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ABOUT Tils ISSUL'S COVER: when

NG
land's foued Alan Lunter coposed
gur froni cower, he gave us four
possible gstories~belilnd-the=covw
er: (a) ‘e lost of the men from
Homer's "Odyssey" changed to pigs
by Circe, (b) Alien from speace
trying to telk to the last being
on warth, hence the title . UilNANTY
(c) An Lorthmen on cnother ponet
whe re the dominant life-~form are
swine, trring to teach itIndish,
(d) Hungry men looking at dinner

editor: LALAL BLLISQON

An amaleur publication for those
wlto enjoy science fiction, fan=-
tasy, and a wide range of allied
subjeccs, including fandom et al

Opinions herein expressed are nst
—~enecessarily those of the staflf,
unless go gitated - material sube
mitted for publication MU3L b e

BT ol DILEJSIONS no, fifteem

e . . entire contents copyright
< k885 DY the editor,

P —

accompanied by & stamped, self—~
addressed envelope, if not prev-
iocusly sclicited, liaterial sub-
mitted is done so at contribut-—
or's own risk as no responsibile
ity is assumed by this magazine,
thougiL o reasonable amount o f
caution will be exerted, L is to
be understood that all letters--
submitted specifically to this
magazine~~ore eligible for pub-
lication unless stated otherwise
therein, Binting this issue---225,

Preoduction cides:
Lill Dignine--~32lly Dunn
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s 35 of three depicting the conquest of the stars as pre-
£ sented by BILL VLNASLL
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illustrution of usarlan Ellison in four
dimensions by LAY mLSON

Ly Y e O T e

A short time ago LI.LNSIONS rejected a short story because3$ w8
too lewd, Lo offense was tsken by the author, thank gqodness, Ifor he
had telent and I am happy to gay his work will appear in tpese Pages
soon. but the whole point of the incident, «s delineatod in a letter
irom that author recently, was that he thought the fan magazines owed

it to their readers to present "taboo-breaking® material such as

h e

congidered his story to be, I couldnti concur more wholeheartedly on
the question of off-trail worl with topices "'we just don't talk about.t

the simple reason his story was sent bagk was that it attacked a
teboo in a mamner much too blunt to be effective, It was total Ly
lacking' in finesse, and cast no original light on the forbidden topic,

out it brought to the surface en attitude thet LDLLENSIONS (i

the old SMUULLLTIN) hags been trying to mulke since its inception:

nd

w e

want new-directional manuseripts that will bust these bugaboos right
in their snouts, We want storics and articles about racial prejudice,

about sex, wbout labor ond manogement squobbles, about Communism,
bout anmy wnd oll topics usually given a wide

azines. lowever, thiey must fulfill two prerequisites,

Sy

wolk-around by most MEL -
They must be

(a) of o science fictionul or fantastieal neture or relate somehow to

that field and (b) cleverly done with o
adroit handling,

this, then, poscs the Problems Do
nature'! belong in an amateur mogazine d
tion?" PFrom cnother anglc, let us look
good material belong in that nagazinegM
bolll be angwered in the affim.
article or piece of fiction bécavse it does n
ally £it into the rother limiting classgifications
to atrophy and become stocnant

n indication of subtlety =

nd

€8 moterial of such o ‘general
cvoted primurily to gcicnce fo-
ot the problem thusly: Wdoes

I believe the questions must
tive, Tor to categoricully exclude an
ot clearly and specific-
we have set up, i s

nant, LVOWLNSIONS secks out material thatis

not only science fictionsl or openly allied

. s but of a general interest
q also, That is, you won't find any artiecles on how to grow flowers in

DU NSLONS, unless the flowuers heoppen %o be wirtion gruzzfutd plants;
y and you won'!t find any stories on wrestling ierein, unlegg_gﬁey're o=

bout a wrestler who cun teleport his body out of = hemmerlock,

For the longest wihile, both fan und pro magazines have ghied a-

wey from a whole spectrum of topics, becauss they were
now on, they won't be cvoided in LIILISIONS, We're going to

"touchy ", Irom
brovide

& Series of stories under the heading TABOO=DLLAKERS that will ma ke
€yes opens DBut they'll be of real literuxry volue, I can assure you~-

like for instance VIa ROMA in this issue,

h[)
LI I IR W R S
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& private peek inte the
future

heading-by ken Sherwin

MACK tWY NOL.w SR

- with a fine satire entitled PONCE IE LEOL'3 PANTS; one
short story bounced from every fantasy meg in the 2ro~
fessional ranks, but done so grudgingly and with tears
in their eyes, It's a bit risque, it's a bit unusual,
it's a bit wonderful, Art by Lavid unglish,

WALTER A, WILLIS:

taking bloody pen in hand, the bard of Ircland ruins
more sStomachs than iir, Spillane himself whilc we are
spellboundly wateching the cctions of MIKE LADER AT
[H& PHILCON. A riot and a helf. Art by Neaman Pet-
crson, This is an estimcble parody in cvery WOy .

MARIONW 2, BRAULILY:

Adric of the Crimson Tower plunges decper and ever
BTN decper into that labyrinth of other-worldly odvent-
ASAR, urc-~~gscapc from which lics only in the honds o f
lrse. Bradlcy as she presents the third part of FAL=-
CONS OF NAGABEDLA, Art by Fred Melgz.

RANDALL GAR:TT:

VTG lead~off man for Astounding stands up and shouts in a
beautiful defense of Fhil rarmer, shoving the Plus down
Gernsback's throat as he relates THE BITE OF THL ALSTE .

HAL SHAPIRO: : .
in: the [first of a group of nerious scicnce art?cles,
designed to nloace those readers vho disll;s _sclence-
F0M=-21ctio: habiro zives the lowdown on ATOIIC ZI'ZR-
Joly K N o Vi o ) ¢ Y 4 o ) e

GY, The art is slightly fabulous by Ray ilelson.

GORDON JONES, PAUL LOVINGSLKY , CURY IIICHAEL:

ST get together undcr Joneg!
feamnbeo article PROGRLSSION (embodying o review of J. Arthur

\ 3y Ronkts Ybroject i, 7") with two excellcent poeng=~=IRAG~
g P NT OF s TRIVMPLAL iACH by Lovinsky and THE FIRE-DRI-
VLI by Michaecl to provide zn unususl article for you.

cover by HENGLISH, columns (including VAN DALL), artwork, and even hel
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a4t the Fifth snnuel ididwest ‘Convention, the tradition begun by SCILNCE
FalNTASY BULLETIN and gentinued by LIOLNSIQNS saw znother recipient of
the coveted CImAEIOﬁ_plague for Achigcvement.In The Field Of Sclence=~
Yietion, Logt year, the 1953 presentation was made to Lrthur ¢ Qlarke
for hisg dissemination of seiontific kncwledge -and his menner of Pregm
enting science fictivh to the Pblic=~=~one of good taste,

fhis year, when.yegweﬁﬁ forced to deecide wﬁo wog the one person, cithe
er professional or«ifafi, who had contributed Yie most to the field due
Ting the preceding twelye months, we were &llled with terror and with
& strange feeling that the plague  would be foreed to hang in the po=
segsion of e editor for lack of‘ﬁ.rucipicnt.‘hrog the year 1953 had
been a sterile o€, The fid1q had’ blodsomed, cherged, and shrunk o
galn, and, like u wave wagiling onto a peack, bad left Little but dirt
end residue, Oyr-scarch was @ detailed one, for the plague is n o %
given ligntly, ' It has become o syubol for ol thet is worthy in the
fleldo f'-;: ) I J p?l 4! o

After a calculzted stu@y;uthurg wag ohly one truly worthy contendep=-
only one apparent wimmer, Luring the, yeoar. .53 the winner of the 2nd
anmial presentation of the CTTAYIOL plage produced one story of such
striking proportions that i3 cust iﬁtb'ﬂarxnags the bulk of all other
productions in that fieid. vince jthe duys of Smith's "Venus diquilat=-
eral' series, no one has shed & new and tolerant light on the subject
of sex in sgience fiction, fidebound taboos ond smalleminded proc=
tices gave the lie to those who said scicnce fiction struck out fear-
lessly. DNo one had produced o work that could hold up its head un -
ashamed with unblinking eye =and prove it was a snackle-breaker,intro-
ducing concepts foreign to the Tied'd, : =

Then Phil 'Farmer produced Tilk LOVERS, « Whether for good or evil, n o
one can’ agcertain the results of his revolution, It may do irreprable
harm to o ficld too terder to be operied to the light of censure thus,
or it may widen the scopc of the genpre tremendously, Only time will
reveal the proper allswer, DBut in the year 1954, we cun look back and
truthfully say, "No other single effort by an author contributed s o
much to the field of 8cience Hiction, " Uncontested, Farmer wing 1954,

NOTHES other than the yearly award, this will be the last CITATION,. .he



BEDTIME  STORY

POUL ANDERSON
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|fantasy short stonﬂ

ILLUSTRATIONS:..raIph rayburn phillips

How, kiddies, if you will all please sit down ond Be quiet, your
grandmother will tell you a lovely bedtime story and ﬁhen you can all
toddle off to your little trundle beds ord lay your little heads o n
the pillows and go off to Slumberland, Won't that be wonderful?

Once upon a time =~ Algy! Plcease but aucy your brass  knuckles.
It is not nice to hit your little sister while we ore listening to one
of grandmotlier's wondecrful bedtime stories, w€8, Algy, grandmother
knows she gouged your cye, but she is your little sister and doesn't
know any betier, Wwe must all be kind to our little Sisters, mustn't
we? : :

Once upon a time, long long ago, there gtood a dear little cot~
tage in which lived the swectest little girl you could ever imegine,
Her name was Little Blue Eycs and suc wus always going about doing
good for people, She uged to come into the houses of the pcor like a
little ray of Sunshine, and 211 the people would soay, "Bless our Lit-
tle Blue Byes, OGhe should be queen of the realm," -

Tomuy' ond setsy, please don't keep on hitting each other w it h
baseball bats, It isn't nice Yo hit people with baseball bats  while
grondmother is telling o bedting story,. Think of poor  grandmother,
che has to get down on her hands and knees and scrub up all that hlood
and brains, ]

Well, children, Little Blue Lyes had o wicltld uncle, IHe wasn't
like your gocd Jolly Uncle iienry who comes and brings you such lovely
gifts. " wasn't that a delicious candied baby Uncle Henry brought 1w s
last time? Dlo, this uncle, wihose nome wos onirk, was a cruel megician,
ne wanted Little Llue Liyeg! cottage,; because he had fourd by his mag=-
ic arts that buried under her nearth ley wun eénchanted chamber De0 s
whoever owned this Pot would never suffer from indigestion, As Uncle
Snirk was olwoys dyspeptic, he coveted this pot,

"I'sooth, swods, und steethl" he swor e ’
pacing up and down in his dark drecry :dolorous
tower on that desolate moor known as Desolate
oor, "Indeed there must be Some deévice whereby
to pry the demsel from her Stronghold:. .. A, I
have it} I'11l sumuon my old comrade in ormg, the
Levil himself}™ : :

He stirred the megic brew into a big wcoule
drom =~ Tillet of = fenny snake, liver.of bloge
phening Jew, eyve of newt, skin of frogy an un -
ciiristened babe, and other Lovely Clzredicenip,
After that he tasted it thoughtiully, “iccds DE e
PeEr," he muriured, He wolled three times widder-
shing around tle cauldron, colling on the ' Devil
by all his titles, Lliere cume w great clap o F
thunder end a smcll of fire and brimstons, o n'd
there stood Satan himself,

"Swounds{® swore Uncle'Snirk, playihgaxfire


pleo.se

6 SEDTINE STORY (continued)

¢xtinguisher on the blazing curtaing, "Do you always have to arrive
that way?" : : - |

"Union rules, old chap," said the Devil apologetically, “yhat'!s
the matter now?t

snirk explalned the situation, and the Devil nodded understand-
ingly. “Have a terrible time myself," he adnitted, "Did you ever try
Pludof"

ikl ; "No good at all," said Suirk fimly, "I've had
4 someé results with Hex-lox, though, out this is the
sovereign remedy." He shool his head F=ralfe By TN L a8
how am I to get the accursed thing?"

"Have you ever tried asking her for 1605 nis
guired the vevil, :
"Wouldn't do," said snirk, "wouldn't do at all,
Wy, I1'd be laughed out of the Warlock's league i T
I tried the direct approachi.® ile sighed, "Sametimes
I almost wish I'd gone in for bricklaying as wmy fa-
ther wanted me to," He brushed a toor from his gye,
"Poor old daddy, How I loved him -~ &€8pcclially with
_mushrooms," :
: "Well, said the Dewvil impatiently, "If I g e t
this pot for you, what's in it for me?
“I'm broke rigit now," aduitted Snirk, “"Sut I
could give you a second mortgase on my soulg.
"I alrecdy hold the first mortgoge, M said  the
Levil stiffly,
"fell you what," said wvinirk, "you can hove Lit-

tle Blue byes herself "

"Iy wife would give me Heaven for itV said the Devil, "Surely
you know that our family has alwoys stood four~gguare for old-frshimed
morality and the simple pioncer virtucs thot made dmerica great, I get
more souls thaol wgy," .

"You have a nosty low mind, " said Snirk, "I meant, if you could
bring her here Ita dispoge of her and you could have her soul,

"limame ¥ Lhe vevil's eycs 1it up, ;

"Sudi gwect innocent little Souls as hers must be hard to cae by
in Hell," sald snirk, :

"She might corrupt wy Joung boys into virtue," objceted the Devil,

"They could have fun corrupting her," lecred Snirk,

"Get thee behind me, oniik, " sanid Sotan,

UShetd Te delicious, . purred Snirk, "“iIried fillet of soul,"

"vonel' said the Devil, turned uinself into a dragon and Fflew to
Little Llue sycs! sweet Litdlevcottlome

Ywhet's that huffing cnd prELing on the deorstep of my sweot lit-
tle cottage?" asked Little Blue Lyes,

Wust me, " saitl the dragon, strolling in ond Rlowing fire at her,

"You big, bloody basterd, waddaya mearn tirocking cinders into my
clean house?" shreiked sweot Little Blue Lyes. ‘veizing s broom, she
began to belebeor the Devil with it, '

tNow Llook nere, " began the Devil indignontly. whap! went + h e
broom. "Lettls be reosonable, ' bleated the Devil, Wiack! went t h.e
broom, '

"But-uy dear ikittle 81rl, " wailcd the vevil, and turning tail he
diseppeared in a c¢lep of Ffrightened thunder,

Little Llue Lyes stood panting and wondering what it was that had
assalled her, "Oh, I am such o poor helpless innocent little areature,
alone in The great wickid world," she wailed,  "What shall I doo"

Through the window came o Swall being riding o ray of sunsiaine,



>

LEUL DL STOY (continued) . S Tk 7

MHellde, % Soidiigne being, with & wealk smile, "I was sent to hnelp vou
because you are such a poor nelpless irnocent little creature, alone
in the great wickid world, "

"Who are you?' asked Little Blue lyeg.

'‘I'm o fairy," gaid the being, "y nme is Oscar Wildeg

WWho was thab big lunkiead who Just caume in?" agked Little Blue
Byes., ;
, Lthat was the Levil, sent hy your wiccid unele Snirk to kill you
and steol the magic thundernmug which is under your dearth, " gaid Oscar
W;lde. ”ﬂortunutely, Jou fripghtened thelgevil 80 much with your di-
vine sweetness that he'll never Dother you aralfy . bt you 8till have
your wickid uncle plotting against you,% :

"THat goniff, " gneered Little Blue Lyes, Lhen ghe burst into
tears and Wailed, "I have no means of defenge opgainst his evil schemes,
I am a poor helpless imnocent litile creature, alone in the g r e at
wickeéd world,Y .

"Ycs, yes," said Oscar wWilde absentuindedly,
Be was trying to think of an epigrom,  "WN.e vYe r
urnd, I'm here to protect 0T Y :

- A

"Fat lot of help you are!l" snorted Little o At |

blue myes, "Ihe only thing to do is cerry the Little duz. NS
war to snirk, = We must start out for his evil 4

tower and hope that divine Justice will provide

us the help & poor helilcys innogent, Itit'tle

crcaturey, alone in the great wickad w orld,

needs., Cowe on, Oscar, ™ '
"It's a long wey o to walk, " gaid Oscap Wilde, :

dubiously, ‘ o 3
MﬁosﬂdamﬂMﬁgaMthMkqu'exsked ‘ﬂ : 1

Little Blue wnyes. "surely the poor pecsants to ( '

Biue ' & & R
Lyes % ¢

whow I have been a ray of surshiine will zive u s \%ﬂw

horses. Louk, there comes one now, lietll Cive r\\&.. @

us his horse if we agk hin pretty pleusee! ﬂﬁwm :
"How do you agk alyorie uretty plesse?"  wone PP s

dered Oscar Jilde, : &

BT
“IT1L shOW you," sald Little Slue Lyes. SAGA
stepped out of the cottage and wriggled her afpe . CAUK
at the peasunt, when he di smounied, panting, she‘gg_;; :
signalled to Uscar wilde, who snecked up  behind SERTEERG 5T
him with a blockjack snd slugged him, They got '
on his horse and rode off,

Wou see?" gaid Little Dlue Lyess "This is the reward of ny yeors
of being & little roy of suns.ine,

They rode on into the gloomy Torest wiiicly stretched to the edge
of Uesolate loor, It was said to be a haunied forest, Twisted treas
stcod in pools of dank water and wolves crd Rewurs and things prowled
around pawing at the skeletons of men wiio had gotten lost on pPiconiecs,
A occagional vanpire Llew overieund, ond ghosts ond dewons and mong-
terous unnomeddle Things plodded squighily over the miasmic ground,

"Oh deary ¥ wailed Littlc Ulue Lyes, "We wre all a2lone in t h e
evil forest., Wio will help & poor helpless innocent little creature,
@ll alone in the great wicled worldon

A huge Dbear stedved out and. growled on than, "where Yo going e u
he asked in his rusty biss Volcea : _

"We are going to Degolate iloor to plead with my wicked Unec 1l e
Snirk to ceuse Nis evil schemes opninst us, ' said Little Dlue Lyeag,

"o ya aln't, " gzid, the becry . "Wer goint dinta ny %elly. liaw haw
haw} I made an epigram!  He lunged forward, and grabbed et Little Rlue




8 Sl LEDLTMG ST0RY (continued)

syes, Witk her poor little strength she triecd to fight the giant an-
imal. lelics
The VPeor was delicious, ; :
zgter supper, Little Llue Liyes picked he;‘teeth with a deinty wing
torn off a fly und wailed, "Oh Hear, it's getiing dark and we're all
alone, homeless and Jelpless in the great forest, Oh, who will help
usgy"

Algyl Stop cating your little sister +this
minute! It is very wrong to eat between meals,
Really, I don't know what you children ore come-

S A e I ) T

well, as Little Llue Liyes sat there s h e
heard hoofs coming closer and guddenly & man in
armor on o beautiful white horse rode UpPs I
was a brave noble knight, Prince Charming ©
nae, "lowdy, ma'am,” he said, "Can I be o
ary help to ylallp®

"Oh rrince Charming, thank God you've come
to help poor sweet innogent helnless little metw
cried Little Lluc hyes, "Uismount, fair knight,
and rest yourself while I tell ny tole of woe.,"

“Thank you, nalean, ™ said Prince Charming.
YDearte mimd 1LV T doy'®

"Don't git over there, said Little D lu e
Lyegs "Come ovecy here bheside me == ittg wanner,'

"Thank you, ma'ir, " guid Prince Charming
nervously,

Little Llue Lyes threw her ams sbout hig
neck, "Wou ¢re sucha grect Big gtronz. hondsome

. knight," ghie cooed, "roul'll look after innocent
YA, little me, won't you" .
R Y Prince Charming wiped the sweat off h i s
fi. ™ hrowe "res, ma'um, " Le soid indistinctly,
BT ety "Sweet pure little girls are watched over
R T by heuven,! seid Little llue kEyes, sitding ~o'n
b his lap, A passing unicorn snorted when he saw
her and ran wildly awoy.

"What's tiie trouble, malaps® panted Prince Churming,

YCome over in this nice dark cornery .of thie cave ahnd I911 tell you
all about 1t," gsaid Little vlue Eyes,

"Really, mwatamy " sgid rrince Cherming wealkly, "I couldntt,H

"Don't take adwantoge of your manly sitrength to refuse poor weak
innocent little wme," said Little Llue uyes, Bhe tucked him under one
arm and carried him into the GOrREer.,

"Heaven rewards the virtuous, ¥ she said primly, and much ot o
ghe added heppily: "Virtue is it!'s own reward, isn't iten

lhe next dgy Prince Chonaing, Little Llue isyves, ond Oscar Wilde
procecded on through the evik Lofae oW el e BLNE dyes sang as  they
rode, ¥or siue was olwagys swect ond lovable and merry, She sang s uch
dear little songs of her wmother's as toothusel em" end "Meterlange Sche
wanzen, ' Lt was this swectness ond gooudness which made gveryone love
her so much, and I wont all of youy children, to profit by .the examile
of Little Dlue uyces, :

"oulirk 18 o great magicl an, " worricd Prince Churming, "It runs
in the family, doesn't it? His uother was o witch, "

"Yes, " pald Oscor wilde, M“Suirk is o son of & witch,"

"We ore poor helpless innocert little crecatures, but virtue will
prevail, " scid Little Blue byesg, "I always lLove faith in the right,n

"Justice will brevail," agrecd Oscar Wilde, "but not if justiosg
preside, There, now I've mode Iy epigram for the day.m

g
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LEVTTHE STORY (continued)

Ihey were beginning
Prince arming,
WHimmm, ¥

"FThar aint
Little Zlue Lyea looked

9

to get hungry now, "Where ‘san we eat?! asked
t:no food {n this lyar forest,®
speculatively at Oscar Wilde,

"Heyd® said Oscar wilde in alarm,

Fortunately the kind providence whioh lookg
innocent sent a gorillg passing bye

him limb fyrom limb, they
much further when a huge
sald tle lecder.

. after the sweet and
After  Little Blue Iyes had torn
had o lowely lunch, They had not ridden on
pock’ of wolwes confronted them, “Reat ity

Yiou can't ride through our port of the forest, ¥

"Sut we have to," wailed Little GSlue Eyes,

*Nothing doing,V
8aid the leader, W wilves
don'{, want any nonewdlves

in our cgountry, They enw.

gage in unlupine ootivi-
ties, Scram,™ :
Fortunately Littl
Blue Hyes wag a werewolsl
on her mother's side, She
wade a compromise  with
the pack whidi involved
her turning hexrself into
the loveliest little law
&y wold for o while,

‘Then they rodg hap- v

Pily on, while the walvesg

lay exhausted on % 4 e
ground,
Why did you throw

little Billy ous of +ths
window, Sarall? That wase
n*t nice, was it nowy Oh,
you-wonted 4o see if h e
would bounce,
me- 8€CL43yC8, he
Herey, let's see 1f little

Haxold bounces, to0, Ise o e L

n't-this fun?
Oh yes, tae

to Snirk's black tower,
built out of skulls,

Well, let
-dOGS.

story‘" »

e e T R B T  Well,Lit-
BTN ‘tle Blue ZIyes
AL and her fiiends
rode on ‘an d
finally ecne
out on Desdlate
Moor, It ' was
o dark, dreary
dolorous, dese
erted, desolate
Place with no=
thing but hea~
ther for miles
around,
"This is
: . an - awfully
4 T T R - big moor," said
y 3 S e e Prince Charming
M. R after a while,
oMb iui . . MTherels certe
Vg e ainly a lot of.
:‘ f. _v , w \ ite
Was s j Sl SR "Yem,said
A Oscar Wilde ,
Nicor and moor
of it.*
They rode
on until fingl=
ly ‘they com e

~
S § 8
e

b 5v N e o N

the wuthor,:
. lire Anderson

Aglaun‘ﬁ, grim, grisl-y', ghastly thing it was,

"What o Lot of ‘skullsi" exeloimed Frinog “C}iarming.

"Ohy I dunno, v said

of persecution,
sorceriesg of the

cavernous gloom with
leered and gibbered
ing at the mouths,
prudemntly turned himself
Why, it

his

Little Blue iyes,
ot my -sweet little cottdge, "
she walled, Yhere we are, three poor swect innocent helpless

all the monsters in
Prinee Chomiing fointed dead away, and Oscar Wilde

8 dear Little Blue liyes}
light, "Do come in, darling littls neigey ond have a cup of
with mes It's been so long since It :
little hond in his grisly talons and

: "I bet I had as many back
She started trembling then, W“Oh dear,"
victims

with no armor but righteousness against the m ighty

cruel and merciless Snirk,
she pressed the doorbell and it screamed

great door orscked open and the wicked magiel

Oh, it's horriblel®

for Snirk. Slowly the
an himgelf stood in the
terrible eyes amoldexing on them, Behind him
the world, sl avering and frothe
into & pangy, _ ; e
" exelaimed Snirk in feigned de-
arsenic
Ve 3oen yous" He took her warn
drew hexr inside,<mciding e¥illy,



10 ' AEDTTI0 STOIY (concluded)

Wou must sty fox a while," he urged her,

"I get lonely for you, I ghall have the jolliest entertaimments
planned. I hove three new torture machines %o show you if we can find
o peagant or two," o

Little Llue isyes clapped her hends in childish glee,

But she did not forget her purpose in goming here, "“Unc," 8 he
said, “I wonna word with Jou g : : :

»onirl licked his lips nervously, - ®Yes, dedr?" he asked,

"You've been’ picking on-me, ! accused Little Blue Liyes with tears
in her little blue eyés., "Your own greed hgs led you to attack % he
weak and innocent, lusting for treasure that isnt't yoursgf{” She wogged
a Finger at him, “Aren't you ashimeds® g st

Yes, dear," said Snirk weakly, g ; :

- "ou old brute, you were so bad and cruel“tqlpick.bn me that
woy " wailed Little blue uyes, bashing his Hedd "dgainst the wall. Wou
knew I hod np way of defense," she cried, gouging out his eyes. "You
forgot that heaven protects the sweet and iqudeﬁt and helpless,® she
gaid, thrusting his feet into the fire, ‘ B
: "Yes, dear," said Snirk meekdy, spitting out o few loose teecth.
‘I hhve been very wicked," i 7 G

S "56 you have," said Little Blue Lyes, strapping him ento. . % h e
rack e ‘ PR ’ R '
.PBut;justice triumphs,® She looked with dismoy at the. Heavy
crank, "I can't turn that,! she wailed, "Oh, Ifm all glone in t he
great wicked world, .o ppoy .little weak helplegs ingogent cregture, -

"Hey, youl® she soid, seeing o husky monster lounging nearby,
"Come .over here and stretch this old bastard out for me,"

MNaohy I don' wanna, " whined the monster, k

But efter Litile Blue Lyes hod ripped o few of hiis tentocles off,
he agreed torburn the rock for her, which gliows you, children, that
even the hardest heart can be goftcned by the appeal .of sweet irmocerce,

- Little vlue myes found so rmch lovely mogical apparctus in t he
tower that she decided to live there, She had, the hest time you can
imogine, sending faminesand pestilences out Yo, poor peasants,. for she
was still og wsweet and kind ag ever., And oh wiipt fun it was to raise
demons ond stick red-hot irons in people and ride about on her lovely
new broumsticky But Little Blue kyes realized that it was only h-er
sweetness and viritue whieh had gotten her all this. And so she lived
hoppily ever cfter. -

And now, children, after grandmother's lovely bedtime story it's
time for you to toddle. off to your 1little oribg and rest your little
golden heads, All except for little Louis -of course, Clara, be swe
to stick little Louis fim Y upright by thie point of the head.

Grondmother is tired, oo, and ‘wants to rest in her lovely cof-
fin, It's almost sunrise, Geod day, children., Pleasant dreans}

o GHEC ED
of o short story g
by POUL ANDE:SON

-
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DIMENSIONS sought something new and vitol in a regular feae~
ture for the magozine, in which the readers could tzke ac-
tive part, and in whic: tley would find o sincere interest.

Iun HYPOT.wSI8, ILC, we think we've found it.

Licenr issue this poge will be devoted to OYPOTILSIS, INC, to
bresent the letters you, tiie readers, will submit. What,
tlen is this new fecoture? Whot purnose will it serve? Iog
there ever becn somcthing comperable in amoteur moguzines?

