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I read the latest jsaue of A.S.F. the first duy it came out, as ususl, and found s
story that I elways like, no matter how often it"s written. I'm willing to wagor most
of the pecple who constantly read this story feel the same way also., In Astounding it's
presently called "Pandora's Flenst”. FHowsver it's nothing more than a rewrite of the
old story, "The Awful Terrible Human Race.

The appeal of this story is uaiversasl. Aa a great men once said in speakiag of
mankind, "Call him tyrsat and murderer and be will adore you, and Swagger about with
the conscicusness of the blood of the old see~kinge in his veins.” That was Don Juan
speaking to the Devil, in Shaw's “Don Juen in Hell". Jyudging by the acience fiction
negazines he hit the naeil on the head.

I firet became really consciocus of this atory with "Pattern for Conqguest" by
George 0. Smith "Psndorm's Planet" is an obvious rewrite of this plot. However thers
were many of the same theae befors, and therae have heen many since

I don' t nave e large science fiction library here, but I will liat the stories
that have this theme in the magerzines [ have.

"Pandora's Planet" . Christopher anvil (BE.F. Russell?) - Sept %6 A.S.J.

"Citadel" - Algys Budrys - = = = = = = o« NERSESRIRAIREE Fab 55, ASF

"Writing of the Rat! - James Blash - = = - = = K} July 56, Galaxy

“The Weiting Game" - Randsli Garrett'- « « « «

- - Jm 515 Ay.aSuF
"The Carnivore" - 5.A. Morris =~ = = = = = = =0ct 53, Galaxy
"Letter to a Pheonix" - Fredric Brown = - « <« « = jAug 49 AYS.F.

"The Big Hunger" - Walter M. Miller Jr. SRR
as well ss the one 1 mentioned before:

"Pattern for Conquest” - George 0. Smpith - -~ - Mar-April-May 46, A.S.F.; book

These all have the pame theme. The human race is evil, or mad, or just too briiliant
and conquest hungry, Oor even just dengerous. _Ig's the last that really gives the appeal .
We love to think of curselves as being dengerous. Accordingly we write about an gllien
race meeting us, and sometimes warring with us. Many times, we are conquered after a
terrific battle which is as thrilling to the sverage reader as a Tom Mix Yesterw is to
the average youngster. (I guess this remerk dates me) Sometimes we stay conquered,
sometimes we don't, but in any case in a story of this kind there's always a scens
where the aliena sit around in a circle and tell eack other what a tough time they’ve
had.

Then there's that ever amusing story where Earth is the outpost, or reunant of a
Galactic empire of {awful Terrible) men and anotner Empire has declared sternal,
unramitting, nerciless war against us bacause anx ol our frature  “aAll the way Pecik”
in Aou.F o and Y riting of the Rat" in Gaixy ere this type
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THE AWFUL TERRIBLE HUMAN RACE = (Concluded)

Another is the stoxry whare the human rece is mad and 1s building a galactic empire by
mad methods, If you wiesh an exauple, resd "Thes Big Hunger" and “The Waiting Game".

A very good exaomple of another type os the "Carnivore' im Gaslaxy. The appeal of all
these stories is emotional, and the leet named story is cne of the beut exsmplos of what 1
mean by smotional sppeal, The reader goee placidly sndtragicelly aloung, and then is made
to feel a sudden surge of rege and halred. Other times the story appesls to pride; well
ve almost licked them, and did we give them a hell of u fight!!!; like a kid with a wooden
dagger in his mouth and a bandanna around his hsad < "Look out, I'm dangerous."

These atories constantly take high places in pille because their emotional appesl
is almost universal. We all like the thrills of emotion we get when we dive into a nice
relaxing bit of escapiat literature. These stories are always fun since they do not
bother to convey a message, teach a lesson, or stimulate thought. They merely convey
exotion, mostly of pride. Ve have to think of ourselves as being bold and bad.

A psychologist might say that we read escapist literature to supply the gquaiities
we lack, Adventure , romance, etc My self-estesn wouldn®t let ze accept this though.

Of course I'm dangerous to all who crose my psth. Bowever in this case, as 30 often,
I'm afraid my self-esteem is warring with my coamon semnes. I rether think it ien’t
the people who read end write this story who are dangerous, but the people who don't
read or write this story.
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SCIENCE FICTION |

3 LB it

Thia month's crop: ae usual, no periect iasuea, but heavy with good material.
Most noteworthy is issue #1 of SATELLITE (Mexgulies Ferwin) datelined October.

STL epnounces “one complete novsl per lssue" policy, leading off with Budryas' “The
Men From Earth, precursor to "In Clouvds of Gloxy", asF July °55 issuos. Hope he writes
sone more on this seriee now he’s set it up.

Phil Dick has g grimly-upbest new ideg in "Pay For the Printer'; this is the
white meat of the short stuff snd could bs anthologlzed. The other five shorts in
here aren’t o very much. Asimov ig typing with his left foo%, and on s wesk and
vatery idea o boot. Dal Stivens presents a fugliiive from his F & SF fumy-enimel
seriea. Arthur C. Clerks, No Less, offers a barren thing wherein HfWood publicity
For a typical “SF" monsterpiece projudices us ageinsi all ¢-t's to the poiat wvhers
the RBAL e~t's are forsed %o sterilize the planet,

DeCanp's “The Egg! is a protty felr go~— Berthgirl eggeits for aliens-- egg about
to bateh brainlsss ten~-foot carmivorous reptilisn infent. What with rock’a’rolii{still
around??) and ell~- if LSpr could only heve brought himssif to cars ebout this siory
it would heve been a doogy.

And here egain this year ws have bigname author Craig Rles with a no-point
beautiful vignette strsyed from the New Yorker. Haybe your meat bul more my eggplent
(sn unstomachable vegetable devoured by eome for unspeeksble ToaEONE).

vWith STL, seems the novel is IT, as in pre-Merwin STARTLINKG; the shorts are
inclunded merely as filler. Noxt month®s novel: "A Clsss of Darkness" by Phil Dick,
I"11 be abgard.

second big desl: Bester's "The Stars My Destination”, four parts starting in the
Octobor GALAXY. This attempte to top “Demolighed Man” is Verrific on its own hook;
the officisnado will find meny parsllels to the earlier work. Baster has steadily
geined in force over a period of st least fiftesn years. Have seen it rumorsd that
this $ale is also "The Burning %Spear" snnounced for F & SF earlier and then poatponed
with g softpedsl there. The title could fit, but several facoeta of "Stars” wouldn't
fit F & SF too well. Or maybs ths "pirating” innuendc in another fanzine had basis.
I an stricily rumning on conjecture here, having no imside info at sll. He doubt we'll
sse it in Fantasy-Timer eventually.
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SCIENCE FICTION FIXLD PiOVED UMDER {continued)

"Stars" and "Demclishisd Man" heve superficiegl difforencee sud basic similarities,
to date. "Jauntig" (TP) replacing "pecping” (ESP} as this story's added taleat
creates a Kombluthian twist on the society of de Camp‘e "Stolen Dorwouse", This
protagonist, driven every bit as compulsively aes Ben Reich, 13 otherwise his opposite.
A fascinatiog though ae yet undsveloped charscter is the Big Wheel's dswghter--~
she sees only hy infra-red Then there are the Scientific People ("Quant Stuff -
it's scieatifio®) I sweat for Part Two,

Simak has s s0lid though uninspired novelet; Noures's short is plaueible on
.oucone the aliens won't have mpaything to do with the Egrthman until Cur Hero =0lves
Wha glwmick Michael Shaara and Richard Wilson prove ouly that it's essier to sell
i GALAXY if HL is freeh out of material.

Kourse, incidestally, recently forsock Seattle for North Bend (30 miles out)
-iihout aver being subjected to a Nameless meeting. Iooke as if he's smarter than
v thought Kept telling Dictator Pfeifsr to put L. Garcone back on his chain and
int us have the Club Straightjacket back for trapping Big Names into attending meetinga.
n the otier hand, the Club hierarchy would acom run ovt of Big Names and start
wwdng the Club SJ on us rank-snd-filers.

Tnd of first pege of this, and poor ol' Toskey kas to put the rest on masters
Wi, Took = good thing it isn’t hand gewritten.(whaddeysmwesn: I typed it ALL!-=BRT)

imst largs news is Heinlein a (part cvoe of three) "The Door Ipto Summer*, Oct
F. A% having worked over characterization in "Double Star" ie now ready to give
wie gad stf too.  and I thought "Double Star' was great stuff, as far as that
s Well, "Inor" givee promise of being cne of Heinlein's better post-war stories
‘s eiildl preltdiced toward hie prewar astuff such as “Methusalah's Children®, snd
1o somebody going to snthologisze that one??); there's not too much really new
i it exespt the people, so far, bul if you let that stop you, you disappoint me,
Otisiwies FEIP this tiwe ian't too much, as per the laat few montha. Boucher
Wwils nesis snotier hesd, like McComaam for instance. Zenna Handereon's “Anything Box®
iw » very wamm teachar-child story: after Heinlsic it's the best hers, but it could
cuve gone slick. I'll meka c¢lear right now: Af a story would go smliock, why is it teking
| syacs in atfzines, with their limited space and clientele? If I wanted slick stf
i*a zerd the slicke 1 read guite a number of things besides stf progines, but the
wi-vatout sud Colliers esnd ato aren®t in the bundls., Alac, while wa’zre here, ;’11
raitsrate that 1 think Boucher is cheating by repriating from current “Playboy'{"The
“oister Show®, Charles Beawtont)  Any stf reader who reasds Playboy akrxkaxzmsxwaxm
juorooked by thie reprinting Al)l have accesa to Playboy, and if we don't care to
*wsi Lt aew, wa» probably don't care te read it in reprin%, Piayboy atrikes me as s
our attespt al imitating the pre<clothee-flack Esquirs of about 1936-40; it printe
pedury” ¢ grussomes for stf,
3lsa ti:ePe's a rwutine withbcraft deal reprinted froa "Women's Journgl' with a
W4 copyright. 1f thias soxt of thing nust be reprinted in the so~nalled "Big Three
Ui ST, vhat ere pruaines for, anyway? Can't we read all the quote worthuhile
erial racuots in vWomen' s Journsl end Playboy and Sat#vePoat?
>0 awrite: I'a sore whea the prusines of stf water themselves down to the gensral-
whlic standand, end 1'm doubly incensed when they reprint this diluted guff, I like
L LM—3iCTLOX end vhe hell with you l'opularizers; may you ge* the folksy touch each
Li, pesdoiliin to o avail.

