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adeccaaiion

a guy can make a lot of goofs in the
zine publishing field, as did Tom
Piper when he was tweive and put out
REASON, but the one vho profits by
these mistakes will have the Dbetter
magazine, Such is the case with Tom
and his new magazine, FASCINATION,.

for top-notch fan-fiction from  the
best amateur writers, buy a copy, or
be the wiser and order a sub tOseses

117”". adhtee
e FASCINATION
{ ‘\M\ c/ o Tom -Piper
‘ 6111 Vista de 1&# Mesa

La Jolla, California

is fandom's leading humor magazine.
With photo-offset reproduction, HA!
out-ranks them all. Send 15¢ for a
single copy, or $1 for six issuesli!

are you a Neurotic?
are you a Paranoid?

are you a Schizophrenic%
are you a Manic-Depressive?

well, all in all, if you're
crazy..PSYCHOTIC is for you!l

PSYCHOTIC, reputed by many

to be the best all-round fan-
zine in the U.S. has columns
by Herlen Ellison, V.L. Me-
Cain, Terry Carr, Bob Stewart,
and many others. Stories by
almost every good fan author.
and many other wonderful feat-
UreSses.s.0nly one thin dime!l

RICHARD E. GEIS
2631 li, lMississippi
Fortland 12, Oregon -

Here's what they say about "HAIM :

BOOB STEWART: HA! Stinks!
TERRY CARR: This is Humor?
TO PIPER: "HAL"

LARRY BALINT: “AHIM

RON ELLIK: My Ghodl



Here 1is the first issue of
one of my dreams come true.

I have been
ocut a good,
photo-offset
would go over

For a long time
wanting to put
sixteen page.
magazine the
with the fans.,

So many times I have
these

seen
so - called big~shot
offset or lithoed mags snub
the fans and devote the
entire nagazine to printing
professional stories, prof-
essional articles, and other
materialessseesall or mostly
professional., And then they
call themselves fanzines!

This mag will be entirely
devoted to fans and Fandom.
It will run stories of Sci-
ence Fiction and Tantasy -
mostly good fantasy = writen
by the best fan = authors.
Occaisionally, a few art -
icles written by profession-
als, aimed directly at Fan~
dom and written especislly
for this magazine will app-
ear in future lssues.

I am essentially on the look
out for good amateur authors.
So, you writers out there,
can feel free to send me any
of your better mManuscripts
for publication. You don't
have to be a big name author
to write for ABstract, Jjust
a good one. Sometimes .more
than once, the two don't go
hand in hendl

I realize that I am far from
perfect on this , my first
issue, and I am open to all
constructive criticism that
will help me improve. Please
let me know how you like it.

Sincerely,

ABstract Magazine.. ...

Volumnme 1 Number 1

cover by: don howard donnell

THREE LOVES HAD MICHAEL (3 part serial)
don howard donnell.cscecsoasscssossscnsas

SOUTHERN CAL'S NEW APA
peter VOrzimer.e.iccesessessascsssssncnsanll

MISINTERPRETATION (short-short story)
tad AUKEesesescecsasarsnsssssasssncnnsssl?

FAN-FARE (fan-autobilographies)
with tom pipereicecescescceesscocosssncaedl’

plus ads and interesting features......

ABstract Magazine 1s published bl-monthly at

1311 N, Laurel Ave., W. Hollywood 46, Calif.
Single copies in manila env. (inc. postage)
are 15¢ aplece. Subscriptions are $1.00 per
year. Prices are the same for "HA!" Magazine
Ad Rates:

Full Page: $5.00 Quarter Page: $1.50

Half Page: $2.75 Column Inch: $.50

don howard donnell
tony allen
ralph stapenhorst

Interior art by:

Photos by: peter vorzlmer

Deadline for next issue: March 8th, 1954
Next issue out on: March 26th, 1954

ABstract Supplement, out on months between
publication, mimeographed, will be out on
February 26th. Deadline on: February 1l2th.



THREE
LOVES
HAD
MICHAE!L

don

As the Editor of two magazines, and the co-
editor of two more, I have seen and read a
great many stories by a great many authors.
In ny estimation, Don Howard Donnell is the
finest amateur author in Fandom today.