Lo vhese questions we cnswer, no, to our woy of knowing, we
ore presenting an originel idea in famnogozines. Y FPOTLHS~ .
is, IMC, is a sounding-board of opinion, The new feature--
and believe me we or'e very much in love with it SlPcady ity
pre~publiccution bull sessions--will propose o guestion euch
issue, to whicli we wont answers., The questions will be o T
¢ higldy controversicl ond vitality-brimming noture, They
Will be of genercl intercst, ond easily cnswerable directly
from your own emotions aud from your own philesophics.

We would like answers to these questions, one each issue,
which cre freshi and ney in guoncept ==~ NG above 2ll: they
Lust ve LOWLSY J{sliuClIon; O TOUR OPILIONS, The onswerge--
wilen subiitted-~sliould be no more thon 100 words loug on a
regulr ¢ posteord wit. the words LY EQUE RS TSTSTHG, Sone -
wiere in ploin sight., Address oll cnswers L0 e Bl 1
igon, 41 wost 17t Avenue, Colwubus 1, Ohio, but have thoge
WOIXds .l¥OUlimolis, INC, on it somcwliere, Answors can be hu~
morous, serlous, enigmatical, wuything you see fit to write
in reply, but we wont to see those letters, . And it would-
n't urt scumce of you profegsionals who ore receiving DIiiiNe
SLONS eacir issue to write in o quiclk cppraisal,

dvery issue the three best answers to the cuestion of the
preceding issue will be publisgled, clong witll comments. To
the thrce best wanswers, we will oword the choice of origie-
nedl wrtwork frow tle issue in which the letter appears. be
sure, whei you write in tu receiwe your prize thiaot you ine-
dicate o second and o third choice in coge the picture you
seleet hos beon clready selceted by someone clse.

All right, tlen, now you know whot the satpe~up 1is, lLere's
the Tirst question., e will kecp the contest this issue
opeil rignt up till press time next isgsue, which is two
months wence, 1lie question this issue iss

IF YOU HAD AN OPPORTUNITY TO PILOT THE FIRST
MOON ROCKET, EVEN IF IT WERE A CERTAINTY YOU
WOULD DIE IN SPACE, WOULD YOU = AND WHY ?



illustration by GUEGE ODGSON

AU, AS YOUYH PROGRLSSHS e question liog often come to mind, i n

these latter deys, of the relative merits
of the West Coast as o power in fondom, yuite often the question boilsg
down to five simple wordss "Are West Coast Tfons immoture? " Although,
sadly cnough, there are many willing sages more thon ready to angwer
this question, few hove done more than merely give an answer,

Answers to questions, to be good AIBWErS, must be based equally
on both sides of the question, olweys keeping in mind tlhe foot that
there are two sides, however ' :
insubstanticl one or the ot
er may seem. 4Uranted there gpgg calkins
are two sides to the quesie .
ion, then, it can be glimpsed OF CABBAGES AND K'NCS
thet there might, conceiveobe : . 291
iy, be two cnewers to t h e
Ssame question, And, further, ecoch answer could be the correct one.

Al analysis of the question ig simple, if certain concessionsg are
made, Wesl Coast fans are defined &8 those faons living along t h e
Western seaboaord, supposedly with o foirly close rcach of the g e a ’
but pen¢irating a certoin indefinite distence inlend, They form a
rother nebulous group, and in this fact we find the real depth of  the
question, A little more lecwny is allowed when you goy ‘immaoture!
8ince a dictionary definition of the word means Mnot ripey not fin -
ished or perfectcd; crude," That's wiot tlo dictionary soys.

b : : IR 1Ripet isl'a rath-
er picturesque word,
cgpecially in describe
ing aomebody, but i t
really doesn't mean
very muchy, -For i'n
stonce, fur every per=
soll you could point out

: to me whe wosntt R
: Lreould sheow you en eg-
val number of  ploces,
wiere he would be g o
well done lie was alrcd-
dy putrescent, A4 ny
number of ploys on words

can be introduced + o

complicate matters,But

that would be begoing
the question,

Thie combined pro-
ducts of the West Coast
have been many wnd vo-
ciferoud., With the ad-
vent of Seventh Fondom

‘ he West Coast come in-

. 5 A to its own, It h a d
long beun ncglected, since the bopulation centers tend to be in t h e
dagt ond lid=-West, with the gep beltween Chicngo and Los Angelcs  molke
ing a cultural ubyss zclmost as large os that between America ond Lng=-
lish fondome Aside from the mere point of distance, the 1id-W e s t
seemed to hove a secure hold on 11 the telent ond the strings of gixth
Foandom. Lee noffmon started a renaissance in the South ghd drew with
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her 21l the power of Bob Llucker, Robert Lloch and even the  overseas
fans, tirough the magic words of Walt Willis,

Until Hoffman was gone, the West Coast did not stand a chance==
for tae longest time., With the passing of GUALDRY, fandom went into
& stmi~-coma, Yhe little fanzines that had vefore been published and
ignored wekre reluctantly recognized, perforce becouse there were n o
ovher fanzines to read, The "little people! w1l over the country had
tiieir chance to jump on the band=wagon end tiaey lost no time in doirg so.

The West Coast, being composed aimogt entirely of little people,
Jumped on too, A rash of fanzines sprang up and attracted the hereto=~
fore uninterested glances of the Bost and did-West. Names like Corr
and Vorzimer took on meaning; o meaning tney had never had before, The
little people become bigger people and more ucofans sprang in to fill
up the bottom layers,

Ales! ‘Yhey came too late, Just as the nemes of Donnell, Stew-
art and Piper began to struggle to be known, the rcst of fandom shook
off the lethergy that had Tollen upon it and began to produce again,
They began to produce in such quantity that the grudging notice once
given the west Coast was quickly withdrawn cud once ¢.ein fondom was
divided into two distinct CallpPS 4 ' %4

ii we ignore the present for the moment end dig into the past,
we find that the Pacific Seaboard has not alweays been ncglected, Hene
lived the hectic deys of Laney ond Burbees here the 1950 Norwescon was
held, amid ciieers; mony big nate fans were hidden here, memes 1ike lic-
Cain and G.u, Carr,.clubs Llike fhe Qutlandersyitue LASFS, The ILittle
Meny here was suppeorted a convention thot wos thie West Coast's alone,
one that never got further inlead than San ironcisco but ranged P
and down the shoreline, wierever fans were to be found,

loday the West Coast is o quecr but intcresting mixture. With the
large numbers of retirved and insurgent fong, plus the great anny neo=
fans who coine l.‘l:lt(.) existence during the Ralyecon days of Seventh Hane=
dom and got tnw;r first;tagte of recognition, o potential is built up
that cqppot_be ignored,  Iolding things in bolince are the big powers
of the mldnwest,_ccntered'around Dean 4, Grennell, Bob Tucker and
nobert sLloch, primarily, and held in blace by the ignorance which the
fan world has of thg West Coast, wor an indefinite Length of 't im e
these great Radaes will continue to hold the interest of fandom while
the West Coast bides its time, bBut, like w0lfman, sooner or later they
will fall, lucker od Sloch will withdrew from fandom ang Grennell
will repruaﬁ entirely into FAPA, 'The fire with which the hagt n o_w
burns will waver and drop. Wnen it do 8, the tremendous ‘potentinl of
the wWest Cocst will not be long in moving, All is ready now save the
cudience, ond with the avdience,.,

Lthere ore many quesiions to ask sbeut fondom on the West Coast;
but the question of lmmaiurity is not one of them}

Sl ¢ o fLITHRALULY Qit SALSY It has been noticed with some dcegree of

; cpprehension that modern science fiction
is not selling with the alecrity that it wos Supposed to do. Writers
and editors clike are being brought up with o dolt to¢ the dash of cold
water in the foce that as%onishingly low sales figures are bringing.,
The stories whidh had so fondly been locked upon as the literature of
the future ore not selling even ag the traslh of todey,

The fact that does not yel seen to have cccured to today's edi t=
ors is the most obvious ¢ne; peritaps people ore not buying because
they are not beins offered wint they want!

Modern secience fiction demonds that the Btory deals with the ine
divkdual cud his problems, ‘he cdiaracterization is o musty human ree
actions are essential; tle story must be devoited to ideas and thoughts

' (concluded page 15)
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i BOITOR'S LOTw: . thé yeors noving converted us staunchly into a e
i robid damon knight fon, the machinations which resulted 20

{ these excellent book rcviews being stolen out Titerally--f > om

- under the noge of Robert .w, Lowndes, are suitably cunning, To | ||

| our way of thinking, domon knight is one of thie two or “three | |

. really cogent anuclysts in the 's~f .game, .and it is with s om e

y small grins of clieshire-ity that we ‘give hilm to you === in fiull
‘blossom, and if euyonc deows cxception to the type of letter-

ing we used to stencil GADYLOO! sbove, we refer him to t h e
| neerest couprehensive dictionary with 0ld unglish slang in't,

Scienge liction ihinking [laghines, edited by Groff Conklin, Ven
guard, 367 Dpirey 3e50, : : g '

A labeled anthology in this field, whether it's o "best of ,,,
book or an "ideah collecction, never can be excetly wict it purports to
be, a straight slice through the field, The ontliclogist has IOt Y RE
around storics- already used or bid Tor; he has to exclude material
whici 1s too long, he sometines has 10 let o geod story be nudged out
by a wmediocre one that will give him more voriety, :

_ In the-present case, Groff Conklin hns béen obliced to ha c k
througly on.oreo alrecdy tunmneled by threc Greenlberg collections w- L
Robot, The iobot And The san, and Dobots ilave Evaails.,‘Th&;bb would
have scared me; I've Liad thc fixed izpresgion for muny years that fhare
are no good rebot stories not written by tither Asimov cr Ku t tnexr,
Yerhaps it scarcd Conklin, but he did it awyhow, ihe result is o book
that covers pretty neorly the 'whole history of the robot story, indude
ing most of its wildest errors,

' In his introduction, latecomer Conklin corredts lotecomer CGreene
berg's misconception of the word fandroid, ¥ ond malkes a beautiful ness
of his own in defining Mhaploid, ™ Iis 0illy -source, appoarently, w as
latecomer Jerxy Sohl's awful 1952 novel,

L. Ambrose Bicrcels crecpy, clanking old iloxon's Master awmw more
horror in clockwork.ticl: any wodern writer hes been oble to sguecze
into vocuum tubes., o R : ’ :

=s Carel Copek's RelUelly s L1 which tlhie coined word "roboth: Tfirst
appeared, alitliough Copelt wos telling cbout what we would now call an=
droids, This is as fresh as ever and very welcome; there's o great
deal of delightful stuff in it thot must heve~been dut clean out o'f
the one dromotic version I've seen. Conklin nus plumped it into - the
robot section, where it fits oddly: but perhops it would have bee n
€vel more conlusing in the android section, wheie it properly belongs.,

Se doldier poy, by ilichcel Shaars == interstellor wor, in stote-
lingly slmple ‘and humen tems, The rcbots ore inecidenthl,

ol 3

. B
s Walter b, uiller, Jr.'s Dumb Woiter, o brilliant piece'd worlk,
is marred by one curious snall error and o regrettably big onep {a)

the story's rovocep has a perverse design ~~-when it woants to mcke out
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a traffic ticket, it has to feed the thing into itself , stamp it in-
side, and withdraw it again, One would think the author had ne ver
seen a cash register, a%b) Miller!s main thesis, that in a technolog~
ical culture everybody ought to be a technicion, is nonsense,

e Lhe Golden Q@g, by Theodore Sturgeon (from the android section,
where it barely Tits) startes out gorgeously and develops into senti-
mental slop,

S Alan bloch's lien Are Different -~ o neat ond witty first sto=-
XYy, but I'm afraid I wisli Conklin hog ugsed rFeter Phillips! masterly
Lost idemory, instead, _

4. Clifford D, Simak!s okirmish adds nothing to liugits kechanie
gal Mice, but mansges to do it very pleasantly.

5 Read snd, by walloce liackorlane -- probably the best yet of
the stories in which everybody turns out to he o robot (er, as in this
case, an android). Unobjectionable, but awfully slight,

O¢ William Yenn's The Jegter »- mechanicolly funny,

7¢ Automatas by . Fowler Wright, Conklin has cottered the three
parts of this 1929 Story through the robot gection; put bhack together,
they ‘add up to an overdrawn and underdeveloped propdyanda piec? ag=
ainst wachines, which Wright hated with o virulence that wade it im=
possible for him to talk about thiem reasonchbly., This Victorian view
has desendod to us at tenth hand and is not rooted out vet, in Snite
of Asimov, It's instructive to see¢ what the original reesoning behind
1t was =~ Wright speaks, for eximple, of the thedty that tedinologiori

dmprovement results in increased Population as "this fallocy,!
.- 8  Sam iall, by Poul Anderson == ingenious, but totally . uncon-
vinelng in the light of the last 30 years! history,

. 94 Robert Sheruian Lowne's Proplen For Higy =~= o rather touching
little computer story full of primitive Lunon {the inventors are nomed
Manndenker and Golemachery the narrator is Jishter) and bad science,
Golemacher, incldentally, apocors to have Tour handsy  “ur, o A g
big, dry hands roving like chunky lions tlroagh the thick jungle o f
his groay holr, would riffle tirough these Le¢tiers , toseing most o f
them aside 444, " - '

10+ Sculptors Of Life, Ly Wallace wegts ‘'Inis one, from the cn-
droid scction, is o real old clestiut which I was sorry to read agning
I loved it in 1939, Anong other things, we ‘discover Westlg W1 ife
Beulptors" putiing the finishing touches on = Pair of golems em~ with

' : (coutinued next PEEE =)

10+ OF CABBAGLS abw KINGS.., by Gregg Calkine (concluded from page 13)

and. the idiosyncrasies of the protagornist, iven to the neglect of the
itself! _ Sy
S?Orycégsitf%e possible that people.ate not as interested in reading
goout the ewotionul intricasies of %l subject (which they can get,
cnywey, in any cheap pocket edition) or his ?epsogal ch;racter (ilem=
Ingway, Waltari and othiers do cxcellent Jobs,_Pr thie huwman eilenlefit
twesterns axe fine Por this)?, Cui-it be possible that readers are in-
Eerested in the scientifiic gadget? the alienncss of qther worlds? the
fascinating -regions of undreamed~of science? the thrill of Space op=
sra? the many things that gold carly science fictiqn and boosted 1 %
up Lo where 1t is now? Can i1t he possible that readers don't w ant
this pre-~digested pap that todcy's autiiors are fe¢ding themg \
Nongensel snorts the Ladiw. o ial vepartuent, It's literaturel-de-
clare Yhe writers, Kecp tryiznsi encourcce The Publishers, But nobo-
dy pays any cttention to the aegitent half~alfraid words that the scles
depertment- triecs to get iwmto ths cenversation, Perhaps,socremy,"they
are all just o 1little afraid to ligten,- ; :
VUntil they do, there willbe an Pawing of lungry writers and bare bookshelves,
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a sc.lpel, VWhy not a trowel, for god's s@ke, oY "a puair of pinking
.Saecrs?

1L, IThe Socrch, by Reymoud Z, Gallun, This one deals wit: a gui~
ded missile and wags shoehorned ing | '

12, Fritvz Leiber's Ffhe lechanical’ bride =~ the first telcscript
to apuear in . scicnce fiction anthology, II unyone cares, Gorn, well

done =~~ and beiter then Bradbury's toyings withh this theme,
C

1y &Eriec Fronk mussellls boopersug deals with a robot asgassin,
and the sloppiest paradox of the aecade, Ihe Trobot is built to Yhateh
"personal power," and after bumping off a few people discovers that it
has "personal power, " ergo must destroy itself, Gaw, Russell,: curi=-
ously enough, repeats Miller's looney design in spadess in order to
destroy itself, the robot has to punch’ a bik red button in the middle
of ite chest, . : :
_ Ry Hal Clement's aAnswer, from the computer!d sectionj I Simply
don't believe this one; 1 may e wrong, but suspect it's Lad cyber-
netics and worse human psychology.

&, lgaac Asimov's Robbie, If good robot stories not by Asimov
are rare, bad-ones he did write are rarer still: but Conklin has dug
one up, Someone will have to stop sometime and figure out the Puree
Laws of Asimovicsj it's hard to understand how a writer with his tal=
ent could have turned out a deliberate stinker like this without bust-
ing a rib. ‘“ihe story is straight out of L2sgleg--~ lousy old man a
sends’ away little girl's pet robot, girl pines, robot saves her life,
and there you are, lama is.a stereotyped bitch, papa is g boob; the
robot itself is a sentimentalized abstraction, The writing 'is awful,

4y Virtuoesg, by Ilierbert Goldstone, Ix this one, a robot becanes
a plano virtuoso overnight, Gaw agaling e

Os 'Chan wvavis'! Letter Lo sllen, ‘about o young man who goes into
a tailspin on learning lie was mode, not borm, invites comparisén with
adopted~ehild stories and falls by the sanc stupiditys if only t h e
slobs had had senge enough. to tell him the First time he agsked, there
would have been no problem, andno story, ;

- # -

wtarship Lhrouidy gpace, by L e e
Correy (241 ppey weeby) would apnean
to.be'Holt's_anSwer to ‘obert A, lein-.
lein's Scribner juvenile scrics, For-
mat and design are Similery sotxe the
backgrounds; so is the plot =~~ there
are even recognizable churnks here from.

Red Planct (ppe 15-18), farmer I lhe

Sky (p. 48), Gu . (pe 89}, Betweon

blanets (p. 99), Univerge (p, 121 Jplic
o 15 i L 5%645 and Ltor-
ne e 166,

ihe book isn't entirely bad, bor.
one thing, Correy, an enginaer, makes:

Nis specialty vivid and interesting :

for another, he has carried thie soucer v
mystery into space, such cun obviously -
good idea that I suppose st Le a st -
twenly writers are now kiclking them- .
selved for not having thought of 1 t
firsv, {

1 want to suy also that it's - hard




17 GARDYL0O! {continued)

not to feel guilty for being as severe as this on o first hovel, Iein-
lein's own first juvenile wos nothing to be broud ofs as for borrow-
ing, although I think Correy has overdone it o mile, it's damnebly dif-
ficult to avoid borrowing Ifmom Heinlein, who has so much to lend,
But this book has one overriding foult which makes me doubt that
Lorrey's second, or third, or tenth will be nuch better: Correy is half-Iiterate,
. Language and engineering are demanding and, perhaps, essentially
contradictory disciplines; again and agein in scitnce fiction we meet
the engineer who knows hig subjeect, has story=telling gifts, “ig ambi=
tious and productive; can build and service o hi=fi rig -= and has &
-.eventh-graderts underst anding of that equal

: : 1y complex instrument, the
English languege.

Correy has made the incredible mistake here, amcng others, of ex~
posing his idea of poetry: a charuclter named Wonning, who has bec n
writing a symphonic suite for (in part) "a fu1l o capella chorus, an
elec?ronic gultor section, and o theremin® is pursuaded to sing part
of his score., There are three gtanzas, of whigh the worst, by ahair
goes like this: "We wlio have tasted alien stream ’

And done what others only dream;
We who with carthedirt on our shoes
Have walked the paths the Sunbeams use;

We will trod the Lidilly -Woy
On the bagis of this gample it iy

ning is a worse poet than Lilﬁ%h.tmr%ﬁiﬁ%ﬁ %%ﬁ;%&ﬁel%@%%% g%,gy]l%nﬁ
sclence fiction that even comes near it i3 Ililton Lesserts Space~ran=
ger song, in which '"moons" is rhymed with ruins," Dut it sends Cor~
reys "L Like 1t very much," large said,
"So do I," Walt put in, "You can Sell that, Marc,?"
"Perhaps, perhaps, " Hanning said modestly, "But my
profession is astrogotion, I have this 8ideline for
relaxation., If other people enjoy ity too, I'm happy.
eoo What's money? I haove more bersonel satisfaction
than any money could possibly buy me,"
"I like your philosophy, " Walt said Sincerely,

* * %

lhe plot, which concerns the construction and maiden voyage o f
the first starship, with the two boy heroes accompanying their B 1 g
Cheese fathers, worsens steadily. In chapter 7, Correy introduces a
cat into a control~room equipped with Heinlein's proximity ° switches.
In chapter 9 there is a foolish scene when ftlie starship comes out of
"high=drive" too close¢ to Pluto: the pilot dangerously overloads the
engines to decelerate, instead of steering out of collision COUISE.,
(teminds me of lloskowitz's ships that kept banging and clashing their
woy through the asteroid belt,, And in chapter 13, about the point
where Heinlein usually injects o small and palateble dose of mystic-
lsm, Correy (if a little is good, the whole bottle is¥bettér) pivesus
thiss |

ihe starship has landed orn a Centauri blonet and found (surprisel)
people, Lescendants of a forgotten arth expedl tion, noturally, Hot
Irom Atlantis =~ that would be bad enough, but it's-out of style now,
8o this ldiot has made the Tower of Babel into a spaceship,

The theme is developed with more pilety than wit: the Centourians
Bible is just like ours up to Geh, xi, but entirely different there-
ofter, meaning that the Bobel siory had to be set down os a  running
account (“"the oldest history bodk terrestrisl man had," gsoys COXLEY ,
apparently meaning the oldest ngwspaper) and that the wrifing oﬂ 1530 =
dug ond humbers, supposed by modern scholard to have been contenporaxy
with that of Genesis, had to weiy until the babbleship hoad taken off
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and the Isroelites had gone back to their goats,

+he book is enlivened by Bill Llewellynt!s scratchy pen drawings,
which are at least preferable %o Geary's, and by the author's engine~
ering drawings of the starship Vittoria,

JL
ol

August verleth's Time To Come (Farrar, Strous and Young, 31 pp,
no price listed in my copy) offers o usaful opportunity to moralize,
not only about Derlethts shortcomings as an enthologist == about which
I've written at some length elsewhere -~ but about the doldrums 3t
which magazine scicnce fiction yresontly finds itself,

Of the volume's 12 stories, here published for the first tine,

Robert Sheclkdey's Paradige II* and Evelyn &, Smith's delightful D
are A's. Philip K, Dick's Jonts World and Clark Ashton Smith's - a
Lheoenix, of which more in a woment, are B's, The rest we- b y Baxbr
Poul Anderson, Isaac Asimov, Charles Beaunont, Arthur C, Clarke, §
Arthur J, Cox, Irving Cox, Jr,, Corl Jacobl, and Ross Roddynne, 3l

== ure irite, inconsequential, omateurish, or all three to=-
cether, :

8 lhis book might have been designed a8 armunition for those orite
ics who assert that all science fiction is ignorontly and badly writ-
tens In Arthur J, Cox's Iolec fn The Sky, for example, an amateur ose
tronomer discovers a black o Jeol in the heovens near Jupiter, We'll
pass that one, since the object turns out %o Pe illusory: but whenhe
reports the discovery, o professional astronomer's reactions are a g
follows: (1) before lookings #Itlg probably o meteor," (2) after
looking: "“I'd guess it has o mass four or five times that of Jupiter
itself,,." A second professional astronomer, also after one look, com-
ments that "It is a tremendous massy, and 1t is moving in an arbit that
crosses Jupiter's," Gaw! '

In Keeper of the Dream Chorles Decumont shows an entire ignarance
of his subject, scientific inguiry, and ludicrously misinterprets his
own fantastic data, Carl Jacobi's The white Fiunnacle tokeg plage o n
an asteroid with breathable atmosphere, Liarth~nomaol gravity, vegetoe
vion, and native inhabitants (are you listening, Lord?). The major
premise of Clark Ashton Smith's ig an impossible condition of the sun,

fhe last two stories are period pieces: they seem to me %o he~
long on the gray paper of the 30's Wonder Gigmies, with blurred Paoul
illustrations, Jeacobi's is a preposterous forrago of unexplained and
unconnected creepy doings on a mysterious plenetoid; But Smith's i s
gomething else again,

It tokes ploce in that some never-never land where the universe
beyond Larth is whatever the author happens to' feel like calling i t.
Viewed in terms of modern science .fiction, it malkes no more sense than
the Jacobl: Dbut it means sometlfiing, It hos sanething to say abou
love-and-deathy 1t does somethiing to the reader, doesn't simply pass
through him like beets through a baby,

By “making sense," I meon telling a coherent stcry frow one end
to the other, without neurotio logic or kindergarten physics., lodern
science fiction doesn't even do this often enouch; itts unhappily true
that most current science fiction stories neitlier make sense nor mean
cything; but it ocours to me that as long as we'lre agking, we mnay

as well ask for what we really want ~= the story, now nearly extincet,
which does both,
THE L XD

* Sheckley's, incidentally, brilliantly Supplies the one major
factor that's been lacking in his worlk; this, I think, is the first
sheckley story with people in it, -== dawcn knighi
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A ROCKET'S A JOLLY OLD TilING

¢ h rocket's a jolly old thing, tre la
With its nose pointing out to the stars.,
Of the conquest of spoge do I sing, tra la,
The thundering jets on the wing, tra la,
Off in space, in a rage out to Marss
through the night, in a flight out to ilars,

CIORUS:

It!'s couing -« we know
that tomorrow will bring

The verification of
whereol we 8ing:

Tra la~lao-la la=-chl

Tra lo-=la=la la-~chi}

A rocket's a jolly old
thing,

Ifra la=lo=~la la-aohl
Tra la~la~la la=-ahl

A rocket's a jolly ocld
thing!!

O I know what I'm talk-
ing about, tra la;
ly opinion rztes
higher thon most,
I'm the tops in ny field
without doubt, tra 1la,
Since my series on space
flight came out, tra la,
In the Saturday
Lvening Postl

In the Saturdey Lvening Fost)

But in spite of it all I can sy that I've found
It's a damn sight more prudent to gtay on the ground!

Lra la=la~lo lo~ahi Tro lomla=la la=ohf

Ifro lo=la=la la=ch Tra lo-lo=la la=chi§!

More prudent to stay on More prudent to stay on
the ground, the ground!

m===e= Julian Moy Dikty

EDITORIAL NOTx: +the space balloads herein oontained are comprised i n

the nain of fthose sung by Judy Dikty at the Chicago
Convention in 1952, token from a satire operctte entitled "The Son of
The Thing" which was presented by the Chigago group privately. The
complete words for Sturgeon's “Thunder And losesY come to us through
the courtesy of New York's Ind, Scng Writer's 4uaxgy, The Budrys is a ning
rejected from every crudzine in the lana, and the Cogswell and Econamm
pieces were all done especially for this section, Comments!! ,....he



THUNDER AMD ROSES S|}
Lheodore Sturgeon

when you gave me your heart you gave me the world,
fou gave me the night and the doy

And thunder and roses and sweet greer grags

The sea and soft wet cloy. _

I drenk the dawn from a golden cup, from o silyer
, one tihe dork,

Ihe steed I gode was the wild west wind
My song wog the brook and the lork, &
‘With thunde® [ smote the evil of eorth \ A7
with roges I‘won the right A
With the ses I washed ond with ooy I built
And the wordld was o ploce of light bl
4nd the wordd was o place of light,

TITwWILLOW 4 /-

In an orbit round Soturn o spoce~cruiser spudfy
' -0 willow, tit-willow, tit-willow,

and the spoceman within sat ond wept with his cully

, 0 willow, tit-willow, titewillows :

"Is it alien discase perms?" the rodic. soidy

"O0ran engram thot soys you should shoot yourseZ ck

9 He replicd with a tear ond a shoke of nDE® heady
"0 willow, tit=willow, Titewillowe®" -

O he loved @ fair Martian, her skinaas pale rreensd

| As the willow, tit-willowy. fit-willow,

With & framsperent' spacesuit and criored poitrines
' 0 wild titewillow, titewillow, g
But one doy wl monster popped out of his loim,

th o parclyzed herror-gtruck stope,

wimpudence drogged her off vy t

illow, titewillow, :

weggue with rockdts aesmoke, s
;  Crying, k| y tit-willow, tif~willowe " 4
But, alasy, in the Battle his bifOGa}s broke, 7

! O willew, tifswillow, tit~willow,

With his gmu he @enfronted o pretty problenms
Which ome was the /monster ond whish one the ferme?

ﬁe_apr&ﬁ@;ﬁo

|« and he ghot the fair maiden pnd rescued the bem!

