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IdE LAST IS5un = 4\
This is geing to be sort of a crummy cditori

ial, yoet it must ppite
omize all 4 nced to say, its being the last one L i1 w

I‘ito.

ALTEN was on the road going places; its third issuc being 1004
advanced over the peor forst issuc., The poctry colwsn, undcr the able
direction of Yoc Green was the best thing that happened to ALITN. Por-
haps Jdoe will transfer his cgecllent column to a less ill-foted fon-
zines, Lo whocver gets it lou've got about thoe bestd

A summnary of the names in ALIEN (including thish) includces DEA,
Hoffmon, 4nnc’ Shan, din Schroiber, lsabelle Dinwiddic, Calkins, &,
nderson, Lynn “ickmon, Bob Wernor, ©helby Viek, William Hotzleor _
ency Share, Gcorge Viksnins, Torry Carr, Dave &, 8, Parkor, and ﬁ. H
TICY. sinccrcly hope that theoy have not regretied submitting motew-
rial to this publication,

Boing the last issuc, this onc is lerger thon previous issucs, %t
the typing of this cditorinl, the nagazine, is not camplete, but here's
hoping you cnjoy it. - 25¢ ‘is nlso a lot to.charge for such an issuc,
but, duc to its noturey and the Tact that it is very expcnsive, and
that scvornl subbers -must be rdphid, the pricc was raisced a considerable
degrce, <+ hopc that you- gct your quarter’s warth,

A note to the subscribersys ‘déd hot bbéomo,impaticnt about reeciving
your moncys this issuc .is ruming into moncy, and, affer it is paid for,
then your moncy will bo returncd,

. ’ - ¥

There will bo.most-likciy mnanhy ecnics of thig issuc loft oVor, and
2ll must be sold,. Iou-rs-truly vould anpreeiate it viry much if vou
would just infcrm your corrcsponlicnts in your next lotktor about this
isste, and persuade then to CICer o copy. JLhe address will bo listed
at the bettom of this Pagecs +horc were issucd 100 copics of this ish,

Lo you vhose fuzs had not beon revieowed in previcus issucs: they
were teo have been revicwed in igssuc il (fhig isi), but, ite being a _
speeial ish, ~l1l spacc 1s taken up with moteriel of other nntuvrcs, &
con 't do much about thosc who scnt cxchonge copics, becavsc they hove
bocn stored aleng with other fuzs, Uf this issuc, there will be NO
cxchange, revicw, or complinentary copics,

i At this time, I would like to offer my most simcere thanks to Andy
Robison and “cnny Henderson without whose personel nhelp vours truly

would probably ncver have gotten out of this i ()R] stf ampubbing,
Thanks, fellas, ' S i

Also, thanks to the pastor of the Cartersville Tirst Baptist chureh
for the usc of his A, B, Diclk nimeograph which was usced on issucs 2y
#3, and #, |

Many people have callcad vours truly a non-fan, end cverytiiing clse
a fan would consider unconplimentary, Actueally, though, 4 asnrecisted
the distance placed betweon mysclf and a truc FAN, Thanks, 1 guess, to
lirose whosc umwittimgzwords of bocsting, etc., wnwittingly kept IZW
in publication for lo thesc four Lssucs,

Old fans never die, darn it} Sincerely,

Ve L«/Mt’P% ;2’“’
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(advertisement)

This is not about fantasy, science-fiction, or anything related
to it., This is about fact,

‘ Ie gou are %hterested in helping to find the truth about the
'flying aucers,  you will be interested in this, A4n international

broup of individuals seeking knowledge about these unexplained sk
objegts is the EK% TERRESTRI AL RﬁSﬁARCH OﬁGANlZATION,p Y

After one year of experience,ﬂTho has completely reorganized

its old methods of procedure, so it may efficientl% conduct research,

ere is no cost for participation in the ETR program, ZThe
only. expense involved is the purchase of the group publication,ﬁTRON,
and this purchase is optional, This publication is available to all
persons, ; '

. ETRO, operating of the working theory that the "discs" are
interplanetary, is compiling a file of all possible related data,
and needs as many researchers as possible to meke this complete,

_ The individuals engaging in activities to further the research
program participate in a wide variety of projects., Some persons
ihvestigate particular incidents of irmportancds; others analyze
Ysaucer" articles which appear in various publications; research is
carried on concerning the several prominént."explanations"offered.

f the interglanetagy hypothesis is correcty the persons taking
part in the “origin phase of activity may be able to offer some
indication of their source, .l

eports of the researches appear, along with other material
of interest, in ETRON, This ig a fifty page publication which is
issued five times yearl by the.staff,qf“dir1ct.rs.

The EXTRA~TERRESTRIAL RESEARCH .URGANLZATLO] is willing to
co~oOperate fully with any individual or group doing similar work, to
the _extent. of unrestructed exchange of ideas and information, None
of BIRU'S york is secret, ‘ o

_ esearch . . , The Road To Truth" is the motto of the organizati
and it intends to accomplish its researches without red tape and the
~complexity of committees and sub-committees, 4After over a year of
organization, ETRO is out of its embryonic stages of becoming
economically and structurally stable, increasing its membership, and
deciding on programs. UNow is ig able to do its research with
efficiency,. '

© matter what your personal opinion about the "flying saucers,"
if you are interested in helping to discover the truth, whatever is%
isy you will not be wasting your time if you contact the EXTRA-
TERRESTRIAL RESEARCH ORGANIZATION,

, ¥y information will be supplied immediately upon request., -
Don't hesitate to ask specific questions, You will not receivea
formeletter; all letters receive personal :repl.es,

Thank you, o '

o Address:
F N (V]
L7118 W, 143 Stb
Bleveland 11, Ohio

(advertisement)
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The crowds were there te see them off, te cheer them with & mil-
lion shrill cheers. Cheers which were put to silence when their roc-
ket 1lifted iInto the skies on its yellow-orange shaft of flame.

=VOIDSONG=

Yorkson was. the first to awaken. He swallowed:several stabill..
zatlon capsules and relaxed in his rubberoid hammock. Then he waited
for the others to return to conscilousness,

Five minutes later Talbot opened his eyes and saild, "Well, I
guess we made it." . y '

Yorkson smileds "I guess we did,"

The others awakened not long aftere. There was Rensil, Thorson,
Bally, and Tennyson.. Talbot and Yorkson completed the crew.

Yorkson was in charge of the
ship, and when the rcd light just
above his hammock blinkcd three
times in succession, he sald,
"Okay, guys, pile out and get to
your stations."

The flight went smoothly for the
first three "days." Every twnty-
four .hours the red light would
blink @and the men would rush to thc
stations and double-check thelr in-
struments. Other than that, thelr
compulsory duties were nil.

On the fourth "day" Baily came
into tho maln compartment and sald,
"I must be going spacemad or somc-
thingt"

"Why?" asked someonce

"I hear music. It's soft, incre-
dibly -softe Y et 1it's there.

"you hear i1t now?" asked Yorkson.

"Nos I can only hoar it when I'w
in the engine room."

Yorkson gtpoked his chin for a mc
} ! 2T g S mente "Ictts all go down to the con.
a7 e el gine room, "

The six of them stood in the enginc room and listencd to Bal 1ly':
music. Only now its haunting scund was not Baily's zlonce. It belorn’
to 211l of them. f ‘

"Maybe spacd 1s driving us all nuts," murmured Talbot, drawlng c
lungful of smoke from a clgarctteé.

"Maybe v
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The hours crept by with an abominable slowness. The six Eapthmen
lay in their rubberoid hammocks and read and smoked and talked iIn husho
tones. But, for the most, they wore silent. ; -

At flrst, thcy could only hear
the misic in-the scctions of the
‘zhip which woere nearest the hull.
Then they began hearing it all
tbroughout the shtp, until, finally
1t invaded the main compnrtnsnt
/"“““ﬁwhere the men spent the ma jar por-
%kwq , tion, 1 aot «2Y, of their spare

, On the seventh "day" out from
A Earth, Baily wad& caught by T nny«
ﬂ t son and Rensil attempting to open

the outer air-lock, which would—

( § have, of course, resulted in the
,Vﬂ,/\instant death of all six of the .~
CTEWe. ;

> U7 Baily becume violent and Terp
: ‘nyson was forced. to knock him un=-
\conscious. When Baily came to,
lseveral hours later, he Ssat up,
“,looked around at his fellow crew . .
J~————members, and so 1d, "I-had the worst
) __dream."™ When Bally had finished
= relating his dream, Tennyson said,
"It wosn't a dreame® °

ey TS
‘ Y S "What do ou mean”" Bally dem
. g : J
{/\/‘,”-/’_ ’\/\\5 :«; .«\/*\/vlﬁ ded. . ‘ ‘
: | ndd -~ Tennyson told hime
"Did I do thatl" |

And all the while the music grew in voxnme;

By the "tentl Any" out from Earth, the members of the crew had
Ween reduced to bundles of nerves. The music had risen to an alwmost
unbearable thunder in their tortured ears. It pressed in upon them -
Incessently; surged through their bodies; tore at the flbre of their
nerves. The music had become a . part of them.