After reading just this first part of this
three part serial which is almost a story
in itselfy, 1 am sure you will agree.

PART OliE - the first love

Somevhere., on g wind-blown plain on a forgotten planet ,
Lhere 1s a grave. Silent, upwinking stars stare the plain
mound of alien earth, and at the simple cross and
Inscrivtion on

THREE LOVES HAD MICHAEL SOMMERFEILD

The co0ld wind would hlow & disturb a little ghﬁ
dust and sweep it in little whi; ds across the plain under




His name wes Mike, and his head was way v, in the clouds,
away from the world and its unpleasant, fun-killing realities .
A deep, Intense look of wonder came from the depths of his black
searching eyes, and his even blacker hair curled down on his
forehead lazily, wondering too.

He was pedaling unhurriedly on his racer-bike down the main
street of the small town., The traffic was light for it was early
in the morning; the chill of a frosted night still clung to the
damp streets. The sun was present as an orange glow over the
sleepy, smoke-greyed bulldings, and only a few of the windows
caught end reflected the glow of the new light. He inhaled deep
ly, the smell of the new day causing a subtle tingling in his
chest, the bite of the icey aire sending pleasant thoughts of
the night last week and the dance at school. It had been cold
that night also, with a sharp chill to the air, but he hadn't no
ticed, he hadn't been cold...

For, after fifteen years of exploring new sensations and
situations, the finel, inevidable emotion had grasped Illichael
Sommerfeild,

He had fallen 1in love.

He smiled, swerving to miss a cat that had run 1into the
street and frozen as it spled Michael's bike, remembering.......

The school couldn't ralse enough money to hire a band, so
the music for the Riverdale High School dance was supplied by a
phonograph and an adequate supply of records. It started slow,
as all social events seem to do, but soon was speeding along on
its own 1impetus, and gained enought momentum to continue all
night. So far as Michael Sommerfeild was concermed, it could
go off a cliff., He sat alone in a dark corner, Tfeeling hurt
end mad at the same time. He had a half-empty glass of punch
balanced precariously on one knee; his arms were folded across
his chest, and he was pouting. Bitterness, even the small am-
ount one could accumulate in fifteen years, was thick 1Iin his
mouth, and the whole world seemed black to him. The girl he
had wscorted to the dance had become fascinated with one of
his worst enemies, and the rest of the attractive females pres-
ent were tled up with other specimens of his sex. It
was disgusting, he thought as sat there in the near-dark,that
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there wasn't enough of the prettler girls to go around.

Of course, he reasoned furiously, one could always ask some-
one like Martha Kenton for a dance if one could ever overlook
buck~teeth and crossed eyes. Freckles he could ignores..

Why did Mary have to go off with that Richard character? His
nind turned the questlon distastefully. The answer wouldn't
sooth his hurt ego, so he dismissed the present line of thought
and searched for whatever comfort might lie In self-pity.

“Hello, lonesome," saild a voice from beside him, 1t was a
soft volce, A pretty voice. A girl's volce. He raised his
head slowly, not looking. The voice spoke agailn,

"What's the matter?" No one to dance with?" It was a
gentle, soothing tone and it sounded sincere. Milchael was almost
afraid to look. expecting a leering, cross-eyed witch to be
staring down at him, hiding behind a beautiful voice which he
thought could have %een mistaken for that of an angel, He
sunmoned courage and looked. 3

Several things happened.

The punch glass fell of his knee, shattering on the floor
and spraying punch all over his pants. I

lle fell in love.
She laughed,
lle felt llke a baby. He wanted to die.

"Clumsy," she giggled,-and before he realized that she had
left, she was back with a napkin to help him clean up. "Here."

she said, smiling at him, "this might help." He took it in a
daze, hardly noticing his hand closing over the offered napkin.He
looked into her eyes. She smiled again. He began to feel en~

barassed, and dropped his eyes cuickly, sponging off his trous-
ers where the punch had stained them. He finished and surveyed
the mess on the floor. Ile looked up again, right into her eyes.

"I sure did it, didn't I?" was what he said. The words that
had come to his lips at first, were unutte¥able for him. He
couldn't say she was beautifui. He couldn t say he loved her.She
would laugh.

"Well, let's go into the kitchen and get a mop and a broom
I'11l help you clean it up. Then we can dance."