untt alight the Cctobver IF while you re broweirg. In Bryce Walton's lead, "The
J o™ averybody hes to be bappy end evexybody has to be together: "Oh we're
; tugutier, yes ve ara iadeed, and s good Wiing toc; i%'s compulsory.” Our herc's
aunias ith thig situstion are pretty riotous in a lLeart-rending sort of way.
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S LENGE FICTON FIELD PLOWED UNDER ﬁgm:w Laued |

Eight short stories are offered this time; not even one overthrows s dictator. MHowevar,
I1°d like to dissect "Corbow's Theory" by Lee Wsllot as a horrible axample for the “lefs
take the Soience out of science~fiotion" boya Here ie a stuzy with plausible charecterliation,
reasonable motivations for conflict, warm human interest, and all wbas rest of the
requirsnents put up to stf by people who resglly prefer the slicks-- yet the styry is
absolutely rotten science fiction, because the puthor builds =11 his gingerbread around
"Corbow' s Theory" Corbow would never have passed high-achool physice with the mekings
of such a theory in his boanet. Briefly, Corbow theorizes that he will produce interstelisr
spoeds by simply putting apin on his rocketships, because a spun rifle bullet "has many
tizes the velocity” of a slug from a asmoothbore. Actuslly, of course, the rifling reduces
ithe muzzle velocity, but adds to range and accuracy by reducing the bullet’s tendeacy to
"tuasble” in flight, Corbow's ship, with its splaning extericr and ststionary interior,
would present tremsendous difficulties in comstruction and would be almost impossible to
stesr, due to gyroecopic actiorn It would provide no lncreass in velccity whatsoever to
"ordinary" ehips with the same means of propulsion, It makes one sort of quietly sick.

Anyhow, though "Corbow" gut apace here, it’s less than 1/8 of the zine. Robert F.
Toung has an aslf-type piece on whe hoppen to a lost race; it figures, Sol Boren‘s trouble-
with-androids is a chuckler. Tom Godwin's spacedrive problem is well worked out. Poul
/ncerson, Fox Holden, snd Cperles Fontenay ory doom. They ail do a good job of it but
inres of them in » row 16 too much., Dick Bolton's "Shock Treop" should have been in theru
Lo break up the duwnbeat inatead of gt the end of the isaus. How'ea boute lilla balense
Liwre, James L 7 The letter columa is fighting the battle of aaF 1944: can you square the
velocdty of light and get a velocity? {No.)

Rad you realized that Science Fiction Quarterly is the acle remesining 25¢ prozine?

“ 26 Novembsr 56 YEQ offers for your quarter, one novelet, five short stories;, an article
conoerning atf, on editorisl conceming atf, Bob Madle's fan-intereat department, and a
istter colusn, Quite a lot for two-bite, especially as the stories rate fairly well with
.v& rest 0f the moath's crop so far.

Rsndaell' s novelet mequals hia "No Future In This" (Mey SFQ). It's a good problem
ioce up 0 & point but spoiled for me by being more religious-stf pretending to be open
»l extrapolative but actually bssed implicitly and explicitly on the premise that one
recantly-axisting sect is Right wud everybody eése regrettably in error. HNow although
o't hanpena to sgres with this premise, it may very well be the Truth with a capital

"3 its truth or falsity is not pertinent to this discussion. My gripe is that even if
.1 and evarybody eise in the world belong to the Reformed Orthodox Christisn Sclentiste,
~ inve the right to disagree with you if I happen to believe that God lives in a fruit
.af on the window sill with tw tadpoles named Herman, and reveals the future to me on
ltornate Thursdays. I have the right to disagree with you right out loud and preaeut
scguaents for my belief as long as anyone is willing to listen; I do not have the right
v demsnd thet anyone listen or agree with me. And neither do you sand the rest of the
cansa Pace, no mniter bow RAight you "know® you are. S in this atory, Jerry

;940 protests the consequences 0f a religiously-wotivated decision of Father Riley's,
« erpupon the latter "looked greatly distressed" at thie "open intolergnce" and Jerry

wlugdaen quickly and "huebly®. Disagreezent constitutes intolerancs, does 1t? I°d
cartninly hate to ses rn attitude like that become prevalent in science-fiction. Or
<leehere in daily lifs; auy more than we can help. Actually, in this story, the
wriotified solution® wes mersly the lesser of two evils, once sgain proving that
Joruganda peikea poor fiction ML vice versa.

R8l:0v' s "Leot Question® is in the old tradition ~- the scope expands in each

\Dspted until the oxdginal story-values are lost in perspestive, jet the main theme
ressing cetral end grows in urgency. [ liked it.
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SCIENCE FICTION FIKLD PLCW=D UMIDER {continued)

Budrys' "Calculated Decision” is o good suspenseful prodblem-Job with a perfect
ending: which is expsndeble, an enlisted men wits 1Q 115 or a bot with a general-
staff-ability brain? When the general public is in on the act, that is??

M.C. Pease s hillbilly-inventor is co-80; a little extra polisning on the ending
might or might not have helped. Mack Reynolds’' one-pager is good encugh filler.

Jackson Barrow's "The Little Giant" would have been a lot better with a different
answer .

Ph.D, Macklin demolighes "Goldan Atom” stories and other sige-changeras; he forbears
to call wore than half the flawn in Matheson' s "Shrinking Msn". This is winding up into
a good ;eriaau especially if you prefer verisimilitude in whatover science gets into
your stf.

The covers are now getting into a color-rut, but apply well to the atories
illastrated All in all, SFQ would be missed; leat’s don'*®.

The November "Other wWorlda” is the same page-count aa SFQ but runs 35¢ and four
stories, plus editorial., letters, "Personals" (awap column), snd ecme flack. There are
quite s few half-page phctos of the lead authoress and her pels, plus one full-pager and
the cover Her (Evelyn Mertin s) "Reluctant Eve" s rather enjoyable; it's nowhere near
as tortuous as her last spring' s "Narkeeta™, though the herovine's emotionel reactions
are etrintly futuristic SgtEvePost The ‘g are more Zene Grey. RAP gava this story
his "Amnual Jules Verne Award": was this al snnual thing last year as well as this
Jear, anybedy? Anyhow, ths gel is improving, o¢ I hope she stays with it. Hal Annas’
*¥y Rerd is Ticking" is no relation to his Novakkan series and has a few good intentional
laughs "The Dimensionasl Wasp" by Barry Miller suffers from histrionica of the soliloquy
Con 4dilcox's "Fires of Kesss” is typical Wilcox, whioh by me mesans it’s not great but
wansges to hold interest and enjoyment Wilcox ia definitely pot Heinlein nof van Vogt,
yot bn it remcmbered that his "Voysge That Lasted 600 Years" sppeared in AS Oct *40;
aSF epioa on the ssme theme appearsd ae follows: Heinleinis "Universe" May 4%, "Common
senss” Oct ‘413 wan Vogt's "Far Caentaurus® Jan ‘44, "Centaurus II" June ‘47. Each of
tnese is clearly derivative to the Wilcox tale; vV apecifinally eplit the concepts into
two sections, uaing part in one "Centaurus" snd the rest in the other; "Far" has the
wuspanded-animation and the firat ship being met at deatination by Earthmen who due to
teuhaical progress made the trip in hours; “II" has the progresasive warping of succeeding
dmsrations cut off from Earth; each has a craab-finale tied on. Heinlein developed
peautifully the cut-off generations theme, adding mutations to mutineers, and we have a
couple of clasaics, KNevertheless, Wilcox did it first and generously threw the whole
couful of ideas into one story to boot This author has a weird genius all his owm, the
W te lesds his main characters into purely arbitrary behavior motivation, then magically
has $he entire story-population follow these straonge action-patterns— the reeder,
though not logically convinced at all, still is held by the odd charm with whioh Wilecx
invsats his puppsteering This comment is based on the sbove-mentioned "Voyage", upon
“Tue Follow Planet”, "Champlin Fighte the Purple God", “Land of the Big Blue Apples”,
ad poosibly one or two others. There are doubtless s number of Wilocox stinkers that
Teioge my point out to a ndaminael serc, which would be why they escaps my racall

JA¥, bzad bicody but unbowed, printe the replies from ERB, Inc, to his "Terzan On
“are®” proposak  is could heve been predicted, msnager Rothmund doeen't Yeel like cutting
tos oske Ila sesas t0 feel that xxss the Byrne piete is en insult to the late great;
it ary well be, by my own opinions of some 0 SJ'e stuff in OW, but it can’t be much more
insultiog tihan soxe of the eyndicated-comic tripe that ERB, Inc, has ellowed. Ox the
rovie sud/oz teevy ora-- er, crud, that's around. So now RAP figures on using a different
lae for his hero, such a8 HBrowne's Tharn or such, or at lastditch an ali-new character,
il Luleyheat be, Paimer will of course make it perfectly cleer to his reeding publio that
tols great, deathleams piece of fictica would have been "Terzen on Mars* had ERB, Ino,
oonecauted. This publicity won' % hurt his clrculatiosn any at all, and hewill clearly be
abiding by the copyright lawe because he has given you a blow-by-blow descriptior as to why
sde swpe LETT Tarzan. You supposs that's what RAP was after all along, maybe?
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SCIENCE FICTION FIELD PLOWED UNDER (Coatinued)

"The Golden Kazoo", John G. Schneider, DELL D178, 35¢. is not stf at all exoept that the
story occurs in 1960, 1It‘s a neoKornbiuthiasn tale of the complete domingtion of politics
by Madison Avenus (advertising) in the 1960 election. Somewhat aexy, considerably humorous,
absolutely non-vital, it's good fare 1f you want to wunder a 1little way back toward main-
stream reading but not too far.

