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Vell, here we gc again. Straightaway toe the business at hand.
First, in regard to "Logic¢ in Stf" and "To the 4Lth and Beyond" in this
issue -~ I'd like to thank Henry Elsner, Jr., who passed them along to
me after Stfist folded. The Fortier article is reprinted from Space-
ways by perm1551on of Harry Warner,Jr., and the Farley from gggnﬁff
by permission of Gerry de la Ree,

Agein, this issue ran over the allotted amount of pages, I'd
planr~d thlrty, but those pesky pro reviews came to more than expected
agin', So the issue runs a little long. The first installment of the
serial is here for you to dissect, which I trust and hope you will.
And the two departments that were knocked out of the 1last issue.
I was disenpointed by the dearth of material. Do you guys think that
a fanzine can be run on departments alone??? Come on, seénd me soms-
thing. Serious stf-fantesy articles...humor...satire...fiction...any-
thing savoring of fsy. I will print it if it §s printable.

Now, more business, You no doubt know that a raging controversy
is raging about Raymond A. Palmer and yours truly, The Editor. 1I'd
1ike to end that controversy. Wanna help me? I'm going to take a
poll, the results of which will appear in the third issue of DO. The
poll asks this: What do you think of Rap, Shaver, the Dero, and the
Mystery currently running in AS, and what do you think should fandom's
attitude ve toward it? (This poll was announced, or will be announced
in REWard's letterzinc, as for this issue, It was announced too ear-
ly, hence the postponerient.) I propose only to take the results and
tabulate them, publishing the number For Rap, Against Rap, and Neut-
ral. Add the poll-listing on to your letiers of comment, or if you
don't have time to write one,pput it on a card., If you wish to elab-
orate, I'1ll print as many letters as there is space for. Let's have
your replies! Oh, yes =~ I don't propose any fandomwide action, only
to discover fandom's opinions on this interestingly controversial top-
LCrvws oo

Bob Stein has volunteered to review the current British prozines,
so I hope to be able to add them to the list next issue. Also on hand
will be more Peabedy, more Elliott, more Swenson, the regular depart-
ments, and a critical review of Sir Thomas More's Utopia, I don't
know yet who will do the BOOKDEALERS for #3. Why not give me a stack
of experiences from which to pick the most interesting one??? And the
results of the Rap-poll 1 hope will be ready for publication by then,
Of course, if nothing is Teceived they'll be postponed.

What do you guys think of a listing of all the publications of
all the fantasy book publishers?? If you turn thmmbs up, I'11 root
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into those old catalogs and dig up a complete list of all Arkham House
publications and run it in thennext issue, Otherwise the thing will
be promptly canned, What do you say? If you like it, I'll go on to
FP, Hadley, NCG, Winsome, Trover Hall, Pegasus, and the rest..... .sone
each issue, or two 1f the company listed has few publications out.

I see that Associate & Art Editor Miller d4idn't get enough ego-
boo last issue. Well, here is what he does: Helps with the mimeoing.
(A most welcome task, I assure you, particularly with our mimeo.) And
he contributes cash, not half the costs because he's too poor, but a
considerable portion, I assure you. He gives me invaluable ideas,
He is, in short, the Associate Ed...and, I might add, the publication
of this fanzine was his idea. (So now you know whom to blame, Sorry,
Howard.) Don't blame him for the titles, tho -~ I thought them up,

Some of the ambitious plans given in the last issue are being ab-
andoned, the reasons given elsewhere in the issue, w®ogether with new
plans, more practical and more valuable to fans. Only three writers
commented on the idea at all. One liked it. Of the other two, one
remarked that he didn't think we'd have much luck, and the other -
well, read Burbee's letter in CAVE OF THE WINDS. So the anthologiles,
at least for the time being, are being abandoned. The other project,
I think you'll agree, is of incalculably more value to fans, and in-
calculably less work to us. So it is much better. See page 42,

I have to stick this poem in somewhere, and this is as good a
place as any .... so I'll leave you now, The next issue, I believe,
will be issued in Christmas vacétion, See you then.

~=Don Wilson
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PILGRIM
* *

A pilgrim I through space and time
And lands of fantasy
Beings bewitched of times long gone...
And things long dead -« before the dawn
Of time, belong to nme,
Strange creatures of those far-off days---
Strange craft that sailed the skies
And souls that cried in agony
Searching a place to hide
From Power that was...cnd Hate that was...and terrifying Fate that was
Brewing that awful brew from which
Escape could never be...
These monstrous things.....these awesome things....
Were all well-known to me.

~~--AMRI,



PEABIDY'S FUTURESCOPE
oy EL LINGTING FPEAGLLS ¥

My name is J., Ellington Peabody.

I don't expect you to believe this story; sometimes I wonder if I
believe it myself. Now, with events all past and the future scope
safely disposed of, I can, however, reveal to the world what I saw--
even if it may not be completely true.

It all started in that dingy léttle pawnshop on South Bixel St,
I doubt if I could find it again even if I had to. I can't even rem-
ember the shop's name -- but the sign on the door, whatever it read,
gave no indication of what lay within. I pushed open the creaking
door; stepping inside, the gloom was so intense, and the smell so mus-
ty, that for a moment I thought I had entered a secondzhand magazine
store, However, a closer scritiny after my e¥es had become accustomed
to the gloom revealed that this was not the case. Piles and crates
and cases and cartons of junk, not magazines, lay on the floor, stack-

ed against the walls,. I was almost afraid to breathe for fear that
the whole stock of the store might descend on my head 1like the wrath
of the Blatant Beast. {(Yes, indeed.)) Still befuddled by the murky

atmosphere and not quite oriented +to the other worldliness of the
place, I began to grope clumsily around the cases which wére all built
of ancient, wormy, musty wood, Suddenly a frightening vision burst on
my frightened vision. ((Hmmm...)}) If a prune had somehow been blown
up to the general dimensions of a man +this would have been it. The
proprietor's mouth opened, and from that grave-like opening came sound
which I can only compare to things I have read in Lovecraft. However,
being a student of the Ubangl language, I was not too much inconven-
ienced, And in the conversation which ensued, 1 learned that he had
once been a mortician, now retired, as he told me in wunmeldédious
tones., With a trembling, ancient hand he beckoned me forward, and
said: "Search as long as you want. You may find something to inter-
est you,"

I plunged into the pile of moldering wreckage, Pieces of perpet-
ual motion machines, Korzybski demonstration devices, mnmimeos, were
only a few of the objects I encountered. The dregs of all the world's
pawnshops must have been there,

Having once been fond of the study mf mineralogy, I soon navigat-
eq my way to where the usual pile of dust-covered stones &hat serves
in most pawn shops as a mineral collection lay. I passed over the us-
ual hinks of reck salt masquerading as quartz, the various copper ores
and the collection of natural mineral crosses. Sneezing my way deeper
into the interior of the heap, I pulled out a flat crystal, crudely
disc-shaped. As one end was stuck, I pulled harder. Harder--harder--

CRASH! !! I tumbled back head over heels, my head coming to rest
—l&-
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against the base of the wall, I .iust have shaken something upon which
a bunch of debris depsnded for its relief from the force of gravity.