"Just listen to itl " said Tennysone on Earth it would be bean-
tiful; but here, it's straight out of Hades I" : :

Twenty hours later, Tennyson weas found dead at’ his station, his
wrists slashed with a razor blade. .

He never cared for an electric razor," said Talbot.
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Earth wad fifteen "days"
hehind them. They were five
in nunber, and all of them
nearing madness.

Thes music - the song - was
a tking of mrdness. °*It was a
cwirline demon orf impossible
sound, tearing out tnelr .
nerves one by.one, -

They never speculated on |
from where 1t came; they
“knews, It was from Qutside.

That was all they knew about
it.  That was all they needed
- to know, d .

’ On the twentieth “day"
out, Talbot ssid, "I wonder
just when it 1s' going to end."

The next "day" Talbot
answered his own question by
opening ithe outer air-lock,.

: ~ . Back on Earth the
telescopes were trained on the
' infinitely small speck which

drifted on thrdugh the great
.sca of space toward the red
dot.that was Mars.

~=the end--
B S S A
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®Jishn, darling: cantt I make
you underatand? Don't vou see
youlre wrong??

"No; I can't ss< that I am
wronges And you'll never make me
understand why it isn't my duty
to myselif. my pesple and my coun=

(btry to kill you like the beanii-
#2ul and poisonous snake you are."
e knew that he sounded graidi-
logment and melodramatic and that
his words were empty as those of
ﬁ%a fool; yet they expressed his
“4honest feelings,

QF The dark, beautiful face,
\bframed by the living glory that

\ was her midnight hair, the besec=
ching eyes, pleading 1ips, out=
stretched entreating hands, all
shouted her beauty and desireab-
leness, all fought and tore and
beat at his feeble defenses like

she was evil he knew, Bechind the
liveliness of wide-spaced green
éyes lurked a devil incarnate;}
the beautiful face concealed a
brain filled with hatred for all
men, as rotten and evil as miasma
from hell. He was certain of
thls in every fiber of his being;
~ yet when his eyes rested on her
compelling beauty, Be felt his
resolve weaken and slip
away, his sense of duty
Pcidsh with his former love--
and withdrew, wounded,

\\j% (@)an army of corrupted angels., That

B A

"Ki1l me} Kill me for what®

‘ for making you the happiest man
on earth for the past year? For giving you==-what no ordinary woman
can? “You sag I don't love you, and I'1ll be truthful, Johnj I don't
love you as much as I could onc of my own kinds But I do love you
and I %risd to prove it. I did everything I could do for you and you
owe your success today partly to me. Dontt you owe me a little some=
thing?" She too was. dramatis, but with drama of life and her words
carried meaning and wers not empty sounds,

His dark face paled and the anguish in his heart was reflected in
his eyes, but he was implacable in what he considered was his‘duty.

w
"Yes, Ttm willing to admit that you made me happier than I'1ll ever
be again. For you it was easy, You're extremely intelligent, beautie
ful, have the best figure on Earth, and," he smiled bitterly, "you can
give a man a joy almost unbearable by your use of your mental power and



body tegether. You're like a Awrvz3 yeu gsot int
never wants to fres himseli's But, you once tnld n
ordinary men, and now I'm gecing to prove it--by killing vou."

"John," her volce was scft now, "havenit you forgotien-something?
I'm with child, John." {(He wondered at her wisdom, the wiscom that mad
her avoid the use of that stari word, pregnant.) “And I just xocw it's
going to be a boy. My baby boye And your's, Jcohn,” .

She had seen the irresolution in his eyes and was plajing on hir
sympathy and father-love. He knew this, and yet the words woakensd him

"Can you kill your own flesh and blood?"

She knew she had made a mistake when the look of mental suffering
faded from his face and was replaced by an odd expression of mingled
love, rasolve, gnd sorrow,

"Yes " he almost shouted. "I can kill my own flesh and blood}
Beeause 1t won't be minel Every child born of a mutant father or mo=-
ther is a mutani, .0 matter that the other parent is normal." His
voice Geupensd und became steady, "Let me Pefresh your memory. Two
years ago, you atomile muhants made your try for world domination. It
falled besauss you were 3¢ ombitions, you strueck too soom and because
a telentod rormel invent.d this shicld against your killing telepathy."
He tuppsd the small squarc cass ettached to his belt. "We thought we
killecC every mutant, man, weman, and childe Your blood-thirstiness,
the tortae you fnflicted on captives for the sheer pleasure of sadism
had pcnvinced us beyond any doubt that the radio-activity in your
blaod nad poisopsd your brainse And besides, your revolution came
periiously close to succoeding, and home gggg, a8 you dubbed us, have
g pretiy egtrong sclf-pressrvation instinct.

The Security Police rounded you up, one by one, and executed you
cn the spot. Becausc you have one sirange, almost fantastic hereditary



of some policeman man~handlin
Also,
that they
lic e"

g you.
you're the last mutant. F o p

'11 make the execution pub

Ho raised the pistol he had he
in kis hzad the entire time they ha
talksd. "Arec you ready?"

Until now, it had all secemed
only another act to her, like the
thousand whe went through every day
whils pretending to be a normal ‘wom
But che c¢olid menace of the pointed
gun brougat her tc life,

¢ had gons into the bathroom
to bathe and changs into Pajamas, b
retarnec fully diessed,with the pis

HTTANT3 ~/ 4

characteristic that provédes an in-
Lallidble test for mutanoy. Every: :
mitant born is marked by the hoof of

ParT In place of the small too on

each foot, you have a tiny hoof."

"But, you were very careful. I
didn't know you were a mutant until
the morning after our wedding night,
and then it was too late. I was so
madly in love with you--and the ple=-
asure you gave mec=--I couldn't turn
you in, even knowing ‘as I did that,
Jou were the last living mutant.

But now~-there will soon be two of
youe. And, il you continue to live--
more "

"Youtre wrong, John, but I don!'t
Suppose there'!s any way of convinc-
ing you." Her head bowed resignedly.
"But why are you doing this yourself
instead of turning me over th the
policc?"

His mouth twisted g 1ittle and "
he looked ashamed,
I cantt

"Because I still

love you. gar the thought

14
d

aNa

ut
tol.
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She had been In bed dressed in her habitual hhin nightgown. Now, stand
ing close to him, she made her last aprpecal. Swiftly she bent, caught
the edge of her gown, and stripped it off over hear head, It had al-
ways been her voluptuously beautiful body that had held him befors. It
could do it againe -

He stared at her lovely body as though fascinated. She knelt,
clasping her hands in front of her beautiful breasts, her long unboudd
halr and arms hiding their beauty and leaving bare the best of her bodye.
Her entire form was a mute appcal for mercy and a promise of unthingably
sensual rewards if--when--the merch was granted,

Strangely, 1t was not her loveliness that drew his gaze, but the
one thing that marred her figure, the slight wwelling of thw womB,

"My child," helthought dullye "A mutant, but still my child."
And even as he thought, she spoke. "Can you kill your own child and
the woman who will bear it, Hohn? And with them the happiness I pive?"

There was a tinkling ¢rash as the pistol ‘shattered the window, and
then he'was kneeling on the floor with her, sobbing unashamedly, while
shw soothed and comforted him. His arms eneirtled her waist, and she
held his head on her breasta and stroked his hair with one hand, whille
the other hand undid the clasp holding the little flat box on his belt.
She was afraid his determination might return someday when-she was '
wearing a three piece sult and underclothes;

The box:cdme off in her hand and without looking, she fumbled at
the covere, The switch was on the ianside. ; And even as the cover came
off and her fingers found the switch, hé realized it was gone from his
walsg and he jerked away from her., He was on his feet in an instant,
all his resslv e returned, strengthened by the black rage her easy
trickery of h im brought raging to the surface, Even as she pressed
the switch his hands leaped for her throate. He felt the beginning of
the blasting: current of death, but his hands were fastened now and he
was satisfied, , o

Disregarding the strangling hands, she concentrated every fraction -
of the stroﬁg electrei.current generatéd and controlled by her brain
and sent it smashing at the synaptic connections at the top of his spinc
Instent and complete paralysis was the result, followed in seconds
by aeanthe. -

His heavy body fell to the floor, pulling her after it., But the
hands cutting off her breath did not loovsen., Her wind was cbbing fast.
She ssizcd the hairy hands with both her own and tugged with all her
failing strengthe They réfussed to mové. Desperate now, she lowered
her hands to her walst, pressed her palms and fingers tightly together,
making an inverted V of her arms, and brought her hands up between his
g aras, so that the BE V of the arms would force his hands apart,.

