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The birth of earth! and armored monsiers meet
To battle on the steaming planet's crust;

And later, ‘'‘neath the muscled ceve man's feet,
He finds some teeth, a scaly hide -- and dust.

Then battie there the cave wmen. MHurder bent,
They screamn 2nd die -~ victims of their own lust.
The Jjungle cat finds only axe of flint

Beslide the sheleton in writhing dust.

With fiery cherger, mail and hammered gold,

The knight rides forth, feela and returns the thrust.
The prowling wolf, with hunger on his soul,

Finds rusted lance and helm, blezchsd bones —-- and dust,

The roar of pung, and Deatih is in the ezir.

Great citles fall; dull weapons lie with rust.

and through the nlacki-fringed portals of despair

Vast armies marcin. . « . Pour Horgemen stir the dust.

The wecpons men have made arc crumbling steel
dhere corpses lic, A foggy, fitful gust

Of wind unfurle a tattered bannsr o'er the field
0f souls forcvor doomed, who senk in dust,

The skics cyre decad. HNo hirds adorn the itrces

In Soringtliac, nor arc ploasant framlands flushed
¥itn flowers., Idly roll the dcop bluc scas,

The scas cterndl.,

-~ RAYMOND WABHINGTONM, JR.
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This is the new BANSKEEE, which will hereafter be my ohiefl ;EAPA‘
mag, Material in Tuture issues will all be by '‘ouvsiders," with no-
thing by Shaw except brief (but very) editorials., Contributions of &
type ordinarily seen in subscription mags are wantesd from everyone.ﬂI
have quite a bit of material of that nature left from the defunct LEP
and will use it up as rapidly as possible., Another type of material
is wanted from certzin ones of you: those who do not hgve a Tapub,
those who choose to devote their pub to one definite subject all the
time, and anyone else who thinks he can fit into the general scheme, |
' Material referred to: c¢columns--regular, irregular, and one-shot--and
letters of comment. In short, a general FAPA Forum, such as Gilbert
began in SCUND OFF! The main subject of these items should be Fapa,
but others are not excluded. Catch on? Okay, shoot!

mistake on the cover., This is really Number Four, of course. . .
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FRONT COVER: LEMAIDEN Len Marlow .1
Drawn, stenciled, and mimeod by LeM
DUST iy Raymond Washington, Jr. 2
A superd and surprising poem
SAYINGS OF THE SPENCE Pfe¢., Paul Spencer 4
guarterly Quibblings ..., this time from Montana
THE ASPIRIN-EATERS ‘ Raymond Washington, Jr. 7
Something that could well be called surreaslistic verse
DESIGN FOR FANMAGE ' Bill Ryder 8
Tips for faneds from one who krows what he's talking about
FULL PAGE DRAWING Len Marlow 10
Originally intended (as any fool kin see) for the late LEPFY
FANTASY BOOK REVIEW » ¥\, Paul Spencer 11
"Etidorhpa; or, The End of Earth"

PUREL¥ PERSONAL Len Marlow 12
This time with absolutely no interjected wise cracks by ye editor
ROBOT'S SOLILOQUY Don Gualterio 15
That rarity of rarities, a good science fictional poem
CYNICISM OR CRITICISH Tom Daniel 16
An interesting article on a subject that is always timely .
SUPERFAN'S PERFECT DAY Len Marlow 18
Shaw is parodized -- and loves it
BACK COVER Prank Wilimeczyk, Jr. 20

Another pic which was accepted for LEPRECHAUN
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Perusing 3 Banshee, I becane painfully aware that the current
Saylngs commenced in  almost exactly the same fashion as its immediate
predecessor. This revetition derives, I think, from the fact that 1k
wrote the Winter installment several months after the Suuner one, with-
out reference to the latter, under tho impression that it was written
at Pawling (where, actuclly, only & rough draft wes gskectehod), instead
of Bolling Ficld, as cctuclly wes tho coaso. Teh.

4s I prodictod lost timo, that lovely situntion in Socttla termin-
~ted, I 2n now ot ono .of thc two oir begag in Groat Folls, Montana,
beck in borrocks, oand romoic from Scottle's norvelous bookstorcs and
library. Inoldentelly, Shew tells me Tom Daniel was thinking of visit-
ing me in Seattle ~-- ~ah! warum mir das? (Tristan und Icolde, Act III)
In Wechington, D, C., T filsgs dpeer; in Seattle I miss Daniel; whom will
I miss in Great Fallz?

L

raving ignored the FAPA ln my ‘Yinter column, I am determined to
devole at least a large part of this quarter's edition to fapaffeires.
I am smbarpooced, however, by having sent the me.iling home and hence
not belns 2bls to refer to the various magtzines. Beor this in mind, I
pray, 1f I indulge 1n on occasionsl faux Pas.