For upon me tumbled an asgsorted two tons of odds and ends. It
was indeed a novel experience for him, the old proprietor told me af-
ter having dug me up and applying artificial respiration. "To think

after all these years of unblemished record.”

Together the shop keeper and I examined the crystal that had been
the cause of my fall. It didn't look like 'muchekertyig diséicf edme
clear substance with a few wires and a cord plugged in, Just to ssee
what woudd heppen we comnnected the plug with a wall socket. Instantly
the thing flamed to life and I saw within it & small picture that
seemed to fill and take the place of the dingy store. I saw a man ag-
ainst a dark purple sky. He seemed to be talking, and suddenly I

could hear him, "Yup! Step right up, gentlemen." A crowd seemed to
be forming around him and T noticed he had a large can in his hand and
several more on the ground near him. "Yup," he was saying, "you see

before you the greatest invention of the ages. The atmospheric fric-
tion reduction goo. Just swadb & thin coating of this superscientific
concoction over the outer hulls of your rocket ship and presto, you
have a frictionproof hull. Zoom through the air with new ¥rf£reedom
because of its special lubricating action.” It was just about this
time that I must have wrenched locse the connection. The scene faded,
and I found myself staring into the wide opened eyes of the pawnshop
keeper, who was mukhbling over and over: "What was it? What was it2"

It was only after several minutes that the old men and I could
try to rationalize what had happened. The shopkeceper's eyes gleamed
with greedy glee as I told him the possibilities on the stock markefl
if this device was what I thought it was ~- a future-~scanner of some
sort. It was a pity the 0ld man was so uncooperative about letting me
share the use of the new found powers of the disc between us. As 1
left the shop, carrying the crystal, I noticed that it was slightly
wet, and now wonder, considering the fact that I had pulped the old
man's brains with it,

I hurried home, and ensconced in my workshop again - tested the
crystal. It was what ¥ had hoped -~ a device that would show to its
user the future. All through the night I gazed on scenes of the fut-
ure, I saw the Unlited States taken over by some semi-scientifie par-
ty., Years of tyrants' rule, until they publicly impaled the leader of
the opposition party for holding the view that gravity was not cesusead
by air pressure. Then the revolt that ended forever the rule of the
science party. Many and wonderful were the things I witnessed.

It was only after several days that I had my first foreboding of
disaster. I had just read "E for Effort," and then I suddenly thought
that if all that could happen just through the use of a machine for
scanning the past, what can happen if a man uses a futurescope?? IIt
broke on me all of a sudden -- sooner or later curiosity would cause

((Continued on page 40))



HEINLEMY AN THE POSI
BY GILBERT SwenIOr

IT'S GREAT TO BE BACK, by Robert A, Heinlein. The Saturday Evening
Post, vol. 220 #4, July 26,11947. Page 18.

Well, it looks as if this feature iIs going to be made into a reg-
ular department. Let's hope so, Eventually, there is always the pos=-
sibility ofubne of the Post's 8-part serials being written by Heinlein
~- and that is the goal this department strives for, if it has any.

First, in response to a request by Henry Blsner,J¥;,,here:axe_the
dates of the other two Heinlein Post stories, reviewed in Dream Quest
#1, *The Green Hills of Earth™ appeared in the February 8, 1947, is-
sue, on page 32. "Space Jockey" began on page 32 of the April~2§, ' r47
Post. All three have been listed as short stories, The illustrations
all have been done by Fred Ludekens, and all have been good.

"It's Great to be Back" is a family life story. Thus far, "Space
Jockey" and the Margaret St. Clair soma~rack series in SS and TWS have
answered this classification -- not a very voluminous category of sto-
ries, However, it may be noted that in a magazine which supposedly
prints stories based on the social life of the far future, this aspect
may be of quite some 1importance in the scheme of things -~ at least,
that 1s, worthy of some consideration. To get back to the yarn--it
would be considered inconseguential, no doubt. The counle were coming
back to Earth after a three-year stay on Luna, and were most glad to
be getting back -~ back to civilization, after three years of hickdom.
That's the premise.

As I say, no doubt inconsequential when compared to aSF stories
and others, But this family-life thing 1is a foundation upon which
great things might possibly be built. It might be a good idea to look
at a culture from the inside for a while, and see more than merely the
whole appeurance of the civilization and its social structure as view-
ed by some ohserver from the outside or from the top levels, ~2otteadbts
such as Sam Reed,.And it cannct be denied that,regardless of the indi-
fferent social considerations of It'sbGreat,it provides fairly itinter-
esting reading material. We have reconsidered since the last install-
ment of this feature. The average public cannot be started in stf at
the prewar Heinlein level -~ 1t must be fed to them gradually, 1like
starting a child with the First Reader ~- believe it was Rothman who
used that analogy first. So there's still hope. And whatever the end
result may be, the most important thing &f all is that they ARE stf in
a big-time slick, and that as such they might possibly mark the begin-
ning of a new trend.

Let's hope so. ###



INTC THE FOURTH -« AND BEYOND
by Jae. J. Fortier

Yo're living in the fourth dimensiond

I mean that statement and I'm positively convincad of the fact. Perhaps
there ghould be some conclusive evidence and all that, as well as grounda for my
statement, presented. I'm not o secientist by any crude imagination; I haven't
any dogrees to Ybolater my ogo. In fact, I have never beon considerad overly
bright in high school science; I came close to flunking cheuistry at ene time.

That's past histery, though, for those deys are dimmed and rapidly disape

pearing frem my mind. However, I believe that thiag little theory helds some bit
of truth despite the fact thet 1t will undoubtedly be blested wide open by your
ingenious master minds, Uaybe someons will offer correberetive evidence for or
against the idsa.

