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I don't know why in hesven's
name there even is a content
rege, you ses, I forgot to
number the pages, in the bril-
liant Vorzimer tradition. But
who cares? 99% of the fen read
right through without bother-
ing to see If the pages are
numbered or not. 50 what the
heck?

I'm switching from my previous
ly steted schedule of bl-month-
ly to monthly=«if I can hold

ur under the straln. If at all
rossible, I'd like to get each
1sh out around the first of
each month. I think I can do
it, Ve'll s@Bcccoecscos

It doesn't say anywhere, but
this is the second issue of
this fmz. Volume One, if that
is importent to any of my re-
viewers, This mag will have

a gala 100 page Con edition
for 1ts september issue, with
L8 rictures of the Con, in s&ll
Tfs rhases. 0Only 100 copies
will be avalilable, 1'11 let
you know how to order them, sone
time further on, around July
or S80.
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and. other sorts of babblinbs by y ed
ABstract 1s published monthly by
Peter James Vorzimer at 1311 North
Laurel Ave., W, Hollywood 46, Calif,

We"ll also have our annish, whioh

will be another 10C page affair,

in the December-~Jen, oops, I mean

the January-February issue, It

should be pretty interesting.

There isn’t surposed to be much
of an editorial on this rage, so
I think I'1l leave you free to
roam the pages of the magazine.

trice for single issue: 10¢
NO S8UBS WILL Bi TAKEN!

Only subs avalleble are three
issue subs at 30¢ ariece, no, you don't
get any break in prices...what do you
waent...blood?....I shouldn't heve asked.

Only 110 issues of this 2ine are yprint-
ed., Back lssues {of which there is
only one) availashel at 10¢ aplesoce,

This magezine is primarily a trade-zine, providing you have a zine

to trade,

leeching someons elsse's copy, you bum, you.

COpYo

If you don't have ons, you are sither contributing, or you'fe

Why don't you dbuy your own

When screaming about the fiction conteined in this issus, pleass add-

ress all miasiles to Don Howard Donnell,

ing about the poor reproduction,

an
2 e X, M AY

acri *ao art work, and articles ars urgently requested.
Hares vorl 1ike the magr.

or Carol lcKinney. When vell-
gddreas Rex~OmGraph %X ¢fo Los Angelss,

Bawars}
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Well, well, what do you know.....here I em putting out another
ish of ABstract. For & while there, my head was 80 enlsasrgzed from
all those compliments, I thought I'd quit while I was shead.

But no, the lrresistable urge, that horrible eddiction took hold
of me and here I am.....fan-pubblng again. Yes, now I've got
ditto fluid in my veins instead of the usual watser.

I must say vwhat the over-all compliments of the magazine were
completely overshadowed by the flow of praise that ceme in about
Donnell's story, THREE LOVES IIAD MICHAEL. Don's hat size Just
increased three times,

You were all very nice to me with your compliments and I only
hope I'm not letting you down in any way by going ditto in my
reproduction., You see, I got a job especlally to pey for ABst-
ract, but began to feel that one could find a cheaper means of
reproduction and save some of that haerd earned money., I realize
no other medium can rerroduce artwork as well as litho, but
ditoo has one or two other adVantapes that more than compenssate
for this fact. One, I am now able t0 use four colors, the reg-
ulation purple, -~ blue, red, and green., Dnce I msster the art
of copyling artwork accurately enough in these colors, 1 geel
I'11 have something thaet I could never have gotten by still
remaining rhoto-offset, Two, I'm now able to give you much,
much mere in the way of good quality material for your dime. I
think you'll notice this when you see how thick this mag is.

I have 36 pages for the same price {which 1s still free for fen)
as when I gave only 16 pages. Now ,I consider my price more
than fair, instead of completely out of linse.

Next, I think I should state my editorial pollicy. This being
very important to both reader and would-be contributor allke.

First: I like articles myself, way ahead of fictlon, in any
from, I think that THREF LOVES was an excejptional piece of fan-
fiotion, and for that reason, printed it., The same held true
with TH!. CONQUERORS. I had many, maeny menuscripts which I could
have run, if not in place of the ones I mentioned, I could have.
added them, You ses, I'm not primarily interested in fan-fiction.
You peorls out there reed enough fiction outside of fanzines to
warrant the presence of too much fiction in fanmags. Therefore,
I would suggest to some of you who are thinking of contributing
or of continuing to receive ABstract, that I am interested in
articles, on anything new or current in the Science-Fliction world
--gnything that would be of general interest. Actually, size
doesn't matter, being in this form of repro now, just the subject
matter., I'd like nothing smell than two pages, nor anything
larger than 10, I think that is rather reasonable.

(continued on next page)



Second: Sinece I considar nyself {at times) somewhat of a
humorist, I enjoy and appreciste good humor. I think, it too, has
a place in fanzines, Though I don't like typically Juvenile, or
very trite humor, Certoons are another thing that I would gresat-
ly apireciate receiving.,

Third: I enjoy art and think that it serves more than a
single purpose of telling a story. I1I'd llke lots of small {approx.
3" x ") flllers to break the monctony of many solid pages of tyrpe.
This typre of art is sasy to supply, wheress the typre thet iilust-
rates a specific story would entail & lot of time. You see, I'm
not an artist at aell asnd thereby would have to send out my manu-
scripts to have them i1llustrated, or would have %o leave them go
the way they are, unillustreted.

Fourth: I like to consider mysslf (as almost every faned does)
as being very choosy when it comes to fun-fiction. I think my
cholce of Donnell’'s story was a very good one. But 1 will not run aany
fiction at ell in any of my issues, provided it is of a caliber
(both in thems end style} of a fanzine. By this I mean, I don't
want the type of stuff prozines would run...you find that sort of
trivie in all pro mega, and I teke it for grented that being a fan,
vou read quite s few. I went off-trsil (not Freiberg syyle) Tict-
ion and other stuff. As Gels seid, "mgterlel, taboos, words, sit-
ugtions, and themes, which must seek the amateur or private circu-
lation." That jus®t about sums upy what I'4 like in the way of fiction,

Well, I've taken uy a lot of valudole time and space just yell-
ing about what 'his royal highness' wants., But I intend pubbing
it or not rpubbing at ell.

Keep up those letters coming in...you all know how much I
arpreciate it, Thanxz for listening.

P.,S, I didn't mean to scare all you authors away, I just wanted
to let you know whaere I stand in the way of fiction. 1Its
bestter to let you know right off the batt, so you won't
be guessing blindly as to what the editor wants.

i ABSTIRACT



Well, first off, THREE LOVES wes 8 story of strong feeling,
and a very goed one at that. The story ls baslically three storles.
One for each love. Therefors, it is more than excellernt for ser-
ialization. And so on to the synopsis.

Michasl Sommerfield, the chisf character of the story, mmets
and falls in love with a beautiful girl, name of Angella, at his
High Schhol dance. They dance. Soon the dance is over and they
go home, Michael is promlised another.date,

The next day, as mike 1s pedalling down the main atreet, he
sges Angelia, with one of his hated epemias, Richerd Merks. When
he questions here¢ he finds out that shs intends goling to the show
with Richard and that the night before meant nothing to her.

Eichael is deeply depressed., Heffinds himself crying as he
pedals home, When he gels home, his mom asks him to rua an errand.
Before coming home, Mike stops at the corner drugstore, where he
spies the cdlorful cover of a Sclence=Fiction megazine, ASTOUNDING
SCIENCE FICTION. He buys the mag and takes 1% home.

Although deeply hurt, Michael reads the magazine, and soovn
forgetSoose.ssobut not completely, no, he would never forget this
day.

I°m sure you'll enjoy this chapter even mors than the first,.
This story, above all the others Don has written, has brought him
more recognition as a writer. He has been compared as good or
bebter than similar-type professionals.

I leave you to read the seocond ochapt®rccseccsccecccsveee
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s B EE LOVES HAD MICHATELL = Don Hewsrd Donnsll
CHAFTLELR TWO

Micnael Soninerfield graduated from high school with the highest
marks cf his cless. Hls college entry examination scores were far
above average, e was thought of as the brightest boy Riverdale
had ever produced., 4nd the strangest. He always kept pretty much
%o himself, and he had few friends; the ones who were close to him
couldn*t understand him, or the seemingly inexhaustible vitality
that drove him onward to be the best in any undertaking he pursued,
He worked hard. His hours of study were long, and as he grew older,
he drew further and further within himself., It was s marked change,
His mothsr knew when 1t came sbout; he was fifteen, und stlill norme-
ql, but when he drew closer to his sixtsenth birthday, the changes
thet would distinguish his later lifs were slready making themselves
evident,

Anéd no one knew the reason,
4xcept Michael.

And he never told esnyone. ‘

So it was with 2 guarded admiration and rilxed feelings of
curiosity and pity that the town, his parents, and his friends re~
garded him as he received his dirlomg and ewards of excellence.

They knew, and could feel, that someday he would be & grest
and famous man., But if they thought they knew why, if they felt
they had guessed the reasons, they were wrong.

Then Michael Sommerfield went to college.

The bell rang, releuasing the stuflents into the halls like e
bursting dam. The silence of a few seconds before was reant by the
sound of feet, and the low, blended roar of many conversations. It
was not the high, thin sound of s grammar school, but of young,
strong voices, poised between the thin line of maturity and youth.

rost of the students walked in pairs, or in larger grouyrs,
talking and lasughing. That was why Mlke weas so conspiclous. He waes alone,
silent, his face sombre,

Layton Crawford stolpped and looked at the serious young man ss he
walked slowly down the hall. He nudged his friend.

"There's Mike."