AF we Q%% dance! It was all he heard. It was like walk-
ing through a thick, unpenatrable fog, walking with her past the
shadowy forms of the other couples, %just as oblivious), to the
kitchen., She had taken his hand, and was leading him, He was
aware only of the contact of his hand with hers, and it sent such
a multitude of emotlion through him as to leave him utterly con-
fused and at a total loss as to what to say or do.
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He had never felt like this before. He was not prepared, He
felt foolish and wonderful, sad and happy all at the same time.
The fog was still before his eyes, andhe felt like he was being
hit, alternately, with hot and coid streams of water: he felt as
if ﬁis brain had suddenly become detached from the rest of his
body and was soaring high above, racing a bird in high free
spirals at an impossible altituée above the earth.

He knew, now, that love was not a simple thinge. Falling into
it was not like crossing a street---1t was more like crossing
the English Channell., That was the way it affected Michael. It
might be different for other; it might vary 1n intensity and sev
erity, but Michsel was aware of but one thing, and he was only
sure of that one.thing; that indeed, it had happened, and to hime.

It was like a dream. People seemed to float effortlessly in
fantastic positions about himj; all sound was absent, and beforehe
was consclous of even the passing of a second, the broken  punch
glass was cleaned up and she and he were on the dance floor, to-
gether, gliding with the now audible--however faint--strains of
dance music. She was close to him, and the closeness was unbear-
able for he though he would die if she ever parted with him. Her
cheek was against his, the warmth pleasant and wonderful, and her
hair (he had recovered sufficiently to notice it) was flaming red
like an autumn sunset on one of those days that were slow and re-
luctant to die. What color ¥§;§ ggﬁ eyes? He moved his head,
slightly, and looked at her race. IHer eyes were closed, and her
gentle breathing was a faint heaving against his chest and a sigh
ing that seemed almost inaginary. Her small. beautifully shaped,
body was close against him, each contour fitting exactly into
each curve of his own---they moved in time to the muslc, knowing
nothing but each other. She opened her eyes.

der gves were green.

Her eyebrow raised in a questlon. He smiled and they were
cheelz to cheek again, even closer and more intimate with each
other. He realized that they knew not even each other's names.
ile manueveredsher to an exit, and they were outside in the chill
alr of a late fall night. They danced for awhile. not realizing,
they were slone with only the stars watching and fhe wind through
the trees far off for nmusic. Lips touched---and then they parted.

"What!s you name?" asked Michael. He took her hand.
"Angeliae. Angelia Morrison.'

"Mine's Michael., Call me Mike~--everyone does."
"Okay, Mike."

"What grade are you in, Angelia?"

"B-11,"

"I'm only an A-10."

ngoen
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"How come I've never seen you around, Angelia?"

"I don't know. Maybe you never looked."

"I should have."

There was a pause, in which all the mysteries of the world
passed before lMlchael, and in that magic moment, were solved. The
universe seeried closer to him than anytinme before, and the stars
appeared ripe for plucking.

Let's dance again, like," murmured Angelia. They were to=-
gether again, and moved in a slow circle, not loving, not think =~
ing; Just dancing, wondering a little of life, and then as  the
mood of the night settled upon thern, holdirg each other closer.
The school buildings and the dark asphalt yard were instantly tr-
ansformed into e swirling sea of thousands upon thousands ofstars
poving in a slow, nubulous-like mist, shining in different colors
and huwning an ancient, forgotten melody as old as themselves.

Then bluey then red, then gold, nist rnoved to them and sur-
rounded then, being all %hose colors at once and lifting them up-
ward to a brizht green orb of radiant fire which bathed thenm in a
vivid, flickering, emerzld luninescence. Angelia's hair was ch-
anged lilte the shards of a million great kaliedos'popesE into all
the colors of the rainbow; glittering like flelds of dlamonds and
rubys-~=her green eyes carved Jade in an unremenbered idol...

The drean burst---punctured. ”

"Kids, the dance's overi" It was the janitor, locking up
the place for the weekend. Angelia and Michael parted, embarass-
ed, The jonitor winked at then. then went his way. Iand in hand
they went out of the yard onto the darkened street. There was no
one in sight; the street was deserted and misting with dampness.
Angelia shivered.

