerpt from a very long letter from Henry T. Wiedcnbackcr
vo_his friend and fellow fan Wilbert ESchultz, deted 2lct
Scrtouber, 1952.)

«....and then they brought him in. He sure stood out among
(to page 27)



ESIRLLTOWN FAN

By TOM COVINGTON

So you're a sclence fiction fan. And you like to pick out
the errors in John Quack's latest cple in Slambastic Storice and
writc the editor about: them, and read the fanzincsg, huh? And you
hope to publich a fanzine of your own scnedey. But yvou'rc fron
Ponchetuck, North Dakota, and you've nover scen snothecr fan, so
you're bound to the blg city now. Go back, young lad. Go back.
You don't know what you're in for.

When most of us think of fandom, we visualize great conventions
of glassy-eyed, average-looking individuals with expressions of awe
on theilr faces and their mouths agape; we think of the group that
getes together and puts out their club zine, and of proudly showing
our latest Bok original to all the guys and gals., But thisg isn't
the true perspective. It doesn't ineclude the people who make up
over half--or maybe more--of our great group. I'm speaking of the
small town fan..

Perhaps the small town fan 1s the most courageoues of all of us.
He ‘hasn't had anyone to introduce him to science fiction. There's
been nonc to stand over him end tell him who Ghu s, or whether
two old women really edit Startling Stories. Hc's had to find his
flrst scicnce fictlion mag by hinsclf, and puzzle out the complcxl-
ties of a new typc of literaturc alone. Hc's had to anewcr his
own questlons and gain his own knowledge of what ig transpliring
and what has transplred in this world which hc eatches glimpecs of
through the web of the prozinces. .

In an l1solatcd development of this sort crroncous idecas and
fdsc valuecs are bound to form. Onc of thcsoc 1s thc assumption
that clty fandom 1s o happy utopla, and that thosc fans who live in
the great sprawling metropolisecs among hoardes of their kind are
the hopolest, most fortunatc peoplc in thc world. Eveory small town
fan scems to make this essumption, and the one cmbition of most is
to gct to a big city and mecet these lords of urban activity, to
cttend o meoting where the "big nmmes" arc presont, ond to gowk ot
the mojestle cuthors who frequent- such gothcrings, This cttitude
1s dengerous. It is dongerous in thot it mey somcday lcad them to
oen attempt to do this very thing. Bewarc, dcar innocents,nnd lend
on oar:

When I foaund that I would be able to gct awey from my Aunt
Moreio's home in Sen Froncisco o 1ittlc earlicr thot Sunday, my
pulsesklpped slx bente and Jumpod. This mcant theot I would bec ablc
to stop in Berkelcy and mcet Les nnd Es Colc nnd gc by thc Elves',
Gnomos'r and Little Men's .Chowdor, Secionec Fletion, and Merching
Soclcty. I, Tom Covington, formerly of Wilmington, North Corolina,
wos golng to cntor a renl fen elub! I wes golng to tolk ond lrugh
with, nnd be ablc to sce ond touch somec real feonu'!

Oh, had I only known....

Aftcr promising Aunt Morecio thnt I'd go to tho zoo for my
remedning half dey in Soan Prancisce, ~nd thot T didn't mind that
shc'd promised to attend the pilenic before she knew I was ‘to spand




Little Smnll Town Fan--

the weckend with her, I launched mygself, with a prayer and thrcec
dollars, into the hoarde of the city. ' The trip to the Greyhound

bus station was uneventful. I didn't miss any bus. conncctions or
evcn get on the. wrong one once, which 1s surprising becausc in. San
Franclsco cven the busses arc hookcd to overhead cablcs to kcep
them. from getting lost. At thc bus. station my troublecs started.

Th¢ transportation systém of thile progrcesive state is glightly
foulcd up. Thcre arc about twernty bug lines which, it scems, have
put all thec towils 1ln a grab bag and grabbcd. Only onec lint 1ig
allowed to takc thc passengers from onc city to anothcr, whilec othcr
lines takc the pascscnger from that city to the next, .and so on,
 Anyway; Grcyhound didn't go. from San Francisco to Berkclcy. Howcvoer,
Kcy, at Firgt and Mission, did. , But vhere was First and Mission?

