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Whee | The #4 1asue or Science riction Digest 1s ready for mailing to tha
lithographers ON TIME ! Several nighta of furious typing, pasting, anipnine
have brought us to the editorial page, which I attempt to leave til last
and darn near left out this trip. I had only planned on 16 pafies in #4 but
whereas in the past I have worried about finding something to f111 them 16
pages, this tima I actually had to decide what to leave out ! And 1t's a
nice feeling, believe me. Three artiats have offered their services to SFD,
Dave Stone, Lichard Ward, and llarold Hoatatler. Harold did the 1llos for
Canley's "Sorry Saurian® in this lssue, 4a well as tha heaading for Willia!
"Tha Immortal Teacup". He waa the first to offer his services, and hence
the only one of the three to appear in this 1ssue. I'll try to have all of
them represented in #6 and you can then render your preferences.

I would like to express here my indebtedness to Vernon MoCain 0
firstly , for spending God-only-knawa-how-many hours digging thru pilea of
moldy fanzines in search of suitable material for SFD , and further, typing
it 1legibly 1into double spaced manuscripts. In addition » Vernon had the
Lemuel Craig article written expressly for this mag , and has promised all
needed assistante in , procuring material for SFD in the future. From this
issue, you may consider him as Associate Editor of SPD, for he will be a
decisive factor in bringing you top quality articles in the futura.

Walt Willis begins his history of British fandom 1n this Lssus
with :nlsxm;m "“1-,}":‘:"“ life of Arthur C. Clarke; you should resd the
segon sta t! t's intended to lead you to beliewe I a
the next installsant) 4 iresdy have

Bob Johnson's auto-blography of OHB appeare herein, accompanied

with the news that his NOLACUl 1ssue was ths next to last
You know the story as well as I......if not, read "The Orb

sadly, ho

Paul Ganley's ®"Sorry Saurian® atruck me as the anawer to these
pleas I've been hearing lately for 'rore humor in atf', If you don't get at
le several chuckles from 1t, I suggest you oonsult the nearest auditor.
1d that dirty word?

Before I leave, I would like to call the attention of certain 1K
correspondents to the beautifully evened edgea of Willia' article...and the

horribly ragged rerminder. I lost my whip.ssssssss
I flewy =

walt your verdict,

OOSMAQ-8CTRECE-FICTION DIGESY, ¢e—edited by Remry U. Burwell, Jr. asd laas Nacauley, is pud-
1ished bimemthly bylShe Atlamta Sei detien Organisatien. Sudseriptien rates are 25g
per aspy - $§1.25 a year or tye of yeur famsine im trade. Britieh suhscriptiems, aise
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suley, 57 Bast Park lame, N. E., Atlanta 5, Oa. Advertising rates: Full page §3.00, ha 1 £
mge §1.15, quarter page 1. an request. Ne charge fer simple pre-
peratiem of ads- A eireulaties of 300 eepies will be guaramteed.
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PART OME. PEOPLE

"I shall never break completely with fandom.®
-—--Arthur C. Clarke, VOM #40, Mareh, 1945

Sone years ago Rick Sneary asent a questionnaire to various prominent fans.
One of his questions was wheather it would be a good thing 1f all fana lived
in the same town. With uncommon common sense, most of the fana replied that
it wouldn't, because if fana could talk to one another instead of writing,
aome of the most enjoyable of fan activities would tend to die away, such
as fmz publishing and letter writing. In London, this 1a wshat has actually
happened. It has at once tha biggeast number of fans and thes leaat activity
of any city in the English speaking world.

But London fandom 1s far from being dead, whatever uniind things
we provincial barbarians may say about it from tims to time. Old English
fana never die, thay merely fade away into the saloon bar of tha White
Horse Tavern, where every fan 1in the greater London area congregatas on
Thuraday nighta. Coning into tnis place, tha astounded neo-fan feels like
his American counterpart entering FAPA and encountering the glants of a
former era. But tha White Horse is no elephant graveyard, full of whited
sepulchres fulfilling thair ninimm activity requirements. It is more like
the Elyaian fielda. There, any Thursday night, can be seen our ancastors,
the legendary heroes mentionsd 1in tha Pancyclopedia, alive and fanning
still after their fashion.
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So that quotation was not a gibe. Clarke has not broken with fan-
dom, however little he may be known to fandom at large as a fan. He fang
atill, in tha circumacribed way of the London Cirele, that microcosm in tha
mierocosm. And as everyone kmows who has aver been to the White Hor or
attended a London Convention, Clarke is a very important fan indeed. a0
important that when Norman Ashfield suggested sometima ago that I write a

History of British Pandom, he added, " But then who knowa the full story,
except Arthur C. Clarke? ®

Well, Ted Carnell for one, I should think, but we were talking
about Clarke. I can air my Carnell Knowledge later. At the time he made the
promise quoted above, Clarke was a Flight Lieutenant in the RAP and had
Juast sold his firast story. That was to 0O1illinga' PANTASY, but hias firat

print was "Loogfiole® 1in the April 1946 ASF. In tha
ue Pafty® which I think ia in mone ways the best atf
story ever sritten. Remember? It's ths one that gave you the unaccuatomed
thrill of patriotism for Rarth. But of course Clarke didn't just start in
writing maaterpieces 11ké that. Like most authors, ha must have written
many bad atories firat, but unlike soma, he didn't get them published. He
d1d his five finger exercises in decent obscurity, and sold nothing until
he had confidence in it, Look, for inatance, at thias article in a British
fme called GARGOYLE.

%511 the best authoritiea agree that ths great events of history
habitually pess unnoticed. 8o it 1a in fandom. No cheer arose
(unless it were his own) when Arthur "Ego®" Clarke typed the last
word of his as yet untitled masterpiece, away on & lonely moun-
tain in North Waleas. And yet, this is ths product of three years
labour, grafted onto original inaspiration. Most London fans will
know large alices of it by heart, but for the provincial fans,
one may baldly summarize:

The atory concerna a youth,liaymond,the first chold to be born in
milliona of yéara in tha city of Diaspar, ringed by the deserta
of ths dying Rarth. In him ia the iniative that tha men of Dia-
apar have Ioat, and he sets out in a ‘'borrowed' air-cruiser to
discover what lies over tha far horigon. He finds a race still
progressive in the last fertile oasis of Earth, and with another
youth of that race, he sats out to track down that more adventu-
rous part #f mmanity, that in the din past had gone out to the
stara. &n a planet of a vast artificial saystem of seven multi-
coloured stars they find a monument to the last of their race,
who ha laid down 1ife after exhausting all the lnowledge of
the Unive essece

That story was surely "Againat Ths 7all of Night". And that 1
of GARGOYLE was dated April 1941. & o=

At tha age of 33 Clarke 1s today one of the beat half dozen af
aughors in the world. In the last few years he has also becoms a B3¢, the
Cha " of the British Interplanetary Soclety, and Britain 's foremost
authority on astronautica. As for ths man himself, I have met him only a
ocouple of times and found him very aniable. I can 't really say, on that
aoquaintance what justificatfon there is for hias nickname of ®Bgo", but on
the one hand, 4t has certainly atuck, and on the other 1t seems to be used
with real affection. As for instance, by William F. Temple, that old friend
and aparring partnar of Clarke's, 1in ths following classic of fan journal-
ism. This article firat appeared in NOVAE TRRRAE, June 1938, and was writ-
ten just before Clarke and Temple moved together into "Ths Flat® at 08
Oray's Inn Road, one of the most famous addresses in the history of fandom
and about which I'll have more to say when we come to tha "EVENTS® part o;
this narrative.
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THE BRITISH Fall IN HIS NATURAL HAUNTS
#3 Arthur C. Clarke

Artmr Clarke and his bgo live alone in a tiny divan bd. atg. rm., h. & c.
running water, use of bth. rm., 1in a house in Rorfolk Square, W.2, The
smallness of thias room is a standing joke in the London Branch SFA---thare
1s a tale that Arthur once wore a double-breaated suit for the firat time,
and got wedged between tha walls for three days. So, when one beery night
at tha A.0.D., Arthur invited me to examine it, I accompanied him eagerly.

We toiled up many flighta of atairs: A. 1lives on the top floor.
(Punwy how these astronomers like the roof.) At last we atood outside the
door of the famous den. A. (hereinafter called A.) flung open the door with
a magnificent gesture, and thundered "Beholdl" But the effect was somewhat
spoiled for he'd forgotten to leave a lamp in the light socket, and the den
remained obatinately in darknesa. However he advanced boldly into the gloom
fumbled about and found the lamp (and a few other things by the aoculd of 1%
and had another go: ®Behnld!®

But again an anticlimax. My fault this time. I waan't there. You
see, I'd noticed a small room on the stairs and had to retreat there quite
urgently. It had been a VERY beery evening at the A.0.D. Still, I came back
again aommendably quickly, and at last entered the sanctum. Only juast tho.
Por there was hardly room for the two of us, and A's ego had to be left
outaide on the 1landing. A himaelf generously opened the window and sat
himself half outside it to allow me to look around freely.

Pinned on the wall was a yard aquare photo of the moon. hActually
it was made up of four smaller sections, eaoh of different sizes and parts,
was a moon that bulged badly in the wrong places, and o
d tha other completely and stuck out into apace for sev
mndreds of milea.

al
But A \mew hias craters and rapped them out as I
indicated them:®Tycho, Ariatullus, Copernicus....."” "What's thias?" I aaked,
pointing cut a strange atraight mark in the alps. "The Great Cleft" said 4
promptly. "Queer thing-----theare's no debris in or around it. It's dead
atraight too, like the slash of an atomic ray-gun."®

“Ha! Let's get on to science fiction then., What's your favourite
atory?"

®"One I wrote nyself", interpolated the Ego, poking it's head in
the door. I batted it one and it retired with an even mora awollen haad
than usual. With true scientific indeternination A couldn't decide upon his
favourite story. I ocaught aight of some books piled on top of hia cupboard
and brought them down in a shower of sugar and grapenuta. Did I mention
that A's larder 1s on top of the cupboard toof The firat book I looked at
was "The Moon®" by Profeassor Plokerins. Inpatiently I threw it aside and
Eickad up the next, It waa entitled "The Moon" by Nasryth and Carpenter.
Heck® I sald and picked up the next. Yes, it was titled "The Loon",...this
time by Neilson. I gave it up.

*You B.I.8. moomatic,® I said, “haven't you anything less technical?® A replied

Tamnton, =y bame town. It contains complete sets of WONDER, ASTOUWDING,
and more than 100 other bocks of pure science.” "Darned if I'm going
to Tammton (1f thera 1a such a place) to check uwp on it" I said, 1711 just have to take
your word for it, ®Rere A's conacience mmote him. "Well, to tell you the truth, my AST-
OUMDINO aollection is two shart® he sumhled. The Ego thrust it's head into the room at
this and gave A such a look of atter cantempt that the poor fellow blushed. "A fine
chance to boost yourself without baing detected----and you throw 1t avay, you weak twirp!®




1t remarked bitterly and withdrew. I made anather desperate attempt to make aamething of
Belativity® by Knopf. “Dammit, this is a bit staep® I grusbled, ®Can't you rememher what
books yeu've got at Taunton, wherevaer that 1g7°

°] keep a list. That's the best of having a methodical mind,® answered A, yank-
ing a drawer open. I've never seen such a jumbled clutter of bric-a-brac as was in that
drawer-—buttons, pins, stamps, the B.I.8. cash-bax, cutlery, pamphlets, wool (A darns his
own socks) sardine cans, tram tick s bits of well worn chewing gum, —everything came
flylng out as the methodical mind searched for it's list. There were too, I remembar,
thick files of lettars from Sam Youd and Eric Prank Russell, and very thick filea of car-
bon copies of latters written by A himself, This last file was, I learned, the Ego's fav-
ourite reading material on Sunday afternoanms.

At last the 1ist. It was an exercise book printed neatly at first and then de-
generating into A's wildest scribble as it went an. Against each title was A's rating—-F,
G, V0, ete. There were all the familiar titlea known to every af fan, and many that ware
naw to me, Lance Sieveking's "Stampede® (illustrated by G. K. Chesterton) and Beresford's
%Qods of the Purple Flanet". A. wonldn't venture to name his favourite book, bumt I noticed
that though VVGC (very very good) was not uncasmon, against Stapledan's ®"Star Maker® wvas
Just the ona word "Superb.”

I had another glance round the raam. There wvas a microscopiec radioc set in the
cupboard—-thers was no room for it outaide. But that was OK, For A. While lying in bed
eould swing the cupboard door with his foot, thus regnlating the volume of sound, It oce-
urred to me, rather belatedly, that I cught to 1include a personal portrait of A. in the
interview, So I looked at him. One wust take the bad with the good in a reporter's 1life.

I beheld a tallish, rather clever looking fellow (appearances are deceptive)
whose eyes glinted at me through horn rims with a condescending expression. He looks as if
be hopes he looks 1ike a scientist does A. Ris hair cannot make up its mind whether it ia
dark or fair, 1a perfectly dry and atickas 1ike a wire brush, An over-sealous barber
wandered about in it for days and when the search party found him told an astounding atory
which A. used as a plot for one of his yarna.

He's impatient and highly strung, and says he's not, and given to sudden violent
axplosions of mirth (mostly at his own jokea). This ia sametimes embarassing to we fans
who meet in Lyon's on thuraday ‘evenings, and when he rolls on the floor convulsed in mad
mirth we pretend he isn't with our party, and wander why the manageress allows these queer
people in, The bowla are soon empty of lump sugar an our table too, for A. eats pounda of
41t, ever aince he heard that diabetic persons, (eg. H.0. Wells) are intellectually clever-
er than the average.

While I was thus ruminating, A. snddenly heard the call of the sugar bowl and
invited me ocut to supper. So we tucked the Ego in the little bed (it was ita turm tomnight
—A, was sleeping in the washbowl) and went to the cafe on the cormer, and had scme lump

sugar and erumbly sausage rolls. I had to pav for f. I still don't lnow where Taunton
1s, but now I suspect it's some re In Scotland.

("The Immortal Teacup" will appaar regularly in SFD henceforth)

-a it - aree o - SR R
Robert W. Chambera Science Piction Digest #1
990 No. 10th Streat HANTS and
Coos 3ay, Oregon many othar fanzines.

Send 1liat of your itens.

OPERATION FANTAST

Operation Pantast 1ia taking advance orderas for 'THE SAIIDS OF MaRS' Aartimr C.
Clarke's latest interplanetary novel, to be published in October, at yl.50.

Mr. Clarke, perhaps best known to fandom for 'PRELUDE TO SPACE' in Oalaxy
Novel #3, and his novelette 'WOAINST THE PALL OP NIGHT' in Startling, Nov.
1948, has now jwritten an equally realistic atory of the firat colonisation of
Nara. There are no Martian prince » no BEMa, involved in ths maiden voy-
age of the "Ares". Inatead, there the plain facta which have to be faaed
by the colonists, on a planet with a hostile environment, an unbreathable
atmoaphere. There is ths indifference of the homs world, forgetful of the
trials of the firat men to dwell on another world, now that the firat glory
of conquering space has passed.

