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This issuo scos twe more changes in CD, that noble fanzine. (Cr is it ipneorle
?)  Pirst, we're having the mag done professicnelly, and setend, we're changing to
o gr Hewever, contributicns, especiclly stamps, will be greetly appre~
ciated. Cne thing the, yeu can't gzet CD just by asking for it. There has teo be a
good reason fer a new subscripticn,
ile may not te atle to held to a menthly schedule.
But at any rete, ycu'll get CL when we get 'er cut, Next issuc we'll probably ge
regal size so as to get more material in cur ten peges. Lnd te £1il1 those papes
we'll nced materiel, sc if you have enything handy, or can desh cut anything, and
we den't heppen to ask for 1t, send it anyway. We rcally nced it.

In all probability we won't.

NEWS FLASH: Keossel now terrorizing eitizens of Savannah!

kessel

citizen

<—o citizen

wey

We feel rather gullty frr not writing ycu feneds whe ore swaping. We ask for
o situation

letters cormmenting cn CD, yet we den't comment on tither fmz. This is =
that must te remedicd, and we premise te take steps to de s, e ask your petience,
for as de la Ree says,"cur interest in fendem scems tr wax and wone with the menths.”
At present cur interest has wened. We hepe it will wex again socn,

Ccntredictory to cur policy of leng editorials, we're letting it go et this,
kMeybe it's an Improvcment.

YEESKIC DUST, Jan. #9. CD is published by the P.U. Publishing Co. (PUPCC), 1207 E.
IHenry, Savannah, Ga. Walt Kessel, editor; Jaries Russell Gray, assistant editor;
Fred Yiarth, staff artist. No subscripticns, distributed to whomever the editor
“ wants., No advertisements, except upon special arrangerment. literary work wanted
Ligt no art work unless solicited or roughs submitted first. Cover +y W/RTH.
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* INTANGIBLES o

((The following is taken from Harry loren Simnn's W CONCEPT with the kind permission
of Mr. Sinn and Mr. Gray.))

* %

Joe watched the workers hurry out. He went around the bhig room, checking to
see that the floors were swept and the windows closed, He looked at the machines
which were used to stencil the primed shell cases; they were turned off. He gave
a quick glance at the priming machines; they were dead. The conveyor belt was
still. His watch said fifteen minutes after ridnight. The buklt-up tension of
nine hours begen to reclax slightly. Joe took & deep breath, The shift was overs

Joe got his coat and hat and went outside. He crossed the railroad track.

A sign on a boxear said, "Assigned to Navel Armunition Depot." When he entered
the cat-walk he was almost running; he could hear the area buses roaring for the
turn at Building 1C2,

Five minutes and a quarter of a mile later Joe rcached the end of the cat-
walk. His wife was waiting impatiently. "I thought you were going to work all
nigi.b. Since you've become room foreman you're always late."

The buses stopped in front of the urea cafeteria, and Joe and his wife got in
line beside one. Tr.ey showed their passes to the driver and climbed into the bus.
Joe counted the passengers; fifty-two. He got to thinking about the latest copy
of Astounding, and beforec he knew it the four mile trip was cver; they had reachcd
the getes.

Ilundreds of pecple streamed coff the area tuses and flowed toward the gates.

. Jos and his wife took their placcs in the stream. They showed their passes to a
Negre murine and went through. Ealf a dozen big buses waited outside. A sign on
ouc said, "City Lus Lines", Another said, "Lone River Lus Company." Joe and his
wifc got on the latter,

"How was inspecting today?" Joe asked his wife, but his mind was far away.
While she chatbed about projectiles, traccrs and paint jobs, his thoughts soared
in u spaceship. He had the germ of an id' = about a plenct where the only living
things werc plants; therc wes cven a race of plent-men, Ought to riake & good
story for scie fanzine.

Joe's hone towmn was about thirty miles nway. He and his wifc got to bed a
little before three o'clock, Joe dropped off to sleep trying to ccrpose a line
of poetry atout & haunted rorest.