I asked the clerk. He told mc. I asked a man who was standing
outeide. "I asked anothcr man, Sinecc they all told me that it was
only secven blocks away, I declded to wall. _

But I had forgotten the crazy lay-out of San Francisco. One
half .of the city (as anyonc who'é cver gotten loet thcrc can tell
you) c¢onforms with thc dircectlons, whilc thc other.doesn't. This.
makcs most of the strceots caty-blas to cach other, and the numbers
on strcets do not conform with thosc on the next parallcl onc.
Henece, when I walked onc bloe!: on Miscion; I found mysclf in the
ninc hundred.block instcad of thc scventh as I, judging by the
gtrcct I'd Just left, cxpceted. . The logieal conclusion was that
I was walking away from First Strcet instcad of téward it.

"Is First Strcet down that. wawt" I asked a2 man who hed been
wallzing in thc oppositc dircection. )

"Yes, " e Said. : _

"Then why do the numbers increasc as I walk toward it?" .

It was a long arsumcnt, but finally logic won. He turncd and
walkcd back the way hc had comc, cursing softly.

I wantcd a but, but took an "F" traia to Berkcley sincc there
werc no busses to Berkcley on Sunday. Thc sign on tho car rcad,
"Shoeddoek Avenuc--Berkeley." The train nmoved and soon thc watcr
of San Franclsco Bay was far bcncath og we passcd over onc of tho.
longcst, largest, most awe-inspiring bridgcs in the world, tho
Onkland Bay Bridgc. R _ _ '

Though I wag fasclnated by the. trip, I woke from my contcmpla-
tion of thc maerwvels of enginecring when thce &horc and buildings of
2. large city camc. Into view. !"I'd likc to get off- someplacc whoreo
I can male connectlons to the 2500 block of Tolegreph. Avcnuc," I
told the bey in thc Kcy Lincs uniform who was rcelining in onc of
thc scats. He continucd tc snorc. ol £ :

"I'm going to the fourticth hundrcd block," sa2id- o voice from
g nearby secat. I turncd te 'scc.a spceimen of humbnity very familiar
to'all servicemon: a "hclpful civilien." Thesc eharactcrs come
in osecrted sizes, shapes, colors, and clothecs, but cer be identificd
by onc thing: ' & long, drawn=out story as to why they "just love
to give the boys in uniform a hand."

This onc was about forty ycars cld and had been In the cngincers
during thc First World War and thc Scabees (hc weat into long cx-
plenctions that.the scabecs werce part of the Nevy which I, being
only 2 sailor, didn't know) during thc sceond world-widc stcp in
the cxtormination of menkind: ‘Thercfore, hc kncw jugt what it wos
likc tec be 2lone in e blig city and just how I £¢lt.  And he would
be very kind and very helpful and show me right wherc I wantcd tc go.




Smnll Town Fan--

He'd even give me the privilege of hearing of all the places he'd
been and how tame his home life geems after all the gloriocus ad-
ventures he'd had., I listened to his glorious adventures and his
family troubles, but my thoughts were clsewherc. I was thinking
of what lay at the end of my quest: The Garden Library and the
Littlc Men. We got off thé "F" car and raced for the orange bus
‘which was pulling away from a coraer.

Only thirty minutecs eclapsed bceforc the next bus arrived upon
the scenc, But to mc 1t seccmed quitc a bit longer. And it wasn't
becaysc I lacked companionship!

Upon passing a point thrcc bloecks from 2524 Tclcgraph Avenuo,
I shut my eycs. 1I.fearcd that the dazzling eight of Garden Library
in 1ts sudden brilliance might blind me. And to makc thc wonderful
cxpcricndc of secing my first fan club last longer, I wantcd to
look upon it by dcgrccs.

The bus ground to a stop, and the noiscc made by the varied
spceimens of California fauna ccascd. They were quict as I got
up swayingly, feccling my way toward thc front of thc bus. A hand
tock my arm coftly and a gentle volec spokc, "Pcrhane you'll come
and viglt my son somctime. He was blinded in thc last war." Gad!
Did I look that salty! My hecart swelled with pridc. Then I misscd
the last stcp and hit my head on the sidewalk, killing an ant which
was elrcady latc from work., Thc bus pullcd awey. Mutgering 2
praycr for thc ant's bravc soul, I painfully pullecd mysclf up.on
all fours, fcmembercd the time I'd tried to plck a swap up from
thet ewkward positlon and the rcsult, and jumpcd to my foct.