0 willow, #it-willow, tit-willow,

I

gead? "

wd=mmm  JULIAN LAY DIKTY

24

EDITOR'S WOLH: with' abundent agologies to ilessra, " Gilbert and Sulle |
l ivan, spoce-~farers of notey "vho are probadly whirling like tops..he |
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LORD OF THE QUT-WORLD RAIDERS FROM THE \
MAGELLANIC DEATH-CLOUD  /

/ WG =N A\LQ'S "JKBUDRYS AG A

On a cold and bitter day,

On a planet far away~- _ AN
Cireling closely on an incandesant stare-
There was born through pain and anguish |
One, who, not content to languish, £
Ralsed the banner of rebellion,

Vo you recognize the helliong—w

Yes, our hero is the doughty Malomart

Noew spin me a song of galactic EWay~m
But how did this character get that way?

Born of parents poor but proud,

One with all the comuion crowdee

But withal a glint of fire in his Ey Emm
Nurtured by determination.

To return his siekly nation .

Lo its former heights of glory

though the method might be BOTY =~ :

"Ihis I'1l do," quoth lHalomar, "or bravely dieln

How tell me a tale of planets aflomgee
but where the hell is the gorgeous dame9

0f fair women there are two,

With their skin seductive bluee= :

guite a bit of which their garments plainly show=e
One of these is virtuous Suita = . 7 ‘

And the other wicked Lleeta,

And the first with virginly sigh .

Seeks to'raise our hero highe=

While the lalter does her best to.legy him low

Sing on with your ballad of vasty deepfe--
dor Christ's sake bring on the villianous ereeps!

The villians cold and bitter, 3

Spawn thirty to the litter-- A
wWhich is not the contradiction it would seems=-
Capture Malomar's fair Suita, ;
bruise her, question lLer, and beat her

Li1l she spills where hero's hiding

~=distant not an hour's hard ridinge=

Lhereby ending Melomar's fantastic dream.

And that, fair reader, is how I closem~
Thirty to one~-you contt beat odds like thosel”
i * ‘iﬂ-:_lﬂﬂ AJ



LOVE \HAS

The day will ocome, A=DOlEb Ve R

When lovers will “be s . Ain'j’j}ﬁbth % B0t
'Neath alien suns \ X And it¥ ;;};].ay m@q it
Of other worlds N 38 W7 :

-~ A
4 Jugt ¥
N #e(_»,r

Where man hias made new lan

0 tell me pray, BN
When comes that day
And Barth is far behind themn,
Will then that star REX i/
Be much too far =
Away for love to fi/,,d them?
321 v

[ adsam .,

N

.Tho’;_.;gh Iim ¢
/.'\‘,Q{;.Lh%ﬁe futur?-
/Enow swe ! 147

l ‘icu AN ¥

L ¥NGot Radigtion blueb. /
N '\~\\ ~.\) Z }/‘

WieRn \ th'e sun went down lost e

7

That we a giﬁf;p&&/
Of new horizons
fhey will faoce,

Yis mor
Lthese lovers of tomorrow,

s et e

i
H

|

|

Though fer from arth

And far from moon '

I know that they'll di scover
No space is deep

\' J 1-.'-'..:"
: '}&fk‘*@.,f’vﬁa‘dwﬂﬁ

Anougi to keep ' Bogsne
A women from her lover. : Think:

— ——— . -

(Repeat chorus) Lngine
! OnL hile

<&,

mm==m Julian Moy Dikty

A e
o :
LOLTOR'S NOTH: the hand-keylbbled notation beFars

the begimnipg of "Love Has Wings'.>
which Judy llay Dikty wanted preserved, I{‘* imagine,
read, "...men sing cbout the depths of sipace, but =
women have their songs, too." A fitting Bote with
whidi to conclude this segtion, To our W& of knote :
lng, this is the first atiempt at such a}g@@}ee/bﬁ,
ladry section in any scieree fiction mebd;ﬁﬂ‘a’a’/ﬁk%;ﬁ
think the work herein expgded was of a t el [
lent nature and we reques$ your opinions héArtily,

the [detydrationts set fn
SNEN Al Y
X @\gp&g\ etl no edge n,// /}’z/;»,
\, X 2:4 / :
I we ,-;wallci\n.g through' the park,

. tihem busked streetlights

¥ Barber,
e Smoll prayer,

o

o
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LINT "'J<Ou\ ,-\\f INTE

thok, guy losks Lk martin |

WITH - HIS CQLU/\/\N
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Deaxr Horxlan:

sselhie coluwnn is sort of big this time——if it!s too big you have mn y
permission to cut out “Going Underground®; you have ny permission to
double~coluun item 4, though it thereby loses that freeversey swing—
but you goddem well let that goddam poem alonel

feason for the delay on this stuff is that I've been away from
civilization Lor awhile, (well, not too far oway from it-=gpent some
time camping ot Lake urie State Park, where they hove lavatories, ga-
rboge-cans and a hotdog stand, and, if you're still feeling too rus-
tic you can walk into Brocton for o movie, tho! as o mat¥er ol "Tact
that trip to Lrocton was the nost rustic part of the whole affair, Broc-
ton is o very rustic place itself—I was holfwsy into——get this (what
& sneaky way to fix up that moarging)e=holfwey into the business Sece=
tion before I knew we'd arrivedy The theatre was smaller than t h e
winter Garden in Fredonia, which I had alweys thought to be Pr ettty
little. But this was prectically home moviea, I forgot to glance at
their license to check this, but I doubt if the Place had as many as
<00 seals~-~ But I do run on don't I%) Aywoy, having returned £ rom
the wildernesse——to get on with my explenation.of lateness, I t h en
broke my crm, It promptly wrew baek on, but uneanwhile I had worried
uyself into & nervous.breckdown, but fortunately I work better %t hat
WoYe 50 here ii iS. .6 Coming to OTIWNSIOLS: ... I'11 just say that
I enjoyed it iumensely and wiX¥l be eagerly wolting the next issue, on
account of ny coluun is in it., In about 5 minutes CBC Wednesdoy night
will present dawhide's Tibetan broadeast and this I must hear.,”. Dr.
Sarcophagus will talk on Tibeton life and show lantern slides (over
the radio), lLary wollstoneecraft will exploin Tibet from a woman's
point of view, ond then aos a clinox == these domn margins-~Lost Hor-
izon will be dramatized, All kinds of mod goingse-on, It worms ny
ghoulish hecrt to know thot old lowhide will Dbe back with us regular-
ly comes Septeiber, But the moment is come~I nust go=-~ond if . this
letter has scened o trifle distracted, it is because it was composed
while the writer Had one ear tuned to adith Jitwell's Foacodee—I g0

LOITORYS NOLs see? Whot'd I tell you? ALl written in a
wost horrible blurred typescript on dozens

of small pieces of brown poper, ALl in one monstrous pars
: ; : agraph., And

Koo o e g . i 4, who ever in
L=~ N\ “ AFSy EUT IR the world

i IAVEYN . A .WVE*'V'f“.jﬁ-‘ T g 80 has heard &
N N T e rodio prog-
rom  colled
S N P TNRSN T "Rewhide's Ti-
AR e e, bet?" except

" R o Vo JisTEd IEhY < T
is just un=
canny. But
~ i ¢ here!s the
o R e : St column, any=-
i one & ne? Py : ¥ i i ;l : : i h.OW. o4 .118

B

WAL HROM AN INL.SIMIGHUL'S  auldy~BUTTON

by daVibd LnGlish (sEGiext 1) e
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vos Unzulangliclie, H 7 NN y
Hier wird!s Lreigniss; ]J bk N
ves Unbeschreibliche, ; =N
Hier ist es gethon; i f
Uos wwlg-weibliche K Bal el
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4¢ ‘ feer. for wy life should a 5”;5 W?Q?
\ WOLiOn Cokie near lie, ! o
ﬁ\\ Ll i ——Robert Jurton Ykt s
Cukdcyte Loniotsy (quoted by or. iKeller)

' ; (erticolars, var

bo mllison sends me a mimeo'd sheet on which is checked "b) send
me your column AL ONCI;iH All is as he wrote it; he even dares 1t o
raise his voice at me in capitals and exclamation points., 8o here I
am, feeling lousy, feeling lower than a pissmire with rheumatismg here
I am in this state and Harlan asks me to be witty., "Be witty, ¥ h e
says, "laugh and cut up and draw your crazy pictures over which I near
to toss my cookies, and write your innervating column!{" he seysy (in
effect)., lieanwhile I contemplate a philosophical piece on the (imag~
ined) unworthiness of woman ond the insufficiency of man (meaning me).

(How mucii better were the world if lalre Ladye could be won by a
strong right am and a trusty sword, as in days of elds  instead. i't
would appear wetter to be able to make love amusingly. I can't do ei=-
ther, I can't do a god damm thing,)

Anyway, here'!s the kind of column that get's written when one's
in this state, It's composed mostly (i.e., entirely) of bits a n d
pleces I found whilst pawing around in my desk for want of something
better to do,

LoOUGH Saii!s OF ISN'T TO HAVES QF NOT: (This comes from the

period [Mot so long
ago either] when I was employed as a pinsticker at Central
Lanes, One evening lerry ocell and I stouped at Candyland for
a coke end this incident ensued, Since then I've written the
piece up twice as a composition for my English class, and fi=-
nally used it on the exam [I got a 94], 3ut the pleasure of
reading it shouldn't go only to kinglish teachers, so, lucky
youl you now have that opportunity.)

SHROUGH SAuES O ISN'T To HATWS OF NOTs

Harry aud I were sitting in Candyland, Jjust killing a few  min-
utes until it was time to gp to work, I think he was trying to kill
ne, He kept pouring coffee and cream and flipping cigaret ashes into
wy coke, for which he had rothing but contempt,

Lo distract him from whis unappetizing business I told him  how
I1'd once saved o man from fiexry death on the fourth floor of a blazing
building, I'd hoad him tie a rope around his waist and had pulled him
down. (So it's liork Twain's story, so kill mel)

soorn we were swapping tall tales, liostly they were pretty unine
spired, tho! L did get off za good one zbout a transAtlantic bridge,
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which, unfeortunately, the Germans had destroyed .
i But then Horry looked at me with his
strange eyes and saids;

-1 wag on. the laolze, fishing, see,.,.,when

- I see thig thing swiiming towards my boat, It

was biges.ral bigi..{he indicated a length o f

. perhaps forty feet)..,and I was scared. It was

80...80 goddam queer. 4Anyways, here's th is

'+ { +thing coming on like Ganghbusters, and here's me

praoying and swearing ond trying to think whe-

ther to jump out of the boat,..or... But any-

.. ways, just ws it's about to run into me, it ups

- end flies away, laaving me rocking in py boat

and scared ag hell,,,.usybe it was a hallucina-
Ytion, but, jesust,.. - _

An icy wihd-from secross a thousand mniles
of arctic wasteland Blew over me, It wasn't
the gilly. story, so nuch as the utterly sincers
way he told it, and the fact that he didn't read
science fiction, and, woybe too, his for Christ's
sake sirange cyes, Vigions of fabulous wonders,
the beast of the Apocclypse, lortean whimsies

\ and the horrors thot twentieth century science

far cecil
'Algt'rp bl {

W
reveals swarmed in Ly foeverish bwine  In . -
Koflka's words, VI got on insight into,
the cold space of our world," 74
~~Lo wonder his eyes are strange,
I thought, | -
= sesWiot--what did it look like ?
I had to ask,
—Like warilyn lionroe.,
the mood passed, the ‘strongeness
fled, I was returned to Candylend, and
the necessity of going to work in five
wimutes, and my nauseating coke n g w
worm in my hend..,

GOLLG UNLSJGUOUID: (I don't khow whglb

' this next is, s 4
found it anong uy love poems, but i1
isn't o love poem; it probably sot pub
in there because 1t was onthe s o m ¢
size (85" x 8.%) sheet as I- usually

write love poet on, DBut here it ieg,.
hot frum Ehg duﬁgheap,,s%raigﬁ% éf&th

GOING UNDK.GiQULD; :

"1 have decided to 'go under =
ground, '" he declared, "I shall rent ' (synqakomic) i & ér
e quiet roown over (concluded puge 53) i

QymPkon£7Uf LR
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\ heading by Jack Harness

o . IHE SCILNCE~FICTION
SUBTRLASURY by Wil-
son Tucker

reviewed by Ellison

W=
ﬁizgéﬁxkk As I recall,it
4 was The Year of Our
HARVESS N N Lord 195C when Imet
: a well-coordinated,
creweut lad who mag-
queraded under the name "Bob Tucker." This 'Yucker fellow, it turped
out, was a fan of long standing (and for Tucker, standing was a dig-
tinct effort) and author of some miniscule stature-~-having benned ary
nuaber of intriguing mysteries,

ohortly thereafter ilr, Tucker chose the Jine of least resistance
and began writing science fiction novels, Occasionally a short story
would appear in one of the megoezines by him, but by and large only an
ever=increasing barrage of his longer work confrented us,

Until now, that is, ' .

You see, lucker has Just come forth with quite a book. In't h e
usual spirit of sodden frivolity'impregnating his gtories, Wilson and/
Or Bob Tucker has labeled his first collection of short stories "The
oel ence=liction subtreasury," And sz betiter keynote to the mad doings
included could not be found,

Ten stories, ranging from the very Srodbury-ish "The Street Welk-
ert %o the shaggily-haired pun "The kountaineer,n Lach one a dilly.,

Tucker tells a Story simply, His language is unaffectated, his
meanirgs clear, his presentation one of extrene simplicity, 1In fact,
cften %00 simple, Characterization and g Spark of "full-blowness" are
too offen lacking, His stories seem to be g;most‘excellent, and yet,
not quite. ‘“the feeling, I rathﬁr'imagine,‘comes from the ract that
fucker learned one of the two pillars of writing~=--tight plotting~-~-
befcre ne learned the other, cheracterization and padding,

But don't let Uis insignificant bit of Viewing-with-alarm deter
you, Buy the thing! It's g three-ring cireus of 8B humozr, o

There are stories about wild women roeuling the ranges of Mars,a
men with an encyclopedia dated two years in the future, a gentleman
who thought he could wallk between atoms, and o host of others, t o0 o

a5

’
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diverse for explanation. : ote

fuckerts ability to step up to the old tried-and-~true.cliches of
science fiction, say, "To hell with youl" wnd then give them a heclthy
kick in the cliops is a beautiful thing to observe. 4s in his wonder-
tully wacky "Howe Is where The Wreek Is," where we hove an incompetant
space cgptain who would be declered the block shcep of any Captein Fu-
ture's family,

I can't recommend this book strongly enough, It heppily gives a
gsomething to the field that even.practicioners of humourous s-f have=-
n't been able t6 present, In the Subtreasury Tucker has hit a winner-
and=a~haolf,

BLALN WaVE by Poul Andexson . reviewed by HARLAN BLLLISON

Sarth hos been submerged in o stellar "inhibitor field" which hnos
retarded the intelligence of everly living creature, Through the nor-
mal process of Galactic Frogression, the Soler System moves. out of the
field, shooting intellccts to fontastic heigiits, The moron's IQ e
gins <t 150 and the genius is untistoble, b

this is- the premise Foul Andersorn hes chosen for his first adult
nevel, Though in many woys a reverding volwme, and oaduircbly execut-
ed, this reviewer is forced to conclude thot Foul has not done the job
100 well, ' _ U
. With a8 basically an interesting situction ag Anderson hag s e t
up, there should have becn more warnmth and huwuenity in the story. But
efter the rewarkobly excellent first half, dealing compassi onayely with
the blunders of han and his inferiors to cope with the problem of jin-
creased intelligence, it deteriorated rapicly into a philoscphical po-
lembic, the Ig (Interest wuotient) dropping Lo ,40!

lhe book suffers from no central charceter, 4Anderson has abtempt-
ed to meke lucn the hero, but os in so nay other cases where this hag
been proposed, the idea is too great to b o cxecuted on such o flinsy
framework. ‘(he protogonists liuc up---Peter Corinth, archie breck, Tew
1lix dandelboum, etc,--~and toke eltornating swots at coch otlicr to see
who will be the leading chorscter, As o rosulty thiey 2ll wind up thou-
rougily exhousted wnd no bne the WERIEp ;A A% EL ;

In this hunble opinion, might hove been imacasurably enhanced by
turning the story over to the cnimels (suci as the opes who, in Afri-
ca, joln the liau-mau in revalt) -and stiowin low they rrogressed, The
"wild blue yonder™ in which Andcrson indufees neor the end, sendingc
his Homo Superiors off into the sly, cboadoning iarth to the mcrons,
going off to found a galoctic Co-0p sgster. or sonesuch, leoves me just
o bit deflated, From o bagically homily ond smellesccle broposition,
which declt with in o like foshion woild hove created a worlk of lost-
ing character, Poul has dragged in o wealth of nish-10sh, cluttering
Broin Wave to o point wherc .11 merik has been subnerged,

4n interesting sclution out of ihe multitudes awilable to solve
tlie problem of whot would hoppen ghoyld liont'sg Ig¢ inorease stogeeringly .
l;nfortung.tel?! we don't ocppear fc be in thiot Best Of 411 Fossible Un-
lVerses in wiildl Foul Anderson weote the boolk with the best possible
solution,

4% oy robe, the 1950ts will asgurcdly be known as the Irn When
anderscn Lictured,

BORN Luausk by J.JL, HeIntosk reviewed by AINDRE NORTON

Iwo parties of survivors flee o Terrs engaged in the death throes
of a finel atomic conflict, Yehrs loter the second genercticn of both

porties mect in o struggle whid Ls not only Physical, but also mental

——
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and ethical, ihie static civilization of one (clready chollenged by its
own youth?lstands up agoinst the totalitarion stote developed by the
later refugees who are Colonizing a neighboring blanet, Mr, lcIntosh
is 50 eager to underline the inherent evil in both ways of life that

the cction suffers ot times, However the conflict within confliet is
well-handled,

SAOWXLALWS IN THE SUN edited by W, Paul Gonley === SSR Pube-
lications, 119 ward noad, North Tonawande, Ii,Y, reviewed
by HARLAN ELLISON

amateur in scope and bresentation appenrs to be the wotchword of
this little voluwe, containing science fantosy poetry., For the most
poxrt over-prelentious, ponderoug and often Just everyday bad, the ede
itor has tried to salvage from fon rarks staggeringly sterile in peet-
ic craft or ingenuity, a few bearls, dropped by some swine, nore ccute
than most,

Of the 22 bits of verse herein, we found most striking PRICE O T
A DREAM Dy Noreen Kone Folasen, the preface by the editor=-~=-which is
for ond awoy the nost Judicious and entertaining o bit of critic~ glome
wing I have seen in soume tine, and the poem PAINTER by Poul Ganley une
der his pointless pennane of Loby bucne, PAINILR is o tribute to a
fine, cleor wind, It deserved to wind up in eitlier The Partisan Rgm~
Yiew or ihe ley Yorker, i A

the less said for the illustrations by Nency: shore, the riore merc 1ful,

In essence, o rother scrubby field of slhunlk cabbage with two or
three sunflowers poking their delight ful hecds forth,

This LIG.WS IN THl SKY ARl STARS by Fredriec Brown  reviewed
by AWDRE NORT QN

an excellent charocter study of a wmen obsessed by space, who i s
willing to fight for a future of exploration lie has long visuzlizede-
either opehly or undercover, iiox andrews, o rocket rnech, determined
to be in the first expedition to Juplter provides o very reclhero and
the story closely approaches Heinlein's technique in the detoiled pic=
ture of everyday life in the not-tco~distant future, Recormended.

LING Faon Aw IWTLLLWKCAULYS SULLY-BUTLION (concluded from page 30)

a brothel, and stoy there for as long as necessary, Of nighis I shall
recd the thegoyved-uite cud otier buoks of Indlam'phllosophyg ?f ;fter-
noons I shall lounge about in o chartreuse dress%ng gowit, }1scenﬁng'to
tlie jozz LJ's on the local radio station., On this next I neve not quite
decided, but I think I shall exist upon ice cresmw and sloe gin~--butter=-
scotcir Lce creom,™ :

I througnt his plan:such an excellent one that I gladly lent money
for the roomxrent of the first week,

FO: VL. Anw GQOUBYL:  (wWhieh is, I puess, o nrouer note onm which
tovend this coluumn., I'11 troke this CPDOLr=

tunity to sliy in the following bit ox goetry,_one of t}mzﬂﬂ{poaug
of mine, of wilely 1 tui geluinely fond, Lou 10y not pet & QJM?Cc
vto reed iv thol'; dowlon ey ciod it out vuder pretepee of conser-
ving soice,  Le gemerally tolkes o preti snotty attitude tgw%rd
my poetic efforts auywey. The last betel I sent Linyas ‘oonfeininge
he decply moving “Whe Old ian, ' he chervcterized og “shit, RS §
Yehit. ) LdIT0 s WOWlse  for such foul Language, obviously
beneatih the dignity of the editor of o stoid periedical. of this
sort, I should cut his shitty poem, but it's on poge 34s  seseahie
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MHS G MILLEVIUM by Fritz Leiber reviewed by ELLISON

An unepproachable facility in drawing stronge cultures is allthat
saved this wildly=-plotted mélanae. Leiberts plot was a psycho cose,

In this previously unpublished novel the writing is Bernord Shaow
-mooth ond so laden with ninutice of Leiberts culture, it is z verite
able wonderlond for the recder, But the plot wanders in and out i n
such o confusing couplexity, golng three wuys ot once, I find it dif=
ficult to sgy whether I liked it or rot, I Ghink I did, but don't be
taking any lorge bets on it, .

Yor «ll the incongruencies of the skeleton, the meat is still
there in the wey Leiber paints his world, A world of mnele=female
wrestling, off-the=boson dresses & 1a Diop 1955, scles robots, 4 1 1
Pleasures Amusenent Park ("IIIiD WIILuNIUL Lo dLLSE 1000 FEET OF FRug
FALL! RBCQuuED KISSS AND HUGSE  Cuddle your favorite star, Better
than Haondies, YOULR WMIWD CLiartu IN THN MINUTESY THROW ROCKS AT GLA=
MO GInLol ete,"), Federal Bureou of Loyolty, Stun~Gun cocktails and
a nultitude of others, ecclhi one J_o;_}'icu,lly fitting into the overall and
highly~terrifying scheme, ILeiber is too good o prophet for coufort,

the plot is o tenuous, sort ¢f futuristic lialtese Ialcon thing
Tevolving around g Strange green cat with the power of love and £00d0-
will, .nd the gyrations of "others" as they try to lay honds on  soid
cat. "Othexs" consists of a nuscle=-bound feucle wrestler named Juno,
& pair of wacky "intellekchuls" with a Baste-worship conplex, a satyr-
footed beauty nome of uytie do Silva, ond o whole crew of fagcinoting
personalities, oll rusiiing hither and yon for inexplicable reasons,

the hero, it oppecrs upon rewiniscing, wos the one dull point of
the whole bookr~=g slngularly inept character, ill-drawn and pallid
before the sparkle from the rest of Leiber's nmod cast,

The plot starts, stops, baocks up, and in oll gives a perforucnce
worthy of iodel "', Bui for oll thot it ie rich in fun and sadistic
entertaimaent, UThe sex is tlhere ond the Spillane influence, too, but
for sone odd reason, when nll slung together, it makes one hell of an
interesting laoyout., Be kind enough not to osk why,

COSTIGAL'S NELDLE by Jerry Sohl reviewed by ANDRE NORTON

4 serial worlds tole with o new twist and
some honest huwaor. oOr, winfield Costigan wag
attenpting te build a nochine whieclhh would: pud —_—l
forward the diagnostie section of wmedical gsciw :
ence « hundred years, What he produced was 4 Gk S anoui S |
gateway into o kindred but uninhebited Terrs, L0 UT 15
ond fate provided the new world with an odd ags  Ald has fo
sortment of involuntary pionecrs, An excellent REAEES
hendling of a now well~known theme, with good 23 .
characterization and action, : 1%

pON )
o
=

THE WHITE WIDOwS by, Sam Merwin, Jr. ' Ve ‘N
reviewed by ANDRE WNOLACQON Snre,

So there are apents auong us again-~-dcods Wes LOvE~Sgstudiing
1y fewale wients who want to make the warld safe  forever an LV
by doing awoy with the male sex entirely, Angd
& young chenlst, Larry Finlay, stunbling on & sev1a €engiic
few clues to the truth, findg (continued=~=
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himself in the middle of a viecious if undeclared and_sec?et wary Not,
unfortunately, up to the standard set by lir, Ilerwin in his 1951 offer-

ing, House Of many worlds,

BRI CANVLES by Monning Coles' reviewed by ANDRE NORTON

Ihe two expert writers of spy stories, who combine their outstande
ing talents under the penname of Miamning Coles, " have comne up with a
fontesy which is strictly out of this world-~though the action is laid
in modern Paris, DBack in 1870 some Prussian invaders were unwise e-
nough to shoot out of hand James Latimer of ungland and his cousin
Charles Latimer, late of the Confederate ary, who were disploying sawe
ild interest in Louis Napoleon's bodly-manoged war, And in 19583 the
two Latimers regain corporeal shiapes for o space to bedevil a section
of the rfrench underworld and the national tourist industry, Written
with tongue in cheek but excellent gport all around, Doubleday.

SPACKTRALLS SERIES edited by Ken J, Krueger available from
Pegasus Publications in association with shroud Publishers,
819 bMichigan Avenue, Buffalo, N, Y,
reviewed by ANDRE NORTON

buaber Ones TFRISON PLaliT by Wilson Tucker

An outlawed Centauriaon pilot brings a ship to Earth on a rescue

rission which means his own death,
Nuaber Two: T FLsSH LATGURS by Basil Wells

adventures of o Terran space-wrecked on o Planet of cannibalsg,
Number Three: DISEASK PLANST by David uwnglish

Doomed Tirst expedition to liars--nen overcore by strange diseases.
Number Four: DAHK LVOLUTION by Welt Klein

hurderer caught in his own web-=horror tole, :
All of these oxre dd stinctly aucteur offerings, interesting only to colw
lectors of semi-professional moterial, Nusber Five, TILi OLD ONE b y
W, Paul Ganley, hoas also been received, in o sgouewhot more pleasing &
legible foriict than the preceding, with the exception of Number One.

LOVECRAFT'S SuLuCTED LOUAY BmeVolumes 1 ond 2weodited by George
Wetzel oaveailable from S8» Publications, 119 Ward Road, .
lonawanda, i,Y, reviewed by AiDidy NORTON

Volume One conteins: ;
Foetry ond the Gods (story), Idealisn and Materialism, A Confes-
Sion of Unfaith, and Wietscheism ond Realisri.
Voluwie Two contalnss
fhe btreet (story), A Desgent To Avernug, The Brief Autobiogro-—
phy of on Inconsequential Seribbler, Anglo~Saxondon, Revolution-
ary iythology, The Trip of Theobald, and "he Alchenist (stoxy).
bits and patches of Lovecraft's writing reprinted from various omcteur
Journals and papers. They reveal the odditics, Anglophile leanings
and antiquorion interests of this author, Though neatly and hendsore-
1y presented, of interest to one who colleots ALL of Lovecraft, b u t
with little peneral appead.