"Yeah, What an odd ball. I guess he's a right guy, and all
that, but all he does is go to this room and study every day. Never
goes out with the guys, and he seems scared to death of girls."

"I know, I've been sort: of palling avound with him for a coup-
le of months now, and 1 still heven't bsen able to figure him out,
I*d sure like to psycho-asnalyze him!"
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"Don't teks your psych course 80 serlously. I don*t think
psychliatrist i figure tiaet bixd outl"®

"Maybe all he needs 1ls understanding.”

"Maybe." A bell raeng. "wWell, puzzle over it, braln boy, I've
got to go to Blology., I haven't been there this wesk yat, and XI'd like
to get credit in it." He walked off, Layton stood in the suddsenly
deserted hall for a moment, then he looked down the corrider and out
the door at the far end that led to the campus. There was & solltary
figure out there, heading toward the boy's dorm. Layton hesitated
a moment, then went aftar him,

"Walt up, Mike!" he cslled. Mike stopped and turned. He waved,
a slight smlile on his face,

I could like that guy, thought Layton. He Just nedds help.

"Hello, Layton,™ Mike greeted him. "What's up?"

"Oh, nothing, I'd Just thought I'd shoot the breeze with youa
little, I haven't got a class right now," he lied,

"Well, I've got to g0 to the dorm and do a couple of pages of
Chemistry. Want to come along?" 4

"0h, to hell with Chemistry. You can do 1t Rater. Come on over
to the Hop and have a coke on mel"

-

"All right."

Mike twisted the limp straw in his fingers, then poked it in the
ice on the bottom of the glaess.

"why won't you come to the Junlor Dance tomorrow night? If you
haven't got a dinner jscket, I have one you can use., It'll fit you."

"No--no thanks, anyway. I'd rather not."” Hls eyes oclouded
suddenly, and Leyton could sense hls soul writhing with a deer,
secret hurt within him,

mihat the hell, you can go stag if that's what you're worryling
about, Besides, I'd like you to meet my sister, She's a real look-
er and=--"

"Goddemit, I sald no! Can't you understand? I don't want to go

to the damn dance, I don't want to meet your sister! 1I'd just like
to be left alone."

"Okay, Mike. If you want it that way."

"I'm sorry, Layton. I shouldn't have lost control that way., I
didN't mean all that. I=-=I just want-~I just don't want to go."

"All right, I'm not going to tie you up and drag you there."

"It's juste=="
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"Whate"
"Ok, nothing."™ Mike sighed, his eyes sad, "Nothing at all...”

"what is 1%, Mike, there's something buried deecypy insids wyou.
Let 1t out, Tell me. 7You can trust me, If it's personal, you know
I won't tell anyone.” '

"You would¥N*t understsnd it, Layton. It's silly.®

"It's going to be my job to understend it, Mike, I'm going to
be a psychologist, remember? And it can’t bs so silly. After all,
look what 1i%'s done to you,"

"Come ou up Lo my room. We can talk there."

"Okay., We can %Halk it out,.”

Layton held hsr picturse. He shook his head. "All these years,”
he murmured, ."Shs really gonfed you up, Mlke. You rsally must havo
loved her."

"I atill do lover her, Layton. 1111 slways love her.”

"Phat's silly. She isn't worth your love, after whut she did.
Torget her. It's in the past. Live lere, in the present."

"Nice wordsa, nice words. That's all they are., ‘/ords can't
make you forget. They can't satisfy the longing, the ﬂantingo They
can't take the rlace of love."

"Either can g memory, Mike., That's all she is. A vagus, phant-
om memory thet you cling to with trembling hands. Don't you realize
that all of this died back then when you were fifteen’®

"Yes, it died., %o did part of ne.”

"There's still a lot left. Sure you won't go to that dance?"
"Maybe."

"Good., That's the first sense you've made since I've known you,™

It seemed, to Mike, that he always ended uyp in a corner at a
dance., le hadn't really wanted to go, and his grudging promise of
maybe had been given to stall off further arpeals from Layton. DBut
Layton had been rsrsistant, and had managed to transamute that“maybe®
in a reluctant "yes," and then he had proceeded to force him through:
the J@g¥ various stagas of preyaration and into the car, and virtuale’
ly through the door, Layton was persistant, But he had not. been
able to prod him intc dancing. And so, he sat in the corner.' ‘The
last dance he had attended, whsn he was fifteen, he was cornered9 80
to speak, by necessity. This time it was by cholice, '

"So you're Michael Sommerfield,”™ someone said, and suddenly Mike
felt sick, Certain portions of his memory seemed suddenly recreated,
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and a bitter, violent nausea swept through him,

"Aren't you going to speak?"

Mike cradled his head in his hands, his body shsking. His
volecae was high pitched, and uncertaln. "Go away and leave me alone.

Go sway, please!”™ he croaked,
"Layton, come here! He's sick,"

Then thers was blackness for Michael. A warm, protective

blackness that had engulfed him, saving him from a repltibion of
a certain scene onacted at anvther dance loung ago. Something he did

not want to haypjen sgain, ever.

Her face was staring at him when the llghte cume on again., He

shook his head and closed his eyes,
"Where am I?" was the Bnevitable questlon.

"At my house,"™ sald a voice, It belonged to Layton. "You got
sick at the dance and passed out,

We brought you here.," 3
"We?" i
"Yes, My sister and I." | Qﬁ
He opened his eyes agailn. [ 45 Ef {
"Hello agein, Mike., The fﬁi fff \
last time I trled to meet you, " biis
you passed out., I'm not that {@; '
bed, am I?" 5 IV
/\A.‘u . 5
He focused his eyes, Two (‘
“\

deep, big, sonderful brown eyes
were looking at him, He dldn't
want to see the rest of her face,
He concentrated on the eyes,

Don't look, Mike! his mind
soreamed. Don't look at the rest
of her face, or you'll be lost!

"No," he said, it wasn't that."”

"It wasn't,"” Layton sald, I know
what it wes. Do you went to hear it,
Mike? Do you want to hear the truth?
I'll send Liz out if you want me to.
want you to hear the truth.”

"Let her stay,"” Mike said, his mind &
spinning.

"iwhen you met Angellia, you fell in love.
Or Kou thought you did., You were fifteen, and
a w

But I /

ole host of new and strong emotions were

DeasuErLu JS‘t



churning in your beody, A new multituds of feelings, of ssnsatic X
thoughts were belng born within you. You were growing up, Mike. You
woere fifteen and starting to tescoms & man., You went to a dancs, You
met a girl. She was a beautiful girl and you thought she like you,
wasn't that ite" '

Angelia! his mind cried out., Iler face was conjured from the
black, bottomless depths of space, swirling out like a bright, firey
comet . _

"You dence, and sll thlis emotion is churning sround inside of you.
You were dancing and your bodies were in contact, and this generated
all kinds of sensations and desires. 7You were young, Mike, fiftesn,
and she was pretty. But you weren't in love with her. You were in
love with love itself, and she wes just an object on which to fasten
the fixetion, And when you found she wasn't sincere, it wasn't your
heart that was broken--your ego wecs crushed}™

"No! No! I loved hSrees.e..l lOoved heri®

"Face it, Mike, Grow up. Don't live in that small world of the
past Give it up. Let it die. Let it become dust, as it should be.

"Tonight at the dance, Liz walked up and said hello., It trigg-
ared memory and the old defegse mechanlsm went to work., Somehow
what haprened that night left a deeyp ‘wound on your ego, and all thr-
ough your life the defense mechanism has been working to cover up
the gaping hole she tore in it. You've been fooling yocurself all
this time. It waan't love then, It was youth-~- Tonight you passed
out when part of the memory seemed reoreated--- the ego didn't want
a repetition of that night, The defense mechenlsm sought a wsy out,
The way was to get sick end pass out so you could lesave.,”

"You're crazy!"

"On the contrary. If anyone is crazy , it's you for living
this fantasy for so long. Face up to it and you'll destroy it. Give
yourself a chance to live., Give yourself a chance to really love!
Layton's eyes were intense and burning bright with an Tnner fire,
lerspiration wes collected over his upper lip and his brow wes wet,
his hair falling over it limply. He stered at ilke,

Mike looked at iayton, his whole body weak. His head throbbed,
and he felt as if rart of his being had been tuken frow him. And
then he reslized that Layton was right. His miaod begen to admit the
truth to his statements. Layton saw this in Mike's eyes., ile relex-
ed visibly. He smlled a little., Then he noticed that Elizsbeth
was gone.

",izi" he czlled.,

"Just a moment,"™ answered & voice. Then she arresred, carrying
a tray of sandwiches and a pot of coffee, @After all of this I
thought you men might be & 1littls hungry." She smiled, and the whole
romm was filled with a freshness and a coolness that both felt. Lay-
ton looked at Mike, He was staring at Liz.

And he was smiling,



There was a chenge 1in Michael sSommerflieid. The shaeckles of ther
past had been broken, and the wound wses healing. Not quickly, but
slowly and surely., Ile began seeing quite e lot of Liz Crawford, and
they were seen quite often together, and at dsnces and just walking,
arm in arm. Wherever Liz was, Mlke was, and vice-versa, It became
a byword all over the school. Liz and Mike. The two names sounded
natural together, and were seldom mentioned arpart,

Mike received his liaster's degree in Electronie's, and Liz was
in the front row of the suditorium, her face a continual smile. and
as the Dean handed him his degres and mumbled words of praise about
the excellence of his work, Mike looked down at her and winked. She
winked back and if there had ever heen any doubt before, which there
hadn't, there could be none now, Anyone could see that the two were
very much in lovs,

And rumor had it they were to be married very soon.