Testerday I went over to the FenDen and read "Tho Cometeers™ by Williamson, aSF 1936
from Toskey's colleotion (I put ‘em all back, Tosk, unhermed)., I'd read one or two
instellments awhile back, when the story was five or six years old. TYou kncw, some of
thie old stuff isn’t bad resding at all Sure the charactsrs are strictly from Zellerbach
(paper company). Sure it‘s beldly the good guys va the baddies. Acd for sure the goodies
always win, in seriale particularly. Eut it's fun enyway. You inow what? 1 think I
cetchem where this "sense of wonder" went. There's a Differsncs bstween stf and mainstrean.
BEsrly stf didn't have much else excppt that Differenus: epace travel, superweapon, telepathy,
etc. And it DID NOT MATTER that the background, the characterization, was fragmeatary if
not omitted-- the readexr had the imagination to £ill sll that in for himself in hia reader-
identification If he couldn't imagine the inner-woricings for himself, he didn't have the
inagination to enjoy the DIFFERENCE that made science-fiction, a0 he didn't reed it. The
last fow years, we have been 80ld the idea that science-fictior must not only provide the
Differsace that mekea it stf, but 1t must alaso provide for the malnstream-type reader all the
backgrouad which this variety of hanger-on requires to meke him real to himself, He ocan't
identify until you tell hix in detail just who he is; he doesn't have enough drive to fill in
oziited detaile to hia own pattern and make the story HIS. He's a pliable cuss if you don't
atretch him too far; he'll identify with anybody if you spell it out thoroughly enough to
pyvar him warmly witi ready-made idees and emotions; just don't lesve his quivering little
feet gticking out in tie cold, Lsocsuse he certainly can't come up with anything to warm them.
0f course this ability to identify with any end all thoroughly-delineated charscters might de
pongidered just & bit schizoid, but don't mention it out loud -~ we're trying to build up
virculation; you know, 1 cvan think of one story where complete identification could be
relgtively dissstrous: get a copy of Jamer Gould Cogzens' "Castaway" (it's in paperback as
well ap hapdcover) snd read it through ALL BY YOURSELF, having no words with aaybedy from
ths tims you start it until you'rs through the (shuddor) ending. Then drop me a line about
cLarecterization snd resder-identification, will you? It should be intereating.

Noveaber'a FANU.STIC UNIVERSE continues to show the barefit of new leadership. Why thie
sloald be, when Margalies' SATELLITE indicates the gnod effect upon old leadership, of a new
uegnzine, 14 a puszie. Tdther it’a hecause Lev needsad Sam Jr. back again, or else it's like
trading-off bassball playsrs; trade off a shortstop $0 a nompeting teez and his betting average
gess up fifty points, expevially against you.

Bok's covers for FU are both striking and plemsing; it's not always the same thing.

"o "Thort Hovels" arc fratured; at 31 and 25 pages; "novelettes" would be a kinder term.
Juilvh Merrdl's "Exile Frum Space” could use s little mors background somewhere in the story:
cw wra TEEY who dumoy thie gir) on tarth? Tre snding is a little cryptie, almo, but the story
i o» wiwle 1 a weli-considered plece with more plessant surprises than loopholes. Michasel

whery ronds a grest deel like L:deCamp in his "Conqueat Over fime" in which the fierceiy
yerpetitive Darthasn sesks the first commercial oontract with a new plenet whoee guiding atar
i+ otrictly satrological. “hosver mmg the nonsequiter title on this piece, instead of some-
tniag apropos like “"Ls Tousas of Huok", ie = msathesd of the firat water. Couldn'‘t have been
oe authorr.

Harry Hasripor's "Valvet Glove™" must be g novelatte in this league with ite 17 pages.
rw dgwatrodden nobie xobot in a better-than-average discrimination~-satire pius Action.

“w other elght storiea occupy fifty pages; we can probably get away with calling theam "shorta®

2:t4: the next Anflationary step. Uventually we'll be faced with the "full-page novel”, I

i .one. FU ien't the only offender — the situaticn just happsned t¢ come to mind. Anyhow,

i.b weortars fun pretty well bere. Eric Frank Russell goofed badly by using an obacure
line on an othsrwiee lnterest-holding shortie -~ maybe it's excruciating in 3ritish, or

% . juat haven't besn arc uad,
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SCIEACE FICTION FIELD PLOWED UNDBR (Confinuedl)

Though Santeesor retaina the redundast twe-blurb gystem, only two of the slevern
stories are blurbed (I'm still refsrring not to the 1liddle blurb, but %o the BIC Blurb
USHER the liddle blurb) in the traditioral fruity FU mguner. Presumably these blucts
were written before Margulies left, and Saitesson had to use them or thrve thum oui,
leat their over-ripaning dispel the spell uith s amell. Or zre uusesu noses suiffing
as from afar?? (Partial plagiarias)

Fven Hunter becomes Bunt% Cellina and 'Malice in Wonderland" lifts the 1347 Padgst':tle
STomorrov and Tomorrow” in the Pyramid (G214, 35¢) Giznt rewrite of tie best atory IF
gver ren \Jen ‘54). The book's 155 pages contaiv approximately twice the wordage of tha
eriginal "wbort novel”. 1 find the flavor diluted in the longer versicn., Mugh more
Srokground is given, wore behind-the-acenen on the Rec sids, for instance. Characterization
¢ snriched, end some roles ars eltered g bit. A certein amount of the verbal spice hae
oee dropped i fsver of & couple of eolidiy lowd epiecdas. The verbsl taming is wnuevnd;
. thought magasines were tatcc-ridden and paperbacks were wide~open. Summary: I preferrsd
she IF rendition; Amelis feela the book version ia s great improvement. You tskes your
wolos.

*To Live Forever” by Jack Vance, Ballantine #167, 35¢: thia tale ¢f longevity
wspandent ua aooinl classification is brilliently wriiten in pstches. Eapecially iowad
“Le baglaning, Vsace ie in his painataking "Dying Earth® foru. Later he seems tu be
writlag nader » sadiine; te turne the crank and the plot moves along accordingly.
shere are holoa in this etoxy you cen drive g eeitic through, bt they won't bother you
wiok until you've tumed ths final psge and get to thinking over the entire ok, Dido't
M9y up v my sxymutations, i payle 1 expesct too much for 35¢.
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STELLAR #G, Larry Stark and Ted E. White, 1014 N. Tuskabce St., Falle Chursh,
Va. 1% copy; 2 for 25¢, 5 for S0¢.

For 15¢ thia ie u vory good faazine buy. It is a 58 peger with exeellent
recroduetion and good artwork. Artists wore lave Riko,. Jask Harneso, Larry
tourne and Ron Fleshman. It contmins Ynree fannish stories, including Carl

rendon's "The lDaring Young Fan with the Three Speed Mimeo” whizh i3 & roprint
#nd worth 1t, being an excellent parcdy of Saroyan. Pussibly the mos? amueing
ihing dn the zine, however, was o satire on Peter Vorzimer s ABSTRACT, It
aight have been more proper not to have identified the saliree 20 dofinitely;
Jeara F'o Zrovimer's ABJECT san stand om ita own domerito.

4 round robin serial “"The Leath of Seisnss Fiction” strikes mo a3 diptinetly
Furehlugyginer; ihes vest of the zine i3 highly recommended.

FRIIASY-RIMES Vol 11, No. 25%, Firet Sepiember Isoue -~ 25¢. Publiahed by
FANDOM HOUSE, P. O. Eox 2331, Patteraon, New Jersey.

This is their 15th anniversary iassue; end hao 3 pages and a ecover with
rhotos of divers fang. It sonteins ariislss by Reger Dard, Ray Pelmer, Jumes
¥. “surawi, Roderi ¥W. Lowndea, Thomas S. Gardasr, Arthnr Jean Cox. Hoboeri P,
“11is, B1ll Bleakbeard, Donald E. Ford, Larry Shaw, eand Samn Megkowitz. Thozo
artiales are all most interesting end imformative.

Ths prise of normal -azize lssues of FANTASY-TIMES i3 still 10¢ san issuc,
2,00 o yoar.

soilis {16, September 1956, FHom &mith, Box 356, Times Equars Stetion, Hew
York 36, N. Y. 25¢ an iasuc, 9 for $l.

This 4» a besutiful little photolithed zine with some wonderful material
in 1t, I partisulerly liked an esczay by barry Shaw cm "The Hunting of the
suerk® entitled "The Paker Murder Cace” inm which he proves first that the

ooy rurdered the Baker, and them that the Baker waz hiwaelf Snatk and Boo jum.
b oyes.

Also rapturously sppresiated was Dave Jenrette's “People 1o Avoid ot a
CUhivention” , sartoons of: ward player, fen of the golden age, artiste, fan
who honors dead suthor, msn asked Lo say a few words, Teanz about to make history
by sublishing feanzine during eonvention, lost soul, bhusketer, and house dehastlive.
YERY fine,
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The ertwork is really outstanding, and of sourse the photolith treatment
does full juatiee to it.

This zine iz very well worth 25¢ to any trufan.

ECLIPSE #17. Ray Thompsonr, 410 South 4th st., Norfolk, Nebragkaz.
10¢ an issue, 6 for 50¢.

This zine is logible but not pretty. Very mysierious. The margins
are justified, the typos numerous, and the strikeovers entirely uncorrested.
What's the matter, Rey? FPan ocut of sorrestion fluid?

The meterial 1s interesting enough == quite fannish. A little article
about this and thet by Mariim Grastz, fanzine reviews by the editor, sesomd
half of an artiels by ¥wm. Deeek, lotiers from readers, and a little fenmish
verse.

The artwork, by Larry Bourne, Dave Rike, and the editor, is all rather
mensy and uninapired.

All in all; I somsider that this is a plemasnt average fanzine.

SIGMA OCTANTIS 5. Joha Muszsells, 4 Curve St., Wekefield, Mass. Saample sopies
free, sub. rates on requerst.

In CRY #91 I reviewsd SIGMA OCTINTIS 4 and wae unenthusiastic. In
S1GMA OCTANTIS % Gary Labowilz reviews CRY #01.

"Conteining soms miseradle artwork, CRY is the 0-0 of am
szoteris group; The Namsloss Orea. The «lub's prastise
of roteting editors is probably respomsible for its 0-0'e
weaknosses. Some material of interest.”

Gary, you don't kmow how ezoteris we Namelose Ones are. Not all of our
menbers rcad scisnse fistion; one of ithem, Linmds Wyman (fellas, she's youmg,
pretty and simgle!) doeen‘’t oven read. Lest you suppose her stupid, I hastem
to add that she'e about two months old and has only eome to the last three
mestinge. Boseuse befors thet she wasn't herdly born. She's our youngest
sember == our oldest ars in their 70'a, I believe. Tho vast mejoriiy of we
Naneless however are Wetween 15 end 5. whet draws all thess folks together?
Cortainly not science fiatiom. It ser‘t be the s«offee &nd cookies eoither.
The aforementioned Linda always bringe her owm refreshmenta, drinke it right
out of the bottle, sand never offers eryone 2 mip.

