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PUMDITS, PONTIFICATIONS, uD AL February 25, 1056

we thot for z while that transuranic would never make 14, what with
all the confusion in "’Vuﬂ&LﬂV secon ii...out there it is, vou lucky
pecple...and others,..credits fop Lhis iucve are many, many, nany...
georpe cole, the graatest artist of a2ll tiuwe, presents a section of

colé ariginals...the cover iz his, ﬂlﬁﬁ=..WOW, aAre we pLg_sea with
him...the terrible story titlsd "the sbominable pro~fan" iz the
work of nick fales wiio wag co-chaivman of the clevention last

s¢ werrible that even we, with our very low standards,
almest decided agalnst usiﬂy it...but then, if we don*t use such
low things, what will we ?...1f something is good, it Peces else-
where, and there we zre... (we're just joking, mr. fa»asca, sir...
actually, we are the besit)...bob madle has again wade a tactical
error and written another story...last time we boasted that a se-
quel to "the werewolf howls" wonld soon be forthcoming...well, it
did, end weve had the poor judgment to publish Lb...dgﬂa-oth nks
to hugh docket for a little stor*...hugh freely admite he never
finished the 2nd grade...so we think r2's deing mighty well...and
another member of carsc1faoc, £ carvaﬂ, did the art work for the
falasca story...zw says it's the {irsi drawing he ever did...we
believe him...joe twiller has been kept very busy scrting many let-
ters...thanks to hiv and our writers...our apologies for unanswered
mail, as yet...this con is Xilling us...lynn hickwan has favored us
with ads for secon ii...alan dodd says lynn is great, and we agree.
..aventt you, lvmmn?.,.c¢laud brant is responsible for that hilly
moon sketeh...thank you, cisud?...comaents frouw those mere experi-
enced in the fanszine field than we lusist that transuranic should
pe dummied,..gives a betler appearahc:, Ul

Lhey fayc,.thC"'arc right
hvt.,.gimﬂ§g£§§&c ghald QQVL¢ he g ode. cur fresh, hurried

year.. . it's
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1ooh would be marred.,.pesides we & lazy ..other sugrestiong in-
cluded not publishing at all yon, former friends) and the

use of & letber guide...ab, riends, we priced letter guldes
and the cheapesy we could flnd was 2 2 millimet=sr job for 03& g
uuiLgt...y;Lhed ab ¢2.75 L .cuch...ve didn't buy 1t...i8 you've
got an old cne lying around you'd 1ike to contribute...thuanl you
very wmuch..,our addrsss is below...:rsiember, transuranic ic good
to the very last dreopping...see joii at the con...

.

- . .
. - -

* - - - .

" . . . . . - - - - .
. . . . " - - - . - . -

TRANSUZANIC is published sort of monlhly now by CARSCIFSOC, which
iz not only non-profit Lot deep in debt, The editor of this sad
gucuse 1a Al Alaxander, who still lives at Apt 8, 2216 Croydon Rd,
Charlotte 7, C. Ve love to print your stories and letiers. Our
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ratecs arsg L“&ﬂL; chan those of pro-mags, but there's a difference:
you pay us. 1f you're foolish encugh tw wat o subscribe to TRANS
Or Lo buy a singie, Lhe rabve 1:3 gy rrently 104 ver or & for 504¢.

8o other arrangsnents are reasonshle or “ccepted. Qur policy is:
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1 LAST wINUTE SECOR LT NOTES

hs this is being writhen, the Second Scutheastern Sei -
enee Fiction Conference is exsctly two weeks off, and her
tne sbory up o now:

The dates For the affair are kMarch 3 and 4: the place is
the Chelsea Rocwm of the Hotel Charliotte. If you haven't done
so yveb, get your reucrvauic s in to the hotel inmedialtely.

Registration will occur between the hours of 11:00 a. m.
and 1:00 p. m. Saturday. The prograw will get under wgy prompt-
v at L:00 p. m. There will be a very brie IS welconing address,
intrcduction of celebrities present, and then our featured
speaker will take the platform.

e

We have indeed besn fortunate in scheduling a talk by
Lr. J. G. Prate, of the Parapsychology Laborabtory of Duke Uni-
versity. Or. J. E. Rhine informs us that Dr. Pratt is one of
the charter menbers of the Leberatory and hss been vitally
connected with the very ilmportant work which has taken place
at Duke during the pasht guarter century.

Dr. Pratt, ¢ native Horth UA.Olluldnj chtained his Ph. D,
at Duke, morkqnw jn the field of animal psychology. For the
past few y2ars he has been in charge of a special project,

Ffice of Noewval Hess . and devoted to the
tns h _uu.l"lb «b:t_iu,y nf the pifgeon, Tt may
e ' ercentbion.
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Last year Dr. Pratt wss the Laboratory's rspresentabive
in London at a Zistinguished nering devetkd to the subjocth
of LSP, and “gonforcd by the Uib ou“ﬂauch. We are pround
Lo b? able to present Dr. Pratt, whoe has titled his speech
tHaects and Fictﬁon About Parapsychology". & discussionpericd
will io¢lowa
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of bhis mage
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rabt will be followed by Larry Shaw, who will speak
zine apnd his plans for the future.

E‘.:

There will e several other hOP‘Lu discussed alter
hriefi intermission., Tien a shmvb auction, and intermise
untll 7:30. av which < ue will take p1‘ﬁes
¢, L. Barrett, the mad ol " adriver Street, will be
gur Tesstmaster. And he has the ptv“unaL T“COUH“HdQuWQﬁ of

' ; helarthyite. Robert Blochli
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1 he devoved to informal discussions
. panel zgrouns holding foru

nopping

Fran o attend whe Secon. Send vour registrabtion in now
Y =
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WOl OUT OF RIND, by J. T. kelntosh. A Pocket Books, Inc.,
reprint, 1956, 25¢. FPublished originally by Double-
day & co., Inc.

The story concerns the alterations and development of
one Raigmore in the not too distant Tuture, and on the pla~-
net Earth. JSocial status, with the accompanying privileges
are responsibilities appropriate .o each levedl, are deter-
mined by the Tests. In these Teshs, given hoth by a super~
computer and by specially qualified human interviewers, the
ultimate potentialities and aptitudes of all applicants are
determined, who from then on wear the insignia which shows
their personality type and value to society.

The highest possible ranking, won by only a handful in
each generation, and known as Lhite Star, is finally awarded
to Raigmore, after a series of incidents wherein he tries
te either cover up his lack of background, or estahlish an
acceptable facsimile of ome,

After the award is mede, a number os assassinations
occur among the other White Stars, until he is the only one
left who is qualified tc take over the top governmental au~
thority. Immediately, invading space ships are detected
on the outskirts of the Solar System, and planet after planet
is attacked and isolated without effective resistance.

The attack on barth, especizally as seen from the head-
quarters in lLashington, is effectively told, with a sense
of tension and urgency refularly offset by the strange self-
confidence of Raigmore, who finally succeeds in establishing
direct contaet with the invaders. His finesse and adroit-
ness in convineing them that conquest and cccupation would
be unpwofitzble is founded cn 2 hitherto unrevealed factor;
hig skill is liter ally-~unhumsn.