T dead hands held.

Toz weak to try again, she collapsed. Her last ironic though®
befors the blackness came was that she had, after all, saved him pain.
s wculd never have found happiness with another woman after enyjoming
ner netant eaprace and he was far too strong-minded to sedk suicide,
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- The young and inteliligent Securiny, “oliceman who answeyed the
maid's frantic phopu cull starved wi qubJGd st {he most LLJULlfL' woinaIn
he had ever wmeen, with or witaoub V;obﬁes, rad slammsd Vac doop ip She
startled maid's Iacee With his own hadds, he replaced the unign: OV
over the figure that was to haunt his: fevered druams for many. nilzhta,

being very carcfrl to cover her feet thbroughtly. It would not do for

the ncwspapers to discover thqt the w*fe of one of the state's most
Important men was a mutant.: - : by
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THE NIGHTL awp by W.H HOBGE S0

A5 KEVIEWE D By
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Have you ever tried to describe the word "greatness" to someone
who did not know personally the ideas and ideals, the meaning of the
adjectives as applied to the word? If you haventt, don't, It isn't
worth the effort, , _ . o : '

Many novels have been written and many read., Out of the vast
collections of words, a few reach fame and their owners, fortunes,
A few of the famed reach the near immortality that is the highest
honor man can give to man, to man's way of thinking, But man is =
variable creature. What appeals to me may be a dud to you, What
quickens my pulse and sears my brain with splendor may leave you cold
and unmoved. And so greatness, in literature, may be called that
factor which the largest number of variableos are in affinity with,
and moved by. And all authors who have succecded in gaining this
affinity are very well-known indeed, . - ‘ n

But what of the little variables' outside the majority who have
similar ftastes? A group such as fandom, for instance, Does the rule
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always applye. The answer is no, for two good rcasons, Limited edi-
tions and high prices. In seeking to please a minority group, the
publishers of stf-type literature take a drastic reduction in general
salabilitys; A rcduction which is bbing diminished as fandom grows.

And now to the heart of the matter, A paper heart with little
black lines on it. A4 book. . A long story told by black marks on white
paper. A fantasy, unheralded and almost unknown, almost neglected cn-
tirely; but to me 1t bears the unmistakable stamp of "grcatness."

The old style English translated into modern werds, the quaint
phrasing and diffecrent verbal structure, frighten many people away.
The formidable length, 221,000 words, discourages many stf fans, who
secm primarily to love the short story, and short novel, The first
chapter, a charming. love story of 0ld England, both beautiful and
tragic, holds nothing to tempt a fantasy fan,

And so, what is in my opinion the greatest novel cver written,
THE NIGHT LAND, by Willinm Hope Hodgeson, remains far from the fame
it dcserves. g

To the best of my knowledge, Arkham House, in 1946, published the
only uncut version in this country, entitled THE HOUSE ON THE BCRDER-
LAND .and OTHER NOVELS, in a limited edition of 3,000 copies. In an
introductory article, H. C. Koenig praiscs Hodgeson in gecneral, Love-
craft praises the lead novel, and Clark Ashton Smith, like myself, ,
pragdes to the stars and beyond, the novel which occupies as much room
as the other three together, an immortal saga of the Land of Eternal
Night. :

In the far, far vistae of the future, when the sun is dead 2nd
Earth almost so, coshic evil and cosmic good do battle on the Earth,
for the sould of the few million left.alive. In two great citadels,
built after the coming of the great dark, the race of man awaits cX=-
tinction. Botween the two lie thousands of miles of bleak earth,
pcopled only by monsters and fcorces of evil. And in the larger re-
doubt, as the citadels are called, there is a young nan torn by an-
costral memories of a lost love. And torn by the same memorics, the
lost love awaits himj; i1n the smaller redoubt.

The hero, whose naie is never mentioned, plunges into the danger-
ous hell that is the Night Land, for the lesser Redoubt is falling to
the beseiging nonsters, He has no means of transportation but his
fect: no weapon except a powerful spinning sawj; no knowledge save in-
stinct -and ESP guidnace., Yet he must find his love or die. Day after
weary dav he marches through the Night Land, mebting danger when he
miust, awoiding it like a sensible young fellow whencver he can, always
sgeing bafore him the remembered face of his beloved., His spirit
gcides nis feet by the straightest route and his nind .and body Brapple
with enxietv and the Night Land., How he reaches the redoubt and finds
it onpty and dead, with the people scattercd and eaten by the monsters
is a novel in itself, But, after having found her, the two of them
sta~s the perilous journey back to the @reater Redoubt, and the sus-
pense becores almost unbearable. The dangers and hardships are both
doubted and halved, with two to share theu. And when the two lovers
mcot the primitive humped men and almest die at their hands, the



=G

. BOOY REVIND3

ernotions of the reader whe is there with them will junip and soar like
puffballs in a streng wind.

And such, perheps, is the best description of the whole storys
once you read, you become absorbed, gripping the book tighter and
tighter in your clutching Tingers, aftaid something will tear you away.
The style, once you are used to it, is absorbing, 7he story vast and
unineginable great i The description rivals thai of Merritt, The
ideas can be grasped only by a gcod mind and free inagination. The
nind that conceived then was shecerly, purcly, creative gepius. 4nd
yet the people are huuan, the nan a man (er stubbors), the woman a
woman (or wayward), and for endangering their lives in order to tease
him, he spanks her quitc as memrizx souwdly as you cr I weuld do. And
she snarfs quite easily,

In the book, the author wrote a description of love that has me-
ver been cqualed by mertal man., It is trken from the book and re-
printed at the beginning of the novel, as an appetizer for the feast
to come, A feast of 221,000 words of shecr fantasy, Its lilke has
never been equalled., And, if all geniusces of the future are similarly
handicapped (Hodgeson wrote THE NIGHT LAND in 1912, long before s-f
became recognised as a distinte branch of literature), who can say
it will be? '

-~the end--~
-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢v¢~¢-¢-¢—¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢—¢—¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-¢-
Editor'ts note-;'

The preceding bcok peview of Willian Hope Hodgescn's THE NIGHT
LAND was cven entertaining to type. A4S one types a story o#fi the sten-
cii, he often grasps little meanings between the lincs of the author's
story. At the typing of this story, the editor has not yet stenciled
Toby E@a Duane's story, HOW STRANGE OR ODD, Ais & matter of fact, he
dreads typing it. To the feeble-minded in the audicnce (in which he
particimapesf, he suggests that you read the last paragraph & sccond
tine after thoroughly perusing the story. The Englisn is a 1little
confusing, and this re-readiing may help to clear it up. But, back to
the matter at hand., Joels review was very well-written, and thorough-
ly enterteinirg, It is usualil} the purpose of an afiirTnative book re-
View to entice the reader to buy and read the book being reviewed, The
forridable length (as Joe stated it) does make wary the occasional or
casvel reader, but, if the story is anything like the review, it would
ve well vorth the time, When he submitted the manuscript, Joe said it
wag more ¥ written to release his exBited feelinga sbout the book than
for publication. It is the hope of this editer that you readers won't
think the spaces was wasted in printing this review.

-~=Vic Waldrop, Jr.
i A AL R E Y BV BV S YV SV SV IRV Sy Ay Sy Sy iy sy Sy By Ry Ny Ry Y Y Y.

Your, the roeaders?; comnments on this and all other naterial in the nag-
azine will ha gratefully appreciated. Auy subgestions for inprovenent,
criticlasns, ote,, will be published and fellowed, if at all possible.
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Ivan Stutstivetski's thick bocts sank roughly in the expensive
ca rpets that lined the halls of the Kremiine Behind him, his come

radg Petrov slinked alcng quietly, checking each door as they went
‘Paste. '

"We go down this hall now, comrade, " Petrov said in Russian as
they came to a branch in the hallwaya , , N A

"Yes, Petrov," the other sald, "It is that door; come."" -

They. passed the three outsr secretaries merely by exhibiting ...
the proper credentials, and sgveral intricate pass-words .got them by
the two inner secretaries and the five guardse Finally they were
admitted to the innermost chamber, . : .