However, adventure and excitemsnt are not lacking - nor 1s the tale short of
humour, as the efforta of the not-so-heroic hero, Martin Gibson, to avoid
adventure make possible opportunitieas for Mr. Clarke to exercise both his wit
and his dramatic ability.

Orders should be sent to Philip J. Rasch. Members may of course obtain their
copiles on 'exchange' terma through normal channels.

OPEHATION PaNTAST

WaliTS

600D CLRAK COPIES, WITH CUVERS, OF TLE POLLOVIIG ISUURS OP ASTOUNDING
SCIENCE PICTiON

1940 - Jan. Feb, Mar. Apr. MNay. Jun. Jul. Aug. Nov. Dec.
1941 - Jan PFeb. Mar. May. Jul., Aug. Sep. Oct.

1942 - Jan. Mar. Jun. Jul. Oct. Dec.

1943 - Mar. May Jun. Jul. Aug. Oot.

1944 - Mar. Apr. Jun. Oct.

1945 - Jan. Peb. Mar. May. Sep. Oct. Nov. Dec.

1946 - Jan. Feb. Mar. Apr. May. Jun. Jul.
We offer cash: 50¢ a copy for years 1940 to 1944, 40¢ for 1945, and 35¢ 1946
Or you may have one of the following books for any three coples:

TOMORROW SOMETIMES COMRS P. G. Rayer (a-f novel of tomorrow)

THE SANDS OP MARS Arthur C. Clarke (interplanetary novel)
Both books will be despatched from Britain, brand new, in dust Jackets.

Send a card listing the magazines you have, and whether you deaire cash or one
or both of the above books, to

Pnilip J. Rasch,
567 Erakine Drive,

Pacific Palisades,
California.

DO NOT SEND YOUR MAGAZINES until wa send you mailing instructions and payment.

——
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THE SORRY
SAVURIAN

By W Paul Ganley

As the sun nudged ths forty-fifth degree of it's arc in the heavens, it's rays
finally dispelled the thick blahket of clouds that hangs like a smoke screen over the
surface of Venus for two-thirds of it's rotation.

In the engine roam of the interstellar freighter S.S. Mandalay, the Chief
Engineer, a tall middle-aged fellow who claimed the name of Ethan Dewcastle, was busily
at work. A bottle of Venusian whisky stood ready at hand in the avent the dilligent Mr.
Dewcastle required psychological assistance in his task.

Judging fram the level of the liquid in the container, Mr. Dewcastla had cer-
tainly required a goodly amount of assistance. At length, having dispatched the last drop
of his assistance, Dewcastle prepared for the routine task of concealing the evidence.

"Well now,® he told himself shaiily, "what better nse for this superb example
of plasti-shaping than to bestow it upon that cutatanding First Mate of the good space
ship Mandalay? No doubt he would appreciate the gesture, kind soul that he is, and get
himmelf fired.®

It was worth the trial, however, so Mr. Dewcastle got to his feet and preparsd
to descend upon the empty cabin of that jovial companion, the delightful First Mate Branaon,
whose latest injury had been merely the fact that he had been allowed to go "ashore® while
Dewcastle was left holding the bag. The door was locked, of course, but to a man of Mr.
Dewcastles manifold accamplishments, that proved no insuperable difficulty. After a mom-
ent it slid immrd,

"Sure, now, and that Venusian whisky must!'ve been a bit too strong,® he said.
"I'as thinking I'm seeing things here; and while I must admit there is a strang reseamblance
to Mr, Bronson, it does seea to be a mite greener around the gills, and it's teeth are a
bit larger.®

"Well, don't just stand there, Mac,® said the thing, "come in if you're coming.
What's that you got there? Venusian Dew? Can smell it a mile off. Oh, I'm Jake."

t?" Said Mr. Dewcastle blankly,
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said the monster.
s Schmake,® said Mr. dewcastle, recovering his wits, "What are you doing

here amynay?"

“wWhat are YOU doing here?® the manster countered. "I bet you're Castledew, Mr.
Bronson warned me about you, Said you were alvays drunk."

“Is that so now?" Mr. Dewcastle sniffed. "Let it be imown to all--even monsters
Ethan Dewcastle is never drunk.”

"Then what!s that Venusian stuff you had there? It doesn't look like you left
much of 1t.*

"Huh? What? Oh, this.," Mr. Dewcastle had suddenly recalled the nature of his
arrand.

"You should have left same of it for me. But then Bronnie would imow I was
taliing to you."

“What d'y! mean?" Mr, Dewcastle inquired sagaciocusly.

"Who else would have Venus Dew?" the monater said logically. "Bronnie----
that's what I call him when he isn't around----hid his stuff so I can't get at it any more.®

Mr, Dewcastle pored over this bit of information. "He's got Dew? But that's
against the law, Yeasir, he'd git in mighty bad trouble. I never would have thought it of
hin. He was alwvays a careful, law-abidin! critter. My, my." Mr. Dewcastle shook his head
sadly at the thought of his fallen ideal.

The monsater suddenly jumped up and Mr. Dewcastle sauntered over behind a chair,
“I just thought of aanething," Jake exclaimed.

“That's too bad," said Mr. Dewcastle. "Er--not hungry, are you?"

The monster ignored this. "Bronnie said I should keep hidden till after he
cama back. Now he'll find out I talked to you. Hey, can you do a pal a favor?®

"Well, now," Mr, Dewcastle said doubtfully. He was muaing over the situation,
and trying to find the flawa in it that he could turn to his own benefit,

"Don't tell anybody about me, huh? Pretend you never saw me? Please?® Jake
grimaced petulantly,

"Perhaps® Ethan said, casting his eyes about in search of a suitable resting
place for the Venusian Dew. One of Mr. Bronaon's jackets lay looped over a peg. It was
reasonably conspicuous, and as he wandered over to it, Mr. Dewcastle muttered;"Just wvhere
did you come fram anyway ?°

"Antares II" said Jake, "I uas captured and trained by a trader. Broaonie won me
fros him in a game of poker when I was drunk.”

Mr. Dewcastle did not camment on Jake's insobriety. Instead he asked logically,
"Then what have you been doing since then ? It's been two weaka since we stopped there.®

“I've been in my cage" tha monster explained, Bronnie is going to bring in an
enpty box today, and make everyone think T was in it. That's why he wanted me to stay out
of sight. Have you got anymore of that Venusian Dew 7"

"Listen® admonished Mr, Dewcastla. "Hear that ?® A faint voice raised, drifted
in thru a half open porthole. "Couldn't mistake that voice, even when there's a foghorn
around, And he's with the Captain. Couldn?t be better."

Mr. Dewcastle drifted towards the door.

®"Hey, wait, neighbor® Jake said. "What about me ?°

“You ? You stay there" said Mr. Dewcastle. "Don't worry. Your secret's safe
with me.® He opened the door and scanned the corridor. It was empty. The gnarled voice of
the monster came after him., "Thanks, Castledew, you won't be sorry tha--*

The door clanged shut, the lock clicked, and Dewcastle went merrily on his way.

"Dewcastle 1" The voice was raised in high rags. Mr. Dewcastle observed sadly that Mr.
Bronson's blood pressure was hitting a new high. He turned with great sorrow, and addressed
the First Mate.

"Mr. Bronson, have you been getting yourself drunk again ? You have shamed the
entire vessel, sir, by allowing yourself to be sean in this condition. Oh, Captain. Have
you seen Mr. Bronson here ? Look at him, sir | Would it not be a good idea to confine him
to his cabin ? The Mandalay ir not a haven for low drunkards,.®

"DEWCASTLE |® Mr. Fronsan shrieked again, as Captain Pratt ambled out of his
cabin and towards his onder-officers.
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*It will do you no good to plead, young man" observed Mr. Dewcastle soberly.
5You cannot shed your infamy 8o easily, Never would I have thought it, never. why, even
an infant would-—-easy there | Lay your hands off me |®

=Steady, Mr. Bronson® snapped the Captain,

2Phig—-Thig——=" the First Mate choked and turned back to Mr. Dewcastle, whao
was still shaidng his head sadly, "you put that bottle thare 1"

®Ah, the poor man. His mental stability is impaired from drink. Captain, will
you take him in hand ? But do not be too harsh on him.®

Mr. Bronsan gritted his teeth in agony.

aLookl® announced Mr. Dewcastle, pointing dramatically. "There. There is proof
of Bronsan's infirmity. Even we can see 1t.°

Jake had wandered out into the corridor. He spied his master and his new friend
at the other end of the corridor and toddled forward.

"Hey, boss, is this Castledew ?" he asked jauntily.

Mr. Bronsmon looked frantic. Ha smumbled samething under his breath, then found
his voice. "That's Jake"

Mr. Dewcastle patted him softly on the head, He got his hand brushed down for
his pains. Bronson went on "He's a pet, not very intelligent, but he can talk. I just
brought him on board.”

Captain Pratt cleared his throat. ®It does seem aa i1f wa have gotten off the
subject. Mr. Bransan seama to be in trouble, as Dew is forbidden off Venus, and this
might be conatrued as an attempt at swuggling. However, there are certain---"

a7tlg Dewcastle]® broke in Mr, Bronson. Dewcastle sighed deeply.

= My, Bronson | You will remain in your quarters for the remainder of our stay
in Venua, Mr. Dewcastle, you will remain likewise on board. There ia aomething I do not
fully understand here, but I think I underatand enough,.®

"But Captain Pratt,® Mr. Dewcastle said. “surely you can not penelize me for
the indiscretions of our mutual friend, here.® Jake patted him an the leg and he leaped
ten feet away. "It is not democratic .*

But Pratt wvas adamant.

The reason for Mr. Bronson'a secrecy anent Jake wvas not apparent. Mr. Dewcastle
amused humself by caoapleting his newest invention, and by drinking the Dew which people
insisted vas responaible for the first syllable of his nanme.

Al his supply of Dew did not outlast the journey to Earth, vhere the remain-
derof the cargo was to be unloaded fram the ship. He bacame morose. He did not even enjoy
the nightly poker which the officers indulged in. Especially he did not enjoy it as he ea-
barked upon a prodigious losing streak, and ere half the journey was aver---journeys between
stars since the powerful interstellar drive could not be used in a star system---he had lost
all his pay to the most hated Mr. Bronson.

Docidng in an Eargh port was no different fran dockidg anywhere e, except
perhaps that efficiency was a little greater. The tedious work of unloading the {smense
vessel had begun, and Mr. Dewcastle was turned loose on an unsuspecting Earth for the first
time in three yeara.

A survey of taverna—-"To get the lay of the land® was always firat on the agen-
da, and thia was no exception. However, Mr, Dewcastla's fondest hopes wera blasted.
Venusian Dew was uncbtainable, except at the fantastic prices that resulted fran the tea-
perance ban imposed on solar system traffic,

And Mr, Dewcastle was moping disconsclately in his ninth barroom when his mind
first began to shape the first tresulous patterns of a plan,

It was getting late. The maon was up in the sky somewhere, raging impotently
at the ourtain of dark clouds that cluttered the horizon. The old-fashioned fluorescent
bulbs painted old age over the swart features of the two bartenders and the three or four
other costamers.
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Mr. Dewcastle vas bored, To be sure,
there were other potiona to imbibe, most of
them hame-brewed, the rest smmggled in from
other portions of the galaxy and available at
fantastic prices; but there was no substitute
for the Dew. And as we have mentioned, Mr.
Dewcastle had been unlucky during the voyage.

So he faced the unfortunate choice
of spending all hia money on ome bottle of
under-the—counter Venusian Dew or spending
1t all on a normal ane day consumptian of
inferior stuff.

Re sat considering the problem Mor-
osaly, when ane of the bartanders ambled up
to his table and cleared his throat hesitantly.

"whad d'y! want|" Mr. Dewcastle
barked irritably.

"Baggin! yer pordon, sor," said the
man, "but you wouldn'! be a mem'er of the Dew-
castle famly, any chance?®

Mr. Dewcastle surveyed the man,
vhan he did not remember ever seeing before,
=t i poasible,® ha stated cautiocusly. "Why"

*] uata ship ocut, sor, wvith a Dews
castle, name o' Orfrsm. Water shippin',
though.*

Akr. Dewcastle leaned back. "Ah
our family, he ia. Ever since he turned
shamed." He drained his glass sorrowful

"1 onneratond,™ sald the barte

yer from the Mandalay, right?"
Mr. Dew gla inclined his hea
"Han’ acr a ruror t'other da

here, feller nane of Schultz, plans t'ge
Just mayba---*
"Enough|® thundered Lr. Dewcas

be a party to such doinga? Be off with you!

you conaidering paying for the shipment
The Bartender smiled. "VWell,
"Hm," puttered Mr. Dewcastla.
dozen. Well, that seems a good price.

be done.

yes, Ephram.

The black sheep of
to drink, the family name has been
1y.
nder.

"0Own this place her now. Say,

d shortly.
y. Seems one o' our compeaters,
t a shipment of Venunalidn Dew. Now

tle angrily. ®"Do you think I would
At once. Ah, Just what were

if it were, well, devertad?”

say Two hundred for a dozen bottles."
"As you say, Three hundred for a
Perhaps---well, I'l]l see what can

Yes, indeed, if somecne is smuggling Venusian Dew into Earth, ie

1a my solemn duty to unearth tha scoundrel and seize his ill-gotten gains.

Tell me, when will the transaction take
"1 hord that they were gonna g
"H-rm. Well, then you show up
take care of everything. Ah yes, your n
"Willie Schantz.
®"Perhaps two,” Kr. Dewcaatle s
duty.y.”

See you tonight thenl

place?”

o after it tomorrow morning."
at about eleven tonight. I'll
ama...?"

How many dozen?"”

aid. "Yes, this is my righteocua

Since it was already three A. M., Er. Dewcastle collected his fac-

ulties and acampered along toward the hu

When he awoke later that morni
afoot, and after a few moments of solid
of the barroom conversation. At eleven t

ddle form of the S.S. Mandalay.

ng ha recalled that something was
reasonin;, he dredged up the memory
hat evening, things would be happening.



He prepared a little note, slipped it in an envelope, and mailed
it to the custom's bureau. The afterncon mail would bring it in, and mean-
while br. Dewcastle did some anocoping.

Behind the bunk of his cabin tha ship's air-circulation ayateno
opened into his room. In space it provided a constant fresh supply of good
alr for every portion of the ship; but now like everything else it was set
aside for overhauling.

It waa large enough for a creeping kr. Dewcastle to traverae, and
he hsd not far to.go. br. Bronson's cabin was only a deck below.

Hde peered through the twiasted ateel meah and observed Jake in the
act of poking around in a case of shoe polish. No one elae was in the room.
¥r. Dewcaatle curled a finger around the acreen, then withdrew hia hand
swiftly.