L PLURISUS UNICORW by Yheodors Sturgeon reviewed by LILISON

1 wleh it were possible to add laurels to the pile heaped on Ted
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Sturgeon by Groff Conklin in his "Essay On Sturgeon," in phe volume at
hand. Such further shouting, however, would not only be inconsequen=
tial-~=it would be inpertinent Tl

sut as for aos thﬁt (0ES, impertinence appears to be called forin
this case, As Conklin ventures, "You don't reod these gtories, they
happen to you." A4And God protect usg, that is exagt%y what happeng, In
the thirteen stories under the title & Pluribus Unigprp con be found
characterization and alcheny, emcticn and elation, terror apd talent,
fantasy and faith, 4 book to heecome a cornerstone of any library, not
merely one of science fiction! Never before in the field has there
been such a tolent as Sturgeon,

His "lhe Silken-Swift" is o deeply noving story of people react=
ing to the stimuli of thelr own personalities, It is o porable for
woderns, Set in a fairyland background it calmly delineates the etw

-ernal struggle between bad and good as they fight for the soul of mor-
tal man, ' '

"The Profesgsorts Teddy~Beax" is a #terrifying study in duality, as
a man sees hig future while he is a baby, presaging evil and death for
people not yet born; ‘"Biancals Honds" is o touching story of love.
Love as strange as anything Kroft-Ebbing might hove envisioned, T hoe
beautiful "A Saucer of Lonelinegs® will sell you~=~not scicentifically,
but emotionally. A4 story of such profound insight and deep convic—
tien, no one can hope to redd it without o tear emerging., And so on
down the line through that masterful tole of jazz-men and strange com=
pulsions "wie, Maestro, viel" to the weird little opus of the man whose
brother lived within his chest, Y“Cellmate," _

Calculated studies in mood are Sturgeon's wares. '4nd he has mar-
keted them impeccably, But with the mood the plot stands timber-strang
with the strength of a man who knows how 1o write, Zord! if you read
nothing else this year, get B g%gribgg Unicgoime Sturgeon no  longer
writes the gimmick-fantasy of "esterday wos ronday® but he hag taken
his gimmicks and clothed them differently, rendering to them an ap-
peapances as different from their old selves os Beau Brummel from Wil-
iy the Tramp, i ' ‘

The poges contaoin liquid magic, The print oozes adrenalin, Take
o chance, speed up your heartbeat, feel the surge of blood in yoeur
temples, experience Sturgeon at his flawlegs finest. :

THE SINISTRR HESEARCHES OF C,P, RANSON by H. Nearing, Jr,
- - - reviewed by AIDRE NORYON : ; '

f Those who have kiugwn Professor Cleag#h.?enn Ransom from his pre=-
vious oppeorances in Ihe liagozine of Tanbasy ond Sgience Fiction wil
greet this expanded version of his sufferiggs for science with.unqiki
Joy. wnether he is giving advice to love-lorn Lartians via the fourth
d;menglon or turning rais green, the goof Professor is right in there
pitching., And pitching, in one tale, rather remarkobly., But a second
VOLume must be offered us in which Ranschn gspapes the horrible fate
walting him on the last poge of thise=-it is unfair to all researghers]

A MIHROR FOR OBSERVERS by Edgar Pangborn reviewed by N SRTON

Infiritely o better volume than the firs§ Pangborn novel, West of
the Sun, this is another "agentg among us" toles But the guiet, med-
itative siyle used by the lMartian kilmis in hi¢ reports to hig superior
provide not only o sense of reallsm but gquality writing to revive a
tine-worn pﬁot. 4lmis, the Observer, armed with o bronze mirror from
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ancient Crete, and his helief in the potential wvalue of human beings,
goes to war with the Abdicator Namir, who is ¢onvinced of the neces-
sity for the complete destruction of the human race, for the soul of
a small boy who has within him the qualities of great leadership. The
hidden war covers nine hectic years and ends in complete victory for
one of the concealed antagonists, , Very good indeed,

ANOTHER SPACE, ANOTHER TIME by H.J, Campbell available from
Homilton & Co., London, Ingland reviewed by ANDRE NORTON

This offering by the editor of Ingland's Authentic Science Iic-
fiop is in the alien invasion setting, The plot and style are remin~
iscent of whot intrigued American readers obout twenty years ago, A
scientist ag “mad" as the best of them opens a doorway between univer-
ses in different dimensions ond admits to this world some unpleasant
turtle-~cum~gnake individuals who harbor mogst Slnister designs on man-
kind with, of course, a Lensman-~type hero and heroine to bring such
pians to naught. The whole volwue ig quite doted when compared t o
such contemporary offerings as Mirror For Obseryverg, reviewed above,

THE BEXPLORERS by C.lM, kormbluth reviewed by IARLAN LLLISON

Rather than prattling about what science fiction should be, one
of the most talented of the contemporary SF authors-shows us., Brilli-
antly, deftly, originally,

Included in this latest of the Ballantine originals are nine sto~
ries of which six are magnificent, two cre merely excellent, and ono,
the first story Kornbluth ewer wrote (at the oage of fifteen), Miirteen
0'Clock, " is rather inept and c¢hildish in the light of his later work.

Here the real scintillance of Cyril Kormbluth's style comes farth,
with all the impoct and ferocity, wifh all the humor and  ingemuity,
with all the verve and literoteness of a master,

The stories in this volume comprise an imposing chunk of that pie
made from pure science fiction., For this ig true science fiction. OF
the type Grandina used to bake, Not the watered-down balderdash of much
of the Bradbury school, nor the rigid unsailing stuff wrought by the
Gernsback schools But a commingling as appecling and vibrant os that
of love and respect.,

A new novclette is included, "Gomez"; a down~to~Earth narrative
of a l7-year-~old boy whose intuitive grasp of soience and advanced-le-
vel mathematics made him both a better plkysicist thaon Fermi and o more
valuable govermment secret than the A-bomb. 1Lhe story is told with
compassion that never seems superficial, ond must be unfl inchingly cost
in with Kornbluth's finest worke--of which there is much,

The rest of the yarns, from the fterrifying saga of a man who
droined emotion from victims, instead of enting--~"The Mindworm® = = -
through that portrait of dreams shattered and lan still triumphant o-
ver metal in "wWith [hese Honds®, to ‘he supreme beauty of my nominat-

ion for the most truly expressive amwer to tiae question, "what i 8
science fiction?"=-w="Thot Share Of Gory,"

Fred Pohltls introduction, cynigully slapping Kornbluth on t h e
Yack in the spirit of drinking-buddies is an added fillip to a collec~
tion that admirably reflects the Kombluthian optimism mirrored in eve
ery story, Uhese are thoughtful taes, but they are happy tales, for
the most part,

Kornbluth oppears to be reachiliy the pinnacle. He is now a wrie
ter with which to contend, But they, hasn't it always been so? END
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VOICE FROM THE STYX

shouts down the corridor of time by
the editor, harlan ellison, remanber him 2

illugtration by LACH

Something new, ag far ag I can telle~

~a fannish political cartoon, - lhere 1t is,

-2t the end of this line, done by LynnHicke

mon, late head of The Widdle lionstchs o f
Amewicca, ‘Lhere are two more in this pars-

ticular series, which'!ll be used in succee-

ding issues ., 19 copies of the 1953 one~

‘shot VLCIOR available, with material by Jim
Schreiber and myself, R5¢ to the first 19

takers, I personally assure you its worth.
the two-Dbits, if just to read Schreiber's

excellent short story “Listen® ,,, I'm but a8 g

lately back from the Coust, pooped but ell oglow about Sankran. What
o glorious town, amd whot glorious people. Ierewith I pay honor &and
tribute to lred Malg amd his fomily, Les and is Cole, Pete Graham, an
unnaped waitress in “Tiny's," Betty Jo leCerthy, Tony Boucher, Bo o b
Stewart and a host of others, whose impressions 2ll crowd in on me ot
once, making it too difficult to ncme thenm 11, I love you all, bles~
8ing each and all for a wonderful West Coast vocation,

THOUGIHLS (Impressions Frem Inner Space): stopped off in Peoria,
on the way bagk home from SF and saw Betiy I'armer, sober~minded wife
of mah bud@y Philip Jose., That unregenerate leech randall CGarrett wos
there mooching a meal, ond a pleasont time wos spent by all looking at
some fascinating pictures lir, Garrett had snapped of his exewife when
she was at her eye-catchingest best, ,,, Speaking of Randy, I feel it
safe to mention that with his cbstinence from John Barleycorn and the
appearance of "lhe Hunting Lodge" in ASF, liondy has mgre than come of
age. best of luck to a greatl indivliduals, ses You should read some of
Dave Ish's personcl letters when the kid gets in o philosophical mood
-==they're,.,well.. beautiful, I guess is the only term that fits, ...
Terry Corrls VULCAN is a helluva good little fanzine, in case you did-
n't know it. 4., Specking of Simak and his writing streak, mon, t hat
ain't no streak, that's o flamel Clifford L. has been coming on like
i, Phillips Oppenheim, ~Prodigipus, I mean, «» Alger Rome in a past
issue of ROCKEL STORIES (Sept, 1953) was Algls Dudrys and Jerry Bixby.
Speaking of AJ, I'd herewith like to openly salaam in his direction »
for the lead yarn in the second SCIENCH FICITOI STORIES, "In Human
Honds, " which, aside from being o masterful pPley on words, was one of
the best robot yafns I've ever had the pleasure to read, v es llOre new
news about my best friends

LDNA F. WUUNA, science fiction reoder but not fan, friend of Corol
Pohl (virs, I'red), and Algis Sudrys, noted galence fiction writer,
who has the cover on the Novenmber 1954 ASTOUNDING, were married on
July 24th, 1954 in New York City, Their best man was Kelly Ireas
and in attendance, among others, at the reception, were (continued)
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Mr, and Mrs, John W, Campbell, Jr, of New Jerssy. The honeymoon,
in accordance with Mr, Budrys! screwball nature, was spent in the
wedding suite of the Waldorf~Astoria Hotel., lirs, Budrys, your re-
porter tokes extreme pleasure in anpcunci ng, is a’beautiful, int-
erligent and highly=pleasing young woman, who your reporter would
have liked to beat the too~demned~lucky~to~live Mr, Budrys to,

NEWS BITS FRQOM HEKE AND THEFE;  Cyril Kormbluth ond hig wifs,Mary
have had o son, David, to go with previous son John, Date of birth:
July 23, 1954; Places Waverly, New York, o +o AUTIENTIC SCIENCE ITCITQN,
the only current monthly kngligh science fiction mogazine, doing what
can adequately be termed a Mmagnificent Jjob" in Great Britain, h a g
come out, with an issue of Bome stature:; = IMNumber 48 features =z lead no-
vel called "labarni Document" by someone nomed Tom Carson, whigh far
and awoy is one of the begt Pieces of science fiction I've read in an
awiully long while, The cover series "From Xarth To The Stars," too,
is a striking series to gee and collect, I recommend this NAEAZI NG m=
aluost unequivocably. Availible from Homilion & Co, (Stafford) Ftde,
S0=3& Lancelot Place, Knight sbridge, London SeWe7, Lnglond at zbout a
figure equivelent to 35 or 40¢ Americon. Got it! ',,. I was glad to find
out thatl ABGLLACI's editor, Peter Vorzimer, wns not going to - charge
contributors to his big Apnish for their covies. ¢.s The 3-M News Co.
JSBox Score" gives the figures for ASTOULLING' s newsstand sales fo the
4a8t six months of 1953 as 84,083 copice sold with a dealer profit of
$59920,81, HEAULR'S DIGLST hod a copy sule over the same period that
reads 1,808y 811-~-dealcr profits at BNe AR LB ey &

Tl BALLANTIMG PICTURE: after Harold Von D2llts column last is-
sue, 1 was deluged by figures, Statistics, corrections, etcectera' from
everyone, in any wey connected or plecsed witit Ballantine Books, Inc.
From these submissions I nerewith pregsent two of interesti

(a letter sent to Bob Tucker, sent to me)s - A

"osobellontine Books hos just signed with o new, firgte-rate
distributor and is now squared. sway for o much mere ‘effective
handling of paperbacks than waé possible in recent monthsg, Store
ting with August books, the Cuopital Listributing Company of Derw
by, Conn, will take over, Instrumental ir. the arrangement will
we Capitalls business partner, liz, ..llan Ademg, o man with a fire
record in megazine and small book ¢.reul:tion. «ss¢ This change,
with the complex arranganents involved in concludirng with o u r-
fomer liearst distribution, hos delayed cur fall list; But in
faet, after nine titles in. Moy and JunGy; we are-losing-only Ju~ -

1y before resuming with four books August~September. ,,."- - :

(excerpt from a letter published ini th: letter column this

issue in its entirety, from Wilson.Tucker, eminent author -

and science fiction fan of long standLHg):r- : : 7

"oool hBave seen circulation figures. oa one~gallantlneutltlgszCkmke
" Yook, showing that they went back to nregs for o second printing of

another hundred thousundl copies, lioking two -hundred thousandinall.

fhis would dispute van woll's cloim tiot 1o beok Hopped the origin-

al one hundred thousand figure, ..." : e TR, ;

To this, all I can add is that MHr, Van Dell, who is NOT, let me
reiterate (thenk ghedl) Hurlan Ellison, answerS'all‘$u¢@ remonstrances
in his column "From Whetre I 8it," found somevhere in this issue._From
our angle of vision, Van Dall has been causing the bigges@ g%ir incan
omateur magazine in some years., hore power to him.,, 'Heé stirg dust...
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HLLISON INCOGNITA; S0 help me; this column was designed for one
pege, to Tit in all.the loose hits of info I stumbled over between an
issue of LLLENSIONS, but then Jack Harness, whose illustration aprears
between linds 40 'and 52 below, dropped in to see me and said he enjqed
VOICL more than anything else in the issue because of the free~e a sy
chat-style of the thing, and I couldn't let egoboo like that roll by,
Actually, the reason for the liménsity of VOICE is that I had more in
the way of news bits ond printworthy items thon usual., So bear with,

PLUG: Clevelond got the 1955 Convention Site, as you all know by
this time, and this is to let you know that UIENSIONS is in direct
contact with noreen Kone Falason and her group, the Terrans {of which
I was a founder and Vice-president, as I recoll); and all the lgtest
news will be brought to you in these pages, in addition to the Proge
TeSs leports. MNoreen and the LYerrans are planning a Con to end 2 X1
Cons, so I'1l be expecting you to visit my hometwon--=almost as nice
as a homejgﬂ§-7~in ¥65. for the Clevention, All possible.héip and age
Sistance will be given by this editor and this periodicaiy. Lol

T HUMOUR OF NOHRMAN G, BRCWNI
the gerles of volumes i-eusd fron Philorooh 24€-41T  and
Yiedor of Henry whitehsad, The Wit acd o S : e Witang
dindom of Bertrand Runacll; Devev, . .shes 175 certain. " ¥Wgll, herewith 1
tale pride in Presenting tyo vignettes from the Wit 'And Wisdom of. one
of America~Canada’s greatest intelléct=t Norman G. Brovme, Faazasagn!

(excerpted witaout vermi-sion fron personal letters)

"Send up zome artoork to Albert lLastovieca. He'll hate.me 1f h e
learns that I got some stuff fron you land he @idn't., The ‘Lids nieve-
he'll buy anything, I ¢till laush abovt the incident at he Midwest-
con, Ray Baeamihad put this poizntine up on e front toble, Albert

Led  him,

: anda

. . AT
starta to go up to look At it. . 'isere are youlgeling? fwe &
1 Ry -

'I vant to loolk: 20 that cover »ointing = darbe itl~ o galel!
"Immedintely, the Toronto group-Jumped on the kid, oiandng him'to
the floor; 'Thot's o wainting of Ray 3pan's FATUERL! comeone velled.
'"Painted by Rev Bean's MOTHER'' I arded.
"The id would have boucht 1410

M 0

I

That' s e s one, even to the
individual evelling of such good
old words as eve. Here ig a
gsecont one. I had gent NGB sone

rt from prozineg 'a-

origianl SkF 2
e Fota Ml fale 37 o 8o printinz 2late from
the Emch weilrdie tover we had, A
strildnoistudy in saddiem 1t, 1as
- Ydust redeived vour letter

th along with  t'h e

SRty gason for the  delay

vas becalne artuorl was stopped
i by CUSTOMS (Sun-dum—cumdum),

Vor&vdagm fum{ T Telt 1ite wRiting & eatire after W E e LI

custom :clod'aireactions upon onenins) the- Drolage and Yooking at - what

ves 1nside..y Poor muy vwagilost, but contresely. Fortunately, I nap-

rened to have 2z copy of )y wromine alony Twity e sand  told hin tiiey webe
origingls and mave hin on dden “iare 4hse game. Iromy  He didn't .ask nie
houw much I v2id for them 'w I wouls hrve. lied anyuaye '

0 <4

L
"Waen nhe saw tast Aluviinum Iulti nlate of your cover drawiag, that
really threw him, Hs coulsn't fizure out shaot +hot wag even after I
exnlzined three timenq

"Finally, in mod deaperation), he toolr ‘the (econcluded pzge 44)
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en. by HENRY W. CHABDOT
seein- by RCBERT Q. QLOCH

prage 41 : ... ROBIERT BLOCH as =e
page 43 tbortraitc: pResERT BLOCH a=

Lacies and gentlemen..,and house deiectives.

Je come nowv to the unconventional 7ﬂrt of the conve ntlon.

Before openin~ the hottle...I meuan the Trograie. «1'd like totake
time out to make one or two wersonsl remarte,  This will cive every-
body in the audiencs an oprortunity to git beek and tale thelr shoes
off. That is, thOTG 0: ¥OoU wWa0 arc wearin~ chocg.

You Confederates will have to find romething else to do., I ' g
SU meat taking a 0ﬁuulc of aszmiring. You Ynow, ceone torthink of Thie,
3! d lllc to have the ascpoirin conce:siou here for thile eonvention, ' By
the time this weelend wac over, I'd have more moner than Marty Green-
bersg.

Well, anvway, first of all, I want to tell vou how ha»py I a m
Just to be here in this great city ﬁf...Hl...of...er....PhiWQQelphia,
the home of Pﬁlladeprin lagwrers, Philodelohis cresw cheese,  and the
Philadelphiz Athletics.

8 2 matier of fact, I've already made cortact with all thiree,
Tnere's a Pailadelpnia lawver after me rizht now. Yesterdav at dinner
I igla L d ovn on 4 wlate of PPi]aaeWpule crean cheene., ,and Ffron t he

Wiy Y A vy o e oM TSR 0 BOITEEOBMTH B0 000010 000 e O RSAIMNER 50010 i 0o s ORI ) i e Hh b Lun et g
K

EDITOR’S NOTE. the old man MMew abeolutely .Lotgiqm abhout,

buying and rllln" DO e -, [l bovcned uo

e

AL LT TP T LT IR e

. 9 tna ¢ on his »de“ and stared ot me myon-
ienlly. "Well, I don't 1'now v ho nutterod W1 Qoener dﬁl%ﬁ?e
Way is a kind of &' rare thing, I'1] have 4o charge yourfour Gole |
lars for 4t.) Ag it turned out, thel Arvlcham' Houue edition. of thant |
book, originally wricéed at three aolddimmy g Goring tag gomething i
liketelight' or. ten gvervyiere that bin 1¢ovh1?oq o thelr - trade. @
It just went to nrove that even in the realm of the sclence-farnt- i

ostically ignorant, the name of the anthor @ ivet, Jook-==R obert :
Bloch-——was o well-Imowm and reswnecied thinr. Boh SNo sl vEee 3
the last we heard, rather crampedly with hi= vife, child and: f9n~ :
zine collection in Jox 362, Jevauverw, Wiscey nas acauned gispntie :
proportions to modern-day fandom. He'ls a proy no mistalingy anid i
Yet, as exemplified by the foWJOWing con plete sdlectlon of ' h 1 s
guipsz, gueries a2nd ou¢1m from Philly in 1953, he i¢ a=fan I At
heart, pure ard zimple. More simple than pure, norever, Herwe, 3
. then, 1s a. follo of fulsome fun by RoBert §. Bloch seeesslle
Y, I A SRR Wt - A SR ¥ AN “w“whmmmMMNWMMWJWMWWMNWWHWWWWMMWMMHMWMW,@f
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noise I heard next door yesterday evening I ; //,1::I:f\\\
think the PQiladelphia Athletics were holdl ns ~ //{//j,/wﬂ*
a night came in the room next to me, ‘ e e

But sériously, now, Philadelphia is a. 2t
; : SRGR
wonderful Dlace, asteeved in higtory and trad- L,§>//M/;
Ficaiens

\\\_
Lver since this great city was founded //

oy Willliam Penn and MllbOﬁ Rotanan, AWy ) (g e
played a part in our coun try'e life thet should \\
be an Inspiration to ug'all. Waat s thrill it \\\

ig for me, as it fuat be Tor 21l oF you conven-
tioneers, to step out into these Histor e
streets,

Particularly if we're not run down Dy g texipab,

Of course,| everything changes, ~If you walked down these streets
twe hundred years a:- o, vou nlﬂﬂu run into Be:jamin P“ﬁn?lln...ca Qigh g
ing a loaf of Vﬂlte bread as he enters the o tiie

Today, vou'wre more likely to . rua into GOO”SG 0. Smith, carrying
a load of rve,

You mow,_ there are all sorts o” reasons Tor attending a science
ficlion convention. Some people come hecause ther lilie to bid at the
avetion. Some peovle come to colleeat autographe, - Some neople come
80 they can sit around and watch what other People do and then write
up dirty remarke in the fan magazines,

5 for me, I come to science Tiction conventions because it gives
mne an ooportuu1L3 bo meet and mingle with some real gcientistse And
we do have then heve, lgkel po-m¥atoke dhoutthat, . If vou don't pe-
lieve me, just itry gettinzg into a poler mame with comé of them —etsglk
about scientistsl

Seriously, new, I'm =oing to introdure a sclientist to you onihis
program. Tho s'bjeco of hig tallk this afternoon 4o ”TﬂuSevazsta@eu
Of The SF Writer" and in order to introduce him properly, I have to
say a few words about Smitlis.

There have hcen many fanous Suiths in the history of this coune~
try. There wag firgt-of 21l & man named John Smitl...y“u know, -the
gsuy,yhoislzned the leotel rhmwstew with 'Pocahentas, Then there w as
Sonian Smith, the mair who founded the Smithsonian Inct titutes And of

course, Adanm Smith, the first man. And also Sniffy Smlth end Runny
DfEh .\ Who aneﬂted Smith urufher Cough - Deort. In wiiting, of
course, we've had Clark Ashion Sr 11th, and our own Doc Smith, the ou~
thor of that immortal secience fictior clascic,,..d0W CRTYV ”AS MY LENG~
MAN. But there was one Smith whos denry Wadoworth LoazTellow  must

4

- -... . a i 1, .
have beén thinking about wﬁen he ‘bepned thoge lumortal lince...."the
smith, a mizhity men iz he." 'OFf céures you 807 et e Ibm tallking

oout...one of the three leading fisvres in Science Flculon today.,

aone other than George O, Smith!

Our’ next 'lten iy & ‘Ffan play.,  “How EUCa MR el s aiod 1

You tee, I 'came out.here on the nlanc, zod when I drmgeoi11~1|g
in Chilcazo, I zot aboard and I hapvened to notice a young fellow sit-
ting uc near the front, . I went over to him and nob Govm and saig, "I
see vou'lre Sodns o e Scicnce 8 OO 1 Cowvea L oN et

He'looked et me and said, "How ‘did vou Imow I'm a cciencew-fioe
tion Tan, 311ldddpon, 31¢1cdd‘“h, 21111ddadprpp?"’ And I said, - "On,
there was uomet Ung avout the cult of your “eanis-and Tour “hnultlve
vointed head."”

Well, as .a matter of fact, he turned out to he a very rrominent
sclience flction fen indeedi..a- fellow by the (continved nage 4%)

A
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whole worlrs to the chl@f anbraiﬁer and a value of wf.OO (Two dollars )
was fet on the works.

Tren, I couldn't help gcrewin~ him a it by telling him the fun
@ f orderlnr things from the Statesg was the g:nole on whether it would
come tarough and be stopped or not. I then mentioned cosuslly that
"I had gotten a few books, some artwork and a 12" LP record throush
Under hls nose..

"Poor guy flinped at that, He pulled o sheet over and remarked
that while I wan here I mlsh?t ag well male out a2 form aud oay’duty on
the record. I 1 ushed, and laughed and laughed. 'You can't prove T
got 1L I told him. Thought the zuy wac golng to have o fit,

I“111'11ly I told hin I was nln*nlng 0il ordcring gsome nore stuff
Trom the States and mayoe they would have better luck then., The lact
L heard he wag r*i\ﬂn' orders to have a huge zign put up over t he
checlking deslkz: NORVAN G, BROWNE ~ WATCH THIS MANG!!!

' Terrific. Thc “hole experlence was worth the bloody 64¢ 1t cost

meill

And that, gentle rcader, is tio fj*st installment of what might
veyyiwvell develop Anto. . - s ‘ :
& cerles of nome zort: : ; f
I.can gee it now: The :
Jit gad Wiesdom of Bers
Hirschnhorn, The 43t and ;
diadom of Jim Hormon ,
Ing Wit and Wicdoin of
Josebh Sencnovich, of
dilson Tucker, Dean A
Grenucl e B dettra.. ac
nauselile . v, s

CARTOON IN SYNCHROCCLOR
Tor DIMENSIONS by Betty
Jo MeCarthy, Costa Meﬂﬁ
California ~---'16 5 4

HOT NEWS: -\ Gleve-
land's firzt Prog ”ess L
Report for the 1955 Con
went  out early this
month to 2000 names on
the Cleveland 1is LAl oF FRLE Rates for ads
in said ProgPorts are:

Fang ! yu,OO full bage él % 7&%
..OO holf page’ 6 7? %4
»00 quarter pase 6SZ&>X 758)
wl 00 per inch (11 x 358 )

PROFESSIONALS: 11.00—27 OO-bJ.pG
respectively for the zome space.
The glzes in parenthesis are the sizes that
your copy should be, when sent 1in, before
“eQLCuﬁon(pr1nuin@ ‘

THOU”HT FOR" . THIS PART CULAR 24-E 0O UR
ROTATIONAL PERIOD: +thoush there was ouite
as much artworl in the u3u1+thd oatclhies tait
San Tranclgco, the worls was aboidnatls. Art
that should have been auvctioned was left in
other rooms, %to be taken For 25¢ 1f it = was
vantcd,.,  Why? -Hag SF art dereneratsd culte
that much since Bok, Gartier, Rogens? «..he
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name of Bat Durston,

When we got off the plane I realized as this scamp came down
the ramp that he was none other than the champ aide~dc~camp t o L .
Sprague de Camp.

There, that one ought to k11l the rumor that I have false teeoth.

Anyhow, I asked him what he wan doing to pazs time on the plane,
and he gsaid, "Jnat do you supno-e? Reacin~ secience~fiction, oy B
course., Taet's &ll I /ever do."

I said, "Do you mean to say you spend ALL your time reading that
crud, I mean, literature?" .

And he eaid, "Figure it out for vourself, There are aporoxima-
tely 30 science-Tiction magezines published cach month, In order to
keep up with them I have to read onc per day. DNow there's an average
of a hundred thousand words per igsue in eaoch nagazine..send if i
read five thougand worde an hour, thic mears I can Tihiah one magazine
in twenty hours a dav." Fo-

I said, "Gosh, fella, that only loaves vou four hours a day for
eating and sleeving,"

And he caid, "Who eats? Who sleeps?" He said, "Every year they
put out about ceventy hardcover books and collections of science-
fiction...and thece contain at leas’ another hundred thourand words
apisces So i1f I read one of those for four hours a aoirobBiadich it
in five days. But at the end of the year I'm still anvroximately two
books behind..,and then of course there's all the fane-megazines t o
catch un with,"

So I said, "iWell, if you're so rushed for tine, vhy is it you
fo to a Science Fiction Convention?" 4And he said, "I'l1l tell  you.
fhene are twelve months in a Jear, Seven of them have thirty~one
days instead of Thizty or tventy~cisht, This meons that every vear
I have exactly five full cave left ovar. O %o of thcage days I read
my two leftover books and @1l of the -fon me~czines, That leaves me
three days.esand I snend thoce three daye al the Scionce Fietion Con-
vention," :

Nov all this zounded very logical 2nd m-othematical to il Be Tt g
there was one more thing I wanted to knes, and I S AR "That
sounds very rice, but would vou ming telling me Just vhat's the Dis
attraction =t the Science Fiction Ceavention?" A

And he saild, "What do you think? Don't you realize, with all my
time taken up by reading, thai thofe three days at the Science Fige
tion Convention are tho onlyv change I get durinz the cntire year to
5o to the washroom?"  (ED'S NOTEf at this point, thunderous applavgse!)

S0 now a fan prosentation, introducing "The Game From O u t er
Space" —w-= a play written and directed by Harold Lyneh ==- one of the
three leading figures in science«flotion today. Fresented by t h e
Philadelphla Science Fiction Soclety.

In just 2 nmoment I'm declaring a ten-mninute intermission. This
will glve everybody a chance to rush out into tho lobby and write a
story...start upr a new magezine,..or clin comedody for a ten per cent
commlegion,

ut don't forget to come el here in ton ninutes..ewelve = G0 L)
1ot more on the program for y ol

For those of you who arer’t going to opend thoce ten minutes in
writing or editing....you may be interested in somo of our lobby merw-
chandise.