Joe didn't get up tho next day until noon. It was Sunday ord he didn't have
to work; production was up to qucta, for a wonder, In spite of nine hours sleep
e fell awful.

After & sketchy breakfast-lunch, Joc's wife wanted to go out to her mother's,
It was =2 mile and a half; they walked, breathing deeply of the fresh country air.
Joe's wife talked atout the aubtumn lesves, and said, "How cutel!™ when a calf
galloped across 2 field of cornstalks. Joe felt half asleep.

Joe hung around his mother-in-law's a while; he ate some roast beef and corn-
bread und dreuk a glass of milk. Then he wandered off into the woods nearby.

Tis feet fclt swellcd. Kis shoulders ached. There was a cramp in his
stomach; Joc was subjcct to acid indigestion. Walking was too much effort. He
loy cn the grass and looked &b the sky. ¢

A flock of wild geese came over, their honking drifting down to Joe as they
flew south. Joe shut his eyes znd imngined that hic was flying with them. And
all at once he felt o very peculiar sensation., Kemembor in Stanley Weinbaum's
"New Adam" how the six-Tingered nwtont lay on the grass by a stream, and the planet
secemed to revolve bencath him? For e few moments Joe felt that way too.

It was afternoon now, snd thc sun was dropping into the west, The light came
to Joe through thc brown and yellow leaves of a thicket of elms. Beside him was
an oak, its leaves still defiantly grecne To his right was a sumac bush, flaming
with red. A1l atout him was a riot of color. (Continued cnyege 9)
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Wadrd shidors sy haclk end B th
ilong o row cf test tubes.

J{. scicntist tronils

Tz el scly serutinize his werk.
Suddenly he stroirbtong ur,

Ilis free, r© rixturs - £ &icticns.

fvic, surprisct nnd horrexm, A1
Wlunicd inte once

he welks slecwly tco the desk

Where his notes lay,

/nd sits on a small cheir

Eefore it.

snd thinks,

The years of experimentation;

The hardshirs; the near successes;
The hewrtbreaks,:

Lnd now i1t is his!

Tie long~sought mceret of life!
Pcwer at his fingertirs! Power

That can create living things!

snd he, the only pcssesscr

Cf this merveleus new toy of nature.
Lo ther itenm

Cn thc list of men's acceomplishments.
411 this he thinks,

Turns slcwly toward the bhench,

And rectils in horror|

For the bhench is iillurminated

With o strange, blue-whito radiance!
Slowly tke test tubes dissclve

Inte nothingness.

«nd by his side his nrtes are burning!
Hie head spins, his senses reel

+#nd througn the appreaching blackness
4L vecice reoars,

"Theu shalt net knowl"
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SUOTE - FROM THOSE WHU WROTE
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Gionel Innman T R R !likes mushy scones!

Cosmic Dust received by this crecature, ond enjoysd quite a bit. Your mimeoing
- especially the art - have improved censiderably.

Art rates en 8. The cover takes the prize (I like these mushy scenes) with
the drawing on page 4 coming in nhelf 2 neck behind. Those little doo-dads on the
last pege were good too. Warth seems to be a pretty goocd fan artist. ((Whadda ya
rmean, 'prbeey good'? He's one o' the bestl)) More of his work wouldn't hurt CD.

Editorial rates 6. This is not bed for en cditorirl., I like your choice of
the plain title. *““ost editors work up a bad case of nerves in an attempt to invent
a catchy or droll title. ({So dig we.))

Stuff - =nd lionsense - 7. I don't oricet to discussion of non - stf suhjiccts
at all. I think it's a gcod ides; but tr, to get Rusty to polish his colwmn up and
not write as if he ie writing a personnl letter.

Quote From lhose Who “rote - 5. I want tc give you some advico cn your letter
section. Cut out as ruch as possible the short letters and postal card corments
like Tucker's and Dunk's. Try to get your reeders to write long interesting letters.
(i'm setting a helluva cxample, ain't I?) ({Cn the contrary.)) Try to convince
trerm that they don't have to try to be funny to the point of being rediculous.

( (Okey readers, take heed!!))