7 The clump of footateps announced the appearance of Wr. Bronaon.
Jake heard !t too, but too late. "Get away from that," Mr. Dronson shouted
angrily, "how many times have I told you not to poke in there. You whisky-
sotll"

"But boas, I need a drink."

"Don't let me hear you telling anyone anything about that box. and
liaten, you'll get enough soused when 1 take you alonsg, with me. Ve'll make
the rounds of the taverna. Vait'll the boys see youl®

")ore poker again, Bosa?"

kr. Dewcaatle's .handa clenched at this.

"Yeah, more poker," MNr. Bronson grinned, "I gueas you deserve your
reward. I c ned out Dewcastle completely, and everybody elsg too. low,
come on, get away from that."

Mr. Dewcaatle held in his ahriek of outrage only by asuperior dia-
cipline. He grew white, red, green. He crouched there in anger and frua-
tration. .nd then hs turned and made his way back to hia own cabin.

kr. Bronaon deserved all he would Le gettingl he thought viclous-
ly. Imagine, cheating at pok with the help of that blasted animal. He'd
forgotten the thing could talk, and could probably understand how to play
poker, tooll

MNr. Dewcastle waa quite furiouas, but he calmed down sufficiently
to conaider eventsa,

So Lr. Bronson was carrying Venusian Dew caroflaged aa shoe-
poliah]! He'd rather suspected those cases of polish...

lHe atrolled out onto thie small open-air deck that was laid around
the hull in port, watching the work going on.

At aix o'clock that evening the cusatoms people clambered on board
with a warrant. Wr. Dewcastle was seated, playing poker with lr. Bronson
in an amiable fashion, and losing what little moner remained to him. The
door burat open without warning.

ich one of you ia liate Bronson?" one of the men barked.
"Why, he 1a," lr. Dewcastle said softly, rising. ™Mmat's the

matter?"

"Government buesineas,® said another of the newcomers. "Come on,
Bronaon. You and that little monster of youra. You're under arreatl"

"Arreat!" Lr. Dronson atood up indignantly.

narrest?” lr, Dewcastle echoed. "Mr. Bronaon, what have you done
now?"™ Mr. Dewcastle caught a betraying glance toward the corner where the
boxes of "shoe polish" were lying.

"Come alongl" The man atepped close to Bronson, whiapering, "Okay
we've got your letter. Flay along." Mr. Bronson opened his mouth in aaton-
fahment. Mr. Dewcastle heard the swiftly-spoken worda, and he smiled.

The men bundled Lr. Bronson and Jake out of the cabin, leaving
Kr. Dewcastle aitting there.

Thoughtfully he went over and inapected the box of shoe polisan,

"hell, now," he ruttered. "kr. Bronaon a criminal. Ly, the type

of men one muat associate with in this bualness

of men one must associate with in thia
businesal®™ He opened one of the bott-
lea and sniffed the contenta,

His eyes roved to the air-
circulation vent. At eleven that night
he would be quite prepared for Willie
Schantz.

It was almost midnight when
Mr. Bronson returned to the sahip. Cap-
tain Pratt and ir. Dewcastle were
awaiting hia posaible return. "Here
comes the low criminal, now,"™ Mr. Dew-
castle commented.

"Quiet, Xr., Dewcaatle,"
sald Mr. Bronson. "Look at thia!" He
showed a roll of green billa, all new
and crisp.”

"What happened?" Captain
Pratt asked. Lr. Dewcastle had a
funny sinking felling in hia atomach.

"The customa people got thias
note. I didn't write it, but that's
between ua., I wonder who did."

The Captain read the note
aloud: "Gentlemen: For fear of re-
venge upon my person by frienda of the
below mentioned party, I ruat request
you to with-hold my name. I have been
compelled to aid a rebel exile of thre
planet Puur in his eacape from his pur-
suers; compelled againat my will, I
am the late of the $3 handalay, recently docked in llew York from Venua. Arreat
of thia transgressor w pet me in much trouble, unleas you alao arreated
me and hald me for a few hours. Quick action would be appreciated. Thias per-
son, familiarly naried Jake, is a dangerous alien. Haatily, Mr. O. Bronson.

S. S. kandalay."

"I don't get 1t?" sald Captain Pratt.

"Leither do I," sald Bronson, "but the police checked the letter. It
wasn't complately correct, but pretty close. Jake was actually a dangerous
criminal from the planet Ertyyuiop. There was a five-hundred dollars reward
out for him. Well, toodle-ool"

He turned Jauntily toward his cabin.

A minute later, with Captain Pratt having turned in, Mr. Dewcastle
heard the outrageous cry. It provided some measure of balm for hia aston-
i1shed soul. "DEWCASTLEI"™ cane the shout.

A feeling of almoat satiafaction cama to Ur. Dewcastle at that. It
could be only one thing; Mr. Bronson had inspected hia cargo of "ahoe
polish" and had found that it was a very good grade of, Naturally, shoe
poliash.

TIZ BYND

"The Sorry bSaurian"” 4is a Sclence Piction Digest original story.
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THE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL-

A LOST ART FORM?

BY LEMUEL CRAIG

The above title 1s actually a misnomer aince thia article deala
as much with the fantasy novel as the acience-fiction novel. However, we
are referring to the sort of atory made faroua by John W. Campbell in ASP
and UNKNOTN and not to the anenemic inbred product of the more econventio-
nal and traditional hard-cover atyle of writing.

During ths laat few months I have been reading the early isaues
of what was probably the greatest af or fantaasy magazine of all time,
UNKNOWN. I hove found it a highly enjoyable process, deapite the fact
that many of the choliceat morselas have been reprinted in one form or an-
other and are thus already faniliar to me. The magazine abounds ip what
the fan regards as 'classics'. Probably more atoriea have been antholo-
glzed from UilKNUVilli and the magazine has maintained a higher per iaaue
quality than any other af or fantasy pulp including ASTOUNDING and GALAXY.

But the cholcest of the choice, the moat delectable treata of
all in ULKIOWi: are thes novels. Several I had previously read. Many of
the othera I had heard of by word-of-mouth praise for some time. GOene-
rally speakini, these stories fully lived up to the encomiums heaped upon
tham,

Here were the greateat worka of L. Sprague de Camp, L. Ron
Hubbard, Eric rrank Hussell, and H. L, Gold. It muast have been an excit-
ing thing reading UNKNOWN when these stories were new. Dut that brought
up a point; all these writera are still writing today or have very re-
cently quit. If thia was tneir product in 1939, how much better could
these authora be expected to do with twelve years experience?

But a look around will suffice to show that this logical result
has not ‘come to paasa.

Thia caused me to make a thorough exam!nation of the output of
1939 in UNKIO\ and thes novela published in the last twelve montha.

In the firat twelve issues of UNKNOWN (March 1939-Feb. 1840 )
fifteen novela were publisned. Of these, seven need not concern us.
These seven represent either subatandard writing (Steve Fishar'a KETURNED
FHOM HZLL), the adventure story in a fantasy setting for which Campbell
had a weak spot and which he found most eaay_to obtain in tha early ex-
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perimental days of UNKNOWN (PLAME WINDS by Norvell Page), which bore
1ittle of lasting interest, low-calibre hackwork (Hubbard's THE ULTIMATE
ADVENTURE) and one gripping non-fantasy, SOLDiBRS Or THE BLACK GOAT.

The remaining eight, or over half, almoat unanimoualy deserve
the muchly owv sed term 'claassic'.

Thay are:

LEST DAHMKNERSS PALL - de Camp DIVIDE AND RULE = de Camp

BINISTER BARRIER - Russell THE OHOUL - Hubbard

NONE BUT LUCIFER - Gold and de Camp ENCHAXNTED WEEKEND - Mac Cormac

SLAVRS OP SLFRP = Hubbard DRATH'S DRPUTY - Hubbard
‘Darkneaa', 'Barrier', 'Slaves', 'Divide and Rule', and poss-
ibly 'Death's Deputy' have all seen hard cover appearance. (Por the ¢cla-
rification of the reader, the above liating 1a in order of my own perasonal
preference.) Probably the only reason "None but Lucifer®™ never w a book
edition was becau it waa too dated, although that would appear an eaay
matter to fix. ®The Ghoul®™ ia much superior to "Deputy" and will perhaps
appear eventually in book form. "Enchanted Weekend®™ ia a bit too short
for so0lo hard cover appearance but was reprinted in FRUM VH{IUWN WORLNS,

Thia writer ia not an admirer of L. Ron Hubbard but he must
admit that the Hubbard of 1939 waa a far asuperior writer to the Hubbard
of recent yeara, De Camp also was much more adept in the use of hias type=-
sriter then. I don't think that anyone will quibble greatly at the liat-
ing of the above atories aa truly outatanding, if not 'clnsaica’'.

Now let's look at the laat year. te have been deluged with
magazines, many of which have quickly folded. But how many print novela?
There's ASTOUNDING, the old atandby. But AS? hua only printed one novel
in the laat year, "Ths Hand of Zei". And none of de Camp'as Krishna series
compare with hia early output. Rvidently the book publishers agree since
it 1a hia early UNKNOWN novela which keep appearing in print.

It i{s not surprising that ASF decided to drop serials for a
while, since immediately preceeding "Zei", they had publiashed probably the
worat serial ever written by van Vogt and juat previous to that the para-
noid Hubbard novel, "To the Stara”.

One has to go back to 1949, the November 1ssue when ASP atarted
two serials aimultanecusly before you find nnzthing comparable to the
above novela. That month ASP began Aaimov'a "--And Now You Don't"™ and
Heinlein's gripping “Gulfr®,

Thare 1a OALAXY which has been licking ASP at ita own game in
moat departmenta. Thay have run three serials, "Time Quarry," ®Tyrann®,
and "Maras Child". The first two were ASTOUHDING rejects, and read 1like
it. "Mars Child" was an admirable attempt to bring realiam to stf along
the saxe line as Clarke's monumental "Prelude to Spa Both the Clarke
and Judd stories succeeded in their attempta at realiam but falled dias-
mally at tha task of providing entertainment at the same time.

OALAXY SCIENCE PICTION NOVELS 1a a praiseworthy attempt to pre-
sent full novela for a Qquarter that would cos .00 from the publiasher
or else have never before appeared. Since Street & Sm'th hold the copy-

S —
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rights on moat of the beat stf of the past, GLLAKY is now sateeriny; toward
the latter course. Unfortunately, the pay ia smaller and more of a garble
tran selling a novel for serialization to UGaLAXY, and the result seems to
be that the beat writers are digging out the beat of their old rejects
from the trunk. Hoat of these are probably yarna shich Campbell couldn't
see buying for serialization in aSr. Since ASP used to have an extremely
high atandard of quality, thias doesn't meun the atoriea are bad. Some

of them are quite readable. But nothing you're apt to deacribe glowingly
to aume neofan five yeara from now.

STARTLING publishes six novels a yeur. In the puast they have
come up with gems like "What Lad Universe", pon Shops of Isher™, "The
Lawa of Chance", and "Thes Kan in the Iron Cap®. This last year the best
they've been able to do 1a some highly enjoyable space opera by Jack Vance,
But don't ask me to try and remember any of the titles.

Duplicating GALAXY SCIENCE rICTION OVELS 1s Piction House' ‘rue
CCUPLETE SCIENCE-ADVEWTUKE 30UKS. Tney seem to have enoountered exactly
the same pitfalls except that they pay leass and are getting corresponding-
ly poorer material. But we owe them a vote of thanka for making i.aimov's
fine "Pebble in the Sky" available at low pricea.

Ziff-Davis is usually ignored by the more sophisticated fsana
but such well known atories as "Pour-asided Triangle", and "The Star Kinga"
(apace-opera, true, but what aspace-opera) have appaared in AMAZILG.

These bulky magazines off much aspace and fairly good rates for long
atories. Only the editorial policy of catering to ndolescents keepa the
quality at such a poor level.

And at!ll, deapite their poor reputation, the laat two novela
to appear anywhere in the field which thia writer would rate along with
the UNKWUWN titans, appeared in FLNTASTLC ADVFNTURES, but not in the last
year. In early 19560 they printed "T:E -DREAiXING JSWELS" (which this reader
conaiders the beat allaround rull length novel he has ever read in either
the fantasy or asclence-fiction fleld) and "You're All Alone". But recent
novels have been the usual blend of mythology-cum-sex-and sadiam.

FFM, being wholly reprint can be ignored.

This leaves only the non-pulp field; slickas and originnl booka.
From the slicks we get such outdated and unacientific traah ua "Day of
the Triffida” and since "Pebble 1n the Sky" and "The Big Eye™, none of
ths original boocka aseem worthy of attention. I have had no chance to
read "The House That Stood St1l1l"™ but reviewa indicate that it can be
safely ignored.

The end result? Not one novel publisned between Sept. 1950 and
Aug. 1851 can be compared with the eight novelas produces by just one mag-
azine, UNXNOWN, in ita firat year of publication. In addition, this was
the time when Heinlein, van Vogt, and othera were riding high, wide, and
handsome in ASTOUNDING: and I underatand CUMET and SUPER SCIELCC turned
out a few novels worthy of permanent attention somewhere in this period.

Since I originally made this examination of the fleld, the ait-
uation has changed slightly. STARTLING made a resurgence with Eric i'rank
Kussel's "The Star Watchera®. This was equal to neither "Sinister liarrier™
nor "Dreadful Sanctuary® but it easily placea as his third best novel and
with a bit of editing could have ranked along with them. It will not be
surpriaing if this appears in book form acon.

And the new Heinlein serial in GALAXY had a moat intriguing
firat part. This could be another Heinlein novel in the grand manner,
But science-fiction serials are notoriocua for promising far more in their
firat 1ssue than they later deliver.

Even so, two novela from the entire field is a pretty puny com-

parison to the eight novels produced by one magarine twelve years ago.
And that was under very similar af boomtTme conditlona.

That has caused the decline? It ia well-lmown that many of the
UNK%CWI: and ASTOUNDING novels originated in the fertile brain of John W,
Campbell. A mediocre writer himaself (except for "Who Goes There?"), he
has one of the clevereat minda for concocting a plot gimnmick ever seen in
thia buaineas Another adept at this angle was Sam Merwin, Jr. But
Campbell has ndoned VLi}JIUML, dropped serials in ASF after a seriea of
mediocre ones and seems more interested in dianetica than fiction. Maerwin,
another madiocre writer, hus abandoned editing for free-lance writing. If
any other editor 1a capable of duplicating their perfornance hes has not
yet shown it,.

The same writers are atill around and grinding out wordape. But
the wordage doesn't add up to "Leat Dariness Fall", ™Iniverse", "Slan®,
or "Fear"™. The ruasic buainess has a saying that a aingor always sang bLeat
when he was still hungry. kaybe our topnotcheras are too proaperous, now,
And we've hit a slump when there are no newcomers capaeble of taking over.