The rotating editorship seema to have gone somevhat by the board; it
still remeins in theory, but im prastice the CRY &8s put out by Wally Weber,
Burnett Toskey, Ottoc Pfeiffer, F. M. & Elinor Busby,; and whoaver elae happens
to bs arcund. So the CRY'p weaknezases (if it hao any) are sttributeble solely
to them. Personally, I 1ike the CRY's artwork. I think it‘s wery mise. Of
sourse, Gary, you have & right to your own opirion, theorstizally, and would
prodably imsist om hangimg on to it whether you had a right or mot. Phoo.

Well, to review SIGMA OCTANTIS 5: Some material of imterest. In the

CRY's eopy some pages ware serambled and as they were not numbasred, we have
not yet unssrembled tham.
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HYPHEN #16. Auguet 19%6. Wwalt Willie, 170 Upner Newtownards Rd., Belfast,
N. Irelend. 15¢ & copy.

Seintillating se ever! Thie is the first HYPHEN sinc¢e the birzh of the
letest Willis tad, Bryan, sround the first of .he year. AND woll worth waiting
for. It sontaims & photograph of Irish Fandom together with explsnutliowe of;
an artiele by Jamem White entitled "The liot-so kot Gospellsr, or, The New Luke
is Irish Fandom” assesping “the shanges wrouglit by tnat ar<h wroughter, Jokn
Berry"; e story by John Berry about the might Heinlein didn‘t some, "Whet the
Butler Saw, or, Twilight of the Ghods" (e Goom Deteelive Agensy Exploit); Bok
Shaw's solumn, "The Glase Bushel,” which tells, thish, of his trip %o Canada
and his lovable co-worker; shapter ona of "The Listory of Irish Fandon” by
George Charters; and diveres letters from famou: fen, editorializing by WAW,
and of sourse; the sustomary HYPHEN kasover.

All fanzine lovers == in fest, all fanzine toleretors - should subecribe
%0 HYPHEN. I thimk it's the Bast.
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FFPORT : Sertember

(Averﬂge Ratings of Current S~F Magazine Fiction - coupiled by Wm. N. Austin)

ASTOURDING Sept., 1956 (58:1)

B- Pandora's Planet, nt {anvil)

R- T.Swamp Was Upside Dowm, nt(Leinster)

- Margin of Profit, ss (Anderson)

(* Dust Rag, ss (Clement)

fi- Mind For Business, ss {Silververg)

F- Pate de Foie Oras, fest (Asimov) _
"WET. UNIVERSE Sept.,2956 (€:2)

B 1. PRig wheel, nt (Guan)

C W-en I Grow Up, ss (Lowe)

C- Qaiz Gane, sss (Hussell)

C T.Unprotected Species, s nt{Sturgis}

C+ lords of Gestation, ss (3Ipringer)

B- Wireroad, ss (Correy)

C T.Celebrated No-Hit Inning,ss{Fohl)

C Collector's Item, sss (Young)

C Political Applicaticn, sss (Peterson)

D- _Satgn & lis Comrades, ss (Bennitt) _ _ _
FANTAGY & S.F. Septs.,i956 (11:3)

B Operation Afreet, nt {inderson)

B~ Flying Dutchman, sse (Eoore)

C Lonely Road, ss (Wwilson)

D+ T.Past & Its Dead People, s nt (Bretnor)

D+ Verb Sap? sss (Boyd)

B~ T.War In t.air, ss (Cassill)

D Stavdust, ss (Seabright)

S~ _(D,B)AXBR, ss (Bv_Smith) _ _ _ _ _ _ .
GALAXY Sept.,1956 {12:5)

A- T,0ther Man, ava (Sturgeon)

C- Verbsl Asreement, nt (zellings)

B~ Chain Reaction, ss {Cliznby)

C- Nothing But t.Best, ss (Cogan)

C+ Human Man's Burden, ss (sShecicley)

B~ Seeing-Tye Dog, ss (Galouye) . _ ._
GALAXY NOVALS 726 (out 5/9/56) n.d.

B+_Chessboard Planet, ncy {P.édﬁeit_f o,
OTHER _WORLD3 June 1956
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#38) T
C+ T.Grove of God, ss (Lilliams)

C T. Steogar, ss (Storm)

C T. Timeless Man (1-0f-2) {Arcot)

|
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I
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|
|

CTHER WORLLS Semt., 1956 (#39) #18

A Witch ia Time, ss (Locke

Cat Astrophe, se (Williems)

T, Timeless dan (2-0f-2) (arz=*)

fvan, sss {Tgbakow) _ _ _ _ _
“Tl. FICT. STORIES Sept., 1950 (7:
(olactic Chest, nt (3imak)

- m~elal Climber, nt (Lesser)

™, Songs of Summer, ss (Silve:nirv)
Consumership, ss (8t. Clair,

7. Other Army, ses (GH Smiti:)

Co-lacidence, sss (Booth) _

402 (May 1936) D-162 ‘

T.han Who Lived Forever, noviilinger &
R de W hilier)

7. ¥gre hosopolys nov (Sohl)

iOB (June 1956) D-164

_% € lanking On t.Run, nov {Dickson)

.o TCrossroads OF Time, mov {(Norton)_
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T ACE (July 1956) D-169
1D Star Bridze .nov_{§illiapson & Guan) _ _

L2 (avg. 1556, =173 /

Overlords From Space, nov (Kelleam)
2.Men Yo idagtered Time, nov_ (Cummings) _
a2 (Sept.,1956) D-176)

e

Q

-‘-+

E T. Green Gueen, nov (3t. Clair)(rating = C)
3 D_ 3,900 Yegrs, nov_(McClary) _ _ __ _ _ =

+  BALLAITING (May 1956) #147

+ Br 7. Eright Phoenix, nov (H. Meed) _ _ _ _

+  BALLANITEL (June 1956) #151

T Bt Herves, nov (del Rey) _ __ ___ ___ .

¥ BALLLNTISE (Aug., 1956) #159

1 B T. Human Anzie, coll. (Temn) _ _ _ _ _

HTINE (Sept., 1956) #167

RGTTIGS: A Exgellent; B: Very Good
C: Good; D: Neutral
E, ¥, G: Not so Good
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Of this year there is little to ssy. The magazine during this year is virtually
indestinguishable from the magazine that was published in 1936. The stories,
illustrations, and features followsd the same trends as they did in 19%6, and on the
average the fictional emntent and the illustiratious were of about the same quality.
The publication schedule remained bi-monthly throughout 1937, as it had in 19306,
About the only difference one can discover between the two years is the different
stories and illusirations theuselvas,

As in 19%6, the quality of the stories was ressonably high. This was a fairly
good period for fthe magazine, with thu poorer stories in the minority. 1937 did,
however, produce one novel-length story, end started ancther. A story by Weinbaum
also appeared in amazing for the first time, thougn it was one of tiis great author's
weaker stories.

NOVEL LENGTH STORIZS

"By Jove!" by Walter Pose, L.D?S., R.C.3. (Rating 4,1.9) three part serial
beginning in February. As you might expect from the title, this story concerms
Jupiter. A minimum of characters of Zarthly descent and the Jovian critiers
reniniscent of YWeinbaum's "Martian Odyssey" mace this an extremely pleasant story
to read. DPerhaps a little prosaic to most of you stuffed shirts out there, but I
enjoyed it a great deal,

"Zagribud" by John Russell Fearn {Rating B,2.G) three part serial beginning
in December., This is the sequel to "Liners of Time" (May-august 1935) and very
similar to that prodigious work in most respects., The villein retumms from the dead,
having been killed in the previous story, and the hero is catapulted frow one narrow
escape to another, usually escaping only through the providence of some extremely
lucky coincidence. The girl in the stury anight just as well have been a man for
all the love interest there is in the sitory. HNaiurslly Justice triumphs ia the end.

"B" Stories (In order of preference)

“Mtares Tryst" by Richard Tooker, Anguct. Tooker here exhibits the szme
magnetic style of writing that was sxemplified in "ioon of Arcturus" (June 1935)
and the result is a truly beautiful piece of story-teliing thet is a real pleasure
to read.

"Phe Fireless age" by Devid H. Keller, ¥.D., two part serial beginning in
August, Here is a well~wrilten story of cave people who worship fire as a god buil
who are forbidden to use it for any uceful purrose. True to &he tradition, there
is a rebel vho starts building {ires all over the rlace. 1t is mopen to question
as to whether this story is pre-historic or is far-future,

"When Atlantis Was" by H.F. 4rnold, two part serizl beginning in October. A
rather unususl tale of a skip which goss through a rault in time, meets a spaceship
from the sstars, and builds a little colony. Taey name this colony "Atlantis", of all
things. GSheer fantasy.

|/



AMAZING STORIES IN REVIEW (Concluded)

"Zhe Planet of Perpetual Night" by John REdwards, February. Believe you me,
this plsnet is so dark that you can't see your hand in front of your nose,
Fiashlights don't even work here. Rather sirange critters inhabit this place.
One of these races has a nice little habit of attacking the other rsce and
eating them. As-you might expect, a grovp of Tarthumen find the place and
@ake friends with ithe persecuted race. UWhat fools, they.

"On the Planet Fragment" by Neil R. Jones, October. The best of the
Professor Jameson stories up to this vime. Another guthor finally succunbs
to the influence of "The Martian Odyssey" and uses his own peculiar talents
to good result.

"C* Stories (In order of atpesrance)
April: "Pyin Worlds" by Neil R. Jones
“The Chemical Murder" by LEando Binder
"Shifting Seas" by Stanley G. Weinbaum
June: "Murder by Atom" by Joserh Wm, Skidmoxe
"The Crystalline Salvation" by George H. Scheer, D.Sc., E.E.
“Cravling Terrors" by kémund Schueler
August: "Cupid of the Laboratory" by William Lemkin, Ph.D.
October: "The Leost Ice" by George H. Schneer, 3.5C., E.E.
December: "The Hyriad" by Harold S. Sykes
"Fhe Radium Doom" by iilton R, Peril
"Biue Beam of Festilence" by Hando Binder

There were no "B" stories, so thz remainder of the stories published
during 1937 were "D", Of iunterest ere the two Procfessor Jamesen stories
in zddition o "On the Pyanet Fragmeni", A rather curious itew is the story
"Davghter of Luna" (August, a "D" story wiich hed a sequel in April 1938 with—
the ssme identical title. The offending author is J. Lewis Burtt, B.S3. |}

e
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Note also the rising ability of iSando Binder,
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| The Spaceinan's Club in New York was a regular hangout for the men who returned

from trips to the distant planets. They would sit around and tell stories of their
nmany voyages and many sdventures with the female sex on the many thousand inhabited
planets. Usually toward the end of an evening, when they were all fired up with
drinks made ouv of many strange concoctions, they would have a good lusty free for all.
This unfortunately would cause the whole police force to iose an eveniag's sleep. This
was not the only disturning thing about it. Usually tite police would be on the losing
end, with many wembers oi the force laid up for guite a ihile. Consequently, the
force was sluays uwider strength., For some strange reason tie police chief did not
view the Spaceman’s {lub with favor during eveniags like this.