Amid the Eizarre - 6. Cne Hundred Years - 2, *his packed a punch dispite the
feulty contructicn. Reriblings - &, Henry's writing style is improving, but gad!
docsp't he realize how ludriciocus a writer with limited literary abilities sounds
trying tc be humorous, Noedless to say, L didn't %held my sides and shake with
spasms of uncontrcllable mirth. Stairway to the Stars - 9. I liked this bheceuse
of bcth the theme cnd the cffortless way the iamhic meter flowed. More from Chid-
sey wouldn't harm CD, if it is in =z par with this,

Tessals of the Mustard Jdorld - 2. (ind I'r gmenerous at that.) My voeabulary
and syntex contain insufficient derogatory adjectives to convey my dispust at such
tripe. Kennedy evidently wrctec this as a satire on "assals of the Magter World",
o story with certain structural faults, but nevertheless of decided merit, as evi-
denced oy its popularity. This satire was intended tc te funny. It was not.

It wus ghastly. (I have nc grudge =gainst Kennedy, contrary to all evidences.)

One more suggesticn: make ycur mngozine have more general appeal, It :s
centercd too much orcund 2 few individuals, Assimilate mocre inteo the fields of
the *name” mags, and CD _should go placess
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Ay Weinstein JEN ALt e (0=
' J = H\::~Q§;;5: “ 'Knows whe carved CC'
Fella, you've 0t me beat. I concede (or conceed) defeat. CD is bhetter than
Al Definitely. You win. ((Ok ceme ~w.)) After that combined issue of ycurs

#nd Fred's, I have no honc. Bxcellent stuff. {(Pius* tlush. Sericusly theo,
ty.anx. ))

I sec whet you meen by a 'startling' cover, The art was excellent, as “arth
usually is. I rather liked it, thcousk it was glightly cut of nlece. Mayvre Fred
can gct a job with the Love femences Cemnany.

Eoitorinl is ruch hetter. Except trat slmest cvery pare started off with 'we
think'. llerec like ‘er.

Rusty's tit was entertainins. I'm glad thet you aren't one of these 'rure STF'
CUgs. More like thet would te sprrecinted.

The cnly thinig I liked eYout Fiubacek (?)'s ((FHubecek)) drswing were the becu-
tiful shallow busts cn the zirl. Otrerwise it (includings the girl) stunk.

Slenry's thing was amusine, especinlly sinee . was witn the fiend who carved
'C.Co" ¢n the table. Lt happens to be lemcl.

Amid the Pizorre, was, L thought, & runk of trripe. MNot that & doen't like
Bassett; he's still £s assy as ever; but it just stunk. I didn't sce any plet at
all, 2nd no point to it was discernahble. (Continued en next nage)
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Dick lietschel's poen was surnrisingl- scod, It started off like the run-c'-
the-mill type, but the ending wrs clever. *~ore from that gecntlemen.

Stairway tc the oiars wrs alsc cxccllent,. Chidsey writcs pretty geed stuff
when he kets started.

I never ceasc to mervel at “ennady's uninterurted stream of new ideas., His
thing, of course, was a lis»t, r ~7-%1l:, ¥it ~1 »rcY%, with a definite flaver. Three
]les for Jec,

These lest minute things were cute. I especimlly liked these certoons, which
came cubt very clearlvy.

e RN B ol £S04 ey o) FEE B Pieite npafdssienall anakerances Weep db wp

Telt, and you'll scen find it on the top-ten list,

s - 1k
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Fensen Perry | iﬁ%,x =S adbaples,wop't holdl

Nice mag this CCSHIC DUST. =Enjoyed it verily. la 1libroj estas pli bena.
Yimpweam. Must ¢f slipped out., OSorry.

First the idea of binding yrs and Fred's riags tcgether. The staples can't
held twenty cdd shecets and the last ten pages just dron coff. Tsk. Disccuraging,
({It was rather unfortunste that a fow didn't staple sc good, but 'twill nct happen
ezain, Never fear.))