But if acience-fiction 1a to progreass, we muat asurely continue
to produce outatanding novels. Novelettes and ahorts are being turned
out at a tremendous rate. The quality is high, perhapa higher than ever
befora. But novels are the Lackbone of any field of fiction. It takes
many a Bradbury short atory to equal the impact of one "Slan" in making
a convert to the acience-fiction fleld. &n anthology can cutch somecne's
temporary Intereat, but it takea an "Inconpleat Enchanter" to attach tham
incurably to the fleld.

My personal favoritea (and I find it hard to say which I 1like
best or leaat) are "The Dreamniny Jewela®™, "What sad Univerae™, and
"leedle™. I've read dozens of novelets and many many short stories I
liked equally well. But when someone new to the field wunta-auggestiona
as tc what to read, I wouldn't tlink of steering him just to "With Folded
anda", "Goodnight, Mr. Jamea"™, or "Who Uoes Thare?".

There's nothing so impressive to the new reader as a good over-
all novel. There's nothing more satiafying to the old reader for a pood
nicht's reading than that same novel. kind nothing paya the author ao
well. So, damn it, let's get a few wortlmhile long atories for a change
80 we can quit living off John V. Campbell'as twelve year old ideas, and
everybody will be happy.

(The preceding article 1s a Science Fiction Digest original)
i i (L) Lol HP e 4 s M [l d

Semator Pong Wanders:

Just vy 1t ia that magazine {1lustrators invariahly put large, round
breasts on female robota ?

(from “B.T. Ma mag" April 15L%)
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THE urb anp |

by BOB JOHNSON...ooves

--But rdenry, dear boy, you said a 1ittle after the :olacon! - and
here sandwiched 1llegally within the printed-nmatter-only is a note which says
"Wha Hoppen to "The Orb and I"? --Simple...I hadn't written 1t yet. Whaddaya
think this 1a gonna be? A great literary masterplece which I shall revise ad
infinitum until the middle of September? --Not thia boy.

Well, here it ia, for the edification and enlightenment of the fan-
nisn readers of SFD; I hope you like 1t. It isn't particularly for Laughsa,
but a pretty thorough account of ths high-sopts in trialas, tribulations and
successes of one of fandom's moat unusual magazines: ORB.

ORB 1s now nearing the end of itas tether. In a way I'm very sorry
to see 1t go. I have loved almost every mirmite of it, and ths enlightenment
about printing methods, anateur journalism, and the general taste of fandom
has truly been worthwhile. In R.J. Bank's recent SFD article, he mentionsa
losing $30 instead of U27. He's lucky. If I continued ORB as a ‘'hootchzine',
I'd lose about $100 inatead of {99.50. ORB 1s, obviocualy, a treas expensive
hobby. And, contrary to the lmpreasion I give many fen, my family and I are
anything but wealthy. I publish ORB with mny own funds. I make $ll a week-
§7 take-home pay. If OHE 1a published every three months or =0, you can see
that I have to do some very fancy odd-jobbing to even keep the collector's
agency away from my heels.

This latest 1ssue is running about "265., --It'a the Nolacon ORB,
with all the pro material. It will never hapoain again, though, even 1f I
could manage to continue OKB. 1It's been in planning for aix months or more,
and knowing fandom, i1f I sell avery copy, I'll feel faint. --and lose only
about ¢150.

=-hAnd to think that only a year and ten monthas ago, the firat ema-
clated issue of ORB appeared with a bill of 7 from the offaset printer! It
all happened thisaway:

Back in the middle of '48 a group of Greeley kids, whom I was trying
to convert into fen tried putting out a fanzine entitled LUKA. The econd 1a-
sue, due to the efforta of one of our members was never released. I a asked
to reaign because I was doing too much of the work (1) and I then told the re-
mainder of the then-thinning bunch that it would be a cold day before they saw
me again. That winter it was 26° below zero. --It wasn't cold encugh...but I
began to get an idea,..(cold weather has alwaya addled my mental processes.)
The reason why LUNA a 80 little auccesa due to too many cooka languidly
trying to mix ingred 8. 80...9hy not aomething new? Something with a Latin
title, like LUNA, but somethins of a laetterzine...more like DAWN. (Yes..ORB
was originally designed as a replacement for the even then fading DAWN.) And
80 1t was conceived. OHB - "with an eye on fandom.” I asked a friend for a
atory--one hs allowed me to reprint from a f1.end's fanzine. I asked John

Orosaman for an illuatration for the cover, and a friend for an interior, and
set out to do DAWli one better. I traced ths cover, typed the atory, a couple
of poems, and some letters I had requeated from fen on paper plates, and hied
down to the offsetter. --Oh yeas...since paper plutes are not eaaily adaptable
to the atipling proceas, I atipled a poem illuatration Ly running a grease pen-
061l up and down the perforations in a sheet of stumps held against the plate.
(the naivete of neo-fen!) He turned the finished product back the next week,
and I went wild with joy. In my egotism, I thought I was even givin; the GURGON
a run for its money. See parenthesized remark above. --I also got a contribu-
ting ed. by the name of ilanson, but he dropped out on #2 8o enuf of him,

Even now, that firat OHB looka pretty good to me. It was rather neat
and artistic- and with a purpose, to provide intereating, artistic fan-slanted
entertainmant (and at that time, controversial lettera). I thought I waas doing
pretty hot atuff. Unfortunately for my ego, the recipienta of the firat isaue
moatly seemed to agree with me. Happily, I only sent out about 30 copies(most-
1y samples) of #1. The subacriptions didn't exactly flood in. A drip is more
like 1it.

The next issue I tried getting a little fancier--got a Gaughan 1llo
from the Neff mesa-boo, Due to 1ta execution it had to be put on a metal plate.
That'as when the worries--and rewards atarted. The ish was in places, good, but
moatly icky. It neat, though...and that made an impression. Boggs made a
few anide remarks and Dob lost his hat as usual. Since that 1ittle epiasode, it
was repeated to me that Bogga labels me "the moat temperamantal editor in fan-
dom." I rather think ha's right. My paychological make-up includes one hsckuva
dash of pride. That OHH also made an impression on the Weld County Credit hu-
reau--whose letter department printed OH for me. They offered me a job...ask-
ing me to do direct-mall work for them, and deaign covers for the bulletins.
Thay rather misrepresented themselvea (for whicli I never forgave theu), but
I took ths job eagerly. I made 35/ more an hour than I have been making
while previoualy ushering at tha local popcorn palace. I waa overjoyed at the
opportunity to make money and do the two thinga I loved moat. Artwork and Oitd.
The Credit Bureau bored me, though, and I wasn't exactly indispensable. The
bosses got tired of ma, and when the opportunity came to let a girl take my
job full-time ratner than my part-time work, they snapped it up...snd there
went my job. In the meantime, ORB had grown iAto a prodigious investmant,
using a huge amount of 1lluatrations and photographa. It was #6, produced at
the Bureau that caused the mild sensation at the Norwescon. At the time of my
1leaving the C.B., with #7 completed, and partially in the maila, I had a bill
for §20 still unpaid from the 490 1t coast me to get it out. Thuas, I was in a
poaition to commit suicide on somebody's dooratep. (no unkind retorta, peasants)
During that interval between two and aix, I collected a lovely backlog of ma-
terial and artwork, and found a few pros looking surreptitiously in my direc-
tion., All of which made me very proud, and didn't help pay my bills a bit. I
got a fairly large monetary present for Chriatmas, from a relative, so wasn't
hauled off by angry Creditors then. Also, near that time, I wangled a Jjob at
a local record shop and manazed to start saving for a next ORB, for which I
thought I had enough material but somehow a friendship from the ‘'orweacon
got me a story from Vernon Me , rather amateur, but showing promise, and
praise of a poem by Betay Curtis atarted a long friendship by nail, and even=-
tually a atory from her, and so I ditched the original plans for /8. In #7,

I had finagled a ahort from Emil Petajla, a semi-pro, mostly through sheer brass
and now I had a Curtis story in #4. hole 1sh, surprisingly coat me lesa than
$70). 4nd surprisingly enough, I suddenly found ORB was a very "arty" little
magazine. Of course we weren't exactly trying to be NYTILESish with that
black, pink and gold creation on #6's cover, Lut it was only an attempt at a
cover like a new mayg, FLalK, had been comlng out with, With #8, thoush, we
were but definitely in the avant-garde awim. OUHRH vowed to be the artiest fan-




zine ever to hit the maila. We undoubtedly achieved it. It sold completely
out. To my lnowledge, this has happeded to few fanzines. The individualiats
in fandom were beginning to look on ORB as ths place to howl. ORB started to
pay for material for its super-duper #8 Nolacon ish « We were now, but de-
finitely, the FLAIR of fandom. --And I was loving ery minute of it. Ella
Lee was keeping sucn a big load off my back with helping with the typing, and
I was able to devote more time to production. Than we got #9 started. We
even purchased a full-color cover from Prank Freas, prominent fantasy artist,.
Over 365 was spent for material. For a fanzine, this was suicide...but we
(editorial) thought URB %E&E be able to grow pro if it made a big enough
aplash at the lolacon, a we garnered enough subscriptions. About ths end
of this big whing-ding, I realized that the Job was growing expensive beyond
reason. We printed the astories and the flluastrations, but the full-color
cover was vetoed for the present, for lack of {100, I did everything from
paste 1llustrations to slip-sheet behind a violently pounding Kluge press.
--And suddenly that was it. I was just slck of the whole mes@c...

I wouldn't give up a minute of ORB for anything, but now that the
mag 1s lapaing Lack to normality, I can't possibly entertain ths thought of
doing anything like #9 again. ORB may continue
but #10 1a the last that shall be published on airly regular basis. And
certaily the last time I shall try to be so pretentious ia #9.

Bill Warren hus been a wonderful letter editor, and has given inval-
uable assistance, and Ella Lee has been wonderful about helping with the typer,
and they deserve a vote of thanka. One more issue is definitely planned, (#10)
which will probably resemble #8 in format, but will parody, AS, FUTIRE, OOTWA,
etc. It'll be called "the timd-and-blunder issue."

After that, maybe one or two 1ssues a year.
subscribers happy. It's Leen a wonderful adventure--bu: I'm Just all pochad
out; OHY keepa denanding bigger and better things of ma, and I lack the where-
withal, not to mention the contacts, to keep it growing. Lkaybe much later,
OHB will go pro, and become a cross betwaen FLalit and PANTASY 800Keeee.

‘Tus® enough to keep the

But don't hold your breath.
cesseeeHOR JOHNSON

Dear 8FD: THE TRUTH IS OUTI

I had pilctured one Henry Burwell, inky fingered, toilworn, fever-
ishly churning sheets trhru a duplicator with one hand, whilat the fingera
of his other hand (he has but two, I believe) flew wildly over the keys of
his typewriter...... Now, in my visualisation of the coamic all, the true
scene appears

Burwell, blood-stained stock whip in hand, evil grin on hias face,
reclines in his easy'chair, aipping gin, watching the production of his fan
zine. HIS fanzine? Kay Burwell's fanzinel!

Notice the oblique references, tha crumbs dropped from the rich
man's table. "The thanks should go to my wife K&Y..coeopante-ups and other
laborious dirty details by Kay Burwell,"

Poor Kay. I pity her; tired, mmngry and tearstained, she bends
wearily over ths typewriter (probably purchased by slave-driver Burwell out
of the housekeeping money) berumbed fingers pecking at the keya, while
Burwell raves "Slater sald smooth edgeal Call those even? Do it again]®
Kay murmurs wearily something about dishes to wash,..children to feed...ths
atock whip lashes out and once more har fingers take up the tortured tattoo
on the keys...and so it poes on...artwork to fit...headings to paste On....
envelopes to address....iIS fanzine? Says who?

Youras sympathetically,
Jovoce Slater.
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by He Editon

ALMOST TWO YEARS AGO s young man, who had been a schoolmte of ye ed-

itor's, affronted him, asking: "Do you read science-fiction?®

Whereupon, ye od hastily replied "Yes,

and went on to describe

his particulars, dislikes, etc.
Mow ouch simpler it would have baen if ha had snawered “No" and

have to ata
him at home

ary

turned briskly away. It would have not led to the nights ha wo u 1d
up lata answering the score of letters that would meet
ening after work) nor would it have led to ye ed

staying up aven later at night typing stencils or dusmying pages for
a publication you know so wellj and it would not have aven presented=

him with the anxious worrying and trouble he
would spend with the problems of a loeal
elub. It ean he seen how eventful this one
interrogitive proved to be.

Yor, two years ago, ys editor was a8
mera reader, content with enjoying and ecol-
lecting the score of stf mageiines being
published, not realising the emenseness o f
fandom or the time filled 1ife encountered
there. And that one question set him thinmk-
ings

. "So thers are others here in Atlanta
besides me, who hold the same, deep interast
in Selence-Fiotion!™ Inatead of forgetting
this meeting, ye ed continusd to talk to
this other fan umtil they both became eager
on the prospect of forming s fan olub inm At-
lanta.

On the first of October 1950, the At-
lanta Science-Fioticnm Organisation came into
being. The clud had had other oames before
the previcus one was attached, but it is not
necessary to delve into those Buek Rogerish
toples.

For eix momths, the tinmy band of A t-
lants fen continued to hold meetinga a mnd
during that tims started ocut publishing []
fansine without ever laying eyes upom one of
the same.

That started the ball rolling. Upom the
advent of the launching of Commg, thingabe—
gn to piek up. A constitution was drawn up,

the membarship doubled, the fen im Atlanta
became more activ nd ye eod overburdened -
with work, It all g back to that aelight,

but eignificant query.
Recently Commag combined with SCIENCE-

former is ever striving to gein acknowledge-
ment in the world of fams.

A fow days ago ye editor, when oce of
the members of the elub (ASFO) showed his am
Atlarts fan'a letter in a 1930 issue of WON-
DER STORIES, phomed maid fan and conversed -
with him. Much to ye ed's surpriss this faa
bad been president of another Atlanta fan
club over twenty years ago! It seems, ASFOis

merely a second step im encouraging fandom
in the "Cate City of tha South.®
In closing, there ere only twe pleas

to be made. (1) 8F, fartasy or weird srticles
of some length (2 to ) pages) will be ap-
preciated very much. (2) Comsag will not
aontinus to have twenty pages in its half ,
unless more, a gaod deal more, subscriptioms
are received before the deadline date, Dee-
ember 1st. 80, a'men and blad about e/atd to
your frienda.

FICTION DIGEST and the Atlantén fen made a Ontil January 1st,
stad at the world comvention, The latter ver- 7
ture waas an unprejared and unexpected one, s
which did not turm into reality, but t h e G/M
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CovLectors Neep Not BE Suckers by e

THE MACAZINE PRICELISTS of several profes-
sional atf dealers have reached me lately,
and, as @& eollector of ascienae- fiction
1 paid quite a bdit of attenmtion

One of thase, fraom am upstate New
York Dealer ( the mame doesn't matter, but
anyone can have it om request) offered
some thoroughly outrageous items.