It was during one of these fres for zlls that a figure eatered the club. This
figure was 2 strange one indeed. It resemblad tnst of 2 wen, bul no one could be
guite sure that it was. Of medium height, it welked with a swegger and a roll that
seeged to give the impression that this person had spent quite a bit of time in space.
Looking at this person's face, one could not¢ determine the proper azge of the individual,
It was ftanned and seamed with a thousand wrinkles. The eyes, though bloodshot from
countless drunks, showed great inteiligence, To the new uemders of the club this
figure was 2 legend., To the old-timers he was a symbol of all the adventurers that had
appeared in hisiory. He was known only as the 0ld Spacehound. Nobody knew his
correct age, but it was rumored that he was on the first spaceship that had left Rarth
five hundred years before. The Cld Spacehound never contradicted this rumor. In fact
he never contracicted anytiaing good that was said asout him.

When he enterea the doors of the club this pesrticular night, the police were
getting the worst of it z2s usual. All of a sudden, s dealening silence filled the
air. One old spaceman, who was beaiiang a cop over ihe hiead wvith 2 chair, stopped in
the middle of a downward swing. Tals ple=zsed the ¢op no end, ss he was begimming to
get a slight headache. Another spaceman, =#hic nad besen chewing on a cop's eer,
swallowed the tasty morsel end staresd reverently at the figure. Saild cop placed a
hand to his ear, and started for the door yelling bloody wurcer. The 0lé Spacehound
was heard to mutter.

"The big sissy. They just don't make z00d cops nowadays."

After seeing ane of their conrades yvnuing in blind panic, the other cops
decided that they toc had hetier beat a swift retreat.

After the club had been cleared of the surviving cops, all members gathered
around the odd Spacehound. Some of the ycunger membvers in their eagerness to get near
the living legend trampled on the ¢lder ones. Tais almost started the free-for-all
over again. However, wiser heads prevailed, and peace was restored,

The president of the club, a tali bearded maa by the name of Black Jack Bishop,
was the first to address the 01d Spacelivund, "It has been many years since you last
appeared here, You haven't changed a vit. Sit down., 4ll the drinks you can hold



THE RETURN OF THE SPACEEOUND (continued)

are yours free."

This was quite a statement, considering that the 0id Sracehvund was said to have
drunk meay bars into bankrupicy.

"It has been a long voyage and I am a bit thirsty. You can start by bringing me
five bottles of zrod Scotch, That should hold me until you can get some liguor
stocked up," the 01ld Svecenround ordered.

There was a murcrr from tuoe oldtimers of the club. Tiey knew that when the old
Spacehcund ordered like thiat, he was about to talk of his latest adveniures. Black
Jack Bishop showed up with the ucetch and was sent in sezrch of all tiae liquor that

was in the club. P
The old Speacehovnd raised one of the hottles to nis lips i
and with one good swig killed the whole thing. lie put the &HL@ I~
bottle doun end apprzised the group with: his bloodshot eyes. L o
"I'm just an 0ld spacenound, end nobody ever pays ary Xﬁf?§x‘?;0
attention to me," he remarked. The group around him o NN
knew that this was an old line. Hobody knew better \ AN\ 7
than the old Spacehound himself that everybedy in ? SN /
the club paid all sorts of atlention to everyihing

he said. Pk

"Did I ever tell you of the tlme that 1 got ; e
stranded on the planet Epsilen with a group of ﬁjg//;}y \‘—f;%r\
beautiful women?" he asked. S S <

"I heven't heard it," cried a man that looked like he "‘f; tio 2SS Wit )
was in his seventies. vk N NR

"Guiet, Sonny, you're too young to hear about such th;ngs," the old Spacehound
silenced him,

"Jould you tell us gbout your latest trip?" another of the group asked.

Before the old Spacehound answered him,- he raised another bottle fo his lips and
killed the conteats with as much gusto as the first. 4fter wiping his lips he locked
at the person who had just spoken, "So you want to hear of this last trip. Well, sir,
I'11 tell you about it. But first these with weak stomachs better leave, I don't
want them to be getiing sick., It's quite upsetting you know. This reminds me of a
time when I was sitting in a bar on Venus. This young fellow stepped up to me and=-=-"

"Please sir, would you tell us gkout this trip?" zn iumpertinent young lad
interrupted.

The old Spacehound looked at him with a cold, glassy stare. The impertinent
young lad siunk away b0 a corner to himself, never to be hezrd from agsin.

"Now as I was saying, thLis young fellow stepped up to me and asked if I had ever
been to Pleneth. Well, I had been there two or thres times, and this young lad reminded
me of an old buddy of wine, But then you wanted to heagr of this last trip," the old
Spacehound went on.

Black Jack Bishop showed up ladasn with botthes of every shape and color. The
contents of these bottles were as varizd as the Lotfles themselves. e set them on the
table in front of the old Spacehound.

"That's a good lad; this should hold me for a little while. Now you better get
something to drink for these lads here,"” the old 3pecehound ordered.

Just then the front door of the club Lurst open and one of the weirdest beings ever
seen entered, yeliing, "where is he? Where is tha® old coot? Just let me get my hands
on him."

This last would have been a sight to behiold because said being had no hands.
Tentacles, yes. In fact he was overladen with them. He looked like an octopus who
forgot to stop. Along with the tentacles he had four bulbous eyes., His body was not
enything that could guile be called a body. It was ..ore of a heap of gelatinous matter,
There was no mouth visible, but judging from the angry bellows coming from him, a
person knew that one was hidden somewhere. /’f:\
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THE RETURE OF THE SPACEHOUND (continued)

As he slithered rapidly into the main clubroom he saw the old Spacehound., He
stopped and drew himself up to his full hieight of three feet.

"So there you are," he cried triumphently. "Did you taink that you could get rid
of me this eagily?"

he The 0ld Spscehound looked up in surprise.
"Eartnoj! here hove you been? I missed you
after that smail incident on Hendricik's
Flanet.,"

"o missed me; that's & laugh. You left
me there to face the consequences,!" Barthoj
howled angrily.

"Siamer down, son," the old Spacehound
gaid soothingly. "I thought you were right
behind me when we escaped.”

deedless Lo say tueir audience was
intrigued by this conversation and remeined
VAR e Tt and expectant, hoping to hear about this
. " adventure of tneir living legend and his odd
~—”\ ¥ Prov- looking compenion,

The ol& Spacehound lookea aroun4 et them. "You wanted to hear sbout my last trip.

I will now tell you gbout it. This fugitive from a box of JELLO standing by me was the
cause of it all. In case you have besit wondering, he is a native of the planet Jerrkke
and just about the biggest crimingl that has ever escaped from there, So hang onto
your wallets."

"The bigzest scoundrel of all time is standing right by me," Barthoj informed them,
looking meaningfully at the old Spacehound,

Igaoring him, the old 3Spacehound took anotlier bottie-empiying drink, and started
his story. "Weli, leds, you may reiember when I left about two years ago. I didn't
have any idea vhere I was headed for. I rouud myself nearing the system of Janus, and
renembering that there was a siwall inhabited pluanei there, I landed ww='

The small spaceship landed and the lone occupant got out and sauntered over to
the suall building at the end of the landing field., He eatered the building and found
it empty. ke looked around the cae room and his eyes 1lit uron z botile on a shelf; he
vent over, took the boftle doun, unscrewed the cap, and sniffed the contents. Satisfied
et what the bottle contsined, he raised it to his lips snd drank deeply., He dropped
the bottle and turned around suddenly as he heard a small noise beaind him,

A figure was framed in the doorway holding s cenacing vlaster on him.

"Just what do you think you're doing?! the fijure asked.

"T'u just an 0ld Spacehound, and nobody ever peys any attention to me," was the
reply.

"Well, if you don't clear out of here guick, this blaster is going te pay a lot
of attention to you."

The 0ld Spacechound shru:.ged and started to move off. "Now don't get your dander
up, sonny. I just lsnded from a long irip and I was a wite thirsty," he told the figure.

"If you lnow what's good for you, you will take another long trip right off this
planet. We don't like snooping strangers arouad here," the figure warned the old
Spacehound,

"alright, sonny. I will be leaving after I have made a trip to the local bar,"
the 0ld Spacehound replied,

Leaving the Luilding under the vatchful eye of the man in the doorway, he headed
for the nearby town. Once inside the town his vast experience quickly led him to the
bar. Upon entering the bar, sll the occupants sglanced up at anim and quickly glanced
away. The 0ld Spacehound was not the easiest thing on the eyes. Especially if those
eyes belonged to someone who has been imbibing.<::—m
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RETURN OF THE SPACEHOUND (continued)

As he headed for the counter o order his drink, the 0ld Spacehound noticed &
girl sitting at a table crying her eyes oul. UNow most everybody will agree that this
is g most difficult feat to perforr:, zs the eyes are pretty well attached fto their
sockets, Butl this girl was doing a pretty good jJob of it. Since the old Spacehound
had a veakness for pretty girls, he headed towards her to find out what the matter was.
As he drew close he saw that she was not au Barih girl as he first supposed. Spe
resembled an Harthling in every way except that she had technicolored hair, thus marking
her as a rative of Jezren, a planet that was not too far away from the planet that they
were NOw On.

Pulling up a chair and sitting down at the table across from the crying girl, the
old Epacehound asked, "Now me pretty iass. Just what s=ems to be the trouble?"

Startled, the girl looked up. "You ought to know. You're probably one of them,"
she flung at him.

Diclking, the old Spacehnund shook his hesad. "You ought to be careful, throwing
you're words like that; you aight Lurt someone. You are wrong though, as I am not
one of them, vhoever thiey may be."

"T'm sorry, but I am beside myself with grief, and 1'a not sure of anything
any more," she agologized,

Squinting his eyes, the old Spacehpund locked to see if she was really beside
herzelf, ot seeing anything different, he decided that he would need a couple more
drinks first. The girl started crying again.

"Meybe I can help you if you tell me what your trouble is," the old Spacehound
offered.