Throughout out Michael®s senior year at Columbia, he spent most
of his spare time, save thet he spent with Liz, deeply engrossed in
highly technical Electronic experimsnts. For hours sftar classes
wore over in the University, one could ses the dim light ushering
from the third floor of the Thysics bullding, the electronies lab,
with Michael pouring over his work.

Always, with complete faithfulne&s, there was Liz, standing
by the door when Mike came out, his braingd tired, his bedy com-
rletely fatigued, Msny times she asked him why he killed himself
physically into all hours of ths dey and night.....and many tlmes
he told her. There were many, many things still as yet, undiscov-
ered by modern man in the field of electmmnics, and he was work-
ing on just one part, This was one of the things thet won him
extra credits towards his Fhd,

Then, as fate would have 1it, it happenedcc....

A man came to see Mlchael soon afterwards.

"ihat I am going to tell you, lir. Sommerfield, must never bs
repeated no matter what circumstances. Your background nas besn
thoroughly checked, and there is no doubt of your loyalty and ohar-
acter, But before I begin with the business thaet has brought me
hers, 1 must ask you to swear never to repeat it to anyone.”

"] swear it, Mr. Collins.”

"All right, I represent the United States Government. Here
ere my credentisls."” He removed s siheaf of papers and handed them to
¥ike who read them causually and nanded them back. Taking his sil-
ence for acceptance of his authority, Collins continued., "I am
assiastent to the Director of a seoret government rroject now under
wag. We have been watching young men all over the country for pess-
ible new brains for the rroject., You were one of the ones selected."

"Just weht is the rroject?”



"It?s called Operation Barrier, a ocde name for a project de-.
slgned to put an artificial sattelite up within two years and have
a rocket on the moon within thrse,”

"What's this got to do with me?"

"¥e've watched your work. ‘e think you'd be invaluable to the
project,” 2

"In what respect?”

"Wedl, we'vse heard through our sources of your experiments on
control circuts and your theories 1in Electronics, and have found
you to be quite exceptional 1in your line of work. Beslides that,
you might pilot the first rocket from Earth to the site of the
space station, and from there, rossibly to the Moon. 0f course,
you'll be competling against other top men for this job."

Theres was a stunned look on Mike's face, "The moon?®" has ssked.
"This is quite 8 blg thing to throw at & man."

"It's a tremendous thing."
"what will be required of me?" *

"Oh, you'll have to cowe to the projsct site and live, Toyp
pay, of course., You've got most of $he quelifications., Brainy,
young, in top physical shaps, singlé..."

"Single?"™

"Yes, Ve don't want men with wives, It reguires extra quar-
ters, and puts a drain on the men. 1It's highly dangerous work, and
if men are worrying about thelr wives, they can't be as effioclent.
Besides, wives exert too much power over their husbands and would
bs a damned nulsance."

"T gee, Will I have time to think this over?®

"Certainly. I can give you
five days,"

"How long will my services be
contracted."

"Threes years., After that you
¢an quitg or go on, on your option."

"Thanks. I'll be thinking about
it weriously."

"Do that. And remember, tell-
no one., You cotild bes sent to pris-
on for a hell of a long time if you
did."

"Don't worry. I wont tell any
one!" The man left, Mike sat there,
his eyas seeing deep into srace. He



had reed & lot of selsnce-=fiction., Now he could be part of a pien
to maks the numbsr one prophecy come true., Spaceflight! »

There were stars in his eyes as he went to visit Liz that
evening,

She met him at the door and they stood there a while holding
each other close, knowing the love that held them close. The warm-
ness of their bodies filled the world, and for those momsnts, they
were the only objects in crestion. It seemed that they were arpart
from everything, drifting in a sea of stars. Then Mike broke the
embracs,

"Let's sit down, I've got something to talk about." They
sat on the couch,

"yhat 1s it, Mike?" she asked,

"I've been offered a job, A big Job with good pay."
myonderful?! she smiled, and touched his hand, What is it?"
"I can't tell you, Liz. It's top secret."

"Secret?™

"Yes, ond thera's a catch td It. We'll have to postpone
our wedding for three years."

Immediately, a loock of hurt come into her eyes. "Threse years,"
she asked in & soft volice, her tone on of disbelief,

"Yas, It's a chance of e lifetime., It's so vast and won-
derful I can hardly imagine it."

"what esbout me? ‘What am I going to do for three years, Jjust
sit and say you're off on suome wopderful secoret Jjob that means more
to you than me?"

"You know that isn't so, Liz. I love you more than anything
in the world. But this is very important.”

"A lot more important than mel"

"Mike stood up sngrily. "You're talking nonsense, All I'm
asking you to do is be ratient and understandi!"

"Be patient end understand! ‘hat's there to understand?
This big wonderful job of yours that you can't even explain to me!
You want me to sit and wiat for you three years and you won't even
tell me what it's all about? I want you, Mike, more than anything
in the whole world. I want to marry you and have a home, Is that
too much to want? I thought you loved me. I see your precious
chance of a lifetime means morel"

"J*1l talk to you later when you've calmed down. It's no
use trying to talk sense to you when you're in an emotional state



ke this, I'll ses you tomorrow,
He walked out, slamming the door.

He yaused outside, trembling. He 11t a cigarette, then start-
ed walking down the street. He began to think. I t really wasn't
fair to ask her to walt that long for him. He should have tried to
understand her point of view. Srace belonged to those who had noth-
ing on Earth, to those who loved it more than any merée creature. But
he dearly loved her, and he wanted her more than anything and he
wanted her more than anything and he wanted her above all else. He'd
call Collins tomorrow and tell him to find someone else for the job.
After all he could find some good paying Job right here on Earth and
ssttle down with her, and they could like & hayry lifetime together.
He turned and started back to her houss,

Then he saw her car coming. It was sypeeding and he could see
she didn't have much control over it., she had probaebly ran out of
the house and decided to drive somewhere, but she was in no emot-
‘ional condition to drive, Then a feeliug of slck horror csme over
him.

"glizabeth!™ he shouted as the car roared by him, weaving
from one side of the street to the other, It apjroeched the corner
at the far end and she attempted to mske it at a high spesd. There
was the soul-rending sound of screeching tires as sha lost control
of the vehlcle and the horrifying crump as it careenad into s lamp-
rost, He was alreddy running to the,car as a flame laeajed from the
- smashed hood and begen to eat at the  framework.

He worked with the warped door fran-
tically, the flames scorching his face, i %
A finger of the fire reached out and éL Q*mdt{ Vs
touched him on the arm and he soreamed
with the pein but continued trying to . T EE
force the door open, Finally it geave - -
and he flung himself inside aend juiled

]
at Liz's orumpled form. He julled her M el
from the car and dragged across the O{L

street and laid her on the sofit grass
of someone's lawn, There was a brief

flame-up followed by & shuddering : _biijtﬂua
roar as the flames reached the gas Y L

tank. He looked down et her body. It \

was cut in several places, and & small ATYNL.,

trickle of blood oozed from the corner

of her mouth. Her eyes opened, and j
the feding light in here eyes brighten-

ed Just a moment. Her 1ips moved and (3“““"'" wh§ Yoo ChTy:
he barely heard the word that formed.

"Mike," she sald. A convulsion of agony riyred through her body.

Her eyes cleared once again, and she smiled faintly. "I love
you, I love you," she said. "You cun take the Job, I'll weit.”
The fire in her eyes burnt brightly agein from a brief sedong,
and in the next moment it was gone. The smil froze on her lirs.

He was pushed roughly eside and & man with a black bag gripped
tightly in one hand knelt beside her. Numbly, Mike turned away from



her sprawled body and started Lo walk away. Nothing registersd on
his mind, and his eyss were 4dull and devoid of reascn., ooon ho was
awaro of bheing alons, walking down sone side street that nad no
street lamps.

It wasn't really falr to ask her to whit thal long, a thought
from the past echoed thnrough the hollow cavern of hic brailn., Hs
should have tried to understand hexr point of view, Spacs belog&gd
to those who had motthg on Earth, ko those who Loved 1t 7Ore than
any other cresture.

A phrese stuck in him mind and repeated itself over and over
again, Space belonged to those who had nothing on Barth...

Tommorrow he'd have 1o ¢all Collins and tell him tc¢ find soie-
body else for the job. No, wiet, that wasn't right!

How should it be... Space belongs to those who have nothing on
Larth... It should be, tomorrow nhe'd call Colllins end tell him ne'd
be 7lad to take the job., Yes, that was it.

Then the realization hit, The damned flood of emotion burst
forth, asnd he knew thes t®rrible, unimaginable truth. Il&s throat
constricted and his eyes were swimming in a sea of mist, and all
of his insides churned end felt liks $they were going to bs vonited
up. He stoocd and stared up at the sky, up into the dotted black
fabric that he was going 10 renc..

And all of it poured forth in ond single, inhuman, sorrowful

cry that echoed down the block and brought pecple to their jporches
and windows.

All of 1t was summed ul and expressed in a mournful echo that
chilled the hearts of all who heard it,

Mike stood there and screamed his throat out in one burst of
rure emotion,

Ellzabeth? _ e

They found him collaﬁéed over a curb, sobbing uncontrolably.

THIS CONCLUDES THE STORY
OF MICHAEL'S SECOND LOVE,

TO BE CONCLUDED . « « » .

( ‘N’ﬂd 0T AW
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THYHROUGH 3 sITH, '

THROUGH SNOW, etc., et e

comes the you-=know-whst....that ever-important stuff....the U. S.
Maillcoooss...and this, if you haven't guesssed by now, 1is the
LETTER COLUMN

MMMMVIVEOY S, but wa have piles of letters! GSeven pages of them.
The mailmen strains under the brunt of his load, murmuring under
his breath, Ellison's favorite slogan, "Down with 7th Fandom!"