“It's late," she whispered, shivering. "I'1ll take you houe,
Where do you live, liikez"

"Take e hone?"

"Do you hove a car%?"

biife), W

"I doe. 1I'll drop you off. How old are you, Mike?

Mike bit his lip in tihe darlmess, calculating furiously. She
must be sixteen, he reasoned, otherwise she couldn't drive. What
would sne thinl: if she lmew i was younger than she.

"Ilow old are you llike?" she asked again. He decided to be
truthful. :

"I'm fifteen," he said, watching her face carefully for her
reaction, There was none.

"iell, come on, it's late. Your folks will be worried."

"Didn't you cone with anybody?" Michael asked.

"o one asked mne... Besides, it's more fun to go=~stag..."

She smlled and wellied over to a new, expensive car. She fum-
bled in her purse for the key, found it, inserted it in the lock,
the door sliding open ensily.

"Iiice car you got," liichael cormented, a little awed.
"Daddy bought it Tor me on ny birthday." She started the
car, and it glided out into the blackness.
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She had taken him home and kissed him goodnight. Michael
was happy.

Coming back to the present with a start, Michael saw that
he wes home., He wheeled into the driveway and braked to a
stop outside the kitchen door. He leaped off the blke and ran
inside, slamming the screen door. His mother called from the
living room.

"Mike., Micheel! Come here, please. I want you to run
an errand for me."™ Michael walked into the front roomn.

"Get me some butter---a cube will be fine---and two quar-
ts of milk, Here's the money. You can use the change to buy
whatever you want, Okay?"

"Sure, Mom," Michael rerlied, taking the money and runn -
ing out the back door. The door slammed, His mother smiled.
Michael always slammed the back door.

Michael was pedaling down the street toward the store
when he saw Angelia. He was sbout to call out to her when he
noticed the person walking with her,

Richard Marks!

He breked furiously, leaving a little rubber on the pave-
ment, The squeal of his tires brought Angelia and Richard
around abruptly.

"Hi Mike,™ called Richard, disgustingly friendly. "Why're
you laying rubber?"

"HelloﬁWike," Angelia sald. "You two know each other?"
"Too well," muttered Michael, "Where're you going?"
Richardﬁsaid, "Nosy, aren't you?"

"Didn't ask you," sald Michael.

"Well I'm answering you,"™ snarled Richard, his fists clen-
ched.

"Boys! Please stop it. Mike, Richard is taking me to a
show."” The words mementarily stunned Michael.

"Show?™

"Yeah," Richard said belligerantly. "Angella and I are
going steady."

"3teady?" asked Mike, bewildered.

"Yes, Mike. Dick asked me this morning.
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"But---last night---you,..."
"0h that," laughed Angelia, "I was just having fun with you."
"Fun?"

"Sure. Weren't you doing the same?" Michaeel paused after
heering this and thought. He understood suddenly. A hot film of
moisture formed over his eyes and his stomach seemed to fall out
and down a long, unending well.

"Yeah," he said, "I was Just having fun, too,"
"Okay, now beat it!™ Richard snarled at him,

"Alright," sald Michael. He turned around and slugged Rich-
ard as hard as he could--in the stomach, Then, without looking
back, he ran to his bike, kicked up the kick - stand and pedaled
furiously sway from the scene, When he was a block away, he rea-
lized he was crying. Without trying to stop, he continued on to
the store, When he arrived, he locked up his ©blke and he tried
to stop crying. The little bitch! -- he thought o¥er and over
again. Just having fun! At my expense! Never thought I might
be serious, the 1ittle bitch! He was bitter. He dried his
tears savagely, and walked into the store. He ordered what his
mother wanted, Absently he wandered over to the rmagazine  rack
still thinking of Angella, still hurting inside, deep. His eyes
fell on a magazine.

It depicted a space-ship blasting against a starred, space
background. Tt intrigued him immedietely, almost meking him for
get about her! Almost.

Its title: Astounding SCIENCE-FICTION.

He picked it up. He opened it. He remembered his mother say
ing he could buy whatever he wanted,

He bought the book.

That night, after supper, Micheel retired early. He atill
was sad, sad as he could be at fifteen, and it still hurt, But
upstairs, In bed, he opened the magazine, He begap to read.