The questions as to why he had to fabricate a personal
history, whe his helpers were, and what he did about his
finally-established identity, are likely to result in zn in-
crease in the reader's self-estieen. Go on and read it.

~-George L. Cole

o dr %o 3

We keep being asked what TRANSURANIC stands for, or #hat it
means, or what it'c good for, etc. Avid readsrs of s~f and
completists should recognize it. The rest of you will have
to keep on wondering. WETRg HOT TELLING!



3F'E'”” T F f Here is the third in a series featuring the

g f 3 vi mepbers of LAASCIFS0C, Ve present George
ﬁf’“‘”ﬁ? g L. Gole, artist and wit, Hecent rumors to

r@?t_ 't;i\ E} the contrary, George ic not a Venusian.

Georpge Cole haz been reading s-f sincee its inception in nagazine
form, and has heen WTLLlﬂH letters to the editers for the past
several years. Head his letter in the QOctober issue of Astound-
ipg if you want to give your mind 2 workout.

Georpe has been described as a recluse--which is quite apt, ex-
cept that he aever stays home. He is replete with intricate ideas
~~he has just finished a future FlnNSUHA&I cover which shows
warping of space. George says ewven Dinstein wouldn't have at-
tempted such a feav.
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fuite an artist is our boy George. Sincéd joinging the CSFS last
Qctober, he has beccme the nunber one TRANSUSARIC artist. And
let me tell you, this guy has talent. Rival fanzine editors
take note. Louldn't you like to see Ceorge Cole's drawings in
vour mag? Here is your big chanca,

In "aalitj, George is a commercial artist, working for s local
exhibit and decorating firm. He took his training at Carnegie
menb, which, of course, makes him a real brain. He is interes-
ted in s-f, ﬁﬁ?, and Yanything which tends to enlarge your area
of peresptivn and your scope of operation”. That was CGeorge~-
and he talks like that zl) the time. He *dyﬂ "A crying need
of s»vlety ig a fullier understaanding of the motboao of commni-
cation.™ Thevefore, nsead we meutloﬂ that Ceorge is vitally ine-
tere tpu in semantics?

Might mention that Gezorge is a father and a grandfather--even
though a member of the beanis
£

George has beconé cne of the most acTiv& and enthusiastic mem-
bers of the e¢lub, and it is & pleasure to have him with us.

-

As is customary in our series fdaturing members of CARSCIFS0C,
we present & feature by Ceorge L. Cole. Bob Madle, you may re-
call, gave us "The Werewolf Howl'", Randy Warman gave us "The
an n of' thé Future®. George, on the other hand, found other
atters too pressing te produce a story or article, and was

forced to gend us several family snapshots. He has noted a
few comments about these, and it is with pleasure that we
present this lolefolio.



TKL SE*EET

Cousin Se'eet (only her intimates dare
call her by her first name) is a native
of the planet S5-LAX{, Historians have
dsscovered in this name the root form
of the modern term "Fitting". This cou-
sin is unique in that her locomotion is
by a series of undulations hardly visi-
ble except on departing. When strongly
moved, her utterances are chiefly in
gluteals. She seldom lats herself be
seen in publiec, altho those who know
say she will sometimes let the whole
planet be rolled off her, rather than
remain longer concezled.






FFFLU'E BASGEPP

This cousin, despite nunerous enquiries,
has never told me whether "hin". or TherV
was the proper proncun 4o be ussd, “Ne
piroper pronoun® ig all Cousin FE&fiu'b
would ever reply. Emerging from the sa-
1ins habitat at regular, tho infrequent,
periods, F{Iflu'b Ba-gepp has for a chief
interest the observance of the one cap-
tive s&tellite possessed by the mother
planst, called, in their terminclogy,
pianet S of the sun X -~ or briefly,
S-X.






MNYUGN NIIM-HM

Auntie Niim-Hm seldom visits us; in fact
I have not seen her since my own very
early days. Her life on MN-E'AYUH (a
name which is elsewhere used to signigy
"Comfort™) is spent in the vast caverns,
which are the only scurce of moisture,
to avoid the killing rays of their own
sun. She is well adapted to her habi-
tat, however, with eyes that ean see
around protecting corners, and ears
that constantly warn against unexpected
intruders.
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GHST OG-DAB-U

Uncle Ghsh, who has not visited us in
quite some time. makes his home on the
pianet GIG-HUB-BU, He is either unwill-
ing or unable to give any details as to
its location, except to explain that

the name means ROCT, His honors and
dignities are many, as becomes the f{i-
bres toughened by the sun, wind, rain,
and draught of many seasons. He proudly
wears the emblem of Propagation of the
First Rank, and in addition 1s known as
Chief of both the coniferous and deci-
cuous races. In spite of his ripe years,
the juices of happiness still flow in
the vascular bundles of the Patriarb
of GIG-HUB-BU,
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THE AN WHO COULDHTT by Hugh Docket

"I suppose if I didn't know your case so well, Charlie, I could
say you were 2 hypochondriac.” Dr. Llewellyn smiled and began

polishing his glasses, waiting for Charlie Chandler to go into

his usual bedevilment of his wife.

"Damuit, Lew, 1 realize you get tired of treating Sue and me for
evervthing in rniedical history. I sure as hell get tired of pay-
ing your bills every month. You don't think I'm faking, do you?"

"No, no, of course not. The symptoms are there every time. Lab
always proves it."

"Of course,..but that still doesn't help explain why fue cones
down with diseases that haven't even existed since vaccines were
discovered. And every damn time she gets something, 1 end up
getting it toc. I'm going nuts over this. Can't you do anvthing
about it?"

The doctor just smiled in his tired way and waited. Soon enough
Charlie would continue. %Yell, certainly he did have enough to
complain about. ©Sue was a beautiful woman and undoubtedly a fine
wife, but she had the awfullest habit of getting sick. Not just

a cold, or maybe upset stomach. Not Sue. Without benefit of a
tropical climate, summer weather, or any possible source of infec-
tion, last winter she had come down with malaria. And that meant,
of course, that Charlie would catch it. He always did.

And that meant two weeks in bed for both of ther. while the new
drug hadlebrine cleared it up. And naturally, no sconer were they
cured than Sue latched onto all the symptoms and blood reactions
of Madagascan sleeping sickness. Impossible, of course. But it
had taken oxy-Ishmaline to cure them. And how Charlie had caught
it from her without the intermediate host of the Zutan swamp leech
was something the good doctor still couldn't explain.

To be honest, he couldn't explain any of it, although he didn't
want Charlie and Sue to find that out.

"eaoolove her," Charlie was still saying, "but I can't go on this
way. 1 didn't mind so much having mnumps and measles and chicken-
pox all over again. At first it was kind of fun. But hoof-and-
nouth disease wasn't any fun, and neither was rabbit fever! Lew,
if you can't do something about it, I'm going to leave her. Yhat-
ever she catches, 1 catch....and I just can't stand it any longer."