DON WEGARS:

pBatract was read with much interest, I have seen many photo-offset
jobs befors, but hardly any of them seemed to bs like yours. I'm
gled you still recognlzs fandom, even though you use photo-o0ffset,
Too masny go °*pro® when they get a better means of reproduction,

That story by Donnell 1s all ths biurb gaid it to bas., I can't re-
momber where I've ever seen s story that waes by a fan that came so
close to pro-gtylie without actuaslly being published 'up theret,

"MISINTERPRETATION"™ by Duke didn®t strike me as bsing especlally
good, Bul having Dcaonell's storie%ras competition is rough!

A1l in all, I think ABstrasct is quite good, and you'll find a dime
along with this for aumber two. I'm temrted to goc photo-offset
myself,

2L44 Velley Sy., Berkeley 2, Cal,

({ Donnell is, in my opinion, and as you can see a lot of othsars
think so too, the best fan-author there is. I say this without
any res ervationsa There just isn't another that comes neer. One
question, Don....Why the dime? Don't you prefer to trade? ))

ool A1 [ K

A ‘itina wals abouh bton zlicubtes afber 1 got your lester, before
broakkfash =2ven, ¢ ncv“ﬁ L0711 et Luere in tipe for the newsshest
{*relerzing o Lha 00 of NARA), tho Ghod knows the lazok of one no

secount Ten's opinfce wovldn't hurt much. Believe it or not, I
can't ufford oin mail stauls. '

o owrite vou ever singe I oot

¥ 7 I Lol
eu LLileu vou by runnling vou thio RSy 170
fnlse 5117 (*this La the way Ron wrots ibt=-you decloha:
2 ) r, like heli. v, eveir I ocan wrl C eLber
o th& and aze,
Lestbled Corhowd b wWeny naeal epiearing fanzipae.  Hob bud.
onnell's gvory ils slurly Wu“g“llulJ LT the uext btwe inslollisohs
live uyp to tiiis one Lt will Do Lhe bdoss I've sesn nim do. Duakods
I°n nane?) wssn't bad, wesn't gocd. Flaows in ouW and genoence
8 sure, Cover lsveul was good, drawing o.k. A1l in ail, it wos
oo, oub as I see it, you nave a Tew things aga 110% you You
ghould have irinted artlcles instead of fiction. DLDW’W Qﬁh AT
TRLL TOUe) Arbticles have hicher readershit. T Tisnra fan o ne




THROUGH RAIN, THROUGH SLEET, THRCUGH SNOW, etc., ste. - {continued)

to be more interested in them and oncs those are read, some of them
will move on to the fiotion. I doubt if meny will finish reading
Donnell’s story. Aftsr all, 1t isn't sclience fiotion, excspt for

ths prologue, I suppose thes story aes a wholes was--but this part of

it wesn®t., Your 1ldea is to appsal to fans--something I've bsen int-
srested in doing for five issuss now. I don't think the answer ia

in printing fan fiction. If you're going to print fiction, it's %the
story that counts; &nd because it's written by a professional, is no
reason for rejecting it. Perscnelly,.I think fen ere more interested
in fiotion by pros then fans, and 1 priant both. DNow srticles are the
important thing., Agaln, it doesn't matter who writes them as long as
they have the right slaent. If they are what fen are interested in, T
suppose the zine will go over. But actually, above all,.whet makes a
succeasful zine is personelity. That is also what makes a BNF, snd a
BNF is what makes a succeessfull zine, or vice versa., 1I've had it scr-
eumed from the roof toprs thet I must put personality in INSIDE. 2nd
it all boils down to the fact I guess, that fen don't want quality,
they want egoboo and humor and PERSONALITY, and if e certain smount of
quality should come along with it, fine. But anyway, the secret of a
successful fTanzine (& popular fanzine) is not photo-offset or auything
besides the editor. If the editor has BNF stuff in him;, he'll reign
as king of the fasnzinss, for a short while, And so I don't think
ABstract will be a success to the extent I think you waznt it to be any
more than INS1DE will be. Nelther one of us ars EBNFs, or wlll we ever
be, thank Ghod. Or rerhaps I should Just syeask for myself--I am not

a BNF, Jjus not made that way.

I don't know what I°ve sald above, but I hopre it sounds good. Incld-
entaly, I want to see you aboui reprinting Donnell's story next year
if it turns out %o bs as good as I think it is.

Would you mind sending me the Printer's address., Hia prices are pretty
good, would like to contact him; Well, my mlssion ls sccompllished, I've
written a longer letter., So, before the monster gets out of hand I'd
better write my X &nd bs off,

549 South Tenth, San Jose, Cal,

(( I sgree with you emphatically, as a matter of fact, you'll note
thet e great dsel of the changss you mentioned, have come aboub
in this issue, the rest will coms in the future lissuss. 4s you
can see, you'rs no® the only one who's been raving asbout Donnell,
the column is full of raves., Duke is not & pen~-nemel ses the art-
icle in this lssue, that is, if you heven't ecen it yet., I think
You sre a ENF, especlally since e majority of Ten think that IN-
BIDE 18 the best mag in Fendom! As for myslel (Ched! Thet's my-
581f92%) .. .48 for myself, well, I've only been in TFandom for a
mere year (oh, no, Poetryl), 8o you never can te€ll.cescesssoccoc))

WALT BOWART:

I em not Kent Corey? (I accused the author of this lsiter of belng
said Kent Corey - Ed.,) C

Wow! ABstract is @ bYabe, One of the best jobs of photo reductlon
T've ssen, L especizlly liked the =cratch bosrd cranium. Very neat.



TIRCUGH RAIN, THROUGH SLEET, THRCUGH oNOW, etec., ete, (continued)

The cover was very good, but I'll expsot better next time because of
your superlative printing system.

My own persgsonal view of the first story, whatever it wes, is a very
good ons, I and other fen think that fiction, if it's good enough
to be printed it ought to be printed in & rrozine, Therefore, that
one factor makes ABstract a neofyte (this is correct spelling? -ed.)
Now don't get me wrong, I think fiction in a fanzine is fine if It's
funny, or of the tyre a prozine would not print,

I am very sorry for not writing you sooner but I have bsen snowed
down with art work I bring home from the University. No, I'm not
in college, but I take a commercial art course out there the same
as any student with a high school diploma, except I get no credits
and therefore I psy only half price....Phew!....complicated, but I
thought I'd let you know how it was,

About a week ago, Kent and I got together and wrote a script for an
all comic book type one shot which concerns us, THE SOUTH, marching
against (excuse me, in his letter, Walt used 'agin', and I neglected
to type it thus, allah, allah, - @d.) you ahl, the nowth, to the
capltal of San Franclsco...When we finish it we'll send it to you
for the NAPA malling. Piper's an odd looking guy by that picture

in ABstract, Those other pics you sent me of him made him much
prettier, (Giggle, giggle.)

Wall, now that Monroe's hitched, I g%ess 1?11 have to 2o back to
Alicaoo-n.e
306 E, Hickory, Enid, Okla,

(( T am humbly sobry that I accusad you of being Kent Corey, I
just didn't think there would be two charsctasrs like you roam-
ing the strsets un-caged. Just e guess. I sen't help it, if
F & SF wouldn't eccept THREE LOVES, why Jjust glve it up? It°'s
& damn good story, so I pubbed it.....snd in three issussal
Since NAPA no longer hes any subzine mailing (or any other,

&bt pressent) you cen just meil me 30 lshs for the boys in South=
ern Cal and vieinity...if you can spers thasm. WHEO SAID WE'RE
NOWTHENAHS! (thet's Northernars to the damn yasnkees!) WHY, WE
AWL BEEN LOYAL CUNFEDZRITS, SINCE THE DAYS QF BULL RUN. WHY,
SHADES OF JEFFERZON DAVIS, BOY, THEM®S FIGHTING WORDS WHEN YOU
CALL US°'UNS "YANKEES!" Ah, yes, poor MerilyD....snif...snif..))



A% )

RICHARD GEIS:

ABstract arrived in good shape, and bids fair to be a damned good
gire. I am pasrtieularly impressed by the cover drawing. It is
certalnly not the ususl thing., Guite often these symbolic cover
things on a fanzine are just plain sllly; they usually lack the
depth to rzglly mean anything beyond the banal and trite. This cov=
er on AB, tho, does “he story justice., Convey to Mr. Donnell, that
I would like thet he submit to PSY. He is an excellent writer., A
bit inelined to write purple prose once in a while, but 1n spots he
is superb,

My constructive comments on the body of the mag, technically speak-
ing, start with the cover layout. I was somewhat pained to ses the
all too familiar GALAXY derived format. I rather think some faneds
are unconcious of their imitation in this respect. My point is that
they should dellberately try to be different,

I oannot myself w--(egad! Finally, a traglc goof -ed.) I cannot see
myself why you have thet "10¢" on the cover. Does 1t sell on the
newsstands? "The Magezine of Fantasy" seems a bit pretentious, I°'d
much rather see a larger cover drawing use up some of that wasted
space, Again, unless the mag sells on the newsstand (and let's not
kid around; newsstand sales of & fanzine are by thelr very naturs
bound to be negligable.) why bother slanting formet and identifying
phrases on the cover?



Also in line for & complaint is the title logo=-type itself. T notse
that ell through the issue there is used only this one typs of scrirt
for all headings and leads, As well as the above noted cover logo.