"I don't think that anybody can help me, but I will tell you the story," the
girl said. "My neme is Iragnie, and 1 work as a singer in this bar. I was doing all
right until cne night I fell in love witk a handsome young man wno came in here, His
name is Tom Borcett, =znd he is a Space Ranger. He came here to investigate the report
that this is a hangout for spsce pirates. He wea worging undercover, and finaglly
managed to get in with e suspicicus bunch of men. That is the last time I have seen
him," As soon as she had finished, she started o cry again.

The old Spacehound shook hig head sadly, and wiped soms tears from his eyes,
“Just stop crying, me lass. I will help you get him back," he stated bravely. The old
Spacehound was one who let his emotions get the better of him,

At this point the bhar doors opened up, and a thing slithered in. Looking up,
the old Spacehcund cried, "Well, blast my jets. If it isn't Barthej, the terror of
the playpen."

Barthoj slithered over to the table. "Don't tell me they are letting wobbly old
men run ground the spaceways now," he gnswered back.

"Who are you calling a wobbly old men? why, you poor excuse for a jelly-fish, I
cen tear you apart and sell you for sandwich fidling with one hend tied behind me,"
the old Spacehound retorted.

Before Barthoj could snswer back, che 0ld Spacchound was busy trying to tie one
hand behind himself. Finally giving up, ke spoke to tne girl, “Tpis character thinks
that he is a great criminal; I bet he has something to 6o with your lad's disappearance."

“But I had nothing to do with anyone's diszapyearance,” Barthoj protested.

“"fou're lying in your teetn, and you kow it., ‘That is a sure siga of your
guilt," the old Spacehound accused.

"I jJust this very moment was relessed from the roizey, therefore I hed nothing
to do with this no doubt great crime," Berthoj still protested.

"I don't think that I should believe you, but I will give you the benefit of
the doubt,” the old Spacehound grudgiagly cunceded.

"I don't think that this is doing any scod. You're just wasting your time
arguing," Irannie broke in.

"You keep out of this. Aafter 211, this is my story," the old Spacehound told
her. '"Do you want to hog all the lines?"
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THEZ RETURN OF THW SPACEHOUND (continued)

Very much chastised, the girl started to cry again,

0h well, you may have something to say now and then," the old Spacehound told
her benevolently. He then told Barthej the whole story.

"Isn't there a happy ending?" Barthoj asked when he had finished, "I just hate
stories without happy endings."

"There isn't one yet. You have just volunteered to help me gel one,"

"] zuess if I am going to stay around in this series, I will have to help you
out when you blunder into something,” Barthoj said resignedly.

They all started to think about how to start out on a search for the missing
space ranger, when the bar doors opened agein. The figure that entered wes the same
figure that had accosted the old Spacehound eariier, He looked over the occupants of
the bar and furtively sneaked baclk out of the place.

"Wow there is o suspicious looking person if I ever saw one, I bet he knows
something about this crime. He is the sneakiest looking criminal Ihat I have ever
seen, except for you, Barthoj,” the old Spacehound cunfided in z whisper. .

"You're right," Barthoj confirmed. "He is the msyor and chief of police on this
planet,"

Ifoh o "

"Look, there is one of the members of the gang that my boyfriend joined," Irgnnie
seid, pointing to a person that was just leaving.

"Come on., Let's follow him, He uight lead us to our happy ending," the old
Spacehound cried, shaking with excitement at the thoughi of an exciting chase.

They left the bar in hot pursuit of their quarry. Once outside, they followed
him through alleys, up streets, and down hills, One time he entered a building and
went into a smell room. This momentarily held up the chase as there was a sign on the
door marked "MEN" and since Irsnnie was with them, they had to fizure out a way to
get past this predicament. In the meantime, their guarry came out and headed for the
street. TFinally he came to a stop in front of a large building, and after looking
suspiciously around, he entered.

OQur three defective detectives followed |

';\ N - ) | him in, Once inside they saw that the

5 SN ) / ] . A .
oRRT R ¢ $2A l building was a big wareliouse, and in the

E :}é{ ( \q?ﬁ Pf,\,/ f? middle of it there stood a group of vicious,

6 ‘ Dl B " /f 1 gy beady-eyed men coaversing in low tones.

. ' \ S ‘ ‘ "There he is, Save lLiim somebody.
/4\:7 _/ ' \\\\Save ry Tom," Irannie cried out,
(@t , ' The group turned at her words and

advanced slowly towards them,
Barthoa pualled out his blaster. *Step any closer and you're all dead," he warned.

"If tney step any closer, you would be the only one dead," the old Spacehpund
told him.

HW? H

"Because you're holding the durm blaster backwards," the old Spacehotmd informed
him,

At this point the group of men jumped them and in the ensuing struggle the three
dauntless individuals were overcoumey

‘hen they were all tied up, Irannie started to cry. "Oh Tom, I'm afraid that
I have spoiled things for you, I have exposed you. Now you will never be able to
prove that these men are space pirates."

"Who us? Lady, you've got it all wrong., We're not space pirates," one of the
men said,

"You're not? Then who are you?" the old Spaczhound asked.

"We are space rangers. We've been trying to get the goods on this guy who calls
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RETURN OF THE SPACEFOUND (conciuded)

himself Tom Borcett, If anybody has seen his video program, they would know that he is
the only criminal around here," tiie man informed theu.
Irannie started to cry agein, —----

"So thet's the story behind wy last trip," tae 0ld Spacehound finished. The
group around him drew their breztins and neaved a oig sigh of relief. This was the
reason that the old Spacehound was their herc, He had such believable adventures. He
faced all dengers bravely.

Black Jack Bishop mede anotier of his appearances laden down with wore liquid
refreshaents for the old Spacencund.

"Is that the planet where Barthoj wes imprisoned wiien you left him?" Black Jack
asked,

"That it was. This 0ld coct l2ft me to cool my hkeels in the clink. It was such
& small thing too."

"What did you do?" the group asled collectively.

"Well, when the space rangers led Tom Borcett off to face trial, Irannie started
to ¢ry agein. Since Bartnoj can'i stand to see e woman cry, he blasted her," the old
Spacehound explained. THE END -

(AUTHOR'S NOTE: This iz a sequel to g story that never was and never will be o
written, However, watch for the sizn of the old Spacehound. He will return.) ~l
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A QUESTION OF SFACE
by W. Kraus

Professor Ames was in trouble. He had nothing to do. And for him to have
nothing to do could lead to disastrous consequences, such as starting him to work
on some fiendish invention., His mind was in the proper emotional state for some
of these fiendish ideas to start up. He was seated in his study, hand on his black
beard, nis esyes wandering over the ceiling, seeking inspiration. Irspiration never
had failed him before, and it would not fail him now,

The telephone rang. Languidly, Ames reached over to one side and picked up
the receiver, drasged it into mosition, and said “dello" into one end.

An excited voice answered. It was professor Toup, and he was as excited as
an inventer with a new revolutionizing gadzet about to reach compnletion. In fact,
that was exactly the case with Toup. Ames promised to go rigat over to his fellow
wsd scientists laboratory.

Later the two were together in a compsct little cell, examining the masses of
machinery that surrournded them,

fou see," Professor Toup wes explaining, "vhat tbe principle behind this
engine is, now? The cam jocket coillides with: the garionghaft here, causing the
Phluskin swagwheel to proypellate the giublebslt. Perfectly clear so far, right?
Now. This whalfurrel flasserator percotrades into the excoriosis of the diplinurge
causing the thalameratrixor to shizborbletate thie vishordle. You folloy so far?"

"Oh perfectly." Ames' voice was bland.

"Now here is the difficulty, one which I have found so far to be somewhat
insuperable., The obvious purpese fox which I have constructed this engine was to
propell spaceships. But I can't figure out how vo do it, Think of the glory that
would be ours if we should construct and successfully fly the first ship into spacel®

Oh you wouldn't give me any of the credit, would you? After all, it is
your engine,"

Professor Toup looked reessuringly at hiz friend., "To tell the truth, my
friend, I could certainiy share the credit with no one else, for not only can ao
one else solve my problem, tut no one else has even been able to understand the
workings of the engine, or even its wost basic principles. Lveryone else tells
me that the engine won't even vwork, asad vhat's worse, they call me a crackpot!

I say phoosy to the common populsce, pesple unagble to undersiand the working of
great minds."

"And I say phooey also," chimed in Ames.

"But to work," Teup chirped. "lI'm so excited at the prospect of space travel
that I can barely contain myself. Do you hove any idsas?!

"Space, ah space," chanted ames, "ah spece, where is thy secret?"

"My sentiments exsctly," rejoined Profzssor Toup.

For the next half hour, the twe examined the engine, Toup explaining the
smaller details at length, and smes chanting "space" over and over under his breath,

"Hay, that's it!" Ames suddenly exclained.

Wihat's it?"

"Space, don't you see, space!" Ames shrieked.

"Space what?"

Ames calmed dowm somevhat, but excitement shone in his bloodshot eyes. "Look!
We increase the space in the fiddashocket compartment, and this will cause the
gambol sprocketjam to corusklitate the hample-quaffle slugvheel into the left rear
rocket jam handling gear, cesusing in tumm the cdeportmentation of the fuel,
rado-urano-plutoniate dissolved in super refined buttermilk, through the top
jimwheel sprongshaft velve and into the cowoustion chamber. =--Hmmm, where's the
combustion chanmber?®
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4 GUSSTION OF SPaC® (concluded)

A sudden light shone on Toup's fzce. "By God, I believe you have it! The
only trouble is that I haven't any cowbistioca cazmoer!™

"Well, we can postulate one for tihe present and attach it later. KNow to
continue ~--"

Ames continued talking for the next hour and a half, expleining the details
of his plan. Toup now and then nodded his head in agreement. There was an
ever-growing hope shining in the eyes of both.

"hen Ames was finally finished, he aad Toup stood long with their arms
around each others shoulder, each eavicioning the great glory that would be Man's
once he had conguered space.

ilonths of coastruction followed, and the two professors watched as their
life savings departed dowa the woctets of the various contractors who came to
work on the spaceship. Scientists csue now and then to scoff at them, but ames
and Toup heeded them not. They would look at tie scoffers with a smug expression
on their faces and think of the day when all of those sturid people would be
forced to eat their words.