Avout all one can do with such meuger knowledge &e I poeses is to prove
the +theorstical dimensions one by ona, The first dimensicn ia time, Time must
be the very first for nothing can exist without & lapee of time. Suppose you
are facing a table., Looks substantizl, doesn't it! Where would that teble be
without +time? Whiffe-no place at all. There would be ingtantansous digappear-
ance of &all thinge from this or any other uaiverse without time-=includingyou
and me=~for, without some passage of time, things would never have been formed,
Even the first sun would never have come into existen¢e without this uliraenec-
epsary olement of time. Lacking this potent dimension, all space would be de=
vold of any particle of matter,

Length, thea, must be the sascond dimension., Width is useless without
length=«just caniot Ye. What the sscond dimension maey be is entirely unconceive
able by so small a mind as mine. It is & great doubt that any mortal sgul can
sensibly visualizZe just such a thing: o world of time and length,

width, naturally, is the third dimension. Therein lie the flateland creaw
turea - and oven spme others! I would like te cover this subject ¢of extra-and
lower-dicensional 1life 4if =2ditor Harry Warnsr thinks it proper and fitting.
Then volume is left for the fouprth.

We are 1living in this fourth dimension as was said before, and we ars the
higheat 1living creaturss fitted for but one dimension. Yss, there is one more
dimenaion, but that encompasses all cthera.

The fifth dimension ia one great curve which enfolds all other dimensions.
It completsly wnites all of them into one greet whole. It is this grand feat
which holds the spacean territoriss in a state of cosmic splendor rather than a
state of oternal chaca. If time travel is at all poasible, & thing that I be-
lieve rather ridiculous and rather absurd despite some fine argumente in favor
of it, then it should be through the use of this magnificient warp to advance to
the future.

I do not eay that time travel is impoesible, but just that it is highly im.
practicel and improbable. Imagine the experience of traveling beck a few years
and conversing with yourself! Ths future holde soms remote chances, whieh prs-
majn deudbtful in wmy mind, on thas giganiic warp in aspace. JIf the future has
conquered time traveling, where are our marvelous visiiorsi(granted thet common
aenpae should deter them from eantering the crazy yeers--score one for the readers

If this proves at a2ll interesting to eny of the readera, I will be ounly too
happy +to continue my odd trand of thought as to the things remotely possible in
the dimensions, Thers ars oven somp fantastic vari-dimensional oreatures of
whieh I have dreamsd. Right now I wish to announce that half of tho work is by
Tom Wright; while I sit around groping through smoke-rings for ideas, ho offers
some sBnesibles explanations for and against the ideas, The two of us will even
grant that a couple of fellows sre on the right track.

I think they call one of them Einatedn.

~-(page 7)=-
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Carl Gurbee sloshed through
the mud.

Gurbee's only regret as he
sloshed was that the escapade
which had made it necessary for
him to be sloshing had only been
an attempt. He ghasued his teeth
and sobbed at the thought of it,
Bur, after all, Gurbee couldn't
have known that the 3ig lgiggling
young Italian thing had been re-
lated to the local chief of Con-
stablerie -- related, in fact, in
a nice chummy father-and-daughter
law~and-lure, hook=-and-bait sort
of a way. Most charming, to any-
body but Carl Gurbee.,

The result of this unfortun-
ate but nonetheless extant relat-
ijonship was that young and none=-
too~handsome Carl Gurbee, of the
male sex, Caucasian ancestiry -e--
although that had sometimes been
doubted in a gquite insulting way
by certain of Gurbee's enehnhgs -~
and locse morals, and wanted in
17 states, four provinces, and
dozens of prefectures and Depart-

ments of eight countries, lately
of Hollywocd, slosned through a
particularly nauseous mess of
muck near a little town called
Diabloriccio, ZItaly. The fé&at
that he was wearing knee-length

boots should have helped his sat-
uation, It would have helped it,
at least partially, had this been
good, sane, ordinary California
mud of the sort he was accustomed
to Feddid¢ walking in. But the
bocts falled miserably in Italy
mud, The mud was of the approx-
imate consistency of mimeo ink;
Gurbee's boots reached to a level
approximately four inches below
the surface of the mud. And the

45 = ‘ : '
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result of this assorted and dre-
ary collection of unfort u n ate

circumstances was that Carl
Gurbee, once of Hollywood, now
of northexn Italy, was a most

miserable man,

Altogether, Gurbee would
have seemed to be a quite miser-
able person to those of society
unaccustomed %o him, even when
the oonditions under which he
contacted them had been of the
best. And the conditions under
which he had met the constabdbre
ie of that little town were def-
initely not of the best, They
had not found Gurbee the sort of
man they were fond of. Or his
actions the sort of which they--
or at least the laws that they
were hired to uphold --condoned.
This was apparent from the tone
of the objijects mnow passing thru
the air near Gurbee's head. Ab-
ove the splash of his not-quite-
boots and the steady Troar of the
wind and falling water, he could
make out the not-too- distant
crack of some officer's carbine;
it was no dog that whined near
his head. And the whining
things came at the most inappro-
priate time the terra&in was
beginning to get less 1ike the
mire and ocoze at the bottom of
the sea, Rocks -- sharp, jagged
rocks of the type that shlps
crack open their hulls on -- be-
gan showing their ugly heads ab-
ove the mud, and in the bottoms
of Gurbeet's poor bhoots. The one
which he, 1n his haste to leave
the viecinity of Diabloriccio
hadn't been quite able to slip
on completely, was rapidly tak-
ing on the aspects of a very
sogegy rag., Or a slipsheet which
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had bsen used one thousand too
many times. Gurbee cursed the

boot, and the sad truth that the
carabineers had been summoned 8o
socon, He almost thought that Fate

This hadn't been
the only instance that would tend
to support the claim,. The time
the railing gave way on the boat
from Sicily, and he fell into the
ocean. And....but another bullet
cut Gurbee's reveries short, and
he redoubled his effforts to reach
the Swiss border, bui Tast. The
boot followed after him 1like an
obedient =nd well- trained, if
socmewhat 1limp and waterlogged,
dog.

was against him,

Suddenly another sound than
the crack of a carbine broke thru
the eternal noise of wethass. .
Gurbee could almost imagine he was
back in Los Angeles, for 1t was
the sound of ribald laughter. .:He
glanced frightenedly toward the
source of the sound ~- surely the
carabineers had not brought the
constablie's daughter with them?
Apparently they hadn't, was the
conclusion Carl reached after a
moment. For good young carabin-
eers do not carry lanterns when

they are out in the countryside,
either accompanying constables!
daughters or hunting ec¢riminals,