It secemed to me that the cover was a bit....well....wsak. That scrirt
wag not in keeping with what I feel is a proper logo. . To ms it should
have been blgger and blockier; more solid and substantial. Candidly,
it looked sisifyed (*he actually spelled it *sissifyed', but I think
we both spelled 1t wrong; it should be *'sissified'. -ed.).

I thank you very much for the free ad. ( I think it°*s free; I've
received no bills yet.) It's better than I would have thunk up if I
had hed to think one up., That make sense? It seems to me that you
could cut down on the contents a 1little and put in more editorial/
Better, cut down on the free ads and put in more material., THREE
LOVES by Donnell was, as I said, excellent in spots., The underlined
rarts in the beginning were a bit corny and overly written, but the
dislogue and the general writing level were very good., And I don't
say this with the mental qualification that it is "good for fan-
fiction,® I think it good by comparison with the best I*ve ever
read. Anywhere,

I didn't like MISINTERFRETATION by Tdd Duke. Firstly because it was-
n't obvious to me what the misinterpretation was, and secondly be=
cause the writing was rather poor and amateurish. GET MOR OF THOSHE
SCRATCH BOARD DRAWINGS BY COBB. Thew could be very effective.
Zspecielly on the cover, FAN-FARZ: eh? Since when is triper a BNF?
Why not get Calkins, Carr, or Ackerman, OT €Ven [MBoeoe

All in ell, a sporr=-=spotty, but pretty good start. Good Luck.
2631 N. Mississippl, Yortland 12,

to you 1ink you are tru the best and most
ructive cri n-Fandom. No woofir AS you car €, nedrly
y ou! ticisms have been arranged ot that ut to ase
reclally. but that you really hau sor g worthwhil (
54} { sure there are lots of who think the way 1 do
do see any connection, however, witin my ‘cover formab and that
f Galaxy y b to JaX ran out three years ags and 1 haven't
see cory since. {and Ghod' now that nmeguzine is golng down!
a;reec with ycu tnose scratchbourds make at covers I
16d tiie sal aen I'her=z are riany points at soclely up tc
e individue >4 it aste ., W , it ditor': stes
are wha ne fen illke, tiot auXes Liae zlne es

CAROL MoKINNEY:

You flatter me...you just gave my egoboo a blg boost when I needed it
most?! Been knocking myself out the pest couple of weeks trying to
get DEVIANT don, thinking=--will they like it? Will they tear it to
pleces? Will I get a bomb in a few days? I'm still wondering...!
But most of them are stapled and assembled and addressed, just walt-
ing for Donnell to get on the ball and send those STARLIGHTS... I'1ll



mail you your copy out to you, though, either today or tomorrow,

You know, I really like ABstract! 7You did 0.K., for a first ish, too,
Donnell's story was the best, a fine, sensitive tsale,--and I1I°11l be
waiting anxiously for the other 2 parts, though I can guess what the
other 2 loves are... Don descoribes the hurt of a rejected first love
so well that something like that must have happened to Him, Of course,
there are few people today who had clear salling through the years of
thelr teens when they were so uncertain of themselves and of how
others thought of them., A thing that seemed almost the end of the
world then could be thought about with amusement years lateér.c.co..

"MISINTERYRETATION" was fair and Tad Duke shows promising abillity, if
he keeps up with his writing.

FAN-FARE is a good idea, --=helps fen to know each other better, My
three cholices are: Terry Carr, Richard Gels, and Alice Bullock,

Your format is very satisfactory, even interesting! But how can I
give suggesticns for lmprovement when I don't know the first things
about photo-offset, and just what can be done with 1t7? Let others
who consider themselves experts stick thelr big fest in it...

You've got me intrigued more than ever sbout thils NAPA pow! Do I
technicelly belong in 7th Fandom? How can you tell Jjust where you
do belong? And,=-whai difference dges it make? Tell Donnell I'd
be very grateful if he sent me the full info on NAPA when he hes
time! Oh, yes, have you heard of the Natlonal S.F. Lesague?

Hope this reaches you in time... Write and let me know how you Jlked
DEVIANT... {I'm going into hiding.)
377 Bast 1lst North, Poovo, Uteh

{{ Aw Ron Ellik puts it, "Always glad to see another girl in Fandom!"
and then muttering under his breath, "Aha! Weit 'til ole Ellik
eets to the Con, heh, heh.™ Thenx for the many compliments. I
want to take this space to say a few things on the behalf of my
good friend and contributor, Don Howard Donnell. He asked me
to state that the first part of THRESZ LOVLS was written about 2
yvears ago, and that the purplish writing was nct ur to his ususl
par. It was only two weeks ago, that Don finished the Znd part
and 1 think you'll agree with re on the fact thet his writing
has improved even more over what it was before--and even that was
excellent! You'll notice lMr. Carr, om of your choices in this
ish's FAN=FARE, vou may now Jjump with glee. Since I have already
written to you in answer to tanis sare letter, my answers to vour
auestions would be superflucus. But, dser readers, you can see
what a crazy, mixed-up, fan she is, Tell her, Balint, tell her
this _.'p.__g_ SEVSNTH FANDCXS ) )

RICHARD GEIUS: (Agaimy )

1'm afreid, nuch as I would 1like %o contribute to aABstract, thau I
can't, At least for the time being. 1 can jrectically guaruantee
something this summere, but not befcore %then.



({ If Paychotic goes bi-moth-=here we go agaln, measuring tims in moths
again--I msan, bl-monthly, I'll turn in my Dewey buttons. 1'1l quit,
I'll resign. As it 1s now, I can hardly wlat for the first of the
moth-=0h no! not agaelin! «-first of the month to rcll around to receive
PSY: BUT TWO MONTHS?%? I'll never lust that long. It's like desert-
ing your publiic--especislly when you got one of the top three mags
in the country (in my opinlcon.) Why? Why? To blazes with PAPAY))

P.S. May I remind you, once more, that ABstract will be monthly.

o

({ Although a goodly percentage of fen (epprox. 75% of those very
active) are teen-mgers, that is from around 14 to 24, there are

st1ll some older folk who are very active. DEA, Lee Riddle,
Ackerman, Just to neme a few.....a very few. ))

I Pas, at vne time, thinkling of starting a halry ole' feud among some
friends of mine, but then they wouldn't be friends snymore, would they?

HAVE YOU HEAR DAVE RIKE LZAD THE G.G.F.S. SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA?

To answer this question you'll have had to have heard some of the tapes
marching back and forth from G.G.F.S. o/o Peter Greham to N.A.P.A. c/o
myself. Say, doesn’'t anybody hake any correction fluld for ditbos?

FREE AD DEPARTMENT (useful filler): THE COSMIC FRONTIER c¢/o Stuart K.
Nook = RFD #3 - Castleton, New York - Vorzimer®s in it} (don‘t buy it.)



By Carol MoKinney

Tannc, tall and lithe, stepped into the
hushed stillnews of the clearing. "They
are goming,™ he announced blaakly,

‘The murmur of muted, despalring volces

. 777 beat et him helplessly. "Whet can we
«=r'do now? V\ihere can we go? why don‘tt

they leave us alone? Why--9"
The leaves of the forrest arcund them
rustled reassuringly. "We must go fur-
ther into the wlld area. We'll leavs
/= now," Tanno told them with & confidence
.= he could not feel.

Elannag'%oung and impetuous, objected,
Why 4o we run from them., Why do we not
fight?n

Tanno regarded her objectively. "you are neither a str-ong linbed
mele nor a wiss Elder, Be sllent." .

Elanna tossed her head and stalked away from the others.

"We must g0, Now."™ Tenno strode to the opposits side of "ha leur=
ing and disarpeared emong the manto trees, The others, re. .y Lhrase
dozen in number, followed withcut hesitation.

Toward evening they came to a falrly large hill, bare of trees or
bushes, Tanno led the way to its crest, only partly noting the tall
bluish grass and ralnbow=hued flowers hs trod upon.

Elanne sat apart from the others until Tanno Joined her., ™"Do not
sulk," he sald in a low voice. "We had to go."

"Why?" she burst out passionately, dark eyes flashing. "We have
lived 1n our valley for more seasons than I have been born! It was
our home, our hunting lands! I loved evexry tiee and grass-banked
stream in it." A choked sob escaped forlornly.

"Many, many seasons ago, before even my father welked our wooded
valley, they ocams," Tanno reviewed for her.

"At first they were far away, even beyond the Thres Mountains., They
ocleared the ground and planted the sesds they had brought with thenm



Many of their young wers born and others of thelr kind arrived. Tnéy
grew %0 meny and moved on to new lands., And spread and spread agaln."

Taunno's face was grim in the gathering darkness. llanna hunched clo-
ser, iistening raptly.

"But some of our race fought thme st Tirst, when they were forsced from
their luands,” she reminded him hhoughtfully°

Tgnno's brow furrowsd angrily. "Yes, they fought. And died! They

and their familles were all kllled, with no mercy even for the smalle
ast baby." He stared ur at the clean swesp of the sky where stars were
greduelly appearing.,

"They brought terrible weapons with them that killed from & distance.

Our peorpie never had a chance so they moved on. I remember some of

them fleelng through our ¥alley when I was smell. They were the survivors
on their way further into the wlld area, Now it's our turn.m”

"But it seems so--horeless to just run away,” Elanns brooded.

"We could fight them, don't you see?” Tenno pleaded salrozt anxiocusly.
But what good would it do? They would come with their noisy ametal
birds snd drbdp the small rocks thet explode and kill us. More of
their race are coming all the time, toco. DNo--it is beiter to go away
and live some place they will not find us.”