At last the great ship was finished. It was in the shape of a cube twenty
feet along eaci dimension. The date ras set for the takeoff, and the two spent
the interveagng time in yreparaticn for their grest journey. They offered to ta
teke anyone else who cared to accourany them, but for some reason, no one
seemned to put that wuch faith in the inventicn. By the time of the takeoff,
however, their project Liad achieved enough notoriety tc collect a considerable
crowd of onlookers. Policemen tried to warn them to keep clear in case of an
expiosion, but few people would even give the scieatists cradit for being able
to produce an explosion.

The sreat moument arrived, and Ames and Toup exchanged a last hondshake,
and then Toup reached over to pull the lever which would zctivate tne engines,

To the onlooxers on the outgide, a strange sight was presented. There was
a putf of smoke, and sfter the suoke clesred away, the giant cube was gone.
Comvlete astonishment swept the populace, and for a while it was thought that
perhaps tiie thing hed worked after all. But then they saw the hole in the
ground where the ship had stood.

% wns » square hole,
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Marv Bryer's cover on CRY #94 is the best you've na&, ince I began receiving it,
and fully deserved the fancy treatment it was given. Even/the unruly lettering
around it did not detract from the beauty Marv's illo gives this cover. If you don't
badger this boy for more of the same, you're certainly missing a bet.

Hubbard Green sounds like a pseudonym for someone, but I won't go into that., 1
will congratulate the author of "The Guerdian® for his undeviating style in following
the illo, utilizing every detail of ari in his stery. (I've got it! Green is a
pen-name for Frank Belknap Long!) In doing this, the story is exceedingly well-done.
As a story, apart from the picture, it even stands up fairly well, with a fine element
of suspense throughout. The weak point comes in the ending, for even though 1 can't
thinit of g beiter one, I do not feel sstisfied with the climax Green provided. Over
all, judging. from the things Gpeen was out tc accomplish, "The Gjardian” is good
amateur science fiction.

Joe Lee Sznders is cither tne most telented or the most infantile artist the CRY
has ever. featured. (Hard to tell which, by todsy's art standards.) He simply cannot
draw. Yet I lamgh like & loon at virfually each one of his cartoons! Both of his
cartoons in this issue really broke me up. This boy should be a gag writer, and get
someone else tc do the drawings, I would say; his wit is cervainly too good to keep
hidden.

The prozine reviews are still great, though my opinions are far from the same as
Pemberton's

How...I am most gratified that Apelia Pemberton got a few laughs from "How to
Crack GALAZY" in BRILLIG, for that was the article's principle aim, admittedly. However
1 meant exactly what I said about GALAXY, if only slightly exaggerated. GALAXY is far
more of a "Typed" magnzine than F&SF, amelia, which you want me to blast. It would be
virtually impossible to do an article of the kind I did on Gold's magazine on that of
Tony Boucher becsuse the kinds of stories that RBoucher runs are far more varied than
those in Galaxy. The only thing I respect in Gold's position are his wordage rates;
cutside of that, I rezard him as s pompous, sgotistical, offensive blockhead.

Renfrew must have had a story rejected by Boucher to turn 50 suddenly sour on F&SF.
You, Rinty, you dog, {pun intended), have blown tids "the fentasy in F&SF ain't
fantastic" Lit way out of proportion. The only story in the latest issue of which
there is even the slightest doubt ghout whether or not it is fantasy in nature is
"The Fast And 1ts Dead People" by Reginald B.etnor, but even this is not so mainstreem
as to be wnworthy of publication in T&SP. The entire story hangs on that element
"of ESP of the bitchy protagonist", as Rinty puts it. And resorting to calling the
characters in a story names in order to prove its non-guality is about the most
fuggheaded thing a reviewer can do. "Stawdust" by Idris Seabright isn't stf? Oh
come now, Rinty, you go too far; name me any story that couldn't be written mainstream
with a few chunges in the background and plet developrent. Besides, "The Past aAnd
Its Dead Pecples" is the first story in a long, loug while (I can't even recall an
instance when thers has been a major doubt) that has even arroused the slightest
uneasiness. F&SP was my choice for nrozine of the year in the WorldCon Achievement
Awards voting, and has printed some of the best science~fantasy of ithe year already.
It would be stretching a point to say as muck for GALAXY; Horace Gold should follow
Howard Browne out of stf znd leave Zvelyn as editor in chief, She's probably doing
most of the work now, anyway. fl.Q;



CRY OF THE READERS (continued)

"Art wWork" deserved tliet non-intended F= more than the B~ you've now given it,
Blish really had a clinker in tlhat ons. The rest of pustin's reviews are okay,
though I disagree on '"The Clausirophile" by Ted Sturgeon, "Stroke Of Geanius" by
Rendall Garrett and "Desth Of A Dinosaur" by Sadosikowitz most eawphatically. 1 just
don't have the tiame to rate every prozine I read for Bill, however, though it might
help get my opinions met a little more closely. Louks like I'1l just hLave to
re;zin a dissetisiied customer.

"Flash Gordon And The Tournaments Of kongo" one of the best stories of all
time., Now reelly.....

"AMAZING In Review" still interests one who wasn't around in 1936, such as I.
"Final Inscription" is thie kind of juak that is supposed to be wonderfully
hilarious, but which seldom if ever is, You were certzinly on the bhall, editors, in
warning us not to read von Spencer's tale, ana I'm very sorry I didn't observe the

wvarning. Very sorry.

"Tempus Ex Machine"” is baffling, but effective. I liked it, but for Ghu's
sake don't ask me why.

All in all, this is a very good issue of CRY, one of the very best in monthas.
But vhy...yhy...don's you get sowe lettering guides? Those headings look so
ameteurish, (I know why not? Ox{'s ceriainly not a prozine. But you knov what I
mean.) A dime or reasoansble Tacsimile thersof is enciosed for CRY OF THE NAMELYSS #95.

Goombye.
ombye Regards and all,

Kent loomaw

6705 Bramble Avenue

Cincinnati 27, Ohio
(Actually, Kent, I didn't turn "suddenly sour™ on P « SF so muck as build up from a
mild gripe to a loud scream over a period of several montlis, due to aggravated
repetition of trends that curdle me. No doubt my plow gets into a rut({pumn
inevitable)) at times, but each issue of each zine is dissected as nearly on ita own
merit as my svbjective viewpoint sllows. The c¢nly editar who ned the opportunity
((and used it)) to rzject my materiel this year was U 3 Lawndes a few months back;
doesn't seem as if the column has refiected unayir » ovuity for this.

Austin's department is not a review but a compozite of ratings submitted by
faithful drudges. Bill is elways pleading for ratings from more people to give a
better cross secticn{(he has to read two zines hLe detests because he gets ratings
on them frem caly one other person, and enthusizst)).

One thing we love gbout’ your letter -- it cleurly shows you read the CRY
thoroughly and evaluate what you read. This is tiie contribudidrs and editor's
delight.

You don't really have to be sore at F & SF with me if you don't want to.)

- R. Femberton

Dhear Nameless peoples:

Eave received that odorous 0-0 esgain, Called Cry it was. A good cover for a
big chienge tho I don't think Harv did sucn a good job on it. All the interior art
was from bad to horriocle except for that one by Bryer.

The material was sll jucbled up as usual tho soweof it was ghood, I think you
should stick to muliigraoh. That was the best repro for cry I've seen yet. Might be
a bit hard setting bvt just think what a fanuish iupression you'd make .

LSine geagg
243%5% Portland g{?y £4g 3, Oregon

(Miost of us disagree with you on iarv's cover drawing. If we wemelo do the
CRY in multigraph, it would have about iour pages. Besides, it's the material
that counts most. "Golden Atom" didn't wake much of a fennish impression -- BRT)

&



C3Y OF THE READERS {continued)

Fat Bditors:

Now this is a cover that am a cover on #94, tads! However, just what it is
meant to0 portray is somewhat vague. It appeers, after a thorough survey, to be a
castle on the moon? A castle on the moon®! Oh well; claim poetic license and see
if I care.

AS soon as I comment on one issue, another (in which my mailmen thoughtfully
conceals a rock) is tossed at me., It secms that in these hectic months I've done
nothing but comment on CKRY.

I don't know who these people are whom Toskey is polling, but it is quite likely
that they are the same ones being pelled by fat Harold Stasson; in other words, they
ain't too bright. were these the same people who put Vance and Hamilion in the top
ten of favorite authors? If so, there is now absolute proof that they're all addled.

30 the lead siory was written around the cover., So the setting ain't the moon.
So I'm an ass. 3o just for that 1 shall certainly not read the lead story.

Pemberton, old sock, will we ever come to & complete agreement? Let us hope
so., Some day, soon let us hope, you will become enlightened and not say of the
September issue of Galexy that it was “srade-a." Sch (You think I ought to quit
end come back when I learn to type?) Sheckley's miserable opus about the quick=-
frozen brides would be tmmed down by the SatEvePost, and ¢uickly. Any comparison
between Galouye's "3eeing Eye Dog' ond Terhune's novels is purely accidental; the two
are alike only thet they were hoth priated on paper. I concede that Gelouye's dog
was more human then his people, but even the do, was a rockery of characterization,
Nearly all of Galaxy's stories deal uith robots disguised as human beings.

How, fet editors, could the killing of ousg's grandson make one disappear,
vanish, or disintegrate? admitting the likeliness that when one kills his grand-
father, before said grandfather has started the chain of one's production, one will
no doubt disappear, how can ihe murder of a grandson, who had absolutely nothing to
do with one's being born, in any way effect the murderer? I think it would be best
if you'd reject a short story like TEKFUS TX MACHINA, nobody can be that hard up for
material.,

Letter column had a few laughs, but I can not see what metivated you to include
that ,letter on top of page thirty. A four line request for the magazine is certainly
not interesting to the resders of CRY.

That pun on page twenty-five stopped me from finishing "Final Inscription.”
ligybe I'm lucky.

AgZain a cartoon was the best thing in the issue. I refer, of course, to the
one on page tenty-seven,

Wm. Deeck
840C Fotomac Ave.
College Park, Maryland

Rebuttal by Rotund Renfrew {(your heftisch Host): The portly polls are not
being teken by tenuous Toskey at ail, but more by Utto Pieifer, the plump president of
our chubby, club, My choices for top avoirdupoisish authors didn't place too well
either.

Well, wide UWm, I should certainly hope that Galaxy and other better prozines
will continue to feature stories that "would be turned down by the SatEvePost",
¥hat but SatBvePostishaess snd the like, do you feel is ziling the paunchy prozine
field lately? This overfolksy stuff (Zaster eggs from space on the White House
lawn wvith Grandma Goozle to the rescue, etc) turns my stout stomsch.