And a lantern (obviously fireflies
didn't stay out in this type of
weather, so it must be a lantern,
since flashlights had not yet been
introduced intc this part of the
worldf was unguestionably bobbing
toward Gurbee -- he thought it was
coming at him because it grew
brighter with each moment. And it
seemed to be coning down from a-
bove Gurbee; apparently the jagged
rocks which had so0 played havoc
with the remnant of what had once
been a good boot had been outcrop-
pings from a mountain; or else the

9
light belonged Lo angels, whiech
wasn't very likely. :

The lantern continued to
swing through the rain, and pres-
ently the source of the ribald

laughter apneared -- an improbably

immense Cyclopean sedan chalir
showed 1ts Titanic ©bulk through
the rain -~ a litter that swayed
back and forth like -~ well, 1like
a howdah on the back of an eX=~
tremely drunken elephant, to name

but one resemblance. It must have
been terrifying to anyone who had
ever been forced to follow that
litter in a parade or state occas-
ion Gurbee could feel his
breath hold as the 1litter swayed
over farther, farther, farther to
one side -~ but somehow, the thing
always straightened up in the last
possible instant before 13 BUEre,
occupants, and bearers spilled in-
to the muck in one grand, sucking,
gooey slosh. The bearers swayed
back and forth like metronomes,
but metronomes never leaned over
that far and metronomes never
uttered ribald laughter, as appa-
rently these swaying men had been
doing. Or at least Gurbee pres-
umed it had been they, for no one
ebse was around but the carsbine-
eers, and their possibility had
already been discounted satisfac-
torily by Gurbee's slightly befud-
dled mind. WNor did metronomes
give last sighs of despair and co-
llapse head-first into the goo,
spilling bearers, litter, and ,
Carl supposed, occupants, intoc the
ooze full length. And no metro-
nome ever gave out with the Ital-
ian, though nonetheless apparent,
curses that issued from the sedan
chair amid the crash of bottles
and groans of some of thé 24 men
now lying in the soup under their
burden.

The bearers

-——

whoever they
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were

began a wumbling among
themselves, Or what Gurbee could
see of them, protruding from be-
neath the sedan vehicle. The mur-
mur was in ZXtalian, intergpersed
with raisings of the volce and
gestures; presently one of them
spied Gurbee, and reised his voice
in Italian, holding ocut his hands
in what was apparently a gesture
of suphlication,

/——=) URBEE:. INDICATED. bpvholisé
]\ <ﬂ ing out both his hands
i_}\ that he was unfamiliar
with the tongue of Leetla Eetaly;
the bearer tried Spanish, German,
French, and cne or two other lan-
guages with which Gurbee was un-
familiar, with still no result.
Finally, by some mischance, the
man hit upon English. Gurbee ga-
thered after a few minutes of what
was obviously the result of a
quick reading of wovue of those
pamphlets called "Speak You Eng-
1ligh??" that the man wanted ass-
istance of some kind or other, so
as befits a Gurbee when su.gsomeone
else is in need of assistance, he
turned his back on the sprawled
men and began to walk away.

He was brought up shert by
another, and this time much clos-
er, fusillade from the carbines of
the Protectors of Public Welfare;
it seemed the choice, at least for
the moment, between doing whatever
it was the bearer wanted, and get-
ting a bullet in his guts.Straigh-
taway, after a superb example of
thinking on his fest, Gurbee
reached a lightning decision of
the gravest import, turned, and
made his way back tc the litter,
where 1t still 1lay in the mud.
He spied a large face peering out
from between the curiuains; he ap-
proached the face, the boots still

* = +
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trailing him in obediemt <fashion,
As Carl neared the physiognomy, he
began to notlice how truly tremdn-
dous it was. Gurbee didn'*t wonder
at the plight o the bearers, if
the owner of the face possessed
the same dimensions as his pan,
with proportionate 1increases in
size and bulk, and therefore 1bs.
Gurbee wondered how whoever it was
that occupied the litter ever man-
aged to move about while inside
buildings -- surely the 24 bearers
could mnot always accompany him,
with the litter, through narrow
passageés and doorways. And it
seemed Iimpossible that the owner
of so large a face could ever have
locomoted under hiw own power,

Gurbee finally farcedsy hi.g
wonderment to the back of his mind
together with a peculiar recurring
of the name "Waldo" from his mem-
ory, and the temptation to sing a
song he had heard once called "The
Fat Man Blues,” =and walked up to
the face, still with a kind of awe
and stupefaction. He was making
up his mind slowly but surely to
speak to the face -- which he now
saw, by the light of the lantery,
which now lay in the mud by the
side of the path -- for +there in-
deed was one, over which the sedan
chair had been traveling was
purple, when the mouth of the face
opened, as if it had been pulled
down by the weight of the numerous
chins beneath it. Anxious to put
in a good word for himself before

-

he could be discredited, Gurbee
began:, "IT...!
"Sihence, stupid pig! And

why is it that you run away when
we are in need of assistance?"

Gurbee's now whirling mind
had begun to grope toward some ex-
cuse to use as an answer, when the
{ (CONTINUED ON PAGE 13})
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eseewIM IN A MOOWLIT STRIEAM....

ZC. 5 LA 1 Lo
I'he fey-winged hours of sleep
Steal off...

Ag, with dawn spears, the new day starts..,

Yet... ... .what reudezvous they keep

With all my unfilied wishes,.. :

Freeing me of earth-bonds in my dreams

'"Til thouzhts become a school

Of raiuvow fishes...

Darting wnere they will in sky-bent streams

By moonlight....while, by day, they hide,

Trembling beneath some shady shoal,

Lest they be trevped and placed bheside

Me in life's skimpy gold-fish bowl,..
~=Mari jane Nuttall

SEXFSFEFTEZRT TR LN

MIRROR

I never look closely--
I fe€ar to see
Such shadows
Feering back at me
Neor dare think clearly
Since I was child
Of things that used
To drive me wild.

I know the feel
Of paddec cell--
Have screamed the screams
Of nightmared hell--
I'm cured--

I'1l never lock vast
At the rest of me

Until -- curicsity
Gets the best of me!

