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page two PSYCHO

1//by _way_of introduction

HFLLC FRIENDS! "hat you see here shall. have to be a sub-
stitute for my presence at the World Convention this year, Thy ?
Well, you know... college, mbney etc-etc&so-ons I hope that all of
you have had a swell time out in Californis, and that next year 1
shall have the opportunity to meet some of you, (no not in a
Claudian fashion) tiame, tide and the BOLE permitting. In the mean-
time, my only acyuailntance with you shzll ke as tradition commends:
tarouagh correspondence, and through the pages of TSYCHC, There sre
many of you, of course, who have never seen the magazine, and mseny
who never will, But here I have been offered the onportunity te
describe it to you, and se I shall,..

CVCE UFPCON a time 1 mamwas a radio operator in the USAAF and
spent some.two yeers in the central Alaskan mainland. While there,
I read a fow-sclience fiction megazines (always late) and wrote a
few poems... and did a great amount of thinking and 1looking and
listening and thinking again, And I often thought, as 1 lay on my
cot in the black cold of a long night how very much it is that we,
the creatures of a microcosmic earth, have seen &s we plodded and
pummelled and wept and dreamed and murdered our way through half a
million years, 1 also thought how 1little we had lesrned, how
little the great mass of us had groped to shred emay the darkness
of the edge of knowledge. About mec were men from every part of
America, whose backgrounds stretched away to all the races that
have ever lived, I heard them talk of common things 4nd then I
heard them, a8 they grew more lonely, talk of things they really
thought and felt. It wasn't teoo encouraging. 1 wondered then 1If
there was anyone at all who dreamed of greater things and greater
ageS.,. if there was anyone at all who was aware of all the blind
grotesgue monstrosities that strangle a men's brain until he can-
not see beyend his own brief moment,.. no, not beyond the smeallest
second after midnight eof tonitht,

AlD THEN, of course, I thought of science fiction and of
science fiction fanse I knew that, though they haogrled and chet-
tered and argusd, and theough at times they boasted 1loud, they
really did have something. They had the most unique socinty thet
has ever eXisted on the earth, They had imagination, they had
hope, and they seemed to be the only dwellers in those "kingdoms in
the skies" that man has tried to reach for centuries toe o0ld to
know about., They were groping for tomorrow,.,.. a temorrow for which
each of them had his own vision. A tomorrow which was not narrow
nor confined, btut infinite... a tomorrow in which man, freed from
the grinding pulp mills of deliberate ignorance, wes ever rolling
back the curtains from the giasnt unknown facts for which he sought
s¢ long.

"ELL, I thought, if fans have their imaginations, end their
drcams, and their ideas and thoughts and hopes, then why not pro-
vide a place for them, where they might freely speek of their
innermost thoughts and, through the interchsngs of those thoughts
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with cthers, might formulate something definite that might
determine the course and the purpose of this fandom of ours, And
surely it has a purpose, perhaps you can sense it too... this
feeling within ourgeives that must pust find its way to 1light,
When you first discover fans and fandom you elther say %o your-
seld--- "here is where I belong; these are my friends; this is what
I want"-«~ either you se; this, or you zcre not reullg & fen, in the
sense that we use the term.

AYD HYRE is the place provided: the plece of 1idens and
theories and phllosoohies and dreams,.. zng, of course, argurents
and counter-arguments, and all that goes to formulete & mental
blueprint of another world that yet may be.

