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our pages in any way, shape, or form, the CRY has been available for 10¢ :per . copy,
or 12 ineyvitable monthly issues for $1,00, but there are runblings. See below.

Contents, this time around:

COVER by ATOM (GDA Op discovering a Clue, such as that Toskey put the wrong
date on the cover, for instance)
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CRY of the Readers (One-two, Egoboo; Three—Four, Write some more). . 237-52
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Blood, Sweat, and TearS........ Wally Weber, Burnett Toskey, F I Busby,
' Flinor Busby, Otto Pfeifer, Bob Warwick
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..That last item, of course, is not really a contents—item at allj it's
more the Staff. Sometimes it!s a little difficult to tell the difference...

~TInterior illoes: Stony Barnes, 29, 41, A2} 5040BhadgBadgle ;1355 31
44, 45, 47, 48, 52, Jerry DeMuth, 51. Terry Jeeves, 37. Andy Reiss, 39,
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E@gpgbﬁigg;;g_Epaditiog@lll‘g ﬁggq_pgsgectable rnoney—losing hobby.

ind that's not just a lino, dads—— it's the bleedin' truth.. The CRY is
beconing altogether too respectable along the line of expense. The first year
of subscription-type CRYs averaged 17 pages per issue, the second year 26, and
the third year 31. The thing leveled off for awhile—— the 1lull beforej and*allew
1958 CRYs average 40 pages so far, making our:10¢ price—tag a little pathetic.

What to do?? liind you, we have no foolish dreams of making the CRY break
even, but it would be nice if the income covered the postage;, for instance.

One suggestion is to compress the CRY to 30 pages, ruthlessly (with a 16—
page lettercol starting on page 37, thish, you can see what that would mean),
Another is to raise the rate on new (and renewal) subs to 25¢, 12 for $2, and
possibly an intermediate 5. for $1 break, tightening up a-little on trades, and
‘accepting no responsibility for contributions unaccompanied by return postage.
This may seem like a drastic raise, but it's actually well in line with the.
going rates in the field; just shows how far behind the times we've been.

The third alternative is to continue as-is, and see if Yally can promote
a second mortgage on his car. Prospects are dim on this one.

¥We'd like your opinions on this question, as many as possibles pro's,; con's,
and maybe's., Ve feel that the CRY has more to offer in its present uninhibited
form (especially with our New Secret Ingrediment, G*E#S*T*E*T¥N*E*R ), . but’ in order
to maintain things the way they are, the ol! Treasury needs a transfusion.

This has been arnother sneakypete editorial by courtesy of F. i. Busby.
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by Renfrew Pcmberton

ISFS, Junc: "Sound of thc Wind", thc lead novclct by Ted Thomas, runs over 40
pages—— '"novel" length in some quarters, Thomas puts some philosophical overtoncs
into this cxtrapolation of legal problems to Mars (a civilized Mars, throughly
frustrating an Barth rcscarch tcam). His solution adroitly sidestcps the obvious,
and cnough basic problems arc left open to make a scquel ncar-mandatory.

Sccond part of de Camp's "Tower of Zanid" rcads plcasantly cnoughj thc author
is going a littlc casicr on the Elizabecthan-Krishnan jargon that made "Hand of Zci"
such an ordcal, but is still padding-out like a master of the art. This 40-pagc
installnent has fully two pages-worth of plot—advanccment in it, but the sidetrips
arc a lot of fun, at that,

If "Constabulary Duty! (Cal Knox) had the spaceships rcwritton out of it, I
don't scc what would kcep it out of the SatEvePost (I can cven scc the 1.0 Tew .

Ralph ‘Spencer's '"Mirror" is a mixed—up littlec picce which tics the concept of
a "negativc universe" via a mirror-rcversing-type ficld, to a foggy notion of time-
travel (I think). It comcs out a lot botter than you might supposc, though, bocause
it has pcoplc in it, too,. //// "Tullaby", by Art Zirul, takecs a ncew vicw of immortal-
ity artificially couscd by a gimmick (naturc irrclevant: to the point).

Departments: I like 'ecmy sce below, No, furthcr below,

. - - . ° o o . a ° e - - e a . o ]

Getcha corflu hereg Y'can't t?ll the puns from-the typoes without yér corflu!

Nowvs, gfﬁor proving that the Bodoni typcefacc docs doecs not (chock onc)
print wecll on thesc stencils, we procced to

FUTURE, Junec (#37)s: David Gordon's "Intclligonce Quoticnt" is a quickic on the
Unknown Encmy problems -I wish there was some way to poll rcaders and find out how
many spot thc gimmick ahcad of timc. Haybe I just rcad too suspiciously....

‘Cargo: Decath™, by T.H.Mathicu, is another 40-pago novelct. Looks as if RAWL
is spcarhcading an honcst count movemont; gecz, if he cver runs a-"movel", the S-F
Book Club is liablec to bo crowded right off the back cover, I likec this trend.

Anyhow, thc story is disastor-in-space-mit-complications, and again it strikes
rnc that aSF has lost somcthing by forsaking this sort of thing for the Significance
Kick. Grantcd that the auther got a little sloppy with the causative factors in the
heat-blowup Monace (or clsc I'm toc densc to follow his logic), but it gocs well.

Joc Hensley'!s "Time of the Tinkers" is a very welcome switch on the theme (a
switch in itsclf, upon an oldcr revolt-plot) of the Disillusioned Disciple who finds
that his Wisc 0ld Mentors werc, after all, Right. Joc sort of drives the golden
spikc on this linc of thought, lcaving no hocks for a switch on his piece,

"The Back of a Hand" (Ted Thomas) shows how te have sanc, rclaxced planctary
cultures, but-- or, you try it, and lot mc know how it works out, huh??

__ "PCM1" convinccs mo about 98%, that Walter Mancikis is a namc uscd on somc carly
laid~asidc, morc-or-lcss rewritten or touchecd-up Kornbluth stories. I didn't catch
this the first time thru "Fangaroo Court" (Feb SFQ); a sccond rcading indicates that
considerablc rewriting could have taken placc. "The Jolly Boys" (Mar SFS) touched
off, the' Pemberton suspicions, and "PCH1" confirms them., It's not casy to sum up the
gualitics that announcc thec prescnce of an carly-day version of the newly~-mourncd
Kornbluth, but I'11 try. Therc is, in the writing, a sceming urgency to be on and
donc with thc story, that capsulizos a large hunk of background or devclopment in
a slangy, frcc-whecling mectaphor, lets it drop, and plunges ahcad. Therc is the
cqnsistcnt air of much-untold, loft to thc rcader's imagination or to go hang, for
*that matter, if thc rcader isn't up to it; it's o kind of incohercnce for the rcader
who is not on tho alert; and cven thc alert ones can't find the stcps that arcn't
therec -2t all. There's a way of hanging odd and improbable names on factions in the
storics—=_thc namecs arc. only to'differcnticte, so what's it maticr? (is the feeling).
Therc!s an unmistakable i~dividuality of outlook, in thc works of. thosc Gottcsman/
Corwin days of Kornbluth's, and a budding mastcry of thc phrasc-making art, that can
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ncither be dscribed nor mistaken. (Of coursc, if I have mistaken the whole picturc,
well—-— then I'm glad there's a new author coming up with thesc attributes.) A man
who lcans back in the saddle and writes "Space is a thin, weary substance—- partly
rugous and partly squamousS....''-- . Incidentally, "PCM1" had insuffieicnt touching-
up to comec out much of a story as such, itsclf; it was laid-aside For Causc,

Dick Wilson's "Just Call Mc Irish" gives the F&SF touch to provide the last iota
of roundecd-outncss to this versatile zinc. .Wilson always scecms to have a little
troublc with over-cutcncssy; probably he docsn't consider it as troublc.

That cloistcred savant, Dr Isaac Asimov, cmorges from his ivory twoer (that's
TOWER, but it's too good a Frcudo to corrcct) with somc cogent detail-work on how
the Sun would look from the various plancts, ILikc most spocialiSts, Dr Asimov is
able to make himglf pérfectly well understood in cverything but his own specialty.
Herey, his points arc well-taken and well-explaincd. On Biochemistry-for-the~Masscs,
however, he is to bc shunncd-- no cxport can avoid the trap of assuming (somewhcrc
along the linc) that some point or other is clear to the reader, becausec it's so
damn obvious to thc writer, Anyhow, in off-spccialty picces like "Point of View"
here in Future, Asimov is at his factual best.

Thosc of you who have not mct Dr Asimov may think I am razzing him, Thosc of
Jou“whoe have mot him will rcalizc how wisc I am to do ‘it by rcmote control., Nobody
tops Dr AS1mov, that Ghood Mhans Or at lcast, not very oftcn.

The Lovndeszine Departments arc about as cnjoyable as any in the field; they fit
the fannish frame of refercnce., Unlike the intrusive cducational short-shorts that
do lip-service to Uncle Hugo in some corners of the field, the RAWL choices run to
norc comfortable rcading: dknight's revicws, Bob Madle's fancolunns, good lecttercol's,
the S—F Almanac, and cditorials that discuss thc intcrests of s-f rcaders as such.
These arc featurces that round out the atmosphere of a zincfull of scicncc-fiction
tales without brcaking thc mood., Bcen mcaning to mention this, for somc time.

FANTASTIC UNIVERSE, Junc: Ninec storics, two articlcs, 'and rcvicws; this format
mekes for capsulc-size critiquess Harry Harrison's "Traince for Mars" gocs a bit
far aficld ‘to show just how rcalistic a training program can bej if the overall
premisc. doesntt quite convince, somchow, it isn't from skimping on the detail work,

Bert Chandler's '"Fall of Knight" is built-up too wecll to be wasted on such a
familiar punchlinc, /// "Who Rulcs Space" (del Roy'!s article) re-cxamines the old

s—f axiom that a mpanncd bomb-carrying satcllitc could cnforcec a ‘peaccy. 's’ cogent.

"There's Always Tomorrow'"s: Eric Frank Russcll, bcing 'solemn, ° I wonder why.

In "Opcration Pcanut Buttcr', Rob't F Young runs an ostcnsible child-and-
"fairics fantasy piccc that turns up with an s-f kicker; not great litcraturc, but
sort of plcasant, it is. I'm a suckcer for thosc sun-dapplcd pools, and ally

"Thundering Death", by Lce Priestley, is a 35-page '"movel". Well, FU!s type-
facc docs put 4 words wherc Columbia Pubs put 3, but it still docsn't jibe well,
Necither does the story, if.it comes to that, what with thc undcfined background of
o strietly rcgimented socicty that allows dissidents to go flying adround on their
loncsorics and smack up into radioactive wastclands tcoeming with horsc—human (yect)
hybrids. Wec have centaurs and ordinary horscs and cutc littlc horsc-like girls
and ordinary human pcoplc, all in scxual compctition, onc way or anothcr., The
windup-scene is quitc good, but is built upon sand., All the times that bunged—
up hero almost got his skull smashcd~— how incfficicnt can a villain get? But
I did likc the subtle way the rcader is lct to know thce solution of onc of: tho
hero's problems, at thc ond,_ I likc this trcnd away from the obvious,

"Zoo" (Ed Hoch) is a double-cnder, but thc cditor had to sour my milk by his
determined and .successful cffort to give the picecc away with blurb and titlea

"Lost Aurora'", by Franklyn Robcrts; is a spaccmman's-rcturn job which is not
as decceptive as it's cut out to be. This sort of thing is very hard to do, and.
hit all the rcaders. Either somec will catch it from thc start, or some neveriwill,

In "Scicnce and Anti-Sciecnce'", John Christophcr has porpotrutcd a fannish
Thing upon the face of:thec carth. Arc you a pscudo for Walt Willis, John? ((No.))



page 6
(the Plow still gouging FU): Civilian Sauccr Intclligence carrics on with more
‘instances of UFOs that have stopped automobile cngines and dimnmed the lights,
The Kearncy, Nebraska, hoax is admitted as such:-this tinc, which tends to up-
grade CS.: as' conparcd to the ull—out tub-thunpers. . Althour ch cditor Santesson
tongsues. his check with the sidelight "(if nmy fricnds in Scattle will forgive the

pross1on) UFOs", and I do cnjoy the good-naturcd way he nurturcs:our cysoboa,
I rcally have no gripc at onc or two UFO articles in the zinc, especially when
the attitude is as palatablc as CSI's has been, "lately. ‘he editor also bangs
out somne -cogent revicws; and I snilc a sccrot smile to scc¢ that he can no nmore
resist tilting a lance at off-coursc windnills, than I can., Salud.

George Whitley's "The Tie That-Binds!" suggests that tho 01d Bolnondcleyan

. may well find his Galactic' counterpart, so w\tch out, scec.

VENTURE, Mays The gucst—cditorializing begun last issue by inclusion of sone
words by Alfred Bestcr in "Venturings" is continucd this time by Judith Morril.
This has the makings of a good feature: a little norc host-editorializing, with
a "guest" discussion, and possibly followcd by pertinent cxtracts from the rore
cogent letters of comment rcceived. I won't go all-out and suggest a regular
goshwow lettercol-- it wouldn't fit in-— but the printing of a letter or two
which best advances the discussion, might well bring in norc letters of cornnent.,
In this way, neither editor nor rcader would be working into the vacuun that
besets when no response is forthcoming.

"The Dark Backward'", by Ednond Hamilton, definitely shows the influence of
Mrs (Leigh Brackett) Han11t0n° these two writers are better as a team than they
"wiere as individuals, for ny taste. The story-- no, it won't synopsize without
suffering fromn exposure.

Isaac fAsimov's article "The Big Bang'" deals well with the cxtreme states
of matter, including "neutronium"-— but I prefer Hoyle's "continuous creation
to the "big bang" theory; it requires fewer arbitraries,

Arthur C Clarke's "Cosnmic Casanova" has a very old gimmick, and I don't
mean Scx, either. Though it's adequate in its own rlgnt the prédccessors loor.
"Ground Leave'" (Rog Phillips) runs 36 pages and is billed as a "short

novolet"° nighod, they're all going honest on us! This is a life-in-the-raw '
item with littlc resort to cu euphenisn except, puzZingly, in the obvious instance,
However, I do not believe that the author's solution "I won't ever tcll her I
know" is worth two cents in rcal life—— too nmuch back—-pressure, AL

' Sturgeon's book recvicws, as always, are fun. The sheer Word—spraylng
technique is fascinating; he could review the phone book and keop one 1nterestcd.
His views and minc are usually diverging at about a 45  angle, and I find no
consistent factor in tho agreenents and dlsagreements._ Yep, interesting.

Dickson's M"Flcegl of Flcegl" gives less the impression of a whopping
surprlsc—endlng, than of the writer's changing his mind in mid-plot.

: "A World Namecd Mary" (Robert Marner) is allegory—in-spaceships, rather
than stf. It's also an cffective cxercise in characterization., What a bitch.

Isaac As1nov‘s ”Buy Jupiter" is great for flavor and not concerned w1th
substanco, signifacance, etc. /L chuckle,

. Ted Sturgeon's (40-page) novelet, "Phe Concdiars Children", has one too nany
fast plot-switches-- or maybe it's onc too few, I am unconv1nced of the middle
one—- too chancy and elaboratc, with al% the simple ways of clininating any
opposition, why should anyone choosc tho?method which, if it goes wrong, can
bring complefe exposurc of nefarious schemes?? Why , except that authors are
sonctines unreasonable in their treatment of villains? "I'1ll bet Sturgeon
didn't know, himsclf, which way this piece was going to turn out--— rewrote
an upbecat cending becausc he preferred to writc about a truly nonstrous person
rather than a nonstrous-appearing person with no wharmy at the punchllne, and
‘failed to patch the ‘credulity anldshlpsa Unfortunately, the stalking-horse
part walked off with the best motivation; the finale floats unmotivated. It's
a stronger story this way, if 'twere pntched but 'twercn't,. '
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AMAZING, lMay: Don't flip, friends; this is a dirty trick to play on Bill
lieyers, but there's a recason, Having rcad the longer hardcover—destined version
of Amazing's novel offering for the month ("Sign of the Tiger" by Alan E Noursc
and J.A.Mcyer), I had to see what happened to the shorter rendition at the hands
of Z-D. Frankly, I had cxpected a thorough clobbering of the picce, and was
happily surprised that the basic story has been printed intact, within length
linitations. My recall of the full-length trcatment is too fresh to enable me
to determine exactly what is lost by the cutting necessary to fit a prozine
format; as ncarly as I can tell, the basic plot-cvents do not suffer to any
cxtent., The characterization is necessarily curtailed to the point of necar—
cxtinction-— here, in AS, we sce the people nove and talk, but we don't get
the far-rcaching background and flashbacks that tell us why. Also, the basic
cxtrapolation of world trends and possibilities, which sets up the story, can
only be sketched in this length. .

"Tiger" is dominated by Julian Bahr, a driven nan (make that, a Driven Man)
in the tradition of Ben Reich, or morec appropriately, San Harkcr/Rood° Unfit
for responsibility under a2 Stability Government, Bahr fights his way to control
of the DIA (a sccret-police—type organization) through the compliance of his
government therapist, who becomes (in her own shocked thoughts) "a Phi Beta
Kappa concubine'", Bahr's rise to power is Just in time to meect the menace of
Alien infiltration, and maaan—- all hell pops. '

Unfortunately, the illo's uscd for "Tiger" arc not only inept but inane,
when it comes to depicting even general atmosphere, let alone any reasonable
idca of the main characterss Bahr looks like a younger cdition of Duke Handy
(the new filter—tip comic hero with the built-in commercial—— ccchhh!) and
Libby might as well be the canned tomatoes of the same name. Surmers is
listed as the culprit; oh well, at least it wasn't Kluga, the Pckinese who
sclls artwork like a man,

I'd be interested to sce the rcactions of rcaders who try this short job
first, and the full hardcover treatment aftcrward.