--Marijane Nuttall
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litter-bearer who
tempted to entreat. Gurbee into
helping them spdke forth. "Oh,
noble Father Ambrose," he entreat-
ed, "Brother Angeloc has collapsed,
and we are 1In dire straits., If
We=——=}

had first at-

This was obviously too much
for the fat man, who was apparent-
ly the Anbrose toward which the
entreaty had been directed. "Don't
you think I know we are in dire
straits? Faugh, I should behead
that garbage rat Angelo. I should
excommunicate all of you. in
shoulGeos™

Not wishing to Dbecome in-
volved 1n any such quarrels, and
naturally desirgéng to keep his
hide, and to get in the good grac-
es of this character before the
carabineers found him, and seeing
great possibilities for saving his
hide if he got on the good side of
a Father, and tainking that per-
haps he might lose hinself from
vision if he became lost among the
men beneath the 1litter, hastily
gathered his still regling wits
and summoned the guts to saddress
the fat person.
ble apologies, sir. I did not re-
alize that ycu were a noble Priest
-~ a man ofithe Robe, , Sir, it be-
hooves me in this moment of your
distress tow aid you to move your
litter onward..."

A}l ¢of this was suddenly in-
terrupted by a sudden SPING,a
buliet which sang uncomfortably
close to Gurbee's head, and also
to the head of the mountain of
filesh which had been addressed as
Farher &Ambrose, Ambrose burst
forth with a torrent of Italian,
and even Gurbee knew enough Ital-
ian to realize that what wes being
said by the Qccupier of Much Cubic

"Oh, my most hum-

13
Feet boded very ill for anyone wnho
dared to cross the man at this mo-
ment., The priest's face was now
ailmost luminous, The purple color
was merging into a deep shade of--
what was 1t? Maybe it. would be
ultraviolet soon, Maybe "And
perhaps you, my wandering and so-
anxious-to-help friend, could tell
me from whence come those bullets?"

Gurbee now thought Ifaster
than he had ever thought before.
Behind him were the police, hand-
lers of rifles, expert shots, af-
ter: hishead. Before him was a
Father Ambrose, who offered some
chance for Carl Gurbee to elude
the aforesaid Police. However,
this priest was at present in a
mood which was the farthest from
willingness to help fugitives from
the law as it was possible to be.
Or to help anyone else, for that
matter. But another conclusion
offered itself. Without Jlooking
again toward Father Ambrose, Carl
picked up one of the jagged rocks
which were piled willy-nilly over
the landscape as 1f they had been
left there by some guy named Will-
ie Nilly, and tossed it into the
pool of Dblack ooze which 1lay on
his left, It made a tremendous
splash. So loud a snlash,in fact,
that it must hafe attracted the
attention of the carabineers, be-
cause another fusillade of lead --
this time from less than 100 yards
back cracked and buzzed over-
head and into the slime.. Then,be-
fore the monstrous paw of Ambrose
had had a chance to 1reach his
throat, Carl shoved his way under
the litter. This was a moment of
extreme personal danger, so Gurbee
broke every precedent of his life.
As soon as his feet had made con-
tact with the solid surface of It-
aly, he gave a titanic heave, al-
rost lifting the litter single-

-
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handed. The litter bearers, who
alsc were aware of the present
state of the temper of the man lo~
cated above them, when they saw
what Carl was about all shoved to-
gether, The scund tihie litter made
as it rose from the mud could only
have Dbeen equalled by the sounds
made when hideous THINGS walked,
and their feet sank into the mud.
EES; Diablericcicapolice, rushed
upon the scene leading his
mob of 37 policemen all armed with
carbines, he saw before him a lit-
ter which he had seen many times
before. He recognized 1its awful
significance, peled to something
even less than white, and bowed
low, removing his cap and allowing
his slowly-graying head to sink up
to the temples in the dismal goo,

"Father Ambrose -- 1 do not real-
jze-=="

0 IT WAS that when Lieuten-
ant Giovannl Marchioni, of

"And may I ask," returned the
Father in too-polite, oily tones,
" just what you mean by shcoting at
my litter?" Theilast word was ac-
cented in such a way that the poor
man shuddered horribly and lost
his balance, falling face=-first in
the mud. Ambrose, thworoughly in-
furiated and ready to make the po-
liceman part of the soil of Italy,
maneuvered his tremendous bulk to-
ward the entrance, and reached out
his banana-bunch hands as if to
grasp the Public Protector 's
threoat, -and strangle, choke out
the man's life, squeeze slowly,
hord bly, until the poor wretch's
screams subsided into a last, pa-
thetic gurgling rattle...

However, this movement proved
be a little +too much; after
had addéed his lifting tal-

to
Gurbee
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ents to the services of the bear-
ers, the men had not had time to
regain their poise and brace their
legs on the bedrock to prepere for
came-what-might. They were still
struggling to regain their balance
when Father Ambrose's motion tb-
ward the side of the litter in
search of Marchioni's throat again

precipitated the litter into the
mud . This time the litter went
sideways, toward +the south. As

the litter tumbled into the swill,
a monkeylike shape moved from be-
neath it, on the north side. The
shape traveled over the outside of
the sedan eahair, which was now
groaning as if to re-consign it-
self to a grave that should have
been covered up when a grove of
cypress trees had been cut down
near Dibaloriccio a dozen vyears
ago, but had instead of being bur-
ied or burned had been comandeered
by Ambrose and his cohorts for the
building of assorted impedimenta,
chief among these being a titanic-
ally huge sedan chair especially
built for the man in charge of the
place, TFather Ambrose, The shape
drew aside the curtains on the
north side of the 1litter just as
Biovanni Marchioni and Sgts. Luigi
Caproni and Giusseppil Taurasi fin-~
ished c¢hanting "Holy Mary" in un-
ison. The shape pulled at the
foot of Ambrose's voluminous robes
just as Marchioni, Caproni, and
Taurasi finished saying "Sacred
Mother." As they crogsed them-
selves, Ambrose turned  around.
While the whites of their eyes
were showlng all around the irises
as the poor guys rolled their eyes
in pitiful terror, the shape whis-

pered some words of great import
into the trumpetlike auditory or-
ifice of the Great Mountain of
Man. Something passed from the

shape's hand into Ambrose's as the
men were stealing covert glances



TRRAM. QUEST

into the litter, and at what they
could now see in the back of it -=-
Ambrose's back,. cowled robe, and
necks.- A thick boice was then
heard mumbling in something that
almost sounded like CUUNTING. Then
Ambrose turned around, and the
shape departed from the north side
of the litter, toward the mud be-
neath. And Ambrose bade the men:
*Did you hear me ask you a ques-
tion? Why were you shooting bul-~
lets at ny litter? Do you presume
to violate my inviolability?? I
should excomrunicate you---¥