Gardcn Llbrary was on thc other eildc of the strecct. But -wherc
wasg the 8trect? I sat down to think, hanging my fcot off the curb.
But 1t wes uscless., The cars rushing by in the dark bothcrcd mc.

I thought of opcning my cycs and takiag juet onec littlec pecp. But
no, I must gct the full benefit of guch a sight. It wouldn't do
to vicw thce Library from afar!

I heard sounds of pcople passing behind me., Pedcstrians.
Maybc onc of them could oricnt me. I got up and feccd the side-
walk, Ah. Somcone wae coming. I waited. The footsteps caome
closcr-~closcr, I weltcd., Closcr. I weited., Then I strueck out
with my hand end felt only air. Again and agein this hapncned. I
beogoen to lose paticnec. Then I sucecedcd in tepping gomconc on
thc shouldcer.

"Ecececceek!" 2 shrill gcrcam mede mc rceoill in sstonishment.

It hadn't bocn her shoulder.

"Excusc me, Madame,"™ I plcaded, bluching.

"Sccececcek! "

"Plecasc." Iadvanccd toward thc noise.

"Get away from me!" she shricked. "Got awsy or I'1ll push yvou
into thc strecet!" -

I didn't stop, I advanccd ‘closcr and closcr to wherc I knew
shc was cowerlng egeinst o fence. Closcr.

So she pushed mc. ,

"Yippceoce!" I yclled., My plan had worked! This was Just
what I had wanted. . '

Crash. A slckcning thud. The sound of somcthing splitting.
Rcd stuff all over the road. Big chunhs of what hod once been Llifc
gliding from thc curbing,

Somconc had droppcd ‘o watcrmclon.
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I pald no attention to the small catastrophe, since I couldn't
see 1t anyway, but started inching my way across the street. Auto-
moblles whizzed by on every side of me and a low jJet plane added to
the nolse by thundering overhead. A group of.girls (I'm handsome,
you know) yelled at me from a passing truek and a dog bar%ed. Then
someone 1in a car grabbed my whitehat and, uttered an insane laugh. -
The laugh vaniched into the distance as I heard the stolen article
hit the pavement some hundred yards up the road, _ _

. My honor wasg offended. The chlef in.boot camp had said so.
He'd sald that the whitehat was a seilor's most prized possesion:
a symbol of what he stands for. Besidce, it was my only clcan ones

Helped by a firetruck bechind mec, I sped down the road. .As
the whitehat bounced under a passing car,.I was -only two foet
behind 1t., I stll gct goose plmplcs when I .think how closc to
death I 'came thcn. 1If I had landcd Just five fcct to the left,

I might have hit a Beer bottlc which might. havc brolzen, mgybe .
%i11ling mc. W hew! oy e R0 s .

I sl11d from undcr the car. My head struek the curbing. Yippce,
thc curbing! I was on the. samc sldc of thc strcct as thé Garden
Librarye I climbed to my hends and Xnece and, facing the dircetion
in which the library lay, pralscd Ghe threc timce, Foo-Foq thrcc

times, and Roscoc oncc, - Then I seampgred dovm thc strect...

Preparing mysclf for the awfil brillirnce, I rclexed the musclces

in my c¢yes. No 'light pcnctrated. I inchcd thom towerd opening.

St11l nothing, I opencd them a little rniorc, Light. 'Light, hut

no burning radiencc., A4n awful suspiclon flashecd through my mind.

I smappcd my cyes opcn. "Joe's Placc," rcad the bold sign cxtending
across the front of 'the dinky building. Ncxt door was Oakland
Clcencrs, &nd on thc Cther sidc of that anothcr bar!