Not to cut Villie's throat all the way, I'll just say that I found the rest
of AS to be much more rcadable than when I gave it up in disgust awhile back.
The crphasis on sextcasc sadism and ctc is Practically absent. While largely
light rcading, thc shorts arc literate and not deliberately written-down to the
level of tho retarded Jack-the-Ripper, anymore. In fact, all but the Slecsar
would be presentable in most of the middle-range zines, these days; Henry's is
too predictable, and too boilable—down to short—short length, to go over.

ASTOUNDING, May: Hal Clement's "Closc to Critical' (1st part of 3) leads
off., This author is noted for his dectailcd cxtrapolation of physical constants
into a consistent cnvironment for his stories,; an environment which plays a
major role in the plot-framework. However, ny background in chemistry is on
the clcmentary side, so I'1l say only that this first installment lecaves two
conflict-situations wide-open and in a bad way. Don't worry, thoush—-- if Hal
kills off a major character, it will be the first in fiftcen years, at lcast.

"Special Feature", by Charles de Vet (in here, a novclet is about 25
pages—-— we bring you all the news), is certainly a cynical picce., It reads
very well, with good §Iaclights, but tho actual developnent is to no good
cnd, conparcd to the aSF Standard or what-havec—you. The coup-de—grace is
well-handled, but somchow it doesn't seen to be Astounding's cup of tea.

I gucss that!'s what happens when a zine gets to be identified with a Policys; -
when the cditor veers, the apthor gets stuck with the critical rap.

"The Question" (Gordon “ickson) oncc agzain proves that Pcople are Tougher
than Anybody; this onc is too typical. /// Frank Hcrbert's '"You Take the High
Road" may run a little too high on Cutcness ("you're soooo right"), but the
gimnick is othecrwisc quitc choice. /// If you and T both turn the pagec, we're -
rnore likely to retain an in-phase relationship.
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. {more on aSF) "Fool Filler" is thc best I've scen fron Stanlcy lfullen.
Starting from a strictly-routine prison-satcllitc bacls ground, Mullen brings

his prota"onlst back to Farth with a (fairly log gical) license to commit one

free murder, and gocs on from there to show not only what this situation does

to the leading character, but also to Socicty. This has been done beforc (as in
the talc with the original Blotto Otto characterization), but this onc does have
soricthing to add-- such as, scope.

John Rackhan's ”Ono-Dyo” suffors Just'a little from the author's difficulty
in distinguishing between charactcrs in dialoguc, when ho gets carricd away, but
norc from doadendecdness of concept.

I trust that all the below-average rcaders of aSF (thosc who are not 30-ycar-
old male graduatcs in enginecring,; carning cight thousand dollars a year) will
specedily rcetify their deficiencics. After all, we.don't want to let good old
John down, do we? I ncan, man, Shapc Up; or Ship Out, they saye.....

INFINITY, Junc: Bob Silverberg's "Rdcalled to Life" (first of two parts)
is a powerful and well-paccd story, with vory convincing charactcrization to
this point, and marrcd only by onc very damaging disregard of fact. A plot
crisis hinges on an uncxplained flaw in the resurrcctive process in -one-sixth
of the trials—- life is restored, but to a mindless hulk. The fact is, however,
that within minutes of death, 1rrevers1b1e degenerative changes occur in the brain
cells such that with the processes as described, the jyombie rate would be not one
out of six, but 100%. Anything done to avoid this (even in fiction) would have to
be done within a very few minutes of death, and preferably within seconds, One
measure recently come into use for operations requiring interruption of blood-
supply to the brain, is the drastic lowering of body temperature to slow dovm
all body processes. This could be worked into the book-version, but unfortunately
it's too late for the present one. (Or could you bribe the printers to wedge a
paragraph early in part two, describing the cell-change-freezing "shots'" that must
be given immediately at death if the.reviving is to be successful, S5-out—of-677?)
This one is too .good to be coming such & correctable cropper.

"The High Ones"; by Poul Anderson, has a few things to say about the ultimate
tctalitarian state (Big Brother was a tyro) with live types in the foreground.

"But Tho Can Replace a ilan?" (Brian Aldiss) says that it won't be the machines,
The machine-viewpoint has been worked out nicely in dialogue and action,

Dave Ilason's "Pangborn's Paradox'" demonstrates that there's more than one
hazard in going back timewise, to shoot grandfather, Especially right now,

"The Way Out'" is Richard R Smith's alternative to the AID in forestalling
interrogation by a ruthless enemy,

I must quote Helen Roake's letter; with regard to those whose bile boils
at dk: "Ah, yes, Damon Knight, the dog catcher, the truant officer, the boy next
door who told you when you were five years old that there was no Santa Claus'.,
I thin@ she makes her point quite well; don't you??

SATELLITE, June: "Wall of Fire", by Charles Eric ilaine, is pages and pages
about how tho Saturnians invaded the Rarth's Good Will Festival. There's an -
Obtuse Colonel and a Nice Senator and a Girl and a couple of Fellows and it goes
on and on, rcading rather like fun the first time, but once is plenty. Would
have made a-fine novelet, but is not really 90 pages worth of story.

"Mhe Tombling Day" is by Ray Bradbury, and about Grandma Loblilly. So
now you know,

"How I Overcame liy Gravity", by Fitz-James O'Brien (1828-1862) is backed up
by Iloskowitz' article on the authors '"The Fabulous Fantast',

ifarion uradley's "Collector's Item" really is one-- a story whose whammy is
emotionzl but with the plot solidly btased on logic. This, I like., Sentimental
stories so rarely come off the way they're intended; kudoes; miz B.

Wext issue: "The Lkillion Cities" by J.T.l'Intosh,

4h, well-- another page, another bottle of corflu. Carry on---.
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SUPER-SCIENCE, June: "Hostile Life-Form", by Dan Galouye, is a hangover
from this author's novitiate with Bill Hamling; more striking than convincing.

"Iittle America on the Moon" (Arthur J Burks, but let's don't blame him
for that title, shall we?) is a reluctant-pioneer—woman'!s—ordcal story, unusual
in being done without the hackneyed transforming-crisis, which appears only in
context and consists only of day-to—-day life, actually. Good ploye.

Tric Rodman's "Slaves of the Tree": the mind-warping Alien lienace, which has
alrecady subverted a colony and now attacks the check-up crew, is the plot. The
gimmick is that the hero is different in a different way from the way I'd been
led to believe he was diffcrent.

"Spceial Aptitude', by R.H.Hardwick, would have been onc of the ironic
counterpoint-pieces to keep "Dream Vorlds" from being all Wet, if that 2zinc had
not mercifully been foldcd, This story is studded with facets which lead to a
suspicion that the author is not only a pscudonym, but a dirty ol' pun,

Cal Knox ("Fronticr Planet") offers the more usual reluctant-pioncer-woman
piece. This gal is scarcd spitlecss by the naked aliens until after she has
slaughtered a few of them and thus learned the advantages of the pioneer life:
you gets to shoot all the naked aliens you wants, sec?? Aw, it's not that bad,
but this story suffers from being in the same issuc as the Burks.

"No Planct is Safc", by Harlan Bllison, makes a good and rather tricky point,
as to the indoctrination and behavior of Survey Tcams which must scout the dangers
of new plancts and make recommcndations as to colonization potential., Nice problem
and a rcasonablc interim solution, at lcast. j _

Ted Cogswell's "One to a Customer" is a slightly subPadgett version of the
sharpie—-gets—outsharped drama. I'll quit throwing rocks at thesec when somebody
comes up with onc in which it is not implicit from the beginning, that poor ol!
stupid sharpic will get his at the finale, as always. Stories under thec Padgett
by-line were good at avoiding this obvious foreboding, but few others arc.

IF, Junc: "The Songs of Distant Earth", by Arthur C Clarkec: good recading,
this interludc of an interstellar stopover on a 300-ycar journcy (suspended
animation is used). But then it struck me, isn't Leon of Darth somewhat of a
lousc to be playing housie with the local Lora, when he has a gquick-frozecn
pregnant wife aboard the ship?? After all, he's only been scparated from his
lawfully-wedded icecube a few weeks, waking time, and has very little waking time
to wait for rcunion. Come to think of it, thc story didn't say why he couldn't
wake her up awhile, also., Nopc, I think a straight "Lora, this is your planet,
but I gotta go, doll" routine would have left a better flavor on the tale.

Dortram Chandler's "Gift Horse" concerns some poverty-stricken colonists.
who latched onto a frce spaceship. The title implies how they liked it once gL
they had it. /// "Do Unto Others" (ifark Clifton) considers Do-Gooders and Alie
Psychology, in farcical fashion. /// "The Day of the Dog", by Andcrson Horne, 1is
a "bewarcl" item dealing with Sputnik IT and strange spacc—changese. ;

In "Sound of Tecrror', Don Berry proposes another unforescen hazard of carly
spaceflight, all logical and workmanlike, and with a for-rcal protagonist.

Chas Fontenay's "Scrvice With a Smile" wastes an intriguing situation on a
trivial gimmick. Chas is doing a lot of coasting latcly; one of thesc days he's
going to run out of hill. /// "A Mixture of Cenius" is Arnold Castle's picture
of a world in which frustratecd juvcnilecs settle their grudges with guided missiles,
and he docs make a pretty good point at that. Are you listening, licElroy??

Pherc recally isn't as much to Don Thompson's "High Dragon Bump'" as there
scems to be during the reading process, but thc antics and dialect arc worth it.
Tsk, the girl cannot sea juice thc fellow cven to avoid torch hair.

Tho aaminisiraiion is discovering that a Pontagon is composcd of obtusc anglaS.
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GATAXY, June: Paul Flchr's noveclla '"Hars by lioonlight" starts with a unique
situation, develops somc intcresting people and a suspenscful crisis, and then
fuggs i{ all away. with a super-tritc cxplanation that would bring a blush to the
checks of Ray Palmer. I don't know who dug up that mouldy cending, but I hope he
can't find his way back there:'for another like it.

Fritz Leiber's "The ILast Letter” is much fun, being also an acidic comment on
the currcent willingness to raisc privatc, postal rates a solid 66p whilec it's sort
of sacrilcgious, it scems, to consider dépth~bombing our cconomy by raising the
rates on Junk NMail. Naw,; Leiber doesn't say all this, but Pemberton docs, Ol
Fritz just cxtrapolates it for belly-laughs,

VIilly Ley hypothesizes Atlantis into the North Soa (around Helgoland) and
as of about 1200 B.C., a switch in sppce—-timec for which he quotes authority.

Fred Pohl's "The Gentlest -Unpcople! proves once again that it don't hardly
pay to mess around with the nice politc natives; I'd hoped for a less predictable
climax, /// "The Gun Without a Bang" (Finn o'Donnovan) carries a rcally choice
littlc :ideca through to a highly amusing but perfcctly solid switcheroo,

"Perfect Answer", by'L.J.Stecher, is another good ideca-variant, carricd
with rcmorscless logic to the incvitable ironic conclusion,

Shecklcey's "The Minimun Man" is such a closc variation on Jim Harmon's idca
(Brcak a Leg")(Galaxy, Nov '57) of thc usc of Accident Prones to scout dangers
on new plancts, that I was fully convinced that the garlicr story must also have
boen Sheckley'!sy until I..looked:it upe., Ohy therc!re diffecrcnces cnough. . This is
not plagiarismg it's morc a step in the cvolution of an Criginal Ideca into a Stock
Gimmick, all same the Crcw's Girl as iritiated by Sturgcon and devcloped by Bob
Silverberg. Hmmm, small voicc of accuracy says that somcbody clse had onec of those
a yocar .or fwo ago, withowt the title,:  Anyhow, Sheckley!s story (if I haven't lost
you complctely in thesec sidctracks) is playcd from a different angle, but rcturns
to a climax that's a cousin to Harmon's, .

Scems phe shorts (Leiber, O'Donncvan, Stccher) are the choice cuts this tlmo.

FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION, Junc: For a while thcrc, Zconna Henderson's "Pcople!
scries sccmed to be in a multivalent rut. It was likec Ray Nelson's "Globbly'" pics:
Globbly-splits—atom—vwith~axc, Globbly-splits—axec—with-atom, Axc—splits-atom—with-
Globbly, ctc, ctec—— the vicwpoint was a littlc diffcrent but the action was all the
samc. This 1sn’t helped by liig Hendcrson's fixcd dctormlnatlon to utilizec only
tcachcrs and doctors in thc foreground, :

"Captivity", in this issuc, varies the Bcript a ilttlo, This timc, it's
liko: Schooltoachor—obscrvos—atOm—SPllttlngbGlobhly—dlth—axo, and besides, this
onc comcs gt a morc fitting interval from thce last onc, They were piling upy for
a whilec, Don't misundcrstand mec: thesc arc a good story, suffering only from
too—frcquent reprinting with insufficicnt rcvision betiicen appecarances,

"Phe Dreistein Case" (J Lincoln Painc, reprintcd from the Vashington Star,
and what was that namc again??)(oh,dcoursc—- J for Jefforson): this would be onc
heclluva lot funnier if it sweren't so ncarly for-truc. DBut that's the point. No,
junior,: wec'rec not nccdling Sccurity so much anymorc, herc in stf-- this onc doals
morc with Rentagon-—hcadcdncss in General.

"The Communicators" (Edward Aarons) might be said to dcal vith the aftermath
of the previous story-~ a world in which the U.S., having "won" WW3,; is now out-
classcd and barrcd from spacc by nations who sat that onc out In N S iehiain: (Ohi
"Overthrow—the Dictator' piccec, only making scnsc.

Kit Recd's '"Devotion" is a biting  little fantasy-- or at lcast it's wholly
concerncd with teceth—-- some truc, and some falsc. But which? Oh, well,

."Services,. Incorporatcd", by Rog Phillips, isn't cxactly thc run-of-the-mill
scll-your-soul-to—-Satan story. In fact, Satan isn't quitc what you might cxpcct,.
As the blurb says, Rog has takcn off on a new tangent, which is always laudablcg
I just wish he'd startcd his tangent from a difforent . curve, - :
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(morc on F&SF, if you and I and thc cditor all hold out)
"Gathi" by lMiriam dc Ford: a:rather cnchanting bit on a dicotylecdonqus. .
civilization, classcd as fantasy not so much by its contont as by:an cxcess of
folksiness. If our alicns actcd lcss SatEvcPosty, this would be -¢tf. Cutc, tho,.

Karcn Andcrson cxplains in versc, why we have cats here. I belicve ity

damon knight's "Eripmav": finc onc-pagc spoof. : - : : 2 B =

"The Questing Tyecoon' is the third Saint story to -appcar in F&SF; ~If you =
also arc an old Saint fan, you'rc possibly wondcring (as I am) why Mr Bouchcr = - ./
continucs to insis% that he's printcd all the stf-tinged Saint adventuresy'when
the (titlc cscapes mc) talc of the ruthless Rayt Marius and the bluc-tinged
Dcath Ray has not scen print as yct in F&SF. Well, don't wait up for it, just
nows go ahcad and rcad this onc.

SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES, Junc: The word is, that this is thc last issuc
of SFA., A shamc, if truc and final-- not only bccausc SFA has demonstratcd that
the Action Story nced not invariably be inanc, but also becausc it's an alarming
sign, if Shaw has to cut down from 18 issucs a ycar, to 6. Remember SS, TWS, &
the rest of ‘the stable?? Just now, of coursc, it's not a busting boom, but rather
a widesprcad indiffcrence displayed by distributors, as to whether publishcers
survive or not, It looks as if thc old Newsstand Prowl is on its way out, fricmds;
subscribo ‘or (perish forbid) do without your stf, scoms to be the trend. I doubt:
that stfzines as a group will be able to hold the line on subscriptions alonc,
without that hcalthy influx of ncw if tcmporary blood that stems from thc stands,
Anybody got any good blackmail-matcrial to usc on distributors?? - St

If'this is thce last SFA, I'd like to bec able to scnd it off with trumpcts,
and the like. Unfortunajcly, it isn't possible ; herc is an issuc in which both
novels”carry onc theme, and both short storics carry another—- the bifurcate @
issuc, I gucss it is. A :

Although the trcatments and ‘'superficial circumstances differ, both John
Brunncr's "The Man from the Big Dark" and Harry Harrison's "The World Otalmi -
Made" have thc samc plot-— onc man comcs to a strangc planct to .carry out a
mission against overwhclming odds—— and therc's a girl-— and gec, dady it's a
PlanctStorics story. Both. Either would have gonc much bettor with a different
issuc-matcy thc cditirig, not thc writing, is on the pan herc., :

The shorts: ell, they're not theme-twins, actually; they just lcave the same
aftertastc. 'M3117 Half-Crcdit Uncirculatcd" (by Alexander Blade, of all pcople)
is a stock—-piccc on the crook-gcts—-HIS thémo, and prpbably adapted from a tale
of Hong Kong or Singaporc from thc old "Bluc Book" or "Short Stories"., '

. "Dhe ‘Reluctant Traitor", by Ralph Burkc, on thc other hand,; dcals with.a'"
loyal seerct agent who is ' forced by drug-hypnosis to betray his Empire Cto dirty
ol' Earth, by thc way, though it's never brought out by the author whcther onc
sideior tho 'dther -is’ Right, if cither). And likc thc man who sat in the fudge,
his cnd is sticky. : : v -

.Cal Knox compctently rovicws somc booksj Arch Destiny (recgistered for: the
Solacon, but I gotta scc to belicve) covers fan and convention ncews,; and a pair
of rccent zines; the cditor wonders if stf is helping to producc scicntists.
Wielly:likely not. But to judge from somec of the fmz—- maaan, Larry, you're
sure hclping to build up'salcs of sports—cars and jazz rccords. Good quecstion,
though, lMaybc the answer is that scicnce-oricnted youngsters hcad toward the
scince-oricntod mags (forgetting, on the way, how.to spcll "sgicnce") likc aSF,
and enjoy stf whilc pursuing their pro-scicnce bent. On “the other hand, the
sox—-and-sadism-oricentced types skulk around the weedy end of the Ficld; and cmjoy
the crud that loudly proclaims itsclf to be the Best Science-Fiction, while

pursuing thoir hobbics and waliting around for thc publication of the incvitablo -
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FANDOM'S BURDEN #i. Nick & Noreen Falasca, 5612 .Jarwick Dr., Parma 29, Ohio.
Free on request,

ERSUS

GROUND ZERO #l. Belle C. Dietz, George Nims Raybin, Franklin M. Dletz Jr., Apt.
4C, 1721 Grand Ave., N.Y. 53, N.Y, 15z,

: Well, kids, you'll be glad to hear there's a feud brewing. The Falascas
claim that the World Science Fiction Society wes incorporated by just three
pevple (Dietz, Raybin & Kyle) "for all time and for all future groups in the name
of 'the good of fandom' coapletely ignoring the possibility that some of their
fellow members might not want to have things done for their own good." They
further claim that the by-laws were bulled thru by George Nims Raybin, who
threatened, if they were not passed, to hnave the PDirectors vote them in later.
"We did the only thing possible. We gave in to George." This is a weak point.
They should not have given in to Georgze. They should heve fought it out then &
there. "However, the Falascas were friends with George —- they hope they still
are, tho to me it really doesn't secm very likely —- & it often does take con-
siderable time beforée one car get up enough steam to oppose one's friends.,

The meat of the Dietz-Raybin zine is a short article by Sam Moskowitz, who
doesn't mention the marner in which the WSFS was incorporated, but claims that
the corporation "had my morel support ell the way and still does." Sam says
that the last two conventions boih went in the hole, and that without the incor-
poration of the WSFS every convention mzmber would be financially liable; and
the convention committee members could be sued, lose their property, have their
wvages garnisheed. Well now! The NewYorCen lost huge pots of dough thru the un-
fennish foolishness of Bigger&setterisa. Bual the orldcon made no such error.

It wes completely unostentatious. If the VWorldcon could go in the hole, any con-
venti . committee could wiad up hkolding the empty emply bag.

-2 makes another good point. "A convention committee also provides checks
and balances ageinst dishonesty. It is very essy ... to get a court order opening
the corporation's books ... L3 & resuit of the scandel involved in the ‘handling

of funds ... at the liew Orleens convertition several fans from that city dis-
appeered from the fen picture. Tnere zay nmot have been eny dishonesty at ell,
but there was no way of checking. {(Ungerlining aine). If incorporation tends

to protect the con committee from cruel & irresponsible gossip, thet's worth
something too. : .

But the Falascas have not yet begun to fight. So far they have merely out-
lined the Big Picture. Ir the nex?t FB I expect we'll find out what's really
chewing on themn. : : ¥



iw

“is equally likely to encourage future committees to make similar grandiose errors.

GIGGING THE FANZINES _—— continued_ _ Page_13_

YLZNDRO #63. Buck & Juanite Coulson, 105 Stitt St., Wabash, Ind. 10¢g, 12/81.
Buck makes an excellent point about the WSFS incorporations "if the Soci-
ety has actually protected past con committees from their own bad judgement, it

True !

This is o real normal type YANDRO: nothing's magnificent and nothing's poor.
YANDRO can be expected to keep up or improve its gquality as it has inherited a
big chunk of DESTINY's files plus some from INSIDE's.

METROFAN #9. blarch-April 1958. David MacDoneld, 39 East Fourth, New York 3, N.Y.

This is the last issue of WETROFAN as o generalzine. Henceforth METROFAN
itself will be a six-page New York newszine, and the articles,; letters, artwork
etc. will be pubbed in a quarterly suppleinentary zine to be called m/f, and to
cost 15¢. -

The most interesting item herein is 5% pp of response to the "Dave Kyle
Confidential" article published in METIOFLN #7. Bobbie Jild says that in 1956
Dave Kyle verbally agreed that if the planme trip showed a profit it would be put
in the World Convertion funds. Instead, according to H. P. Sanderson, Kyle
probably paid for his own seat out of the profits; and unquestionably disposed
of the rest of the profits without consulting the Convention Committee who had
been relying on them for the easeuent of a very tight budget. As a result, the
British fans had the choice of digging into their own pockets or passing the
deficit on to Southgete and apparently took the foraer option. It's all very con-
fusing & disconcerting, I nust say.

JD #17. Lyon Hickmaen, 304 North 11th, bkiount Vernom, Ill. 20¢g.

Thank ghod Lynn has dropped the states' rights-segregation kick. He had
tried to get ap intelligent discussion going, but tho he got plenty of response,
"yost of them just wanted to gzive someone else hell for ais or her views." Con-
sequently this JD has no letter columnj; & better, I say, no letter coluzn 'than
one that makes you sick to read. ]

This contains Ron Parker's Oklacon Report & the first instellment of Bob
Madle's Worldcon Report, and some editorializing by Lynn. The conreports were
both quite interesting, but the best thing in the zine for uy taste was the
"Plato Jones" artwork. Lynn is really an awfully good fanertist —- I wish he

- would quit pubbing other people's artwork.

CLNADIAN FANDOM #36. March 1958. “William D. Grent, 11 Burton Road, Toronto 10,
Ontario, Cenada (after May 22nd, 47 Saguenay 3t., Toronto 12)s . 115¢, 8/81.

At first glance I didn't think I1'd be able to get thru this CANF/N at all,
because it really 'looked awfully dull. But wvhen I actually set down & sterted
to read it I found it wasn't bad at all. Russell Spurr's article gidn't interest
me; and C. M. Moorhead's erticle convinced me mainly that C. #l. Moorhead is more
credulous concerning data that confirms his little ideas than that contradicts
them. Everything else, including Wn. Grant's article, a reprint by Richard
Elsberry, a reprinted erticle on the works of Jules Verng, and e story by Devid
H. Keller, was pleesant reading. . P

STAR DUST #1. Spring 1958. Alvar Appeltoft, Klammerdecmsgatan 20, Halmsted,
Sweden., Trade or 15¢.
STLR DUST 'is pubbed "to serve as a comnecting link with US/UK", and is all

“in Bnglish. ' Contents: fanfiction by Alan Burns & Kjell Hjelaarson, a . book

review und ecditorial by Llvar. Mimeoing is below par. = '

I feel that Alvar should probably be encouraged in tais new venture of his;
it's eertainly aore realistic than sending 90% Swedish zines for trade.
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SPECTRE #2. Spring 1958. Bill Meyers, 4301 Shawnee Circle, Chattanooga 11,
Tennessee. 2/25¢. X =
SPECK. #2 has a bit nore Meyers in it —- but still not quite enough. Other
meterial: column by Fabulous Seattle Fandom's (& fLimelic's) own denfrew Pember-
ton. Column by George W. Fields -- saaple quote; "If it weren't for the materi-
al chosen from those fams collecting arouncd a college up’ there with the exception
of Ron Ellik, it would be & fine fanzine instead of an obligation to fellow
workers." /het d'you suppose that sentence meens? Why does he except poor ol!

:E11ik? 1Isn't Elliit collecting oround a college? Or d'you suppose he reeds his

prozices once & throws thewn away? :

. But to continue listing contents: facetious article by /Llfred McCoy ALndrews.
Okay-type story by Alfred McCoy Lncdrews. Imaginary planet background and illo
by Bill Pearson -- interesting tao not really convincing. Also pomes, good
lettercol,; and so forth. All in all, I lilked SI'ECK #2 considerably better than
#1 .

THE SWINGING 304B #1. Wm. C. lickherdt, 21175 Goldsmith, Farmington, Mich.. -~

.. This is a "newsletter cum correspondence substitute." I cdon't usually men-
tion letter substitutes, because I essune tihe writer is desirous of Zeeping the
circulation down, obut Wa. C. states that he wants & lerge circulation, maadinan
that he is.

Contains .an autobiography by good ol! Big Hearted Howard DeVore & niscel-
laneous chatter. Pushing Detroit for '59 {& so are we).

DENTENTION. Michigan Science Fantasy Society, 11630 Jashburn, Detroit 4, iich.

The Misfits present their qualifications for jsutting on a convention, .amd:t
state: "Hospitality hes long been a byword of Jetroit fandom... The Detrdit
Blog-Bucket is always full." \

D*ExT*_Q*0*1*T ig fine in "'59"

RUMBLE NEJSLEITER #10. John Magous, Jr., 6 S. Franklintown Rd., Baltimore 23, Md.

This is about the third RUMBLE we've received, out 1 haven't mentioned them
before because 1 somehow thought that it was e letter substituteiihstead of a
newsletter., ' SR Fasal’

Starts out with some chatter. ientions math, & makes a remark which Pemby,
vho understoncs these things, claims is outstandingly witty: "I am convinced 3
tliat Descartes had an even odder couceot of thets than L. Ron Hubbara." It
sounds sort of nice to me too, but I don't dig aath —— I'm like)dalt Willis in-
one respect —— 1 don't have the necessury low cunning.

AUMBLE is evolving into a letterzine. Letters are quoted froam George V.
Fields, Rick Sneary, Harry Warners Dick Geis, Rich Eney, & Redd Boggs. Boggs
doesn't seem to care for RUMBLE, and intimates as much so forcefully that it's
pot surprising Magnus' feelings were hurt., sagnus defends his zine, as is his
right, but-ends up with the words: "Weinbaum, Kuttner, SFA, Kornbluth, Boggs."
The implication is of course "Boggs, you're dead." Somehow 1'm not amused.
About Weinbawa I couldn't care less: he was dead long before I ever knew he
lived. But with my heart still a little sore for Kuttner & Kornbluth (& SFA too,
for that natter) I find this small attempt et humor in the worst possible taste.

The zine a8 a whole is fairly interesting. g

BERRY for TiFF -- Give the Goon the 'Gate !
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TWIG #8. Guy Terwilleger, 1412 Llbright St., Boise, Ideho. 15¢, 2/25¢. (No
larger subscriptions accepted).

_ Here's & gooa nwnrored zine with very good duplication, nice artwork, and
gone rather interesting natericl. But there's one big flaw. The writing is

not what it should be. I'm going to do something now that I'm not p»lenning to

do again. I'm going to go thru T.IG page by cage and list every really conspicu-
ous exanple of poor writing. In future reviews of this zine I shan't mention

the writing quality unless, as I hope, I'a able to congratulute Guy on a warked
improverent.

"The Phantom Never Dies" —- Leaurence X. iendall
"The ignominious abhorrence of his acid-eaten face..." Huh?

"fs o result of this taunting, Lor never frowned upon human misery..."
"Vaudeville heving succumbed to its neer death..."

"ts a father and son relation, they were close."

Lictually, this wes a very interesting article.

"The Perfect Night" —- Colin G. Cemeron
"...0lson pushed the scientist, who promptly fell backwards over the conference
room ottoman with o loud crash and crunch as his glasses fell and.were smashed
to oblivion by his nosterior end." HEere Colin was trying to build an atmosphere
of tension and impending doom. You can't have impending doow and posteriors in
the same scene! I don't think you can even nave things crunch, unless they're
bones. ' : ' E ' i
"They took a few aore lungsful of air, unnuturally savoring the sweet suells they
had not noticed before" These men are about to go on the first trip into space.
’/het's uncatural about their deeply savoring the sweet smells of earth? “/hat !
could be more netural? ' -
These flaws of connotation are not serious. Colin will improve almost sutomati-
cally with a bit-mere practice. !

"Leaves" —-- Guy Terwilleger
"His Son of Berry is up to his usuel aigh stonaerds, which is always enjoyable."
His standards is, is they? But even if noun & verb agreed the sentence would not
be right.

"Vince has a keen interest in his zime, ana time will do wonders for it." Yup—-
tiwe kills lots of interests.

In' enother review Guy uses the word "pretentious" where he probably neans "ambi-
tious".

"Having suffered through one of these deplorable affairs, it is easy to see his
point."

"fs I See Fandom" -- Tim Siapson
"I was tired of the drudge of everyday factors..." "drudge" is a verb, not a
noun, but even if the sentence were correct it would still be clumsy and affected.
"The 'boy' has called too many times, eand his 'pied piper' act falls on deaf
ears," Here he's trying to be suavely allusive, end it isn't coming off. The
two allusions heve nothing to do with one another and don't fit what he's talking
about.

", .hunor that is funny without intentionally being so. Take Mex Shulman's
setires, H. Allen Smith, or Cormelia Otis Skinner..." Dblax Shulman, H. Allen
Smith & Cornelia Otis Skinner are unintentional huiorists? I don't &now what
this guy means, but whatever he neans he certeinly isn't seying it.

#logt of these errors are due to the writer's trying to write with elegence
before he can write with coupetence. I tahinlk I'Q prescribe shorter words, shor-
ter sentences, and aore frequent recourse to the dictionary. 1'a really bugged
oy the goofs of Jimwson and Terwilleger. Boti: these nein are f[tigh scihool teachers;
botn have presumably had seventeen years' schnooling. I can't help feeling that
aefter seventeen years of education’'a man siould be able to write his native langu-
age with very few mistakes. &
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BRENNSCHLUSS #3. Ken & Irene Potter, 72 Dallas id., & Dave wood, 4 Coverdale
id., Both Lancaster, England. "This one is for free. Next time one shilling or
at least write." : _

Everything in here is moderately enjoyable, and fairly even in quality.
Materiel is by Nigel Lindsay, Ken.Potter, Ireme Potter & Dave .ood, with quotes
from Mal ishworth & Johr Berry. I guspect that this is o zipe thet will grow
on one & if it grows on me I shell never comsider aaputation.

Illos are by BDave Wood, and are very cute. Duplication is by Gestetner,
but as they have o new duper they haven't mastered yet it's somewhat below par.

T2I0DE #13. Spring 1958. Fric Bentcliffe, 47, Alldis St., Gt. Moor, Stockport,
Ches., & Terry Jeeves, 58, Sharrard Grove, Intake, Sheffield 12, Yorks. fmeri-
con subs to Dale it. Smith, 3001 Kyle ive., Minneopolis, winn. 20¢, 6/$1.

~ Yeah -- thnis zine is definitely a gooa ome. -The serial, "Beloved Is Our
Destiny",  is wonderful, and is beautifully illustrcted by Eddie. John Berry's
little story is real cute. Then there's debates by Eric Bentcliffe and Sid
Birchby about whether the .lussian satellite is a Good Thing, and about whether
Space Flight will kill Fandom. Fairly irteresting. Then there's chat by Terry
Jeeves, and a good lettercolumn. This is a well illoed, well duplicated zine
with good and veried material.

MIMSY #1. Steve Tolliver, ‘733 N. Findlay, siontebello, California, & Bjo .ells.

15¢. : '
Reproduction on this dittoed zine is well below par, and some —- perhaps

108t —— of the material was written on wmaster. This contains faan fiction by

George /. Fields, an interesting article by '"that iLckernan of Distinction, Forrest

J." concerning the origin of "Fanous Monsters of Filmland", and a few minor

itens. Illos, by Bjo, are good. i

GRUE #29. DBean and Jean Grennell, 402 Maple ivenue, Fond BDu Lac, wigconsin. 25¢.
o Heclk, t.is is just too durn good. Fifty-six peges oflgood gtuff, for Pgte‘s
. suke! I can't do justice to it. 4
' Iter:: "The Biter Bit" —- o syno3sis by Bob Tucker of the script that will
probably be written for the iovie version of hLis "Wila Talent". Wonderful —-
anc wonderfully illoed by ATon. Item: "The Fallen Mighty". This is a set qf

three articles on old western stories. A photogruph of iedd Boggs holding a

JILD /EST /BEXLY leads off, and I .nust say I was pleased with his appearance —--
"he looks lilke he sounds. I was a bit prejudiced ageinst his article on i/ at

first, as Coslet was a bit tedious on tne subject in SA?S last‘yearf Boggs,
nowvever, I found vore exheustive and less exheusting. dis article is tbougytful

end inforaative. The second article is Wrai Ballard's '"The Shaging of Cassidy"--

o comperison of the radio-TV-movie Hopelong Cassidy with tye.orlginal HopalongT

I like prectically everytaing Wrai writes, but this is definitely Bal}ard=at nis

Best. GLean Grennell rounca off the set nicely with an article about Mulford's

end B. M. Bower's books which actually mekes ore want to read them. Item: Bohb

Shaw writes a hilarious profile of John Berry. Semple: "Ipto ais hobbiea.John

oours that same energy with waich he applies hinself to writing and ghoo?mlnton.