"Sir, we reporte"

"Ivan Stutstivetski and Petrov Romanov, " stated the man who'sat
behind the desk of maple. He préssed a button, .and a messenger
entered the room a moment later carrying a dossier, which he deposited-
on the desk. He left,  The man glanced through some of the papers,
then pushed them asidé., ‘ o o

"You are they," hekséidi  "I give you your ofaérw”hére,ﬁfhe hdded,
handing Petrov a sealed envelope, "You are:the. finest spies in all
of the Soviet, U ‘o'.“ For you we have themjob'of'stOppihg the American -

racket to the moon, and obtaining

Sl - its: plans. "Here,™ giving them a -
_&5@2?:53\( small packet, "are your credentials
< f‘;;jﬂ%, ' - and necessary equipmenh. Your clothc
\%ﬁ,ﬁf;égi;&,f“\\\ you will obtain in Switzerland." )

o7 TN M ‘Petrov took the package and gave
=//(a : \ \—f Vo1t to Stutstivetski. .
Lo \ \{91K} - MYou must reach America within -

(Zx)\\ e l.fé};\' two weeks, You have your assignment.
> J j A/ Your American passports are within
N 4 X %rjwfkg)ij,‘the‘package. They are devoid of any

~7:,;7’ SOTE L | hames, SO;YOu'willfuse nam2s of ycur
A // o .. - 0Own choosing."
i . B - .
o~ ; Ry . NS .
yd /] - "Yes sir," said Petrove. "I have
e ///,,f//wzﬂk resd scme English 1iderature., We
T / ‘ S Y- shall ha ve ro greouble; I shall
T A \ N, L "') choouse two evarage nawmcs Hirom amnong
: ., \"-""\_'/ i g EN L Sy : ]
! N Y ! thiose tooks I Hove rend,.®
R W W e N Y A o .
- ~ : "Gocds Then ‘goe And go with the

— i H SN .
\Qjé%ﬂj'n’?' g&tffmnowlgdge of the price of Ffailured!
' o The man gohind the deks turned
! from theom and hont over some panper=-
| . E - worka. Iyan stood there un*il Petrov
& _ : uctioned-him to the door. They left
i : ~ the room, Ivan's thich boots still
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stompihg on the plush rugs.e. MBores and undixciplined 1diots," muttercd
the man behind the ‘desk to himself, "but excellent spies."

Thc vessel rolled softly to the wash of the water in the harbor.
Ivan and Petrov stood on the doredeck watchlng the process of making
fast the ship. They were dressed, now, in good-guality westernized
clothing, and conversing only in Engllsh.

"We leave the boat now," said Petrov, as the men goct the gang-
plank put down. "“Have you got your passport?!

"I have it here," said Ivan.

"Then we will get the suitcases
and leave,"

The lines through the customs
men went quickly. The spies were
taken aside, thelr luggage gilven a 3
cursory glance, and their passports L
examined. "English, eh?" said the :
man as if that might explain any
sltuetion whatever, "English.® He = .
was from Brooklyn. W"They look in P
order., Messers, Rosencrantz and A
Guildens tern. Okan, okay, beat 1f’"

"What is this?" Ivan whispered '7
to Petr'ov. "Did he now say we aré ‘/
to be beaten?™ \\

"He means we may leave," said Pc \
trove "Come.," Ivan picked up the
luggage and khey headed toward e
strecte. ’

"Automoblle dtyles have changed //
since I was last in the United |
States, " Petrov mused idly. "Qome

let us find a taxi and a hotel}

Then we shall plan our operatibn.'y

i
"How will we get into the ﬂnunéh%
ing site, Petrovd" said Ivan.| /
Do not call me Petrov " exclaimed
Petreve "We must not make tHe &-i /

mericans suspicious in the 4ea54.
To you I am Ros encrantzf or better [
yet, & 1ckname. Yes, call me "Slug i

"Yos, Petrov, " said the chas+
tenea sny.

4
Wihe heore is a taxi now.' E)t:£7 (. / \
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They decided that their first:step would be to go the vicinity
of the rocket-construction, and ha ving réached this decision, they
acbed upon it, : ' o

A train took them within forty miles of their destination, where
they got off and. rented an automobile  for three weeks, Ivan, who
"had learned to speak English at an obscure English college, had
trouble driving with the wheel on thé left:side, and ultimately it
was this defect in his abllity which both caused and saved them much
difficulty.

The ca r was about fourteen

o ) O
miles from the small city of : Y het? ¢ 5'&0" o
Hillerest, Nevada, when Ivan 6 g€ kkﬂr ' ®)
suddenly swerved the wheel th Q\ o ) g : }\0 O O

wrong way as another car
started to pass them, and =
frantically tried to correg
his error as the car headed
for a ditch a t the side of
the road,

"WATICH OUT" petrov shouted 2 o~

usslan, grabbing for the wheel, /’,yﬂg V@
but the car plunged into the diteX, 4 V\‘l
turned half-over, and came to r'spjz

against the indignant bark of a Ok :
well-scraped oak. Petrov curseq,

for he had struck his head on t P ot AN
windshield, and hlood was coming /"#’*\&?,”&.lh
from the gash. He held his handkerchic /;ﬁzjwjlil' A
to the wound. /f‘ 7 A

/

The other car had stopped a few fect //‘ / k
‘away, and a tall, rather nice-looking young _
manwas walking toward the smashed auto, Petrov
nudged his companion, and thc soft flow of Ruge
sian oaths rcluctantly died out. "Shuec up, you
fool, the American is coming over, Get out
car, | . C: -

/"'”““_,\\

Still holding the handkerchief to his head, \\N,,f”/ﬂn\\\ )
%Q tugged the“dentcd-door open and stepped outside, o
Hollo there," he said. C?;;

N

r : | )
"How are you?" said the men, “are you hurt?" o
A N

i
.s{’
"Wo, it doesn't look like it," the Amgrican agreeds .\,
“Looks 1like this was my fault, partly, I hope you Oi§Q§>
S h

'Just a_cut on the forchcad, that's all it amounts

to," said Potrov. "But the car wasn't so fortunate,"

et a0 St e s 5=

insurance.”" 1t was a question.

5
i

" tnink so," Petrov said, “you sec, this is a
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rented car, I guess we'll have to
call a garagc, ,EO you happen tec knc

the ncarcest onef¥

He tho?ght for a moment, "I
~ \ guess you 11 have to ge all_the way
Qé;égz;\ <€§§%§§> to Hillercst to get helpe 1'm
| headed that way, and 1'll be glad
{ to take you along,"
)-\\

. 'Thanks a lot," said Petrov.
‘Guildenstern, get your luggage and
come along. ?E'll leave the car as
~3it is. 1 don't think anyone will
~——— . _drivg it off,
— . "Or, by the way, my
/ //’ ~—hamc is Harry fenyon," said the

////f’American.
¥ "I am Siug Rosencrantz, and my

friend is Washington Guildenstern.
o Te vacationing in America, anﬁ he
isn't usecd to driving your cars.

“You're . . 9" asked Kenyon hesitantly.

"English," muttered Ivan, speaking for the first time.
"I studied over here for’azwhilo," explainedfpotrov, "so 1 suppose
my accent is gone with the winds,™ -

"an, yesy well, okay. Here s the car; I've got a lot of junk in
with mc, aity, 111 Rile it in front, He slung a fow packages into
the seat beside him, Ukay, uh, Rdscncrantz and Guildensfernytclimb

in, We're off," \ u9( //)“

And beyond a queer glance at Pet:ov,‘ho sai9¥ g) -
nothing more for scveral minutes as they drove/v \\
along in silence, ’0)6

/ :
fk'/

s
i
-

d
W
It was a small town, and the hotel wa }Ea)QC
really only a boarding housec, but PetrovS\A
and +van took rooms there and took carc of ¢
the matter about the automobile., It wmld
give them a plausible excuse to remain C::; (0/

¥

in town for scveral days,.

\

Lt was while breaskfasting in the S

ner diner that they again encountered 4>
Harry “cnyon, who entered just after

th2y reececived their orders., He spotted ‘¢,

them and walked over, ?’ \

7
|:;_-'_-L~I B ] g . h 1o
H“ello, Yoorge, Re said to the counter=~\(,

Bl

man, "tie usual, ch (i

“ouve, Yr, benyon," the fellow said,

Tt o - ~ et
::\D\r'.i"—': 2.)i 50 e
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UHne 844 you two make out with”

the spies. o

“Rg%sgnably well," replied Petrov through a mouthful of fried
1t

cF:4:4 -1 11 take us a"few days, maybe a week or so, before we can
continuve our itinerary.

e garage?" he said, turning to

"You'll bessagmimgin town then," stated Kenyon.
"Yes, at the boarding house, Do you likve hereg®

"ot cxactly; I work around here," said denyon., "Oh, herc comes
George with my breakfast.

They ate without conversation, Petrov finishing before Ivan (who,
unused to the farc of bacon and cggs, had caten morc slowly than usual).
They Paid the counter-man as “enyon walked away, and Potrov asked
him, 'Does Kenyon work around here g™

"Surc," the guy said, "Yeah, he's a test pilot."-

"A tost pilot, eh?" Ivan raised his head morc interestedly, and
Petrov added, "l'd no ideca there was an airfield around this area,"

"Oh, sure," he said, rubbing the counter with a considerably dirtic
rags "Sure,,not cxactly an airfield, I mean, not a commercial aire
port., Some government thing, don t know what they're doing. DSenyon
doesn't talk much about it, and neither do any of the other fellows

who come to town,
"Ppobably building some new kind of thing," Petrov suggested.

nzcah, maybe new jets or something., Well, yecah, let's sce, a buck
forty-five, OUkan?"