In the editeriel ycu state that sll geed copioes go tr yr best fricnds. Locks
like I will heve to cultivate o friendshir kere. ((Fr~m ncw cn a2ll cepies will be
clecer. Dun prefessicnslly.))

The werst thing you printed was that fullpage thing on p.4. Yaasaaneahhhhhh!
Ne mere pleasc. Ten thumbh Porry cruld de a lot hettor than thot.

Ths next werse arpears to he AMID T E RIT/ERE. Ugh!l?

The rest of the material wns geocd, very goed. ST:IR'AY TO THE ST/RS is top-
nctehe  How did you r~¢t Chidsey to dc it?

4s a metter of fnret the moterial is ~F pretty geecd quality but I still rdvise
y~u afainst teing menthly, Fen brd much ther sce cne high quality meg cvery two
cr three menths than a frequent hut hock ridden fme.  Verily.

St e el J ‘éé}bbhég (;gé?7 'qult te Plenet hest yot!

I'm sorry to hear that you're going to 1imit CD's circulaticn. The tking is rc~
2lly beginning to lock gcod. ((Since I con got leo copies dene as chemply as 50,
there won't he a limitaticn; but sterps will he apnreciated.))

Editorial. ((He's on the 'I' side. Tec had.))

Rusty's article. I disagrec with rarn, 3. His next te lest pora, is inter-
csting. I've scmetimcs felt the some way,

Ariid the Bizarrc. Hot se reed.  The writine wasn't bad. Put the pletl

I sunprse it's rather latec fer ric te answrr Kennedv's quastion as ¢ whether rmy
peor: in CD-§ was my first fan-meg contrit, sc-I'11 si-nly =vate that the onc in 07 -8
is my socond,

Chidsey's prem was quito fino., It didn't nced his explanation, theush, I rea
it before his lottor snd feund it solf-sufficiecnt.

Vassles bty Krnnedy was vory intorcsting, The hirh spot of the ish. Incdent-
ally, Jcke's visit to planot is tho bost item yeu've run tc deto, in my cpinion.

Pics wera cxeellsnt, as usunl.

0 R T - - 3 -

nnX'ulliGS (cont. T can rcmemher the rere skeletsl plet of thcm, thc mood °nd
oecensionally charecters, but usunlly find it dificult te s~v/3ﬂot which 1ssnc they

appeercd. Have you ecver rerd "Mind Cut of Time", ry ¥F.".Long, in a TVS cirea '39

vintege(possibly '313)° ((e want to heer frem you ronders more often, even if we

cen't nromise 2 prompt answer. He'd like to know how our new fenturcs are goine
cver. A postal will dc.)) '
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Siren Space - -
Your Lorelie call

Illakes of listening ran
lere thrall.

Call without words;
Lure withk the power

To set hirn a'dreaming - - -
Inspire Bahle Tower

In imagination, to span
Reachless skies;

To measure infinite disteance
With Star-letused eyes.

Siren vpuece - -
Ycu are the lure - -
The promise 'morrow
That helps men endure
The slow dcath of today.
You keep his hopes aglow.
7111 you, teoo, disapecint hin?
- - Some tomorrow, will know.

M. J. Nuttall

FEGraNL . s e = Em mm s e e e R am am e s e Am e e am e me e e S omm e Em e am mm mm G e am s s em e e

] ((Ve recently tried to zet an article out
P[H Jm BL I ﬂfS of the Reyri, bhut instead we got permiss-
ion tc puklish any parts of his letters
The idea in S%rrtlirn-vou descrihed that ray ke of interest to you readers.
abcut a planet travclin - so fast that no So as tre first of a guasi-regular fea-
light can escapc Tr'1 it does sean to ture we present the following excernt
strein ny credivility, *ut I wculd not fror: a recent letter.))

declare thet it was flatly inpossitle.