Marvel Sciemce-Stories, for exampla.
A cheap pulp magazine which, from 1938
thru 1941, eold on the stands for 15g. He
wants $1.50 for the first tee ismsues and §1
for the rest!

Startling Stories---Volume 1, Number
1, comtaining Veinbaum's "The Black Flame,"
—-130 pa pulp magazine, for $2. Any
other isau of the same year are §1. Now,
while the first 4issue commanda a normel
premium, it certainly does pgt require
doubling im price. Nor is the first Start-
price of perhaps SOg is fair.

This dealer went om in hig list--
Fantastic Adventures, 19319 $1.25. 1940-42,
$1 a oopy. F.F.M. 1939, $2 a copy. Astoun-
ding, Volume 1 Number 1, $10.00.

Now, theee mageiines are rare. I
kaowwsl can tell you how hard it ia to find
--they do not command
1ike this are bad,
very bad. PFor onme thing, a few suckers are
liable to buy his mags. But I doubt thig,
e0 that's mo caume-for worry. What is far
more important to the mags:ine collector,
the so-called "fan® gsees these prices and
raises his sccordingly.

Many fans are happy to supply some
other fan with a mag at a slight premi
Cecil Hinmote of Florida has been selling
magazines for more than a year now-- at
ocover priee, 1935 to date! Of aourse, some
fan dealers will give you a going o

The prices of magazines are vastly
inflated. One desler chargee $2.50 emch for
the 1943 Astoundings containing “"The Weapon
Makers,” aeven though the origimal cost was
259 each. And sincs mo dealer will lay out
too much money, chances are he paid not
not much more than 25¢ a copy himself, and
them saw a chance to make a dighonest bduck
by hikiag the price.

Another dealer offers British Astam-
inge for 35¢/ If you're familiar with thig
mag, you'll kmow that it's a slim 64-page
reprint from the American edition, and it
sells for the equivalent of 10y im England,
Ken Slater can get you all you want at 10y

a copy— yet this bird (am affiliate of
Slater's) charges }S5¢--a profit of 25g per
aopy?

It follows all along the lime. I
don't have to cite statistias to you to
prove that magazine value is all out of lime
thess days. Recently I advertised for a aer-
tain dgsue of (Captaig ¥
ay fil
month's standing offered me a copy for 8
When I wrote to him explaining that "I'a
new to the game, and I didn't know the
price==but 1 could see that so-and-go was
selling CF for B8Sg, so I thought that that
was a fair price.”

Parhaps we should aset a standard of
values for & science-fiction magazines (mueh
11ke Scott's Stamp Catalog) and reprimand
anyone who exceeds standard by much regu-
larly. This is a lot of work, 1 know, but
I'®m sure a group of fama ocould work on it
and put it together without too much heai-
tation. As an experiemced collector whe
bas trmcked down a thousand and a half aaga-
1ines, 1'll volunteer to help--but I don't
want to do it all myself.

Prices I consider fair--on the ordi-
nary mgazines (mot 4imcluding Astounding,
Unknown, or VINl) auch ms Startling, Ama:-
ing, ete. 194347, 30g. 1948- to date, 25¢.
No ome should pay more than that for s mag
-—at least, no non-milliomaire fam. It's
always possidle to get a mag for less by
baving patience...l find it's @& good rule
never to pay more than SOg for any mag, be-
cause a oareful seanning of the fan ads will
turn it up for less sooner or later.

1 walked into a bookstore ome day
last April and found a copy of the first

issue of Astounding there for SOg. O f
course, I bought 4it-—-but suppose I had
ordered it from asome dealer for twao, three,

or tem dollars the day before! Fam collect-
ors need not be suckers, I say.

There's only one way to avoid maga-
1ine {inflatiom, and that's to set a maxi-
mum value on maga:z e and then ke mire
that everyone knows the mazimm. WUe have
80 legal way of making people sell for less
but by refusing to buy at higher prices we
ocan accomplish the same thing. People like
K. Martin Carlson and Richard Elsberry have
voiced my sentiments im the past—-the old
promags Just aren't worth the inflated
prices, and we have to ocut down their price

tags.

What do you thimk?

-2) -



Jhe [ and of Shadows

S———

V==

ta was in the thick of a strange for-
est naow, the land of Shadowa. This was for-
bidden territory, ahunned by the superati-
tious membara of his tribs and of ot her
tribes in the vioinity. Orph had darad to
out through the land, howevar, for by doing
20 he saved a full day's march across burn-
ing desart.
- 24 -

ORMR GAZED into the sunset, aware that he
was atill far frao his hote hun t ing
eround far from the safety of hia tribe.
It was a full day's journey to his deati-
nation, for he had roamed far bavond the
1imita of his rightful lend. In a short
time the sun would be dam and Orph would
have to find shelter for the pight.

by Terry Carr

11lustratad by Petar J, Ridley

Among hias fellowm tribesmen, Orph was
eonsidered rathar foolhardy, for he refused
to beliave the tales of things unknoen that
had been handed down from anceatora msho had
unluckily run afoul them. Orph had found by
axperience that these places of horror were
almoat without fail nothing but ordinary
apota made perhsps more awe-inapiring by
darkneas, %Ye did not expeat to find thia
forest different from the rast,

Rut nom he was in the forest, and night
was falling. He decided that his present
surroundinga gave aa much proaise as any-
whera, and indeed more than the usual, He
aould build s fire to keep snimals away,
Should animals attsck, his position was
strategic, for they would have to come up-
hill and show themsalves aa they entered the
olearing. Yes, he decided, he would atey
here for the night.

He geathered some dry 1 es and wood
and 1it the leaves and fram them the wood in
the primitive way, Fhon he had the ble:ze go-
ing well, he turned and gathered more dry
leaves. These he spread in a oirecle around
the olearing, the ring being ten feet at its
narrowest point. In this way, he asaured
hinself en extra margin of safety, for any
lurking or attacking enizals would surely
heve to oroas this Ddarrier to get to him,
thus awakening him by the orisp creckling of
the lesves. This, however, wsa a very meager
precaution, for he would nave but a second
to rally himself from sleep in such a case,
He would have to rely mainly on the fire.

Bafore sing to sleep, he 1it the end
of a small piece of vine from thea fire and
grasped the other end in his hand. The
length of the vine waa timed at sbout the
length of time it would take the fire to
burn down, By the time the fire neared ex-
tinotion, the vine would have burned down t
his hand and thereby awakened hia, 1In this
wav he was sured that the fire would na
get the ahange to go out. Then, setiafied,
he mettled down for a light sleep.

Aa was awakened sametime later-by the
vine in his hand, The fire was naarly out.
HAg geathered more wnod fram = pile he had
1tacked inside the cirole of leaves and put
it on the fireq Then he turned to go bsck to

sleep,

Bafore laying down, however, he ab=
ruptly sssumed a position of listening. What
had he heard? A wnlft The windt He could not
ba sure, Ye sat searound the fire for same
fifteen minutes, but did not hesr ths sound
again, Aad it been {magination? He doubted
it, %ell, na e ataying up all night. If
the animsl was going to attack it surely
would have done sc by now. He ley down a-
g8in.

Ve was on the verge of slumber when he
heard the orackling of the leaves. Instant-
ly he was wide aweke, his hsnd on his flint

knife, his eyes peering into the darknesa.

Yes, he saw it, A wolf, alinking in the
shadows. A lesn wolf, hard hit by the recent
fenine that had atruck the region. A desper=-
ste and hungry wolf.

The walf, seeing he was diseovered,
orept forward, hia belly hugging the ground.
There wag no sound of menmce; it wes in the
slert upright ears, the rigidnesa of the
tail, It was not a matter of wondering if he
would etteck. It was a matter of when. Vhat
mament, what aplit instant, would the wolf-
brain deaide waa the right time to spring?
Yould it be now?! the next momant? the next?

Orph's Imife wes out now. He was
orouching bshind the fire, adding thst bdar-
rier to the separsting ground between them
now. Sweat was forming on hia brow, oold
aweat, nervous sweat. Ha ocould not know 1if
he would aame cut of tha fight the vietor or
the looser; he oould not knaw how badly he
would be mangled in the fight; he aould nat
mowewe

The wolf aprang.

He had inched his way to one aide of
the fire while Orph had been nervoualy sur=
veying the ciroumstances, then bunched hia

- 25 -



Page 26-

wuscles and sprung., He aimed for the throat,
and when he collided his mouth was & matant-
1y etriving for that target. Orph twisted,
and the wolf twisted, and his mouth drew ev—-
or nearer the throat. Orph's knife flashed
up and quickly dowm, but the walf twisted
and slashed at his ear, snd Orph missed with
the kmifs,

Orph rolled, and the wolf darted for
him again, Orph swung wildly with his knife,
hit the wolf with his fist after the Imife
wi d. There was a slash on Orph's fare=
head where the wolf had tried for his ear
and missed.

The wolf was @n him agein, This time
Orph pressed flat upon his back and the wolf
overshot slightly. The imife ocems up and the
wolf yipped. Then Orph was on top and the
mife struck sgain, A short, flerce battle
ensued, then the wolf lay twitohing and Orph
sottled back, his muscles quavering with
tension. Thare were outs all over his body
and the blood was dripping into his eyes
from his forehead.

He staggered up and left the olearing.
It was the dead of the night when earnivares
prowled, but Orph's dszed brain disregarded
this. Re kmew he must find water, Ae blund-
ered on in the direction he knew 1led to s
omall stream, for he had pa d one earlier
in the evening, just before bedding down for
the night, Vines and oreepera pulled st him,
but he went on, falling end petting up &=
gain. At last he arrived at the stream.

"fhe Land of Shadows'

COSMAG
He fell to his knees and bathed hie
fece in the oold, oclesr water. The water
pumbed the pain fram ths out on his fore-
head, and oleered his head samewhat, Fe
washed hias other cuts and then his forehead
again, The bleeding had slowed oonaider=
ably. Re ocursed himself for leaving the oam-
parative safety of the hill, though he knew
that he might mot have lasted through the
night had hes not. If & wolf was desparate e-
nough to attaok a man with fire, then surely
there would bs other dangerous animale &~
broad, Re had been luoky that he hed not
been attacked again. Fe locked around, se-
leoted a tres, and olembored into it quick-
1v. made his way to a point high in 1ts
branah then settled down to sleep again.
Ais present position was not too safe, but
better than on the ground. Soon he fell into
pesceful alumber,
When he awoke the sun was slightly a-
bove the skyline of a nsarby mountain range.
He olsmbored down fras his lafty perch and
took stock of his surroundings. Re s ed to
have wandered fram the trail last night in
nis mad flight. He oould not recognite hia
surroundings., Re had a good ides of hia di-
rection, however, a0 he set off to his
right. If he were ocorrect, in that direction
lay his tribe's hunting grounds.
Re pushed his way forward for a few

growing more and more unaure of his
looking for a path or familiar
marking, but finding none. The treas became
more olose together, and the underbrush,
thiocker. He begsn to have inoreasing trou=
ble {n making his way through the forest.

Finally, however, tha treea thinned
and the underbrush bacame alasost pnonexist=
ant. He was nearing the edge of the farest.
Soon he was entirely out, and beholding the
astrangest sight he had aver seen, Before him
apread a mmall wvalley, perhaps two miles
wide. Thare were filald upaon fields of grain
awaying in the brasie, and far to the right
gleamad the spires of o fantastie oity.

hours,
way. Fe kept

Mevar before had Orph seen such @
beautiful sight. Streching for miles on ei-
ther side, the waving fielda of grain were

a strange but nonthelass lovely spectacle to
the barbarian. But far more than that, thare
was the oity, Orph did not know what it wes,
naturally, for his pecple 1ived in primitive
caves. But the aparkling splendor of it
needed no recognition. It was built sizoat
entirely of white marbls, of which thare waa
an abundance 1in the hille of tha region.

ROVEVEFR 1951 “Tha Land
Lofty spirea and minarets towered ahove the
smooth flowing lines of the lowsr buildings.
UYgre and there the thin line of an alevated
rumway W to bs aseen, pgleaming with a
brillance sesmingly al) their osn. The sup=
porta of these runways blended with the rest
of the city in such a way that Orph was hard-
ly aware that they wera there.

He paused for a few minutes at the
eadge of the trees, taking in the aight, then
ocontinued on his way, Down 4into the fields
he went, {intent upon crossirg this wvalley
quiekly and lesving this strange land of
magic. Aalfway saross he came upan a river,
It was a fairly wide river, but the current
did not seem to be too strang. Orph decided
he would chance swimmirg it.

Ae dived into the
atruck out for the
plied his way into the
found the way growing ever harder ea the
eurrent began to sweep him along with in-
aoressing rapidity. He had no choice of turn-
ing back, for he was soon at the meroy of
the atrean.

With a shook, he realired thet the
atream was oarrying him toward the oity of
atrange magio. He fought, but the ourrent
was too strong, Graduslly, ever gradually
he neared the bank, knowing all the -hl):
that he would ba carried into the oity be-
fore he oould get out of the water.

Soon ha passed under a wall at the
edge of the eity. He had intended to let
the ourrent carry him through the eity, but
he aculd not resist the awesame bn.uty of
the place., At a deserted point, he emerged
and orept into the oity. Along the edge of
the river, the houses were squat and dirty
but rising in ths background he cauld s 2
;:n more bssutiful sections of the metropo-

..

cold water and
opposite bank. As he
swifter water, hs

Stioking to deserted and
atreeta, Orph made his way toward the ce
ter of the oity. Presently he ocame to a
well-traveled atreet that must be orossed
bafore ha ocould get to the heart aof ths oi-
ty. HRe crouched in a doorway, wandering if
he should risk trying to traverse it or
give up and return. He knew that it had
bean foolish to have coms as far as this
;7:( he was fascinated. He deciced to rh;

.

ahadowed

Waiting for a break in ths flow of
traffic— which was canposed of oxcarts and
manpowered wehiolea=~ ha suddenly deashed
for the other side. That wma a mistake ,

of Shadows®

howaver. Bafore he was halfway soross, he
heard a shout in a atrange tongue. Slowing
uneonsciously, he loocked behird him, Men,
ourious white man wearing fantastio lllnl.
:orc running fram all sides. Terrified, h-.
l\;r:;dhi:n the street he was on. They fol-
Re soon found that he
them with e « At the next intersection he
turned back toward the river. There was a
great alamor behind him now, and glencing
back, he aaw a orowd following him. Their
:ri br:ught pecple fram the atrange
ouses an a0
o on there were people in front
Trapped! He would have ¢t
fight his way ocut. He dodged -r;m:ryt:
firat few men, but than the rest in front
of him formed a half-oircle. Prantiocally
he feinted to the left, then dashed to the
right and broke again to the left just be-
fore resching the semi-oircle. His fiat
lashed out and one of them went down. The
others dived for him, end he soon found
himself under them., HRe twisted and fought
madly, end samehow won free. Re aprinted a-
gain along the ocbblestoned atreet., Thers
s no one in front of him now, The river
a few blocks awa More pacple were
ocaring fram their housea, but were not try-
ing to stop him, and he found that his pur-
suera had given up the chase,
He kept going at his res
until he resched the river, th:n d:“v:d.lp:::
it and put all his effort into the strokes
( Continued on page 33)

oould outrun
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EDITCR'S NOTE: The artiole on this

presses his mm
of the editorial

personsl opinion
staff. And on the nex

P!

age by Jan lee aw=

and not necessarily that
¢t paga you'll find =

quiok rebuttsl to this article by Lee Foffman, herself!