Petrov paid him and he and Ivan left the diner and strolled
through the town,

From the barber they picked up the information that the government
installation was located about two miles northeast of town, and that
(as they had expectcd) townspcople were not allowed within the vicinity,

“How do they get food supplies for the porsonngl, then?! Petrov
asked casually of the clerk in the grocery store, '"Must ship them
inffrom out of town. Hurts you business, ! guess, if they do,"

“Nope, they get ‘em from us," the men replicd.. "I sually take
Yem ocut Bafurdays." This was Thursday., "But cven ! don't kmmw get
any ncarer then the maintenance building. l\'opo, them government boys
are rra2tty strict about such things., Qh, here's your change, Seventy
eizht conts, from a dollar," ‘

Potrov pocketed the package of cigarettes as the fellow raun up
the payment, and he and “van turned to leave,

“HQn," the storckeepcr yelled after them, "1 ain'tlgoon talking toc
mich.  fou guys ain't government men, are I'9? MO AN & -
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"We, - said Jvan in his stannpo combination of Russian and English
accents, "wc're Russian spics,

Petrov lauphbdn and so did the storckeeper, and they went out into
the quict strecet,
"1 believe, " Potreov murmuired, "that bonyon will pilot the rockety
and 1 think 1 know 1ow we can ot ineide the Tield. =Lut f1¢st wo must
find that rockct, and cither s hotage it or do oombuthg to l\c,nyon
that will affect h]m adversely in the midst of his flight.

lven looked around. “five mo ong ol those émerican cigarcttes,
will you, he said. He lighted it. Lt)lu difficult to smoke thes%
capitalistic products w1tho:1‘r wretching.™ he dkxud with a grimace, "Tow

morrow we shall purchasc several cartons to take back with us » €h,
my friend?"

Petrov laughed,

They met Benyon Friday cycening in the diper, qnd attempted to
draw him into conversation, "We'‘ye heard you're a test pilot," said
Petrov after a gulp of coffee, "I imagine you have ovltc an adventurou:
existence,

"0n yeah, 1 supposc so," said honyOﬁ "Mosf of the piloting
gets routine alter a while, though, Standard stuflf

Y"Are you testing something up here?" asked ivan bluntly,

Kkonyon hesitated, then cxpldned, "Well, wo 're supposcd to keep
all this stuff confldontlal, so you sce, 1 can 't say much about it.
m trylng out >omoth1ng pretty new in the line of aircraft tomorrow
morning, though.’

"Oh," said Ivan,

"That's something Inever thought of," said Petrov hezily, "getting
up early, 1 meﬂn. 1tg thought test pilots huv a nmighty adventuresome
time of 1t but guess you fellows hate alarw clocks just as much as
anyene elge.

"zeoh i l\enyc%n grinned at that "Keah, especially when theoy wake
s up at six a.m.

Fotrov gulped the rest of his coffeg, "l imagine, what with atomic
vower and all, that some day you fellows 11 be pileting spaceships to
Bars and such." He ignored the quigkly-sppresscd startled look on
“fenyen®s facc, and went on rapidy, "You know, when 1 was thirtcen and
uscG to rcad that sciencc-fiction stuff, my 15ad uscd to take it away
fron me because it was a lot of trash. And vety, here we arc, on the
thrcshold of Man's greatest venturc-=-or adventurc."

"Yop," mutterad honyon, "I gucss it's not too far off." He stoppeo
spcaking, as if he dldn t know what ¢lse he could say. He 100ked at 7
his watch,

Potrov said, "But onec thing I never could figure out about rocket
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ships, Say, you being a pilot, maybe¢ you could tell me, How can a
rocket work in space when there's no air to push againstgr Hig
face bore a logk of perfect innocénce, '

He watched henyon's face around his eyes, The small erinkles roe
laxed slightly, He smiled slightly. :
"Surc," he said. "I can tell you that. You ask an¥‘physicist»thai
%uestion, and he’'s liable to kick you out on your car, know, 1 qiq,
t works on Yewton's principle that every action has an opposite and
equal rcaction, like when you try to walk on roller sktes and your
feet slpp backward. Lt works better without air, and in space the
engine will_finction with greater cfficiency than it will in the ate
mospherc, k#wglt wille--that is, when they build a2 good cnough engine,
wi will, Say, 1'11 have to be going now," He locked at his watch,
again, "I'm supposcd to be out at the base, and 1 walked out on them
just to have dinner here this evening, ®Sort of get calmeddown, Maybe
11 sce you fellows again, if you stay eround long cnough,"

He climbed off the stool, left his anment beside his empty blate,
and left the diner, ¥ive minutes later etrov and +‘gor left too, !

The sun of the Saturday morning was hidden just beneath the horie
zon when lgor and Petrov slipped into the garage in back of Clint Oppo-
tgo s grocdry store and stealthily borrowed his delivery truck. It was
a new model, luckily, and made little noise as it headed toward the
barbed-wire enclosurc that marked the sitc of the rocket take=~off,

. The guards helg up their rifles in a gesture, and Petrov halted
the truck. Therc_were two of them, Petrov got down from the truck
on one side, and lgor slipped out the other door,

"We are sent by Mr. Oppotto," cxplained Petrov.
’

Unc of the guards looked at igor suspkeiously. "He usually
comes by himself, and alone,” he said to his companion.,

"I guess it's all right," said the other, 31 recognize the truck.
Okay5 you guys, go on through, but hurry it up.,

"Lt is that building over therc, is it not?" Petrov said,
pointing to a building that looked as if it might house the food
repository. e

“Yeah, yeah, now get going."

The spies got back into their vchicle, and drove carefully through
the gatc and around the side of the building they had been dirceted to,
No one was around, <They quickly disembarked from the cab and headed
toward the far end of the basc, keeping the building between theme
selves and the guards, and watching for signs of another person,

The sun was Just spilling its light over the shadowy ground where
lgor and Petrov crouched, Fetrov pointed to a crude-looking structure,
and suggested, "That may be the launching platforms looks pretty
jumbled up to be a building, Come on §"
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But he and Igor had taken only rour steps forward, when a great
silver object suddenly roardd with a thousand veices and lecapt up
into thc embrace of the slcepy-eyed sunm,

The rockets bathed the ground below in a bried blast of fire,
but the spies were far cnough from the site to be unharmed,

"Too late," groaned lgor,

"Porhaps," said Petrov, "come on. That little hut over there,
with the aeriale. 1g looks like a control station, Porhaps they are
controlling the rocket frem hercs; it's worth a chance," They spoke
quickly, in Bussian, They moved forward, toward the shack, opencd
the doer, and slkpped insidc. No one noticed them,

“Liisten § " whispercd Igor sharply. "Ahoad. Voices,"
"Iwo-rooms," said Petrov. "Come,"

They advanced until they reached a position by the half-open doore
way where ghey could obscrve scven men seated around an cighth who was
intently regarding a wall-sized control panel. For scveral moments
they hcard no sound,

"I1'a hoped we could subdue thom," said Petrov. "Perhaps we still
can, Listcn, one of them is spcaking,

They strained their ears, but caught little morc than fragments,
The eycs of all werc intent upon the blinking lights and dodding dials
of the panel. Fotrov_whispered, "Stay here. 1'm going to slip inside,’
and darted forward, Before any of the men had secn him, he was se-
creted behing a clumsy-looking piece of apparatus in tho corner,
listening to a two-way conversation betwoon the operator and the rocket-
ship pilot,

He stayed there a ldng time, then finally dartcd back outside, not
an instant too_soon., The mecting broike offy and scvcral men started
toward them, PFPetrov grabbecd Igor s slecve and pushed him ahead of
him, out dobrs, and toward the delivery wagon,

Thcy got there safely, and drove oft through the gate with no
trouble, Ffetrov said nothing for a very long time,

The Great One pushed aside the report with vehemence, a vehemence
that was all too 1likely to tranzfcr to the underling who stood before
him, The underling knew it, He said, "Unly you can give a proper
sentence to these reprohensible traitors !4 scntence that will give
them their just deserts,

The Great One saida nothing, but the underling kept quiet: now,
walting for him to speak, Fianlly the Great One fingered the report
again, He read the last few paragraphs, thon looked up at the underling

"1 have the punishment," he said. "Wo shall not kill them, nor
torture them. They have caused us to fall bchind America in the
race to construct a rocket., We arec all awarc of the great savageness
that cxists in the backward state of Amcricas no pure=minded Russian
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could long endure it., You will take back the order that Stutstivetski

end Romanov will be sente--"

Both the Great one and tho underling paused as the Great One cone
templatcd the ficndishness of his punishment, and the undcrling almost

guessed its unutterable horror,
H---back to the Unitcd States, and abandoncd there v

The underling had a strong stomach, so hc did not immediately
vomit, Instoad, he saluted and left, wondering how he would break the
news to the cx-spics and cx-Russians, '

Back in the inner office, the Great Unc fingered the report again,
reading the last few paragraphs cver, satisfying himsclf that his
terrible punishment was just,

"I, Petrov Romanov, was then in a position from which I coutd hear
although not obscrve the procecdings., he pilot's voice 1 was familiar
with, He was complaining that his rockts werc refusing to funcgion
and that he was unablc to change his course zhd give to it the slight
corrcetion that would place him in a completely accurate trajectory

to the moon, = ' ' i :

“The pcople in the room. were watching the scéne in horror, One
of them, whom from pictures 4 recognized as onc of the great physicists
of American scicned, suddenly snapped‘his fingers, '

“Nowton whs;wrong,' he suddenly yelled. ‘He was wrong., !