One time he was interested in 2odel eirplanes and he made so many that his house
" looks as though it had been hit by a swarm of robot locusts." Itens: Jenret?e
story — slight but cute. Item: "The Golafish Bowl" -- Fred Chappe}l ——"thls
I really didn't altogether like. Cheppell is too criticael of Mosk9w?tz' The
Iimortal Storm". For example he criticizes ioskowitz' split infinitives. I
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think the split infinitive is idiomatic -- offensive only to the pedant. Admit-
tediy sioskowitz! writing style is clumsy; in the second part of "The Goldfish
Bowl" Chaprell satirizes it very effectively, exzcept for the excessive end iamprob-
able misspellings. Moskowitz Coes not spell anywhere near thet badly -- he is
about average, as rannish spellers go. moskowitz, in "The Immortal Storn", was
considerably above averege- in his ability to iold this recder's fascineted atten-
tion. 1ltems: iiscellenic froa Grennell. iost interesting. AND last and sur-
origingly enough reother least, a good but steleish lettercol.

iteviewed the_whole zine! I'ia really sursrised at ayself.

INNUSNS0 #7. February, 1958. Terry Carr, 2315 Dwighi Jay, Berkeley 4, Calif.
Trade, letters of cooment.

This has a lot of good 1wmterial ir it. Chas. Burbee's "The iiind of Chow" is
burbeeish. "ALlexender", & couic strip by Terry & Bjo wWells, is very cute. Warner's
colunn was good, as always. The lettercoluun was fine. Terry's editorial was
the best taing in the zine.

But the zine was spoiled for ae by a most unpleasant art1cle by Peter Grehan.
Graham paid & visit to the neo-WSFins last swiyier. They received him with ree-
sonable friendliness & hospitclitys he repaid their kindness with this article,
which dwells at great length or everything about - them waich displeased hiu.
0cdly enough, two faults of which he accusecd thew were poiposity and destructive
criticisn. His article is quite pompous, anc never have I read criticism :ore
Gestructive. One thing thaet sickened me: the article is illustrated by cartoons
by Bob Burleson. I sudnose Burleson gave the cartoons to Graham during his visit,
little knowing the sort of article they woulc be used with. This seems to re an
unforgivable breach of faith. I would deerly love to meet the neo-.SFins at
Southgates I have ro cesire to ieet Peter Graham.

SPHEE #10. Gkiarch-April 1958. L. T. Thorndyke, P. 0. Box 196, Centonment, Fla.
20¢, 6/31,

Still not nuch persomality. But I'mm getiing used to it. Perhaps somne day
I'1l get used to the editor's faunching all over the letter writers and ell the
fanzines he reviews but I hoje not. I'c hate to lose my taste to such an extent.
(I'o sorry, SPiCiEns, I'm still mad at Peter Grahan).

This has lots of cute 1i'l jokes & linos wihich lighten the atiosphere sodie-
what. The duplication is still magnificent, illos guite pretty, and they're still
(ugh) using just one side of the vaper. iajor item is a story by Ed Chamberlain.
He builds & mo00é rather effectively and then, jast when you expect the story to
begin, stops.

LBERRATION #3. Kent bioomaw, 6705 Bramble ivenue, Cincinnati 27, Ohio.

1 liked this zine very -wmch {I'a beginhing to forget Peter Graban) It con-
teing a cute 1i'l Berry-tale, a rebuttal by Ted White, Bill Pearson and Vernon L.
dcCain to en article by Bob Silverberg in the previous issue, a story by Dean
Grennell, excerpts from the letters of an "Ldaen ¥. Ehrlich" and a poem. And some
editorializing. I liked the editorializing best, I believe --~ the poea least.

I always like poems least. Second least, the Grennell story, which was awfully
long for such a flabby punchline. Second¢ best? Oh -- everything else in the
zine.

Well! Six peges of fenzine reviews! I'a fentisted by the scoop and power
of my message... ' '
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-- the 'Nooga Caper
TO: MW Pemberton, Op.

No, I ain't a member of the GDA, but I hope to be, see? I've always thought
I was pretty good at the detecting and investigating game, and I've done my best
to copy the way the Chief and the regular ops work. But there's been no word from
headquarters yet, so officially I'm not an op. So I'm forwarding this report to
the nearest Top ifember of the GDA w1th the hope that it will eventually get to the
Chief'.

You see, I know the Chief has got the West Coast, the midwest, and the North-
east part of the country pretty well covered with ops — but there's no one %o keep
an official eye on the South. And I told and I told him — the South is the danger
area, where all sorts of rebellion can begln. The perfect spot for the Antigoon to
get a foothold.

My suspicions were first aroused when I began to see one name under most of

he long letters to prozines. They were increased when that same name started to
boast that he would "take over" the nationally famous, pro-Goon fanzine CRY OF THE
NAMELESS. I decided that there would have to be an investigation of whoever was
using the name Bill lieyers and the address that was given as Chattanooga, Tennessee.

I managed to hitch a ride with the local underground organization, which was
headed for Chattanooga to a regional cell meeting. A master of disguise, I just
made them think I was part of their crew — crafty look on the face and all. The
only time thesy came close to finding me out was when I tried cramming snow into
my spare zap-fuel tank. But I explained that it was a small vodka cooler, and they
left it alone, evidently hoping to swindle me out of the vodka later. Hah!

o cHERE ke R s ds &

tlhen we finally got to 'Hooga — it's perched way the heclk on the top of a
mountain — the driver went directly to the place they were to have the cell meet-
ing, in an old abandoned church. I got out my map, protractor, and compass (and
vodka) and quickly calculated that I was within striking distance of Shawnee Circle.

First to make sure of the quarry. I picked up the phone and dialed.

dHellor "

"ljeyers?"

"Uh — " hesitation. "Yes."

! GepdaapStay thHemel &'llsbe right.out:™ .

I commandeered an out-of-state car and gave him the directions. It was only
about a mile, and about a half-hour later that we pulled up in front of The Lair,

A quick reconnaissance revealed no one around the outside, but there might be any
number inside. I checked my weapons — two throwing knives and a gas-operated zap.
Then I strode up and beat a tattoo on the door. (Marlboro ijan, y'know.)

The door was opened quickly, and I jumped aside just in time to avoid the rush
of a hyge hound that would have been more at home on an English moor. I plunged
through the still open door and closed it, with the Beast on the outside. Breathing
a sigh of relief, I confronted the individual who had opened the door.

"You're lieyers?" He nodded. I made a careful survey: built on the order of a
Brando, minus say about eight years; inkstains on hands, callouses on index fingers;
slightly haggard look. Obviously a faan. Faaaaan.

"I'm Pelz. Florida. Collector." He nodded again; even here I was known,

"I'm interested“in collecting certain old and rare literature which I was told
you might have. But I only deal with reputable sources. And there's a rumour that
you belong to N-thr-"

"Not so loudi" he interrupted. "Let's go into the library,"

Suspicious, I motioned for him to go first., Sure enough — there was a hench-
man lurking in the library. But he saw I had the upper hand (the one with the zap
in it), mumbled a few words, and left.
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Meyers denied the rumour, using some excuse like not renewing membership. As
we got down to business, I took note of everything around me. I thumbed the re-
lease of my snooper-cam, and got several pictures of the interior of The Lair and
its occupant for the riles.

The subject of conversation began to turn, slowly. First, music: classical,
popular, rocks-in-the-head 'n roll. Then religion. Then, with the uncontroversial
topics exliausted, Science Fiction. Prozines: which ones, how good, who, when, why.
Comics: ditto. I surreptitiously hid a couple of ECs under my coat. And finally,
the subject I'd been steering toward all the time — TFanzines, Fandom, -Faaans.

At this point I made a mistake — I mentioned seecing a couple of his letters
in prozines, -

"A couplei" he exploded. "'hy, I've had at least one letter in my own name
in each prozine of the last year or so! 'And when you consider all those under
pseudos like E. Adams, and R. Brown, and — and —" he began to splutter.

I quickly apologised for such an under-estimation, but he continued to rant
on: "I've just about crowded all the rest of the hacks out of the prozine letter-
cols. In another year, I will have them all to myself! Then wait and see what
happens — I'11 use the cols for advertisements to increase my collection, and as
KUGE plugs for my fanzines!"

"Spealing -of fanzines," I said, hoping to divert him, "You belong to SAPS,
don't you?"

It was no use — his ravings just took a new turn and continued on.

"Yes, I'ia in SAPS, and it won't be too long until I'm in control of THAT, too.
Then I'll take over FAPA — I'm already_high on the waiting list. I'll have to
lcave OMPA for the Anglofen — I'm no good at Ghoodminton. And finally, with the
APAs as my tools, I will be able to take over CRY OF THE HAHELESS without it
taking me overi{i" ' '

The situation was clear — this was the greatest danger to Fandom yet encoun-
tered. Something would have to be done quickly. I drew my throwing knife and
hurled it across the room, but a sharpened typewriter ey met it in mideire The
other knife was stopped by a duper handle.

Just as I drew my zap, Meyers pulled out a giant, machine-gun style zap from
the bookcase. I realized that he had more range and more firepower than I did;
only my special attachment and secret fuel could save me!

He fired first, and as I ducked the spray I returned the volley. But when
I fired, a streak of flame shot across the room and melted his zap in his hand {
Shocked’ and beaten, he" surrendered.

I extracted a confession of his activities and an oath that he would give up
his maniacal plans. They were both written on six-color duper master and signed
in'corflu, so they will stand up in any fannish court anywhere. The lMenace of
ueyers is under control.

H KoK KA KK oot ko kK

That's the report, Y. I borrowed a hardhat from the underground gang and

made it into a spinner-hardhat. Then I flew back to Gainesville. It's been rather

dull here lately — nothing worth investigating except maybe the underground mob.
I'11 look into that sometime.
"Oh, yeah. The zap attachment and fuel., It really isn't much — just a sparker

under the nozzle, controlled by the trigger, and some calcium carbide in the water-
pistol. That glves off acetylene, which burns quite well, I SAID the zap was gas
operated, didn't I? - ;

Bruce Pelz
Gainesville 3op
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by Bill Meyers

I think it might be wise to first rid myself of the February and April F&SFs,
two zines I thot I'd never get since the world-reknown newsstand foul-up barred
their presence firom the local dealer in such atrocities.,

Let's pick up only the high points, shall we? Yes, let's.

. Silverberg's "The Man Yho Never Forgot" is one of the best short stories I
have read by him...probably The best, as I can think of no other that I have en-
joyed as much. (As a matter of fact, there are very few that I even enjoy: But
as that is immaterial, let us return.) I'm not sure whether this idea is radically
new but I do know that to my recollection I have not encountered it before and it
held my most avid interest for that reason. (Somehow I feel this sort of ‘sentence
should be backed by a wan smile, a slight bit of meditation with right ‘index finger
placed firmly on the forehead, and at last the uttering of something like, Ldb o o
do recmember somethlnc similar to this general idea and plot development by Hack-
worth Q. Rotprose in the October '42 issue of aSF on page 116"...) But as for the
story (ah yes, the story, the story) it was handled exceedingly well with some of °
the most illustrious mood emitting passages I have seen brought forth by Agberg. -

Charles Fontenay's "A Summer Afternoon" is good jolting fantasy, the type
that is used as the inevitable short-short in a ghost story anthology.

Chad Oliver was rather disappointing in his "Pilgrimage"; I think he does his
best worlk in novelettes. In novels, what he has to say is dragged out a bit too
long, in short stories, he hasn't enough room to develop anything worthwhile.

(Yes, I can hear your screamings...with the exception of his classic "Didn't He
Ramble") In novelettes, however, he is quite Bradbulv—llke giving his own feelings
on matters not dealing with the phvs1cal sciences, as in for example his "Guardian
Spirit" in the April issue. It is full of "Life! Life! VWhat is its purpose?" but
even so is transformed into an excellent novelette with Chad's fluently well-
written passages such as:

"hy had his people thrown all their energies into bigger
buildings, more powerful ships, more intricate enzines? hy did his people spend
all of their lives grubbing at jobs they detested, their greatest joys coming from
a slickly gutless mediocrity on the tri-di set? '"hat had they mistalen for pro-
gress, what had they sacrificed to that strange god? How had it come abéut that
pleasure had become something to snatch on the run, between business appointments,
between the soggy oblivion of sleeping pills?"

And as I said he was a good deal similar to Bradbury in his style, I can't
resist this as evidence to that contention:

"Hou do you speak of these things to
another? How do you tell of blue skies and sunlight and the laughter of love? How
do you tell of the joys of just being alive, of knowing that the world of winds and
trees and mountain streams is yours to cherish forever? How do you tell of a love
that endures for' all the years, for all the springs?"

If you're like me and you're weary of sociology, ethics, and technological
trivia masquerading as science fiction, you'll look forward to a Chad Oliver story
as much as I do.

And it's amazing to read a short story by Brian Aldiss in the same issue which
is mentioned as being reminiscent of Bradbury while Chad Oliver, tho maybe not like
Bradbury in technique as much as Aldiss, is certainly of the identical type insofar
as his contentions and ideas of what makes up good science fiction. Aldiss prébab-
ly hates the smell of cut lemons.

A beatiful splatter-eifect painting on the cover by Freas.

SCIENCE FICTION STORIES, June, 1958: HNothing of special interest this time with
the exception of the second installment of the deCamp serial (in which our prota-
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gonist is taking his good time in getting around to doing anythling in particular)
and an interesting editorial, as usual. :

The real clunlzer of the issue is "Constabulary Duty" by Calvin M. Knox.
Speakins of the mundane disguised as science fiction! It's stories like this that
prompted me to stop reading most of the prozines, and apparently L'm not safe from
them even in SFS. Let's get on the ball, RAVL; this sort of thing is mediocre for
Fantastic Universel

IF, June, 1958: Mel Hunter botched a chance for a panoramic scene \ilagjol et Ao
poorly done painting lacklng any conception of perspective or depth.

"The Songs of Distant Earth" by Arthur Clarke leads off gnd is as good and
unique as you might expect from him.

Two good short stories’in a row, it seemsii.Bertram Chandler's "Gift Horse"
was also quite good. Time travel to the very distant future...mankind extinct.s.
nothing left but robots...universe expanded to such proportions that it has almost
lost all contact with itself...and so on. It's been done before, but I'm always
a sucker for it. !

A very gzood issue of If despite the fact that there is nothing else worthy of
“mention.

""ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION, ilay, 1958: After Poul Anderson's flop with' "The Man
Yho Counts" 1t appears that Hal Clement's "Close to Critical” will make up for lost
tinme,

"The Question" by Gordon Dickson could hardly be expected to appear in aSF
with deplorable action, adventure, and like that, but I suppose Diclkson's writing
swung the deal. All in all, it's wholesome fun even though "the question" is not
worthy of the lengthy attempt to answer it.

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION, June, 19581 In "liars by Hoonlight" Paul Flehr succeeds in
building up a convincing setting and creating some fairly plausible characters.
After 10 or 15 pages the story takes a turn even for the better with a thot that,
unfortunately, came to the reader sometime before it did the essential characters:
"Maybc wc're not on Marsk" Or more fannishly, "Maybe this is all a hoaxi" This
gocs on for about another 10 or 15 pages with things looking up all the time and
suddenly everything collapses, with the most disgusting :finale imaginable, bringing
into play little parasitic skulls who have taken over the earth, enslaved the good
Tarth people, and most important of all ruined a potentially good 'story with the
most cllché -ish, iiadge~type endings that could ever be expected after starting out
with an interesting narrative. Even unto the last 1liné, one has the distinct im-
pression that he is reading Imagination, the only means of assurance that he is.
réading Galaxy being a qulck glance at the cover and title page. "Hardée turned
away — toward the laundry chute, and toward a new life," &y ghods I am surprised
that the last line was not "Hardee faced his new destiny, with grim determination."
Or "We'll liclk those aliens and win back our planet yet! thought Hardy as he turned
avay toward a new purpose in life," ;

Fritz Leiber's "The Last Letter" could bést be described by saying that it
would have been a natural for iHartin illustration. That's enough description for
anybody. : ' ' -

: The two short stories other than this were, as cxpected, mediocre. Even Pohl's
"The Gentlest Unpeople" was very disappointing in its triteness.

Fortunately, all was not lost...Sheckley's "Minimun ilan" was an example of su-
perior writing and, as usual, if Sheckley cannot thinlt of a completely new theme (as
he has done so many times before) he will at least write of a completely different
variation., ©Lven tho it was in all seriousness, humorous spots were many, most es—
pecially the grande climax wherein our ill-fated hero is chased over an alien planet
by a robot gone berserk. I'd recommend this to anybody.
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PLAYBOY, April, 195&: Lead-of?f storJ which usually promises to be very good is
atrocious this month. Herbert Gold's "Weird Show" is just too hackneyed and too
trite and holds such a sadistically unsurprising ending (which is even more dis-
turbing when one realizes that it was meant to be a surprise) that I am appalled
by Hefner's taste. Perhaps this was his off month.