Re "Tempus Ex Machina® -- we couldn't reject it; Kraus was turning the crank
for the last issue. Somebody gotita work; who should it be —- me??

Nevertheless, dumpy Deeck, we appreciate the obese overtones of enjoyment in
your lardy letter. With bloated breath we awsit your overstuffed opus on corpulent
CRY #95. -=- Ren the Pem,
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CRY OF THZ READERS (continued)

Dear Zditor,

I was rather disappointed in the respouge from my article on Science in
Science-Fiction. I had hoped to stir up an interesiing arguwaent, begides just
taking a pot shot at a sacred cow, for my own amusemenv, Apvarently, though, the
only ones who disagresd, and had energy encugh to write and ssy so, were g few
pecple whose only argument was "There is so."

You oceasionally run into such people in arcument., They have strong opinions,
and no facts to back them up. FPrejudices is ancther wordx for opinions in the last
sentence. Occasionaly in an argument witii tiids kind of persun they even stop
arzuing the peini at hand and atiack the other person. "It seecms that so-and-so is
such-znd-such.," You can't ariue with people like this, without unconsciously
descending to their level, and I prefer not to stoop so low.

Since, thersfore, I must rezard a possibly controversial article as a fallure
in stirzing up an intewesting argument I wrote a non--controversial article on an
interesting point that struck me, aid here it is., It's called ithe "Awful Terrible
Human Race'" and I think vou'll agrse that it shouldn't stir up any argument.

If I get sround to it I'll write about the early aistory of iflash Gordon next.
I don'tv imagine there are too many fens whe ere reeliy familiar with the very early
Flash Gordon comic strip when Alsx Naywond was drawing it. Did you know, by the
way, that one of the eariiest sppearances of flying saucers was in this comic?

23
Simecrel ligrk walsted

(Walsted's second article, described in his letter, aipears in this ish -- BRT)

To the NAMELSSS CNES
How,
WADDYA MEAN "NUTTIER THAN A FRUITCAK®" ?

Cry gets better by the issue. The covers are superb. The fiction is mostly
good. I especially liked your lead stoxy in 94 Yy Hutbard (Green end also the
stories by "W. Kraus" whoever he really is. They'iz good.

I LIKPD Walstegd's article in #93 even if I didn't altogether agree with him.
Let's have more articles.

1 am sending in another quarter for Sinisterra in case you forgot about the
first one I sent in (I am nutty!)

You'll also find a kalf a buck enclosed for the following back issues of the CRY
that I inguired ebuut siz months or so ago. I would like #'s 81, &3, 84, 85, and 86
if you still kave them. You can send others if you doa't. Thanks a lot.

Your autty iriend (?)
Joe A. Blske
9 mt. Guyot 5t.
dJorthh Brookfield, Mass,
((Wa*ly is sorting through bhack issn of CRY to ses if we have the onas you

went, Ve didn't forget about your first guarter. How could we; we published your
letter, didn't we? We'll probsbly send you the ney issue and the prnvious issue.
This will serve you right, for sending in two guarters, that is. SLIISTERRA is
out, so you should get your copy aiy vime noy —-- BRT))

P.5. VWhat's all this aboui Cry teing a lockl interest ziue? Since vhen is
North Brookfield, Eass. been a suourb of Seattie?? 2?7 -- Joe A« Blake

((Rog Phillips started this icea in his reviews in Other Worlds some time ago,
and since then ve have been doing cur wutmost to live it down ——~- BRT))

o
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CRY OF THI RCADERS (continued)

Dear Nameless Ones.

This is first of all a rave.

NisBv Bryer's Cover is wonderfultft:

And 'The Guardian® is very good. I will expect more by Green or you can expect a
flood of very nasty letters from me, Eut, oh that cover!

Secpndly it is a gripe.

"irtually identical". Well! I know I have had a bad memory but I don't
rerenber my cartoons being guite that terrille. Do you mean "in essence or effect"?
7. <hat case I accept your remarks. Heck, I accept the fact (and I thought that you
d-.¢ +00) that the drawings often suffer in the translation from orizinal to mimeo or
¢ tto. The fine points zre either glossed over or igaored altogether. So, if you
please, use a little more care in tracing the artwork and everybody will be hepiy.

And by the way. Here are 2 more cartoons for you to buicher.

yours,
Joe Lee Saznders
R.R. 1, Roachdale, Ipdiana

({(Having answered you personally for the most part, sbout a1l I have to add at
this point is an apology. 1 see by a previous leuter that we owe you a copy of
SINISTZRRA, which you have already vaid cash for., You should get it before long ~- EAT)

Dear Wally:

CRY of the Nameless looks pretty geod. Like "The Gardian" even though pages
T & 8 were missing.

Drop me a postcard to remind me to send you the next issue of CREFANAC (might
also include some news). Fanzines I receive go to my club's auction, so generally
forget who I owe, ~ r §
wincerely yoUrSinrville w. tosher
429 Gilpin Ave.
Dolias 11, Texas.

((What! You mean to say you don't keep the fanzines you get? tsk. Sorry about
your defective CEY. 1 can't figure out how that one glipped by us. We'll probably
send you another one, cane of these days, ulien we get asround to it ——- BRT) )

Dear no names,

Was surprised to find my illo photo-lithoed. Ilany thankx and especially to
Sir Victor Stredicke. Had I imown how it was to be reproduced I would have done it
better and with much more detail.

I enjoyed "The Guardian", Ailso thakx to Joseph Blake for informing me that
the cover for Cry #92 was a picture of ileriann Shmaikoff in his sinking machine.. I
had been led to believe it was Yyron Cowznofski.

Got no time for notkin' cept a few cartoons. .
Sincerely

Marvin Bryer
1396 Hawilton, apt. 7
St. Louis 12, Missouri.
((Those two latest cartoon will give us trouble, I predict, but we'll try --- BRT))
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CRY OF THE READERS (concluded)

(The following letter was received too late to include in the last CRY:)
Dear Editors:

I dread the visitations of the postman; for it appears that you are tireless
and apt to keep sending Cry's for many years. And that appearance is enough to
make me forego constructior on my bomb shelter. I should save my life for this?!

If it's one thing I like, it's extensive letter columns...especially those
containing my missives., Therefore, you fulfill one condition and put me in a state
of euphoriaj; but you neglect the other condition, which neglect makes my euphorig
somewhat less than perfect. One whole page of letters! Surely you receive more
comment than that. Or are you afraid to print it?

If you recall, I sent you 15¢ (in round figures). I have had, I believe,
three letters published. So, mes gmis, where does that leave fat Wm.? In the
credit or debit column? It it's the latter, plecase get your able mathematician
(+hose cried cf anguisn were heard when I first subscribed) to figure out how much
You are going v0 soak me.

It was worth the vrice of the magazine for that cartoon of page -- oh, that's
right; no page numbers. \ell, the cartoon followed Toskey's always boring colum
"Amazing Stories in Review." It was utterly fabulous: even the punctuation was
gripping. (((Twas a cartoon by Marv Bryer you are referring %0 here -—-— BRT)))

There goes 0ld Renfrew P. agein! I think he's deliverately out to annoy me.

I quote my boy Renfrew: "The August Galazy is one of the top issues of the year for
any prozine, if not the best." (The italics are his, snd he can have them.) Tenn's
idea is, I'1ll grant, brand new; but it does no% necessarily follow that the
treatment was good. Do you uot care, Renfrew, ;v old, if characters don't act in
character? Do you actually feel that Cweiitall was the type to throw away his
weapons, even after sll those startling (p%ﬁS% Jor laughter) revelaticns that
everyone had given him a grand screwing? .f so, you'd better think cgain, or
harder, as you may prefer.

Byt Renfrew, 0ld thing, if you care to say that this mmz was one of the best
issues of Galaxy for the year, I probably shall agree; for there was no Gold editorial.
e "Master of the Hynsters" was sbheer drivel, although I have no doubt that a
dedicated masochist would enjoy it.

Mr. Walsted, somewhat close to a child genius, goes on for some two pages quite
meaninglessly. So0? I'11 grant that he proved exactly what he was trying to prove,
but why he did it shall be left for posterity to discover. Surely it is possible to
prove that science fiction is not science fiction by using the definition given in
the first paragraph. But do you accept that definition, fat editors? I know I
don't; and I can probably name numercus fans wid von't accept the definition as
stated, As I say, it was meauingless, except of course to those deluded few like
Mr. Walsted who accept that weak definition.

This issue is not up to the last one, but you got a better cover.

Reasonably

Y. Deeck

8400 Potomac Ave.
College Park, Maryland

((we hope this letter column is more to your liking. According to information
1 have available, you sent us thirty cents (5.70), according to your letter in CRY#9l.
You have had lefters published in #91, G2, 93, 65. This means that you have only
peen charged one (1) issue on your .30 subscription, since contributors get free
issues, according to our unstated rolicy. Hence you are paid up to #98, unless we
print more of your letters, which we hops o do. Tpe .30 was paid at the time when
rates were 2/.15, so it is good for tiares more issues. -—— BRT))
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SPACE POLICE:
a book review, by Martin A. Fleischman

SPACE POLICH by Andre Nerton, World Publishing Company, 32.75.

Competent Miss Norton has once again come up with one of the most enjoyable
juvenile anthologies yet. Miss HNorton also proves she is au able anthologist as well
as writer. {(Personally I feel she is .a far bettor anthologist than a writer.)

Of the nine short stories that make up this 255 page volume, only two stand out
as "stinkenrs": Jack Vance's "The Sub-Standard Sardines", a part of the "Magnus
RiCclpn" <eries from STARTLING, and "Bait" by Roy L. Cloggh. The former suffers from
unreat dig'ogue and the usual stersotypes found in the majority of Vance's space
operis, wh.le the latter striles me as being just plain old uninteresting. I attempted
to fiaish the story four times, but was forced to abandon the cause every time. And
it's fanny —- "Bait" was the first story I read.

0f the six other stories, my particular likes were James H. Schmitz's great old
“agent of Vega; James Blish's alvays readable, "Beep"; and Keadall Foster Crossen's
"The Closed Door*. (The last story isn't what most fans would call "great", but I am s
sort of prejudiced when it comes to Crossen. )

Read this book; I don't think you'll regret it.. And, oh yes, if you like Virg
Finley (like me)}, there's a beaut on "SPACE POLICE"! — Maztin A, Fleisbbain

From: THE NAMELESS ONES
Box 92, 920 3rd Avenue
Seattle 4, Washington
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