"Now, Charlie, I know it's not easy, but don't gquit when it looks
like we might be getting sonewhere."

"Big deal...getting sonewhere. But you're right, I couldnft
leave her. 1 just hope she doesn't come down with something vou
can't cure.”

Sad thing about Charlie and fue, or have you heard? Charlie died
last week. Yep, inoperable stomach cancer. Poor Sue--she's
three wonths'! pregnant, too,

g A X%



Last time through the mill we complained that we had received
but one fanzine to review. Ah, that we had held our too-
rapid tongue. For lo! the mailman hath brought a handiul!
Friends, for you are all our friends, we are so pleasea to
be hearing from every one of vou that we couldn't take it
upon ourselves to criticize thsse wonderful zines. There-
fore, the reviews below will cover only the best points

of the objects in question. But, just to keep our nind
and heart free from hypeerisy, lei us explain: 1if we thot
that the magazine in guestion actually stunk, we have cle-
veryy used the word “charming” somewhere in the review.
Isn't this a neat trick? Now, il only the wrong psople
won't read this introduction, things will be fine. But
even if they do, just remewber: Wit LOVE LVERYBUDY  evern
il they do put oul Crufmy PAPETrS.ssecsceecnave.0n With it.

& ok o ok 3%

CANADIAW FANDOL f27--William D. Grant, Rditor--11 Burten,
Toreonto, Ontario, Canada--Quarterly--15¢ per or 4 for
50¢ or B for $1.00..

These people have dons something nobody else in our limited
xperience has ever done., A little while ago we reccived in
the mailbeox &n envelope contsining two copies of CANFAN #27
and two copies of 728! To our meager purse this is a sure
indicdtion of .fabulous wealth, and we Teel that it is to
our distinct advantapge to say nice things about this publi-
cation. It is easy. 1t is a most excellent pub. Let us
glance at the contents:. a2 special article by Dr. David H,
Kelisr, a particular favorite with CARSCLIFLOC; 3 delightful
account of that Claveland thing; {our pages of entertain-
ment called "The Aftercon™, heing a recounting of the vaca-
tion of W. D, Grant; a learned {we suspect) discussion of
one L. Carroll's poem on the Jazbberwock; sophisticated re-
yiews, rather than the typical ‘crudzine' comments wa have
grown to hate; and finally, selactive notes frofm readers.
lie should like to go on record as praising CANFAN,

L I < SR

How was that for a nice review? But we can do even hetter,

CANADLAN FaMDUk 728~z above

nis ig it. A big geld ¥ to thisg issue. Nice....but very.
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Here is certain proff that fandom is not limited to s-f.
Note these contents: a Robert Bloch thing about music; a
story~-feature by day Allister ccncerning the invention of
one of the ancestors of modern motion picture cameras; a
"jaza-fantasy" by Rita Grossman--this one we liked; and

the Second Tucker Fan Survey, which for 11 its inherent
errors, is a Babulously interesting poll. (\e were pleased
to note ourselves in the intellectual 4.5% who do not own a
raiio.) If all fan publications were as easy %o read as
this, if all were as entertaining, if all were as full of
meat, if all were as neat.....alas! they are not.

EY - S A S

%ell, that mas better. From here on, tho', they drop.

S - S T

CRY OF Thu KakwloSS /86--Wally Veber, Editor--Box 92, 920
Third Avenue, Seattle 4, lashington~--l.onthly--10¢
per one, 15¢ per two, 50¢ per nine, or "a whole
dollar for a relentless twenty-one issues. ('e aren't
really giving discounts -~ it's just that we don't add
so good. )"--

If we had enough experience in the fanzine field, we would
put out something like CnY., As it is so far, we heve nei-
ther the material nor the casualness that comes from con-
plete disregard for the worries of life. This is a club
magazine. Apparently the club is rather sctive. Certainly
they have enocugh to write about, with one thing and another
going on. A one page bit of fiction - "Love Thine Enemy" -
vwae possibly the worst thing we have ever read. A column
by Zldon K. Lverett entitlied "STF in TV & lLovies" gives a
review of U-1's Tarantula which is about as far from fact
as the movie itself. If it weren't for the same title,
vwe'd swear it was a different niovie he was talking about.
Articles by Pemberton (#.) and Toskey are fine reading. MNo
doubt we would have enjoyed the rest of the thing if the
repreduction had been readable. Ve like CulX,

- - S S R

CrY OF ThHa NALLLLSS #BE--as above

Vhy we didn't get /87, we don't know. We would like to
have one (ahem!} if they are still available. This one
roes on just like the one above. Again Pemberton (R.)

and Toskey are enjoyable, and agein LEverett booboos the
movie field. The finest reading in the whole thing is



the Pemberton (A.) review column, which reviews the last
four issues of TRANGURANIC, O brave new world! We love
sverybody, but especlally CiI,

%% % % X o3k

FRONTIER #5--Dale H. Smith, Editor--3001 Kyle Ave., Linne-
apolis 22, kKinn.~--0 issues for §3.00--

This is the "0fficial 3ulletin of The Society For The Ad-
yancement Of Space Trryel". 22 pages of very neat mimeo-
graphing, primarily concerned with articles well indoc-
trinated toward spac¢e travel. YThree Fables For Astronauts”,
by Joseph Lincolin, was thoroughly delightful. Ve are in
favor os space flicht ourselves.

BN W R X %

MUZZY #8-~-Claud: R. Hall, Editor--221i San Antonic S¢.,
Austin 5, Texas-.published irregularly--25¢ PAL,
which stnnds for Pay After Reading, which seems o
us to b: a rather risky enterprige--

Muzzy is or¢ of those things, butwe don't quite know what.
It is her+ ielightful, there nauseating. The art work lcooks
like visgito's day in kindergarten--and oh, the repetitive
Grandse Tet:ns. How wery Freudian, or something. Fuzzy is
sell -procleimed as "the tee-veg-~-hater's almanac®, I{ may
beo It is bell of fiction, reviews, articles, etc., all
«n a fairiy light vein. The high-light of ¢ his issue, i
{naturally) Wilkie Connerts article, "Scifen, Vhat Now?®
l'e are not 'nnatuvrzlly prejudiced towsrd Lilkie's writi
just becaus: he ig a member of CARSCLFSCC, ¥e really
him. An amusing L6 pages is MNuszzy.

1e
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PSI #6--Lyls Amlin, Editor--307 E. Florida, Hemet, Califor-
nia--Li-monthly--10¢ per, & for 50f-~

Thie is a charming little mag, chock full of mischief. 1f
you want a first-hand sample of the type of material ound
in PGL, turn tc the letter section and read the short arti-
cle by Lyle Amlin. If you deon't want to turan, we guote
herewith a typical section: "I wonder what has happened to
me? Since entering Fandem, (some 9 months ago), I have
fallen prey to saveral likes, whether they are related or
not, is thd question. To enumerate them. 1), I was a Pego
fan long befors fandom but now I am a fanatic. 2), I have
gained a enjoyment for Jasu. 3), A point of #2. Also a
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liking for some classical music. &), Actualiy a dislike.
For most of the SF presented in the Prozines." That was
a direct quote, sc please don't accuse gur typewriter of
dirty werk. As we said, PSI is charming.