You'll find a refreshment atand with a t™all sunply of delicacies
seoWe have Dlood nHlasme for those wio need transfusions at this tine.
Ted Sturgeon iz selling some of his own candy,
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And might I call your atteantion to the little souvenir stand in
the corner? Harlan Ellison is sellinz cornvention souvenirs, featur-
inge séme shrunlkoen heads...including hie own, Shrunken humen heads on
sale in the lobby now...just the uhing to. ta¥e home to the  kiddies!
Get vour souvenirg in the 1o0bDyesabur a loclk of Doc Winter's'hair for
a souvenir! Onai...k end by Tor ten minutes!

hada i FTOPOTEESE S ':;.,:\w.,_x. B R A e e I A
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The men I am about to introduce to you now are beyond cuestion,
three of the tqp ee WAadwn Tigures in Sclenﬂﬁ’Fwotloa today,

Their topic is "Scicned Fiction As A Qarvor " and that's somc-
thing.lon vhich the:r are authorities. her ¢f the thrce is soing FES
discuss, in turny his particular outlook.  And ‘each of the three 1 s
an.expert. I'm goiny to introduce them 211 to ¥ou now...znd then they
will eddress you in turn,.

The first section -- on SCIENCE FICTION AS A CAREIZR -- conceris
writing, And who ic more cualified to tell wou all about that than
L. Sprague de Camp?

The cecond gection ~- on editing and agenting == will be handled
by none other than Leater del Rey.

The third cection --- concerning publishing === iz 1: the can-
avle hands of Lloyd Eshbach.,

S0 here they are, ladies and mentleitcn...ready to ri
of 'secrecy aside and tell all...three men who hove MADE s
tion a carcer!

» the vell.
clence fig=

(EDITOR'S NOTE: at this point Bob introduced the ponel, "Fans
Who Have Become Pros" which was moderaied by wWilson (Bob) Tuc*or and
featured E. Everctt Evans (I think), Frank . Todinson and nrself (I
am certain). Unfortunately for Posterity and hiﬁ menial chroniclers
Bloch must have introduced thirn one ext

t
emp, nNecause the complete set
of notes M., Bloch »nrcesented me has a lang

e at 111~ noint. Sorry. ..he

Now we ecome to the one part of the prograa I really wanted to
run myself ~-- but Theodore Sturgeon tiie lueky dog =~ or should I say
the lucky fish -= beat me out. Hz is zoing to moderate a vanel dige
cussion entitled "Women In Scicnee Fie Llon' ~= or Why lonsters G e-t
Bug~Eyed. You all know Theodore Sturgoon =-- onc of the thrce loade

ing Tigures dnesgeignege fiction today. Hiﬂ priael-eensists of Bea lig-
haffey, Lvelyd Gold, Xatherine MacLuan and Jvolvn Harrigon «-- 2 n 4
belicve me, folu_ wmen You asce thesg p galsn mmU'Tl De uec;nf the lead-
ing figures in“Scicn ¢ Flction today! (Recess ti11 73100 BM)

And now fe come to 4 lonm-awalted portion of our pro -

ram, 3Some nonths 2mo the Convention. Committeo ohiounoco a gpeciagl
contest  for thislaifaird..lt. oo llcd uponn fan clubo all over the coun-
ey itolconpete forra pBILaE < i it _

Thig prize will®he swarded 16 -the groun that predcats the
sitit herec today. f

The recporgc vas overwhoelming, . We . got in a 10t of skiteuh..t
saysnothing of a lot of Pits~0huJonics...and vou're 501ng to."s e
thems, . 2nd Judse them. verigit mowl :

From nhovw on I'mm turnin: over this program teo th
charge of -the tiit contestss Jeone of the throe {eo

JCET

te i géntleoman. - in
oncluded page 48)
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a fanzine review column illustirated by RAY LELSON

xS

| i - e
FANZINE Of THE MONT H:

h

semi—gxx@vagznt plote=olfaet ‘magezine
' Tonth glreet, San 4050y California, &

£ - MACAZINE, & +1the whieh would acom nreeuaptuous had Smith

siuek ¢o the mimoggradhy and material o

‘ iz, bowever, feaie Dumbek! fivio,s and &7 ¢

i o [ R 1 N g

| the earlirr i-syes I've
Leer. ecluril,
Y

{ anced by four sierics, 2

R =R

1

he fanzine-of-
the-nonthh  1is a
from Ron Smith, 549 8.
7o under the lobel  IN-

et dient, sehes . This
neall izprovaeient - over

tloles are weatly - hol-
an cditorial, and &

L5

| 8Series of Terrsy Carr's "Poce Critiurs
( - out “from almost every Tfanzine noros
dgrs, with more than medioere hisor.
There arce two "Why I--" artielces; gwo

o

| Py Sai Saclett which fi;}qh@s‘O-f b
+~Edit Fepgtastle Jorldg"  ancé the
. gthcr, iore interesting of Eho two,
! ==Quit Seicnce Fontisy 'Art by
Henncg 3oks The third article, - a’'n
sutobliogranhy of Kendall F. Crosscn,
sritten ipn biogrnnhie fors by ae of
Crocsen's charactors, Manning Draco,
{ starts off tho lssuc,, The Fiection
i 1s ebovc avorenc Tor fan fiction, out
5 not apnrerchine the off-trail stan-
i -dard set by SLANT noteso~mony vears
| ages In the lobtor columm | Thrnen
|
r

Wood wonder~ =hy fane vorry so much

abeut fans snd not 2hout atf, Edit-

or Smith revlics thot he thinks fane.
' are nore worricd obout what Ellioon

eats for breakfart then sclence f£3cw
] tlon, and renlics to his owrn 'half-
{  Posed guestion that it'a “probahly
| Whecatles, For the gake of clerifi-
{ cation I'd like to staie thnt + hHe
[ lastitine I had breakfast with Ell=
! ison ho 7ag catling ‘cold pancales and

throwing the extrag oul the ¥indew
[ &t pagsera-hy. (25¢)

ASE

it's a poliey of the
house not to cut o
naim the manuscerinta sent us, with the
giception of grawmatical end/eor slight
iiterery clarification, " Thus, anything
W, LIsh (DHlows ks Tlattcpding® “ 136t 1e
heert) hes to say, he savs on his 6w,
with no coercion or embcllighment. Any
cgohoe 1s ecoually. distributed to ri1l.

EDITOR'S NOTE:
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Coming close to fonzinceof-the-month is SCIINCE-
FICTION ADVERTISER, from 1745 Konncth Road, Glendale 1,
California, I have three issues of this quarteniss o'
hend, 211 aarked for raview, all ncatly offeot and pale
atable reading, Althoush the ADVIRTISER leong didghtly
toward the scller and consumcy of pack~daile masgazines; .
therc ie at least one aritielc of intercst or issue, the : s

-

J ©

U
@ost memorable onc of-my three copics becing R. Bretnar's

On Taking Seicnece Fietion Seriously’ in the. . Winbor
numbor, roceatly installed "Speoc. Dept."  vrovides
what tho cditor hopes ig a "departnent Tor Treo~lan co
speculotion alon~ the thateif linc that nay or may not
have atory value," John Heivrington «peeulates with
Campbell~like crudition about a society without zecxual
desire, taling it for sranted that 7ithout fAa0e O N e
would have a socicty. (204 per)

Pt s

i J\ i B ol 5 " : :
b f/fjffjfjj l From the North of Ireland, 170 Unner
' : Newtowvmaords Roacd, Belfast, to be ex—
act, Walt Willie' succersor to BLANT which cveryone by .
now Imows iz HYPHEN comeg atb resular, humowrous (spellod
that way, Ellison, for our Englich fricnds) (ED'S NOTE
~-Cheerio and pip fowah you, bullv-hoy! ..he}interwﬂs,
the only gerious constructive fly 1in the ontaont being
Bort Hirschhorn's thoroughly cxcecllent column, "Hyrphen~
atlions."  Bert givos Scventh Fandom o mere Jnmried ure
ial than even Bixth got, but is otherwise oithor for- e

PASTICHIS FRCM ROBERT BLOCH (concluded from page 46)
¥ =

leading figures in Scidnece Fiction today...,none other than M,
Irwin Heyncl

And now I'd 1ike to introduce a very well=lsnown author, This
man is as famous Tor his Foundation storics as Enna Jottick i1a
for Foundation garmentis,

Of course, I'm apcaking of our own Isanc Acimov. Inanc, will,
you comc up here just a'.moment? You know, Tol¥ey Isoad iz '.onec
of the leading 3 Tisuresg i secicnce fiction todax!

Nowr the real rcason I =aked Tacae un here on the  wnlatform
today ds5-to reveal a very stertling plcee of information I lcarne
ed Just vesterday. 45 ctudents of sciencs N % i B S T R e gure/
you'll all be just as interested in this 23 T wag.

You Imow, Triends, Isasc hore uzed to write a lot of stop=’
les about rabots...you nrobably renemoer them, and ‘they we =
go@dy L@

But. norelal £he. surnrd ning. bt T Tearncd, Tesac Asinov: .
this s confidontial, nows...Iszac Asimov ia a robot nimpelrf!

Never think it to look at him, would rou, folike? Vav lifew~
like, isnttiihe? Mind turning around, Isaac? Wait a2 minute...I
think you're settinzg o 1ittlc rusty. (OILCAN) There; oay,
Isaac, end thanlta., 'And folks, if zou think he's oiled now...you
should have ceen him-last nloht! END
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giveable or downricht interthinine,  The rost of thig Sth
Issuz, almost exelunively Irian/British, bucks un a long~-
Held oplnlor of mine that the Dnglish have o sieh nmore
highly-develoved and acute svase of humenr than thseir Ane
crican contemporarics, Two iesucs arc orth any fam's
1/6, 'which tran-lates canily into two Bita,

_ o ¢
OOPSLA!, as moal of u~ lnow, Had bHoen C:)C:)IJE)L,EX J

rovivedy thils time COLNGs L0 Hn Tromn ¢

2017 11th St., Santa Honica, Califormia, at fiftccs conts
ber copy, Thec old columhs arc ntill there, and Wllis' hag
boon acsed to OAlking' stabls, atill Harwing oncec artwice
a0 ne did in QUANDRY, and =till continuing to 'mive us - a
report of hig trin to the States, a little at the end of
overy column,  Carr's omnipotent "Face Critturs" once a-
galn year their ugly cycbrows, and Vernon MceCain' devotes
hig column tio his »peraonal preferences for st during last
year. Intertaining roading, straisht through,

| g | J PE
A golden issue (the ninth) of merIPse (| ot
gomes frow Ray Thomoson,. 10 S, 4th St.,

Norfollk, Ncbraslka, for 10¢.  TLect’ thet adlcctive be nip-

leading, I'd boticr gay that 1t refers to the paper, Thonmpw
son commlits an editorial faur nag by slivoing in two come=
plete, labeled dilazgrang of faon geetalts, instead of spreads
ing the 1little horrors out over o counle o issies, I'g
“be much more outgpolicn ahout this vractice 3 0 i hadn't
made the mistalke of doing one ayeell once, but after their
Initial introduction by Holfisn and ore or two of th e
other brisht fans of tha® cras one Iinde oneself tiring of
theln very easilyv.. Paul dittelbuszcher han a cuestionable
eolt n b geeus wvosue nouwadayns not to "discuga

nece it
o ibe ik ineg, ne hastons to tell us about
hip Tavorite movic'stars. God, One niece of well=boiled
Tiction, a column by Bohbhr Stouart, endee-nr God, this is
Tantestic===Terry Gorrls "Foce Critturs,” thiz time Just
slightly dllegible, but Garr doos ge 1little more ¢ h.a n

balloohing that one Nordly notices the cifference, A

doupbtful dimeswortha, 'v;ith the oxcedllon of the letter cow
Tumn that ‘nits up for alibew Hricdhttmodentas

A first 1soue 6Ff seme- .\SCJJ\“TJ _L_I_,a‘ti OnN # ’J

thing called | SCIXTII1-

ation has come out from Gincinmati Tans, subscrintions ap-
parently civen to Marik Sculzinger, 3423 lLarona Ave,, Cin-
cinnatl 29, Ohlo., It is wvhat one has groan to expect from
first i1scues, written Dy the two editors, one of wilch her-
2lds the other as "our main ‘riter and poet." The main
writer and poet presents o blfece of''fiction, "Fantasy A~
monz the Ovals,” whieh takes wlace hetween two pointless-
nesses and does nothing in the way of retaining the read-
er's breakfast. Not recommended for the connoisseur,

— | -
Three issues of Diglk Cein! PSYCHO"I'IC JD S \.( (QJ_JOJ‘JC

have come to mé from 2631 N, Missige
sippl, Portland 12, Oregon at ten per er three for twentye
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five. All three issues have a fine assorinment of columns,
entertaining editorials, and a minimum amount of fiction
(an average of two-=thirds of a story per issue),cxw Pilece
of which The Little Bov Who Loved Cats by Harlan Illiszon
1s a corker right up to, but unfortunately, not ircluding
the ending. The letter colwmn of PSYCHOTIC is alwa vs
bubbling with cone zort of controversy, so 1f vou're the
feuding type rou'll enjov PSYCHOTIC. You don't have tobe
nuts to subd to PSYCHOTIC, vou just have to lil"e columnists
like licCain and Kessler, and the gencral attitude nervad-
ing the magazine. I do.

CALACTIC POST  semtow oy

Ray Beam fr on
4pt. 1, 640 East Tenth Street, Incianapolis, Indizna with
the understanding that it is a ronresentation of Indiana
Fandom. It avvears that Mr, Beam has recently discovered
beer and what a sufficient amount of this fine beverage
may deo to one, and wished to continue his research furth-
er by publishing a fanzine while drinkins drew. This is
Tine-if your name is Burbee, but if you're Ray Bean you're
out of luck. There is a very long jole that incoroorates
a marody on the Lengmen and throttles what humor theorcin
with its length. And this is obviously thé best picce in
the icsue. . Those readecrs that have ~ood evesiznt nmay be
able to tacllc the rest of the issuc directly hefore meals
1f they're wealr on retentive rorer.  On the other hand, if
you like trive, you'll love the GALAGCTIC POST.

\_ | ~ A NI/ ~\\is an excention~-
S N s o N A ] NI S elly palatable &
thought-nrovoking journal for fans on either side of the
border, ‘and is edited 2nd nublished by Gerald A. Steward, -
166 McRoberts Avernue, Toronto 10, Ontario for twenty cents
a covy. In his editorial ir. Steward complains about re-
viewers who constantly tall: about OF's Tesibilitya=—"a%h 4
lgnore the contents. I muet sav that both are fine.

(e ) et ~ ie 8till Deing nublished b

) {J}\C (=AS) I‘JJ J’J 3ob Silverberg, 750 B’Iontgomz
ery Street, Zroolyn 13, N.Y. but only for FAPA and "out-
side interested parties" who Mmay have in for a cime. Now
rather more condensed and carrying FAPA mailing reviews—-
and thls 1ssue of the cuarterly has only one article "The
Flight of the S&ylarks" by Redd Bozrs=~desnite the page
cutting SPACESHIP is still a good dime's worth and a mas-—
ter of erudition.

>

& fJJ C{ )\ f is a slowly srowing concera that 1s nub-
9 N lished by Denis lloreen, 214 Winth St.,
Wilmette, Illinois, for ten cents. The material for the
most part is vessinzly readable, but more than anything
else the sine shows--and believe me I hate the word cuite
as much as you do--dromlses Dick Geis has a coluan in
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this seventh issue, "The Violent Ward" in which he sets forth an eyve-
ovening and somewhat (as far as I can see) truthful sort of rostulate;
a&ll science fiction fans have an inferiority com»nlex., (¢f course 1 t
ls not safs to make a generality of guch scove, but it is more than
Gels' logic that comvinces me of at least -a’ partial correctness in his
remarks. Or haven't vou ever been to a convention?

arrive in time for review this issue. One confession, though:
at this writing your columnist is in I1linois-and on the trip
outa copy of Russ Watkins' DAWN was misplaced, and I have n ot
memory ~enough to review from same. From my recollection, DAWN
has picked up considerably since my review of the mazgazine last
Fall, and I meant to comment at a great length on its improve-
ment. Alas, I can not.

Which are all the fanzines with the-oxception of DIMENSIONS to

You may accuse this reviewer and Ellison of having a mutual egoboo
pact or that I know which side of ny bread takes oleo, but DIMINSIONS
1s the top magazine in the fan publishing field., " If this sounds sick-
ening If11 gquit writing the DININSIONS review---but only on the - con-
dition that another fan editor glves me room to sary the came thing.,
Anybody that thinks another fan nasazine ls cur-
. : rently beating the all-star lineup Zllison -has
dimGasions: review (excluding one or two misflts lilre this review—
er) is just »laln nuts. There are fanzinasg that
beat DINENSIONS in lesibility, fanzines thet beat
1t in eloquance, fanzines that can beat it on almost any single voint
you care to name, but vput all those points tozether and noboly heatsg
DIMENSIONS. Fanzines like SCIZNCE FICTION ADVERTISER end INSIDE al-
most cease to be fanzines and become "1ittle" magazines of the fleld
and have their parallel in the field of literature that has hests of
"little" magazines. In many resnects DIMENSIONS ig a "1ittle" maga-
zihe of science fiction, hut unlike others of this fiald it has neither
lgnored nor snubbed nor tried to cover up its heritage. Fandom is not
a slheleton in  DIMENSICNS closet, fandom is a part of it. But Elligon
h&s his cake and eats 1t too and is a Mittle’ magazine and fanzine
all at once---is not esoteric to the naugeating extreme, is not overs
done on the literary side of things, and stiil snells art, as I 1re-
call, with a small g. Ellison and his mezasine go overboard too oft-
&N, and he yells something 1s torrific and sometimes 1t is only med-
-ocre or 1t 1g sood but you would have 1llod 1t better 1f it hadn't
been screamed at you. But I can thinl- ¢f vices that are a hell of a
.ot worse than being lmocked over baclimrds by something and wanting
o tell people about ft. I didn't care for bhe fiction last 1ssue,
but then I've been 8poiling mysclf since I left fandom, and by f an
standards the fiction was terrific;. and although Ryan may not be the
test writer in the States, you aren't toinz to find many bvetter who
write for fanzines. I liked the articies and columns aad have 2 sin-
cere bellef that Elligon has wallied o°f with the coup of the year by
swiping Van Dall from under my defunét nose. That talres care of the
gspecifics, if any of you were worriel,
-—- David Ish

FILLER NOTE$¢ Dvan Hunter, the scence fiction writing Hunter,
recently had hioc first serious novel published—-
"The Blackboard Jurmte", a terrifyins novel o f

- trade school condititns. MG has receiitly bought
T1lm rights to 1t, Senning to star Clenn Ford in
the lead. It is heartily recommended.,

day -



THE MURKY WAY

dean a grennell

heading by william rotsler

It seems sort of inevitable. Lverytime a con is held someplace
there's a nagty aftermath of wails on how mean and slobbish the hotel
staff treated the fans., Usually the word gets around that the hotel
never wants to see another fau convention acain.  This, I denlore,

But I can't sar that mv svmathies lie entirely with fandom 3n
the matter., Mavbe 1t's because, at one timec or ancther, I've worked
in hotels as an elevator operator, bellhon, etc. And believe me when
I say that there are fewer better points of vantage for viewing hu-
manity off its good bchavior than in a hotel,

Take a person-—--nearly any porson---out of als accustomed mileu
and you'll see a personality chanse of some sort, Usuallry he tends to
become less inhibited. This is Probahly due to the protcection of anw-
onymity...to the fact thal if he croates an indisecretion it won't be
common gossip all over town becausec nooody knows him. This rceclease
from the nressure te nlease one's peers can deo strange thinzs to anor-
mally well-behaved psyche--=nartlcularly if 1% is trisgered with al-~
cohol and the subtle aura of bon homle which cmanatcs from a Holi:0" of
othor peovle in the same position,

Add to this effect thc fact that the fan at a con becomcs a mam-
ber of an identifiable minority, subjcet to rersecution for the sins
of his brethren and you have a fairly potent combination., I can't say
that I'm surprised at the friction that has marrod so many cons., But
I'm damned 1f I'm nleased, elther.

There are, of course, a small slobbish segricnt who crave notice
at all costs. If ther can't get admiration they will settle for no-
torlety. Therc are onc or two of this breed at CVCry cona..not many,
but that's all it tares, One is enough.

Mat's the solution? Iwust we go on, trrying to find a freshho-
tel every year, snapping ineffectually at thc scurvy trcatment we fore
cy we've had at the hands of the last hotel? Or can we talke some sort -
of sositive actien to deal with the pronlem so thait we gan ‘eetikrn. Sl L
we want to? I thinl there is a wav cut.

What we have to do is treat thc trouble vefore, during and af-
ter. TFanzinc editors have got to stop treating fandom's nroblem chil-
dren like a bunch of roguish Little "M1lies whosc antics are neaughty
but cute. We have got to let the fuggheads know that we think them a
bunch of nincompoops and that we'rc not amused when they louse it up
for the rest of us.

And it lools as thoush we'll have to adopt the measure that San
Francisco had forced on it, Vigilante comnmnittces, 1f you can't think
of a better torm, should beo apnointed in advance for each con. Th ey
should be formed of fans blg cnduzh and mature enoush and dencndable
enough to keep the few obstreperous anes under control. (cnehded o 62)
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EDITCOR'S NOTE: 1in three ycars of publishing,

no greater oleasure has fall-
en to this editor than the Prescntation of Ray
Schaffer's "Via Roma": Not only is it a fine
example of the hcights to which contemporary
fiction may aspire, but it is uncuestionably,
in my mind; the closest thing to true "litcr-
ature"-w~1n the accepted sense of the word-—-—e
we have yet presented. There may be some who
cuestion the rationality of presenting a sto=
ry of this nature in a seicnce Tiction maga-
zine. To them we¢ must staunchly defend "Vie
Roma"s anpearance with the statement that the
merits of good writing transcend the boundar-~
les of genre. Howcver, if purists demand its
by only a slizht rationalization, "Via Roma'
fits into the category of timeetravel storics
in the more accented s-f vein. To do TtRlaG
Tfeel, would be¢ to do thc story and its awthor
& great injustice, however. For what it may
be worth, our prophetic instincts tell us Ray
Schaffer is a talent to watch, and that "Via
Roma" will be a scholarly conversation plece
for some timec to come. Any largc wagers?..he

J.’?
Eﬁ.hat evening, Naples had looked like a city suvbmerged

in licuid shadow. The Itallan sun had cront a w a N
behind the skyline and only the very tovs of the bulldings
felt i1ts warmth. This was my third day in the ancient city,
and I wished I had necver scen it. The %wo vrevious days
had been filled with constant rounds of wine and debauche
ery; and now I was sitting on thc Via Roma, drinking m y
way into a calculated -stupor. P

As I ordcred my second drink, I closed ny paper bond

copy of The Tropic Of Cancer and nlaced 1t in the exa ct
clen Bl Sl TELT o0 Then I set my three cigarettes, side

illustrated by THOMAS REAMY
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by side, on top of it~--cuite a project for hands that only half cbeyd
my misty mind. This was the part of the evenin~ I liked best: when
the street was tceming with »conle and the winc 'had madec mc superior
to them all,

0ld peoplc strolled along, waiting for the light that wou l 4
make all this filthy world change« Walfs skirted the crowds, sceking
out customers for tu01r cheap Jewelry, lewd books, or chcapv, 1 e w 4
little fricnds. American marincs and sailors walked with rapid steps,
looking for anything they could buy or take! women, wine, adventure
in any form so long as thov could prove thelr manHood; tcensage girls;
reveling in thelr new freedom) wanting to buy a vaeck or American cig~
arettes with their brand=ncw bodics

I have been In many citles all over the world, but ncver have I
scen a city scethe with tension as Naples did on that July night. Brom
my table I could sce the asplrations, wices, end frustrations  of the
entire human race. I could feel the undercurrent of hatred of the It-
alians for the Americans, who kncw what their moncy would buy.

Thia was the uncertain ycar of nincteen fiftv-two, and these
young Yankce fighting-men werc doing just what the Italians expccted,
and just what thec folke baclk home would never belicve. On this o ne
nicsht, this was not thc Via Roma, this was a vast parade of Homo Sap-
ions. And I was sitting in the reviewing stand.

I felt a tug'on my slceve. By Far the most filthy urcnini[had
@ver scen was invi’alnrT me to attond an cxhibition. his made t:h e
twenty-third time that day I had hcard, "Hoy, Joe, you wanna sce a n
exhibish?" I started to push him away when his cyes caught mine. Dam
the moment I saw thosc dark, nleading e€rest: for in them I saw all the
pain, terror, humility, lust, and sadinecss I had bech watching a few
moments before in the marching mobs on thc Via Roma. And therec was an
indefinable something else and the winc that made this boy diffcrent
from the twenty-two others. I stood, on uncertain fcct, picked up my
vook, and followed the walf into the Naples night.

g

I was lost. MMy cager gulde had led me through such a maze o f
back alleys and winding strects, that I could never have hoped to find
my way out e I rcacned out and caught him by thc shoulder, s a‘/irlb,

“"Take me back...I've changed my mind...No exhibish...You understand?"

He undoLstood all Tl"ht but he Jjust simlled and nuttered some=
thing I jeotldn’t make fonty & Enew I wags bushed as he turnced and stars=
ted out again, The 1little bastard knew I was lost and that I mus t
follow him or wander into Christ knows what.

In thc next quarter of an hour, I thought up a thousand n ¢ w
names for myself. I featured mysclf a »rimc idiot for allowing thosc
cyes to lead mc on this wild chasc. An cxhibition; a contost of sex,
featuring two perverted prostitutes. How many times had I told mysclf
and othcrs that a man had to bc as pcrverted as the harlots thmmﬂlves
to witness the thing; and yct, herc I was. y

Once MO ey T el Yo lac¥: BElee o my slceves

"One thous vou giva mc, Joc."

"Arc wo to the oxhibishj where is 12"

"You glva me onc thous, I show you.

"I 11 give you fivc hundred now and the rest whcen I come out."
"You glva me ome thous, Jocy I show vou now."
Hc didn't like it, but he took thc five hundred lire and led me
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to a door on the other side of the dim alley. “Therc was just . enough
light so that I could secc the smlile on'his facec as he motloned for me
té cnter. ' e -

i S

As the soucaky; 1littlec door closed behind me, I realized.. that
the place was completcly dark., I stood with my bac™ to the door wait-
ing for my cyes to find somec dim fragment of light., Thcy found noncs
The placc rcmaincd black and silent. 3

Tcn million years could have passcd by and it would not have sur-
priged me. Timec aftcr timc I thought of turning and stopping through
that little door, back into the comparative fricndlincss of the scho-
ming night. 3ut opridec was strongcr than fear,- and my kneccs were too
weal for the nemessary steps...I waltcd.

A nolset the gcrape of a shoe asgainst a stone floor, the nerve-
tearing creal> of a wooden door, and dim light vainted the interior of
the hall I had been standing in,

A small, fat woman stood azainst the lizht and beckoned for me to
enter; I did, but with a hundred pounds of fear tied to each foot.

As I seated myself on the warved, wooden behch to which I was led,
I saw that . there were many more benches drawn in a cirecle around a n
arena, perhans thirty feet in diameter. As my eyes became more and
more aware of my surroundings, I felt the cold hand of terror . r un
fingers up and down my spine and a small, hard lump clogged my throat.
For I knew, with ever-growing certainty, that this was a Page.¢iolr . n
from a book many centuries old. Thisg nlace, in which I sat, was a
gore-splattered colosseum, wrouzht by some pagan Caesar! My m in-d
Tought this sight and tried to vut it away, but it was there and 1 t
was as real as the book which I held in my persplring hand.

My gaze'took in the hundreds of »lenk faces around me which stared
1n expectation toward the arena below, It was imposcible to tell whe-
ther these were people who walked twentieth century streets or whether
I had stenned into the cdistant nast. Thelir clotning was nondescript
and thelr faces were all of one mold., 3But this I do know, that I3
could feel bony Inees dig into mv back, and I could smell hot breath
on the air around me., There was & low hum, but no distinct voices. In
the language there was the tension that tied all of us tozether 1in a
knot of anxious, straining flesh,

IV

Then the air was gtill, even the monotonous hum died and I turned
toward the arena.