What's the old mass-energy law about anything with infinite speed (that of light)
naving inlfiritc mass? Cne of tre rost imaginative stfyerns I've ever rezd con-
cerned a gpacc-skip carrying an intrepid band of planctary explorers beycnd the
speed of 1lig) t, I velicve $rnt A-rkness blacked therm out for awhile, and then
they looked cut of the perts and saw the sters receding - dwindling - growing
smiller, ndriads of ther sceming to comlesce inte brief flares of brightness that
winked out. This went on a long tire and cventually there werec nc more stars,

and then the drocdful trut: wis revealed by a clever physicist or scmeone; since
they had exccecded thie infinite speed of light, they had achieved infinite mass,
expuindeld veyend imeginaticn, and destroyed oll the island universes simply te occu-
cying «11 sy-ce in srrc-! -.ind steoggering, some of thrse concepts, but those are
titc Eind I leovo mist. So:.nc<—;10t1cn s chief attraction for me are those stories
that deadl with t! o thoorcticnl probarilities of actuel applications of natural

laws ~ applicuticns whick we are unuble tc achieve here. I only wish that I'd cer
—-efully marked and filed away separately all cf trose stfysrns cof this typed that -~
ppeeled to me sc much.  ((Cuess we'd better turn the pege.)) ((Brek o nepqr 6,))
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((het gots ¢ is why tho shoas?))



INTANGIBLES (Cont. from pe 3) -)9(-

Joe Leard a flecck of crcws cawing htack and forth te each other, A wood-
pecker gave a gutteral squawk. Frem fer away came the call of a yellow—hammer.
Then Jce heard the strident veice of a bluejay. And therc was an unceasing
background of ncise frem insects. :

A covey of quail approached Joe, and tlen they whirred away in startled
flignt, Thraugh the trees Joe coculd see o distant pasture; he saw cattle
grazing ané heard the mellow tinkle of a bell,

In spite ¢f tic ncises ebeut him, Jee thought there was scmething very sooth-
ing andé peaceful ahcut this rural scenc, Scemethine inside him reecched cut hung-
rily toward it. e mused drowsily, "There arc certnin intansibles in life that
make it mere pleasant znd livable. Life isn't a thing ycu can grasp the way you

v & lecafl of btread; it slips through the fingers 11kc sand. tut trere are
exreriences which seem more satisfying thaen cthers

Jee lecked un at the fleccy clcuds and the decp plue of the sky beyend. The
wilé geese were gono now, tut the echo of thelr passage seecmed to linper in tre
zir, And Jee felt that he was on the verge of seme impertaent discevery, scme-
thing fundericntsl that kent eluding his grasp.

"Seme day I'11 die," he theught, "We all have tec dc that. If I'm =hle to
lcek back afterwerd, I believe my viewpeint will be radically changed. Values
will differ. And I wonder - will tre hurr - and streain cof accomplishment seem wen-
derful then?  Will the memecries of office anéd factery linger in my mind?® Or
will this scene of rural peace and guiet outweigh them ALL?

And in bhis heart Joec knew thet the letter was truc.

finis

((;n the letter secticn of 1UNa POHC last issue wes & peem %y Rusty. Raymond Wash-
ingten werked it over intc a sonnet and sent it to Rusty. Rusty has sent the new

version to usa It is reprcduced beleow. ))

REQUEST  -by RUSTY & RAYM

I Lepe that it is sprirgtime when I die,

And all the world is goy with waking life,

I weni te see the wild geese winging high;g

I wart to hear the hlackhird's cheery fife.

I wich to see a world of warmth and ligrt,
Wren darkness starts te creep across ny eyes;
Before the dawning «f abysmal night,

I fain weuld see cnee mcre blue summer skies.
I went ic hear young lovers laugh and sigh,

I want o dream of sunshine, nct of snew -~

I am eontent; 1lifc has nct passed me by;
I've thrilled to dawn, I've watched the stars turn lew -
But still, T hope it's springtime when I die,

Fer then it will not be sc hard to ge.

JA@TED - By your editor tc cocmplete {at lemst partially) his collecticn: ASTCUNDING
3CIEHCE FICTICN prior tc July 1943. PLEASE, will anyonc whe has any in a decent
ronditicn, and wants te sell or swap them, plensc get in teuch with us?
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