Apparently thlis was too much
for poor Marchioni, for he uttered
a Dpathetic groan and collapsed
again into the mud, tracing welrd
drawings on the ground with his
fingers, He finally summoned up
the courzge to speak, though still
cowering in groveling terror: "But
Q0 Heoly one, it was not you, I
mean to say,- that it was a crimin-

al. A hcrror of @ America, he is
to assault the daughter of the
Constable of FPolice. That 1s to

say, why I---"

Ambrose replied, "So it was a
criminal you were shooting at. And
by whose autharity do you presume
to shoot a2t the chariot of Father
Ambrose while on the search for
violators cf the law?"

Marchioni managed tco fumble
from his almost paralyzed lips,
"Father, it was mnot you that the

I have follow a low
¢riminal in these mountain, and I
shooting at him when you areiin
the mud in front of me, and avbul-
let she fly at you wnile the crim-
inal he escape--"

bullets were.

"And how could the criminal
have been coning this way? This
path is the oniy one leading north
from Diabloriccio. I have been at

the crossing point of this path-
way and mine, which leads to the
nearby Nunnery. My monks collapse
here in the mud, and I have been
waiting for the past fifteen nmin-
utes. Nobody has come by here.And
you know perfectly well that to
attemnpt to go over these mountains
in this weather off of the path
would be suicide---"

"But, Father, I swear that
the criminal he come by thissa
way, not a hundred yards ahead of

me he is going, fast, by here, he
musta come by this path because-I1
foliow heem here---"

"Insolent fool, I have .td1d
you that no one has passed this
way, and my word is always the Un-
corrupted Truth. Is it not, fool?"

ﬂOh’
eriminal,
way--"

yes, Father, but my
he still must come this

"Silence, before I excommun-

icate you at this very spot at
this very moment."
The redoubled threat of ex-

communication was
Marchioni andsbis allied inquisi-
tors, They all rose from the mud,
and while Taurasi uttered an ulul-
ation which may or may not have
been the last gasp of his mind
leaving him, fled down the mount-
ain toward Diabloriccio.

too much for

Carl Gurbee took his place
beneath the litter, and while Fa-
ther Ambrose,a smug smile of self-
satisfaction on his bloated jowls,
leafed through the sheaf of nmater-
ial in his hand and gave the odd
impression of COUNTING, the litter
bearers once again rose from the
nud and began to move up the moun-
tainside, The rain fell; the wind
biew; far ahead, a faint glimmer

CONTINUED ON PAGE 19



BOOKDFALERS I HAVE KNOWN
0dd purveyors of bookly and
prozinely lore.,..

#1, by the Editor

Bookdealers! There isn't a fan in existence who wouldn'’t like to
see the gpecies extinct. For all of them are out to end the fan's
pocketbook, Some of them do it in a smooth way. Others are utterly
mean about it. But no matter what way they use, the end is the same--
the utter extinction of the fan's buying power.

Teke, for instance, that well-known national company, Searchlight
Book Co. They offer to find rare books at lowest market prices. One
fine day, a couple of) yeard ago, I sent off a card to them asking them
to find two books ~- THE OUTSIDER AND OTHERS, by H. P. Lovecragt, and
OUT UF SPACE AND TIME, by Clark Ashton Smith. Months went by, and no
reply was received, so I concluded that they couldn't find the books,
and went about my way with no disappointment.

When one day, at least six months after my inquiry had been sent
off, a card from the dump arrived in the mail saying +that they had
the books, for the sum of five dollard each. 1 sent them off ten dol-
lars by air mail, together with inguiries about BEYOND THE WALL OF
SLEEP, SuMEONE IN THE DARK, and DARK ODYSSEY. Ha! Another card came
back giving the price of $6.00 for the second HPL omnibus, and $5.00
each for the others. Off went the pnrice in full. Cards came back,
acknowledging the redeipt of my hard-earned cash and saying that de-
livery would be made in 90 days or less on "scarce or rare" books,

To make a long and sickening story short, the ninety days passed
and nothing arrived. After several hot inguiries which ‘tinsduded
threats to notify +the postal authorities of fraud, they finally sent
a létter, They said the books were very hard to find, and that they
werc disappointed at being unable to fill my order. Ha! After they
had plainly indicated that they had the books om herd or knew where
they could be gotten.

But that still wasn't the end of my dealings with that foul dump.
They refused to refund the money. They said: "Glad to comply with
your request for refung, Check will follow shortly.” No check came,
More hounding and inquirles, After they had sent a copy of "Best Sup-
ernatural Stories" and had it returned, been asked for money several
more times, and had everythlng said to them in letters except dirty
names, a check =-- or,.rather, two ch3cks -~ arrived, for the full
amount, I believe at least 10% of that amount must have been spent on
postage, asking for information, refunds, and sgc on. The entire pro-
cess took a whole year; And nobody was the winner except the postal
department. 1t got rich.

Of course, all fen have heard of Julius Unger. I wrote to him
several years agc, requesting information on A. Merritt books. No
reply came, After a month had elapsed, a card was sent Unger's way,

- -h
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repeating theo reguest and asking for a reply. Julius replied, and in
his letter he said *Just found your old letter." He answered his mail
when he FOUND it. What if the letter had included a large order ?
Maybe he would never have "founa™ it. That was the last time he ever
sent me anything but bocklists. Time after time information was re-
quested; swap offefs of old Fi.ls fo— =1t} items worel made; no reply
was received. Finally giving up the guy in disgust I sold the things
I had for trade to a secondhand dealer for one cent each.

There 1is a secondhand dealer in Long Beach, California, named
Grant. Once, while in his establishment, Miller and I asked him if he
knew about Shaver. We told him they were a series of occultish stor-
ies which were slimy with sex and very poorly written. He told us the
following gem: "But men and women bcth read the Lemooria stories.”
Maybe the puy was a dero fan. Another dealer in the same town -- one
Bertrand Smith, who runs a dump called "Acres of Books" -- was visited
by Miller; he went to a slightly off-color sectinn, or something, and
was run out on the grounds that it was illegal to look at the back-
benes of the books! Another time he had been caught reading a bbok
and reprimanded for that. This was a second-hand boockstore. There 1s
no reason why such an establishuent should act high-class.