"The Short-Short Story of ilankind" by John Steinbeck does not altogether make
up for it tho it does make a good trj. The deterrent in this is the presiding
optimism, although I must admit, it's a refreshing change.

The amusing thing about Playboy is its psychological technique of trying to
impress the reader that because he reads this particular magazine he is an impres-
sive urbane intellects And it sells.

PLAYBOY, Hay, 1958: Good to see something in the editorial that runs like this:
"We've always felt that this exciting brand of storytellinz (science fiction) was
particularly masculine in slant, and s-f has been, and will continue to be, a vital
part of Playboy's entertainment paclkapge." Okay by me.

‘le have three authors known for their stf in the ‘table of contents, Anthony
Boucher, Alan Nourse, and Pat Frank. Unfortunately, Pat Frank's was hot stf but
was a like Hammer-type waste of time concerning the well-worn detective- and—w1111ng—
girl Mplotig

Nourse's was better than this, thankfully. A Playboy version of the pact-with-
the~devil, that which is also well-worn but is usually entertaining if done right.
This was, and will no doubt malke an appearance in F&3F sooner or later.

The Boucher article is the type of thing you read so much of nowadays. Science
fiction patting itself on the back for predicting satellites, space travel, etc.

As expected from Boucher, the article was more interesting and better all-round
reading matter than anyone else could ever hope-to write on the subject. He digs
back through old science fiction in search of correct prophecies as energetically
as a neofannish Moskowitz.

The only Fabulous Cartoon thish (usually there are two or three at least) is
by Gahan Wilson who is similar to Charles Addams in ideas but is even better as a
result of his weird sense of humor.

ho weak on pornography this time, a very good issue.

But let us leave the 'zines for such things as hardbounds.

Ghost stories and Gothic fantasy, like anything else, can be taken in too
large a dose. I'm afraid that's what I did when reading the 1000-page plus "Great
Tales of Terror and the Supernatural” and even tho some of the all-time classics
were repeated there, I didn't get as much out of it as I might have if I'd read a
story here, maybe a couple of stories there, etc. Out of that particular collection,
the stories vhich I would recommend would be Lovecraft's "The Rats in the Walls",
and liachen's "The Great God Pan". There were many others, but these two appealed
to me more than any of' the others, and were most effective, even tho they were near
the'end of the book and I had grown rather tired of it all.

Lately I managed to dig up two ghost story collections that I would 1mmed1ate1y
have passed by if they did not contain a fair amount of Arthur llachen and Algernon
Blackwood. Almost all of the other material ranged from mediocre to very poor, and
the most nauseating thing of all was that the editor (Basil Davenport) was a great
fan of ghost stories told orally, not those read (from which originated the titles,
"Ghostly Tales to be Told" and "Tales to be Told in the Dark") and was obsessed with
the urge to describe in detail to the reader how the story should be told in such an
oral manner, and how it should differ from the story, giving at the same time a com-
plete summary of the story and its ending — before one read the story! Bored with
the unlimited babblings of this idiot, I thankfully took the precaution to 1gnore
all ‘of his "helpful! prefaces.
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As for the stories themselves, liachen and Blackwood proved to be their usual
excellent selves with "The Vendipgo" by Blackwood and "The “hite Powder", "The Black
Seal", and "The 'hite Pecple" by Hachen (quite a colorful author...).

The best of these was undoubtedly the Blackwood story, a tale of the lonely
North Yoods in Canada and. the unseen things ‘hat lurlked there, their frightening
appearance left to the imagination, a technique most effective in this type of
story and one which, I'm sorry to say, Lovecraft did not use often enough. The
thing about an author of Gothic fantasy is that his talent is obvious in his ability
to build up in the reader a fear of the unseen, the unknown, but if after succeeding
in telling his reader of vhat a horrible terrible ghod-forsaken entity it is, he
tries to describe it, the results are inevitably ludicrous., This, then, is why I
consider llachen and Blackwood to be better writers than Lovecraft & Ghads, Inc.,
why a zood piece of horror-fantasy takes infinitely more patience and effort, why
it 1s so much easier to completely botch a fantasy story than a science fiction
story, and why fantasy-is literature and science fiction is not.

But to get back to Blackwood, he is not always such an excellent writer: liy
personal opinion is that he spent far too much time on his John Silence stories,
and not enough on his. "unknown things" theme. As it is, he only turned out three
of this type, which, to my knowledge, met with great success, "The lendigo" taking
place in the isolated North Yoods, "The lillows" on a weird island in the Danube,
and another extremely rare and hard to get one that I have not ready concerning
such things in the Gobi Desert.

The ilachen stories were all excellent, as I have said, much more Lovecraftian
than Blaclwood's (onlJ naturally, since liachen was HPL's 1d01 and the most influ-
ential on his writing /or so I have read/). "The Black Seal" touches on a Black-

wood theme with "unknown things", etc. but these things beinhg more known than Black-
wood's, their being elves, witches, lcprauchans, etc. The main theme is that all of
these creatures populate isolated places where humans fear to tread but who liter-
ally tear out the living sould of any person wlio does dare to tread thereins The
good thing about this particular story was that the hero got his in the endy but
good.

"The White People" (also by Machen) is one of the weirdest things I have ever
read, delving into the original true definition of Sin. It is extremely abstract
reminiscent of the story "Boy in Darkness" in the Ballantine pb of "Sometlme,
Never" A couple of friends have p01nted out passages supposedly 111ustrat1ng
Machen's "'subconcious sex repressions", but I won't dwell on this, he main thing
is that if Machen did have such repressions, it was all for the better, as the
story had quite an effect on me, and apparently, on the editor of this book, also.
To quote him: "It is the only story which has ever led me to go shame-facedly out
and look for someone to tall to before going to bed."

There were a few others that were not hardly as good but were as entertaining
as might be expected, those being lianly Vlade YWellman's "Vhere Angels Fear" (adapted
fronm Unknown), "The Gentleman from America" by iiichael Arlen, which is not neces-
sarily a ghost story but which carries as much impact with the thought of being by
oneself in a large lonely house with a homicidal maniac slowly coming up the stairs.
Also "The Yellow '"all-Paper" by Charlotte Perkins Gilman and "The VWhip-Poor-ill"
by James Thurber, both of which convincingly narrate the abstract thoughts of a
person going insane., The former is extremely good.

Finally, we have "By One, By Two, and by Three" by Stephen Hall which proved
to be quite dull for about the first 25 or 30 pages. And then came the passage .
which completely changed my opinion. I've got to quote it here: .

- "For a moment I
stood in the doorway, holding my light high, and gazing round me into the great
cavernous roon...Then I zlanced up at the windows, whose grating were now and then
made visible by a flicker of summer lightning across the sky, and as I did so I
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suddenly heard a crash as of glass, far up in the house above. Then, as I -still
listened, came a faint sound of footfalls rapidly growing louder, as if sonething
was coming down the winding stair with long leapns.

"I did not stop to face whatever this might be. I did not pause to think what
I should do. In a blind and fortunate impulse of overpowering terror I flung the
heavy door to, plunged the key into the lock, and shot the bolt hone.

"...As T gave the key a last turn, something came against the iron outside
with a thud that almost shoolz the hinges loose. Then there was a moment of UELEG
and I, listening behind the door, could catch a quick, hoarse heavy panting, as of
some beast of prey. Then came another preat shock, and another and at every blow
the good door creaked and shoolk, but held firm. HNext there was a grating, rending
sound, as if teeth and claws were tearing at this last obstacle between my life and
its destroyer, and still I stood silent, transfixed with horror, as in a nightmare,
expecting to feel the fangs of the unseen Thing close through my throat.

"essThe sound of tearing ceased; I heard one deep, snarling growl of disappoint-
ed rage, and then the quick steps scemed to recede up the stair,"

"Only for a moment, however, my candle, which was a mere stumap, suddenly flared,
flickered, and left me in total darkness, made darker by the little patch of sky
seen through the nearer window, across which still ran an occasional flicker of
surmer lightning.

"In trying to strike a light I dropped the match-box on the floor. lhile I
was groping for it I suddenly looked up and saw two eyes.

"Two eyes, I say, but they were rather two flames, or two burning coals...

I heard the sound of tearing and wrenching at the outer grating...The outer bars
vere old and rusty, strong enough to resist any common shocks, but not to’ hold the
unknown might that was rending at them. I heard them, creaking, cracking; and then
— oh, Heaven! — +the whole grating gave way, and I heard it ring as it was hurled
aloft and fell far out on the stones."

I'm sorry to quote at such length there but actually a good deal of that was
cut out, but not enough to eradicate the terror it conveyed. This is one of the,
few passages from ghost stories that I'have ever read that have, I will admit, given
the sensation in the spine that is supposedly so cormon with things of horror.

And I'm just cruel enough not to relate what happened in that dark wine cellar.

RECOII{ENDED READING: (Purpose of which is to let the reader Lnow the stf that
proved most enjoyable over the past month)

"The lian tJho Never Forgot" by Bob 3ilverberg; 2/58 FaSF

"A Summer Afternoon" by Charles Fontenay; 2/58 F&SF

"The Bundu" by Jane Roberts; 3/58 F&SF

"Guardian Spirit" by Chad Oliver; 4/58 FoSF
(The above 4 were not from the past month, but since I just read them, and
since they're all such fine stories, I couldn't resist. )

"The Songs of Distant Earth" by Arthur C. Clarke; 6/58 If

"Never Come :iidnight" by Christopher Grimm; 5/58 Galaxy

"The Minimum ilan" by Robert Sheckley; 6/58 Galaxy

"The Question® by Gordon Diclcson; 5/58 a3F

Zid. note: Our trans-continental telepathy didn't function properly last issue, and
as a result Bill anticipated the wrong deadline and his column missed last issue.

He informed us along with this issue's colurn that we shouldn't run the reviews for
last issue because they would be dated. So naturally we are rumninz most of them on
the next page anyway. It isn't that we thinlk they are worth running; anyone can see
ve are desperate for material to pad out this skimmy issue., —WWH/
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ALAZING, April, 1958: Not reading these current "book-lcngth novels" I've only
gathered in as vague a manner as possible what the plots secmed to be about. How-
ever Buck Coulson has brought to my attention that thcy are the prototypes of Hol-
lywood screenplays — or, as the case may be, television plays which is more prob-
able con31der1nv the current formulation of the program, "Amazing Stories." This
issue's "novel™ by Irving Cox ("One of Our Cities is liissing") appears to be follow-
ing the formula which Coulson ascribed in that it is similar in general respects to
a crudfilm which, unfortunately, had a title that escapes me at the moment. "Target:
U.S.A." or something. Obviously, it concerned the long-awvaited attack on our fair
country by, oddly enough, B-24 bombers, P-51 ilustangs, and even a few USAF trainers
thrown in to inject a few laughs in the mad foofaraw. After scanning through the
first three or four chapters, I gathered this impression, therefore, I might be
wrong about the thing as a vhole as I couldn't force myself to continue any further.

Speaking of prop planes and all, this reminds me of an old '48 vintage Sturgeon
story a friend was describing to me. It had extrapolation to beat all..one example
was the aireraft of the next few decades which undoubtedly would be propelled by
supersonic propellors, Uh-huh. ' . :

Fairman is taking time with Amazing, hiring different and more capable artists,
transforming practically the whole magazine into a compact monthly with very small
type containing at least 2% or 3 times as much material per issue as previously.
This whole idea is fine but the fact remains that he is purchasing the same crud.
(0}b15 o) have someone like Shaw or Lowndes do this with their zines. '

FANTASTIC, April, 1958: This, on the other hand, is getting progressively worse.
It's apparent by just thumbing through it. Surpassing even the lowest issues of
all (circa '55 and '56), Fantastic is grow1ng rmore abominable month by month. The
title change to "Fantastic Fact & Flctlon sounds none too appealing, personally,
as it emanates an air of "Fate" or "liystic'":

The "fact" this issue is, surprlslngly enough, by good ole Eric Frank Russell,
The Author Vho Wrote "Nuisance Value" in the Jan. '57 aSF. "The Creeping Coffins
of Barbados" is light and interesting, and (thankfully) of a different mood than
the "Your Coffin iay Be Hext" sort of thing one might expect to find.

IIIAGINATION, June, 1958: Hamling is going off the deep end with these articles.
I realize he must keep up with the times by imitating his chief competitor, but
still it's rather amusing to think of the times he has screamed about his nagazines'
action, adventure, etc. and how one must go elsewvherc for articles on technical
scicnces Apparently, his policy has been reformed with the Bott series of articles,
that are about as technical as one can get in any science fiction magazine without
dissolving into textboolr material.

Bloch is superlative with his best routine, the Q & A bit. I notice a fine
review of CRY, at last. '

Here's a switch., Latest story: "Come Into My Brain!". Aw, gee, fellas, make
up your mind, do you want mé out or in?
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THE INCREDIBLE MEANING OF IT ALL

interpretations of something or other
' by Hal Lynch

The crowd erupted from the theatre, having observed a Fir. Carey shrink in-
credibly. Among the departers were a gaggle of fen, indistinguishable from human-
kind but by the odd shapes of their skulls. :

The Social Thinker gazed uUpon the multitude with scorn. "The peasants beligeve
they have merely seen a melodramatic science-fiction film," he said.

"Poor clods," observed the Philosopher.

"Yeah!" cried several young fen simultaneously. (Some are born clever, some
achieve cleverness.)

"The canaille saw only the’'obvious — a man shrank," continued the Social
Thinker. "I daresay they even missed the uppermost layer — the science-fictional
explanation stated in the film. The deeper meanings — those unstated — they
missed entirely."

"Completelyi" cried all the clever young fen.

"The inner significance of the film was quite apparent to me," said the
Psychologist. . :

"And to me," said the Social Thinker. :

"I didn't quite grasp it — that is, all of it," said the Quiet Neofan. "Just
what was the hidden imeaning? I read the book, and I don't remember liatheson — "

TTt was not stated in the book either," said the Philosopher: "Nevertheless
it was there. Quite apparently. One need only read beyond the melodrama:"

"Exactly," said the Psychologist. '

They all went into a Bar, the better to think. Or to talk. They ordered
refreshiment.

"The film is obviously a social allegory," the Social Thinker explained from
across the foams '"lir. Carey represents Man, of course. The new world of our
times — the expansion of our science and technology — cause ian the individual
to grow ever smaller and smaller in an increasingly complex universe. His role
in society decreases; he feels he has lost his importance in his own family. In
his own home he is little more than a doll, living in a doll's house, while his
wife runs the real household." :

" "I see," murmured the Quiet Neogan.
" "Then comes the A-bomb — for science, a historic step forward, bt ftromesNE
Man only comes to feel terrors This is symbolized by the Cat."
" "A traditional symbol of atomic energy," muttered a sardonic voice from the
rear, The speaker was suppressed.

"an," continued the Social Thinker, "feels even more insignificant in the
dawning Atomic Age. He thinks of these new energy sources as too Big for him. to
control. DNow a second, and greater horror, menaces him: the H-bomb, symbolized
as a huge spider. Ilian knows he must conquer it, or die. Man's careful preparations
to ’k1ll' it go awry, but in the final battle he manages to overcome the menace
— Man, the film tells us, will somehow survive the power of the H-bomb. q

The more eager fen applauded thls 1nterpretat10n, but the Psychologist sternly
shook his head.

MHow sadly you have “gone astray,“ he sald' “NYotr-inberpretation of the film,
while amusing, lacks any real understanding of its meéssage. —You are correct in
saying that Mr. Carey represents ian. However, we have here, not a social allegory,
but a psychological one — an allegory concerned with the age-old battle between
the Sexes.
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. "Man, we see, loves his wife at first, as she loves him. GShe seems to loolk up
to him, to think him Big. But soon lMan becomes aware that he no longer commands the
respect he formerly had — in her estiiation he has come down a bit. Quarrels over
shirt-launderings and so on, lead to a break in their marriage (symbolized by the
loss of the wedding ring). He feels guilty, goes to a doctor, gets no help, and
begins to feel even less manly than before. Passing crowds seem to jeer at him —
the little iMan. His dalliance with another girl, more his 'size', does his self-
respect no good, and he's soon convinced he's unworthy of her, too.

"He returns home, but his wife thrusts him away, into a symbolic little "house'
of his own. Then she goes out and returns in another form — a huge, menacing Cat.
Our “an flees in terror from the female sex. Yet deep in the cellar of his subcon-
scious he knows he cannot live without Love, even though lfoman now seems as repul-
sive to him as a great spider, constantly trying to embrace him. He knows that the
female spider :devours its mate, yet he is so tormented he males up his mind he must
seek out what he fears. .

"Hy. friends, I need not describe for you the detailed sexual significance of
Mr. Carey's fight with the spider. It is neither imore nor less than a depiction
of the sex act, with the embarrassed and unwilling, yet driven, male in an inferior
rolei When it is over he feels at last a release from his fears and tensions. He
us at last at peace with the Universe,"

"How interesting!" said the Quiet Neofan.

"How able," said a Collector of note.

"And how unfortunately mistaken," said the Philosopher.

"Indeed?" sniffed the Psychologist.

"Quite so," said the Philosopher. "Here is no Freudian Fable — our film deals
with grander matters. ©Sex is entirely subordinate to the true theme. This film is
actually a sublime evaluation of Man Approaching Doom — Death and Transfiguration
of The Hero. Here is the story of a man — any man — struck down with an incurable
disease — any incurable disease — including,: of course, Age."