"Lo, sailor." a Bcrﬁcy fem with somc clothcs on was coming
at wc out of the door of "Joo's Placc." As shc approachcd, I backed.
I kncw what happencd to salilors who frequcntcd bars with fast women.
Shc was smiling prettily and her... I ran, ° ‘

In a nearby alley' I leoned ageinst the side of thc building
to reccover my brcath. I was dazed. The numbers on the bulldings
hed rend:  "2520, 2522, 2526." Therc had been no 25247

I didn't shoot myself. I didn't Jump off thc Golden Gote
Bridgc. I didn't join the Merincs.” I had on iden. I turncd townrd
the business scetion of the city.

The YMCA came into vicw on thc sidc of the strect on which I
was welking, the bluc, rcd, =2nd whote ~nd the tricnglc naking me
momentarily homegick for my old job back at Wilmington "Y." I
dida't ery on the steps, however. I went insicc, Tooked around, and
entcercd o phonc booth. I had nlweys wonted to mect Lee Cole. This
wess s good an cxcusc os ~2ny to call him. _

As I look¢d for the telephonc book in whieh: to 16ok for the
nunbcr, I ron over what I was to say in oy mind: But; obout hnlf -
wry through, I found ~ hitch: Was the namc of th¢ club the Littlc
Megn, Elves, and- Ghomnce Chowder and Marching Soeicty, or The Elves,
Dworfs, and Littlc Men's Sokcnec Fiction ~né Chowder Socity, or
wcre there any dwarfe in it or whot? And how was Rhodomognetic
Digcst proncunced? I dceided to hunt up a copy of the latest S8S
In which the club and mog wore mentionce. :

By this timc it was four o'clock in the afttrnoon snd I wes
hungry. As I wnlked .out of the "Y" past the Osklond-Theatrc and
toward the drug storc I sow: some -few blocks awoy, I, .took n~ccount
cf my finances: Two collers and ten cents. Idly I wendcred -how
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much a ticket back to Vallejo and good old More Icland Naval Base
would coct. Terrible things happened to sallors who were LWOL, I
didn't wonder so 1dly. . :

A half hour later I was back at thce "Y" wondering how Berkeley
could have a fan group when there wasn't a place that sold otf mags
in what/my feet told me was the whole busincss seetion., I declded
to call 'Les-anyway. ; '

AsnI was thumbing through the tclephonc book in secarch of his
number which I'd forsotten in my quest for the stf meg, I had a
brilliant idea. I leoked up the Garden Library. Sure 'nuff, It
wag listed, and in back of thc addrcss wac a small "B" in paren-
thesess I took this to mean "back." Ghdd, is it in back of the
bar, I wondered: That would be 2 rather unusudl placc to put such
a marvelous thing as & library whlch served as the headquartcrs of
a sclence fiction club. Perhaps Gledys Febun was the fem I'd scen,
No, I pushed the thought from my nind. They must:have put the
library back therc-so it wouldn't blind the populsce of Berkecley and
so they could convert the drunks to science fictlon. Yes that was T8

Relieved, I called Les.

He'd 'moved: '

I called his new residence.

"Hellow," someonc with a' quiet eultured voice said.

"Hellow, I'd like to spesk with Lee Colc, please," I sald
origdnally. Lt 4

"This 180 v n:; : ; : ! ’

"Teg, this ig Tor Covington.": (I waited for him to say, "Oh
yes, of course I've heard of you.) "I was passing through Berkeley
and thought I'd come around to see the Littlc...cr...Garden Library
and et in touch“with the club...." I told him therc I was from,
what I was doing in California, Yew active I was in fandom, what
I'd done, what Xind of storics I liked, who Iy favorite authars
are, how nice it was to have an opportunity to mect some fen, that
I liked the title of his fanzinc, Orgagm, that Zd Ludwlg and 1 were
driving up to see Clark Ashton Smith soon, that I enjoyed his and
Es' letters 1in SS and TWS, that the covers of those mags looked
much better now that Bergey had. gotten out of his rut, dnd a few
miscellanecous things. - i . ' _

Once he said something to me: Sem Mcrwin wag no longer. Ed of
SS and TWS. They'd been taken ovcer by Samucl lines. In another
bit of conversation, I noted that he called the club "The Little
Men" and the zine, "The. Digest." X .