It almost made him forget., Almost. He never really would,

He read late into that night.

THIS CONCLUDES THE STORY OF MICHAEL'S FIRST LOVE

don howard donnell

to be continued .....
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SOUTHERN CAL'S NEW APA

The National Amateur Press Association’

NAPA Members preparing for the lst Mailing

1st NAFA Mailing: January 31lst, 1954

2nd NAPA Maillng: February 28th, 1954

NAPA is the great new Amateur Press Association
entirely¢different from all those now in existence.
It has all the possibilities of becoming the top
APA in Seventh Fandom. write for any information.

Tom Tiper Tad Duke Boob Stewart

Feter Vorzimer Ronnie Cobb David Wilhoyte

Ron Ellik Chuck Wilgus Dennis Durre

Don Donnell FPaul Shoemaker Laddie London
Ralph Stapenhorst Charles Nuetzel Bert Satz

Dick Finney Richard Gels V. Faul Nowell
Mark Iinney Ron Smith Alex Montoya

Terry Carr Neal Reynolds and more to come,..

For information regarding NAPA, write to: Don Howerd Donnell
5,25 Santa Monica Blvd,, Los Angeles 29, California or Feter
Vorzimer, 1311 N. Leurel Ave., \est Hollywood 46, California



MISINTERPRETATION
by TAD DUKE

This is, actually, one of Tad Duke's
first stories. It is also one of
his best., With an unusual twist and
an appropriate name, it is what I
would call "good fantasy." piv

The hot wind blew with whalling loneliness across the sandy
desert, One prominent figure moved unsteadily toward, toward no-
thing, in no certain direction. He carried a gun in savage delir-
ium(i shooting whoever, and whatever interfered in his tredge for-
ward,

A small, mouse-like creature found its dreadful fate when it
showed itself in quick motion, It was finished in a moment.



The strange person who moved with tired limbs across the
endless sand and the burning sun in a eloudless sky had no merey
he had only a gun and a bone dry canteen, His canteen had been
without moisture for nearly three days and nights. The figure
had been tabbed as a murderer. He was tried and sentenced %o
desolate isolation in the never ending desert so hated by all.

His fate was to live as he could. He was allowed a weapon.
with which he could kill what food he needed, but his water, the
preclous liquid so needed by all who live, was limited to a sin-
gle canteen.

Delirium had overtaken him only a day after his canteen
had run dry. He had become, not only as far as his originsl
self, but as a godless murderer now without scruples or reasems,

Sun, that bright orb in the dark blue sky; that cruel mast-
er of the so wonderous heavens, that driver of sane men to mad
monsters, that watechman of the globes of heaven and the <fires
of Hell. This same sun had driven this wandering soul to insan-
ity.

His squinting, bloodshot eyes 1looked skyward. The bright
ball in the starspecked sky burned deep In his eyes, causing
temporary blindness. It baked down into the sand causing vis-
lons to appear in its wake.

Far up, nearly hugging the sun, the same temperate., cruel,
wonderful, pure, just, unjust, and responsible sum, that you
and I see each day, a small reflective speck bright on one end
and afire on the base, It was a ship, an allen ship resembling
a silver candle hovering in unsteadlness above the mad wondering
being on the hot baked sand.

The ship blasted down and rested with a grinding selidity
on the deep, fine sand.

It rested with the sand crackling to crispness from the
intense heat. The figure of the huge, sleek ship shadowed
over the clea% sand like a monster before a thousand—thousandd
candles.

A few moments passed withomt any movement. The amall speck
on the horizon of endless sand stumbled comparatively close to
the ship, about a hundred feet. He stopped and crudely dug
into the soft sand, partially burying himself,

A panel-llke door slid open iIn the side of the ship. Three
huge, wierdly clad beings stood in the imner compartment. Their
legs were long and they stood nearly three times taller than
the isolated murderer which was up to his knees now, staring
blindly at the grotesque "things" in the ship.