Firctly come »roives for the remarkoble size of the meiling. With
& menbershln of 65, wo con now havo perfectly colesscl wmeilings, and
the current onc 1isc o 3ood cicrt in thot direction; Show, of course,
30ts the iridium-ploted cordvark's oor for hie nine contributions. ((I
glislo modontly, kindoir, but hononty impells me to point out that Juf-
Tus far outshone we in net weight. —-Larry))

Which suggests, by a ralrly obvious »nrocess of ttourht, the abbre-
vietion "stef." To ng, it is simply monstrous. Whence comos your "e'?
And can you 1magine a more stupid sounding monosyllable? I apree, how-
ever, wilth Speer, +%hat even thouzh Mstefan" be not the solution, we
need a word to renlece "fan,” I think the enthusicsiic but inactive
readers have a rizht tc the word, &nd moreover they're welcome tc it.
'Scientifictionist” is betfer, but cumbersome. My foeble imagination
nelks atl Lne task of crcating a satisfactory synonym. Let's have some
suzzestiong. X

Speocr, Dy the woy, reveals bilmgclf in & now and unpleasant light
in the eurrent “Full-Longth Articles." It pops up (er flashes on?)
nerc and there throushout, but is opitomized in the scontonce "Two col-
orcd soldicres sttt  down owpocite w6, 80 I ordored o DbDox-luhch.®  And
I've always cdanircd Joek., .o . .

¥ W %

A woleeme surpricce 1o the return of the inimiteble Evons ~- how
~pout & laanger "Tole” next time, 3¢? A to the revival of the NFFF,
I'11l baeck it to tre Dest of my ability, and I urge all other members to
de likewise. 'hat sav we ive Desler & run for his moneyt After all,
a smootnly functioning and tiuly reoressantative fan organization is the
ancwer to the Cosmic Circle.

L1 4% *
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Fanfare is super, Art, and thanks for "Alicie," which I missed on
1is first run., Dare we liope Tor more such issuec?

> + k13 -

¥hile liorojo iz uvndoubtedly well able to defend her "kara lingvo,"
I want to make ebgolutely sure tne criticisms of Stanley and Searles do
not go unanowered, and will tackle tne tagk mynelf.

Firet comes tne bace, unsubstantiated accugation that Esperanto is
& #lifcloss ckeleton.® Heed I montion the Tive million Esplets? Need
I point out the throo orzenizations listed in the Winter "Guteto"? Or
Ropconblum'e mcention of i Esperanto YShe"? I am™ not thoroughly fami-
liar with the hiatory of the Egperanto movement, but my impression is
that while scome local organizations have died, new ones have sprung up,
and international ones as well, and on the whole the lanzguage has made
fairly steady progress. If whoever made the Ulifeless ckeleton! crack
(pardon my unreliable momnory) will put forth gome facts and Tinures,
his remark may sein come strongth.

Then thero is the “musing cequel to "Basic Feets.! I got & laugh
out of 1t, but no cerious thousht. BSo what if Zoperanto is not yet
cpoken by the average wan? I might adduce a well-known adage as to the
conctruction of Rome. Give the language time -- indeed, concidering
how reluctant one may justly be expected to be to lecrn a language 1n
one'tc cpare time, Zrperento, with five million in Tifty years, has done
remariably well. Once it gets in public schools (U. 5. variety, iike!)
itz headway chould re2lly be comething to watcen.

- N“E.T?fflf &l a vory rOCOnt'?OnVOTt te tiie tongue, and do not spoak
o} ritve 1t ;oally well, but I'a learning with plcasant coce, and I con
read it felirly fluontly. It docs hove feults,  including some rathor
soerious oncs, out it is, after cll, o uumen invention, 2A¢ comporcd to
chy notural leaguege I know of it £ills the bill (which cortainly ncods
LLLLING) to somothing suffieicntly resembling porfoctici.

FE

Note for blbllionniles: hoving cecured o copy of the deluxe Frank
Popé-illustrated edition of Cabell’c "Doiunei," I discovered tc my sur-
prise that it containc what seems to be the Storisende texts That is,
I cannot be cure without the definitive edition at hand, but this text
differs from the gtandard edition in such ways as one would expect of
the Storicende versirn.

"Domnei," if you den't know, is, tucugh written by a nmaster fanta-
sist, not fantasy. ©owover, it should appeal to many fapans, being a
dreamlike, exquisltely writicn aoedioval romance (or at least it mas-
querades as such; 1t 1g »noscible to regard it as an allegery of the
oceuliar status of woitan in & wmen's werld)., I've rec-imended Caboll
wofore; allew me te do o~ cgain:  "Jurzen," "Figures of Earth," "the
Silver Stallion,” M"Thc Croen of the Jewt," and s~ on, arc among tho
world's finest fantonicr.

L1 3 L2

"Iorrible beyond concepticn  wes the ehange which bhad taken place
in ny best friend, Crewl=rd Tillinghast." N>, friends, that is nct a
passage fron a satire by Tucker; it was written in s~ber earnest by H,.
=+ Lovecrait. There iz nuch as bad as that, -r wnrse, in the new Love-

eralt onnibus, MBey-nd the Wall of Sleen” -~ even the jacket blurb ad-
Mits Eha} sone of the naterial is Zpf geccndary Inpartance.? But, n-re
DEIVERG, Lhers is alst «= "A fever of the zods, & fanfare of suwpernal

vievipets, a clash of imortcl cyibals™! rriends, herc are such unfor-
-y - A+ o~ ] LY T W 2 > O T
sotbeble toles as "The "hite Snip," “"The Quest of Ircaon," "The Graen
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Meadow," and others; and two splendid novels: "The Case of Charles Dex-
ter Ward" and the previously unpublished "Dream -- Quest of Unknown Ka-
dath." And there are great gobs oFf fegcinating background materisl —-
EPL‘S own "Notes on & Nonenity," "Iistory of the Necronomicon,! and
The Commonplace Book" (oddest reading imaginable!), w»plus W. Faul
Cook's rembling but informciive Avpreciation and Fran Laoney's Cthulhu
Glossary. Alsc, of course, there is the poetry, for ihem as like.