Then I got around to my excusc for calling him? !

ind found that I wasn't in Berkcley at 2ll. ‘I was in Oskland.

Cursing 21l civilians, particulerily the-kind who werc going
to the fourtieth hundrcd block of Telegraph in Ockland frather than
in Berkelcy, I left the "Y.". _

"rill the Teleﬁraph Avenue bus take me all the way to Telegravh
Avenue In Berkeley?" I asked a Spanish-locking guy who happened
along. I was proud of my knowledge that the streets of Oalkland
and Berkeley didn't stop at the cilty limits, but ran on through
the other town, G oS

"I don't think so,” he said. "You can catch a bus to Berkeley
two blocks over."

I took the Telegraph Avenue bus, and soon found myself, at
last, in the twenty-fifth hundred block--in Berkeley.
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The Garden Library was closed!

And, when I reached the bus station (after walking what seemed
scoreg, 8f ' blocks, wondering whether I dared catch a city bus on my
depleted firanees), it had moved! AN e

The new location, I learned, was some three or folr miles
away. I'declided not.to wal%. I took a bus (which I waited on the
wrong corner for, but caught by sprinting a block on strictly ex-
hausted legs) and was soon at the bus station.,

Upon inquiring, I found that the cost of a ticket to Vallejo
was seventy-five cents. I searched my few pockets anxiously and
came out with a dollar and a half. %

Boy, did I eat!: ;

Then I*walted for the bus (which was late) and, with the
assistance of the food which I Had begun to feel the effect of,
collspsed into the soft seat where only my companion, a flyboy,
kept me awake until-we reached Vallejo.

5o think twice before you take off to the big city to gawk at
the "better half," dudefan. You're liable to run into the stark
reality. You're liable tc find that what you've dreamed of all these
Years 1s just that, and that your conceptions of the social aspects
of fandom are quite erroneocus.  Take care.

What's that? You're still geing! You still want to see what
1t's like to be an acti-fan in all the true sense of the word. Well
congratulations. But, if you come with me to the next meeting of
the Elves, Gnomes, and Little Men's Chowder, Marching, and Science
Fiction Scciety, you'll have' to bring your own shotgun! ~<te -

" — o — — - —— — ————

——— i — — ——— - - — s —— o ————— e ——— -

Tasfic Force--(from page 21) £

all those disgustingly well-dressed people, all pros and hucksters I
expect. Guys with presced pants shouldn't be allowed to.call them-
selves fans I always say. He looked like a true fan. He was escorted
by two fans.got up as swamp critters, in costumes made of dried mud
and twlgs and things. They stuck to him all the time. Hé& was the
plcture of a real true-blue fan, with no fancy alrs and graces:
patched trousers; torn carpet sllppers, sweater covered with holes,
and leterally smothered in ink to the eyebrows. He started his speech
the minute he came 1In--I never saw anyone as keen. He must have been
feuding wilth someone there because he started in calling names right
off and kept it up for more than three hours. It was great stuff--he
never repeated himself once and I'd always wanted to know how some of
those words were pronounced. The audlence lapped it up and screamed
for more till everybody-including him was hoarse. He sure was mad at
gsomebody. The TV and radio boys got it all elther live or recorded,
and were grinning lilke cats, even though some blue-nose called Watson
or something started screaming about what the FCC or ‘the CCf ér some .
organisation or oéther would say about it all and irs. Pirestone was
carried out in'a-dead falnt...That first night he managed to swap

a file of SLANTs for a tommygun but he hadn't the proper. contacts

to get ammunition for it, though he asked nearly evervbody. In later
sesslons he quieted down a bit but he was always.a model of unpredic-
tabllity and a roaring succesé. He definitely made history at that
Convention and he left an indelible mark on many people present,
especlally on one poor neofan who asked him did. he have much trouble
getting here....." : --iw




Claude Hall, Box 611, Winters, Texas

Dear Dick,

Mad has at last gone crazy.: With issue No. 3 I had a sneaky
suspicion and now, with issue No. 4, I know it.