A grzat deal of secondhand bookdealers smoke cigarettes in hol-
ders. 18 this 3 trademark of the profession, we wonder? One .dealer

in San Diego, when T asked how much an Amazing was, replied: "Ten,.
thot hazz gott to be." When Miller was canght reading a comic book in
a local guy's news stand, he was told: "We cdon't tolerate the reading

of magazines in this establishment. I would as soon trust someone who
came and took cash out of the till as anybody who reads on the stands.®
Calmly knocking down a row of vocketsized junk, we walked out.
That same dealer took up the pmactice of charging a cent more than the
stamped price on certain magazines -- mostly Zif#--Davis -- on the

grounds that the distributor had upped the price on him. Phooey!

Are all dealers 1like this? Aren't there any who are sincere
normal, honest citizens? Are they all a bunch of bums who are out to
fleece the customer and don't care a tinker's how they do it? We hope
nott. But we are beginning to wonder,
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There you have some vague idea of what we want. P bably most of
you have had experiences like ours, and would like to get it off your
dhests. Then write up your experiences with dealers, ldcal, national,
and what have vou, and send them in to us! Ackerman said the column
would be okay ifit "didn't degenerate into a 'kill Unger® campaign or
'A Bas Ackerman' vendetta, with the outraged customers not caring what
they column." Well, don't slander anybody -- just tell us what hap-
pened.. Nobcdy can sue you for that. TELL THE WORLD ABOUT THE BOOK-
DEALERS YOU HAVE KNOWN!!
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ETAMORPHODITE

by EricFrank Bustle
{JOHN Up‘.\) CQU\U'G(”\FG

RIK FENTON,
sneered iInwardly at these
petty creatures who were
leeding him over the airy
span towards tne huge administra-
tion building. They acted so

EARTHMAN ,

self4conscdiously pompous he felt
like  popping them. If they could
have known what he Kknew, thhy

would be groveling at his feet.
However, until iiis curiosity was
satisfied, he would suffer himself
to be leu about like a common pri-
soner,

In the center of the span, he
halted, locking curiously over the
rail at the teeming magapolis be-
low. The sergeant came up bseside
him and stcod there, obviously at
8xi08s. The utiter gareless, ingil-
ference of the prisoner appalled

him; obviocusly he did not realize
where he was and whom he was ig-
noring.

"Here, you," snarled the off-
icious scrgeant, "you can't just
stop. Move along!" He felt and
suppressed an urge to add "please!

"But I am stopping, therefore
you contradict yourself. You can-
not be logically correct, whereas
you believe yourself to be eptire-
ly without error. A condition of
an unbalanced mind, 1indicating an
undeveloped race. Sinece you are
unbalanced and obviously unfit to
guard me, I shall .escape.™ So
saying, <2*Drik Fenton, Barthman,
jumped lightly onto .the rail and
plunged off. Halfway down, before
he had reached terminal velocity ,
a tractor Qeam, fhining palely,

-« fips sighing with relief,

caught him wi%h a Jolt.

"Unrealistically unreasonable
in addition," Drik mus®d as he be-
gan to soar upwards again, "Un-
willing to admit fallure, they re-~
fuse to logically allow me to com=-
plete my fall, unknowhng of my
power of deceleration; ' since +to
complete my fall would normally
entail my extinction, and thus re-
lieve him of his post which he is
evidently unfitted for, and enable
him to resume a new one, On the
other hand---" Hls reverie was in-
terrupted by the strident voice of
the sergeant, who was imploring
anyone with half an ear to: "Think
o 7igthaly e The guy decides I'm unde-
veloped,so he jumps off the bridge
straight for the atopower machines
six thousand feet b4 ow him. of
all the loony specimens I've ever-

"Why did you seve me? "
would surely have died," Drik in-
terrupted. The sergeant came as
near to screaming as he ever had,
and lepsed into incoherency, "The
sooner Doc Limil gets this speci-
men, the better," muttered the
sergeant, exhausted, after & nin-
ute or two of raving. Drik was
reasoning to himself quite audib-
ly, not paying a whit of attention
to his surroundings, and his voice

rose and fell 1in the background
like a muted waterfall, never
ceasing. He was stlll  talking

when the sergeant and one of his
men pushed him into the Specimen
Delivery Tube and he s8lid downward
out of sight in s pneumatie cap-
sule, leaving his erstwhile capt-
frayed
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nerves relaxing almoest audivly,
A small, weazened scientist
opened the capsule, two soldiers
at either side of him. He peered
nearsightedly at Drik, who, appar-
ently having exhausted the subject
of 1incompetent sergeants, looked
right back, interest on his finely
chiselled features. "Hmm, a hum-
anoid type. Interesting. Probab-
ly got two hearts, though,” mutt-
ered Doc Limil absently.

(UThrech™ 1sald Drik,

W e The olad
ltooked stettled.

scientist

"One in the back of my neck,
one at the base of my spine, and
cne in the center uf my chest.
Mazkes circulation much simpler,
metabolisk ratec greater. Quite an
impyrovenment .Y

The scientist merely gaped.
After a moment, he pulled himself
together and, unsealing the caps-
ule, motioned Drik to a chair.
"What is your name?'" was the first
question. It was obvicusly a trap
-~ a firndishly subtle question
designed to throw Drik off guard.
He said, "Limil," ingrniously re-
versing the Doctor's name, It
seemed to satisfy the man, for he
fired the next guestion quickly,
without looking up from a paper on
his desk. "What do you think of
the Nighoppuk Treaty of 34067%"

It was the opening Drik had
been waiting for. He hitched his
chair up closer to the desk and
said, "Now that you mention it, it
seems to me that---"

"Yes?i" prompted the doctor,
his eyes &flame. He leaned closer.

i

nrrkk_din  ghouwtsd Drik. The
doctor ¢21lzpsed, sobbing, The
guards walked qulibtly over to the
window and jumped out. The last

one politely closed it again before
e let go. Drik went to the door
and locked it, then sat down on
the floor and turned 1into a thin
puff of smoke, oo0zing under the
door-jamb. The white-haired old
scientist, head on arms, body
racked with scbs, did not notiee.