The volume's m2jor ottroction, for me at loost, is “The Drean-
suest of Unknown Kedeti." This is to my mind one of Lovecroft's most
sctisfaoctory tales; ~lthough the influecnce of Dungany is very obvious,
it never eclipecs HPL'e own stylc ond mcthod. Morcover, it ovolds tnc
over-writing cnd melcdraoimc. wnich so ofien chetpens FPL's: indeed, I
find it hord to imagine the story's being written ony oetter,

The plot is simwle: Rondolph Corter drecms of an 2chingly beauti-
ful city, but eacn time is snatched eway from it beilore he can enter;
consumed by loaging for this lovely vision, he sets 2bout, in his
dreams, contacting Zarth's gods to secure from then help in reaching
the city. But +the gods dwell in an onyx castlo atop ladath, the
rorld's greatest mountain, and oven in dreamland tho location of Kadath
is nov vory generally known. Cartor's advonturcs on his quest arc un-
restricted by waking loglc, and henec fantactlic in  the (xtreme; the
Dunconian type of duietly exotic fantesy is combined with Lovecraft's
uneccy innuendoc 1in o surnrigingly effective way. The whole long page-
ant of drecwmlond (incornorating elements from cuch stories asz "The cats
of Ulthar," "Celepheirs," "Pickamcn's iodel,” ote., og well og the "Fungi
from Yuigoth") 1o ton-knetch Loveeraft, gsure to worn the heart of oll
lovers of pure fontony. "The Drecm-juest of Unknown Xodoth" ic o Grode
A clagric. Don't miec it

The formot of the volume is cimilnr to thot of “The Qutsider and
Othere”; the dust-jocket Lo of unusucl intorest for two rocoons: first,
peccuse it booro phetos of four C. A, Smith sculpturecs from the Cthulhu
nythos, ~nd socondly heecusce it announces omong fourthcoming  Arkhaom
lousc publiettions ~ Robort &, Howord cathologmy.

EE )

To Frrin Lonay, bherrtlfolt todnkc for the Loveernti vibliography;
Just before the mailing arrived I was thinking of writing to Laney sug-
gesting such a project. In wview of ite value to 211 interested in
tracing Lovecraft's literary carcer, it certainly should be included in
tne third volume ol the "PL trilogy.

LN
Thougl: I'm anything bui clever,
I could writo like this forever.
But I won't.

S ifregregeed-

=t I Sy s R e (RO EP DY Caen —Don Wollheim had some comments
I‘:‘E_,_l QEADER SINGULARI)bEz‘ oh the third 2enshee « . . . .

Thanks for the post-nciling and the latest Nebula. Tnjoyed Spence's
comiments very auch--in particular his views on ilerritt and his wonder
at vho pecullar ostracism of Foward. Derletis has alwavs scemed scme-
what reluetant Sbout considerin_ & REL work--I've asked him & couple
times I Telieve in the post counle yeors--ond other warties show the
scme odd indifference. “irlving to nis fother chbout detoils or asking
permission to zet out soie oi RIE's noctry never gets ony response. It
pecomss o subject Tor ivstcery witer o wihile,
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"Potience!" he said unto the grumbling clan,
"This ifodel~T Ford will roll us homeward soon."
In the afternoon they came unto a fan

Who seened to be a nonster, or a goon.

All round this fan din voices seemed to craon,
The world seened but e dark fantastic dreaii;
Leering above these fen tiere stood the moon:
They heard a lesgt dispairing anguished scereen,
For Lycanthropes were bathiing in a neoarby strcan.

Out stepped the bravest fan: "My honored sir,

Please tcll us how to zct away fron horo.

Ne're far away iron home; lost, as it were,

And fain would quench our thirst with wine or beer.

and if there bs loose wonen on the streect

FPerchance we'll stoy with you & little while . . .

He're alwers slad our fellow fen to sreet;

Our necris orc heavy from the trip: 2 ermile

dould surc bojuilc our necris, though it wero
strange ong Male . ™

The silent fon s2id nought.  Instead, he grinned,
And bored his foangs czoinst the wegtering sun;
Bleck were the streets, devoid of fen or nen--
Then soneone shouted: "Fonzines by the ton!"

In thot weird nmecdow, obviously shunned,

No one cricd out, or sang aloud his fone,

And round the Hodel T they tried to run--

Black faccs nale agginst that rosy flame,

The pink-cyes, awful, horriblc Aspirin-Baters canc,

Boxes thoy brought of that eonchanted atuff,

Laden with prozincs ang fruit, whoreco? thoy TBave

Te cach (diszuised, of coursc, as Plucbcll Snuff--)

and he that porsed fell down into his arave,

Far off the ocean secened to roll and rave,

On non-glan shores; if & survivor gpake

Fis volce was thin, as voices fron the grave,

Thelr heerts beat hard; they 21l seined wice awake,

And yet, asleep. They swore, “"#hat's this, Tor
Scieince's gake?™

They sat the down unon the yellow sand,
Beside their ifedal T, udon itlie shore,

And sweoet 1t wos to drearn of friend and fon,
Doys possed, They would not shove. And evernore
fionrc TUtilTerEceroa” &, F., their chosen Corws,
And futile scoercd cll vhinge, ond for cwoay.
Then sonicone scid, "Ye will roturn no torag;M
And 11 =% once btuey gong: "It's touzgh, wc so
Cur »ogs will not be in the next ». A, p, +. 0"
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One night last July a group of fans got together
and one of many things talked about and kicked around
was the lack of good design in fanmags; most of the
fanmags look pretty much the same, 88 you know. A
couple of the fellows tried to disprove this by poin-
ting out and showing coples of outstanding issues of
fanmags. After the writer had put in his +two cents
worth on how to fix the others up, Larry Shaw, who was
present, se8id with a very wicked gleam in hie eys,
"Write up thoese remarka and I'll publish them." So
here they are.