"Ahh," smiled the Quiet Neogan.

"As soon as he learns his illness is 1ncurable, Qur Hero reallzes that he must
part with his wife — the wedding ring incident« His world, like all those of the
ill, has begun to shrink. TIacing his end, he no longer cares about the affairs of
the larger world, about business, about his friends, the whole big world of his
former life. His vision has grown narrower, his life has grown smaller. He goes
to doctors — of course they can do nothing. He runs off and meets a girl who for
a little while takes his mind off his approaching Appointment. But his life grows
shorter every hour.

"Soon he is bedridden. Now his whole world is bound by the four walls of his
room. He lives entirely in this little 'house' now. Then comes Pain, to torment
him as a Cat plays with a helpless louseq

"But soon even Pain no longer matters, Our Hero has squeezed his tonsciousness
into a tiny box. Outside it, Death, a great spider, vainly claws at the walls, but
the Hero knows Death's entrance is only hours away.

"Then he makes the decision — to cast away fear and go to seek Death, to chal-
lenge Death. 1In this fearless facing of Death he conquers it, and is united beyond
it with the Universe itself. Beyond death he discovers the road downward into the
infinitely small leads ultimately to the infinitely large — Our Hero, transfigured,
is One with the Universe."

This time everyone applauded, with the exceptions of the Psychologist and the
Social Thinker, who began an unfortunate wrangle with the Phllosopher that lasted
far into the evening.

But late thet night the Quiet Neofan lay in bed staring at the ceiling, then
suddenly leaping up, cried "Noi The real meaning is that Carey represents Fandom,
and the spider — " . :

Poor chap went mad. An unfortunate case, really. IEspecially when anyone with

any sense knows the film means — -
THE END



MINUTES (pege 28)
accurately distorted by Wally Weber

/Editorial note: Bince meetings of the Nameless Ones have nrogressed along with
technology to the point where it is virtually impossible tq 'describe their complex
details in a small amount of space, and since we are making a determined effort to
hold this issue of the CRY below 0.06x107 pages (critical mass), an impartial board
of bored boardmembers have selected a single meeting to be reported this month rather
than the entire three meetings that have taken place since last issue., Their selec-
tion of the April 10 meeting was truely impartial, because there was no meeting that
night. For this reason, we wish to amnounce that the April 13 meeting report is
belng substituted for the April 10 reoort.7

Meeting "A" started talking place April 13, 195 sometime after 8:00 p.m. in
Apartment 307 of the Cornelius liotel., The attendance was a bit low despite the fact
the apartment was on the third floor. [d, Geneva, Doug, and Linda Yyman were there
first — probably due to the fact they lived there. Rose Starlk was also present,
and was considered by all to be the most important member present, for she had brought
the refreshments. Wally 'eber was also present, primarily for the purpose of con=
suaing the refreshments and secondarily for the purpose of obtalnlna inspiration for
a new set of minutes.

lieeting "B" started taking place April 13, 1958 at an undetermlned time,
probably before C p.m. high atop Cougar ilountain. The attendance was lower in
number but higher in altitude than that of meeting "A", and consisted of John
and Kathleen Swearingen, Hazel Story, and Diclt Nulsen. Preparation was underway
at the beginning to relocate meeting "B" to the Cornelius Hotel and combine it with
meeting "A". Since it was known that Dick lulsen was capable of taking the wrong
turns and becoming hopelessly lost when trying to find his way off of Cougar
Mountain, a plan was formulated to prevent this from happening. Xathleen and Hazel
were to ride with lir. Ifulsen to give him directions, and Jolhn was to pioneer the
trail with another car. The expedition set out. John Swearingen was well on his
way down the mountain when the thouzht came to him that if Dick was followinz hin,
he should be able to see the car from time to time, This was not the case, hovever.
Suspecting all was not going according to plan, ifr. Swearingen turned his automobile
about and began the search for his missing followers.

At meeting "A" a tranquil conversation was winding its way from subject to
subject until it got to suggesting programs for future meetings. Ilir. YWyman said
sonething to the effect that he knew a fellow with some pictures to show and, with
a little prompting, lirs. yman was talked into calling the gentleman up to find out
when he could show his pictures to the club. As it turned out, Eddie 0lin was
quite willing to show the club some pictures that very evening if we would but come
out to his place. The members thought the matter over, considered every angle of
the idea, and after about five seconds decided to accept the offer. In just a
short time a note was prepared and attached to the door of the apartment explaining
what had happened to the meeting and where to go to find it.

lieanwhile, back on Cougar liountain, John Swearingen had located his lost-wife
and friends. Diclzt I'ulsen had skillfully backed into a ditch in such a manner that
four people were incapable of placing it back on the road, and had chosen not to
follow John by foot. As things turned out, the United States Army was required to
encourage the car out of the ditch. It is not known how the Army happened to show
up at that particular time and place, but iir. Mulsen will no doubt claim he would
never have backed into the ditch in the first place if he hadn't had the backing of
a trustworthy organization to get him out.

After the Army had left, it was discovered that John's car was not operating
very well. Although it was not exactly in prime condition, fir. Swearingen did
expect it to hit on more than just one cylinder. Fortunately the trip to Seattle
was mostly downhill, but Mr. Swearingen (a far-thinking man) was thinking of the
return trip.
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Somewhat undaunted, but not anticipating a perfect evening ahead, lir. Swearin-
gen once again set out for Seattle, this time with lir. Hulsen and the girls doing
a better job of following. _

During this eventful period, meeting "A" had relocated itself at the home of
several prize cats who tolerate the company of Christina Egner and Eddie Olin as
sort of slaves. Ilaving somehow gained entry without allowinZz the exit of any cats,
the members of weeting "A" urranged themselves in the darkened room so that they
could have a view of the venetian blind upon which the pictures were being projected.

The projector looked like something a lartian might use to disintegrate Earth-
lings with. It contained a monstrous bulb such that anything -left in the projector
too long would be cremated, This applied to human hands as well as pictures, and
Eddie was qtiite pleased to turn the job of working the bleeding beast over . to Doug
Yyman, whose young hands would heal faster.

Alsd watching the projections were lir. and lirs. Yishart from the fabulous city
of Belfast, Ireland. Iir. Yishart was carefully cross—examined for knowledge of
Berrys, 'illis',-etc., but he cautiously disclaimed having eny association with
such peonle. : i

Having had a fascinating, evening, the members of meeting "A" returned to the
Cornelius Hotel, picking up Vally Gonser on the way, to consume the tasiy refresh-
ments Rose Stark had furnished. Jerry Frahm arrived a short.time later to help-
clean up the crumbs, and the meeting ended with a discussion of B-52 jet bombers.

Back with meeting "B" again, lir. Swearingen coaxed his one-cylinder car into
Scattle with Dick Kulsen and the gzirls following all the way for a change. In due
time they arrived at the Cornelius. lMhile the other three went up to 307, John
chugged off to find a service station that could improve the performance of his
car. After traveling a considerable distance to find a place that was open on
Sunday night, he had to patiently wait for the attendent to work on his car between
servicing the cars of other customers who had traveled a considerable distance to
find a stadtion-that was open on Sunday nizht. At last the motor was made to hit
on at least four of its six cylinders and John returned to the Cornelius., He found
nobody home and zathered from the note on the door where the rest of his party had
gone., A phone call to Eddie Olin confirmed his worst suspicious; meeting "A" had
just left and Dick, Hazel, and Kathleen had not yet arrived. lieeting "B" eventually
ended with its four members re-united, but it took another hour to do B
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S TD/:}) / E S by Burnett R Toskey
Part 18: 1943

(AUTHOR‘S NOTE:) After a long absence of 8 months, this column has now returned. To those
of you who will undoubtedly scream that it STILL hasn't been absent long enough, I say: true.
However, it shall here be noted that we, the publisher's of Cry do not publish said rag
for the purpose of amusing our readers, but rather to amuse ourselves --- and provide
ourselves with an outlet which, if released upon mundane society, could spell the end

of civilization as we know it. It follows, therefore, that when I complete the reading

of a year of Amazing Stories, a wave of sadism invariably overcomes me, and the irresis-
table Urge to torture you, the readers, with my thoughts on same. And torture it is,

for you, I know, for 1) my reports are as boring as I can make them, and 2) My critical
evaluations are so lopsided, when compared to aniy set of criteria used by any intelligent
s~f fan, that you will be utterly disgusted. They (my opinions) nevertheless, represent

my actual opinions.

The year 1943 was notable in several respects, for the Ziff-Davis magazines. Chief
in interest was the publication of Weinbaum's classic novel "The New Adam" and the pub-
lication of Burrough's last (so far as I know) story, "Skeleton Men of Jupiter"., Above
and beyond these two single items, two authors shine through like beacons throughout the
year in the department df book-length novels: David V. Reed and Ton Wilcox.

Never before or since has David V. Reed equalled the output, both in quantity and
quality, that he did in 1943 --- four long booklegghh novels, all of them excellent.

Two of these appeared in Amazing Stories, snd the other two in Fantastic Adventures.

Don Wilcox, not to be outdone, had six novels published, though they were not as lengthy
as Reed's; only two of these Appeared in Apazing. David Wright O'Brien was beginning to
improve, but Leroy Yerxa had begun to turn out a lot of potboilers. House names and
pseudonyms began to run wild during this year -- I have deciphered those that have come
to my attention. Festus Pragnell finished up his Mars series, and A.R. McKenzie finished
off two series: The Juggernaut Jones tales, and the last "Luvium" story, all typical of
McKenzie, and unlike other authors to a high degree.

Physically, the magazine reduced its size to 212 pages with the June issue, and with
the September issue it went bi-monthly —- resulting in a total of ten issues for the year.
Cover paintings were by St.John (Two terrific ones!), Hadden, Fuqua, McCauley, and RGJgnes.
Interiors by a variety of illusirators, including Virgil Finlay and Magarian.

The lettercolumn was interesting at times, and contained letters by Cpad Ojiver, Milt
Lesser, illey Ley, and J. Harvey Haggard, among others.

It is rather amusing to note that they ran a "Meet the azuthors" department, and, at
times, gave  biographies of housenames or pseudonyms, as, for instance, a rather wild
biography of Lee Francis, a known pseudonym of Leroy Yefka(Lgter usurped by Howard Browne.)

Now as to the stories themselves:

(NOVEL#LENGTH STORIES ——— 30,000 words and over) (In order of preferance)

"The New Adam" by Stanley G. Weinbaum. (Rating A,1.0), two part serial beginning in
February. This story is so well known that it needs little comment; it stands unique
as one of the very greatest masterpieces of science fiction dealing with the future
mzn, the "homo superior". Unlike "Slan", this stcry deals with the problems of the
superman which he faces within himself, rather than his battles against society. Tyis
is undenigbly Weinbaum's greatest acliievement, though:it ranks equal to his other two
novels in entertainment value, which is my rating above. I have both the book and the
magazine version, and there is very little difference between them -- so little that
one should not hesitate to read the mag version for fear it is abridged, if one cannot
lay hands on the boock, which is something of a rarity. »
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JBmpire of Jegga" by Lavid V. Reed (Rating - A,ln4), a 90,000 word novel complete
in the November issue. 4 wildly improbable plu%, the abundance of fantastic concepts,
and che authoris method cf uaraveling tine mystery piece Ly piece make this one of the
a0t fascinating stories the magez.ne has ever run. It is enhgnced by Reed's smooth and
brilliant style, and his ability to create unforgettable characters. It is discovered
that the Solar system is much sinalier Than we suppose it to be, because of the lens
effect of our upper atucsphere, and that all the planets or the Solar System, including
tle loon, are inhiabited by various types of humsnoid races, all interfertile, and all
under the domination of the Fmpire of Jecga(Mars). The atmosphere of Earth is so thick,
however, thet their plastic ships burn up on contact --- and the Empire covets Earth
with a passion. The story concerns thelr attempts to pry the secret of heat-resistant
metals out of the captured Barthlings (From the first Tarth-NMoon expedition). Palmer now
ol aims ©0 h:ve written tne last few pages himself, and tekes the blame for the bungling
thereof, out, while the characterization loses a little of its fire toward the end, the
ending could only have baun conceived by Reed, methinks, and was not far off from the
puint where Reed left off. (I taink I have pinpciated the place).

AMAZING STORINS TN REVIEM

WDr. Varsag's Second Ixperiment” by Craig Ellis (David V. Reed), (Rating A,1.5),
August issue. A gripping and powerful stury aboul experimentation on human beings,
narrated against a bac<ground of the underworld, but irom a sympathetic viewpoint. It
zuuSwers the question of wiat the most cunning and dexterous thief could do if he were
endowed with the strength, engiusering skill, guickened perceptions, and burrowing
instincts of tlhie mole. Even Fort Knox would not be safe from such a man. Only rarely
will a story delve as deeply intc tre human sovl as this story does. Stories of this
high quality are only rarely found in pulp magazines.

"Jarrior of the Lawn" by Hosiard Browie, (Rating A,l,6), two part serial, December
1942 snd Jenuary 1943, and raviewed in the previous iastallment. (Cry 106) .

"The Great Brain Fanic! by Don \ilcox, (Rating A,148), July. Original and fresh
strictional concepts, which are yet simple, combined with Vilcox's typical style.of
narration, are enough ©o give any story an excellent rating. It tells of a planet which
llas the peculiar quality that anyene who lives there will achieve a stature in direct
roprtic to his intellrgence, acd will twmn Llue if his tioughts are evil. Here lived
Lidgets ous foot high, wao strovs wightily in ksep their mincs utterly blank, and
giants 500 feet Ligh. and in the Jjuwigles were hordes of Blue savages. A short novel.

"Earth Stealers" by Ioiw Wilcox (Rating 5,129), June. Ope of Wilcox's more famous
stories, tumough not cne of his best -- though in its owa way it justly deserves its fame.
We start with a race »f super-beings who have learned ncs to communicate with some
intelligent "microbes'. The miciobes, in turn, find that a race of "fleas" -- formerly
thought of as pests -- are intelligent. The fless are themselves in communication with
a strange race »f microscoyic "one--cells" wno, finally, discover a strange two-legged
form of 1ife~0n gn electrea. Mauy pitfalls are-cvpen to an suthor whe attempts to write
a story with thie ides - and Wilzox cegilv avoids them all --- ‘which is something of
a reuwarkable acitievewent . To szy tih: “east.

"Priestess of tha Fleating Skull" by Edwin Benson, (Ra1ing B,2.4), two '‘part serial
biginniag ia May. 1 think Ray Palmer winte this story, but I'm nct sure. It is a short
rnovel of a couple of Russian snies in Berlin during World War II, aided by & radio
capable of detectiang the thoughts of certain people (the only stfictional_concept). The

s*ory is interesting and smoothly writtern, but is weak on a couple of points of logic.

IMhat Worids May Live" by Nelson S. Bond \Rating B, 204), a long novel complete in
the April issue. 1t is o pleasant interplareczry:story concerning a plot to” shrink the
Solar System sc small that it will dburn itsei? up. -Unforiunately, the author's famili-
artity with astronamicsl lergusge is inepe, in thie story, ard therz are many opportune
cozncidencas. But the story is nol cluamsy, aud flows in typically smooth Bond style.
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SHORT STORIES; "B" Rating (Recommended). (In order of preference)

"Skeleton Men of Jupiter" by Edgar Rice Byrroughs, February. So far as Ikknowy
this is the last published story (except for reprints) by the one and only Burroughs.
It is obviously the first section of another John Carter novel. With the whole new
world of Jupiter awaiting him, who knows what mighty adventures might have become avai-
lable to the Burrough's fan. And in this short story, Byrrough's imagination does not
fail; and the story flows in typical Burroughs manner.

"Warrior Queen of Lolarth" by Ross Rocklynne, May. Rocklynne has a talent for
writing an exciting story which is consistently well thought out in every detail --- and
these attribgtes are not missing in this story. A girl is kidnapped into the dim past
to a strange cavilization which was later trampled out by the dinosaurs. The hero, a
war invalid who can't even walk, follows her, finds her transformed radically. The
reader is kept on- a high note of suspensej the explanations at the end are not only
believable, but downright inevitable.

"Collision in Space, by Festus Pragnell, July. This is not a Don Hargreaves of
Mars story -- the only such story by Pragnell in imazing (though one other appeared in
Fantastic). It is a rather tantalyzing glimpse at the strange civilization of Jupiter
through the: eyes of a captive Earthman, a Jovian socialite faltben from grace, and a
strangely sympathetic Jovian female jewel thief. A high point in the story occurs when
the hero is hung in the meat locker of some weird inhabitants of the upper Jovian atmos-
phere who fish for land creatures (including human—types) with invisible hooks.