R ow R %

BHANG #3-~David Rike, Editor--Box 203, Rodeo, Califoernia
--"Copies may be had by trade, writing an interesting
letter, or contribution. If your letters aren't too
interesting, it would help to enclose a few stamps."
~~T"issued from time tec tine"--

-

Here is another California production, and it is most charm-

ing also. O8ix pages of mimeo, one on orange, two on yellow

~-excuse us, please; we don't feel well. This locks like

a fan magazine, but we were fooled. It poes on about post--

card pictures (the feelthy kind), hot-rods, and a two page

play about, as far as we could gather, nothing. BHANG is
the most charming thing we've yet seen. Item: enclosed

with the mag were two copies of the "Opium Tribune™, dit-
toed sheets of something--we don't know what because they
veren't readable. They may be art-work-~-the smudges are

most irregular and modernistic.

%% & % % %

FANTASY TIMES Vol 11 - No. 239..-James V. Taurasi, Sr., &
Ray Van Houten, Editors and Publishers--Twice a wmonth
«~10¢ per, 12 issues $1, 42 a year (2, issues)--

How can we ssy anything about Fantasy Times? Heat, newsy,
informative, readable, it is a sort of criterion. DPBesides,
they have a nice article about CARSCIFSCC, which is why
we've mentioned it in the first place. We rejoice.

%% A ok ok %

TRANSURANIC Vol II, No. 3--Al Alexander, Editor--Apt &,
2216 Croydon Rd., Charlotte, N. C.--Monthly--L0¢ per
or 6 for 50¢--

Without doubt this is our favorite fanzine. It is clever,
neat, of high quality, and shows excellent taste. Three
pieces of fiction, all of general interest, are well abeve
the usual run of fan preduce. George Cole's "Colefolio"
is the finest art we've seen in fandom, with the possible
exceptilon of sowe of Lynn Hickman's creations. The coming
SECON 11 holds the central motif for the issue, and rather
well done it is, too. Congratulations for a fine job.

Sincerely,

:Lﬂfl‘ e



The steam rose slowly around
Hnatko's nose. It was so
thick that he could see only \
dim shapes across the room. He Y
tried to move. He couldn't. His \
skull was nailed to the back of the
chair in which he was sitting. A

"Geeze," he gasped, and then relaxed.’
The throbbing dull glow that surround-\
ed him made him uneasy. He wished he \
could remember what had happened. "Oh N
god," Hnatko said. "There goes that pain\
in my head again.® This time he felt in :
back for the nail and was surprised to find)
\that it was not there. "Well 1711 be dam- \
\ned," he said. "You are," said a thousand

voices booming out of the darkness,

Inat.ko jumped. "Ouch," he cried. (He had

hit his head on a low ceiling.) "What was
\that?" Silence. The smoke was getting
\thicker. "Who's there?” he shouted again.
\Only his echo. It pulsated light and dark \
\around him. Light. Dark. Light then dark.\
Light., Light. Dark. Light. "Good god," °
e thought. "It's korse code. G....H....U

He couldn®t make out any other letter
\His code reception was rotten. He suddenly
~\felt sick to his stomach. "I'm getting out
=e\of here,"” he cried as he rushed to where the
\! \door ought to have been. Then he screamed. \\
X “\And loud too. lle had run face first into \
i‘\r£$§he glowing tip of a huge cigarette. Hlnatko
’ dropped to the floor in fiery pain. "Don't
\be a hot head," boomed a thousand voices.

"Let me out," screamed lnatko. "Please
\let me out." Nothing happened. He
\picked himself up from the floor and
\tried walking around the room. fle
\stumbled several times and finally
\fell, breaking his ncse. Pain shot
\through him. He decided tc lie
here forever. Or at least until
he got hungry. "God, I feel like
&N 'm dying," scbhed Hnatko. "You
pare dead,” said a thousand
oices, and they meant it.

“ion of what had happened
pcame back tc Hnatko. The
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con...people, no fans milling everywhere...a glass of scotch...
two, three...bourbon...more fans...neo-fans...the collection...
who was it...Garret...no, Barret...yeh, Doc Barret, or was it
Doc Smith...or George O. Smith...whoever it was, he was selling
a collection...a big one...there it was...more scotch....OW, ..

a real find...the book, 1 mean...the date...1921..loocks like...
IT ISi...first edition...Nebular Sex Sciencd...with a lead by
will sykora...rare...two hands reaching...my hands...other hands
too...a clutch...2 grasp...hey! watch it, will you?...1l saw it..
a fist flying...a hit in uy face...smoke and noise...swirling...
twisting...dying...lavender...scotech,...blackness...a roon with
steam,....

Hnatko looked up. "I am dead. I've just died." The overwheln-
ing thought hit him. "What am I doing here." Hnatko began to
panic. He didn't want to be dead. "llelpt! Let me out," screaned
Hnatko. "Please let me out." His chest heuved in greest sobs

and tears rolled down his eyes. He was in iimortal pain. He
lifted his head slowly and looked at the ceilinpg. "Just a drink.
Oh god, just a drink. Please give me a drink."

"Yes," said a thousand voices somewhat dininished in volume. It
lacked that booming quality as it asked in unison, "do you want
your water with or without scotch?" Inatko's hezd 1lifted spirit-~
edly. "With! ULith!!" he said eagerly, forgetting all his angu-
ish and suffering. "Ready?" said the voices. "Yes, yes,”" said
Hnatko. "No backing out?" said the voices. "NO, blast you, I'm
ready." le thought he could hear s low rmumbling and a sinister
laugh. "Give it to me," he shrieked. "GIVE IT TO hk." "), K.,"
said the voices leeringly. "You're going to get it." And with
that, the floor fell away from him. -He felt as if he were drop-
ping into the center of the universe. He screamed. There was a
splash. It was Hnatko splashing. Ile had dropped into a pool of
some hyperpotent liquid that seared the nerve tips of his body.
He flailed his small arms and tried swimming for what might be
shore. He went under. DNow up. DNow under. Then his breathing
got off and he inhaled underwater. Ile came up with ears steam-
ing and flame shooting from his riouth. It was apparent that he
was swimning in a lake of bad corn whisky. ™"Have a drink on us,%
boomed the thousand voices, s Hnatko went under swallowing ano-
ther mcuthful of the vile liquid.

Thunder blasted out of the sky and ricocheted off the lake as
Hnatko neared shore. The thunder was the laughing of a thousand
voices. Now his feet touched bottom and he slowly staggered in
toward the beach. A sadistic cheer rolled out of the heavens.
Hnatko pulled his battered body onto the beach. The cheering
was the mockery of a thousand voices rococheting off the sand.
"At last," said Hnatko, "sanctuzry." Dlusic bombarded the en-
tire atmosphere. 1t was the sound of a thousand juke boxes pla-
ced at regular intervals around the beach, each of them playing
I don't want a richochet romance.” Hnatko was stupified. He
sat there immobile.