Their arms were much shorter, in comparison with their
body, than his were. Their heads, which were extraordinarily
smali, were set in globes of clear, glass-like substance thelr
eyes vere tremendously small, and below them was an odd prob-
oscls. They walk in nearly the same manner as the exile did,
and walked down the walkway to the sand. They were so heavy
end had such ridiculously small feet, they sink down in the
dand almost two feet.
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Slowly, the mad exile rose to his haunches. He took careful
aim at the small group Jjust at the base of the ship. His anger
kindled within., Hls hatred toward hls own race for their cruel
actions against him, his hurts, his thirst, and that damned mons-
terous sun. All these kindled his want to kill, His murderous
life returned in threefold. Hls want had to be fullfilled, his
mad, warped mind must be satisfied.

There was a blue flash near the base of the ship. A small
cloud of white smoke drifted away in the warm, Martian wind. The
earthlings, once alive, now lived only in the white drifting smo-
ke, casting a transparent shadow of misunderstanding on the smooth
thin martian sand.

The martian exile once again raised his eyes to the blue
sky, watching the currents of the thin air rip and pull at the
lone squall. His eyes moved about on their six seperate tent-

acles and he carried himself nearer the ship and blasted it a half
a dozen times. The nearly-destroyed ship stood alone with the 2
foot creature on the endless red sand. The sun made shadows pro-
minent and lightened the strange writing on the wing,.

The Martian stood in amazement and question as his brain re
ceived the six directional picture. L

It read in significence, "U, S¢e Re Fo - X NM - 1", The
Wind once again blew a warm bath of air over the lone exile, and
without pain, his life was silenced. He died. Yes, in  wonder-
ment, but, with a fiendish satisfaction.

the end - tad duke




FAN FARE

with TOM PIPER

This is the first in a series of
autobiographies of Big-Name- Fen,
We would 1like to have you select
the people to appear on this page
in future issues. All you have
to do is write this magazine and
state, in a list of three choices,
‘the personalities you'd like most.
to appear in this feature. We!
will try our darndest to get them
for you, although we can guaran-
tee nothing. For the autoblogra-
phies of some of the most fam-
ous professionals, read FANTASY
SPOTLIGHT in Starlight magazine.

TOM PIPER - FAN-FARE #1

After having existed on this fertile planet for close to a doz-
en years, I had been just another reader of that dreadful tra-
sh called Science-Fiction. My start in fandom came when I pick-
ed up the September, 1951 issue of Startling Stories. After
reading just the first story, which, in my neo-fannish way I
thought was quite good, I set about writing the editors a iet -
ter., When I bought the next issue, there was my letter. I was
quite surprieed, but not half as surprised as when the threat -
ening letters came in. It seems as though the one story I had
read and ra%ed about was supposed to be the worst. I answered

all the letlers and thereby started a correspondence that I' 11
regret to my dying day.

In June, 1952, I attended a LA Sci-Fantasy Society meeting at
which I had the distinction of being the youngest member. I
happened to meet a man by the name of Forry Ackermsn there and
was invited to his house where 1 saw just about everything ttere
1s to see in the way of SF books and magazines. This is what
started the ball rolling.

My biggest goof, REASON, with the neo-fannish tag, '"there is a
reason for REAS6N," started in January, 1953, and had the gall
to continue for one more putrid 1ssue. I got all sorts of
letters after this monstrosity.

In August, 1953, I met the editor of this rag, and we started

on another goof called "HAY". Thils gave me the initiative to
start a new mag. FPete gave me the name. FASCINATION. ( Walk!,
do not run, to the nearest mailbox and drop in your dough for
a subl) Truthfully, I don't see why I was selected for this
spot, but oh wellyeesseoeessss WHAT DO YOU MEAN,...CARELESSNESS}

Te Zorchfield Piper



are you tired ?

of paying out your good money for
putrid fan magazines that are most-
ly trash? Well, we have an answer
to your problem, Get STARLIGHT,
It's a fanzine that'!s FREE. Yep!
A real, live, photo-offset fan-zine
that's FREE! Just include your
name, address, and sufficient post-
age, and we will be only too happy
to mail you an issue.

In this issue...stories and articles
by E. Re Kirk, Atlantis Hallam and
Alfyred Bester.

Coming Soons...Starlight will turn

semi-pro giving you a minumum of ads
and®*a maxinmum of fine stories.

STARLIGHT Magazine

5425 Santa Monica Blvd.,
Los Angeles, California