POR TPO HOURS I SAT and atared =t
ra hovering expeotantly over the kevas of
They oontinued hovering. Finally, weak

f paper. finge
this typewriter.

from the high altitude, they fell upon the osrris

lay there...

The artisl
title thet would
stert resding. (

easa they would remain

1 had the

top of the page--~"WHY LEE HOFF!
and had the first psragraph writtas
SThis ia ssking for trouble.

the white expanae

snd

o had started out brilliantly. It hed s
make every fan who was & fan stand up end
Unless they were laxy like me, in which

sitting and atart reading.)

blasphemcus title spread boldly scross the

MAb 16 NOT A GOOD EDITOR®=—-
Jthuslys
I'm beginning to think

1 atand alone. After this, that will no doubt be reslity.

Powever, 1 atride forward, in hopes

that elsewhere in fan=

dom, perhsps in unexpeoted places, other fans are of the
.

same mind,

That peepuls,

wondered what to

good aditort! Then I had it;
up the word ‘editor.’ That

wvan though the

plunead an into his privata vagar i
But this 1s what I found:

tends, revises,

ehe obviously supsrinten
1ication; and there is ov
1 then decided to turn about

was it. After that,

T Just aat and

put next. Hell, why was lee !laffman not &

always made

the dictlonary: I woull lock

s good beginbing -

suther presiptiy forget the dafinition and

or

{dence thst she likewise revia
face on the entire nat-

{tor: One who superin-
s litersry work for publise-
nagszine, eto." Well,

QUANDRY for pub=

tor, and adnit that Lee was s good editor. Not axoaphion-
al-=—anyons who puts out e fanzine has @somo editorial
qualities—=but definitely goode
.
Al

hal®

seys

slways having ask questions et orucisl
*Aha! But what about tha NFFF poll?
right up among the best.*

1ss vorgadding s gouple tings. The first

Rerfmps vo
1s offered
Sneary, and perh

anyone's russs,
The semon

This 1s &
dom whigh might
werspt: and myae

Tarhaps,
with publisher,

strange to have
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an opinion,

that well-known oritic wha euthorsare
manents in srtiel

Lee Soffman was voted

but here it is: exoept for Riok

aps one or twa others, NFFF would fall
fist on its fece and quietly die. Fow long trenafusions
oan keep the spark of existence in thia dying glant is

4 thing may be more pertinent: QUANDRY did
not receive mention as one of the best faniines.

e only thing

1 have thus far found in fan=~

{ndicats thers ere others Besides Al Le=
1f who don't think QUANDNT is 50 hota

peapie, Seing pecple,

have aonfused sditor

Les Roffman ia & weary posd publisher, wit=
ness the feot that QUANDRY has kapt so well on ite sohed=
ule that everywhere I loak around the house, it 18 net
one or two of them pop up and loock ma in

( Continued on page

A VERY NOTABLE PAN ONCR QUOTSD his dioctionary
lows: "editor: Ona who superintends, revises, or prepa
1iterary work for publieatian; one who eonduats a newapa-
par, magazine, eto,® Wall, Paul Ganley obviously superin-
tenda and prepares PARFAREZ for publication; and there may
be evidenca that he likewise revisas.

Ferhapa Vr. Ganlay is actually meraly & publishar and
not an editor. Yitneas the faet that PANPARE has kept so
well to its sahed---ar, well, witnass tha quality of mimeo-
graphing of PANPARE. PANFARE a high deg of legibili-
ty and it has quanity. But what elae doss it have! Certain-
1y same of tha sorriest artwork ever to aome off a mimeo.
And same of the best fan fietion...which brings ua to the
question IS THRHE ANY SUCH THING AS GOOD FAN PICTION T h e
answar ia, of course, that it depends on the attitude and
point of view of the reader. A fantine full of amateur fio-
tion oan be the dullest thing on earth to a peraon who
dossn't 1ike fan flation, On the otherhand a person who en-
Joya teur writing would prebably find & zine like PAN-
PARE one of the best he had aver raad. Perhaps he would
proolain it batter than sll othera and condemn the non-fie-
tion rine for not emulating his idol.

Aow dull this world would be if John T. Campbell ed-
fted every magarine being published. And if he approached
them all with the sams frame of mind. Plature the “Martisns
Home Companion,® "Saturday Evening Roockatship® and *The
Butohar's Ouide to Other Worlda.® Perhapa the fan would re-
joiae...but think of the rest of humanity. T h e Waeastern
the Whodunit Lovers, Mothara {interested in ahild
aa. and teenagers interested in love...how would they
feel if solance fiotion were ths only literature available?

Or lat ua say that the only fanzines baing publishad
were all patternad after 8tf Trader. Fow thrilling! A life
of sdvertisements! Sow many 7Tans would atiak with the im-
mortal storm, and how many would blow away into the world
of non-fans to seek a small puddle slsewhers,

Being good at mathematics and being good st publish-
ing are two different thinga. One is definite and can be
measured. The other ia relative varying from one individual
to anothar, The question of editora fs not “Who s good?*
but °Fho presenta a magarine that plesses  more peopler*
This applies to prosine and fanrine aditors,

An editor who gives hia r ara fiction can expect
the peopla who like fietion to read his magazine. He must
be tolerant and underatanding when the psople who don't
1ike fletion fail to read and prajse his afforts, just as
the person who presanta a non-fiotion zine with the empha-
eis on personality must realize that a1l the world will not
herald his efforts.

fha man who builds s better mousstrap oan only ex-
pect as custamers thoas people who have mice.

It is only through realizstion that paople are daif-
ferent and their tsstes vary, und that one muat allow hies
fellow the right to a diffarence of opinion that aame peace
and order in this world may ba accomplished. Yet, fans who
consider themselves as superior beings capable of running
the world of the futura and ruling & universe sre just as
given to petty biokering and intolersnce =s tha hamo-sapil-

( Continued on page )

fol-
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a Uord in”(/ FAN PUBS

Conducted By Jnn Bml

0“//7 efeﬂ SE€ o sarytet: ot skmiog toss Fesben 1o e
b

raview all 1ines received trade for Cosmag,

Y betwean issues of ditto. By the way, any suggestions im
i regard to the handling of Fan Pubs will be considered)
\‘ee HO'F"FME“ eriticism will be appreciated-- complaints will be ig-

EDITCR'S NOTE: Thias article by Lee Hoffman 1 not part nored.

of the preceeding one, rather it ia, as she & [}
word in her defense. Your editor im mot to be reaog-
nized as holding sides for either of theses articles or
for the opinions stated therein.

ABORTION: Ken Kreuger and Oene Smith, 11 Pearl
Place, Buffalo 2, N. Y. 10g for mimeoced--5g for hecto-
ed copy. Irreg. September iassue, §3. 20 pa

A large, umwieldy package (legal-sis
nonsense. Fair fiotion and stuff.

mainly of

He has a wmaasage, Most of the rmadars

Desr Paul o 5 ACHRONIC iggqégu- K.E. Smith(editor, publisher)
nr.'t let me assura you that there understand the 11°1 men -n: ::::rth- l:d Rt. 1, Box 92, erett, Washington. ‘i pP'P ann d
ara plenty of people who don't 1ike QUAN- mges, Sometimes they d°’ B bt wtill Monthly. Oat. °'S1. Vol. 5 #10— Whole #58. 18 pages.
DRY. Protably as many as thers are who consider them a waste of epace, Printed.
don't 1ike FANFARE. But a lot of people  they underatand thea. ! a Achronic Chronicle could hardly be turess “Kolleetors Korsmer”™ and “Trade
do 1like 1t, imeluding me. 4nd I 1like FAN- You say that each of ay wr “"n. called a fanzine, ‘though it is an  aemateur Winds,” round out the issue.
FARE too, but not as much as 1 1ike my own in a way an editor himself, then you ! mgazine. Both of the issues that I ha v e
2ine and 1ines similar to it. 1 am inter- °I'd rather listen to the editor of a 1-‘" seen of this publiecation have contained ex- W ER: 1745 - Kennath
eated primarily in fans, not their efforts ine sound off tham Jos llo: out in Qu aho. cellent, very readable articles on topias of Road, Jlendale 1, f. 20g per copy. 159
at fiction. I would rather read a letter kige, Oklahoms, who doean't have ‘:b:::d general interest. Some fine stuff im this per anmm. Bimonthly. Roy Squires(ed.)Sept.
than a story. You prabably would mot. his head of! to '..1 hig stuff dietr e 1ittle smgazine.Hops you'll give it a try. 151, Vol.5 #3. 40 pages. Offaet.

You say “Can it be that Kenmnedy, among fans. Ign't that rather contrad 3 Thia {asus has & really beautifal
¥illie, and the host of other BNFs that im- ory, Paul? And what if Joe lla;hhlw-n“: + . C. Butts, 2058 B.Atlantio, balf-tona aover by Morris Sectt Dollama,
habit Q are wrong and 1 am right1® No, Paul  be a very interesting "::‘“'q“.“:::‘._’ be Philadelphia, Penna. 10y & copy--50g a yean who aleo authors and illustrates a fine

they are mot wrong, and meither are you, editor Pimonthly. August issue Vol. 2 f4, 24 pp. article inside, about famtasy art. Dollens

U ‘d1fferent indivi- hopeless when it comes to writing welll And ¢
:L;l:“::u‘h:: ll’a:"hl::.d“hrnt tastes, do you think that Tucker la {nteresting in (q‘.";:o;l:.) :::::;1 i ::d.pcr::::u\:. c::.:..:::g'::m‘ ':::i
You say “Ia this eay QUANDRY is actu- Newsletter because he edits it, whereas in about anythi o ““’ ;r i s !; s“.“.. Ca e e,
ally a dunch of little fansinas, with sev- Q ha 4s dull because he doasn't edit 1t? L « Try it. ng "

Yorm."—an account of the evolutiom of
eral 1ittle editors, who do nothing but And do you think, Faul, that if you wrate | Galactic Publishiag Co. a3F's stories.

o4 m
write down grievances and get poor Les to  am article for ?; ‘;ﬁ":“q:'“:‘.‘?m ":::’ 545 N.X. San Rafael St., Portland 12,0regon. But it'e the ads that really court.
spend time and money pudblishing them. The because you doa pnhi : oy e } 0 [ 108 per copy--6 for SOg. Irreg. Editors Bob A aollactor s lost without F.d,
letters to the editor whieh I get mare Paul, do you really thial y Briney. Summer iseue Vol. 2 §1. 16 pages.

than pay me for the time I spend reading, What about my “very 1lueid, /g Mimeced. (Combinad with d
rejecting, editing, stencilling, and such. interesting style? Dn:- it lose :h‘ ’ary 0ood postrysine. Most of the batter V. hxml--l-r, 420 So0. 11th ‘xm” Eﬁ.r
1 would say, Paul, that a person who 1lucid, easy, interast® because it !.An; .l' fan-poets appear hers. Capably illustrated Bluff, Mo. 15¢ per eopy--6 for 50g. “Pub-
chooses from an assortment of material, published 1m COSMAG inetead of Q n ': by Jim Bradley and Ralph Rayburs Phillips. 11shed too oftem to suit some  people.”
which he shall publish and which he shall @&y column in SLANT dull because :t (L] Rditors: Max Keasler amd Bill Venabla.
return, 1 “superintending, revising, pre- im Q1 Should I have rua thie ia =y own EXPIORER! Box 49, Oirard, Penna. 10g Sept. ‘S51. §12. 28pages. Mimeod.
paring and conducting® & faniime. What, sine eo that you could enjoy 1t? 5 sach-- 50z & year. Bimonthly, Editor: Bd Harry Warner's column, “All Our Yes-
aeide from thoss things do you do to FAN- Aside from the fact that ";f nd Noble, Jr. Sept. issue, 16 pages. Mimeod. terdays,” is definitely the most readable
FARE befors you erite your name as its edi- the worke of people other than l1l'u L 0-0 of the ISFCC. thing in the issue. R4 Noble,Jr.'s article
tor? that 11'l peepul are mot artistic, ‘f e, A eapsule report on the London con- on famtasy music 4is quite comprehensive

ds to 1i'1 peepul, Panl, I never Puul, why am I pot a good editor? I'11 eee vention leads off the {iassue--good Job by and good--but much too short.” ..And Brad-
tried to pala them off on fandom as "art” what I ean do to improve. Bob Shaw. Richard Elgherry is here with bury bs still as trite,” 1s satire on--
any more than Jack Speer's stick pecple f some inside dope om Poul Anderson. A repot guess whom?--by Richard Elsberry (14
were palmed off as “art.” They are a medium / en the 4th Westeroon, same book and movie ing, Uacauleyl), The argument on religion
of ocommunication with my read Each reviews, and of course, the regular fea- ( Please turn page. )
®14'1 peepul” has a reason for existing. q ﬂ ' -3 -
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Page 32-

in fandom seems to have degenerated into a
two-man feud. Redd Boggs upholde his side
very wall witht "A Calm Answer to (Xen)Kreu-
ger.” Don't ask me which side he's on.
Couldn't struggle through the “Astral Pro-
Jaction" article--too many typos.

And on the cover you'll find photos,
taken at the Nolacon, of dozens of fans.
Worth it.

pe: ] W‘nﬂ COLLECTOR combined ¥/

WN:1 203 K. Wampum Ave., Louisville 9, Ky.

lin--? for 25¢. Bimonthly. Editor: Russell

3 thins. Sept.-Oct. #6 of TIC) #16 of
DAWN, 21 pag Mimeod .

This issue is something of am improve-
over last. Bob Silverberg gives us a good--
nay, excellent-- r of the firet issue
of Astounding. Ed Cox is on hand with a
description of a forgotten prozine- Ssien-
tific Sgori From his deseription, I'd
say it might well have remined forgotten.
Ancther mag to add to my want-list, e S

Watkina announces in his editorial
that he 1 going dinmto the Air Force-- but
TIC will comtinue under the guiding hand of
Wrs. Jattins. Lots of luck to both of thea
at their new jobs.