Frow out ol the woode came & nan drecsed in brom tweeds,
blue beret, ond block wnustache, and carrying a bandolicr of
arimunitiecn wnd a 3C cal. rlile f'e breathed deeply and
be -t lLic fiet on his chest, where the bondolier was. le
rust have hurt lis lLund becovre !¢ 1ulled it owy snar; ly.
Tien wikth a quick movement he Juped to the top of the near
st Jjuke box and surveved tre countz‘ys:lden "Lxhilara u1n~
he shouted over the din of tle thousund juke Lo.is il dﬂ’t
you fell all that erotiocn." la2 strieked., The juke boxes were
playing, "1 don't want ¢ riccchet love". "an," he shriched,
"what sentiicrt." Then re leapes to the sand and rusted to=-
vords Hnatkoe "lDoesn't it . ove veu? Deeen't it core fror: the
heart? wvocen't it it veu viere you live?" T'natbo didn'e
think so, but by now he vas too petrified to answer, Then
the rusic stopped. The silence vas so deafening that it

rearly broke hio left cardru. e 1en locled ot Tnothe and
caid, "lo."™ With & swift roverert his hand vent under his

jaclet and returned with a bottle. ™lere friend, bave a cup
ol recde " vnd effered the boulle to matko, "lothing 11%-
a little 3roi’f to valle a ian,s." !matko dren., "Pteiuuu,
said lnatko. 1P'e clutched Yis throat and beat his clest v¢0-
lently. "kuto" " he vheezed, "I've be.n puisoned." "I lmew
you'd like it," seold the men. inatho looked ur with vengew
ance in his eye. "ilo are yeu?"

"

"That's simple," said the rac. "1%m the Devil,™

"Well, I'11 be damned," said !natko, and he h-d never spoken
truer words. "0.," he s-id, "what happens now?"

"Lothing, and plenty of it, ¢s you'll soon find out,” said
the devil, "If you're tli king of a .ay cut, forget it.
Tlere ure ways but after you stay here ¢ :lile, you'll wang
to stu§_foreveru"

"sut there must Le

g id Tnatlio. "lurely therc
can't be anything bu S

s SG
opelesiness to look forvard to.”

"lf you had tried tocontact me for a barsain before - ahel,
you died, of course, we i nht hove been sble to rale soue sort
of arrangerent, but c¢g thingss stand there isn't wuch that I
&, ] < o . ;
cen do, wmuch lets care Leoo" Ther Lhe devii saild soetlins that
o v ’ <3
surrriscd linatko. "You're a ran. aren't e AL

"Yes," said Fnathe. "Pretty nucl of one. 1°d gladly die for
fandor..”™ Then he choked as he reslized he alre: dy had died
for fandou..

".ell,” said the devil, "I'n rsodry tc put you in fandeon. At
least th.t will bLe sone sort of breuk for you, I kno youtll
like it." And then the devil disayveared in the cloud of a

i,

green Cadillsc.

The forest was stil! glowing & dull red, and Pnatks, for want
of soretling better to do wal td into it. As re did so, the
ciouds begeén to roil out itL whe base of the treeg, and t he



red bezan to plow brighter. The clouds rolled thicker ond
faster till it completely enveloped hin. lle began coughing
and choking and his eyes be:an'to swart. wscape, 6SCape Wi S
the first thcught that ran throzyh his mind. He turned and
fled wot. far tlourh, because he fled into the side of a
trec° "ouch,"” he cried. "So sorry," said the thes., ‘"llere,
have : drink." [From sorewhere a pglass of liquid was thrust
at hii.. TIle took the rlass, but his courhin~ seizures were
sc great thet he dropped the lass. "Don't ¢;ill a2 drop of
that," cane a voice fron Novhere., " ho said that?" cried
Enatko. "i'u soryy that I spilled tiat drink, but I really
can't scco ruch because of all tiic snoke.”

"1'd knew you'd like the si.oke," said the tree, chly by this
tize hnatko could tell that the tree was really a man. "I
knew you'd like the si.oke," he repeqgated, "they all do."

"I don't," scid Hnatko. "I hate si.oke." iand he sat down and
cried. "You don't like it here," said a nearby fan. "Here,
have a drink."

"Thanks," szid l'natk%o, and took a large swigs. Gagging, he
spit it out, renewbering that it nust 1ave Leen riade fror.
ferrented lyeol anc s}eep dip. "Ghoaaryh," said Pnatko.

"l knew you'd like it," said the fan. "0id you know that St.
Peter is a coipletist? Ile rends the stuff like dor I'hillips
reading Lis royalty checks. ihy, you could bLribe Pete with
a collection and get a zate pass.™

"Are ycu," asked Hnatko, aghast, "i.plying that there is cor-
ruption in the upstairs adeinistration?™

"It's not corruption," said the fan, "it's only that they don't
have things worked out as well as they lead the iortals to
believe. \Vhy, 1 rererber the revolution back in 548 BU when..."

".ait a ninute,” cut in lnatko. "You rean 1 cangcet in by
Just gzivin: Ly collection?"

"Fell no,” said the fin. "You could vrobably do it with a
few orizinals il need be."

"I don't believe a word you suy."”

"OK," said the fan. "So you don't believe it. But how do
you t hink he holds down that first trumpet chair? They've
got a whiz up here by the name of lLoutgorery or sonething
but it'll take fron here tc eternity before he gets a chance
to blow, for all of St. Peter's pull."

"W hat @ fabulous set of lies," said Hnatko, eagerly. 'lLore!

"How do you thing he got to be a saint? Padlitical pull, of
course. JYou've never secen a wuddist or a Democrat that was



a Saint, nor will you under this administration.®

"ell, I suppose not. But I'm only interested in getting
out of here, and if I have to get a complete collection to
do it, then I will."

"You won't regret trying," said the fan. "But watch out for
the Devil. He edits and publishes every zine. All eighty-
three of them, and they’re all in limited editions, too. I
quit reading. I collect only fanzines, which everyone knows
are less than dirt."

"You've been leading me on," said Hnatko. "Toying with me."

The fan laughed and blew a large cloud of cigar smoke in his
face. Hnatko became enraged and started in swinging with
both fists. But the fan had disappeared. Instead he hit a
breakable glass surface. The glass surface shattered and so
did most of his hand. The pain was intense.

Then from out of the hills came a spray of machine gun fire.
Screams pierced the forest from every
direction and someone yelled "Here
comes the devil." Hnatko started run-
ing. "Help," he cried. "How did all
this happen? lhat happened to that
fan? All that smoke. And that glass.
My hand is crushed and bleeding. Oh
what did 1 ever do to deserve this??

Then, ahead, bearing straight down u-
pon him was the devil in a purple Ca-
dillac. He was sitting on the hood

and stearing with his tail. The devill
screamed, "You'll pay, Hnatko. You'll]
pay for all this.”