A door in the ring slid up and for several moments all was still;
then a larze black bull plunged intc the sandy cirecle of lisht, Icould
feel the power of that beast as he moved with command across the blocd—
spotied ground., His horns were encased in gold, or something t hat
looked 1like gold; thev were held low as he moved hils great head 1t o
and fro and his eyes gleamed with pure, demon hate. Then a sec ond
door swung .cpen, to the rear of the bull, and five large, grey wolves
slunk into the ring, - I¥ hand tightened on my boolk and I felt the huge
audience lean forward, as.a man; and the silence was that of the oc-
ean floor, ' : ) :

The wolves were large. I could see thelr yellow fangs and their
ribs that stood in sharp relief against thelr sides. They cireled the
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great, dark beast for a full minute, then descended 1lile a cloud upon
him. Twice, throuzh the whirl of flashing teeth and snanping Jjaws, I
saw the sharp, golden horns arc upward, and twice a gory bleeding lump
of fur hurtled throusgh the air. The second of these landed amid the
crowd on the far side of the arena, still snasping and clawing, but it
was crushed at once by flailing hands and stomping feet. .The carcass
was thrown back into the arena. : :

' A long,deep gash now poured a crimson flood onto. the sand of the
ring. The bull mas on his knees and the three remaining wolves were
tearing his head and neck to shreds. In his intense agony he had bu-
ried one golden horn deep into the ground and the other stood like &
monument to his awful déath. FLved :

I was still too weak and sick to think of moving, but-a strange
thrill and power surged throuch me. I did not thinlr apbout the Bl
only the wolves, because thev had won. I was cheering medly, with the
restrest of the crowd, when the door onened again. All the sadistic
power ebbed from me as I saw a lone man emerge from the black tunnel.

He was tall and massively built, carrving a Roman short sword in
his right hand. He was naked and he slistened as thougnh he had been
drenched in oil. The wolves were still busy with tiae sarcass of the
bull and thev did mnet see -the man,-as -he walked -directly up to one of
them and slaughtered him with a michty slash to the back of the head.

A terrible roar of disapproval burst from the spectators, but it
quickly subsided when the two remalning wolves turned to meet the gla-
~diator. Slowly, with arched bodies thev cireled the nan as they had
the bull. He, with apnarent confidence, bacled slowly away until his
back touched the wall. He was very close to me and I could see t h e
rivulets of sweat roll down his tense bodvy. He shool his head to clear
his eyes of the lonz, black hair and the sweat rained ha shower upon the wolves ,

Then, as though upon a comnand, the animals leaped for the man. He
swung hls chort sword end caught one wolf on the shoulder, but t h e
other. beast slashed hie left arm, hanging on and snarping all the while.
The first wolf, his front leg hanging uselessly by a tendon, caught
the man's ankle in his hideous, gnashing mouth. ‘hat hanpened next,
took only a momentt the bloody -sword swung like a nendulum and severed
the body from the head that clutched the ankle, Then it poised for a
moment and then ran through the other animal which dropped twitching=
ly to the sand. The man shook his foot to disengage the head, t h en
limped to the center of the arema to acknowledge the wild ocwation of the crowd.

It was then that I noticed, for the first time, the eves of t h e
man. It seemed that he was starinsg directly at me, and his eyes were
those of the crazed bull, which had so recently stood on that s a m e
spot~--mizhty and proud.

And so it was that I was doubly horrified at the next scene. 4ll
these other things I had watched in the spirit of the crowd. I had
felt a sense of guilt, 1t is true, but I had been held fascinated by
the strength and power of the contestants, and I had wanted, like the
rest of the audience, to see the blood of the vanaquished. But now...
now did some degree of decency surge back upon me; now did some rem-
nant of that civilized life I had known exert itself, For when that
dreaded door opened and the young zirl was pushed into the slime o f
the arena, I.wag apalled to the point of nausea.

I saw her look up from the sand., And I saw her face as she watched
that bloody, naked figure stalking toward her. I stood, as did a1l 1
the spectators. 'I needed air, I wanted to run, but I was wedged tight
by the screamling, slobbering crowd.

. He moved -slowly, he had all the time in the world. The girl was
too frightened to cry out, as though that would have done hew any rood,
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She fought to cover her naked.

ness and the crowd lauched. Then,
1t seemed I could feel her thoughts,
I lmew what she was going to do...
I knew what she had to do...

She took a step toward the glad- '

latory then spun and ran the length
of the pit. He thousht too slowly
to stop her. When he rcached her,
she had impaled herself upon the
golder horn of the bull. I could
see the scarlet point, sharp and
moist,i sticking obscenely from her
back. j She as dead when the brute
disengnged her from her saviour amd
had hib will of her.

I fouzht, clawed and kiclied my
wvay to;the tiny exit. I did net
look fbr the little boy who had led
me there. I ran, but did not know
I wasirunning. "A dream! A dream!"
I kept shouting, and many a mother
pulled her children in from t h e
street as I passed.

THen the bright licht of a arowd-
ed street flooded my eves. Two Am-
erican shore patrolmen stopped m e
and asked me what was wrong. "No-
thing." I shouted in their faces,
walliing awar from them, mingling at
last with the parade on the V1ia
Reme s gt o

-

THE END

of ‘a short story
by BAY SCHAFFER, JR.
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4 Upon being asksd whr she'wag retiring from the witch business, =
Grandma Baalaf pointed.to her ingtruction manunl, which, passed £
on in her family from mother to daughter for countless
ations, had beer. worn to shreds and rendered illegible.

"You know how 1t 1s," she sighed despondently. "The
grimoire ain't- what she used to be."
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Fate
fall

Dick Clarkson died of cancer not too

long

And yet, by Fate's own hand, this
editor was left w1th what apnears to be
- the last piece of fan writing Dick ever did.

There will be manJ 1n the readership who will
say ‘that the followins .convention rewort

< ghould be lefb dnpubllghed in honor

of the no—longer-W1th~us.

that Dick would not have wanted it so.

To these peoolé I can ‘only say : ;;7
4dside from the pleagure of seeing his name in B

orint,

grante@, Dick enjoyed- wrltwng.
st/ would be.to me as a sense of unfulfilliment 1f
this. manuscrlpt never saw publication.

sets a strange table. The placemats
weirdly, and not alwaysg wisely.

Q-\_-,OC

a:

I knew him fleetingly, not well.

smaxl pleasure indeed to be

Both for the reason abeve and as a
‘final last rominder of the unruly red mnop,
the face of freclles, the easy grin, that

made Diclt Clarlkson a member in good stand~-
ing; not only of that organization we call
"Fandom" but of that much larger organ1z~
ation we call the "Human Race."

-Clarkson was a cont-

ribvutor. He never went to a con-
vention and sat, sopping everyone'else's
personality. chk made friends as h e
went, and his loss is to many of us

a sense of acute emptiness.

B g 3 TS L 4 e R I e L

L A

though this ma"a21ne and its editor were not the

closest of Dick's friends, and his last report doecs
not appear in a fanzine more accustomed to Dick's in-
dividual touch, consider it a last act of Fate.

A Fate who knows we realize what we have---only when
we no longer have it. : '

~--=Harlan Ellison;
A0 January 5, 1955

st B ]

N
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NOTE: the. humor of Ray B E‘V] . E {H R # SU ﬂ :

Nelsor's cartoonsy, in' | : ;
this »narticular instance 1llustrated by Ray Nelson
only, is simply explained :

" by the information that
last Labor Day's Decon
(or Detroit Con if you
w111) was not as heav-
ily attended as 1t was
‘intended by its »promo-~
-ters.- As a consequence
Nelson’s quips emerged.

&
/r\\\' { { b S i 7 4
; \ { * | { \"‘i { !
ooy \)/' R l__‘ L .J - ™ : : ' &3
o
5 (above)
"Sure I'1l mention you in my econ
e G ot : : report, but you gotta give mne
Ly NEEY F % _ some material to worl: on.
: 5 o
\ | ; V¥ g AT They called it the Border Ci-
jas ENR LIS et ties Science Fiction Conference
A2 1 SO 20 00 I e B ' ===that was 1ts full handle, and
& : ~ 1t convened in Detroit over the
5 ‘ weelkend of July 3-4-5,
o Thet looks like the first sen-
s : _ tence of a newspaper article
R @ : lnevitably heralding a straight,
% o : unembossed recounting af events,
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"But'this 1s the cawvention!"

\

MEMORIES OF THE
DETRCITCON NO.
"carole"

plots

THE SILZNCE WAS GOLDEN (continued)

Well, I've already tried t ha t
way, and 1t didn't work out so well,
as edltor Illison pointed out to me,
There was too much zolng on; my con-
vention wasn't necegsarily that okl
someone else. And so, to give credit
where it is certainly due, I have ene~
listed aid from the aforementioned ed-
itor and Hary Southworth of BetEod
in order to present as full a picture
a8 possible to you, because the Job
was too big for me to handle alone.
And 80.4.,,

Thursday noontime. The 2nd o f
July. John Hagnus—--late———drag gged
his Ford up in front of the house ang
we were off, throush Hagerstown and
over the Pennsylvania Turnpike to Ole-
veland. We there added Harlan Ellison
to the viajeros, with whom T immediate~
1y began to argue—=--a habit of mine.
This time it was about staying in De-
troit, and eventually we settled o n
the Hotel Detroiter, the official con-
site.

Friday morning at 5130 AM, W e
checked in and I knew nothing from then
until noon, when after eating I re-
mained at the hotel to cast about for
incoming fans while John and Harlan
went to pick up lMarv Southworth. I
found only one—--—Andvy Harris. But af-
ter dinner, things turned a different
colort a chorus of loud hellos brought
brought me rushing to the lobby, where
I saw Ray and Perdita Nelson besleged
at the Convention Registration Desk.
I could not brealr throuch the circle
until the din died down to a dull roar,
whereupon I saw Magnus and E111son

\ "Draw George, It's
\got o o gneio.L
\ U.S-”

ey, at.
get the dessert yvet?"
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shoving paper pads and pencils-~--features beaming happily---into the
far~from-reluctant hands of Ray Nelson, srinning and newly-moustached,

I don' t think Ray stopped drawing all nisht, and the way he was
ripping off cartoons, strewinzy them ia his walte, to be g leefully
snatched up by John and Harlan, as 1if they were fighting for fifty-dol-
lar bills,. was a sight to see., With those two occupied, I managed to
get in some siaall talk with Ray.

Before long, 3 bull-session developed at the desk, and people bew
gan to suddenly apnear Ffrom nowvhere, George Young was .among them, and
his quick wit and magnetic personality lept us all laughing and joking
till a quarter to ten, when Roger Sims closed registration for the ev-
ening and we went off to find a congenial spot to talk and drink beer.
The rain had started, but we plled into two cars and drove off.

Someone must have been: carrying a rabhit's foot, because just as
We got to our destination, "The Doshouse Bar", with rain pouring down
all around us, I saw a car pull out from a solldly-vacked line, right
in front of the entrance., Three steps and we were all inside, quite
dry. Soon the others appeared, and about a dozen  laughing, expostula-
ting fans pulled three large tables together; this was something of a
consternation to the management, for not only did our raclet drown out
the smooth booglie~woozie piano playing which was the entertainment fea-
tured there, but the area of joined tables covered at least a third of
the entire interior of the "Doghouse". True to its name, 1t was small,
low-roofed and very cozy. .

Trouble soon ensued, howvever, when it wag discovered that Bur t
Beerman was too young to be served, and the manager recuested him t o
leave, Ellison, coming to the regscue (to the survorise of all, Harlanat
the time being also underage for the state of Michigan), loudly vouched
Tor Burt, deslaiming to the raft-rs that 3Surt was 21 and that he, Har-
lan Ellison, would personally guarantee lt. - Harlan talked so longly
and so loudly in fact, that it never occured to the manager to inquire
about Harlan's own age, and in the end both Burt and Harlan were served,
despite the fact tha®t the manager remained doubtful, That incident
takes my vote as the coup of the evening,

|

| 1
| DEAN A. GRENNELL'S "The Murky Way" —-- concluded from ps 52 |
| s EEE S LT R e T 2 A e e T [ LA SR T LT 5 S ST e el Ll

| No hoteller expects a convention to behave like a. bunch |
! of Baptist deacong~~-not even, necessarily, a convention of _
! Baptist deacons-=--but there are limits to what they will put

| up with. They sell liouor and they know what it does +t o
! people. But they also expect people, even in their cups, to
| comport themselves with at least a modicum of decorum, If
| someone came into your home, drank themselves blotto, vomit-
| ed on your living-roonm rug, broke a few windows and made ag-
| sault upon your other guests, would you smile and shrug it
J off with a murmured, "Boys will be boys, won't they%?" Damned
|
i

right you wouldn't!

Hotel -personnel are people, too, surprisingly - tolerant
for the job they're in. Remember that and you won't laugh
so heartlly next time you read how some idiot thumbed his
nose at the cops and nearly got the con kicked out. It might
even make you a 1ittle mad, It makes me furious.

~-—= Dean A. Grennell
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The shuffleboard game attracted Téeveral members of the group, and
under cover of their bickering as to who scored-how many points, and
. why, I attempted a small flirtation with a very comely waitress, who

had the most beautiful built-in stand-off that 1t has ever been m y
frustration to encounter. So in order to forestall a red face ~w— T
-was getting nowhere at licht-—gspeed wm—- T bezan to kibitz the pianist
who, to getl rid of me; swung into "Honky~Tonk Train Blues".

Returning to the shuffleboard, threec of the participants kindly
informed me that (a) the Red was lcading by three points, (b) % h e
Blue was ahead by one point, and (c) the score was ticd, I thanked
them all kindly and hurried to get myself into an argument as to the
merits of boogle and Blues as compared to classical music, talking so
loud I was almost hoarse., I had to, to be heard over the happy laughe-
ing and- bickering. Foolishly, I tried to demonstrate a left-hmnd fi-
gure for a boogle bass, using the shuffleboard top as a .surface to
substitute for a plano keyboard, and almost got a couple fingers lopped
off by a speeding shuffleboard counter, -The whole Blue tean Jumped
at me, tossing accusations of interfering with the game and Rog Sim's
concentration, -so I went and sat cown to tell jokes with these at the
tables. ' : :

In short order, we all ended up gathering around the bandstand,
listening to one of the bartenders---posessed of a surprisingly good
baritone-~~doing a good job on "Basin St. Blues" and ViaeNamara's
Band". I still regret that we hed to leave before all the singing
was over, and the rain outside made the laughter and hanter inside
all the more aopealing. :

The rabbit's foot was still around when we got back to the hotel,
for we parked in the only space for blocks, Boaht 1w Tront et the
main entrance. :The rest of the evening we svent in another session,
in the Michigan Room on the mezzanine, which continued into the not—
so=-small hours of the morning. When finally I tore myself away, it
occured to me that the Convention had not yet officially boegun, It
was a very good omen. :

Saturday morning and afternoon were certainly not the usual Sat-
urday you find at a convention. ZIllison woke Magnus by punching him
in the stomach, and their combined noise proved irresistable to me,
and the first day of the Con had begun.

After a fast lunch, I found myself meandering down Woodward Strect
toward a bookstore lmown only..to Denrtis Campbell, in the company of
a very cute Chicago fanne named Marie Uncy. We went at least elght
blocks, getting sprinkled by a drizzly sky, but we finally got to our
destination, where I took one more step on the road to a collcector's
nersonal heaven: the proprietor informed me tha® he sold all back
lssues of ASTOUNDING SCILNCE FICTION and UNKNOWN WORLDS at 25¢ per.

Then I immediately too five steps toward a collector's ncrsonal
hell, when he'told me that a fellow=-~his deseription mcant it w a s
Howard DeVore=--had picked up thirty-nine UNKs at that price in one
grab three days before., The bottom dronped out of my stomach. Ap-
parently, the proprietor saw that I was mentally wringing my : hands,
for he took pity on me and I did end up with a few 1939-1942 A8Fs at
a quarter per copy. Meanvhlle... _ i

Zllison, lagnus, Burt Becrman and lary Southworth, accompanied by
a few others, had set off in the ovposite direction, and on returning
to the hotel, I was informed, amid burst of laughter, of the followw
ing incident...

Mary had suzcested Skrol's Bookstore as a likoly opportunity t o
pick up some ASFs cheaply, and off they went. Naturally, they had to

stop at every bookstore on the way, and thery came to a place which
proclaimed that "We Have All The Latest Racing Forms'". As they started
to go in, they were stopped in their tracks by a lady, spparcrtly the
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proprietor, who screamed at them, "Get out! GET OUT! WE DON'T AL~
LOW NO GANGS IN HERm!" R

Now, if thecy looked like anything, it was like a fow rain-soaked
fans, and certainly not like a big~city downtown gang. All but Hare
lan decided to lcave. He would rather ‘argucs He tried to reason with
her but she was dlmost hystcrical and began ;shoving him out the' door
when Harlan said somcthing about not being "a damm gang" and the la-
dy then shreiked .about -profanity. Finally all werc back on the.side~
e walk, and decided to contilnuec on.

Later followed the auction, in
which 2l1lison-—-in thc role of auc-
tioncer~—=outdid himself. For the
Tirst time in recorded history h o
talked himgelf out. Meanwhile, = I
simply stood by, drooling, as beaut-
iful sets of ASF and UNKNOWN  went
fer next-to~nothing. I had no spare
cash, :

Soie of the highlizhts h e re
wered four copies of the Mexican rro-
zine, LOS CUENTQS FANTASTICOS went
for 1:50. I can get them at about
11l¢ per’ in Mexico, and occasionally
do. To scll them, Harlan had toread

S

|||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||

MBut migawd, it's a Da Vincil””“”““”wwww S 16@\ !‘
Won't someone male 1t 10 ¢ 2" el . ﬁ? L

from them in Spanish, Now, my own Spa- . |. . 4
nish may not be clegant, high-class Cg«~ ’
stilllan, but..,well, he gid do okax. e .k =y
reading the author's namcs, They, .were | €

UsS. ones, ZIllison's pronunciation \
brought down the house, and some Izind
soul bid on them tq gavec Harlan any fur-
ther torture. :

Soon after, another 1llustration--
to be sold "plind". Only the auctionecer
knew what it was, and he wasn't telling.,
Just before, another blind one had turncd
out to be a beautiful Bergey which went
for a fantastically low price due to the
reticence of the people to bid on some- 2 _
thing they couldn't see, On this one, B
the bidding went sky high-——-and the cve- : :
entual victor took home as his prize an

Zs e

o .
o1l of Ray Beam's father painted by Ray ' G%g %kj
Beam's mother—in-law! All's fair i n = AT : ot
love, war, and auctionssa... Ohy i1t's Just the management

Circulating around afterwards, I [Of the hotel; Gceorge guaran-
was pleased to.lecarn from George and Rog | tc¢ed him 500 persons minimim
that the auction had taken in almost attendance.,
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%150, from a rather small---and on the whole, voung--—crowd. In view
of the fact that the Committee had to malc $20Q on the auction a nd
registration to barely break even, this was great ncews to me. The come
mittee had been worried about finanecial ruin (Goorgo Young had prom-
ised to make up all deficit out of hig own pocket), and this them all
a big 1ift, which they certainly deserved,

I went up to our room, where John and I had invited four (count
'em, four) others for a quiet deink-origo s - 11 had to be quict, b e =~
cause Lllison was sound asleep in the adjolining room, tirecd out from
hls cfforts at the auction,

Howcver, we were taken by storm, .ending up with a huge crowd in
the room, all laughing and talking and throwing hands about, Trying
to sneak out to accept an invitation tendcred by Lynn Hickman an d
George Young to go out te Howard DeVore's place, I was stoppcd and the
end result wag that about elght morc dccided to go along, to the sur-
prise of George, Lynn and Howard.

At the DcVore residence, the fans held forth in what I consider
to bc the most enjoyablc Wild Halr Session I have over e Sl el Ae
half of those who had comec.out werc upstairs paying worship to t h e
fabulous DeVore .collection, Ogrole Hickman, George Young, ZEarl Kemp,
several others, and myself, sat talking over many cups of coffce,

Discussed were all fans not at thc time in the room, and any oth-
cr topics we thought safe. George's humor was not only hilarious, 1%
was also-catehing, and before long cveryonc was shining by producing
side=-splitting convorsation.

The gem-of-tho-ovening: was a commont on Seventh Fandom fans and
their youtht "They set in your shoclaces and pants cuffs."

When the others camc down, Rajy Nelson and Lynn Hickman Joined us
in the kitchen, while in the living room anothor scssion bcgan, regerd-
less of a sleeping John Maghus in the biggest easy chair. It finally
broke up at 3315 AlM and was later continued all night at the hotel,

Sunday, Magnus and I werc shocked to discover, just before overy -
one lecft for the picnic, that we had been charged seven dollars for
chocking in one half-hour béforc the now day began en Friday morning.
We quickly hunted up Harlani briefed him on the situation, and sent

- him uo to the desk to talk. You could
have knockcd mc down with a hard glance
: when, after a tem-minute harangue, he
camc baelr telling us he'd fixpd 1 t !
That is onc good way to start off the
day---making seven dollars.

Thoe-pienic was decided upon a t
the last minute, but before too yori:,
most of the fans were out at Be lle
Islc, which, despite all travel fold-
crs to the contrary, is not "4 place
of onchantment wherc onc may spcnd an
exclting day among beautiful rienie
groves, at a clcan beach in warm water,
or at the zoo." The plenic grounds
arc in disrcputablc conditden o ke
~ beachecs are -mud and rocks and, well,,

all Detreit's sewage runs inte t h o
Dctroit River.

MEMORIES OF THE Nonctheless, four cars of hungry
DETROITCON fans landed.at Belle Isle, save Gearge

No. 2t George's Mary Young who went after the food.

; » Somc pcople deecided to g0 canoe-—

ing. Decnnils Campbell missed his train
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for not rcturning in timc (he missed two more, latcr) while Mary Southe
worth and Harlan struck out with Paul Wyszlowski, a rathcr inexpors-
icneed canoc=paddler. There 1s 1ittle to say abcut thc pilenic proper
unless you happen to love charrced hot dogs ~nd suehe.

4 budding fan-love was born on this cxcursiont Duggie Hickman,
7 ycars old, and Larl Kemp's cldest dauzhter, 5. They wandered around,
hand~in-hand, getting into various sorts of troublc.

While Lynn Hickman was riding herd on themy, Elligon managed t o
-gct George Young on the phone, informing him that Rogcr Sims had just
passed away. This rcsulted 1in confusion for some time 111l it  w a S
recognized as a rusc to get some rcluctant tclevhonc-lenders to call
George to the phonc so he could pick the fans upe George was still
fuming when he got hack to the hotel.

Later that evening I heard therc was a program featuring a very
bad movie and a speech by the previously mentioned Zllisons

About that time I was in the company of an
cxceptionally largce crowd of fansg, when somc=- o A N
one informed me that he had been in on the be /\/\Y FK'END

ginnings of a negro jam seselon, in a garage

about half a block from the hotcl. F?Q’EFQ[D
I didn't pay any attention at the time,but | g 3 G E Rl
latcer I happened to be in a room wherc it could [Geopeey e B
%
(right) We won't say the audicnce | - %23*;&
for Ellison's speech was small--—-— |

but when he talked to it, the ccho
drowned him out for five minutcs.

be hoard, and then looked out the window an d
couldn't sit still another minute. It was too
much for mc, ‘ : :

So Anne Hitch (a Dotroit fanne) and mysclf
dashcd down and fell in., Ray Nelson was a 1l =~
ncady therc, and Annec and I began to Jitterbug
Just as John Magnus puffed in with nis tape rc-
corder. Thc music wasy naturally, hot and rye
thmic, with viesno, drums, stcel gsuitar, trump-
¢t and the garage full of cats who were surpriscd to sce a whitc boy
who could dance their music, That was nothing comparcd to the sur-
prise on their facecs when I sat down at the piano and started rlaying
booglic~woogle, my onc and only musical accomplishment. It broke u o}
all too soon, when the loecal gendarmes dceided to makerDe toadls b5
night. Aftcr that, back at the hotel, things scemed a 1little slow.

The banguet came on Monday aftcrnoon, highlishted by a talk b y
Detroit's own T.L. Sheorred., The hotcl management had exnceted to make
a ninor mint off us fans and our convention, and thc small, congcnial
crowd must have given them fits! Ned NcEcowan, the only Windsor (On-
tario) delegate to the Border Citlos (Dctroit and Windsor) Confarcnce,
finally showed up; when asked if Windsor would givc the samc Con thero
next ycar, Ned replicd, "The only placc we could give a Con in  Wind-
sor would bc in the new Convention Hall. If it's finished Ly m et
sumncr, we'll give onc. The only thing is, 1t won't be finishod till
somctimec in 1958, I think."

In retrospcet, thc Con sccmed to be far guicter, moro relaxing,
more congenial and natural, lcss straincd and hustlc~bustle than a big
worldwldc gect-together. The abscinee of pros enabled the fan person-—
alitices to takc the spotlight in every aspccet of the Con, and this to
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me was a welcome change. _ Yoy

Hal and Nancy Shapiro seem still to be very happy togethers Lynn
Hickman proved to be another outstandin- personality, who was aided
and abetted by his attractive wife Carocle plua thelr seven~year-o1l d
sony Duggie, who is a2 cem, :

. . It was Rar Neleon's first convention since Chicago in '52, a n q
George Young (baclk from o two=ycar ctint in Korea was never at a loss
when laughs were being passed around. Tho Indiana contingent was felt
in force, ant thc convention committce 1tocelf was not only competent,
but I liked cvery onc of then, althoush I'd lmown none of then before-
hénd, g i - :

_ The most attraetive thins about the ontire convention was 1t g
casy, relaxed atmosphcre$ lesz pelle-mell rush and nonc of the whirling
serlcs of ¢vents that Inevitably accompany the largcr~name econventions,
Thouzh no truc fan sathering can be ecalled gilent, yot the comparat ive
naturalncss and canv-rolfs sood=humor of the wholo thing left me reg-
ted lnstcad of tired, and rave me the foeling that the silonce Woa g

golden. ,
PRE Eﬁ« AT SOAT -

STAR SCIENCE FICTION STORIES #3 oditod by Frederik Pohl (Ballontine)
revicwed by Harlan Ellison .. ;

Though with leogs really memorable talcs than the first or aco-
ond volumas in this serics contained, STAR 3 atill cnerges af thir -
ty-five ceonts wisely zpent. Perhaps novhere clac today can orige
inal storics by as skillful a croup of craftsmen as those be found,
O, Henry~Shcelkloy endings are scarce, but contrary to Insinuation,
this 15 a dccided advantago, ; .

. Fach of the ton scems to have 'a warmth that stems from a sen-
wine' interecet in pgonlc, NOT stercotyned formulae ond wiring dia-
groms, In fact, Richard Mathcson's Dancec Qf IThe Dcad, Isasc Asi-
mov'g complctely marvelous It's Such A Boautiful Q8,7 Tand TtiHid
touching Foster, You'rc Dead b7 tho talinted Philip X. Dick, rest
their prescntation almost solely upen-the human clement, though the
social implications of each arc ovident and cye=catching.

A completcly new realm chconpaszod by sclence fictisdn, is oute
lined in The Deep Range, wherein Arthur o, Clarke compares the cowe
pokc of yeaterday to the "fighpore" of tomorrow, riding herd & n
undersca nelfergs This story alorc ig.worth the boolkls price.

Lester-del Reoy and Gerald Korsh, with two very fogdt-reading op-
uses of (respactiVLly a - ‘man tranved ‘on .an igland with an BT,
‘ond a soldler with battlcescars of four hundred vcors on a DT
vcar=old bhody, quictly go about their trgdes  That of beling Gguned

good story-tellcrs, . I S
Chad Oliver tclls a bhad pun. Jaclk Vence .téleographs his punch

in a dolightfully,outragoous'manncr,' Jaclz Williamson tales a few

vages to say very little, - Ray Bradbury spows ‘hid .maudlinatrocity

over ten pagcs and 48 million miles, AR

wy e Tinetp. iis oretentiousy the resulte, thoughe——smeine—=iorthe

while, cvinee miWel of the wear and tear the ficld 1g expericneing.
Ibrmnx;wc%o,jaded, but to this revicwer's cyesy, the stories

just-ggg'i seem to have the wallon they uced to waa,
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11lustrations by JACK HARNESS and Mr. VAN DALL

> FROM WHERE I SIT: In Which We Make an Anmazing Offer<

With considerablc pride, From Where I 8it is about to institute a
scrvice ncver hefore offcred to the Amoricen sclonce~fiction-reading public.