But couldn't we make friends with them? Perhaps they'd leuve us elone
then?"

Tenno grinned mirthlessly. "some tried thet, too, --once. They seem-
ed afriad of us, They killed all those who tried to sprroach in friend-

ship without giving them a chance." i o

"I understand," Ellanna said softly.
"You are the leasder. Ycu will help us «. N =

find 2 plece where we can live again 2 K(
without running."

"Elenna," Tanno began uncertainly, ( .7 ,\'4 z
half-aggressively. "I tried to ask - i

vefore but you alwaye lgnore me-=will
you be my companion?" He grasped all
of her hands with his. :

s e - a W IR
B
B e —
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She smiled and shook hack her dsrk blue
hair. "I have bsen walting,W she ans- |
wared, i }

{

e

Farly the next morning the group moved !
onward, During the weslks that followem

thay crossed wide streams and marshy | e - | o
grass-lands, slirped single~file thro- | , :
ugh slender nmanto trees crowaed to- ! 4
gether in vhe circular forests, and ‘

finelly halted before the grandeur of | Ly

another mountain range rany miles from | roand i)



where they'd started., Their progress had besn leilsurely for tLheilr
lives were hnhurried. But now where had they seen signs of others
of their own race.

"Shall we stay here?” Ralto, a grown male, demanded of Tanno, re-
spectfully. "The hunting is good and there arz fish in the streams
and fruit in the bushes,"

The others gathered around and watched Tanno expectantly. But he

ouly sighed tiredly. Iile had thought they would not have to go fur-
ther.

"Your eyes are blind," he tocld them shortly. "Look back the way
we camel"

Several women cried out., The rest of the grour only scowled while
smaller children rsn to thelr mothers.

Elanna etepped up beside Tanno., "There asre metal birds coming!?
Oh, what shall we do?" .

"I thought they would not come this far," Tanno said in & discour-
aged voloe, "Go ur among the rockg and hide before they see us.
lMaybe they already have anyway."

It was aslmost sunset when he called them together again., The sun
- . S - went down earlier than usual on the

eastern side of the great mountain
| rangse.
I "They are afraid of the darkness.
They always leave hefore the sun,"
| Tanno scowled contemptuously.
| "They did not see us!" a youth ex-
Starlight |
Jug§%§§;u Tanno, glanced at him. "They saw us,
Psvchdgic | They always see us no matter where we
Brevizine hide., But they were not angry today."
00?:?25 He stared over the sweep of plain and for-
Tantasta est, and lifted his head a little high-
'$pira1 er. "Tomorrow we must start across
9.7 Advertiser | the mountains, lerhaps the metal
ABstTact , birds cannot fly that high. On the
Yulean other side wk will find new lands and
Fantastic worlds more of our own people.
i La drace .
Faptgstic“itorv lage Garth Willlems set the small hell-
" Belipse I - gopter down gently and grinned at his
STF Trenpds companion,
f
TAKE YOUR CHOICLUL WHITA | "Well, now you'’ve seen part of Aluza,

& ANOTHOR Fro {aob yoursl) ! Sheilal"”



Her red lips curled up elightly in a smile, "The colonists have
really accomplished & lot in the last hundred years. There isN't
much space left on this small continent now."

"Jelt 'til you see Lambether City tomorrow. Thet's about a hun-
dred miles farther east--you'll really see something then!®"

They walked slowly, hand in hand, toward the smasll town a short dis-
tance away.

The stership, Wanderer, was behind them half & mlle., Garth was an
officer and Sheila Anderson, one of the stewardesses., They had re-
cently become engaged. '

The Wanderer, and a dozen or more like her, linked thinly together
the sevaral planets, settled by Zarth's hardy colonists. The ships
brought machinery, suprlied a few luxuries; and cerried mostly more
colonists from over crowded Earth. They took in exchange some of
the less perishable surplus crops of the various planets, metals,
strangely beautiful skins of newly discovered animals, anything in
fact, that would find a reudy market some place elss.

In this year of A.D. 2362, mankind hag firmly settled upon less than
twenty planets in nearly as many star-systems., Restless explorers
rushed into the unknown regulerly. Scme came back. A few native
races were found, none human. Thoughtlessly and without mercy, they
were exterminated if they resisted the seizure of their lands. Some
times it was merely the fact that humans felt repulsive horror tow-
ard them that sealed their fate.

There was much fine talk at first of making friends with these nat-
ives, trading with them, teaching them. Just tulk. The noble int-
entions fled when the short hairs upon the necks of the humans
erected sharyly at the sight of the allens., There were too many
new frontlers at onee, too meny peorle, to co-ordinate or dictate
thelr sctions as they left kurth in droves soon after the discovery
of the hyper-drive. It was easier to exterminate the alien races,
than take the trouble to understand them.

Two more helicopters landed beside the Wanderer and their occupants
ran after Garth Williams and Sheila, shouting for them to walt.

"You shouldn't have turned back so soon," & tall redhead named Bill
Turner told them. ".ie saw a bunch of Aluzans!"

"] suprose you used them for target rractice?" Sheila's cool grey
oyes measured the four newcomers.

They grinned and shook their heads.
"3till championing the savages, Sheila?" Bruce !"onson asked,

"T don't think they should be shot down like everybody's doling on
all the new plenets!" she retorted hotly.

"Tt°s better to kill them off before they try the same thineg.”" Garth



gald serlously. "Remember the stories they tell of this planet's
history, for example. The natives came down in a large group with
thelr knives and spears and killed off nearly s whole settlcement
sefore they were exterminsted. Now, they're just naturslly kilied
on sight before they get another chancel® ,
"I also remember something elsel™ Sheila told them darkly. "These
po0ple are In the same boat as the Indians back in North Amsrica
batween, I think, 1600, end 1900, They fought to keep their lands
too, snd killed white people. But they didn't have & chance to
win., They elther ended up on reservations, sitting in the sun, or
they diled fighting. And I wonddr which was actuelly mors sccept-
able to theg??

She paused and gazed toward the distant mountains a moment. “Thess
netives hers on Alphe Ceataurl IV, even if they do have blue hair
and four arms, must have Teelings. Perhaps they even care for
each other like we do," she smiled at Garth,

"fheytre just savages--not even humanl!" Bill Turner snorted,

"But they have feslings," she rersisted. "And you must admit they‘'re
in the same predicament the Indians were. If they fight for their
lands they're kilied without mercy. So they run and after wwhile

we follow, spreading our civilization and the cycle begins sll cver,
Vhep will it stop? Doesn®t anybody gara how many of them are kille
ed?"” =

"Don't get upset so, honey!" Gerth put his arm around her shonlders.
"There's notning you can do about it anyway."

Gary Phillips put in, "They're Jjust too different to make friends
with. At least the Indlians were hununl! Some of these Lebles give
you the willies just to think about them!"

"But some day people will have to stop killing off nstive races,"
Sheila interrupted. "A few white people insisted the Indians weren®t
human, too, but others made friends with them. It can be done hare
with this race if they'd only try hard enough. If we keep on killing
everything whose shapre or color we don't happen to like, someday
somebody's going to have to answer for it! lerhars we'll run up
against a wissr, more powerful race than ours., 1 they learn of our
ruthless extermination they just might do the same to us,==out of a
sense of Jjustice, or somethingl”

"Darling, you have a wonderful imagination,” Garth told her dfondly,
wghall we go into town now and see what excltement we can stir up?”

The little grour from the Yanderer ambled lazlly toward the spruwwl=-
ing town. The lights were beginning to flicker on in eager lnvit-
atlon,

"You know," Burecs Monson remenmbered, "That bunch of Aluzans were up
in the foothills of the Greater Landriesn Range. Looked like they
rlanned to cross it, too."



Big, soft-spoken John Martin grinned wryly. "They'll be in for a
big disappointment if thsy expect to find refuge on the other side,
They'll only see the Canteran Ocsen and a fifty mile wide strip of
the finest cultivated land on Azule. Ye've beaten them to itl"

Sheile's eyes shadowed with pein. "How awful for them! There®'ll

be no other place for them to go excert north into the ice fields,

They c¢an't cross to another continent--and they'll die!"

The next morning Tanno led his stolc, disheartened peorle on thelr

last heartbreaking trek. Elanna marohed silently heside him, their
unborn c¢hild stirring pensath her ribs.

THE END

B e e A AN s e R

here's whare the edltor endeavors to make you laughoococesecocoscsco
- ' ; i




FAN = FARE

where we endeavor to bring you the autoblogs of some of the BNF's.