_Page 32 _

"C" rating (Readable, but not worth discussing) (In order of publication.)
January: "The Lost Warship" by Roberv Moore Williams
"Queen of the Flaming Diamond" by Leroy Yerxa
February: "Fhantom T.ansport" by Leroy Yerxa
"The Persian Carpet" by Dwight V. Swain
March: "The Metal Monster" by E.K. Jarvis (Robert Moore williams)
"Bring Back My Body" by David Wright O'Brien
"The Money Machine!" by Clee Garson (David Wright O‘Brien)
April: "Juggernaut Jones, Warrior" by A.R. McKenzie
: "Enigma of the City" by Cpester S. Geier
"Never Trust a Deion' by Robert Bloch
"Daughter of Destiny" by Lee Francis (Leroy Yerxa)
May: "The Machine" by Robert Moore Williams
"Mwisted Giant of Mars" by Festus Pragnell
"Juggernaut Jones, Draftee" by A.R. McKenzie
"Death in Time" by William McCown
June: "Conspirators on Phobos" by Festus Prsgnell
"Me the People" by Fnil Petaja
"Pacifist of Hell's Island" by Robert Moore Williams
July: "Juggernaut Jones, Commando™ by A.R. lcKenzie
August: "A Patriot Never Diecs" by I.anl Patton (house name--possibly Ray Palmer here)
"Pop Gun" by Francis Wilson Powell
"The Degemerate Mr. Smith" by William Delisle
September: "hen the Darkness Came" by William Delisle
"Luvium, the Invincible City" by A.R. McKenzie :
"War Worker 17" by F,ank Patton (Ray Palmer for sure on this one)
"Lunar Vengeance' by Thornton Ayre (John Russell Fearn)
"The Devil's Planet"” by David Wright O'Brien
"Madcap of Mars" by Festus Pragnell
November: "Juggernaut Jones, Pirate" by A.R. McKenzie

Don't let the titles scare you awsy from the Jyggernaut Jones stories -- they have
absolutely nothing to do with Earth-type wars, Tyey are emusing stories, very short,
about the trials and tribulations of an airplane salesman on other planets. Many of the
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stories listed above would be rated higher (or lower) by other people, no doubt. The
remaining stories in the magazine are "D" stories (ordinary), and not worth mentioning
as such, except for two
 "E" stories (1nept)

,'March: "Bill Caldron Goes to the Future" by Paul Miles
July: "The Man VYho Lost His Face" by Helmar Lewis

The Paul M;jles story, Palmer Claims; was written by a very young. boy of 8 or 9.

There are no stories with rating "F” (Evil) or "G" (Blecchhh).

By ‘sheer coincidence, I have also finished reading Fantastic Adventures for 1943,
50 next month you will also be plagued with the next installment of my review series
for that:magazine.

_________ e E R R R R HK KKK s HHEHHHNKRK el T PR LR KIS L TR RACHTIEIE N

(((Forgive the bad grammar in places in the above report --- on-stencil composition,.
you know, does that at times.... BRT)))
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THE REJECTED REJECTICN SLIP
" by Wally Weber
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Dear Sir
~ Madam
- Faan b ;
' We have received your contribution of - artwork ey
: - - fictlon . article

. damned if we could‘figure out
. . what it was.

entitled _. ' , and we found it to. be exactly what we have been
wanting for the past years, At long last we have recelved a contribution that we
-can. reject.

.In ordér to be eligible for rejection, the following qualificatiens must be met.

1. The material must be disgustingly unoriginal.

2. The material must be in fantastically bad taste.

3. The material must be so poorly executed that it staggers the mind.

4. The material must not be of sufficient quelity to even be of use as coverlng

for bird cage floors.

We are delighted to revort that your contribution has met these exactlng quali-
fications with flying colors. It is so bad that we are not content to merely not
print it, but are mailing it back to you before it rots completely away. We thank
you for thlnklng of us, and we appreciate the effort you must have put into this work
in order to make it so unbelievably bad. We will appreciate your next contribution
~even more if you will send money instead.

Sincerely yours,

¥ENDEN PUBLICATIONS
Cry of the Nameless Div.

o

((( (Typlsts note?’ We of Seattle have prepared a different rejection slip than the
above for actual ‘use --= we were divided on this one(two for-two agalnst) Iy order
to see a copy of the one we are actually using, it will be necessary to ‘'submit some-—
thing to us that we don't like, for oné reason or snother. On “the honor xoll in this
respect are, so far: Stony -Barnes, Iver J Alexander, Bill Meyers, ard Rich Brown.)))))
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4s a2 fan who almost became a faned, I've given some thought to the peculiar business of
fan publishing. "Business" is hardly the word, for a fanzine is almost invariably a losing
proposition. Even if the price is pegged to cover the cost, there are trades, sample copies,
and contributor copies. A faned will almost invariably receive most other fanzines, and
their cost may as well be figured into the accoynting. The only possible way to break even
is to price the zine above cost and depend on the subscribers to bear the cost of trades.
Ask almost eny faned how hard it is to do that.

To me, one of the funniest parts of many & zine is the section titled "Why you are
receiving this zine". Some of the alternatives are purposely funny, but the unconscious
humor in some of the plaintive pleas is the best. Any person who gets a zine in the mail
knows perfectly well why he got it. Either it's a sample, a trade, a subscriber's copy, a
contributor's copy, or simply one sent free to a personal friend. In any case, he knows that
the editor. wants something in return: money, a zine, comment, or at least acknowledgement.
It's all right to remind a subscriber of an expired sub; but no request marked with an (x)
will get anything out of the totally disinterested person. You can't make him care whether
he gets the next issue or not. % -

Without any further botheration, fanzines should simply be sent to those people who show,
one way or the other, that they do care. A sample copy is a means of searching for such
people, and is in itself a personal gesture. In the age of mass-produced "personal touch",
"custom styling", and similar perversions, a sample fanzine is one of the few items that has
not been sent out merely in the hopes of getting some money. Cash would be useful, of course,
but reader response is the faned's most valuable return. Imegine a fan whose zine has a
paid circulation of, say, a hundred, loses him no money, and brings only a letter or two for
each issue. The poor chap would go bugs from sheer frustration!

This is an imaginary, extreme, and perverse case. Byt there is almost always some
mental pain in fanzine publishing. Ideally, it acts as a goad, driving the editor to greater
effort (and sometimes to gafia). Eventually, he hopes, he will reach the ideal state: a
zine distributed to a goodly number of true fans, who always contribute enough to make the
zine interesting.

For those who don't thrive on too much struggle and pain, the easy way -out appears to
be the amateur press associations, They are assured of being in a group truly interested
in fan publishing. There is, of course, the matter of waiting lists to the established ones.
But if the situation is bad enough, what's to stop a fan from persuading others.to form a
new association? The advantages are worthwhile. But I suspect that efficiency.is not a
strong motivating force in zll fans. Individuality is the keynote - a fan wants the success
of his zine to depend entirely on his own efforts.

But think how easy it would be! You assemble the zine, but, instead of laboriously
stamping and addressing the whole batch, you ship off a bundle to the editor. Then,
periodically, the editor ships bundles of zines to those who would get them all anywey. and
you can still send out copies to those who aren't in the association.

Come to think of it, press association mailings should not' be restricted to members.
The idea of a sort of clearing house to handle sample mailings has been proposed somewhere,
can't find vhere. and arch Destiny proposed, in the March '58 SF ADVENTURES, to provide
sample copies to interested readers. I hear that SFA is to be discontinued, which will be
the end of that unless the Fan-Space is moved to INFINITY. I'm not sure it would be of any
great advantage to fandom - the self-discovery of a trufan comes without any help. But it
would at least be worth a try.

If ever I make another try at fanzine publication, which will be when I have money,
mostly, I'd very much like to join up with an APA. I have some doubts about what I could do
as an editor, but since I go in for writing fannish material, I may as well run it through
the duplicator myself. Byt in the meantime I save myself that trouble by contributing to
other fans' zines. With contributor copies, "pleas", "bribes", and some I've actually
paid for, I hope to keep a good nymber of fanzines going my way.

So, just to remove all doubt, I announce myself as an interested fan. 4ill fanzines
gladly received. Hope to hear from you-all sometime, eh? ((506 s, Fifth .ve,

ze end ann arbor, Mich.))
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{ .| INFOREATION FOR CONVENTION-GOERS
: .o Crry public scrvize .

Feng will find it casier to get to the World Science Fiction
Convention this year, duec to the extensive plans made by the Solacon
Trongsportation Committeé,® hended by Frrnt and Belle Dietz and George
Nims Roybin. = o g P g s e :

For those who would 1like to:travel in the style to which many
fons would like to becoma cccustomcd, there will be two air coach
fon-flights from New Yor!z with the usucl stops alony the east-west
flyway. ‘If interested, contoct Belle Dietz, 1721 Grand Ave., Apt 4-C,
Briofx 55%%N.Y. Info on troinssandibuses will later be avoilable: fron
the™ sdmci®source.,

For fans in the Cleveland-Detroit arca o Travelcon motorcade is
planned, which will leave Detroit Auzust 24 and return Sept. 7. For
this, write: Georze Younz, 11620 Washburn St., Detroit 4, Michisan.

In other parts ol U.S. and Cancde Share the Ride clubs are being
set up. Registrations are now being accepted from drivers and would-
be riders. A committee will try to match up rides wanted with rides
available and notify both parties. This work is being done mostly by
voluntecers in the National Fantasy Fan Fedcration because it was the
only national club with the personncl and facilities to handle the
details. The service is available without charse, however, to all fans
without regard to club affiliatdons.

For this service fans living in ceastern Caneada and the U.S. east
of the Mississippi should contnct: Frances L. Light, 3715 N.Marshfield,
Chicazo 13, Illinois. :

Those in western Cancde and the U.S. west of the Mississippi should
contact: ¥rs. Bennie Edwards. P.0O. Bin 6, Ridgecrest, California.

In order to zive the committee time to process the registration
cards, it is requested that all cards be in by July 15. If you cannot
malze it by this date, they will do their best for you rezardless, but
the sooner you zet your cards in, the better chance you have to zet in

‘a club, 7/7—““”// L2
&fé%%%fj:/iﬁfgj ts S ///
; ; / éf\ ' :

.‘ P ’,\
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BRAD DAIGLE//’ b SRErE <;:Z\

"Aren't we fortunate in heving these charming
Earth people for dinner, Dear?" :
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WE , THE UNDERSIGNED, SUPPORT A

NEW YORK AREA
Horace L Gold
Larry Shaw

Lee Hoffman Shaw
Judith Merrill
Frank R, Paul
Edd Cartier
Fredrick Pohl
Willy Ley

Hans S. Santessen
Thomas S. Gardner
Frank Dietz
Belle Dietz
George N. Raybin
Gerry de La Ree
Dick Ellington
Pat Ellington
Ian Mc Cauley
Bradford Day
Dave Me Donald
Bill Donahoe
Dave Pollard
Tom Condit

Art Hayes

Mona L. Rhines
Ken Beale

Sany Cutrell
Walter N. Eble
Kay Brickman
Mary Dziechowski
Deanna Levine
P.. C. Steinbrunner
Arthur Zinil
Bdmind Meskys
Russell Blackwell
A, Blackwell
Henry Smith
Dave Smith

Fred Shunaman
Angelina Mando
Elaine Phillips
leslie S. Gerber
Andrew Reiss

Be a fan of distinetion.
vention in 1959 to ---M.S.F.S. Headquarters,

DETRQIT CONVENTION!

IILINCIS AREA
Iynn Hickman
Carolyn Hickman
Jim Harmon

Mel Korshak
Nan Gerding
Paul H. Rehorst

TORONTO
William Grant
Gerald Stewart
Boyd Rayburn
Ron Kidder

Veshingten D.C.
Bob Madle
Richard Eney
John Magnus
Ted White

John Hitchcock
Bob Pavlet
Jack Harness

SEATTLE

F. M. Busby
Elinor Busby
Burnett Toskey
Wally Weber
0tto Pfeifer
William Austin
Delsie Austin

CALIFORNIA

Stanton A. Coblentz
B. E. Evans

Thelma D.. Hamm
Margaret ST.. Clair
Mildred Clingerman
Ben J. Stark

Dave Rike

Carl Brandon

Terry Carr

Peter Graham

PITTSBURGH

P. Schuyler Miller
Dirce Archer
Marion Mallinger
Beatrice Taylor
Jack Price

Robert Delgade

 CINCINATTI

Donald E. Ford
Lou Tabako
Stan Skirvin
Dale Tarr

CLEVELAND

Nick Falesca
Noreen Falesca
Steve Schultheis
Frank Androsovsky
Russ Winterbotham
Ben Jason
Virginia Rycroft

PHILADELPHIA
George R.. Heap
Herb Schofield
Irwin Heyne
Betsy Curtis
Jean Bogart

OTHER AREAS
Bdmond Hamil ton
Leigh Brackett
Nelson S. Bond
Charles De Vet
Ralph Holland
Gregg Calkins
Jenie Lamb

Nancy J. Share
Stuart S. Hoffman
Wrai Ballard
I1illith Lomraine
Rich Brown

Mail a postcard stating that you will support a Detroit Con-
11630 Washburn Street, Detroit 4, Michigan.
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. CRY OF THE READLRS

o EOAE conducted
\ by
Burnett R. Togkey

Hi, gang! :

In #113 you reported that Rich Brown was headed for Seattle. After reading The
Adventures of Finkwater J. Goldfinch, 1 hope he'll continue right on through and into
Puget Sound like a good little lemming. If you don't pry loose this series, this
barnacle in the anus of progress, I shall weep hysterically for at least half an hour.
Thirstily I searched. for a drop of sincere literary endeavor in this barren waste, to
no avail, thought I. Then 10! a sustaining oasis in a cruel and trying desert. Mine
parched eyeballs, filmed with the sterile dust of boredom and revulsion, twitched with
1ife anew; I had found Tpe Word, pregnant with meaning, the savior of the whole atro-
city, —~END--. Smiting my anguished and somewhat bony breast, I send my keening cry
on high, Sink the Fink!!!

The minutes of the February meetings made good,
imaginative, completely upsetting reading. Linda Wyman
probably gave her lachrymel glsnds a good workout be-
cause she was taken aback at the utter confusion which
seems to be the bill of fare at meetings of the cabala.
m%mmtdhwammfmmpumm,mdMRths
to Ireland wnen you should be considering such weighty
topics as "The Moon —- Vhat In Blazes Do We Do When We
Get There?" Poor dear. It's a pity my well-padded
shoulder is way up here in Olde New Englande. I'm an
expert consoler of nice-ly-put-together young ladies.
Linda is nicely-put-together isn't she? H;h? Huh?
(slobber)

What, oh what, does gafiating mean? Is it simply
a nonsense word, on the idea of one grunch but the egg-—
plant over there? Is it a product of Wally Weber's
brilliang but hopelessly twisted mentality? Might it
be a code word giving the location of the fleet to red-
starred submersibles lurking off the coast, you snivel-
ing traitors, you? Tell me, tell me, before I do some-
thing drastic like going to church. ((((GAFIA stands
for "Getting Away From It All", meaning Fandom; the word, and its derivatives, @s almost
as old as fandom itself....BRT)))) .

Norman Harris and I are as one when it comes to opinions about some of the jazz
appeafing in many of the fan publications. I get -awfully tired reading about segregation
" and other timely subjects, interesting to be .sure, but not proper material for a magazine
supposedly concerned with the sundry aspects . of S»F. Hmmm, while we're on the topic,
who seems to be more interested in exhibitions of writing backwards and inside out, the
history of the Columbia River, and the balmy weather? (Right now it's-32 in Dracut,
with 8 inches of snow.) What esoteric group gets more fun out of trampling tired-blooded
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Wally Gonser than our of discussing what they liked and disliked about the Monolith
Monsters?

So Stony Barnes thinks that vampire bats nick you on the big toe, hey? Just to
check, I dug up a distsnt relative, Count Thila von Moran, formerly of Grievswalder Oie,
Transylvania, and presently on the night shift at the blood bank. Cousin Thila said that
in his prime he usually weat for the carctid arteries in the neck and very seldom stooped
to dine at the toe. Apparently the intended victinm gets mildly suspicious when some
leering stranger flaps down and tries to wrench off shoe and sock.

The Brown cover is not bad a-tall. It'll probably resemble the expressions on your
faces when you get an illo I'm sweating over at present. By the way, what are those long
diddles coming out of the recently removed head? Worms making their exit from the trichina-
infested brain? Or somzthing equally as delightful? :

Ren Pemberton has dispatched his usual exhaustive and well-done critique., Crom Dhu!l
How does his eyesight stand the strain? I fear that his epics are wasted on me, though.
Being a poor struggling student, I just can't indulge in a buying spree. The fact that
many authors deny their androids a navel rots my socks too, Ren. Think of the terrific
industry which might spring up if the critters were endowed with even a poorly executed

wnbilical scar —— synthetic belly button lint!
My strength is like the strength of ten, - Jim Moran
Because my heart is pure, ' 208 Sladen St.
Dracut Mass.
((((You might have to compete with Wally Weber for Llnda s favor ---.although he may

have lost interest in her, since a couple of years ago she wzz became 0ld enough to walk.,
Concerning your other note, perhaps if we send it first class, it should, get there in.
five days, and your extra buck will go much farther. It regularly goes out 3rd.class,
vhich admittedly is unghodly slow. Airmail isn't really necessary to get it to you in
good time, i$ it now? If you still iusist on aiimail, let us knéwe....BRT

THE PLAGUE OF LOCUST ST.
Wh-wh-wha' say?

“Ha. MNo letterhead for you poor, art-starved folk this time. Suffer. Suffer. Suffer.

I didn't much like Rich Brown's fabulous cover besides the
vonderful w:ite paver. That was fine, though, and so surprising
that I szt there admiring its brilliant sheen for hours.