"Save me, save me," screamed Hnatko,
and a thousand joke boxes blared out
"Cross over the bridge.” He tried to
but the bridge collapsed, as he knew
only poker. And then the devil was
upon hin. g

"You're trapped, you pessant. Ncw you'll really suffer.™
And three green ghouls leaped cut of the trunk of the car and
carried Hnatko into the Devil's torture chamber.

The room was filled with smecke, brimstone, and ex-con chair-
men. He could see grotesgue shadows along the wall, The
Devil came before him on a box. "Poing one," said the Devil.
"You smashed the glass casement of a joke box." Hnatko winced,
looking at the bleoody pulp that once was his fist. "Point
two," said the Devil. ™You won't drink our meade."™ Hnatko
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gagged. "Polint three,” said the Devil. "You hate our smoke."
lHnatko coughed.

"PREPARE HIwI" screamed the Devil. The three ghouls promptly
strung Hnatko to the ceiling by his thumbs. "Now," said the
Devil with satznic glee, "bring on a beautiful girl, Ve can't
torture an earth-man without a beautiful girl."™ The chief
ghoul opened a door at the end of the chamber and cut came

cne of the many women that were kept for just such an occasion.
She walked forward slowly and gracefully. She was tall, thin,
and voluptuous. She was nude, too. The Devil said, "Sit down,
baby, You're going towatch me operate.”

"Now," shrieked the devil, "bring on the proceedings." A
terrific column of poisénous smoke blasted up in lnatko's

face and when it cleared, the devil was standing on a plat-
form and next to him was a shelf which had several things on
it. And now, for the first time since he had arrived in Hell,
Hnatko could see the demons feeding the hellfires, through a
large 9 x 12 plate glass window. An erie glow filled the room.
Hnatko hung by his thumbs pascively.

Lith one great sweeping movement the Devil picked up the first .
instrument of torture. Start terror was etched into Hnatko's
face. Vith three cross slashes of his pewerful tail, the
Devil pulverized the two Bonestell originals that he was hold-
ing aloft. Hnatko shrieked. Then the Devil picked up a vizal
of sulfuric acid, steaming, bubBling. "Now watch this,"” he
said as he heaved the liguid forward. Hnatke writhed in agony.
The acid hit its mark dead center, completely dissolving a
riint ccllection of the Arkhar Sampler. Tears of torment
rolled down Hnatko's face. 'low could you do it?" he asked.

"It was easy," said the Devil. "I read Arthur Xostler. But
that was nothing. Do you really want to see something? Here,
look through this window. The demons are feeding the fires
with s-f books. MHight now they are burning the ONLY complete
collection of s-f. It dates 211 the way back to Greek vwriters."

"You're lying," said Hnatko, through his teeth. "No one could
have that complete of a collection unless he....."

"Yes," said the devil, laughing his hideous laurh. "Unless

he sold his soul to the devil. There was a @reek who did such
a thing. And since that time, he faithfully collected the
only complete collection. But, poor mortal, as soon as he
caught up with all the currect zines, he decided he had better
stop before his mind snapped completely. He terminated his
contract with we, and now you see hiu down here, FEEDING THE
FlobS wlTH HIS OwN COLLLCTION, His name, for your curiosity,
was Forest Ackerman."

"Not....Forest....ACkee..€r...n80,..." said Hnakko, and fainted.



YOul hip down," said the Levili. And withh a wave oi his tall,
the three ghouls changed into three Maddneks who slapped
Hnatko's face until he came arcund. Hoatko looked up with a
look of pure innccence.

"How are you, my boy?" asked the devil, this time with a soft
tenderness in his voice. Hnatlo smiled. His mind wes clear
and pure. He had the countenance of a ueo-fan.

"I ought to tell you something, son," the devil said. "1'm
not really the dewil. I'm Hichard Shaver."”

The eyes of Hnatko, the neo-Ian, opened wide. "You're RECHARD
SHAVEKR I!D  Gghhhhhbh," he said, adoringly. "hay I have your
autograph?®

"why, of course, sen. And here, have a2 cigar.?

o

Inatko left beaming, enjoying the {icst smoke he had ever had.
By the door there was a red union suit that he quickly donned
and he walked out happily into fandowm. "Boy," he gaid. "aiv
until I tell everyone I med Hichard Shaver.” Il was abt peace
with the world. The joke boxzs were playving "fub-zedub-dub,
three men in a tub, sailing the ocesn blue. 1 rolled like a
hub and a rub-z-dub-dub, whern I lost my heart to you.?

"That song is good," sald Hnatko. And then to the first ver.
son he met, he asked: "Are you an author? If you are, then
the lost story yvou wrote stunie, and besides, Lt wgs stolen
from the "Green Girl of the CGregaricus Gorgons'e....V

It was good to be a nec again.

. %o
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The mailman bringeth a letter Guess what? Teople have started
s writing Iletters to the editor!
’\ If vyou don't believe it, Jjust

(’ cee what Joe Twiller has collec-

ted, Vhy don't ¥gg write him a

¢ letter? fe's awfully lonesome.

§
e
|

Glasgow, bngland

I was pleased to receive the other day a copy of TRALSUHRANIC whieh
I enjoyed reading very nuch....l was extremely interested in the
two reviews of the HNo. 1, edition of NuldULA and have noted with
interest the various points raised....l trust you are enjoying each
issue of my magazine and very much look forward to any comuents you
may care to make fron time to time....
4 Peter Hamilten
Bditor, HNiBULA

(The fact that hadle is NuBULA®e American representative had ab-
solutely nothing to do with the fact that &t received two reviews. )

£ om &R L % ¥
Viakefield, Massachusetts

«eo.For what they are werth, here are ny comments on 'The Journal
of the Carolina Science Fiction Society': firstly, this appears
to be for a loose-knit and very informal group of sf semi-enthu-
siasts - very informal. I say this Lecause the journal is devo-
ted almest entirely to reports of fun, frolic and bheer. 1In
actuality, things may be quite & bit different, but ag represen-
ted by the paper, CARLCIFLOC seems to have little or no interest
in seience fiction, but has only seized upon it as a name under
which to create revelry among the members. I'm not suggesting,
however, that esach member should take a solemn oath to think,
breath and live sci-fi, but it cdoes seem that & little attention
to the type of club CAKUSCIFSOC purports to represent would be a
relief if not a necessity....lligh man on the totem pole seems to
be Bob liadle, blurb-wise and materisl-wise. Althoupgh I did enjoy
"The Verewolf Howls®”, I think the lladle-talk is a little over-
done. Surely there is someone else in the organization worthy of
a few lines of space, either for blurbs or for some of his output.
Granted liadle is the best known fan in the corg. and that he writes
well and that he's a nasty ol' pro, but a kadle phan club?....