‘"The pilot evidgntly heard him. *Ho's got it," he replicd, 'That'e
what's the matter. The rockets arcn t-working becausc, bccause there's
no air up herc for them to push agoinst. Nothing I -

The Great Onc dropped the report into the wastebasket, He had
indecd rendered a_just, although infinitely horrible, punishment,

o air, indecd ! Everﬁone_know there was air in spacc, for how eclse
could the sun burn? No air% Bah !

mmmthe ehdimn
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"FEATURING OITY PREES~-POOR HATERIALY

J i GREEN

It is Sunday afternoon. I feecl bad. T heve to turn out a poc-
try column. I am not in thc mood. I am short of poct“v I fecel
like hell. The poetry in btoth Alicn and Confusion is put in conec
spot so that fen whe don't like poctry, and thcre arc a hcll of a _
lot of such ecreatures, camn with the grcatcst c2s¢c and specd skip the
whole demn poetry column, and not hapvren onto & poem at cvery pree
turning, read tre first linc tefore they can jerk treir hcnds WAV,
end ke compclled to finish the wholc pocm. To such fcllows I sav
poot! And I do mean thke stinking kind.

I sent Rory a photomontage, asked her to =dyirc it until she
fclt inspired, then write me a poem. I give you the result.

FINIS

"ith Solar Phocnix geared to senscless stirife
Van hes destroved the very seed of life.

The moon's cold eye starecs at thc sccne telow,

4L stcrile world tatked in 2n ceric glow -

A de=d sea trozking on - desolate shore.

A Spirit mourns for 1ifc that is no more -

The soul of Jomen, trooding ovecr carth

here there is no more dcath =~ =nd no aore kirth.

Rory Taulkncr
A fragment, stolen from = life that is passing.

BEFCRE TFE CIRTAIN

And once, tefore the final curtein,
look upon the mountains, and the meadows,
look upon the hilltops nand the glistening snows,



look upon the ocecans, snd their caps of fluff; :5/
and 1l=ast of 211, look upon the works

that you have wrought, and find them good or bzad.

And then make whisper: ‘Done; and now, farcwell i®

“Toty Duane

A dying wish, a drcam of the dead, the desire to do unto you

likewisc

Nemcsis

Prom my desclatc grave I come to you

Just for a glimpse of your proud face.

I, lying therec have remembered so long

Each attribtute of your keauty and gr-ce.

Did you place varirus unholy charms

Aeross the threshold and arsund the walls,
Sensing echcoes of my weary feotsteps

Cr did ycu hear my agrnizing calls?

Xy fecble knock will not ~pen the door

That your mystical &pells have closcd so tight,
"hy were you so afraid to lonk at me,

Were you fearing perhaps to die of fright?

I »nm certain some eve you will forget

To wea®e your spells .kcfore an open door,

You will chill and then feel an ice-cold wind
Around your fect, flowing acrnss thec floor.
It is strange! btut I harb-r resentment

For all the evil y~u have done to me,

For the time you moved the hands of 1ifc's clock
Int~ the yesrs ahead, and sct my spirit free.
I wish to crush with my teny fingers

That venemous thing you have called a heart.
If this desire can be accomnlished

In 21l humility I will depart.

Is
THE OTEFERS

They all ccme out, and flit about, and sheout,
with evil grins, remind of sins =nd doubt.

War and strife, all of these rifec, in mean's life,
with evil grins,

remind of sins...

TFE LEMURIANS COMFE !

Dave E. W, Perker

See yru next ish. jlgreen
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Just about now, my #pnual issue starcs me in tie eye., It seems
as though gust yesterday i‘was finnagling with the members of the
Cleveland Science Fiction Society to help contribute some money to
me for the purchase of a minigcule mimeo for the production of the
club bulletin which had been (alasl) defunce for a goodly munmber of
months, 1 had seen the mimeo, seen the price, and finally persuad-
ed the members to advance the amount, now forzotten.

The machine was a poor job and was traded back the next day
with a loss of two_dellars which, at the time, broke my heart. But,
somehow or other, 1 was maneuvered into buying a machine at cut rate
that, though new, left much to be desied, t was a small~ish mimeo
that had to be inked from the o-tside, on the pad, and ate up great
guantities of ink and manual labor with the mumst shoddy of results,
But, it was better than noghing.

In February of 1952, the first issue of THE BULLETIN OF THE

QLEVELAND SCIENCE FICTION SOCIETY came_out., 1t was an 8% x 11
zine, with a poorly-mimeced cover by Lllison, near-illegible cone

tents, no right hand justification, few illos (and those that there
were were horrifying/, and a general disregard f{or anything mature.
+t numbered 16 pages and, though amateur-ish in format, whowed much
of the ambition with which the later issues werc printed. ZThat
first issue featured a short story by the editor entitled GREEN
DENOUMENT whic@, to this day. L think was one of the best switche
ending yarns l've ever read (this, of couirse, could be considered
prejudiced thinking---anvone who does censider it such, however,
is a dangerous character and should be carefully watched), It
also featured one of the nicest pieces of fgpjﬁpetry published in
the last few years, 't was A MANIACAL INSTRUMLNT by Stephen Schul-
theis, whom many of the rcader’'s of this magazine know, WSteve
hasegthe peculiarly scarce ability to put a biting =staire in a few
words and make you rock with laughter at them., Well, so much for that
first issue. DNumber os copies laboriogsly printed? 30,

Second issue® we had started out as a bi-weckly but after get-
ting through this job we rcalized that two issues had shown the fale
lacy of such an endeavour,
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Even a monthly is a task cot out for a Herculcs,
and being a runty sort of schloonk L found (and find)
the task pressing, but not overiy large for L had
fainod access to a sharp assistant cditor by the time

had botten to my sccond issuc. Into the picture can
Honey Wood, & power with which to rcckon in N3F and a
wonderful girl all the way, With hor most capable
assistance and vitriolic regard for my crack«praincd
schemes, we began to roll,

The cover of our sccond issuc wgs the introduce
tion to fandom of Ray Gibson, the first SFR DISCOVERY,
A young high school student here in Cleveland, Ray
had the ability to make lines assume clever shapes
and subtle meanings to coalesce into a becautiful pic,
Ray also began the first of his cartoon=-articlics entitled GIBSON'S
GALLERY OF EXTRATERRESTRIAL LIFE which presented et's of varied and
amusing shapes and sizcs, The mT Yallery was one featurc that
was consistently reedived with hizzahs and laughter, Sad to Sy,

ay has dropped away from fanart and the last E:}.'.11101“3; wa i
issuc number8, so if you have misscd them, something is
definitely missing from your lives, This issue saw thc
birth of the Read Any GOOD DRooks Batclx? section that
was the rcason for the Clove arn ublic “ibrary taking/
a nymber of copies for various purposes of use and
filing, -

The contests were well-rounded by two short ato=-
ries, an articlc, threc pieces of poetry, numbcrous
featurcs and de§artmonts. The lead short story was
again takcn by Yoo Trooleec with a plece called LUNA,
something of a novel switch that won a. literarynprize
in the Yhi Beta kappa Writing Contcst, So% 50 copics N

Came issuc pumber 3: dateqd April 1952, it again fcatured a
Gibson cover. This was our Yidwestcon issuc, the B-I-G one that
yo werce going to take to Indian Lakem--the omc that had to sell
the Bulletin of the CSFX (as if was still called, as it was still
under their auspicos, Actually the extent of the Club's power
over the Bullotin was that a Board of Advisors would pass all matere
ial before it was uscd. )se This issuc waw the 'zine blossoming out
with other well-known fan writcrs as it featurcd as a lcad article,
‘ ESSAY ON EGUBoQ py Bilj Venable, the first
of Bilile highly intriguing artieclcs on
fonning; We also obtained the first of a
serics from Kari J, Chanz; a_pcn-namc for
an ggggg%;ggg;lz well-known New York state
fan who To this day will not let us reveal
his name, But in any cvent QUICK? KIIL,
IT BEFORE IT MULTIPLIES! lcd off the most
successful series we've cver used in SFB.