IMPOSSIBLE: Burnett R, Toekey, 13933~
15th, N.E., Seattle, Wash. No price listed.
Apri) issue. f4. 56 pages. Mimeod.

Imp's avowed purpose-- to drive all
prozines out of businm seeas to be bear-
ing fruit: already six of thase mentioned
in Toskey's editorisl have bit the dust,
and the others appear to be in dire straits.
The editorial, as a matter of fact, is the
only thing worth reading in the {ssue
Lee Hoffman disappointed me with his-- her--
story. The 1ine has possibilities --hope
Toskey can keep it up.

Thg MEXROMANTIKON: Manly Bannister ,
1905 Spruce Ave., Kansas City Missouri.
Midyear, 1951. Iseus §5. 90 Pages.

I'm really sorry that this issue must
be the last. Only the finest fan fiation
and poetry were printed in Nekro --it was
really a worthwhile effort. Forty-ome well-
written atories and poeas, an artiecle and
book reviews make up this final issus. The
cover printed on stiff paper stock, is a
work of art by Ralph Raybura FPnillips. A
good job, well dona.

S I KEWSSCOPE:1 Fandamain Press, 43

“Fan Pubs®

COSMAG

Tremont St., Malden 4B, Mass. S5g & copy--
S0g per anmnum. Monthly. Editer: Lawrence
Ray Campbell. Sept. Vol. 2 fl. 13 pages.
Mimeod.

“Combined with Fantass on the occ
fon of their first aniversity.®” (Fantam
is published at the same addre a,irreg-
ularly. 5¢ a copy.

Newascope 18 showing steady improve=
ment, both ia content snd inm duplieation.
The news 48 prasented im an interasting
and very readable mmnner, The formation of
an adequate newa service in so0 short a
period s o mn jor mccomplishment and one
in which Campbell may Justly feel pride.
A worthy contemporary of Fantasy Times'

1 Duggle TFisher, Jr. 1302 Lester
st., oplar Bluff, Missouri. 15¢ each--
2 for 25¢. Bimonthly. June Issue. Vol. 4,
#2. Wnole §11. 34 Pag Mimeod.

Marion Bradley's excellent (faniine
review column (with which 1 disagree pretty
conaistantly) s the only thing I can find
in ODD worth reading--or mentioning. Maybe
I juet haven't got the hang of 1t, yet.

1 Bob Johnson (editor); Box 941,
Gresley, Colorado. 20g @ eopy(25¢ for this
tasue). Quarterly. Vol. 2 #1. Thole M.
This is e production. There's Nelson
Bond, with a very fine dispetics storyj
and Charles Dye and Katherine McLean, with
the bast fantasy story I have read, pro or
fan. Don't lat Nelson Bond's dimnetics
story frighten you away— for there's also
a delightfully marrow-minded anti—dianetics
article by Rev. C.M. Morahead, to balance
the story. Sandy Charnmoff authors a good
artiecle on Egyptian art. The poetry depart-
ment ia in good hands, with Orma MeCormick,
Leah BRodine Drake, Sandy Charmoff, and
Batay Curtiss comtributing. Very good art-
work, too.

rl Charles Lee Riddle, PN1, UBR,
Tleet 1 Weather Training Unit, Fmeific,
1 Fleet Post Office, San Framaisco, Calif.
152 a copy, nine issues for $1. Bimonthly.
Ede: Charles Lae Riddle and Gene Hunter.
June, 1951. Vol. & #3. 26 pages. Wimeod.
The olearest duplieating Job I've
seen in many & moon, plus top-flight mater-
ial, place this one ell up on the list.
The editorial by Riddle and "Fan Tom " s
sort of autobiography by Geme Runter, are,
perhaps, the best {items in the issus, E.

WOVEMBER 1951

Roffman Price, in hia column, "Thoughte
While Btrolling,” has a worthwhile thought
to put across) but the column suffers from
erude phrasing— his opiniom of the charac-
ters in his own stories is pretty disguet-
ing. 1'11 strive to avoid etories from Mr.
Price's pen in the fubure. A, Nebi's fan-
1ine revies column isa a good one-- maybe
because he says such nice things about us.

A couple of book reviews and a fea-
ture or two, round out a fine iassue.

QUANDRY:1 Lee Hoffman, 101 Wagner St.,
Savannah, Oa. 15g a aopy-8$1.50 a year. Mon-
thly, Oot. 1951, Vol. 2 2, 30 pages. Mime-
ographed.

Last month the "Quannieh®” arrived,
even bigger and better than anticipated;
certainly a lendmark in fanzine publishing.

Aod now, "(" §l4--another fine job by
Miss Lee Hoffman. This is & must ue for
all who attended the Nolacon; and thos
1ike myself-- who qouldn't make it, may at-
tend vicariously through its pages. Do
of L1'l Paepul, a good, lengthy editaorial,
and--heck, 1 can't desoribe Quandry. All I
can say is, get the zine, Address, directly
above.

DIGEST: The Garden Li-
brary, ph Berkeley,Calif.
30g a copy-$2.50 for ten issues. Publighed
at int;zll- of six weeks. Editor: Don Fa-
bun. y ‘51, Vel, 3 No. 1. o M -
1ithed. ! Sty 1

Overlooking the
complex that perva

slight superiority
it, RD is sn excell-
ent non-fictiom 1ine. “Interplanetary-
Flightt TFacts and TFaneies,” and Rdward
Wood's "Science (1) Fiotion," are particu-
larly good jobs. The “Analysis of the Dia-
netics Foundation Report reads more 1like an
attack than an "analyeis.” Judging from the
prosine reviews, it's apparent that the
+ Goom and Little Men's Science-
Fiction, Chowder and Marching Society just

“Fan Pube®
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don't 1ike magazine
issue features a
Sketchee®

acience-fiction. This
Folio of Fantastical
by Bob Beetum, which begins to

grow on you after the third of fqurth
glance through,
STy TRAIRR: Jaek Irwin, Box 3, Tyro,

:n::;; 10g each—— 4 dasues for a quarter.
o y. Sept., 1951. Vol. 1. 11 .
Mimeod. ! S -

Ads are very reascnable im this onej
only a dollar for a full page-- really a bar-
gain compared to the prices asked by most
fansines. Unreservedly reccommended to aolleo-
tors.

TLMA: Lynn A. Rickman, 408 W, Bell St.,
Statesville, N. C. 25¢ & aopy= §1 a year.
Sept. 'S1. §2. 33pp. Mimeod and multilithed.

Disregarding the awful poem on page 4
(((Hay, Lynn, remember I didn‘t erite this.

Tou know my opinion on the aforementionad
poea.))),

this one shows promise of becoming
« It'a difficult to pick a “best"
Ferhaps it 1s Basil Wells' column,
“Thud and Blunder,” or “Almost Angel,® a sto-
ry by Roger D. Bonham (the 1lle for thias one
ia better than the story). There's room for
improvement, of course; but for a 2nd isasue,
this one 4is way up there. TLMA rhymes with
“dilemmn,” by the way.

UTOPIAN: R. J. Banks, 111 So. 15th St.,
Corsicana, Tazas. 25 a aopy. June, '51. §5.
60 pages. Mimeoed.

Fiction oontent 1s unusumlly good. The
one exception being Neil Wodd's “Unloaked
Holmes," which strikes an exceedingly
unclever job. Howaver, Neil makas up for it
with his short story. Tam Covington's "Far-
adox™ ia good, too; and Leif Ayen contridutes
a couple of fair weirdies. Three columns, an
article and a poetry gsection round out a
pretty good issue. Vorth reading.

THE LAND OF SHADOWS... ( Conmtinued

which would carry him from thig terror-lad-
en place. Ina few minutes after he was out
of the aity, but he stayed in the water a
foew minutes after that before emerging and
setting upon his way once mora.

He traveled over the hills surround-
ing the valley, and through anmother part of
the forest known as the Land of Shadews.And
now he knew the resmson it was shunned so

from page 27) ~Conclusion.

much,

By sundown he reached his homeland.
The pecple crowded around him, and many was
the query as to where he had baen. With a
sheepisgh emile, he spoka the word for the
land of Shadows. “Atlantis,” he mmid, and
wondered how he could tell them of the fan-
tastic oivilization he had gtumbled upon in
the land of the cavemen.




THERE 1S SOMETHING of the old diehard
in all of us, we don't 1ike to see the old,
familiar thinga changed, we like to har p
back to the old daya, sven if our oldeast days
aren't very long ago. Few of us can resist
an occasional layment for the past, it's a
trait as human as Jealousy. My dirge 1is
not for the past, but for the present which
is to be the past too scon.

Today Fandom is a more-or-less clase
knit body of people with the same genaral h-
terests, not an organised society but one
Joined loasely, by correspondence & n d the
fansines for the most part. It's a parochial
community, everybody knows ryone. Ko one
{a ipaccessible. Very rarely does one recdve
anything but a friendly anseer to an unsoli-
eited letter. In fact present day Fandom

aight be compared to a smmll township, with
its ccemsiomal bitter feuds, and generally
friendly atmosphere.

Unfortunately this happy state of af-
faire 1a doomed, things just don't stand-
ati1] in thias Universe, and Fandom follows
ths usual rules. The “Small Town" of exist-

ing Fandom 18 inevitably growing into an in-
dugtrial concernj while at present the nu-
cleus of acti-f holds firm, eventually it
must diimtegrate, and leave the defenseless
body of Fandom to the purely comwereial in-
terests. Already the growing mumber of pro-
1ines are cutting into time that was previ-
ously free for fanning, nowadays it takes @
very fast reader to get through the current
erop of stf literature and edit a fansine
write or draw as well. Consequently the ac-
ti-fane are faced with twa equally uspalata-
ernativ either they miss some of
the prozines and thereby get out of touch
with the professional field, or they have teo
drop some of their fam activities. Whichever

10" P

EDITOR'S NOTE: Thanks ta the
pic at the left, from the pages of Quandry, appe
drawn by Ridley, himself,
to be blamed on him or u- Roffman.

akin&

Pa‘tev 15 R«i\eq

enerosity of one Les Hoffman, t h e
a here. It was
but the evil grin on his face is neither

course they take something 1s lost toFandom.
There sre of course those heroic souls who
attempt to navigate both courases, they, un =
fortunately, die early.

In the pro-field this trend has no t
passed unnoticed, recently the editor of a
well known magazine referred tenderly to bis

vast, dumb, uncritical publie, while prinmt~
ing & few words anent active fandoa whieh
barely aped hostility. In other words Rn-

tasy ia no longer a literary outcast, it'a be-
coming popular, and that means the dnth of
Fandam as it is today. Fanmtasy magazines of
the future won't cover Fandom, nor will they
review faniines or print letters. Cut o f f
from its basic material active Fandom will
die s natural death, those fan-publishers—-
who took the stesp and narrow path of fore-
going some protines will give up for lack of
agoboc, while even the most inveterate let-
ter writer will relinquish hie vice if there
4s no chance of his epistles being publish-
ed. The future looms unfriendly and egoboo-
less before us.

It is inevitable that thia state of of-
fairs will eventunlly came mbout, but  that
horrid conaumation can be warded off for a
1little if we act together.

Te must forego all but a selected few
prosi e must discourage any persocns ot-
ber than established fans from reading stf.
Sneer at them, jeer at them, any fan of mare
than a year must know how to do that from a
bitter experience. We wust in fact try t o
inhibit Fandom's growth, try to make it the:
Feter Pan of literature. Let‘s keep Fandom
at "ewaet sixteen.

Looking back at what I've written I's
not quite sure whether I was sericus or not,
perhaps somebody'll tell me? But not too vi-
olently, plesse.

-3 -
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At present there are three new fan-
1ines pending in Britainm to my knowledge .
SLANT's artist James White is haying to cut
down the nuaber of illustrations he does
and broaden his style someshat due to fail-
ing eyesight. Bob Shaw will probably take
oo more of SLANT's artwork now. Alan Hunt-
er, leading 1light of the newly formed Fan
Art Soeciety is producing a fantasy calendar
for 1952 with all the iMustrations by fan
artists. Eric Bentcliffe 1a organising a
chackliat of all British S-F and Fantaey-
publications, 4including magazines, pocket

“Speaking For Myself"
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books, hard cover books and British re-
prints. Fen Slater has had an order for all
available books with Martiam setories from
Paramount, sounds as 4if there might be a
Martian film in the offing.
That'e all this time,
ADIOS,

WHY LEE HOFFMAN IS NOT A GOOD EDITOR...

the face, acreech,
fold togsther.

QUANDRY has quantity, but every time
1 read it I have a tendency to go to sleep.
Do 1 require Dianetics treatment? Can it be
that Kennedy, Willis, and the host of other
BAF's that inhabit ( are wrong and I am-
right! H-=m.

So far this article has accomplished-
nothing, except to imfuri 99.9% of fan-
dom. The very fact of the matter is that I
san't explaip why QUANDRY leaves me cold. =

en shut up and etick your face
back im your worm holel Why do you attack
QUANDRY without reason?®

QUANDRY 41s a group of mimeograjhed
pa which consist mostly of articles. In
this way QUANDRY 4a actuslly a bunch of
1ittle fanzines, with several 1little edit-
ora, who do nothing but write down their
greivacces and get poor Lee to spend time
and money publighing them.

The 14'1 peepul are
the poorest artist this
and I could draw thea, too.

turn green, snd quietly

cute, but I am
esides of the Styx

( Continued from page 28 )

There is only one reason why I want
to continue to receive (UANDRY. Well, per-
haps two reasons. The first 41as the fact

that oceasionmally lee
something.

steps in ard writes
This 1 like. (a) 1'd rather 1ia-
ten to the editor of a magazine sound off
than Joe Blow out 4nm Quichokiga, Oklahoma,
who dosan‘t have toa work his head off to
got his stuff distridbuted smong fana. (b)
Lee has a very lucid, eany, interesting
style that 1 wiah I had.

But 1 atill don't 1ike QUANDRY.

Whoops, 1 forgot the second reason 1
want to continue to receive ('s. I look to
see 8 possible article there, whose seed you
are perusing at this i1very moment,entitled
(11atening, Lee?) "WHY ¥. PAUL GARLXY B NOT
A GOOD EDITOR,”

Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,and
please throw your rotten tomatces a little
lowerj 1 just had dinner.

T HE

WHY W, PAUL GANLEY 1S NOT A GOOD EDITOR...

ens tbat they look down upon.

Sa 1 cannot eay that Paul Ganley is
not a good editor. Re pleases his readers..,
if he didn't they wouldn't stay withhim
What more can a person ask of a faned?! Sure-

Continued from page 29 )

ly no one would
world.

ask him to please all the

THE END

)

1,

W



EAT AT OMARS
As usual we received a falr mmsorise
/ ious Lesue,
elning and/or degrading the prev
episties, we cane oul with guite s handfl
in the pext Tew pages.