But first, a word from our sponsors:

Ladics and Gentlemen, From Where I 8it 1s produced under Lhbe
terms of a writddn mutual hends-off asrccment bobwcen Mr. Ellison and
ourselves., He doesn't touch the copy we submit. Wec don't write t he
blurbs., Elthcr party can withdraw at any time. Mr. Ellison's views
arc not ncecessarily ours. Our views arc not ncecessarily Mr. Ellison's.
And now, back to our column: )

Without further ado, hcre igs our plan? Detailed Dbelow, you will
find a number of story outlincs. Choosze thc ones you would like t o
use, Till out the pledgc you will find farther on in this column, and
then feel free to set yourself up as a scicnce fiction writer. W e
trust you to adhere to the torms of the plcdge and do not ask you to
go to thec trouble of notifying us. Conversely, we trust you not t o
use any of those outlines if you fcel you carnnot honestly sign t h e
pledge. There is no charge or obligation for this cxclusive F r om
Wherc I Sit secrvice. '

Best results will be obtalncd 1f vou read all the outlineg in or-
der before reading the pledpe. ,

Ready? Begin:

PLOT OUTLINE #1, (Possible Title: THE MONSTERS)

Santa Claus does cxist. Hc i an altruistic life=form which, dri-
ven from Earth by the crass unbelief and cruclty of humanity, h a s
transferred his opcrations to Mars. (Heo pereelves the.vibrations o f
unbcelicf and cruclty as stingine barbs thrust into the dclicate nerve
centers located at the base of hiz sninc,)

Mars has bcem svarsely colonized by vioncering, God-=fear in g
Earthpeople who have fled the cruclty and unbeclicf of Zarth, Children
have been born, among them our hero,

Littlc Max, and his playmatcs. Lit-

tle Max is a small, pale boy who , T
glonc among his contemporarics, hag : T
the percepntion to sce thc wonder and /

beauty of thc Universe,

Harold=¥an Dall
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Little Max belicves in Santa Claus. As Chiristmes grows near, his
littlc playmates make hils 1life miscrablc by Jeening-at him, but:he. ig
surc of his bcliefs and ignores their crucl unbelicf, He hangs up his
stocking on Christmas Eve, and then socs to sliop,

His little playmatcos sncal: into tho house, ond find the stocking
full of toys lcft by Santa €laus. Thoy stcal the Lolre sond <R3 Tgiantidy €
stocking with horsc—annlcs,

When Little Iiox wakces up and rung dovmstairs, he sccos the bulg-
ing stocking and plungecs his Hehd into it.

He" cried” andi crifesy, .

PLOT OUTLINE #2, (Possiblc Titlet THE MONSTIRS)

For ccnturics, Earth has boon ignored by the A ntaaec, o, “this
Universe, for Barthnconle, comporcd to the Galacties, are.crude, cruel,
scuabpling, primitive savages, go bloodthirsty that it is agony for
the good, Iind, altruistic Galactics to so much as think about them,

With the advent of the atomic agc on Zarth, howcver, ‘the Galac-
tics mugst concern themsclves with Eorth. Accordinzly, one Galactice
asgent flics his atomic-powercd interstcllar ship into an orbit around
Earth, dcscunds to the surface in his atomic-nowered antigravity belt,
and, using his atomic-powered simultancous trandlators, broadcasts this
warnine to thc pcoplcs 6f the Earth:

"You nust abandon atomle cxncrimentation. You arc imperiling the
very fabric of the Universce with your bloodthirsty.cxporiments. L ShE
you do not do as I say, we will blast vour plenct to smithcrccns!"

Onc Earthwoman——a mothcr--trics to kccn theo cnraged Eerthmen from
tcaring the lucklcss ambassador to bits. Shc iz unsuccossful. 8 h o
cPrics and criess

PLOT OUTLINE #3, (Possible Titlc: THE MONSTIRS)

It is the Earth of thce far futurc. Our hoero is Simcon Gonfalon,
Pregscr {(Vice~Prcsident) of thc World Stotc, whose nolitical and soc-
lal structure hag cvolved from thec ancicnt dry-clcaning sxretom o T
Twenticth Contury Amcrica, y

Gonfalon is pcrfeetly content with his lot.  He was born to this
gsoclcty, wihlch has c¢xistcd for hundreds of vecars. He is soclally well~
adjustcd, a2nd was votcd into his prcscnt office by virtuc of his zcal
ag & rcglonal Cheeker, (Police official.). Beecausc of his abilitiocs as
Presser, hc has an cxecllent chanco of ndvancoment to Spottor. (Presidentd

Onc day, howcever, he is prescnt at the arrcst of a beautiful but
brilliant young woman, a high official of thc underground. (The Dote-
crgents,. ) .

Somcthing havpens to Gonfelon. Hc becomes discontented with hie
lots = Hc begins to understand that his soclety is rigid, arbitrary,
and decadent, 'Troubled, he visits thc beautiful rcvolutionary in hor
ccll. Theore he loarns that the Spottcer has held his office for scven
conturics, and that no Preosscr has cver madc Spotter sincc the begine-
EANg e ihe i dne. j

Horrificd, his cyes opcn ot last, Gonfalon trics to overthrow the
Shotter. Just as he is about to suceced, hce thinks, he discovers that
the benutiful Dotergent was an acont provoeatcur all the timc, a n 4
that hc is hopclessly trappcd. Now he¢ mows now the Spotter has kcent
his iron grip on tihhc Presscrs.

Realizing at last the horrible injusticc of it 211, hc dics erying.

Now, thcne. You undcrstand that thceac outlincs arc comadlc of in-
finitc ingenious variation, ond rcproscnt nothing more than rough mo-
dels from whieh to work. In the first outline, for cxanple, you might
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changc Littlc Max into o 1ittlc girl, In th- sceond vou could rcduecc
tho sealc of the storv——an bXCCTJJnt device, vnjcn, WC aro surc, will
cnablc youw to moke o eonsistent livine from thise oné plot nlonce For
cxamplc: For "Zarth," substitutc Strudclmacher, - srasping, ¢ o n -
scicneclcgs corporation »rosident wigaged in corruntin~ the wave-sct
formuls dcveloped by Brilliant, an idcalistice voung industrial chome-
lst. . His "”CF’thV, Glame-~2 mother-~trics to kcen him frem breaking
young Brilliant's gsonirit, Brilliant thrcateons Strudelmachor with a
45, Dcswnitc all Glams can 2.0, Strudeclmachecr—-=conscioncclegss to t he
cnd=-=cnlle the volice and has Brilliant arrcetods
Converscly, you can incrcasc the sealc of vour gtorv, Little Max
of our first story wscomcs an ontirc race of lovable, kindly aMens who
set the beauty of the Univerzc, , Hig CTUul playnates becomc the human
race, The alicns belicve the Universe is neoutiful, and will not age-
rec wlth the Zarthmen thet it is dirty, savazé; ond nasty. The Earthe
men crcet a foreeficld around the olicn planct which Filters the lizht
of thc stars so that ther anpcar to be a deeaving brown In e o lor.
Crushcd, thc alicns coxmit racial "v101do, 1bavinm their immense uran—
ium deposits open for cunloitation by the 1ﬂthmgn.

'

The ‘Pledge:

ey g e y havine cr061de thatthere is now not
only moncy but Artistic Satisfaction to e gained from the production
of ucicncc fictiony do malc the followlng plcdget

"Thet I will nover peralt mysclf to sce both sides of any facct

of human nkturc, and that I will incvitably see the bad uidp, 5E-Aamned

. "That I will never cxasine the noturc of any ‘human bcecing but my-

sclf, and that I will aalc up for thc fruﬂtratlon> OBV llfO by con=-
forrlag them wholcesale on my charscters.

ot Pt T Tl carncastly cnabavor not. to contaminatc.the purity of

my product by rcsolving any of thcesce problcems, inasnuch as no problcm

of minc hns cver becn rcsolvcd for no.

"That I will ncvor make the gricvous crror of conferring intcll-
lzcnee, common scnsc, and ordinery cmotions on my charactors, since
only e very fow poonle sueh ag mysclf possess theso cualitics

Thct, sincc therc has nover boen any hanpincss 1n myr own RLSiACT
1% i mandfostly lmpossiblc-that any ojtuntloa could cver resolve hap-
pily. Thcroforc, I ghall never lic to my rcadors by writifls fiction
which decs not lL&VC tﬂu eligfactoryg orttey,. orolcn, and nocurotice.

"I heroby affirm and attost that this shoc fits."

Wedl, thors you arce, All yvourn, Went 1t?

We had some intcrogting mell over our last column. We rofor you
particularly to thce lotters of Mr, qcnrJ‘MosVowjtz, ¥re HelLs Gold 2nd
Mr, Bob Tuckcr, rcprintcd clsowhero in this 'izsuce.

-Wo have some intcresting itoms of ncws vhich relate Qifvctlj t o
thosc lctters, os well as somc furthor comment s

. F&BF hag boon sold, IMr. Joscph Fcrman, the new ownor of the Soi-
vaek chain, hos made the comment to a reoputadle source that not .oven
the Heinlcin scrial did ahything.to help the (ropoat)'disappointingly
Jow ecirculation, . '

Galazxy, aftcr somc months of cxoocrimentation with D”lxlur vapcr
an¢ tic multiplc usce of illugtration clements, has cut bael to its, or-
iginal thicktices by rotaining the bulkicr paper but cuttlnv the nume-
ber of pages. The throe full-vage illustrations for "Thce Tunﬂ 1 Under
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the World" werc produccd by ro-combining (not re-drawing) tho same 111-
ustration clements in various slzcs and layouts., Wc arc not preparcd
to state, at this timc, that Galaxv's art budsgcet, always onc of t ho
Lowcst In the ficldy has suffered furthcer: cuts,

ASF continucs at 160 inside pagcs.

About that furthcr commoent?: (Scc Mr, Gold's lcttoer)

Galaxy docs not shave five foreign cditions. Spcaking for the It-
alian and Argcntinian cditions only==wc have not scen any others, but
we know ther cxisgt--thesc magezinces arc anparcntly indcepoendant foreign
roprint publications which nick up somc matcorial ‘from Galaxy, b u t
which got just as muech from ASF and othor sourcces, such as the Winston
Sretrilc s cricg,, CThHigh Ta notsth@tSamdBcytod "oenseroff the tcrm 'forcign
cdition'~~unlces ¥r. Gold is also preparcd to claim Los Cucntos Fant-
asticogs :

Whilc we Teelsthat Galaxy hag wery 1itdlc to be ashamcd of, and
1g “ecrfainly supirier®le ut - lcast ninchy, Dor conk of the comdetition,
wc do not feol that Galaxy nas sgo overwecningly much to be proud of.
We venture to point out that 421 Hudson Strcet is not the address’o f
the Life~Time Building, and that Luccizn high-prcssurce cditing is un-
suitced to the scicnec fiction ficld.

We also have a retractions  (8ce Bob Tueker's analyticnl a n &
painfully accuratc lctter--thc nain belng ourg, )

Mr, Tuckcr is ocuitec right., Wec fouled up, as peoplec who deal i n
scnsetional generalities must. Woe'lve boen tausht o legson-~more loss-—
ong than might be apporcnt, Our thonks to Mr. Tuckcer and our apolog-
ice to him and to our othcr readerse—-ond to Ballantinc Books, Inc. Our
remarks on Ballantinc's art and cditorial policics stand. Wo f ind
fluch to criticisc in Ballantinc's sclcetion of such books as "Riders
To Thc Stars," "The ‘Scerct Mastcrs," "Darl: Dominion," "Hero's  Walk,"
and thc rcecat "Shadows In The Sun." (For an implicd eapsulc revicw
of this lattcr, scc all thrce outlincs above and thcn add credlt for
somc vory nicc—-but not sufficicntly balancing—-incidental ‘touchcs.)
Excopt in o fow instances,. wo fecl that Ballantine's jacket art ha
probably dcetractcd from! sales. :This is not acant as 2 criticism. o
Richard Powers' tcchnical s':111, which ig demonstrably hizh,

In defensc of the barcly-dofensibloe, we add that, at tho time tho
column was written, Ballantinc was moking what werc, in our opinion,
somc hasgty and ill-adviscd moves which rcsultcd in the non-publication
of .gcveral titlcs which, in our eopinion, mighnt have donc Ballantine
and scicnee fiction-consideravlc goods ~Wc, were told-that Ballantinc
was In serious financial trouble, which was true. We were also given
some reasons for that trouble, some of then nolt true. Ve advanced sew
eral theories of our own, which stand as neither proven nor disnroven
at this point. We made one abrolute mis-statenent of fact, in regard
to sales., Mr. Tucker has pointed out one book which went into a sec~
ond rrinting. It seems possible there were others.

It remains our contention that, with the money Ballantine w a s
paying and the gduthors on their ligt, there sholuld have been many
more of them, DBallantine hag only itself to blame for not niriln g
gsomeone ‘who could get their best worlk out of the writers involved. We
reveat that no editor not Hred to the field, no matter how technical-
ly skillful, can hope, by the nature of the literature itself, to ex-
ercicse perfect control over it,.

And our congratulations to Ballantine for "More Than Human,'" "The
Space Merchants," and "Fahrenheit 451," all of which have done Vv ery
well in the awards sweepstalien,

S
T

NEWS, VIEWS, AlND PURLIEUS:
Lion Books has purchased a rewritten and expanded version o f
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Turncoat,' by Damon Knight, This marks Mr., Knight's first book, and
Lion's first new scilence fiction purcq 1o e ~1nce Arnold Hailo wags r e -
nlaced ags editor by Walter Fultz, "Turncoat" will appear in the lar-

ger, 357 format to which Lion has reecently made a nartial switeh.

LE, still coming up and competing for the top of the market, has
raised 1ts rates to 3¢ ver word,

Columbla onhﬁratlonu, according to one screwball =mourde, is com~
pleting its topsy~turvy aswrltch of Sclerce Fiction Storles toa D i -
monthly by mal:ine Future an annual. There has been a drop in the word
rate to 3/40 per word, No comment ;

Some time ago Jack O'sullivan left Planeﬁ'Stories, but continues
on a part-time basis for the meanwvhile. "0 hew ediltor has  Dbeen ann-
ounced. ... Theron Reines, forjerly offlce manacer Tor the Scott Mer—
edith Literary Agencv, is the hew editor at Soandavd Marazines. There
will, naturally, be changes in the editorial. slant used in thne DO%s,

The QOlkile series, by James Bli: shy will arpear as a book from Pute
: ﬁ@m. No title is as yet available to us,

There ig a snide and aqnlttedlv 7“acetious rumor that Berond, have
ing chiseled the word "fantasy" out of its losotyne, will replace it
with "help. ", .. The orizinal science Fietion ntoriles occas ionally ap-
pearing in PIavooy a sort of combinéd Egauire and Cﬂllere Hunor with
delusions of 7\'ew Yorlker, have first Peen bounced out of every sclence
fiction 1arazwno 1oruh tne effort Of;uuoﬂiﬂﬂloﬁa

: Caanﬂ Thoa@s Beck 1s malking Tife miserable for the personnel. of
the recent anﬂly suowesgful Netrocon by firing blasts to everybody
who will 113ten, claining such nlce”“qglcv grievances as non-recogni-
tion of the Américan Sc1encn FaﬂtasyaSQﬁeﬁhlnv or other-~C.T. Be clk,
founder and sole mcnoeru-arﬁ faﬂhant eammunﬁ“ e Beck needs h is
mouth waslhied ouL '%

Mp. Beck ig.pUrrently offerins’ 119uruct101311 the art of science
fictilon writing, by mail. Or so one of Bt ﬁrofev slonals listed with-
out:-licongent on his masthead is garing.

TWO .FINAL NOTES: : S

& We. underastand that the Canedian Magazine 4 Bag has offered a cash
reward for our ldentity. Inasmtich as Van Dall is not a single indlve:
iduvwal but -a fu31on of the idéas dnd opiniong held br a lqrwish group:
of peorley ywe'd 1ike to lmow nom’mucn it comes to per head. A n.d4
since none of the others are looking over mr marticular vhoulder, is
that annlicable to all or.anv Dart of s, G@rr" Steward? I might con-

sider a deal.

Mr, Ellison, FYI: re your blurd remark,
as to our column being liﬂvld exnlosives” in
the last lgssuet licuid. eﬁJloolveu, disnensed
from a pen onto vaper, would merely lay there
anda . smell bad. Feel free to intervret tnis
as you will.

And that's the way I see i, from where
i cast a furtive look at the guy in the next -
booth ang turn the pag ge in my copy of Flavbov.

o et VTS
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(SECTION TwO)

S EYMNOPSLS

While working in a government experimental lab, MIKE KENSCOTT discovers
some weird "non-typical waves" Just before a frealr accident demolishes
the laboratory. After recovering from serious injuries—--~a recovery
marked by broken ribs that mended too fast to be ordinary and scars,
6bviouzly not from the exnloslion, that disanpeared overnicht---Ken -
scott is first told that the acdident resulted from lightning, patent-
ly a lie, and then fired, his line of résearch “cloned." Seeking a
rest Kenscott and his younger brother ANDY =o to tHe Sierras, Fro m

their first day in the mountains, strange hapvenings dog Kenscott,
Energy out of nowhere follows him around. It cannot knoeck him o ut,
but his very touch blows fuses and creates radio static. Tryd g o

resolve the problem in hi- own mind, Kenscott stays up late in t h e
cabin, and when he goes to turn off the lichts, shorts the dynamo, as
the entire house current pours into his body. His hand on the switch
glows as somethinﬁ snaps wide open in his brain. He suddenly hears a
volce, shouting, "Rhys: Rhys! That is the man!" NOW CONTINUE.....
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Chapter Twos RAINBOW CITY

"You are mad," 'said the man with the tired voice.

I wag drifting. I was swaying, bodliless, over a huge abyss of
caverned space; chasmed, Ilmmense, limitless., : Vaguely, through a sleep-
1 dlstance, I heard two volces. This one was BI& and very tired.

"You are mad. Thev will Xmow, Narayan will know."

Narajan ig'a fool." sald the mecond voice.

"Naravan is the Dreamer," the tired voice ssid. "He isthe Dream—
er, and where the Dreamer walks he will know. But have it your way.
I am very.old and it does not matter. I zive you this nover, freely~—-
to spare.you, But Gamine---"

NGamine--=" the second volce otOﬂO@d. After a long time, ¥ ou
are old, and :a fool, Rhys," if said "hat 1s Gamine to me?"

Bodileuu, blind, I drifted ar wayed and swung in the sound of
the voices. The hululng, like.a mllllon h]ﬂn~te151op wires, sang a=-
round me, and I felt myself cradled in the pull of a great magnet that
neld me suspended surely on notnipgne”s and drew me down into the field
of some force beneath, Far below me the volces faded., I swung free—-
fell-~ plunged dovwnward in sickenins motion, head over heels,jmto the
abySSeee. L

- My feet struck hard flooring. I wrenched back ‘to con001ousnesu,
with a jolt. Winds blew coldly in my face; the ca@in walls had been
Tlung back to the high-lyving stars. I was standing at a barred whdow
at the very pinnacle of a tall tower, in the lap of a welrd Dblueness
that arched flickeringly in the nizht., I caught a glimpse of a start-
led face, a lean tired=old face heneath a peaked hood, in the .-~ moment
before my knees gave way and I fell striking my head azainst the bars
of the window,

I wag lylins on a narrow, hizh bed in a room filled with doors and
bars. I could see the edge of a carved mirror set in & frame, a n d
the top of a chest of some kind. ©0n a bench at the edge of my fileld
of vislon there were two figures sitting. One was the old _grey man,
hunched wearily beneath his robe, wearing garb like a Tibetan Lamats,
somber black, and a peaked hood of arey. The other was a . slimmer
younger fisure, swathed 1in silvery q71LCH Ve]llng, with a thin opaclty
where the face should have been, and a sort of opalescent shine Eail
flesh through . .the silvery-savphire silks.. The figure was that of a boy
or a slim, immature girl; it sat erect, not1011ess, and for a long
time I studied 1t,. curious, between half-ovened lids. But when 1
blinked, 1t rose and passed through onc of the multitudinous doors;at
once a soft sibilance of draperles announced return. I sat up, get-
ting my feet to the floor, or almost there; the bed was higher than a
hospital bed. * The blue-robe held a handled mug, lite a baby's drink-

ing cudp, at me. I took it in my hand, nesitated—-

"Neither drug nor poison,™ said the blue-robe mockingly, and the
voice was as ndncomlttal as the velled body; a sexless voice, soﬁ;imo,
a woman's or a boy' "Drink and be glad it 1s none ofiﬁuﬁmysbrewmg

: I tasted the llQUid in the mug 1t had an indeterminate greenish
look and a faint pungent taste I could not identify, althou~h it re-
minded me variously of anlis and garlic. It seeimed to remove the last
traces of shock. I handed the cup bacl empty and looked sharply a t
the old’man in the Lama costume,

& S5 re-- Rhys?" I gaid. "shere in hell have I gotten to?" 4 t
least, that's dqat I meant to sav. Imagine ny ﬂurorise wihen I .Tound
myself asking -~ in a lahzuage I'd never neard but understood perfect-
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ly--"To which of the domains of Zandru have I been conslsned now?" At
the samne moment I became consclous of what I was wearinz., It seemed
to be an old- fuohiOPPd nlzhtshirt, ehopped off at the loins, deep arim-
son in color. "Red flannels vet'" I thougint with a gulp of dismay. I

checled my 1ﬁoulpe to get out of bed, Who coulo act sane ina r e d

nightshirt? Yov m1qnt have the decency to explain where I am," I
said, . -"If vou know.

' The tlredﬁess seemed- part of Rhys' voice, "Adric," he said wear-
11y, "Try to remember,” He shrucred his leen shoulders. "You are in

your own tower, And vou have been under restraint aﬁaln. I an sorry.”
His voice sounded futile, I felt prickling shivers run aown my back=
bone. In srite of ‘the weird surroundings, the phrase "under restraint'
had strucl home., I wag a lunatic in an asylum. :

The blue-robed one cut in, in that smooth, sexless, faintly-sar-
castic voice. '"While Karamy holds the amnesia~ray, Rhys, you will be

exnlaining it to him a dozen tinmes = cycle. He will never be of vuse

to ue again., This tvme Karamy wone. Adriec; try to remember, You are
at home, in Narabedlsz," 3

I shook my head, Nichtsilrt or ne nightchirt, I'd face this on
ny feet. I walled to Rhys; put Ry 'elenched hands on hls . shoulders,
":“ﬁlalﬂ thisl Who ap I sbpposed:to he? You called me Adric. I'm no
more Adric than vou arel" .

"Adric, rou are not amuqing'” thé blue-robe's volce was edged
with anger. "Use what intelligence .you have left! You have had e -
nough gharig antidote to cure a tharl,: Now. Who are you?"

The words were 1eanlnﬂleﬂs. I stared, trapped. I clung to hold
on to identity., "Agrige-" T 321d, bewyildered. That was my name. Was
1t? Wasn't it? No. I was Mike Kenscotts Hans on to that. Two and
two dre four. The circumfrence enuals the redius squared times p 1
Four rulls is the chemminz of tvwilp—-—stopr that! Mile Kenscott. -Sum-
der 1054, Arnv gserial number 13-43746. Keramy. I dradled my burst-

. . !
ing bead iz my handsS - "I'm crazy Or rou are, "Or we're both sane
and this monlg PV~ou~1neuu ig all ”C&l‘ z i

"It 48 real," said Rave, commnansion in his tired face. "He has

been very far out on the Time Ellinse, Gamine. Adriec, try to under-
stand., This was Keramy's work., She sent vou out on a time line, far,
very far into the past. Into a time when the Barth was different-——-
she hoved you would come bacl: changed, or mad." His eves brooded. "I
think she succeeded, Gamine, I nave lonb outstaved my leave., I must
reuurﬁ to my ﬁower—~ or die, Will vou exnlain?” :

4 I 41111 A hint of emotion flickersd in the voice of Gaminhe,

Go, Master." .*

Rhys left the room, throush one of the doorss Gamine turned in-
patliently to me azain. "We waste time thisg LENED Fool, lool at your-
selfg”

I strode to a mirror that’ lipcd oneé of*the doors. Above 't h e
crimson nightshirt I szaw a facew— not my own., The sight rocked my
mind. Out of the mirror a man': face looked anxiously: a face eagle-
thin, darlkly noustached, whth sharp green eyes. The body belonging to
the face that was a0t mine was lean and long an6'¢u¢onflv nu cledes—-—
and not cuite human, I saucezed my eyves shut, Thig couldn't be-= I
opened iy eyes., The man in the red mightshirt I was wearlng was still
reflected there,

. I turned my baclk on the mirror, walking to one of the barred win-
dows toe look down on the faniliar outline of the Sierra Madre, about
& hundred miles away, I couldn't have Deen mistaken, I knew that
ridge of mountains., But between me and the mountains lay a thickly
forested expanse of land which 1oohed‘11‘e no scenery I had ever seen
in my 1ife. I was standing near the plnnacle of a high tower; I dialy
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saw the curve of another, just out of my line of vision. The whole
landscape was bathed in a curiously pinkish lisht; throuzh an overcast
sky I could just make out, dimly, the shadowy disk of a watery r e d
suns Then-- no, I wasn't dreaming, I really did see it-- beyond it, a
second sunj; blue-white, shining brillisntly, pallid through the clouds,
but brighter than any sunlicht I had ever seen,

It was proof enouszh for me., I turned desperately to Gamine bew
hind me. "Where have I cotten to? Where—~—~ when am I? Two 8 Un gew
those mountaing--"

The chenge in Ganine's volce was swift; the veiled face lifted
cduestioningly to mine. What I had thought a vell was not that ThayV
seemned to be more like a shimmering screen wrapped around the features
so that Gamine was faceless, an invisible verson with substance b ut
no apprehensible characteristics. Yes, it was like that; as 1f there
was an invisible person wearing the curious silken draperiess But the
invisible flosh was solid enough. Hands like cold steel gripeed " m ¥y
shoulders, "You have been back? Back to the days before the second
sun? Adric, tell me; did Earth trulv have but one sunt"

Yiait-~" I begged, "You mean I've traveled in time?"

The exultation faded.from Ganine's voice impeceptibly. "Never
nind. It ig lmprobable in any cage, No, Adric; not really travelling,
You were only sent out on the Time Ellipse, till you contacted someone
1 that other Time. Perhaps vou staved in contach: with his mind & o
long that you thinl you are he?" :

"I'm not Adric—=" I raged. "Adric sent me here—-"

I saw the blurring around Genine's invisible features twitech 1in
a headshake., "It's never been proven that two minds caln be Interchanged
like that. Adric's body, Adric's brein. The brain convolutions, the
memory centers, the habit patterns--~ you'd still be Adric. The ides
that you are someone else is only an illusion of your conscious mind,
It will wear off,"

I shook my head, puzzled., "I stilldon't Dbelicve it. “Where am 12"

Gamine moved impatiently. "Oh, very well., You are Adric of Nase
rabedla; and, if you are gane again, Lord of the Crimson Tower., I amn
Gamine.” The swathed shoulders moved a little. "You don't remember?
I am a snell-singer,"”

I Jerked my shoulders at the window., "Those are my own mountains
out there," I'sald roughly. "I'm not Adric, whoever he is. My name's
liilre Kenscott, and your hanky-panlky doesn't impress me. Talke off that
vell and let mc see vour faceo,

"I wish you meant that--".a mournfulness breathed 1n the soft cone
tralto. 4 sudden fury blazed up in me from novwhere., "And what right
have you to pry for that old fool Rhys? Get baclk to your own place ,
then, spell-singer—-=" I broke off, appalled. What was I saying? Worse,
what did I mean by 1t? Ganine turned. The sexless volce was coldly
amuseds "Adric svoke then. Whoever sits in the seat of vour s oul,
you arc the same---=and past redemntion!" The robes vhispered sibile
antly on the floor ag Gamine moved to the door. "Karamy is welcome to
her slavel" -

he door slammed.

Left alone, I flung myself.down on the hich bed, stubbornly con=-
centrating on Mike Kenscott, shutting out the vague blurred mystery in
ny mind that was Adrie impinging on consciousness. I was not Adric,T
would not bes I darcd not go to the window and look out at the terr-
1fying two suns, even to see the reassurance of the familiar Slerra
Madre skyline. A homesicl terror was hurting in me,

But persistently the Adric memories came, a guilty Teeling of =
shirlzed duty, and a frightened face-= a real face, not a blurred noc-
thingness~~ beneath Gamine's blue veils. Memories of strange hunts
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and e vig bird on the pommel of a hizh saddles A bDird hooded 1like a
Taieon =Hn  crdhian . : A .