This column received great acclaim in your letters, and therefore

I am now supplying (because of large amounts of so-called BNF*'s)
two autobliograrhies with sach issue! One thing, however, this is
one of the reasons I hated to go ditto, sinece I can no longer print
pictures, I will have a photo-offset pigture section in the next
issue where both Terry's and Joel's jpictures might be found, PJV

FAN -« FARE #10 Joel Nydahl

When a porson is asked to do an autoblography, he immedluately
begins to wonder, "What do I talk about." Ths most loglcal thing
to talk about in an autoblography is yourself, but there is so
nuch sbout yourself thut pou can talk about, thaet you herdly know
where to begin., Nost peopls would begin at the beginning, dbut not
wanting to fall into a rut, I®l begin at the end,

I en now whet peorle refer to in balted tones ss a BNF., 1
also used to put out a magazine name?of VEGA, which fuons tabbed
a8 the number one fanzine in the country. However, VEGA got too
big for me to handle, and so is now in fanzine heaven where there
sre no reviewsrs, It wasn't an easy+climb==becoming a BNF that is,
It took two years of solid work, espécially the last year and a
half when I had but a few moments to nyself,

T was first introduced to science-fiction in December of 1951
when I ricked up a copy of WORLDS BEYOND on the corner newsstand.
I'11 admit that I couldn't gqulte grasp some of the stories, but
nevertheless the literasture intrigued me, I wented more, And I
got more, I bought svery stf msgazine I could find, snd wrote let-
ters to them all., I was thrilled to the bottom of my fennish heart
when one was printed in FANTASTIC ADVENTURES. In Amnazing Stories
I was first intpoduced to Fandom through Rog rnilllys® column,

WThe Club House," which I mlss even today. I sent for about fif-
teen fanzines one day {end recelved about half of them), and I was
hoo.ked o : :

I've now retired to FAPA, where I plan to spend the rest of
my fTannish days in peacs,

?aJoel Nydahl==
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Since I have plsnty of room, I*1l teks time out to tell you, Gear
reader of & typleal Vorzlmer goof to be found throughqqt thig mag,.

when I am finished’this meg will have 38 papges instead of the 36

T intended.,o..on top of all that==I7ve had to cut out 1 page. 1In
other words, the mag was supposed to have Tun 36, but wound up 239,
How can I explain this phenomenon® I have onrly a smell inkling as
to now the. thres extra peges ceme in, First the douneil atory ran
one pags more than it should; second, 1 forgot all ahoul the photo-
offset covars gnd negleciad to count them as two addltlonal jragaes

CER “ha mnly ane whn shonld comrlialn: vo 2 f a
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SUPER-FEN

{this is an article on how I met three of the most interesting fen
I%ve ever known....Ronnie Cobb, Tad Duke, and Faul Shoemaker...o..)

I opened the door. There was sheer silence within, I muttered "ye
Gods!" under my breath.

At first pglance around the room, I saw cleuvers, knives, hatchets,

axes, and sll sorts of cutlery imbedded in the walls, My eyes fell
uron a lump in the wall paper in one corner of the room. The shape
of a man's body! _—_ '

In one corner of the room was a bloody bucket maerked, "Hands, Heuads,
Eyas, Intestines, etc.," with all sorts of crimsoned odds und ends
hanging from its rim,

In still enother corner, I saw what a}peared to be some kind of brick
fireplace--only this was no firerlace! Instead, 1t was dbrick from
celling to floor with two bloody hends rrotruding!

As I walked around the room, I noticed to my left, a bloody bathtub
with a girl's leg-~or should I say stump?--with a hatchet imbedded
in the bloody figure's skull, 5
Finelly, I sjied the boys, Duke, Cobb, and Shoemaker, sll sitting
at a table, cackling gleefully, and looking at a plece of string
suspended from the wall, I yvelled ‘h&llo,' but they seemed not to
have heard me., They were very busy doling something or other. Then
Tad saw me and told me to come over and watch the execeution. vhen
I pot to the table, I sasw a fly on the end of the string, kicking
and squirming for its life. The boys were hanging a fly!

I burst into laughter, but was immediately shushed by the boys.
Arparently they wanted quiet while they did thelr fiendish work.

At last, when the boys had finished with the fly, who was now flrm-
ly orushed on the floor, I had a chance to speak to them. PFlirst
thing, I told them how neat the clubhouse was, then I immediately
sturted a barrauge of questions on how they made all thelir stuff,

Naturally, all the stuff wasn't real (or was 1t?) but it came us
close to being real as I've ever seen., They begged borrowed and
stole old store dummies, bought vast quantitles of bdood-red paint,
got lots of old knive and cleaver handles; and plenty of brushes.
Then they set about to really ghouling up Tud's unused garage.
Bricks were bought und lald, then wellrajer. The blood spattsering
wes easy. when the oboys were through, they had a cryrt that would
put even the boys at E.C. to shame, It is great!l

Not only are these boys geniuses at this sort of work, but they are
three of the most magnlficent urtists I have ever seen. And I say
this slso without reservation., They are three jr. Mel liunter/Ches
Bonestell's, The name of their club is THE CHESLEY DONOVAN CLUB.
And belisve me this crypt is for real! If you'd like to know sone-
thing about them and thelr club, write to: TAD DUKi, 1106 W. Burbank
Bled., Burbank, Celifornie&, and tell them Vorzimer sent you!

THE =ND
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It was in 1948 that I first came into contact with magazine
selence fiction. The occassion was the spotting of a copy of the
Summer, ‘48 issue of Planet Storles on the newsstands, Being out
of money at the time, I let it rass unpurchased, but picked up the
Fall issue when 1t appeared, I read the issue avidly, stsrting
with a story by Ray Bradbury, who was loudly acclaimed in the first
lettercolunn. I°ve bsen a Bradbury fan ever since I read that first
story, '"Mars is Hesaven,"

Actually, "lars 1s lisaven" was not my first stf story; while
looking through the grarmmar school library one day for a boock on
astronomy I accidentally grabbed Balmer and Wwylie®s "\hen Worlds
Collide," which did & good Job of converting me,

My first contact with faendom was through George isbey, a loecal
fan who was at the tilis just quitting fandom after quite g few years
activity, I wrote him aletter, asking about any fens around the
Bey Area (Sgn Franclsco) and he replied, giving me names @nd part- .
iculars on quita a few frings fans who I never contacted,

After a foew months' corresrondence with a few local fans, I
sent two stories to Lee Riddle's PEON, which I had seen reviewed in
Startling. There was no answer, sc I‘sent him another ons, This
evinced a response, %o the effect that I had neglected to include
my return address on the first letter, and that he was accepting two
of the three stories, It wasn't too rauch later that LEIR #1, Rid-
dle's FATAzine, arpeared with my first fenzine-published material,

The two most influencial funs in my fannish "carear" have
been Lee Riddle and leter Grahaem. The former, of course, intro-
duced me to fandom, published my first materlel, and played a
large part in getting me into FAPA (an ad in QUANDRY( did the rest)
and jublished my first--and to this day my fevorite column, "Fan-
tastuff." Yete Graham's influence is jerhaps not so obvious, but
even more far-reaching, probably. VULCAN was his idea; shortly
after my entry into FArA he suggested that we get together and
publish a fanzine, which I could use to fill out my FAPA rsquire-
ments., VULCAN #1 was the result of it, Later on, of course, he
dropjed out of VULCAN and turned over the publication of it to
the GOLDEN GAT. FUTURIAN SGCIETY, with me staying on as edltor,
letes was elso the one who introduced me to Boob stewart and Keith
Joserh. Keith and 1 were socon mad at work turning out OMLGA and
NUNSENSE, and I helied Boob with BOO! as aArt Lditor for awhils.

Any elalm to fannish fame that I might have lies not in my
editéng, however, at least from all indlcetion. Two comparatively
recent things--my Fuce Critturs and the FANZINE LATERIAL POOL.=--
seem to have overshadowed whatever I've done In the jast five years.
As the Frenchman would probably never say, "C"est fandomo.."

==Terry Carr

(Next issue I am going to try and nab Walt Willls and Richard Geis}
thet should prove very interesting...l only hope they’ll do it.)



WHERIE ALL GOOCD FANZINES CcCoME TO DIE

O0PSLA!: Gregg Calkins - 2817 11lth St., Sante Monice, Cal., Numbsr 11,

Considering the mimsograephy 1s on colored paper, it is about the
best I've seen cround in s long time. Calkins boasts of his third
year of publication (and who wouldn't?) and includes his present
schedule extended ell the way into 1956. Bob Bloch's DEMOLISHED
FAN is quite good. Ish also includes MARK OF MoCAIN, DEAR ALIC:
by Shel Vick, PRELUDEZ FOR THI; HARP with Willis and DRIBBLINGS by
Calkins, himself. In his editorial, Calkins loudly proclaims that
he, alone, is keeping the torch of 6th Fendom burning, by dillig-
ently pubbing Oops. Altogsther a darn good fmz. kExceptional, Bf

AL B

STARLIGHT: Don Howsrd Donnell and staff - 5425 Santa Monics Blvd.,
Hollywood 28, California - Apt. 205 Issue #2., Irregular (highly).

My ghod, how five peorle can misuse the advantages allowed by the
photo-offset medium of reproduction, is beyond me, Tor twelve
pages there is only one inside 1llo and one ploture. Nothing as
far as materiasl goes eigher. THE SIAMESE 30UL by E.R. Kirk Just
medloore., OSAN, MY BELOVED, by Atlantis Hallam wes run for the
second time, completely violating all t¥pes of pubbling ethics.
Also, there was Hank Moscowitz's column SPACIAL RELATIONT, the
first part of which I saw in Brevizine some month or so before.
Pretty sad, but it 1sn't Donnell's fault...it's basicelly the
fault of his very poor staff. Donnell, himself, has lots of tal-
ent, He's just stuck with an incapable staff, ‘What next? C-

3 &
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B GOSMIC FRONTIER: Stuart K, Neok - R F D # 3, Castiston, N.¥,. #7o

In this seventh issue, thsre is rsally a pretty good story, It's
"The Bomb" by Boblble Gane Warner, Darn good yarn., ONL LITTLE, TWO
PITTLA, THRsE LITTLL INDIANS by Don Wsgars 1s sort of a msaningless
little column, WHIRLIOOL, agaln another Wegars column is not very
interesting, except for the fact that Don admits that his predict-
long are yretty poor. Without checking the fects (...and considsr-
ing the source) he said that NAPA was 'a bad egg and thaet several
fen droprped out, cne with a formal letter and =211°, which was nto
accurate in its éntirety. TANZINI, the fmz review column has acme
interesting things about it. They rate the zines with the same
system that 1 use, More material some by Christoph, Yhillips and
Nock, ' The dittoling 1s very good, but it lacks color work. Alb-
ogsther it is a real fan meg with wome worthwhile material. B

Lope

QUIS CUSTODIET: Jimmy Clsmons, 1829 Tamarind Ave., Hollywood 28,#8

This 1s the finel issus of the mag, and it very well should be. If
I'm not too mistaksn thls should be the elighth lssue, The first
thing.tkat hits me was the price tag. 50¢!! Way, way.out of its
price rapge for a fmz, but for ond thing, It has mors than 50¢
worth of Donnell stories, so if you're a Donnell fan, get it.