Mention should be made of the CITA-"
TION which we awarded to g pro cach issuc,
his has rcecived the most I'csponse, drawn
%otters of praisc from a great many Big Nape
ros and won us much rccognition, Through
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it, we_have had letters from Heinlein, Gold, Bester, Smith E,E.), de
Camp, Pratt, Boucher, Eshbach, ett, |

This issue started what might easily have turned into_a lawauit.
Wo credited a certain TV show with having done Lester del Rey's
PIPES OF PAN (which it turned out thgy had not) and soon we received
a letter from Scott Meredith, Lester's agent demanding to know how
they had gotten it without purchasing rights f¥om him. 1t all worked
cut right eventually, but not before the Fear ' God was slung into us.
This issue was a 50-pager, which for the painstaking monner .
in which we turned it out, was a miracle issuc, Iin fact we wonder
to this day how in the devil it ever camc out as well as it did,
t Midwestcon Scction was a sparse affair, cug bacausc the CSFS
came over on a mecting-night to help staple it together when it wasn't
even done, and we ram it short, But anyway it sold terrifically
at the Con. Number of coppes run off---~100 approximately,

lssue number four was the first of the ones to feature BNF
throughout.  The cover was one of the best things Max Kcasler has
ever doncy and was printed on a special stock of paper. Pro author
Charlie Tanner contributed a clever poem called CON and the lead spot
want to_what_many proz}ne review columns have called the "BESt ¥an
Satire Ever Publishcd,' THE FRIGHTENING FABLE OF HUBURTUS SNOGGLE,
STFAN by Steve Schultheis. This and the poem mentioned prefiously and
amother werc the only things Steve was_able to do for us before he
went into the Army a few fonths ago. Darn shame=--he had 5Flent.
Under the pseudonym of Ray Yowler, / N
yoo trolee ran off a critical arti- °~ \//,
cle called IT'S TRULY’?FANTA%TIC"! - - _
which rigped into 4iff-Daviz" new mag=
azine, t was well=received-also, p
In this issue we established as a
fanartist of note a yound lady named\,|
Vaughn Burden whose ELLIOTS were ~ ./
the cartoon sensation of the year. ;;
Copes run offem=-100, /

{

However, there was trouble with 'l~‘
the CSFS and with the next issue, |
June 1952, we severed with them une
der most wipleasant circumstantes
which, outlined in a edito¥®ial mis-
spelled Declaration of Independance,
brought howls of rage from all corners. Q
This issue was our turning point., We sj;
re~named her SCIENCE FANTASY BULLETIN,
started featuring Big Names, bought
a new A,B, Dick hand-fced mimeo, got
colored paper that reduced ink seepage
that had marred tac quality of the zine,
and went to weik with a ferfer,

That issue listed as partial Hoi /1, ¥
contentss IN DEFENSE OF MY FANHOOD /70rrorS! lve ‘oot 7Hhe
by the co-head of Gnome press, David art v y
Kylecy it featured a frontispiece by € SI77€77 Weas/es — —~ —
Margaret Dominick who has consistently

.
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sent her best material to us, BEASTLEY'S ON THE SANDPIT AND THE 1954
MIDWESTCON by Hoffman, THE TORTURED by Chanz, and a lincup that ran the
ish to 43 pages. In this issue also was the article OTHER WORLDS ON
THE FIRE which was written by Ralph Beese and wring out Palmer's mag,
but good. Little did we realize the action it would bring, later,
Number of copies printed up-—~125,

By the time we hit the July 1952 issue (# 6), we had acquired

a cover by Richard 2, Ward which we ran on a special colored stocks
we had the sequel to ESSAY ON EGOBOO by Bill Venable entitled DISCOURSE

N @RIFANAC; o long story-poem by an unknown in Buffaloe named

arianne Nichols and the finest story we have ever publisheds THE .
ULTINAYE HORROR by Iindianapolis fan Robert brusec. This was a novelette
length story of-which one well~known fancditor wrote us: ",..it was
good enough to have been printed in the Fost, and 1 would have
given my writing arm up to here to have published it., You have all
the lugk, was €] : = De =
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For our book reviewing section we had acquircd Andrc Norton,
editor of BULLATD OF THE SOACE PATROL, a well~known writer and a
wonderful person. She allowed us to be the first in the nation to
pre-rcview her STAR MAN'S SON whtch cape put from Harcourt, Brace
& “Yompany just a short time ago., Thish also saw the beginning of a
serial that is still running entitled TALES OF CORTON THORNE, &
slan~bang space opry with as many plot threcads as one of van Vogt's
gObS’ Ourﬂcirculatipn sprang up to 150--~and wc were reviewed in-

tartling Storics. ProgrosSeeeese

Then came the August 1952 issue ¢ Number 7 ! Miracles ¢

RAY PALMER responded to our articleof June with a retaliatory
articlc, PALMER ON ASDESTOS, We were dumbfounded...but_we ran it with
a banncr head that scrcamed it in no uncertain terms, In this issue
we ran the first published story of one of the ex-Yuiz Kidss Lonny
unde s PA3T TENSE which was a somewhat amateruish job, but domon-
strafibd the good salesmanship and circulation-building we were trying
to got going. ZThet issue was the first in which we picked up the
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controversial fonzine review coluwin, DRYIN' IN THE SINK by Morion

4, Lradlcy which had mcandered through several mags before finddng -

a more-or=less permanent home with SFh. 4t stirred controversy,

it drew fire, and 4 liled the colurn---so + uscd it, &anl vhaniro
cropped up in the meg now as did Yrvill hosher. We werc rolling (155).

Number8s our post-Chicon issue thot has mode nistory in fandom,
An 82-poage, ncatly nimcod, well-laid out job, it carrucd such pro names
as falph Hobin, bob Tucker, #4, LK, Winterbotham (of Curis welkin fome)
and such fans as soffmen, fnglish, Yuanc, Ganley, Sorm Lrowme, Venable,
Hay Hclson,. #casler, Su fosen, Sradley, %hanz, and doncy Wood, The
issuc bolged out at the seams with TEE KZASLER BID WYSTERY, TIIE DAVID
ENGLISH ART FOLDO, WIAT I THINK TUESDAY, CRYIN' IN THE SINK, TALES OF
COTTON THORNE and pages and pages of gold papercd classics, innovation
on inpovation in this issuc. , )

New lettering guide headings, oy Nclson's cartoons used in Brad-
ley'x column, a fcature of reprimends called THE BO0T, classy layout,
an ad scction with commcrcial ~nd nonstf ads, art on every page, 2 cole
umn of chite-chat by the editor colled BURDLINGS with art by one of the
pro ranks most famous crtists: ack Goughon, « lithocd inscrt page
of photos from thce con roundced ogt ~n ish thot staggered hoth the cdi-
tor and the subscribers, By the time this scos print, ish #9 will be
out with somec of the-contents being:s WHAT EVERY YOUNG SPACTMAN SHOULD
KNOW by fobert Lloch; THE IFPACT OF SF ON WORLD PROGRTSS by fug
Sernsback; MICROSCOPTC MUSINGS by Gerth Bentley (his forst fan work )3
RETROGRESSION by Su foseny ond morc,

or thc turc? _
] Wekl, wo ve got thc annucl in Februqry with matericl by Will Ley,
Pouchcer, Cox, Elsberry, soffmnn, willis, Calking, Venablc, ctcey ctc,?

We've got a POGD issuc coming out with a cover py *cily, and a
lithoed frontispicec'dbf Walt with articles on Pogo from all fandom,

We've contacted Gold anout o GALAXY COMYEMORATIVE ITelsitley with o
possiblc comcr by EMSH.

¢ arc fecaturing lithecd covers nnd inscrts as oftcon as pocelhiles
we arc getting Pig Yemes es often as possiblc, and , . ,

WE ARE GOING TO GIVE FANS AND NONFANS WHAT TEEYT WAIY!
Our price is being upped in Yeonuery from 15¢ an issuc to 20
. & . N = L £ _ X 9

with our subscription ratcs going up occordingly,

the DPeecatber issuc will feoture a most cxecllent story called
ADVENT that was written by Pill Venablc and should stir fendom to its
very foundations, .

When somcthing nev isgolng ©o be donc----SFB'11 do it.