The suggestions here are given wilth the thought of
trying to make something that 1s good, better. Just as
a deslgner tries to make a product and & package pleas-
ing to the eye, as well as useful, these suggestions
will make better looking and easter reading mags. A
good design or layout -~ call it what you will -- can,
in most cases, make the job a llttle easier for that
wild eyed man, the editer. Here we go, so0 get out your
exes, boys, and eharpen them up! .

The design need not be elaborate; the simpler it
18, the better. Every pege doesn't have to look the
same as every other one. Take each page or group of
pages and make a design or layout for them. Don't just
change the eolor of the paper but plan more white space
on cach page. Do it by putting double or triple spaces
between the paragraphs. JIt's belng done by a few edi-
tora: how about it by more? Along with that, try put-
ting wider margins on your pages. Make them big enough
for a2 man'e gize hand. Some of the margine look as Aif
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they were designed for midgets! I'm not going to sing the praises of
even lines on the right slde of the page because I've seen pages done
without them that were easy reading and pleasing to the eye. It all
depends on how the editor handles the space on each page. There is a
KNACK in handling white space. Think of it as so much black mass, the
type, on a field of white, the paper, and it has to look right. Try to
avold the solid dense look that 18 so common in most publications.
Flan to put a 1little color on each page or group of pages. An initial,
the title, or esven just a stralght line in a different color will do a
lot towards glving the page a pleasing appearancs.

Nothing screwy so far in these suggestions, 4is there?. Here's &
few more. Try using fewer pages and come out more often!! Don't howl;
let me prove why that's a good suggestion. Fewer pages means lesa work
and you will feel more like tackling the job and more than 1likely you
will do a better job of it. Think that over. You know the old saying,
"Absence makes the heart grow fonder of somethlng else."

How about more of the smaller size mags, Roador's Digest size?
This slze has a great many advantages; for instance, you can glue the
pages instead of stapling and the mag will lay flat when opened. You
can mall 1t wlthout an envelope by gluing on another sheet and using
that for a covering and for addressing. 1In that small &ize it's not
nard to get together a twenty four page mag. Best of all, it's pos-
sible to mail a twenty four pege mag for a penny. That helps 1o
balance the books!

Almost everyone sticks the name on the front cover along with a
drawing and the cover 18 finished and what have you got? Just ancther
fanmag with 2 nice cover. Most commercial publications have to do that
to sell but why do you? Why not make yours different? Glve it a per=-
sonality, because, after all, most fanmags are Just one person, the
editor, 1in print. Put a crest, s 'design, or a mohogram on the cover;
change the color you print it with from issue to issue or use different
colored paper, and put that good drawing that was going on the cover on
the inside without any name on it other than the artist's. Then the
sEbscribers can remove it, If they want to, end hang it! What say to
that?

Now for our ART section. It's not news that photo stencils are
out and that with them it 1is possible to reproduce photos -~ but add to
that drowings and you have something. Offset printing 18 expensive and
you have to have somebody do it for you, but you can make photo sten-
cils and use them. Drawings printed wlth a silk screen outfit from
photo stencila are pleces of art]! Frinted with one color the cost is
very low, but if you use several colors the cost is only about the same
as photo offeet. Silk screen is an éasy and low cost way to add color
to your mag.

That 1s about all the space we have, but here 18 one more BUgges~
tion: look over commercizl publications for ideas on lettering, page
layout, and art. (Esquire for some kinds of art??) You can pick up a
few ftricks that way to keep your fanmag new, different, and a pleasure

to reead.
Write to me 1f you will and let me know what you think. I'11 be
glad to hear from you, but please leave your axe at home! Thanks,

Larry, for the s&pace.
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‘ANTASY 00K TEVIEW J-{

by PAUL SPENCER

"ETIDORFPA; or, The End of Earth," The Strange History of a Mysterious
Belng and the Account of a Remarkable Journsy, by John Uri Lloyd., With
many iITustrations by J. Augustue Knapp. Eleventh Edition, revised and
enlarged, New York, Dodd Mead & Co., 1910.

Thus runs the title-page of one of the moet astonishing works of
fantasy ever written; "ZTtidorhpa," one of those rare items that are a
delight to the heart of the collector, 1is among the few ocld-time fan-
tasyarns which still retain a flavor of the unusual. Written in a lei-
surely style, following every detall with utmost care, waxing rather
grandiloguent at times, this book is, let me warn at the outset, pretty
tough going in places; yet, and this too I wish to emphesize, 1t is
well worth struggling with the story's slowness, for there are many
quaint fanclies and stimulating ideas embodied in the narrative. Nor is
the style without a certain beauty.