»d ation in Coemag
i ‘M‘hﬂrt :’::.pu:l:c Atianmta 5, h'. A good pusbar of thove received will
v NeEoy 3

poncil of yeo editor, to resove items of non-gensral interest nrd
u don't wast your comsnicstise o
enyideresd for publication.

Macauley, st 57 Kast

so doubt suffer the blue

to coneerve space. And if yo

that when writing, for all Ietiers are &
Here they be...

Dear Ian
Yl;tordny I received the combination

COSMAG-SCIENCE-FICTION DIORST, and enjoyed-
most of it quite well. The change in for-
is commendable.
. The etory, 11 to 7, wae not especial-
1y new in plot, but 1 1iked the way Oliver
hendled his ending. Knowing that if he re-
vealed what the ferry was and what the
river was, this would °nl{1h :: lnt:::.l.:llyl
ved this bynot revesling pre 1
:: .:il.. The Vumul GREMLSHUNK I didn"t
1ike. I liked the way it was handled, but
pot the subject. Anyone can write an arti-
cle about a mythical animal, elememt, #to.]
all it takes is imagination. Well handled,
though. HUMOR IN S-F3 well, I think Conner
is blowing off too much steam, since goad
humor is not only rare in 5-F, but most
laces.
b § liked Elsbarry's little thing. But
1 have one objection) the nmotice concern-
ing the fellow who wondered whether &
spaceship could take off from Earth at a
velocity of 2 miles per hour and go imto
From Elsberry's comment, I observe

space.
t:t he laughs at the very i?n, but the
comment ien't toa clear, so I'm not sure.

The fact is, it could be done. Although Wr.
Sharland was aistakes in supposing that the

c iti=
¢ of smil this time srousd ceaplimenting,er
4 After going ihrough the aforementioned pile of
wl of them worthy of imelusion. These you will see

oust be sailed to the editer, Iam T.

wpee primt, plemss impress

would ever escape the Earth's gravit-
::i:ml field, which 1is infinite, he was
right in suppoeing that 7 miles per second
i{s not a necessary speed. It s only a nec-
essary initial velocity. 1f present-day roc-
kete had a fuel that would bura alowly o=
nough for them to store a few days' supply,
or if they could take slong a hundred or a
thousand tim uch fuel, they could fly
to the moon sasily. The only reason V-2% dd-
a't ezplode on Mars instead of Earth was ﬂa:
they ran out of fuel after only a few min
utes. Rocket motors est up fuel 1ike a neo-
fen grabs up pro-mags. Perhaps I was mistak-
enj concerning Elsberry's comment, I -un;
As 1 eay, I's not eure whether he laughed &
Mr. Sharland or at the fans who were play-
ing around with the 7 miles per second es-
cape velooity idea. It all depends on wheth-
or you're going to shoot the ship up like
bullet or let it push lt-;lf up like the gun

1let is being shot from.
T Nuur rndnr: seem to Dbe having
trouble with "adult® famtasy. It seems to
me that adult selence-fiction 1is merely
science-fiction im which the plat pro;
ceeds logically from & logical basis, l:d
ia which the characters act logically u

turally.

1 Hu:enr, not all adult

stories are

-3 -
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Becesearily good atorles. Much mors than
that gaes into a etory. Writing, characteri-
sation, plot, aomflicts, the author's own
ideas, time apent on the story, all these
have much to do with it.

Tantasy is definitely a writing tech-
alque in which 1itersture is possible. This
is & partia) migquote, but no one can deny
that stf ia a part of fantasy.

Keep up the good wark, Cordially,

¥, Faul Ganley, 119 %ard Road,

North Tonawanda, New York

((( Thaex for the worthwhile comments,
Paul, And by the way, how do vou like t h e
way ve treated your article?)))

R R
Dear Mac,

This wae

the best issue yet. The re-

production was better, of course, and eo
ware the contents., The best thing about
1ithographing (1) 1s that 11lustrations

show up @0 much better. You couldn't have
dome that cover on a mimeo. The whole thing
is neat and looks good.

WHY 1 READ FANZINES weg okay, though
the guy dida't sy a whole lot. I still
baven't got fannieh enmough that I would
miss an issue of ay favorite magaring,
(Fa8F) rether than a fanzine. Maybe I just
haven't been im it long enough. Still,I
started a Heinlein serinml a few days ago
and quit it to read COSMAG, UTOFIAN, and
ODD. Soom, I reckon I'll be lost.

FAN PUBS was interesting and inform-
ative. 1 even agreed with him on some good
points. Re was right about TIME STREAM,
too. It wmsn't as good as WORLDS APART, I
aould tell him why, but I wen't!

THR MARTIAN OREMLSHAURX was okay, but
not quite up to Lee's usual high standard.
It would look okay 4n a8F, because I don't
understand their artiel

AWMOR TN S made a nice
agrea with him 100%,
would disagree on

point, 1
but I'm afraid we
Just which writer ia
funny, end which onme isn't. I never
learhed to appreciate Nelson Bond. dnd I
find bhumor in stories by Ray Bradbury and
Richard Matheson. I don't know if they in-
tend tham to be funny, but they are. Still
I think he has a good idea. Boucher prints
a lot of humor in his mag.

FROFOUND UTTERANCES wme sbout t h e
best article in the 1ssus. I 1like to read
these things about fandom of yasteryear,
because I haven't been in 4t long emough
to remember much of it.
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THE INX SPOT was good, and it'e
coming right along, better every time,
Your note im Fillie' letter was interest-
ing, WYhen I mail a faniine, letter, or
package from here to Rngland, Ireland,
etc., they sure charge me more!

1 understand Lee Hoffaan elso
fms oversess at no extra coet, How do you
it1 Maybe the 1local PO is trying to make
a profit on me!

Altogether this was o
the best jyeot,

oaile

good issue,
Artwork and general layout

fine, too. Sincerely,
Jd. T. Oliver, 115-27th St., Columbus,
Qaorgia,
Secssccsscesonnnse

The aover is good mainly ‘cause it 48
1itheo, and the artist has managed to aover
up most of his mistakes by ueing a lot of
shading. Very wise. The two whatchamacallit
animals are the best part of the whale
thing.

Burge should stiek to the style he
used on the contents page, it's much more
impressive. The lettering for the title is

very good, but then 1 know shers you got
it, but I'11 never tell.
If you've got to talk about am arti-

ecle or story, do it at the beginning of the
thing and not {s the editorial, Use your
editorial to tell about gsame of your oclud
mestings, there is alway omething of
interest happening at alub meetings. Report
of the LASFL in Shaggy was what made it
one of the most famous of all faniines,
that, and Charles Burbee editing.

ELEVEN TO SEVEN? Oh well,it did have
a nice looking header and drawing.

WHY I READ FANZINES? Hey!
you read Fv, TFred! Or won't your mother
let you, then maybe you do and lan wouldn't
let you mention it inm COSMAO. I read that
dern article twiece looking for s mere re-
mark on Fv (FANVARIETY).

FAN PUBS. Of course I like this, I
got a good revies. Burge, you are a sweet
boy. Ever lovim yers,

Max Keasler, 420 South 11th St.,

Pap Bluff, Ma.

@ @ 00000 p 000
Dear lanm,

Well, ye the change to offset was
surprising. o dieappointing.C 08 M A @
seams to me to have lost half its charm in
the new forwat. Maybe it ia laess troubdle
to produce, neater, etc., but the descent

Why don't



wsll.it

Fage 18-

ieto the micrascopio isa't my idea of im-
provement. I g 1's just reactiomary.

Of the material this time, I liked the
fansine reviews and Klsberry's “"Profound Dt-
erances.” 1 was surprised to that re-
priot from am old Sky Hook im the latter.
Rich's article is a little similar te doe
Kennedy's “Them VWide Open Spaces” im t h e
QUANNISA. Aem, if this cannibalizing of ma-
terial ie old famsines continues, scom all
articles will be rebmshes of stuff that ap-
peared in Fantasite, Shaggy, and Southern-
Star, till ell that ia gone, and thea a 11
fan authors will be forced to rebash the re-
hashes! A melancholy prospect and a strange
implication to draw from a nifty little ar-
ticlel

“thmor im Science Fiction® is a rou-
tine job and, at best, slightly daebatadle.
Basically, humor is the cammodity that is "a
reminder of the serious headlicaes,” rathar
than “sericus starie for humor is a de-
tached vies of the Icrld 1ike newe-stories—
are, whareas im a seriocus story you f e e 1l
rather than think. I'd have liked to bave
seen Wilkie explores this facet of the aub—
Jeet, as well as to apalyse why fam
prafer mora seriousm ie their fare."

Ie SFD, 1'd seen most everything be-
fore. 1 thought it was a pretty fair select-
ion, however. 1 wonder how Hemry's going to
work it when Commag primts samething highly
important or inmterssting? Will SFD reprint
from Commag?

Shelby Viek sort of surprised me with
“ls Baing Lae Aoffsan® (which title reminds
me of "Baing mlome ia, mot being is mot").
Prom previous examples, 1 thought Viek o
pratty clever cartoonist at times, but only
@0 with a typer. But this was nieely dome .
Speaking of Lae Hoffman, “The Martian Oreml-
shunk® hefuddles me even more tham same of
Lee's stuff in Bastebasket, otc. Somehow it
seems pointless to me. Maybe that's the énle
idea?

Artwork: I liked Burge's fromt aover
pasaing well, and all of Outhrie's stuff wms
fun. Your own eartoom fllustrating “Why I
Read Fanzinee™ was very competent. I wish I
could say the sama for your illo for “Kleven
to Sev
depth on that ome.(((80 does ya ed and 1 &
discharging Mae from the art staff umtil he
can show sufficient”improvemant.”)))

Sinceraly, Redd Boggs, 2215 Benjamim

St., N.E., Minneapolie 18, Mimn,

(((A most interesting and cammentive

*Ty' Ik Spot®

letter, Redd. As an answer to your questiom,
1 simply state that SFD will mot raeprist, m-
less under dire circumstances, from Cosmag—
why should it, we rum t..othar.)))

0 00N 0CSPODLGSNEEDPES
Dear lanm,

Oot the latest C'ma or should I sy
COSMAG science-fiatiom D 1 It doesn't —
matter. Y'know, 1 think you've got samething
there. The cover is your best yet, but I mo-
tice it doesn't illustrete any story.(((Doea
it always bave to? For a good while we plam
to feature mon illustratimg eovers.))) But
who cares?

Best in COSMAG was “Kleven to Seven" by
Oliver. If I ware him, I'd have tried t h o
pros with that yarn. The writing was cor—-
tainly professiomal, or at least darned near
to it. Good idea, too—for once 1 didn't see
the ending after a coupla paragrephs.

Reat of the issus was pretty good, mot
up to COSMAN's standard (((RIM1))), tho. Les
Hoffman's thing was one big let-down. I was
hoping for something to rival "Excerpt® and
I get thia “Famor In S7° was shart b u ¢
wholely true. “Profound Utterane
kay, as wms "Why I Read Pamain
the preview, that always livens wp an issums.

Artwork this issue was at ite highest
peak simece COSMAG made its inceptiom. Like I
said, the cover is durmed good, and the com-
tents page drawing, almost as good. Your il-
le for t story wasn't too good—the fig-
ures were too stiff. However, I see you're
going to have a lot more detail now with the
photo-offeat. Good deal. The cartooms ware
all good.

You want comments on the new prodmc-
tiom, eh? Well, here's mime. If posaeible, go
a little larger. The 1ine is alittle too
bard to read as is. Yours in Fantasy,

Terry Carr, 1]4 Cambridge St.,

San FPrancisco 12, Calif.

(((You and the other remders, would
probably be glad to hear that J.T. Oliver —
bas a 1,000 word short short caming up 4 =
INAGINATION.)))

#9800 00000000000
Dear COSMAG,

You are really tops in the new tiny
digest sizej the Burge pic om the cover wme
beautiful’ Ris sketeh on the imside frowt aw—
er was alsao very good. Outhrie's 1ittle head-
ings snd the eartoam sigmed “Y.C.°brightemed
the issns immeasureably!

Jd. T. Oliver'a short story, “Eleves
Seven" deserves raprinting im the SCIXNCR
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FICTION DIGEST half. It'g that good? But the
ed‘s 11lo was the worst pie in the iseue.The
figures were stiff and unnatursl looking,and
the background, choppy.

Vy perscnal thanks to Fred Chappell for
boosting UTOPIAN, along with the other fie-
tion fmss. Lrtht d. Burge's fm: of 14t~
tle worth to as I got mast of them any-
way. (((They're more for egaboo than amy-
thing el ) Lea's Gremlabunk seemed poirt-

college paper ate it up. "Humer 1
Fietion® and "Profound Utterances” wera hath
good,

“Th'Ink Spot” was taa long for you to
be & well-balanced mag, but them-- if it ware
shorter you'd mot primt such letters as this
one. Always a reader, R.J, Banks,

111 8o. 15th St., Cersicana, Texas

((( THanEx1)))

esecesenssscscnense
Dear lanm,

1 enjayed C/SFD to no end. Part of the
pleasure must have been caused by the fact
that the firet fanzisee I read om antering |
fandom after the years in the outer dark-
ness of the British postwar af fleld w e r o
FPANSCIENTS, I recalled with quite a definite
nostalgis the first flush of enthusiesmm for
fandam as the way of life.

The cover: Oeod. Not good as 1t
aight have been- but good. The lettering was
superb.

“Th'Ink Spot®

-Page 39

Eleven To Seven: Farbaps the best bit
of fan fietion I have ever read. I didn't
cateh on until almost the end of the yurn.
The 1llc was very two dimensional though,but
nothing could bave spoiled that story.

Why I Read Fanzineet Ve-e-e-ry famili-
ar etuff- all right fer a space filler.

Fan Pubs. A good useful, isterestiag -
feature. Keep it up.

Walt Outhrie'a wee men are terrifie —
especially the one on page three. That's amy
comments on Commag and a dasn fime issue it
was. Yours sincerely, Bod Shaw,

10, Loopland Dr., Belf ]

((( Nica letter, Bob. 'Spod. nry se,
to hear fram fenm across the sea.))

o8 e S0 QSRS PRPOEPRPEEDNTPREES

Thera you bave ‘em, friends.The bulk
of the mail. For thoae of you who wrote taeo
late for your letter to be included, I im -
vite you to write us again, commenting on
this issua.

Probdably the most camplaints were for
e larger sized production. That will cost
us twice as msuch as the amall size. Sure we
want to ba bigger am better eo that you'll
11ke C/SPD.more. But that takes dough and
the moola cames fram subseription momay. So
tell your friends about C/SFD, okay? n
appreciate it!

Until the first of January, best t o
all!

=the editor.

==//=
The Immortal Storm

A RISTORY OF SCIENCE-FICTION FANDOM

by Sam MasKowt1, z

4 LTMITED EDITION OF 150 COPIES, MIMEOGRAPHED,

BOUND IN A.B.DICK “VELLIM®, AVAILABLE NOW.

$2 PER COPY
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