John Mussells
kditor, Sig Oct

({(John, good friend. let us reach an understanding: a Ladle phan
club? GHQOD GHOQU 1))

Good reader, please be kind enough to notice the difference in opi-
nion between ., hussells and Lr. Jones, whose letter follows.)

e i el



y vneitenham,
Glos .. England

«».+.CARSCIFS0C seems to be a sericon type fanclub....which is
the only way - to my mind ~ to run a club or Circle. Unfor-
tunately, the average British fan (the active or semi-active
type) prefers a completely disorganised 'hell-we-don's-care-
what-we-do' type of club, which tends to be rather esoteric

in outlook and hence does not sncourage the neo in any way.
Much against "the general scheme of things” we here in CHEL-
TeNHAM have formed a Circle which tries to cater for both types.
Wie have been golang for a year as of this month and have grown
from the small number of four %o twenty-five. This includes
several fen fron the U. S. A. F. base at FAIRFORD in Glouces-
tershire who come over regularly to our meetings. Ve meet on
Thursday evenings in a local pub (bar) midst the chaotic racket
of mundane types; fortunately #his will be remedied on the 12th
of Feb when we take over the club-room in the new building
which is on the point of completion, Ve plan to run films,
talks, demonstrations, etc., which will attract the reader of

' s-f as well as the fan. I think that we have drained the well
dry for fen here tho' there are plenty of readers left yet who
. might be the fan-type. So far we have had twowrite-ups in

the local daily newspaper and today I wae¢ approached for details
so that will mean another column in the weekly 'special’ paper.
Bd have had display boards at all the good s-f films (these
are 16 feet square feet each in size) and consequently get free
top-price seats for the show. We have also paid visits £o USAF
Fairford to the SLRVICK CLUBS and aim to progress through the
stages to the URFICERS CLUB trying to find out if there are
any fen based here. The main idea of the Circle - besides the
obvious - is to offer fen here the opportunity to trade which
is becoming more and more a necessity as the amount of Bri-
tish reprint editions decline and such things as too many arti-
cles appear in the true British editions - not that we have
anything against a Fbh articles but one mag here runs a whole
covey of them each issue. {(AUTHENTIC) The Circle stems from
the old WEST COUNTRY S-F CROUP which was in ocperation here
when I moved into the town in 1952. It was unsuccessful inso-
far as the area covered was far too large for such a venture to
succeed and I recall that there were only two neetings in the
three years 1t was in operation. However, we have managed to
recover the Library which is considerably out of date now and
are tyying to get new stuff in from the States - tho' it's one
Lhell of a job due tc the fact that we have little or no finan-
ces and my pocket won't stand any more just yet. A1l the best
to all fen in the CARGICSCC from all fen here and if anyone
should wish to trade, or any other mad thing, we will be pleased
to hear from them.
Eriec Jones
o Ex of SPACE-TILLS, CON-SCIENCE, FRUGRLSS,
TRIODE and at the moment frustrated secretary
of the CHELTENHAM S-F Circle and ed of SLDERAL.

£ Yeh !

; L7
B e B - 1 i, s RS e M e 5 e L a




A

Hemet,, California

....bnclosed is a (small) article in return to part of Randy
Warwman's piece, if you care to usz it....l loved the cover on
THANOURANIC, .. .George Cole does preity good modérn art....Say,
what does THRANSURANIC mean, anyway? It really doesn't matter,
but I just wondered.... '

Lyle Amlin

Ed, PSI

THE CARBE FCi THE W nITHL
(A Reply to Randy Warman)

Randy, I fear, for being a great admirer of sex, is one of the
worst critics I have seen. ¥Your basic¢ assumption, Randy, is
false. Let me explain further. What you say is that the girl
is either bas-relief, a stiff figure or a 20th century girl
transposed. Vell, she is supposed to be, that is what the au-
thor strives for. When a author writes a short story he has to
get across one certain point or idea. He only has z limited
space in which te do this, in 2 novel he may have time to indi-
vidualize her further, he has more spece to do it in. So thus
she must be bag-relief. or, as we in the trade call it, *flat’
characters. A 'stiff' figure., as you call it, does the same
thing. Sure, that's what she is supposed to do, provide the he-
ro with a motive and to bulld nis individualism up. Again, the
case of the flat character. Now, let me ask you a question,
Randy: can you imagine a girl who, in the st story, liked to

go out and skin deer, or camp out in the wilds for a week, or
hide out behind enemy lines and kake pot-shots at the enemy?

No, of course not. If you do either you are either maladjus-
ted, nuts, or just plain lying. UHNo, what you want is a girl
that you can picture, for that is what the writer is trying to
do, take you and put you into the shory, you couldn't do this
with a girl that liked to do the above, could you? I doubt it
very much. Wha%t I fail to see is why wonen will take completely
over? True, I agree that they will match men, but why will they
forge ahead? 1 think that rather the two sexes will work side
by side in every field, no more.

(We asked Randy for a reply to Amlin's comments, but he felt
that none was deserved. We apiee.)

Worcester, Massachusetts

Don*t know guite what to say regarding TRANSURANIC....it's
different....l promise you a letter and szome material real
soon so keep sending....
maurice Lubin
Formerly of Actifan

-



Austin, Texas

+++.L would like very much to attend the Con in Charlotte

3rd and 4th of March but doubt seriously that I*'11l be able %o
do so. I'11 be involved strenucusly in studies, etc, females
and the ungodly pursuit of Jack Daniels #7 (Lynn Hickman has
converted me at long last). But I'11 keep thinking = bout the
Con until the last minute--so don't count me all-thesway out.
I hope you've ¢hanged my address because 1'11 be damned if
I'm going over to my old address anymorse just to piek ap your
fanzine. Besides, my horse doesn't like the trip. Sand keeps
getting in his nose and the rocks hurt his hoofs....lNew say
some nice things sbout my fanzine in your review column in
TRANSMUTIC. You might be the first in that particular phrase
too. Bill me for the $300. Better than that, just bill Lynn
Hickwan. He might pay
you or at least give

you a slug of Jack Dani-
els (which will ease the

BUT, MAun- pain). Actually, T donbt
. think you're going to cole
AH HAVE To lect any $300 for a fan--
WEAH THIS zine review. 0ld Bloeh
YANKES RED (vho's a chip from way

A e back himself) doesn't get
SHADE., DO -
SHADE that mueh. I understand

‘ _m"l = el Cel
Bﬁﬁﬂgiiﬂi’ he takes back issues of
g@?‘ﬁﬁﬁj? MADGE in payment (the

FCON L Y cnes that had his stories

in them) and refuses any

" 4
/tl/f;;l connection with money and
8till swarts f{fom called
- a "dirty old pro."...TRANS.
| CERANIC seems pretty good.
TATO Tt 2 Sure makes me wish I could

el
YONES

be there for the Con....