The story starts like many other ancient fantasyarns, but sur-
prises are 1ln store. The narrator is startled by the apparition of =
strange, bearded man who leaves a manuscript behind him. This manu-
script, the story of I-Am-The-Man-Who-Did-It, makes up the major por-
tion of the book. I-Am-The-Man had been interested in alchemy and psy-
chical research, and, in responee to a certain letter, joins a secret
mystical soclety, wlth the purpose of revealing to the world the higher
science attalned by the organization., As a punishment for his betray-
al, I-Am-The-Man is made aged in appearance, and, for reasons hinted at
but never clearly divulged, is made immortal and taken on a fantastic
Journey beneath the surface of the Earth. His gulde 1n this Verne-
esque journey is & superhuman man who has no eyes, but "sees" through
higher senses, I-Am-The-Man 1is conducted through the huge caverns un-
der the Earth's crust, meeting strange 1life-forms and astonishing na-
tural phenomena, High point of his journey is his meeting with Etidor-
hpa, whose nature is pretty well implied in her name 1f you interpret
it cerrectly.

There is very 1little plot to the story; it 18 nothing more thean
what it claims to be -~ "the account of a remarkable journey." Each
step of the way is discussad in minute scientific detail, and all sorts
of surprising and thought-provoking theories are advanced; "Etidorhpa"
contains more ldeas to the square inch than any other hook I know of.
Thege ldeas are often quite mystical, verging on the supernatural, but

there is plenty of good solid science ag well. The author has carried.

his conception through with the most astounding thoroughnegs and starte
l1ing verisimilitudé. Though the sclenoe is 2ll stragghtforward enocugh
(including countless curious experiments which the reader may bc inter-
ested 1n trying out for himself), thers ie a good deal of very odd hid-
den meaning. The title itself, the cover, the name of the author, the
artist (whose profuse 31llustrations are superb) -- these and other
things seem to possess subtle signifigance. [

"Etidorhpa" is unique; therc is nothlng else to compare 1t with.
If you like to meet strange ideas and quaint concaptions -- if it amue-
@8 you to play with uneconventional experiments -- then "Etidorhpa"
should thrill you profoundly. The basic idez of the book 1s embodied
in this single sentence: "If scholars would cease to devots their en-
tire energics tc the development of the material . . . many beautles
and powers of Nature now unknown would be revealed."
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BY LEN MARLOW

It sez ln the papers that jet propulsion 1s here. However, the
papers—the local ones at least~—seem to have been misinformed as to
how jet propulsion functione, "The jet propelled airplane,”" they would
have ue believe, "operates on the rocket principle, with a seriss of
short, sharp blasts.,” Thet doesn't even sound like & definition of how
e rocket functlions, almost all of the rocket devices we've ever heard
of usring & continuous blast.

So we were going to write some nice little letters to the editors
of the various papers and tell them just how the thing works—but ac
usual we 4idn't get around to it. Why we're telling you thils, we don't
know, but after all, we had to start somewhsrs.

Magezines lately have been full of things like ‘“Your Life Tomor-
row" 1n Collier's, "The Rocket Grows Up" in Tpls Week, etc, etc. You
find manmufacturers of alcoholic beverages using drawlngs of future in-
ventions in treir ads. The public, one would suppose, is becoming fu-
ture consclous, :

Fanzines are full of articles, very idealistic articles, painting
8 rosy piecture of Stfdom after the war. Stf, they say, will bo more
widely recognized ATY, and may even play a part in shaping the future.
Wo're slightly dubious.

hile of the opinion that a wider fleld is opening up for stfan-
tasy as a form of literature, we can't quite picture complacent old
Jobn Q. Public viewing it as having eny merite along the line of pre-
dicting possible futures, Feopls as a whole arc so exasporatingly un-
imaginative.

Moet of the articles in the slicks concern not the far distant fu-
ture, but the very near future-—&fter the war. All of the predictions
are logically base? on present developements, and, we might point out,’
the magazines in which they appear carry quite a bit more welght than
Goes & pulp. BSo it seems to boil down to this: in the future we will
gee & lot of prediction and stuff in the slicks, written by some sup-
vosadly authoritative names. But as for stf nags—-—they '11l atill be
"that crezy tresh."

Just a passing thought—will we see all the %reat inventions and
improvemenis after this war? Some of them, natura ly. But what about
21l tnese wonderful predictions-—~ideas on which a certain amount of
worl: hag been done, but which lack a lot of developement yet. A lot of
thesc predictors have no connection whatscever with the manufacturers
who will produce these '"miracles of tomorrow," The ideas outlined are,
we believe, oretty much just what the "prophet" would like to gee de-
veloped AT%. Undoubtedly they could be, but they probably won't fov
gulte a while.

Busincesmeon are shrewd ¢ld boys—why should they hand J. Q. Public
2 pateh of improvements all at onece, when they can string them out over
& period of years and make him pay ton timee as much for 'em that way?
Automobile manufacturers are now saying that postwar designe will be
much the gsame 2s prewar. Thousands of war planes will be converted %o
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civilian use, thus tremondously rocusiug  the market for some time to
come. Despite what you may hear Trom carttin sources, we won't all
have helicopters in our backyerds—-they'll cost too much. Alrcraft
construction involves the use of spccial materials, and material cost
remains much the Same war or no war.

Postwar Picturc: "Put on your old gray bonnet, while I hitch old
Dobbin to the shay"—or words to that efiect.

We also do not believe that Deglor's Coemic Circle will ever re -
plaece the Holy Rollers. . . .

2ut on to lighter subjccts—Mr. Murgatroyd, for instance.

I first mot Mr. Murgatroyd a weck ago ‘Wednesdey evealng. He ap-
pearcd beside me on tihc street with a terrible shriek.

"Zood evening," he said ploasantly. "I'm Mr. Murgatroyd.”

"Oh—how do you do?" I roplied.