~ CONTRIBUTIONS ART welcomes (and nceded, I might add) at all
times, 2nd are to be in the form of an informal letter, with no
speclal atternpts at style necessery, other than cutting down on
irrelevancy and pointless ergument, Contributions are to consist
of anything you sincerely believe, hope for, or wmonder rbout,. The
subject way be science fiction, fantgsy,or sny science: psycholo -
gy, sociclog,, vhilesaephy, physics, ete. L3y only definite nays =are
on subjects of rootin, for the political home tear (nearly ell
politics revelt ..e, and you can find the subject elsewhere), book
reviews (unlecss it be some general book which is necesssry to the
Giscussion, or which ie not reescdily obtainatle bty 211, such a&s the
much discussed science znd sanitvy) and several other varieties of
verval baldercash sgeinst vhich I shall discrimincte (though if 1
ari wrong I'm milling to listen). Time and space forces me to be a
disgusting editor, and for the sake of cuality and relevancy you
may expect me to reject from time to time, and toc bs a blue-pencil
fiend on occasion., If subscriptions should ever pay over and
beyond the cost of publication (which, frenkly, I doubt) I wnight
even pay for mecterial. I invite you to join my subscription 1list,
but I warn jou that you shall receive none of my aillion OQUTRIDTRS.
Favlication will be as often as materiel and money permit, Enough
of this weary informaticn: 1let's hear from 35 of you, youkyoun at
2732 vest clybourn, milraukee 8 wisconsin,
(rpratd in prt from T=QMO 3) -==-=-phillip & schumenn
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2//whet they said

“THE THOUSANDS of stories about atomic power that appeared
up to several years ago never touched the most enormous question of
2ll: how to keep from destroying the world with what was ciscove
ere¢, Or consider the 'immortality' theme. KNone of the setories
dealt with the particular problem that nom feces wus: what =ill
hap, en to the ecouomy and social 1ife of a world in which the 1ifs
span 15 suddenly increased LY perhaps 5C jyeers? If the new Russien
serw: is =1} it's s&aid to bhe, congifer the coree uences: A5  enor-
swous inerease in populction becnvee few will dle for helf =
century; cn even core enormous grorta ir po wlntion if renrocuctive
rbilities covar a longer span with loncxr life; » revemping of =~ll
sociel security plsns, life insurance; cheages in the fiscal strue-
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ture of the nation..."
-=-~=herry warner psycho 2

“I HAVE a feeling thet most fens who remsin frus into  the
adult stage cre anheppy ™ith reslity. They nre not » onrectiecsl, -
earthgrubbing bunch, On a theoretiesl bssis they will love to
argue and debate--- either in words or in the pages of such maga-
Z2ines ss FSYCHO., The more impracticel the argument.,.., falling
short of how many angels on the poeint of a needle, however,.,. the
greater jts interest and more lengthy its discussion. Serious or
non~serious we like to argue end discuss, for we zre primates =and
are closer than we thiuk to our chettering ape cousins,

l..I don.t
see Hesarstian conceived bLeasties drooling over the prospects of a
fzt USA for dinner. But I do see the relative ezse with which a
defense might te discovered along some unsuspected line not matched
or slong @ suspected line watched with bloodshot e¢yes, or mith eyes
focusstd on the knees of & dimpled female xorelgnprn Yost of the
time much thought and experimentaticn goes ‘nto ~ sudden discovery
--~ but only most of the tinme. Fhil, you discovered something
quite by aceident with your glass and dicssolved substances in
water; remember that I chanceéd upon the noise-caused Tlsme dip by
accldent? It is ensy after 2il. %o, though I'm pessimistic,- I'm
not afraid. Do I feel secure in the abilities of the US? Laykbe.
Fut the main thing is my infernal "let it ride", "let's do it to- i
morrow" attitude. With me there's alvays a Toaorrow. 1 Thope I'm
not wrong.? .
. ---=donn brazier psycho 3
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the time is late

there is a night I fear to meet...
of darkness I cannot defeat

a night of centuries of pain,

of old remorse reborn again;

of corpses in a village street,
ané murder in a field of wheat---
immortal souls among the grain
vho shall not ever rise ageain,

' end I have seen the futile flings
of puppets strung on rubber strings
of cynicism and deceilt;
of ignorance and iron feet,
and fear steals in on silent wings
to fill my heart with murmurings
of little things vho find defeat
in bigger things they fear to mest...

--=--phillip a schumann

So long, my friends--- and I nope you've enjoyed the FACIFISOV///
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