It has tragic reproduction. The second poorest rerrosd meg. Il've
ever seen, you see 8paceways Jjust arrived and that's the wecrst.

As far as Quis Custodiet goes, svery issue has proved ltselfl to
be abominable in the way of rspro and the illos. I must say this,
however, that as bad as the megazine looked, 1t ran some pretty
good pieces of fiction. If it were not for the fact that Don
Donnell is a good friend of the editor end supplyed him with
storys under -at least five or six different names, the mag would-
n't be worth using in the cat's box. Material by Boob Stewart,
E.R.Kirk, Clemons, Don Donnell, Don Donnell, Toby Dusne, Don
Donnell, Sam Sacketi, Den Donnell aend Peter Vorzimer. Sad c

@<



LYRIC: Eim Bradlay ~ 545 N. E. San Rafeel, Portland 12, Ore. Number 1.

This 1s truly the best looking dittoed magezine to come out of Fandom,
So simple, So Beautiful. It's JIM'S 1llos thet make it what 1t 1s,

If you like poetry, in a fantasy line, which I don't particularly
cara for, this is right up your alley. Darn good stuff. The pres-
entation is wonderful. Bradley really gives the rostry Jjustice with
his ilios. Meybs he'll do some for °11il o' me, one of these days.
Geis sent me the issue, snd Judging from the address, they mpst

haed done qulite a bit of colleboration. Two good faneds, This is

really worth purchasing, if for just the beautiful illos, Af
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FANTASTIC STORY MAG: Ron Ellik - 232 Santa Ana, Long Beach 3, Cal, #3

This zine has really improved. Ron has really put alot of work into
it, Justified margins on all peges....and a policy of breaking up
the monotony of solld jpages of print with illos on every other page,
really maekes it & good quality mag. diven the mimeo work ls better
than some of the best! ‘All this, yet Ron still insists on REPRINTING.
Stuff that's old....btuff that's dated. - On top of all thet, he makes
it all or mostly FaAN=-FICTION! Cuss hin out,-Balint, it*s your-mimeo°
Now, unlike some people I know, I do not condemn ‘megazines just
because I don't care for the tyre of material...l'll just say that

it you like a 'good reprint ‘mag.....FSM is the best° , It has it all, A

- i8gofevel edt ~ltusy figuoidd Jogy Jewl el
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This is PYek B Mo i¥eves bHdF 3 "Bahy Bl istod ninml sel about RO%
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Here®s that part of the mag that I hete, and yet again, I 1like,
After what I°ve been through, pubbing 38 lousy (no don't teke me
literaelly!) pages, I feel like I know dittos like & master. Vhen i
I first started working I goofed ur valuable carbons left and
right....such stupid things as leaving in the protection shset,

and such., But enough of that, here's where I get my real chancs
to talk.

First: I have to acknowledge all my fyposD srrors, omissions, ete,
Let's see,....Well, there weren't any pege numbers, as I already
said, Then half the artwork, the grtist didn't get credit for.

My artlists have been DEA;, Ron Cobb, Don Donnell, Walt Bowert and
Tony Allen.

Second: I marked Nydahl's Fan-Fare as #10, !y ghod! It's only
number two, Most of the srt was pretty poor, But the only way
it can improve is by getting better artists, eh what? The Don-
nell story 1s a little long, but if you read it through, I'm sure
you'll like 1it,

ok ok ok ok ¥ K KA X Fakk x ¥

Let's get off thaet tangent, and stert some lnteresting talk,

I received UMBRA today, with & Flcasso-type V. Peul Nowell cover
on it., I alweys thought Paul wasn't much of an artist, now I
know so!

¥
Also got GREY which 1s now two pages! Fanfare, please, maestro. v
GREY isn't much to speak about, but 1t's very nice to recieve,
interesting reviews, chat, and news. Very handy. Ghad! this
is beginning to sound like a raview. N

Got a red hot tip for all you faneds out there. There's a mad
Canadian somewhere ur in Cansda's badlands, whose so anxious to
buy old and new fanzines, he's actually offering money for them!
(Ghod?! I just thought of something,....maybe it's Canadian money!)
Well, anywap, if you haven't received his circular, he's,..ohh...
my desk is so full of slop I'll never find his name° It's P,
something Lyons, Box 561, Toronto, Ontario, Cenada. I'm positive
about the address, so you can just address it P° Lyons. He asks
you to name your own prioce, (buoker')

I just came beck from my darkroom, where I let Martin Varno, run
rampant in ht. He just got through pouring the developer into the
hypo and vice-versa. Handy boy. Anyone interested in s darkroom
assistant? Varno has one less arm, but he's still pretty handy.

Well, my soul is lost now, I just lost about §$1l.25 worth of good
chemicals. Oh well, such is life. My fan-pubbing costs me a lot
more than that, MZLI2NBOY! but that Varno has got to go.

Back to Fandom: My ditto machine is gurgling a last sigh of rel-

ief (but little does it suspoot thet this sheet has jet to be run

off!) It's pooped and so am I° I'm not sure if I can keep this

up on a monthly basis, !

I can if I can get some FACE CRITTURS from Carr....some stuff from
Rike, some more crap from Greham. Maybe something from Nydahl, if
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he condsscends. But that lies ahead, At the seme time, I've pube
lished thls, we had a NAPA mseting saturday, with falrly poor attea-
dances. Ron Ellik blew in from Long Beach, but couldn't bring Balint
with him. Piper wrote me a ruddy letter, telling me that he couldn't
come, Donnell blew in with Wilhoyte, London, and Satz, Varnc was
there, So was Montoya. I wes there, V., Yaul Nowell couldn't coms.
Chuck Wilgus was here, Ralph Stapenhorst and Mark Yinney came. The
boys from Burbank weren't here, Yrobably in the cryrt hanglng flles,

Believe me, that article on their corypt was factual, You ought to
see their place, Fabulous,

The next issue of this zine, providing it does come out aruwoun (that's
surposed to be faround?) around the first of the month, will have

a Tive or ten page article.....and mit der picturesi...on the fan

con (the X-Con) that'll bs held in Frisco on the 12th of April.

reter Graham, Emil Portale, Terry Carr, and Bcocob Stewert wlll come
back down with me for a short buteventful stay here in Southern Cel,
to see how the other half lives,

The covers to this rag should errive tomorrow or Thursday, and then
I can staple and mall. At any rete, this should have arrived to you
around the 4th, How 'bout 1t? Did I guess pretty accurately?

Well, it's now about 12 o'clock and I'm very weary}, I came home from
school at about 1 and have been working these 1l hours almost stralght
through, I got this ditto on Friday¢ and here it 1s Tuesday with
ABstrsct completed, Not bad work for a novice, eh what?

I kind of set Psychotic up as an example of something to shoot for
when I printed this ish, And I think I came pretty close tec ths
mark. I realize that Psy is just sbout the best, so why not try
and be like the upper strata of the fmz? I think I've got PSY's
repro beat., Although, this is a near-new Rexo. All I need now,
i4 some 'detoons,® and I'm all set,

Also pubbed betwesn Fridey and Today (tuesday) was the SATURDAY
REVIZW OF TRASH, a one-shot pubbed by Don Donnell and myself on
Saturday. If you haven't seen a copy, write for cne...you might
enjoy it.

Somebogty ought to sponsor an Academy Award for fanzines. I might do
it, myself, with the right backers, Rexo and Ditto snd A.B. Dick
and Speed-O-Print end Tower, etc,, should sponsor the Oscars, or
smmies, We'd have awards for "the best dittoed zine', ‘the best
mimeod zine', the best offset zine', the best hectoed zine', the
best faned,'the best fan-author', ' the best fan-humcrist', the
best fan-artist', *and the best fan-poet®, you know, somebody might -
Just arrange such a thing at ths SFCon.

Well, this all goes to say, that I'm itching to gev in and wetoh
the T.V. and relax for a little while and then hit the sack. Boy,
I'm bushed., Just think, I'd have finished thls zine an hour or

so ago, f¥ 1f I hadn’t have discovered three additional rpages. This
certainly is a dime's worth, thish, Believe me, if I get the mat-
arial I'd run 50 for the next. Just send the stuff, and I'll print
it. (within reason, of course.....nothing poonegraphic!)

cooessesctid 80.0..1 l@ave youl
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through Jolnt co-operation of a8ll of Californfa®s Pan Clubs,
Liquor Stores, and Hotel Detective’s Union. It promises to
be the biggest and the best Fan convention evexr held,

ne pros will be allowed in the joint, Even if Bhadbury comes
strolling in (long stroll from Eurgpe!) he'll still be thrown
out, This is defénitsly for the fen,

See famous fen, all sorts of Bnf's. Kven I®1ll be therel _
Starts at 11 o'clock Seturday morning, and lasts indefinitely.

There®ll be a blg report en all the goings on, with 20 pictures

in the next issue of ABstract, Next ish will sither have less
pages,; or the same amount for 20¢.

Put your order in for a copy now, as I only print 100 1ssues
of this rag.
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