"I'm & ghost, you know," he added+ casu2lly, and that rather
stumped?me. What does one gay when informed by a companion that he 1s
& ghost

. "Pecautiful dark ovening, isn't 1t?" Mr. Murgatroyd inquired, at-
tempting to liven up the lagging conversation a bit.

"Yos indeed," I agreced, "it certainly is dark." I confess that my
voice trombled o bit as I epoke. After all, one doesn't meet a ghost
Just any old darx evening.

At the corncr we passod & street light, and as we did so I notlced
that Mr. Murgatroyd became rather translucent, as well ag somewhat wa-
vory about the efges. :

"oh, yes," he said when I had pointed the fact out to him. "A
strong light always does that to me. In fact I sometimes fade away
quite completely. You have no idca how beastly annoying it can be."”

We walked on down the strest in sllence. Finally, when the ab-
sence of conversation was becoming acuteoly painful, I bolstered up
enough courage to ask, "And what do you do for & living? Haunt housecs
and such like, I supposet"

"Oh, I say 0ld boy!" he laughed. "That's really quite good!: No,
I'm a ghost writer, you know."

Unfortunately we had just passed under a theater marquee, and as
the lights struek full upon him, Mr, Murgatroyd began to fade very
swiftly, finally vanlshing away altogether.

¥aybe it's just us-—but don't the pocket size Astoundings appear
to be picking up more than just a 1ittle bit of late? Much better
covers since the return to the old cover style. The way the lettering
on the back binding changes around svery couple of 1s8sues I8 a little
annoying, though, a&s is the late appearance—altho 1t was only four
days late the laet time instead of the usual two weeks. But we should
kick when wo're still able to buy Ast.

And lest you think we have forgotten the fine crop of stories, how
about "Lost Art," "We Print the Truth," "Fricassee in Four Dimensions,"
“The Iron Standard," "Technical Error," "The Leech," "Ogre," "As Never
Wwas," '"The Anarch," "Though Dreamers Die," "Catch that Rabbit,"” and,
the gnly story we've yet read in the March issue, "The Children's
Hour

About that lest, incidentally. W%hile one of Kuttner's and Ast's
best, we st}ll found onc bad fault—the too early speculation that
Someone was carefully rogulating Clarissa’'s 1life. To us, at least, it
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gave the whole story away. Not that the story needed a great dea) of
sugpense, though. .

How about the fine 1illustrations for that yarn, too? The year's
bsgt. 1In fact, the best since Rogers and Schneeman were snatched away.
Kelliker, it seems, &almost invariably does bhetter as Williams. His
work has really lmproved vastly of late, and Orban has picked up teo.
Qur objection, in the past, to Orban's drawings is that they have been
too black. Compare his usual run of work with the pix for "Fricasses
in Four Dimensions,"

Can a machine look alien—well, we don't like to admit it, but
wa're forced to agree with larry. The answer is no. (We hate that,
too. Fere we were hoping to start a nice, hot argument with the Hermit
—eorta pay him back, by dlsagreeing with him, for all those nasty lit-
tle comments in our last installment of this thing. Besides, we could
have fllled a goodly amount of space that way.? Wo think that when
Claude claims some of the early Paul covers contained machinery that
waes alien, he interpreted alien as unusual, which they certainly are.
And just to heap a few more coals on the hotly raging fires of discus-
sion, 1%t 18 our opinion that nothing but life forms totally different
from those to which we are accustomed could really look alien.,

Actually, there are certain life forms here on good old Earth that
impress us as alien. F'rinstance, inspect a caterpillar closely some-
time, Not the fuzzy kind, but the ones with 1little or no hair—or
vhatever you want +to call it—and outre colorings. Or tomato worms.
Nearly all of the half plant, half animal things to be found in the
ocean have an allen appesarance, too. It's only natural—we don't make
a2 habit of walking around on the ocean floor every day. If we 4id,
they would of course be quite commonplace. We are used +to fish,
though, 80 if you were to dredge up an unknown species 1t would appear
grotesque and unusual, but not alien. See what we mean?

It's all a matter of belng accustomed to & general class o f
things, whether it's mechinery, plante, or animels. To a person famie
liar with Terrestrial machinery, a Martian automatic feed, atomic pow-
ered tripleedecker nut cracker would look different, and its purpose
would perhaps be quite difficult to puzzle out, but all in all~just
another machine.

To add a little to our topic of two paragraphs back, those strange
underwater llfe forms fit our description of alien t0 & T. We are ac-
customed to plant life and to animal life, but these~——quasi c¢reatures?
—are nelther and yet both. '

At thle point we feel called upon to reply to the little query
Spencer directed at us 1in the second issue of CALIBAN, While wo will
not burset forth into a heated defense of Rep, we have a little, age old
ﬂueetion”to ask. The name of the mag ie Amazing Stories; does tho word

stories" imply science fiction, period? Personally, we rather suspcct
that the purpose of 1including fantasy was to perhaps snag a few more
readers for FA. Palmer is sirictly business, you know, and what's
wrong with that? WMagazines are generally published to make money, &and
the "gruesome twosome” seem to do right nicely be Ziff Davis. On the
bagis of circulation here in Indianapolis they rate right ﬁhder Blue
Book, which tops the pulp 1list, -
degldes, we think most of youse guys go at Amazing with the idea

in mind that everything in it is going to stink like hell, just as sure

-

((continued on page 17))
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What was that feeling? Once—no more—
I felt it. . . . Running my machine

That stood nearby the workshop door
I looked upon & scense

Where people, 1dling foolishly,
Were lying, strolling in the sun,
While all around them I could see
The world's worlk left undone.