First, there was that cover. I hung it on the wall and
stared at it for a day or so, but I still couldn't tell what it
was all about. I have to admit that after turning it upside down
1t looked better. But I see in your editorial that you had a
flimsy excuse. The light was probably very bad in that damp,
dark cellar where MAD was dlssolved in aclid to weaken it before
the final malling.

I like the 1ldea of using color tho. It has a gay, carefree
appearance, something like the state insane asylum,

My Favorite Bem was good. $So was around the moon and Bob
Silverberg's plece and It Makes You Think. I liked everything
in this ish. 1In fact I cven likod the cover., ((My palll))

But on the back cover comes the sad part. My sub has run out.
So cnclosed you'll find a dollar for a longcr sub. A fourth of
1t should go for the next ish, tho Willish. Bye now...e.es.

Claudius

L] L] . Ll . . . L L] . .

Bob Silverberg, 760 Montgomery St., Brooklyn 13, .Y,

Dear Dick: -

e o o« &s for Mad 4. . . The cover: I don't care fer English's
work, but apparently you do, so I won't quibble. For my moncy
Ward 1s onc of the best mimeo artists in a long time...English is
a scribbler, not an artist. ((But what a scribbler! I could go
into a long discusesion on why Englicsh beats everyone in the game
with thc oxceptlon of Hoffman, Nelson, and maybe a couple others,
but it would be frultless. If you, don t like a dotoon at first
sight, they won't grow on you; it's a ma'tter of personal preofercncc,
ontirely )) The colored cover, a la Q, was nlce, though I con-
sider such extravagance a waste of money (which. is Whj A T
use'em. But you edit your fanzine and I'll edit mine.)

I'm at a loss to explain why your format looks so loose and



Letters--

blank to me, btut you might try narrower margins, pleace, at least
on the cutclde margin..Layout nice, despilte the lack of any art
at all, and I liked the use of your lettering guildes. ((credit
Lippincott for the majority; alsec majority of thic icsue. ))

Letter column a bit on the brief side...ly readers howled for
my head when I cut it to three pages, from five...but good. Other
material not so much, I'm afraid., Editorial vac fine, solid-written
stuff, and perhaps should have taken up the whole 20-o0dd pages. I
did not get past the first centence of the Mosher story. Lippincott
was light going, but this sort of stuff can be overdone. . . Ny
Plece seems to suffer with age...I1'1l try to have another in the
series ready soon, and that should hold you for a while. ((I informed
Bob that #5 would be the last, and suggested he sound other eds who
might want the series. His reply was that 1t'd survived two or .
three zines already; to pacss it on to another might seem llke the
kiss of death.)) It Makes You Think was, I'll concider, an exten-
sion of the editorial, and, as such, good. . .

Credo I liked, 1if only because you mentioned my name. I presume
you wrote it. . ((Huh-uh. Credit the Sage of Savannah))

Yours,
Bob

Gregg Calkins, 761 Oakley St., Salt Lake City 16, Utah.

Dear Dick:

.« « «Re thls igsh: the cover (as far as the multi-colored ink-
ing goes) was terrif. As for the drawing...well, let's be safe
with -a"no comment" shall we? Contents page layout nice--I like an
11lo on that page, particularly--but THAT particular illec you used
...1 guess I Just don't like English's doocdles. ( I absolutely
refuce to consicder 1t anything more than a doodle.) ((I'm outnumbered
Dave. But I'still love you...Laney, shut up.))

Nlce editorial you wrote. But, your Black Dahlis boy 1g wrong.
Yep. You see--I'M a freshman (won't be long, tho) and I prefer
POGO. Who is this nut, Freud, anyhow? Never heard of him.

Sclence fiction fandom, long may it reign. Okay Ryan, since
you put 1t that way, we might as well face it. Re your editorial,
I guess I am a dreamer and ambiticuo--YOU are the discontented and
maladjusted, I guess. From this to "It Makes You Think" (and in
my case that's awful hard) is quite a jump. It's hard to tell
whether you're riding Taurasi or praising him. Personally, I think
Jimmy had quite an editorial there, and I'm all for it and strictly
supporting him on that, at least. $So much for that. ((It wasn't,
tho. I answered Gregg, and we traded arguments for three or four
letters, with neither of us converting the other. We're just a
couple of irreconcilables.)) .