As long as It'm writing this,
I might as well refute rumors being spread by this Art Rapp
recruit (we finally got rid of that blamed yankee-I think).
{t rained tonight. Bither that or someone was up on the roocf.
top doing what he should have waltved until he reached the out-
house to do. Anyway, Art made claims about TELAS being a hot,
dry state. Well, in one sense he was right---but that's only
for 11 months of the year, The other month is our wet nont
--that's this month (February). You take last month, it rain-
ed a west TBXAS rain (sand storm). But this month was diff-
erent. We actually had a five inch rain just yesterday. (The
drops were five inches apert.) Of course, it does sort of get
dry during those other months. Shucks, T saw a tree Chasing
a dog around one summer out near San Angelo, and if you don't
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believe that, over half the children helow ten out in"that
part of the country still think rain is black and that 1 rains
only when a new strike is mede and the gusher flows. And the
other half doesn't know what water is at all--they've been
raised on beer....Thanks for TRANSIRANIC,

Claude Raye Hall

Ed, Musty

F- A R

Jacksonville .. Florida

... .TRANSURANIC doesn't look quite as bsd as before this time.
If you keep up that oozing friendliness, you might turn out
to be passably someday....

San Johnson

Ed, Undertakings

{Thank you?)

als b, e o -~ —r 4
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Seattle, lashingion

....The Carolina Science [Fiction Society seems to function
remarkably like the Nameless Ones. We have no dues, however.
Our meeting place abt the YMCA costs us ¢4 an evening, the cosv
of which ig divided fairly equally among the attending mem-~
bers. Ye also divide the cost of the coffee, tea. sugar,
cream, ppper cups, and napkins used for refreshments at the
meeting. This usually comes to about 25¢ to 35¢ per member per
peeting. Other expenses have been t:ken up by selling science
fiction magazines (donated by the me.bers) and from subscrip-

_tions received for CRY OF TEn NALLLESS and SINIST&RtA. As for

news frowm - there isn’t much. The Nameless Ones are, at the
noment , investigating the possibilities of eventually holding
a Viorld Convention at Seattle. We are trying to find out
what hotels would be available, how much they would cost,
what facilitles we could expect to obtain, and stuff like that.
If the club is convinced it is capable and willing to put on
such a convention, Seattle will probably make a bid for the
1957 convention. Professional author, Alan E. Nourse, is
working on his internship at Seattle's Virginia Lason Hos-
pital, and has been too busy with his studies to do much writ-
ing lately: The Seattle Timesg featured him in their Sunday
magazine about a month ago. (He has never been to a Nameless
meeting. so I don't suppose you could.consider him as being
one of the club.)....

L.ally l.eber

for the NAMuLESS ONES

{Don't worry - Jules Verne has never been to one of ocur neetings. )
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Hoddesdom, lerts.,

England

... Interesting to see Lynn Hickman is now a wember of CAR-
CIFS0C for it was only a couple of months ago L got a letter
frou him swaying he had taken over the vost of Genersl Manager
for the Turner lLanufacturing co. in South Carclina. So how
cone he's a member of the North Carolina SFS, eh? il.aybe he
lives on the border of one of the two? I'm certain Lynn will
be a valuable additon %o your art staff and that it's onlya
matter of time before you manage to prise some of tlhose fine
Plato Jones cartoons out of him. They come out particularly
effectively by the ditto method and should be a useful addition
to the humour work in it. Or mavbe you didn't know that under
the guise of Lynn A. Hickman you have probably fandom's
greatest cartoonist. Hang or to hin. He's valuable....drs you
sure Jeff Vines is a pirl member of CARSCINSOC? It doesn't
sound like it could be a girl at all. T suppose you'll be
telling me next that the character who reviews fanzines is
really Roberta A. Kadle....l like the format of the last issue
of ¥RANSULANIC very much, and T'11 certainly lock forward

to receiving it every now and then. In the meantime here's
wishing the best of luck to you and the club.

Alan Deodd

kd., Camber

Norfolk, Nebraska

«swNews fron: Nebraska will b nil, I'm afraid,
Peat the only two fans left Liare. now that Graet
achusetts. There were six of us hers in Norfol A
ardor has cooled considerably, and now there's enly two...

]
Ed., Belipse

Urangeburb, South Caroline

¥njoyed the latest TRANSURANIC oven theugh the letter seoc-
tion let those d-yankees slip in. It's actually not true
that the fans up there paid my moving bill bo get me to move
back down here., I was geonna come BOFWAY . » e«

Lynn Hickman
Ed,, J, D

ey
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THE RETURN OF THE WEREWOLF

by Robert A. ladle

(Editor's Note: "The Verewold Howls'", published two issues
ago, aroused a great deal of controversy. Thousands of let-
ters have poured in, demanding a sequel. Inasmuch as we have
always maintained that our readers are always right, and that
this is your magazine, we have, at no expense whatsoever, ob-
tained this cosmic masterpiece. Le will not say we are happy
to present this sequel; we will not say we are proud; we will
say, however, that we are down-right disgusted.)

"Fear not, Aunt katilda, even though tonight is the
dreaded walpurgis Nacht, and 1 must travel to the village,
I shall be very careful, and nothing from the dark dungeons
of hell shall accost me."

"But Nephew Heinz--you know what happened to your Uncle
Ludvig lo!--these many years ago."

"Ach-~yah. He got eaten by a werewolf already. But,
Aunt latilda, you know ®hat you have to be from Transylvania
to be able to successfully accost werewolves and like that.
Uncle Ludvig was strictly from Hungary."

"iell, Heinz, if you must go, you must go. DBut that's
a long way to go for a coupld of beers. Here, take these
with you." So saying, Matilda handed Heinz a suitcase full
of items such as garlic, holly, crosses, a couple of gallons
of holy water, and, just to be on the safe side this time,
a rabbi's skull cap. And, thus laden, Heinz was on his way.

Like his Uncle Ludvig before him, Heinz quaffed hrew
until ejected by the bartender. It was after midnight when
he started back to Aunt katilda's farm.

As he walked down the narrow lane, he involuntarily
shuddered at the darkness of the woods on both sides of him.
The full moon, hewever, illuminated the road. Suddenly he
heard the sound of a running animal. This, he thought, is
probably it already. But no damned werewolf will get me!

So thinking, he stopped in the middle of the road, open-
ed his suitcase, and extracted the various items from within.
Consequently, he was completely ready for the werewolf when
it loped into view,

First, he tossed the holly and garlic at the monstrous
creature from Satan's legions. Then the iron cross was
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waved at him, and finally thrown at his noggin, off which

it harmlessly bounced. Out came the two gallcas of holy water.
This was poured on the monster who merely lapped the drippings
from the ground, burped, znd came even closedr to Heingz.

By this time our protagonist was quite fearful, but he still
had one ace in the hold left. So he waved the ace of spades
{oops !)--s0 he waved the rabbi's skull cap ir the face of the
approaching monster. But even this was to nc avail!

The monster was now upon Heinz. His jaws were slavering,
his fangs wgre extended, his red eyes gleamed balefully. BHeinz,
like his uncle before him, knew lre was dcomed. But why--why~~
why? He had taken every precaution. But everything had fziled.

)
v j=te

And t.e monster leaped at him--straight for his throat
ceme the slavering fangs of the foul fiend fros Lucifer’s Legi-
ons. And then, just as the moister was about to sink his fangs
into his throat, the answer came %o Heingz.

For this was an Atheist wirewolf!
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