And tren, a giddiness-—2 pain—
Assalled and blanked my whirling mind;
Hy power-plant's current ceemed to wane;
My eyesg grew dim, half-blind.

y
An un-traced thought erept through my head
And spoke strange things. I felt that I
Must leave my place, and walk instead
Beneath the hot, blue sky.

&n overseer found me then,
Unmoving, staring toward the field;
They brought me here into this pen,
Rehiind this leaden shield.

Wnat was the trouble that bright noon?
They probed my workings, =2id 1t queer——
Was some short-circult righted soon?
This room—why am I here?

- Don Gualterio

Ti
e 1 v |
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There are a couple of things that stand out to every reader of
fantasy fiction, whetner new or old, &and whether active fan or not.
These are the extremely noticeable frankness, and 1ite badly sulited
nartner, cynicism, of tne fana. TFor it 1s possible to be very frank in
making criticisms and statements and still be within the bounds of the
term, "critic." What is happening 1is that too many of fandom's cohorts
are taking that as a rather broad term and adding too much scorn to
thelr remarks. Scorn of another l1s an admiesion of shortcominge 1in
ourselves!

So fans are Slans, eh? Not by 2 long shot if they can ridicule
others of their own ranks. Oh, you will say in self-defense, anocther
way of puffing ourselves up in our own minds to justify those same

shortcomings, "They don't show the intelligence necessary to be good
members of fandom. They are obtuse, wvulgar, procrastinating, and be-
1littling." If, 4in pronouncing such sentence upon them, wa da so in

public and noisily, we oursslves have become members of the hated
bend. True, thare are such who capse trouble and breed 111 feeling and
unrest in the ranks of the chosen, but who has been set up as the all-
important being able to point the finger at each and every one and say,
"Ho 18 good" or "He is bad"? I'm afraid 1t won't work that way for any
type. Age, color, Sex, or creed; there is no line of demarcation.

Whon those of us who are called old-tImers were thirteen or four-
teen years old, naive and full of the first thrill of our great discov-
ery, who was there of the age of twenty or thirty to point the finger
of scorn and laugh at our youthful straightforwardness? Would we have
survived the storm of protest at thie invasion of thoir sacred -ground
by this horde of brats and upstarts? Maybo some would, but thore would
be the same numbor of blasted hopcs and ldeals ag of today. We can't
nstracizo such hopeful idealism. We havo become cynical, used to all
the diversions and idcas behind this, our ono common denominator. Nor
do I put mysolf in any seoparatc category. I have folt the same tids of
loose thinking and worldly-wise opinion, maybo even Dbefore the normal
time of adulthood. But I have kept my ideals. Jaybe I have too many
of them, that I don't know. Thoy have kept mc happy and able to ecope
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with all the pitfalls of a trying time. I know my shortcomings, and
have done my utmost to keep them from cropping out in the wrong places.
At times I get a bit tangled in the resulting web of circumstance, but
I come through with my spirit and body intact (generally). Now don't
get the tdea that I'm 2lluding to any one of fandom's farflung minions.
This 1m something that should be aired thoroughly, and with no sense of
blasting any one single individual. I've looked over some of my let-
ters to magazinesa back 1m 1932 and later, and I almost blush with shame
at some of the pretty foul thinge I wused to say in reference to some
fan or author.

“hich should tale us to the very next step of my mental meander-
ings. The princ¢iples outlined Jjust now can also be applied +to critil-
cism of the pro field. Cynical or blatant criticiem will say an au-

thor's or artist's work atinks -- "If I couldn't do better than that
myself, I'd dip my head in a tub of water three times and come up
twice." Just a flowery example. And not so flowery at that, compared

to some of the elaborate torture devices I have seen described. I will
say that some of this can be laid to youthful exuberance and inexper-
ience, but as a2 rule, what we do see of it comes from all quarters of
fandom,

tany who are gullty of one of the above viees could not be %o
charged with any other, but must we have one of them? Fandom could ex-
pand limitlesrly 1if the proper approaches could be discovered tc wel-
come the new and untried, to help them over the hurdles we had to knock
down. Sfhould we feel that since we had it the hard way, then so must
they? ™"hat price all thls wonderful scientific advance if our moral
and mental clearness cannot cope with it?

"/hat's good enough for my Granpappy, 18 shore good enough for

me!"
f\f'\#vw-wvv“
AN A AN\ -
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Furetly D ersonal — ({continued from page 14))

a8 Xlono made little pink space puppies. So, as you have made up your
mind en that score, naturally the stories stink. You're too ready to
find all the flaws and disregard the good points—and I think you'll
find that nearly %%y 8tory contains something of worth.

Put suppose at Felmer gets, as he sometimes does, a story from &
well known writer who bas written very good stuff for other pubs. Like
the llneup he got guite some time back: Baties, Asimov, DBester, Fric
Frank Russell, ‘*ell, you say, what's gonna happen! Some good stories
at last., You read the story by Bates and you're a little dlsappointed.
It's formula stuff, you say—but it's pretty good formula, anyway. If
that story had been written by, say, ‘ilecox, ten to one you'd have been
qguick to throw it away in disgust. Personslly, the only one of those
stories we thought good was Russell's. Asimov's was feir.

Palmer prints some good stories once in a while, Aif you'll only
take the trouble to dig tiem out; and some of the best covers and in-
terior pix have appeared in FA and Amz.