But wec startcod out smell...and eruddy. «eaild We sweantod,

7 1 i SRS Ol Tl o
That's the wey we all start. 4nd if it hadn't been for the wwell

y i i . o o a . ] a o
folls that beught our "zinc with the Lope we'd lumprove, we might still
be working that cronk hondle on o ciub bulletin,

Upward ~nd onvard « « .

thcec ¢nd
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Marion Slably and her husband, Bob, are havipg lunch when Redd
Sloggs, their futual fan=friend, calls op them, '"Got ybu reservations

at the con hotel, Bob., Best rooms. Llet's go "

-

Marion grabs a let of the table to anchor it_down, %he expects
Bob to turn the thing over lunging for his hat. He doemn't, He takes
it all very calmly.,

"Wanna go to the con, hwh?"

"That's right #" Redd gloats. Best con of them all., Grab your
jat t The Westerncon stank, the Basterncon was dull, the Southerncon
was tifeless, the Northerncon was crazy, and the 18 other annual cons
were nothing when compared to this, the greatest of them all, the
STATES-RIGHTS CON I™

"This one is supposed to have all the old buard present, isn't
1t? And all of the true-fans, with no fake-fans? 4And only 301 in
attendance? 4nd no hucksters? it's supgﬁsed to be an old~fashioned
con just like Numbers 1 through 9,-right

“Yeah," Redd says, "“this will be a real con, (\ﬂrﬂfy
not like that Chicago affair. We're gonna have_ L

some real ole-time pros to speak.”

"On, sure, I know just like §§3;VA,J,/~/ﬁ
Norwesoueast=con, held in %Zﬁf\ ',V«V/“/~/h
&t to

Gobi desert was supposed topN~
be, Heck, 2501 showed up, hét
mention that chief huckster,

Sob Lucker. Take Marion, 1~

wouldn't go to that con for a mil- ’/Jﬂk
lion a®F issues,

Marion and Bedd stare at him, W

"We11," Marion snaps, "if you argh't

the most ungrateful, wtetched fan -
ever o« o o

"Now just keep quiet,"
Bob tells her, "You don't
know what you re talking- - :
gbaut, 1 got-good recasons foiP¥
not going to this con, First}
it's being held at the North (X3
Pole in an attempt to keep ouig
the unwanted. The con commi-RK
ttee thinks only the hardy anﬁ%g
gourageons true»fanlwill malker?
it that far. + don't. Socond
it'1} bs *the same thing all °
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over again as the Gobi; and third, T don't look good in splints "
Redd stares at Marion, “You got him on dope?"

"Stop acting so innocent," Bob snarlg, ™If there were a chance of
this being a real, old-fashioned con, +'d go with you, But, it's an
impossible thing. The feke~fans and hucksters wil always whow-up,

ou can't keep "em out, ‘Wﬁ've:tried too much, WE%e tried the Invene
tion, the Disguiseventioj, the Hid-vention. and the Underground-ventio:
and all failed utterly, This STATES~RTGHTS business won't fool them

either,t -

"But still you can get some enjoyment out of it," Marion replies.

“Hat, you‘re crazy !X Wnen the con starts off real, there is no
better fan company than Redd Slogs. So gay, so jolly, the life of the
con Rah-rah, whoop=de~do, yay pros, yay fans, yay everything, :
cen 't do enough for you, Buys you p;o-zines, buys you books, buys

ou-a fmz, sets you up w}th drinks, ‘“Your whiskey is no good son,
ve a drink of ole BRedd's whiskey.‘"Gay, giddy, fun-loving I”tedd.

"BUT, as soon as the first fake-fan or huckster shows up, he turns
to beast }Bo gposs *So uncouth § Ng more yay,,no more whoop-de=do,
o more yay this and that, Oh,*%hat a pum ¢ "Sit down before I knock
you dggn s e o Buy your own fmz" . . . eep_your hooks off my bottle?
e o o “ook at them bunch of fakesfan bums, L
moutht , , ,
"On the way home, the same thing, 'Gotta get home, Fool to come to
this stinking con anyway ! Let's go % Whoosh !You're off for home !
he curves he took at 40 MpH coming,” you ow take at.?O. never
Bassed a car on the way, but now, whoosh Eigh; of "em at a time,
ills, curves, bridge y whoosh ¢ The heck-with ‘em, -The con was awful,
What can a man do who's riding with him? Get plastered, No other
defense, Get so plastereg he can"t see what gay, giddy, fun-loving
Redd Siogs is doing §n -

Marion clears her throat, “Some other time, Redd," she wheezes,

Bob nods his head. "Yeah ! Some other time, Dr, Jekyi1i I*

| ,, THE END |
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by Q. Chonlbo Gt i

The car raced throughthe darkness, following toward a distant
goal the narrow path illuminated by the headlights,

The occupant of the car didn't see the sign warning him of an Se
curve as he careened past it, The guide rail grew large, then shate
tered in a kaleidoscopic rain of turtured wood and gloss cnd steel,

The car rolled end over end down the hillside. & door swung open, and
the luckless driver was thrown clear. The car continued on down, caught
Tire, and exploded in a furious blinding light.

The driver looked at the burning wreck, then his head dropped back
limply, His mind sw’ rled down a whirlpool of all enveloping darkness.,
e was spinning faster...faster..,faster...his conscoiusness slowly
slipping away.

Abruptly, he was fully awake. He was able to think clearly, He
was spinning no more. He was able to think nermally, but that was all,
e felt nothing, saw nothing, heard nothing, He was drifting alone in
an infintte darkness, conscious not even of his own body, He began to
analyze his situation,

jttle voice beat at the rim of his
dead. You are dead."' Over and over
and over, in a merciless chant it
began to overpower him, 211 the more
< heartless because he knew that the

@ - --volce was telling him the truth,

"You are dead," An insistent
awareness, You are dead., You s

| "You are dead,"

e L

-mééi% began to fight it, to push back
4 the thought, slowly, ever so slowly.

You-are-dead, the voice, retreated.
J~i§§Q§-An insistent little pulsing in
the distance was all he could
perceive,
7™ He began to think., He had to

/
- - ' e - . 2 H 5
= | #__retur o0 life, ¢ had too many
y " ’\‘% things to do., He had
- R cft too many things une

finished, things that
1  DfAnecdad rinishing.
He thought and thought for what
¥ might havevbcen days, but here in the
Yeath world, time meant noghing,

Finally, he made a decision., The
thing which had made him realize his
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situation, the little voice, you~are-dead, should still be somewhere ir
this blackness, You-are-dead should be able to tell him what could be
done to escape from this dark eternity, He reached, out, beckoned, ca:
to the unknown entity. Long into the black timelessness, he called and
waited. ¥inally he was rewarded, The pulsing in the distance grew
stronger, he began to perceive strange half-thoughts, fragments from
an alien place, abstract, warped, distorted things that repelled hinm,
“ut he had to accept the thing, "1t was his only chance.

"It is very seldom that a new one calls so soon. They chase us
away and remain alcne thinking for eons, until finally'they realize
what we are. Then they are as we. They know they can't change things,'

He grasped the last words anq,shot a wordless query at the thing
{hat seemed to flow around him, "“ls it impossible to change things%

s there no way to return . , .to return to life?"
- "As far as most are concerned," came the anwwer, 'there is no way,
lhe few wgom we know can succeed may try, but they finally return to
us, here,

"But I must go back. Ifeel I can, I know £ can,"

nAh, I should have realized that when you called me, Only"the
dissatisfied ones call so soon. < assume you are dissatiffied.

"Yes, ves. dIs there a way "

"Of copyrse, there is a way to almost everything here . . .almost
everything.

"Tell me then, don't waste time."

"Time meams very little to us here; we can't waste ip for it will
never end. Yh, well, you new ones are always in a hurry,'

"Please o+ o "
And so through the long darketernity, he learncd.

"Now you are ready, Remember, back"there time has passed; I can't
say how much, but yo@ must a2llow for it. :

"Yes, yes ¢ Now leave me alone so I may return."

"Must you? I warn you again, I implore you, don't go back "
"Go away. I want to live those years that were stolen from me,"
You~are-dead left, He was alone again.

He returned to life, to the ten years that were promised to him by
you=are=dead if he did as he werc told.

He wént through the dced, dark whirlpool, up this time, and felt
his body again., 1t felt strange, out of place, but perhaps that was
becsuse he had been gone so long,
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He opened his eyes. Blackness, ““hfiéz”

He 1istened. . Silence.

He felt about him. He was enclosed in a long box. 4 wooden box,
It was damp and cool,

The Grave }

It was only natural., Time had passed on Earth since he was in
the Death world. His body was found, buried., It had lain there in the
darkness and had begun to decay. The decay would continue,

He felt about himself again, He was trapped. He could not ez~
cape from his tomb, Even if he could, what good would it do him. What
would bc the reaction of people when they saw a decaying corpse walking
the strcets, )

Ten years was not too long to wait for eternity « »

-=the ende-
XOXOXOXOXO0XO0X0OXOXOX0XOX0X0OX0X0X0XOX0X0X0X0X0X0X0OX0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XOX0
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