My Favorite Bem-~-well. well. well. Very -nice. Mosher wrote a
nice (?) yarn here--very funny. # Around the Moon--well...I think
we should send RRL a strait-jacket, mycelf, but I don't have to
put up with him around, so that's your problem.

The First Iscue” 1s Just that--first issue stuff! # Romanoff
ls lte,long, and lousy. What a sterling columnist--I don't think!

The onl¥ thing I can_agree_with him on is the down trodden rights
of the little-known fan. I am a Inf, and that's why I am for it.

((Not any more, you're not.)) However, when (and if) I am a BNF
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I won't care.
CREDC was execellent!
Fine stuff in Letters, but much too few (ha!).of 1t. liyself,

I like about.four-sixwﬁages of editorial and about the same amount
of letters per ich. Then you can £111 in the remalning space with

relatively unimportant things like a column by Willle or a Boggs-
atire, or something. But, get the editorial and letters in Fefret:
((You're right, old boy. Next zine I edit will have two or three
pages of material by the ed and fifteen or so pages of lettere.
I'11l be sued as often as Keasler.))
"Fanedishly,
Gregg

ﬁ. Max.Keasler, 426 Soutﬁ llth: Poplér Bluff, Missouri

Dear Dick;

So your spys found out the secret for the multl-color cover.
It seems to be leaking out all over fandom. Hickman had a beautiful
cover an issue back using that stuff on TLiiA. Besides the use of
color, I can't say much for the cover. Liked Hoffman's much better.
((Try this issue's cover--it's much milder. ))
Nevark Y8 EOLS-PLrNAHLLCRREETLNE Lo RRObESY L. R SRt ApesT
convention I've ever went to. End up cost me ,;25, and since I
traveled 800 miles, that isn't bad, as-a-bit-of-hardtack, it's
damn goodle. ((Search me. I don't know what 1t means either.))

ope you can swing 1t to meke the Chicon. There are 400 signed
up, ((gee, this 1s an ¢ld letter)) and they're expecting 800 all-
toll, You could get a raft and float up the Great Lakes. Make
the raft out of old mimeograph-drums. I'm golng to be there if I
have to tread-water all-the weigh up ole man Mississippl. Of course
I1'11l have to detour at JIowa, but there should be some flood-water
golng ny way. ((%What's that, Nalt? No, I don't know if he can
swim or not. What are you going to do with that anghor? ) )

s But then maybet ou dgn ﬁ want tg geet faaans.;.. o%hsensible

§8PkeTOUsr, Inke% TekheE Rheckeq 18, F30d ut 29 TROVMEE, PPRE YSRE
as I stay in Newark, nobody knows about me.))

Ag ever lovin yers
; Max

8 t £ 1 also Iim ng to

bege. b2 f0re RATE ORM" L}RedtRER- Rublia. ofohitognan JeDasaAE
Some announcementsa to make: Tape-respondents, International, a new
organization for owners of wire- or tape-recorders,” 2ot up by Fred
Goetz, 3488-22nd Street, San Francisco 10, California, sounds like
a live-wire ((pun! pun!)) club. Write Fred if you're interested

1t should be good. Biblio Press, 1104 Vermont Avenue, N.V, Wasﬁ-
ington 5, D.C., has pubbed a biblliography of H.P.Lovecraft.’ The
editor describes it as "a scholarly listing"--completists, are you
ther?? # Joln the BSAW and help stamp out fandom! No-no--wait
that o not right.-help stemp out dienlty in fandom, I think that's
z%g?t. Nr}&e Hel Shapiro, 790 AC/W Squadron, Kirksville, Mo. #

I GO POGO. I have an I go Pogo button, courtesy of Keasler, and
thot_of goling to Chi this month on behalf of hin...A group of’OSU

facul%x meTbe g congidered that_verv,th
a mention In the Gols- he er. '] Srﬂ'E offous iy Snopen, to got
of Newarl's Keystone Kogspdid, comolete%ﬁsgﬁ g%gﬁsmgggigz'tgggnggg-

nation of Thomas Jefferson. . . Publicits
I'ne Chamber of Commerce was very happ?;tj <-s:F Sesquicentfgg%al.
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