O0h, by the way, larry. We 1. i- k- © the Three Stooges tooll!!
“ere8y, rank heresy. . ., .
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Superfan awoke. i

The fans were fanning, the fishee were fishing, tie buds were budding,
the seas were seeing, and the moon was doing whatever it does in the

a. m.

It was a day.

Suparfan put on the sneakers, baggy pants, and dirty grey shirt he wore
ag the moronic hitch-nlker and Cosmic Cube fropaganda distributeor, Buck
Dodgers.

Yelenna Hadleigh, Superfan's cook, laundress, and—-er--handygirl, was
preparing something or other.

Isn't it a day, Helenna? said Superfan,

Unhbhhhhh-—uhuh, Superfan darling, saild Helenna,

'elenna, sald Cuperfan.

“elenna, how many times must I tell you net to ¢2ll me Superfan, as you
are the only person in the world who knows that I am really & Superfan,
and to call me Buck Dodgers instead.

Uhhbhhhh~-uhuh, Superfan darling, said Felenna.

Freakfast was nauseating.

After he had finished gagging and wiped up the floor with Helenna's
wig, Superfan got out his bip book containing the names of all the
FooFoolsts, Ashleys, Ungers, Schwartzes, model fans, editors, and
antl-Cosmic Cubltes in the whole world.

A8 he thumbed through the bock, an even stranger look than usual spread
over Superfan's hideous face.

It spread behind the matied curtein eof hair that dangled down over the
moronic face of PRuek Dodgers, of courss.

Finally Superfan closed the book with a enap, yanking hisg bruised thumb
from between the pages with & hewl of agony.

“glenna, sald Superfan, you are the witneas to a momentous occasion.
Today, Helenna, there are no more ¥ooFoolsts, Ashleys, Ungers,
Schwartzes, model fans, editors, or anti-Cosmie Cubitesa in the
whole world.

I have reformed (Yak, yak!), jailed, sued, slaughtered (accidentally,
of course) or exiled to Pluto every last ohe of then.

The earth is freed of all thoBe who are opposed to the total fandom.
“elenna said Unhhhhhh. . .

fuperfan stood before a mirror and smirked ghoulishly as it shattered
to bits.

Pinally he said Felenna, I have besen freed of my duty to the Cube-men.
Today I am pgoing out and have fun.

"elenna =aid Uhbhhhhh. . . .

Superfan walked down the street, looking very funny.

I wonder wnat I can do to have fun, he gargled hoarsely to himself.
Fe deecided to ride the bus.

g hadn't rildden the bus in eons.
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He had always hitch-hiked.

I think I will ride the bus, he zarg.cd.

A lot of other fans thought the sam~ thing.

On the eubway an unusually thin and urusually little pipsqueak of a fan

pushed four femme-fans and an old Inner Square member of the Cosmic
Cube out of the way to get a seat.

supsrfan eloughed over and stooped near the ungentlefan's seat.

He covered the ungentlefan's toes with his own.

Stralning and gasping he applied pressure.

The ungentlefan wiggled in discomfort and gave Superfan a hearty kick.
when he had wiped the glass and blocod from his brow, Superfan: looked
increduously after the disappearing bus.

Superfan made a slight motion with his hand.

He collapsed in the strest.

He smiled sweetly and dreamed he was holding Helenna.

Several hours later 3Superfan regained consciousness.

He staggered to hls feet just in time to see an ugly and tough Cosmilc
Cop 1ift a bright red copy of Sexy Scientigirl Stories from a newsstand

as he swaggered by.

Mow Superfan had ocrganized the Coswic Cops, but SET waeg hls magazine
and he collected 2ll the profits on it.

The trouble was, therc never were any profita.

Superfan grasped this cop by the back of the neck, tried to take his
blagter away from him, and got singed in the pants for his troubles.
Then he reached for the copy of 578,

The cop scooped up all the copies of 855 from the newsstand and madse

Superfan eat them.

The cop left the newsstand and did not pay for the magazine.

Superfan grinned sickly.

Fe did not grin long, however.

As soon as the cop had turned the corner he heaved his insldes out.
Yos he did, actually and literally.

Fe shroiked in horror.

Hg shreiked and kept on skreiking.

The sound of his shreiking turned into the wail which Helenna used to

awaken him in the morning.

Superfan awoke.

Pondering his dream, he turned to the crecked cnd dirt streaked window.

The snow was snowing, the h2il was hailing, the wind was winding, and
the moon was doing whatever it does in a snowstorm.

It was a day for exclusion acts.

;e&egna, Superfan's cook, laudress, and—-sr—handygirl, rolled out of
ed too.

Unhhhhhh—Euperfan darling, said Helenna.

Uhhhhhhh-—Superfan darling, y& shouldun be slouchin' thur.

Uhhhhhhh~-ya should be out slanderin' "Garlie" Unger, world's most

dangerous antuh-Cosmic Cublito, who 18 goin' ta use his millions of

dollars made from scllin' maguhegines to gain cuhntrol of all fandom—

uhhhhhhhhhh. . ., .

Supérfan thought of his dream.

¥o thought of all the Ungers, Ashleys, Schwartzes, and all the other

anti~-Cosmic Cubites surrounding him,

Yo thought of thc days of woary hitechehiking zhead of him.

Ee thoupght of all the oxeclusion acts he must endure.

Fe just couldn't help himself.

Aw nuts! sobbed Superfan.