Inside front wasn't so good this time, but getting fanzine
sex short~shorts-(”Who wears short shorts?) from such a
literary name as Steinbeck is quite an achievement. So keep
the inside fronts coming, what say?

Vhy can't Dusby be hilarious all the time instead of just
occasionally? He always slays me with his nasty remarks about
dear ole Cry on the contents page.

Amelia must be getting weak. Spe reviewed five fanzines
this time around that I get, an unheard of total. Good re-
views, too, I judge, vhich doesn't mean much, but it is nice
for once %o be able to compare ideas with the Hallowed reviewer.
Rah., But longer reviews, I implore, and more of them. Hog
lotsa space lile Reonfy.

ind by golly there's ole Renfy hisself when I turn the
page. And I think I'd send him free copies of my fabulous
Sf Mag were it the case that I had such.

The second of the dull series by Richard W. Brown Truefan- (strange name) beﬁeflted
greatly from being duller than the one before, and I maneged to like it. Not so sicken-
ingly clever. Jyst sickeningly typical of Brown Truefan, wthh is only acceptahle when
I read the stuff half asleep- _

The minutes were fzbulous. It’s reslly not fair, ycu know, to mix Weber in with the
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likes of Brown, Meyers, Daigle, Barnes, Pelz, even Ole Es. He cheats and is funny occa-
sionally so you can't throw stones at him quite so easily as we Screéaming Wits. Cheating.
Yes. Very poor sportsmanship on Weber's part.

Meyers has lost all life. He no longer screams foolishness. Thig could be construed
as cheating, but with everybody else denouncing him, I'll go along with him on the changes
in his column. And he's a horribly pitiful figure there with tremendous sobs wracking
his prostrate form as the Bag tortures him with rare old pulps. But that's the way it is
when you get the habit -- just can't shake the monkey. At first you can be happy with
one or two late SF QUARTERLY's, and there's always a fealer to let'you have those*first
ones so cheap. But it works up, and when you have '2f AMAZING's, and the price is up,
you've really been hooked, anid there's no way to quit. You just' go on half living, fearing
the day you won't be able to get what you need, and knowing that day is getting nearer.

Agried with the fiend on Matheson'!s fabulous "Distributor," though. Playboy really
has the finest sf and borderline work, you know, with some awfully shaking shorts of a -
type nobody else uses, not even F&SF.

i went wild over Berry s little article because it lacked the stirring "and I realized

fi that Man had put that dot into the sky, Man had conqueréed’Nature,
Man had come of Age." note that marks good writing. I guess I'm
Just subversive, but admitting that I'm stirred in any way besides
having my stomach churned is beyond any serious consideration.

Atom's work was fine, too, the one at the top of the.letcol
being short of fabulous by nought, and particularly beautiful for
being in a different vein from anything else I've seen Atom do.

Oh Foo Foo. Now I've run into the first two letters,.and
they killed me, too, but damfimgonna say so after just finishing
up goshwowing for two straight paragraphs. But tell me, fabulous
fat fellah, are all your subscription renewals wsuch dry notes?

Poor Thpsk. He can't even look forward to getting a couple
of letters in the mail from Willis, Berry, and the like. No.

They write Weber. It's plain to see that this club is very
clique-ish, and class conscious, and discriminating. Maybe I
could get Weber ruled a menovoly so he'dq hafta let Tosk read the
good letters., too. I1'm very fair mlnded a veritable Wrecker
of Fpolish Pre,]udlceo

= Just wish there weren’t so many n------ in Alabama.

T Ha. I said it, Now to be denounced. Anybody know. whether
\x“;:?\j there are any of our dark friends in fandom? ((({I know :0f only
one.....BRT)))) That's something I've wondered about. I'm not
really espectally prejudiced. ;

Mebbe we oughtta let Pelz in-with the plans for taking over
the CRY. Could be behind that stupid exterior there's the mind of a mad scientist, and
these little inferior numbers may really mean something. - So Pelz ean blow up Seattle.

But I'm beginning to see the futility of :
it all. Lately I've been contemplating for- r ’-;'<%~d,;;¢=:f~\\\
getting the whole thing, and setting out to LT
conquer HYPHEN.

Brown's UPA-ish bit of art on page 29 . (&j:}7 ,/ <b\) :
was fine, probably the best thing in the =
issue outside Atom and, naturally (even in my
modesty), Adams. A

Fifteen rahs for Len Moffat. Obviously a deep thinker.

Ha. Consensus of opinion from the tasteless critics that correspond seems to be that
Adams is a superb craftsman of the short novel form, a writer of breathless prose, a
quality writer who still has that touch to appea] to the arger audience. Like not all
of them screamed "Yarghhhblazzle,“

g
[l

Jto e
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No tears please, but we have reached the end of another superb epistle from adams,
chock full of intriguing comment, controversial opinion, sharp and biting satire, and
assorted drollery. Best Esmond Adams

432 Locust St
] ? Hyntsville, Alabama

((((The "Dear Wally" on letters from Berry et al, is a farce —- the mail is mailed
to Cry , and as a result, Wally is usually the last one to read it, among us S attle
people. If'n you want my SAPzines, you might try sending a little money to spend .on the
postage —— as for the others, you'll have to contact them independently for negotiations
of this nature (c/0 CRY, if you don't know their address)......BRT))))

THE MUTHPIECE OF CHICAGO
Att'n Nameless Ones!

I never got CRY #112 (February). Are you trying to cut me off just because I didn't
‘reply to #111? Or are you trying to stop me from. replying by not sending issues? It's a
plot!...a fiendish Seattle plot against myself and Chicago fandom. Are you trying to
cut off Chicago from the rest of fandom in an attempt to stop us from getting the 59
Worldcon? But no matter how hard you try we shall always be one step ahead of you.

I think I have finally figured out why you choose to
call yourselves the Nameless Ones. It results from an in-
feriority complex. You don't feel sure of yourselves in
fandom and thus try to make up for it by pubbing regularly
every month. This inferior feeling is so strong that you
don't even feel worthy of having names like everyone else.
Thus.you choose to call yourselves the Nameless Ones. ~
Simple isn’'t it. Now that this has been revealed, you and
all your readers can relax. Aren't you glad you have
someone like me to solve these highly complex, psycholo-
gical problems? //

A few general comments on #'s 111 snd 113t Tpe
fiction wasn't bad except for Rich Brown's Goldfinch :
crudbit. That bit with the building falling I can remem-- B
ber first seeing in a Marx brothers pixture which came out
about 20 years ago. In that Harpo was in the same posi- -
tion as Finkwater and when he stepped aside the building
shook, a few bricks fell, and then the whole 'damn thing
came toppling down. It would not have been as bad in
Browa's tale if he had at least written it better, with a
little subtlety. But as it is-- arghhh, Berry's yarn
was good but what's the "obscene joke about the effect
of cold weather on brass monkeys" that goes with it? SEnIE.
((((wnere have you been, son, Can't repeat the joke ®
here, since this is a family magazine...BRT)))) :

Amelia's fmz reviews are still far too short, and
the prozine reviews (in comparison) far too lang. I
don't bother to read the latter (don't read stf at all
anymore) but I will have to reed Ellison's "Shadow"
story just for the hell of it. I would like to say
though that what the hell good is symbolism and meaning
in g story if the reader doesn't get it? The writer then
might just as well not have written the story (except
for his check) and kept the ideas sealed in his brain.
Now I'm not saying that it should be made nice and ob-
vious tho like in those old morality plays. But perhaps
1'd better not say any more till I've read Harlan's story.

-
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You seem to get carried away with yourselves in the letter column., I like long
letter columns but this is just too much., How about editing out some of the less in-
teresting and more repititious stuff?

Can "Norman Sanfield Harris" bg serious? If he is, he must certalnly be a neo. He
says that "By corresponding with other fans..he learns many things...the average person
his age doesn't get a chance to find out," And.he "...develops a taste for reading in
general and becomes startlingly well educated." I agree with this quite a bit. But then
how can he from this condone interests in anything other than s-f. I think fandom is a
way for persons with more than an average interest in what is going on about them to get
together, So why should they confine their discussions and such to stf and only stf. I
don't know the more I read by neos the harder I think it is to note a difference between
a neos writing and someone trying to satirize a neo's writing, A neo's writing reaches
such a ridiculous extreme quite frequently so that it's impossible to satirize it. But
then this wasn't real extreme.

How about getting more and better filler illos? Too many of the ones you run are
just scrawlings. Sincerely, Jerry De Muth

19356 Sheridan Road
Evanston, Illinois :

((((Since you don't sub, you had no letter in #112, no zine of yours reviewed in #112,
etc, there was no reason to send you same. We who publish Cypy call ourselves Fabulous
Seattle Fandom« The Nemeless Ones is the local tea-and-crumpet society masquerading as
a s—-f club-—-getting its name originally because they couldn't think of a nzme for the
club. I'm afraid there's nothing you can do to change the way we handle the contents -of.
the Cry. Ve pub only for the fun of it, and so we enjoy getting cerried away --- wmyou .
might say that we are fantisted by the scoop and power of the message-... BRT))))

THE THOMPSON EFFECT :
. Dear, Wally, Burnett, Lorence, P Holacust, Otto, Buz, Elinor, Renfrew, fmelia, Bill, Dick,
Ed and lirs Wyman, Jerry, Flora, Wally Gonser, Geneva, Doug & Linda, JOHN SWEARINGEN, The
Gpand Coulee Dam, and Uncle Tom Cobliegh an' -A%l,
It's a bit much, you know! Here I was conjuring up in my mind just what phrases x
would use in my letter of comment on the Cry that arrived in at the beginning of March
: when 'thud' on the 29th of Marcin Cry 113 fell exhaustced
" through the letter box. I openec. the door azad logked
out to see if I could see-Toskey ‘zpoor fsllsi running
off with a cleft stick in. his hend and blisters on his
‘feet, but there was nobody. - Just how are you, getting
these ‘things here? Have you a pull at Cape Calaveral?
_Don't get me wrong, 1'm not complaining. Fer from it.
Cry has somehow crept under my stiff British upper lip
aloofness and become my favorite fmz fom Seattle--as
well as POLARITY-—- I hasten to add. I have not allowed
the fact that the esteemed editor c¢f Pclgrity..to whit.
Mr F.M.BUSBY has 'allowed naked foto ¢ of himself to
appear of fmz covers., tc mur my enjiyuent of POLARITY
{...0h, you want me to. talk about Cry!
Well, firstly I'm glad to see Mr Weber did not
" allow time to stand stili and has gotten TWO minutes
'in this latest ish--I say latest ish fearfully--looking
over my shoulder at the mail box incase there's yet
 another issue smiling smugly at me. But here’s a
-point. Mr Weber in his minutes makes a mundene state—
~)ment”to him atleast.. in vhich he ssys "..hack to .
their mundane every day jobs of testiing Phod Powder.
TESTING PHOD POWDERE! Little did he realize the reaction
these words would cause in Brockhem Hous2! For years
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the secret of Phod .Powder testing has been lost to us, and here it is being practised all
the time in far off Seattle! Many

years ago in the remote
Highlands of Scotland my
ancestors practised this
ancient art, then through
the wars and bloody
battles with the English
the makers and testers

of the product were
gradually hunted down

and killed off. Oply i
in the ancient texts :
smuggled out of the
country by escaping
Scotsmen were the

formulas and testing
processes kept safe.

But these too, over

the years became lost

to the phod powder

testers descendants.

Tgll at last I
myself am the only

true descendant of the e
Uichtery Muchty phod (::::::,;____—
powder testers of '45. : - o
I can only beseech Wglly humbly to once more return the testing formula to its ancient

home and fulfill once more my hereditary title of PHOD POWDER TESTER to the Seottish Kingse.
(He might-also tell me what Phod Powder does. That too has been lost in the mists of ]
antiquity..and I wouldn't like to go around testing it all over the place.and not know'

just what was happening). :

Did I say I enjoyed the Fmz and Prozine reviews--well I did. I don't get the US
zines, but I like to read up what's said on them, especially Renfrew's and Bill's per-
sonal approach to the stories.

Cry of the Readers. Hey, wha' hopped to my 1il' bem.. Oh sure it's drawn ok on the
stencil..no complaints there. But I'm sure its hair was combed when I sent it to you!
Obviously it has received a severe fright by being confronted with Seattle fandom. Tyis
here Jim Moran who has the first letter this issue talks just my kind of language—-1
think. You're not the only fmz to have ESHMOND ADAMS writing exclusively for you. RET-
RIBUTION too, has a letter in print of this boy's. A4nd Ghod help us, I borrowed a couple
of HUMBUG's the Mad type zine, from Vince Clarke-- and there was letters from Esmond
Adams in them. i

All the other letters were enjoyable too. Oh by the way, I sent BEthel Lindsay our
Retribution fmz reviewer and GDA first aid nurse, several copies of Cry in with some
other fmz, and poor girl, she has become a Cry addict. Even going so far as to review
several issie in her column in the next Ret out in April. I don't know whether I can
break the addiction to Cry that she has succumbed to, or whether it would be best for
me to continue to send my copy over to her. I guess 1'll have to keep sending my copy
over to her to read; they say the effects of a cure from reading Cry are worse than the
effects given by reading it. ;

But enough for this month, it's snowing to Blizzard Gutside and 1 better go out
and see if my Gutterimbucles are covered up; they're very delicate yet at this time of
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the year and snow might have an adverse effect on their growth, though I'm quite proud of
the fact they measure 16 feet around the base even at this early stage.
: Hoping you are the same

CRY_OF THE READERS --_time to reach for our second wind

Arthur Tpomson
17 Brockham House,
Brockham Drive.
London S.W.2, England.
((((Wally says he'll be glad to trade you the secrets of testing phod powder for a
dozen Gytterimbucle seeds. We got your huge packet ofillos, and thanks a million --- by
some strange coincidence, every one of the fellows portrayed has mussed- hair. If you want,
we can send you back the originals to prove it(includingthe one you mention), after we
have them used, of course. Maybe they ran into stormy weather crossing the Atlantic. If
Ethel Iyndsay is young, pretty, and unattached, she can move to Seattle and help us put
out the Cryiif she want to.....BRT))))

BOYFOOT BARE WITH DEECK...
Fat Ones:

. No. 114 arrived on a Saturday this time. This is no good at all. I won't have it,
you hear# Saturday is a day of recovery, a day for quiet and serenity.  The only noise i
like to hear is the soft pop of my .45 with silencer as I pick off the cute little kiddies
who play their frantic games under my window. But you mailed Cry so that it would arrive
on that day ( a bunch of bloody sadists, you are; and I
deeply regret it isn't your blood). Could you, perchance,
fix it so that Bry could come on a Monday or any weekday? -
Or are you, since you are so busily moaning about the num-
ber of your subscribers, trickily trying to disillusion
me, hoping thus that the thrill of seeing my name in print
will come second to my desire for peace?

It won't work.

Best thing in the issue was alexander's "Magnet".
Magnifico! Normally I am ageinst the type poem that Mr.
Alexander wrote. But he was very successful in achieving
his mood right at the start. His "Great Balls of fire!"
> in the 9th stanza, though, disturbed the mood; yet it was
only a momentary lapse. Another lapse came in the 1llth
stanza: he should never have used "protoplasm"; 'it, like
the "Great balls," just shouldn't have been there. All in
all, however, it was far above normal fan poetry and com-
pared quite favorably with most professional poetry.

The Penultimate plows, and he doesn't make me mad.
How in the world am I going to be able to write letters
that I can mail.without suspicions that I'm slipping if
somebody won't make me mad? I interest myself:in things
that make me mad for the most part, leaving eulogy for
the meek at heart. A good fight isl like a good woman:
You may get hurt, but, oh, the satisfaction! = 2 T ;

However, the female Penultimate makes up for her (sibling's, father's, husband's?)
lack. In her review of the fanzine "Amok!" she remarks that she doesn't réad pseudonymous
material because she likes "to get acquainted with fans:" Aside from her deluded desire
to get to know fans -- who, in my experience, are either twelve-year-olds or, raving idiots,
and sometimes both —- her admission that she doesn't review, because she doesn't read,
‘stories and articles by obvious psSeudonyms is galling. Amelia is a good reviewer ---
wouldn't read her reviews if she weren't -- but biases won't help make her a better one,
and ‘'she could be a better one.  Pseudonymous material quite often is very good; and if
Amelia doesn't read them, how is she’to inform us, so that we can get the zine in question?
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CRY OF THE READERS -—- wheesht, there went my second wind__

Criticism should be above bias. No fair asking why I'm no critic.
Need I mention the cover? Since you used it, you must have known it was good.
Mr. Brown wrote a rather humorous story, and I liked it not only because he mentioned’
my Name. . 3
I feel that I owe it to my consciemee to comment on corpulent Toskey's remark that he
might do some reviewing of the old .mazing's again. Toskey is a good writer, and he has
some very thoughtful comments on the letters received scourging Cry; but don't let him
bring beck ".mazing Stories in Review." He shouldn't be bothered with something as dry as
that, and my masochism hasn't developed sufficiently to allow me to read it.
Yours by mistake, Wm. Deeck
8400 Potomac :ve
College Park, Maryland.
((((In view of the above, you will no doubt be overjoyed at the appearance of the very
column you ask not to appear, so that you will have something to be mad about:in your next
letter. You live so far away that I have little doubt that, considering the way the P.O.
handles 3rd class mail, we could mail it any day of the weck héré’ and have it delivered t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>