Conncliousness of dress made me remember thos—-nishtshirt---Iatill
vore. HMoving swiftly, without congclous thournt, I went to adoor and
slid it onen; pulled out gome mgarments and dressced in them. E very
garident in the closet was the sane color; deep-huecd crimson. I glanced
tn the.mirror and a phrase Ganine had.used "rolke the surface of my
nind like a leaping fish., "Lord of the Ciimson Tower." Well, I looked
1ts There had bsen"lknilves and swords in the closety I took out one
to look at 1it, and before I reallzed what.I wag doing I had belted it
across-my hip, I stared, decided to lct it romaine It looked right
with the rest of the costume. It felt right, too.

. Another door folded bacl: noisclessly and a man stocd loolting at me,

He was younz and would have been handsonn in an effeminate way
1f hils Tacc had not buen so arrogant. Lean, somchow catlike, it was
casy to dctermine that he was ain to Adric, or mc, cven bofore + h e
automatic habit of memory fittced namec and identity to him., "Zvarin,"
I said, warily,

He camc forward, wmoving so softly that for an wmcasy moment I
wondered if hc had pads 1i%c a catls on hic feet. He: wore dcep green
from hecad to foot, similar to the crincon gariciats that clothed me.,
Hig Tace had a flickering, as 1T ho could at a moucnt's notice ralse
a barricr of invisibllity like Gaminec's about himself. Heo didn't look
as hunen as I, o . ’

"I havc scen Ganine," he saids "She sarys vou arc awalc, and.as
Sanc ag rou cver were. We of Narabedla are not so stroms that we can
afford to waste even a broken tool 1likc yau,"

‘Wrath=— Adric's “rathe— boilcd up in me; but Evarin moved Hthely
backward. "I am not Ganine;" hc warped; "&nd I will not be served like
Gamine hag been sorved. Talic carce .

"Tale care yourself," I mutitcorcd, Imowins little else I could
have salds Zvarin drew bacl thin lins. "Wy ? You have becn sont out
on the Time Ellipse t1ill you are only o shadow of Frodteedie o Lo Ba T e adl

hig is beslde the point. ZXaramy save vou are to bo frcedy v se- b hte
sealg arc off all the doors, and thc Crimcon Tower is no lonzer a ori-
gon to vou. Comc and 30 as you plcasc. Karany—-" his lins formed a
sneer, "If you call that frecdon!"

' I said slowly, "You thiml I'm aot .cragy?"

LEvarin sihorted. "Excnpt uncrce Karamy was concerncd, you never
were. What 1s that to.mé? - I have overrthing I need. The Dr e amor
gives.me good hunting and slaves cnoush to do my bidding. For t h e
rest, I an the Toymakcr. I nced littlc, But you--=" his voice lcaped
with contenpt, "vou ride timc at Karany's bidding=--aiad your Dreamecr
wal$ﬁe~~waiting the coming of his powver that hec may destroy us all one
daye

I stared somborly .at Evarin, standing still ncar the door. . 'The
words scemcd to walie an almost norsonal shano i1 me. The boy watched
and his face lost somc of its bitterness. He said nore gquiectly, "The
falecon flovm cammot He recallecd. I camec only to tell you that you'are
freed"  He turned, shru-sing his thin shoulfcrs, and walked 'to+t hie
windowe "Az I say, 1f you call that frocdom," -

I followed him to thc window, The clouds were clcaring; the two
suns shonc iith a blinding brilliance. By dooking-Tar ke the 18fh. T
could sce & linc of rainbowe-tinted towers that rosc into the zky, tall
and capped with slender snires. I could distinguish five clcarly;one,
the ncarest, ‘scamcd made of a Jewelled bluc; one, clean cinerald green
golden, flamc=colored, violet, hore were more beyvond, but the col-
ors wore blurred and dim, They made a semlcirele about a wooded park:
peyond thoem the familiar skvline of the mountains tugged old memorics

n
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in my brain. Thc suns swung high in a s*v that held not tint of blue,
that was as elcar and colorlcuu as ice, ruptly I turncd my back on
it all., Evarin murmcred, "Narabcdla. Last of the'Rainbow G 1t les.
Adric—- hovr long now?"
I'did not answer. "Karamy wants mo?" : ;
' Evarin's laugh was only a soundles shaiing of his thin shoulders .
Karamy can waite Better for you if ghc vaitﬁd forevers Come along
with ,mCy or Gemine will be back. You don't want to scec Gaminc, d o
vou?"  He sounded anx tilous; I shook my hoad. Smphatically, I did not
want. to sce that insgidious oooo again, "No. VWhy? Should e
Evarin looked rclicved. "Gomc along,tnen. TEeT lndw Ganine,‘bu-
're protty w011 mudéled, Amncsiac, I ll cxplain. After all--" his
volce mocked, "you are my brothcr!"
: He thrust open thc door and motloncd mc through. Instinctively,
I drow back, gesturing hin to lecad the way; he laushed soundlessly and
went, and I folloved, lctting it slide shut bchind me,

We wont down stairs and more stairs. I walked at LEvarin's side,
onc part of mc wondecring why I was not more vanicky: I was a strenger
In a world gonc insane, yet I had that outrageous calmness with which
men do fanuaotlc things in a dream, I was simply taking one step af-
ter anocther; Xnowing what to do with"that'part of m¢ that was Adric,
Gamine had gpokcen of habit patterns, the convolutions of the brain. I
had Adric's body. Only a suocrlwclal me, an outer cgo, was still a
strange, muddled Mikc Kcnscott. . The subconscious Adrie ‘was guilding
mce I leot him ride. I felt 1t would be wisc tb be very much A drie
around Evarine. Wc stcboed into an clevator shaft which went 4 own,
curved around corncers with a cpoc d that threw mc against the wall, then
began, slowly, to rise. ‘I had long sincce lost all scnsé of direction.
Abruptly the door of thc shaft ‘oncned and we began to walk along a
long, brilliantly illuminatcd passazc. From somowhero we heard sing—
ingt a voice sonowhoro in thc range of a trained boy's tones or a wo-
man's maturc contralto., Gaminc's voice. I could make no sense o f
the words; but Evarin haltod to ligtoen, swoarln; in a whispcr. I thought
the faraway volee sang my jame and Evarin's, but I could not tell.

"What® is it, Everin?" Ho zave a short exclamation, thc sense of
which-was lost on me,:

"Come along,' he said 1rr1tao]y "It is only thc spell-singer,
singing old Rhys back to slcep, You waled him thils time, did you not?
I wonder Gamino pcerimitted it. He is vory near hig last slcep~-~ o 1 d
Rhys. I think you will send him there soon." Without giving me a
chance to answer—-—-and for that mattoer, I had no answer ready~—-h e
pulled mc aside betwcon rcocesscd walls and again the shaft in which we
stood began to rise, Eventually we stcpped into a room at the top of
anothcr tower, a room lavishly, cven garishly, furnished. Evarin
flung himself carclcssly on a dlva cmbroidored In silken purple and

cstured mc to follow his cxanplo. "Wcll, now. Tell me. Where 1 n
Time has Karamy sont you now?"

"Keramy?" I asked tentatively., Evarin's raucous laugh rang out
acaine. Hﬂ said with sceming irrelevance, but with an odd air of con-
fiding, "My one demand. of the Drcamcr is== frcedom from that. witch's
snclls, .Somc day I ghall Taghion a Toyv for her. I ammnot the Toy-
maker of Narabedla for nothing. I demand littlce cnoush of the Drcam=—
ers, Zandru knows! I do not lilc to vaYy thelr price, but Karamy docs
not carc what she pavs. So—=" ho na do a sproading novement of h 1 s
hands, "she has power OV(f cveryoncy cxcept mec. Yes; acsuredly I must
makc hcr a Toy. Sho sent you out on tho Time Ellipses I wonder who
brought you back?" ;

I shook my hcad, "I've beon out of mr body too long: I can't



FALCONS OF NARABEDLA (concluded) 80

remenber much,”

"You remembor nc," Evarin said. "I wonder why she left you that?
Karamy's amncsia=-rays took thc rcst of your memory. She ncver truste
ed mc that far before."

But I caught thc erafty look in his face. I Imew only this a =
bout Evarin; Karamy was right not to trust him, I said, "I only rcm-
cmber your name. Nothing more,"

Because Dvarine=-I Imow---was ncver ten minutes the samc. He would
profess fricndship and mcan friendship: ten minutos later,gtill+ 1in
fricndship, he would flay thc skin from my body and count it only an
exquisite jokc. I did not like those porvertcd and subtle cves.e H e
scemed to read my thought. "Good, we will be strangers. Brothors are toow=s
he let the words trail off, unfinishod. - "What have you forzotten?"

Could I trust him with my torrible puzzloment? How much could I, a s
Adricm—=and I must bc Adrie to himw-ezot along without Imowing? What
was cven more to the point, how many auestiong could I dare ask withot
betraying my own halplessncss? I compromised, "What arc the Drcamers?”

That had bocen thc wroang cucstion. S adys

"Zandru, Adric, you have been far indeed! = You must have been back
before the Cataclysm! Woll-- our forcfathors, after the Cataclysm, pruled this
planet ard bullt the Rainbow Citics. That was before the Compact that
t1Yled machines. Sorme people say the Dreamers wore bam from the dead machines,”

Ho began to pace the floor restlcesly. "They were men-e—- oncc,"
he said, "Ther arc born from mcn and women. Mondel Imows what caused
thems But onc in cvery ten million nen is sveh a freak—-~a Drcamer.
Some say they camec out of the Cataclysm; somc say thcer are the sould
of the dead Machincg. They arce human--and not human.  They were tcl-
cpathse. They could control cverythinge-things, minds, nconlc. Th‘ey
could throw illusions about things and men-~thev contestcd our rule,'

He sat dowh; his volce becanc brooding, quict. "Onc of us, herc
In Rainbow City, a dozen gencrations ago, found a way to bhind - e
Dreamers.' he said. "Wo could rot %11l thom; tihecr were deathless, nor=
mally. But we could bind them in slceps.  4s thcy slept, under a forced
stasis, we could makc thcm give up their powers--to use So that w e
controlled the things they controlled, For a price.," HEucre was a
glimpsc of horror bchind his cyes. "You know the nriec. It ishigh."

I kept 2ilonts I wanted Evarin togo on. -

He shivered a little, shook his hcad and the horror vanished. "So
ceach of us has a Drcamor of his own who can grant him power to do a s
he wills. And after years and ycars, as thc Drecamers grow old, they
grow mortal, hey ecan be killecd., 4nd fewor arc born, nowj fewer to
cach generations As thoey grow older and wcaker, it is safe to leb them
wakej but ncver too strongly, or too long." He laughed, bittcrly. A4
fury came from nowhcore into his facc,

"And you loosed a Drcamcrl" he criocd., "A Droamor with a2ll h i s
power hardly comc upon himl! He is harmless as rote==but hc wakes, and
he walks! And onc dav the power will comc upon hiie==-—and hc will de-
stroy us alll" Evarin's thin featurcs werc drawm with despair; n ot
arrogant, now, but full of suffcrinz. "A Drcamcr--" hc sighed, ™ A
Drcamer, and you had been madc onc witih hinm already! Can vou sce now
why we do not trust youw=—— brothcrt"

Without answering I rose and wont to the window. Thig-window did
not look on the neat littlc parl, but on a vast tract of wild country.
Far away, curious,.trails of;smok&ispirq;lcd upidnteo rthereuntiaht Ariand
a wispy fog lay in the bottomlands, . .. - e il €

‘Dovm thore," saild Evarin in 4 16% vorce, "Down thore the Drcoam-
er walks and waltsi  Dowh theoro-—=-" ; :

But I did not hcar thce rcst, for my mind corploted i,  Dowr thorgess

Down there is my lost momory. Down therc was my 1ife., 3

Somcwherc down therc I had left my soul. (PART 3 NEXT ISSUE!)

3
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FRED MALZ:. .

iss Onc comment on the first part of (FALCONS OF NARABIDIAY. I'm
afraid Merion docsn't cuitec rcalizc thce deadlincss of an casglec. Onc
slash from one talon would be likc somcenc talking a whacell at, you -with
a straight-<cdsge razor, --An cagle, in an .instant, cair slice 2 m'an 's
throat and kill' him with onc clip, 4Actually, thcir grip is wealk . but
thu talons arc cxtrcmely charp.  Can't gec how Mike got out of that
battle alive, cven if hc did have a Imifel Somc adults have a Wings
sorcad of about cight fcet and can be nrotty mcan whon botherods ses

(3% scvillc Sts., San Francisco, California

ROBERT L: BRINEY! ' :
+ ves Enjor thc book rovicws immcnsely; cspcecially the onc Tio»
SHANADU; it was thc most honcst revicw tinc book has received yote e
(2637 Orrington Avenuc, Bvanston, Illinoid

the cntire book review staff fuels rewarded and highe
ly flattcecreds The book scetion, to our way of think-
ing, 1g onc of thc more -important parts of DIMINSIONS

Sceing as how Bob was the cditor of SHANADU, a volumoH :
rogular set~up., Reilember, thisg is a s=f mazazinc. he

we cnjoycd=—-—-ag wo doscribod it---olmost mﬁragoously,]

DAIION KNIGHT:

sse dhy, I am asking myscly, is there no fanzinc clipping burcau
so that vilc huclksters can rcjlolec whicn the fans meantion “hceir name?
It¥s a nickclemine, boy! (Address withcld on requcgt)

[{|Conversely, why lsn't therc a »ro-auditing burcau, s&{“
. JMtne rans nay wigglc with sloe whon you mentionus? -haoll

FOUL ANDERSON &

Thanks for thc copy of DIMINSIONS...I found it quite onjovable.,
about thc only eriticism I havce is 4hce blurbs, which scem to be quite
unncecssary in any ametcur publicatlioins eee {1ibid.)

Weltre coming to agrcec with you on that lost voint,but
if I wantcd to be insolent about it-—-=which I don'tw—-
I mizght say, "I find thc use of »roper naimes for tho
charactcrs of your gtorics culte uanccessary,'" and sit
baclk to watch what rationalization you offors. eessohie

STEPHIN F. SCHULTELIS:
ss+This lad Van Dall lools likoe he mizht actually live up to his
plllings If hc can kcep up the vorbal dynanite, he'll probably be the
most recad, and mogst hatcd, and most likced columnist in fandome o e
(New address unavailablc at prescnt)

RICHARD BIRGERON:
ess Therc arc a numbor of acsthotically unnleasant featurcs a~—
bout the¢ covers such as the tendancy for some of Harncss' cllinacs not
to follow through and thc nccdlossly digstorted porspeetive, but onthe
wholc it izn't such 2 bad job. .. Venablo's zccond il1lustration for
he Saga of Space” is beautiful, I wish I had thouzht of the idea of
the sun'a, ravs brealiing throuzh the clouds to srect an on-coming spacc
ship... Vory nicc. And as far as nv knowledgo goes, original. Cont-

{1{This, lad, ls thc mass understatcmcit of the 138UCeea
[{1Van Dall's column thig timc should burn sonc cars. he
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cnts=-pagce was very nice this time. (RFD #1, Newport, Vermont )

Just gocs to show how chowder-hcaded thig cditor can bo.
L cut that Vcnable illo from a pen-and~ink slcteh, a n d
it was hcll-with~stylil, Must havc spcat two and a half
hours on it, undcr closge scrutiny. A4nd you Inow, I ncve
or kncw thosc. were sunbcams t111 you pointced it out., .he

"WILLIAM ATHELING, JR.:3

X I'm gratcful to the nrofesegionals you namc for mentioning me,and
L6 you Fortho reowoat, s IVLINhe Alad to 'talko Mt on, - Ilve alrcady
made somc romarks about Sturgcon in SKYHQOK, and can sce no rcason why
I shouldn't amplify thom, having alrcady talion thce inltial plungc,

As you surcly adnrcclatc, though, Tecd is a comwlicatod and siz-
ablt subjcets I'll have to takc gome timc on the job if it's to turn
out to havc becen worth doinzg at all, and I do havc somnc othor committ-—
mants.  However, I gscc¢ that wou sot no dcadlinc.

You'll be hearing from me, then, as soon as I can complctc % he
838y to my satisfaction, (Addrcss unlknown cven to v

To our knowledgc, this will bhe Mr. Athcling's firgt ap-

pcarance outside the hallowed covers of SKYHOOK. Furthcer

information~—-ncrhans of a ballyhoo-ing sort, mary ho gas-

ey esd-at bhe bolktom of ipame Sl ~Gefiht ivattd< g Y s h
RICHARD GEIS:

I'm afraid that this lctter 1s not going te be onc that  you'll
smirk over during scercet cgo-boosting privatc re-reading scssions in
the futurc. -I'nm furthcr afraid that you have beon indulzing F o ur
"huckster" inclinations with rcgard to the cuality of DINENSIONSs ..

The total impression I rcecived 1s that wvou arc lost to us-as an
amatour publishcre.sand undiscovered as yot by thce professional pube-
lighcrs whom you want to cdit fore ees

(2631 N. Mississippi, Portland 12, Orcgon)

ILLUSTRATION BY DAVID KYLE

f

There was a2 good deal more, much of
it with cmincnt logic and dctache
ment, that Dick flang in our faccs.
Wo can't! fakc offénsc, oven if w o
werc 2o inclined whilch we'lrc notee-
becausc we agrecs IT we may intrude
nomcintarily in these lettcrs,lot ds
try to czplain a nuaber of thingg—-
pertincnt to DIIIENSIONS, Thisgd mag~
azinc is,y nceecgsarily, a rcfloction
of the cditor's »crsonality, and as
a conscgucnce, Iflaws in that Der-—
sonality rcveal thcomsolves in - this
book's nrcsontation. As maturity=-
ratncr belatodly-—crccps onto this
nmarticular scenc, thc tonc of DIM~
ENSIONS changes. Maturity crcoeps a
nmuggy passagce onto its nages also
Sonmc of thc things Richard domlorcs
Wwe oufsclves find hceartily noxious!
All we can promisc iz that timec i s
a magnificcent changeo~weilder, Bear
with us, and cnjoy DIMEINSIONS. ..hc
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BOB TUCKER: v :

With DIMZNSIONS graspcd’ cloféoly in. onc hand and typowriter n the
other, I takc small pleasurc in seolding you ¢ver so cently beeausc of
4 few items in this adnirable fourteenth igsues i1ss On vage ohe y o u
have an excellent editoriali.: . Even though I have ocecasionally. been
gullty of the very thincs yvou deplore, I heértily.applauded your state-

= o

nents in that editorisl and by the'timeI had reached the bottom of
the page I was cheering madly, You said it, buster!

o

Thus 1t wag wvith a distinct shoek that T read the colum "Fronm
Where I sSit" by "Harold Van Dall”. Iverything in that column, -flatly

contradicts the very platforn of falr-play and accuracy.vou demand on

bage ones +.. Firstily, let me say that I suspect you are Harold Van

‘Dalls o4+ Despite your remarks abvout the man 1iving in Nevw York, i

stidl think it is JOUs ese I have heard ah entirely different storym

* the slowdown of 3allantine Boolisy 2 story based on sound and logieal

business practices vhich have nothing to do with failure 1o sell. The
the story puts forth a purely ncechanleal reason, having to do - with
distribution Problensess I will not repeat it here, to remain i char-
acter with your bage one nroclamatlon, beecause it was told to me i n
confidence by a publisher who does business with Ballantine, It~ aan
not prove it; you sees In about elx months, thls story will be Prove
en right or wrong.

I have seen circulation :figures on one Ballantine title, a Clarke
book, showing that they went bael:. to press for a decond Printing o f
another hundred thousand coples, " Maling two hundred thousand in all,
This would dispute Van Dall{s claim that no boolk tovned the original

.. one hundred tiousand Ticure,

Next ou’asl: and anawer wvour ot "oucstion. How come, vou (o r
H b, 4 U=

Van Dall) asks, F&SF is cxperiuonting with the magazisne in an attempt

to raise the circulation? Isn't that obvious? . However, if you will

-checlk the contents page of the latest issues, vou will find that Mr,

Snivak 1s no longer in the driver's seats I have orivate information
that the masazine was sold to lir. Ferman, put welll Just have to wait
(] =g

and see-if Thig is true,-,.. (Box 702, Bloomington, Illinois)

All pertinent answers to lir. Tucker's' polints are, I'm sure,
handled more than adecuately by Mr. Van Dall on Dhe 68-T72 ,
However, we 2till hold with rour editorial, even more so now
that we've réad Boh's Letter, because.as we stoted, HARLAN
ELLISON IS NOT (NoT, Mo, NEIN, NICHT, .NON!) HAROLD VAN DALL
intagny way at alll I as~ure-.you I wouldn't touch the iden-
tity with a ten-foot flane—throwen, . Van Dall, ag I said, a x
professional, DOLS live in New Yorks I don't know what moreg !
can be said to convince Jou, Bob, but if we hapren to be in ’
a Convention Hotel together soony, I will do my Dbest to ‘lay
hands on a Gideon Bible so that the swearing can be autlien—
tlce You begin with a false agsuindtione=+that I am HVD=ww-—
and then 3o on to nrove that I ana hypocrite because I be-
lieve other than I practice. But, if the supnocition that
I am HVD is exploded, thca it 1o easy to see-that I hol @
with what I sar, And believe ne, I'm NOT HVD, sodammit!.he

HORACE L, GOLD: _
. DIMENSIONS 1s a handsome worl of loves, ¥You deserve credit f o r
putting in so much labor for =o little naterial gain—--if aany. Y o u

" also deserve to have rour head exanined for exactly the same reason,
“but I should talk. I've done more than my share of thanléss jobs for

reasons I mostly can't remnember anr lonsger,



85 LOQUACITY (consluded)

But I imagine vou have a deliberate poller of indluding such none
sense as Herold Van Dall's "From Where I Sit," since you managed to do
the same pretty consistently with S.FsB. No point arguing your 'right
to be wrong or in making a blg thing of his. absurd misgtatements, but
I think they need to be exanined and put straiznt Just for the reecord.

Evidently Van Dall polled two newsstands and a drugstore to learn
comparative eirculations, for publishers are notoriously unwilling +to
give out figures, or pad lite mad, We, of course, like evervbody else
in the business, spare very little effort to find out vnere we stand in
relation to competitors.

On the basis of as thorouzh a echec’ as we ean nake, which you may
pelleve 1s pretty dawmed thorough, GALAXY appears tc have the largest
cireculation of any seience fiction magazine in the world, It leads in
newsstand sales, subsecriptions and the number of foreign editiong=~five
8o Tar, with more lined up. L it T

You have a risht to use anrthing rou want in your own magazine ,
I've conceded, but I argue your risht to deprive the country of as
ted a statistics=jusgler as Van Dall. A man of hils talent should be

king us out of the recession we (a) are or (b) are not in. At *he
ry least, he might be selling agvertising at marvelously inflated
lcess 3Best always, Horace. (505 E. 14th, New York 9,NY)

as
gif
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ve
nr

HIAgain, Mr, Van Dall expounds to Qur limit of rebuttal, and
does a somewhat more merie
torious Job, so we leave

e e oy i it ) 2 =
W,ﬁé’%f%/gf%% the words to him, essesshe
i }géﬁjix"3;2ZZ€fV HENRY MOSKOWITZ:
= 77
Eég%é%%%gf/ﬁggg ees Pratt was very interege
e ting, but boy! did he make aboo-

£ z ) ] X .
o - D00s Svealing of the Shea sto-
FZZQiZZ%§Z§%2; ry done around Orlando Furioso,

he wrote: "This was 'Castle OF
Iron,® and it »probably weuld have
been published in magazine form
1f 'Unknown' hadn't folded.! Hey,
bub, didn't you never get. your
checl: for it. It was pubbed in
UNKNOWY WORLDS. Tsk! ... Somee
one teaech (Van Dall) how to0 4 o
a,column so it doesn’t gound
like he rattled it off Dbetween
comic HookSe ove

(Three Bridges, New Jersey)

¥'mow, contrary to what|
the letters herein prin~
ted would indlcate, Van
TN Npeemene Dall was one of the bhest
TR lilked dtens of the lagt
f/ & ‘4/ mrﬁ%&‘tg i : lssues. These we printed
: k | N for their "controversy"-
Lo N \ D, : i value, Sorrr there'’s no
vaQ L gnace left to run" threel
i very interesting letters
the illustration is by ' from Bob Silverberg, Ale
NAAMAN PETZRSON, but your gis Budrys and Alan Hune
guess 1s as good as mine as to ter, but you know what a
what it 1s.  Van Dall and Gold? - Al war that Ball bounaes. be
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ROBERT BLOCH: 3orn April 5, 1917, Chi-
cago. Graduated h lgh
school 1934, Married 1941; 1 dausnter,
11, Did political g,host-ﬂvriting 19394t
copywriter in Milwaukee ad azency, 1942~
53+ Began dro writing at 17, sale t o
WEIRD TALES, Several hundred shortsand
novelettes in fantasy and sf field. Ad-
apted 39 of them for radio show, § TAY
TUNED FOR TERROR, which was networlk and
locally transcribed in U.S., Canada and
Hawaii, in mid-40s. Short-story coll-
ection, OPEIIR OF THE WAY, 1945, Novels:
THZ SCARF, THE KIDNAPPER, SPIDERWLB and
THE WILL TO KILL (omnln 21 title:A KUFE
IS SILINT). Done a chiildren's show ge-
ries on TV, also wvarious adult TV hits.
Usual antholij anpearances, andmot all
of them were YOURS TRULY, JACK THE RIP-
PEiR, either, Just published sf novelet
for Blue Book and finished revision of : W<
100,000~word novel on silent movies, which headings DORIE NIELSEN
has just gone out. Presently, fulltime
pro wrltlnv in Werauwega, Wisconsin. Hobbies!: Reading, record-collect-~
ing, oil-oalg@inoh V1evin~ with alarm, and necLling Harlan Ellison.

‘r.c'-

RAY SCHAFE ;;ﬁqR. I'niae qenior at Kent State University, where I am

‘e= v majorihg in social utwdwes, with future hopes o T
teaching se¥Tology on the college level. I'm 21. Been a stf fan for
approximatelj eight years, havinh accumulated a collection that is at
present threatening to push my bed out into the hall., For the record
I am founder and »resident of the Canton SF and Fantasy Society mhbdh
by the way, 1s »nrobably the mogt inactive sroup in fandon) Acquired
the ldea for VIA ROMA during a group discussion in a history class, I
need say more? Having a wide background in histery, it was simply a
case of connecting my knowledge of the past with the nresent.

DAMON KNIGHT: Born Baker, Oregon, September 20, 1922; graduated high

school Hood River, Oregon, where myv old man was + h e
principal., Published one issue of SNIDE and moved to Salem (still O-
regon) in =2 hurPV' published another, with Bill Evans and escaped to
New York. Haven't mublished another since and have gained 10 pounds,
Have sold myself out as magazine editor, proofreader. azent's slave ,
stripner (in an offset 11tho shop, son, not Minsky! s), clerk. Married;
one small daughter named Valerie, Hate neckties, wristwatches a n d
other insignia of wage slavery. Get all my ideas while stropping a
set of anclent Jananese nosehalr c¢lipners. Find life about as inter-
esting as art, bul tougher to criticize,

POUL ANDERSON: Sorry-=- too busy now to write., See bionrabhyjrlback
of "Brain Wave" (Ballantine Book #80). To this y o u
may add recent hirth of one daughter.

DICK CLARKSON: Been an actifan since 1951, read sf since 46 first.

Convention Chicago in 52. BS~F is myv only real hobby,
though I have a deep, irrational love for boogle and the Blues, which
is not usually as soc1aued with a student at Harvard. My major is Span-
ish Literature and I'll be a junior in 1954-55, 1In the fan field I've
propagated two one=sghots with John Magnus$ HALF-SHOT in 1653 and BLOCOD-
SHOT in 1954, althouszh I have never been a fan publisher,
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) HARLAN ELLISON3 cditor
12701 Shakor Boulevard
Afpartment 616
Clcveland 20, Oh 1 o

Send your $2 to join the
15th WORLD  SCIENCE FICTION
CONVENTION, Cleveland, Ow
hlo, September 2,3,4 and
L4 5, 1955""" send to P.Ot
g Box 503, Edgewater Brangh
Cleveland 7, Ohlo =w= It
brings you all the P OZe
ress reports and you p
membershly card. Join up

today and then attendl!'!

Ty

At right, throuszh the courtosy of
artist SACK HARNESS, wo proscnt,
in Glorious CinemggsgScope t h o
———(portralt of Fhil aclcan, loeal
Yleveland sef-reading dise Jock oy
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