The puff of smokd fioated ab-
ove the heads of the city's myriad
denizens. Finally the mouth of a
dark alley beckoned, and Drik Fen-
ton, Puff of Smoke, drifted slowly
down into 1its concealing black-
ness. A moment later a well-form-
ed human emerged. Several people
turned to loock at his strange
clothing, so he accosted a fellow
about his own height and size and
said, "Fli¢@1" The man stiffened,
his eyes glazed, and he turned,
seemingly wunder hils own wlition,
for the alley. No one noticed the
well~-dressed, well-built young man
who emerged a moment later, or the
puddle of primal protoplasm t h at
seeped into the gutter and thence
into a waste-disintegrator.

Suddenly, Drik's mind, roving
thru the crowd-thought, caught a
terribly algéen and Evil thought,
obviously strong enough for telep-
athic communication. He realigzed
instantly +that here was a mental-
ity at least halfwey equal to his,
He shuddered at the monstrous evil
of the thought. It saiaq, "My
goodnesg gracious, Murgatroyd! I
just heard somebody sayv & bad

word:i®

"¥ do believe you're right,
Launcelot! Deary me, isn't this
Just too thrilling for words®? o
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4 real telepath going 4aground and
protonlasming people!. Just wait
till I tell Cholmondoly! He'll
simply die from expitement!" The
two mental voices came nearer. A
cold sweat broke out on Drik's
brow as he saw an ominous black
car in the press of vehiecles, twc
-~ beings -~-- in it, their myopic
blue eyes glinting in unimeginable
ferocity, a scraggly white beard
on each mer-~1v making their sinis-
ter. hnrrible thoughts more accen-
tuated. Drik knew it would not be
long bvefore he was discovered. He
had vo get away -- fast.

Another mind in the crowd at-
tracted his attention. It was no-
ticable for its intensity, its
quick. intelligent friendliness, A
peculiar kind of rodent- being
brushed pest him; the new mind
said yuickly, sharply: "Duhhhh...
are you a telapa.. .telepa...,.tel-
epatha...duhhh, can read
minds? 1 can."
the brilliance of this extraordin-
ary mind...it was overpowering,

o

The brown-furred thing disap-
peared 1in the crowd, but its
thoughts remained en rapport with
his, crystal-bright and clear.
"Gee, you smell nice. Like...like
...duhhh, gee, you smell nice. You
kin foller me if you want.....I1'd
like tuh take ycu home and let nmuh
fam'ly smell yuh. Gee, you smell
nice." Drik admired the lightning
swift thought processes that enab-
led the rodentoid to reach such
split-second decisions. He walked
swiftly +through the crowd in the
direction the rodentoid’s thoughts
emanated from. Soon he found him-
self entering a sixty-five story
apartment building, of the meaner,
cheaper type,

"Dunhhh,

is that you?" came

DREAM QUL 3T

the thought. "I'm Klothrechyoppo-
teesklvern, At least, I think
thatfs who I am, You kin call me
Klothrecnycprooteekler for short.
Come on up."

"I'm Drik Fenton," said Drik
Fenton, Earthman, "Where are you?"

"Here." Drik admired the ob-
Jective trhth in the quick, comp-
rehensive thought.,

"What part of +the buklding
are you in%?" he asked once more.

"fhis part.......duhhhhh, I
think." The thought was overpow-
ering 1n 1its giant intelligence,
"But I'm gonna go someyhace else."

"Where?"
"A meeting in the big tall
building. I'm not supposed to

tell anybody."

"Oh. In what part of the big
tall building?"

"The part the meeting's in.
Where did yuh think?" Drik real-
ized he had blundered; the thought
was scornful of the Earthman's

stupidity. He decided to follow
the rodentoid more closely this
time., When Klothrechyoppoteek-

Xy2rn, or Klothrechyoppoteekler as
he preferred to be called, entered
the lobby, even his supcr-vigsilant
senses failled to notice the unob~
trusive thin grey cloud of smoke
that followed him, sometimes ag-
ainst the sir currcnts, sometimes
with them, but he sniffed once or
twice at the delicious odor on the
breeze that only his onlfactorv or-
gans could detect. It was untrac-
able, though, except that it was
faintly allied to the man who had
followed him,
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/| LFTEEN MINUTES LATER .end

g two miles away, the rodent-

/ oid paused Dbefore a heavy-
panelled door and knocked,

a peculiar sequence of one long,

three shorts, a long, Ppause, twn

longs. It actuated some mechanism

for the door swung open into a
long marble-panelled hallway,
priceless tapestries on the wall,

The puff off smoke followed
disecreetly, stopped Jjust inside
the doorway. Klothrechyoppoteek-

lyern proceeded dowu the ringing
haliway, pushed open the door at
the end, =2nd entered the room be-
yond. Drik cai ght a glimpse of a
small sunlightea room, a large
old-fabBhioned desk, and several
beings inside. Then the smoke
grew thicker, spread, and finally
assuried the shape of a man again,
He strode cdown the hallway, pushed
open the douor=---

There were five beings in the
roonm, nct counting the rodentoid.
They turned from their work to
séare at him........those that had

eyes. There were two humans, one
an old old man, the other about
thirty, sleek locking-~-- a purple

brain 1in » plastic case, a motor
for pumping fluid and other pieces
of equipment attached --~ a tall
Rigellian, yellow skin glowing,
six eyes flashing---a green Mizar-
ian like a growth on une wall, vi-
olet eyes regarding him with mal-

evolence --- and the brown pelted
rodentoid, 1long nose +twitching,
flashing mind stunned with sur-

prise,
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"What are you doing in the
Council of Five?" asked +the old
man. "You are under dpenalty.of
death! Go away there 1s a
guard outside the door who will be
happy to exterminate vou."

» 0 &

"T have a conplaint and a
warning," said Drik. "Unless you
send vour c¢ruisers away from Sol,
you will find yourselves in dire
trouble; that is the warning. The
complaint..."

"T warn you to stop!"shrieked
the old man, purplingl

",..the complaint is that you
are not using sufficiently evolved
cgeatures in responsible positions
-- there are many more suited than
you for your post. I ask you to
replace yourself with someone more
developed,..like me."

"Bosh.....yo0u are no mare de-
veloped +than I!"™ said the younger
man, His eyes widened in horror
as Drik reverted to his true form.
He clutched at his face and fell,
The o0ld man died. The Rigellian
threw himself out the window. The
Mizarian dropped to the floor,
withered and brown. The purple
brain shrivelled 1in 1its case ,
dead. Only the rodentoid was un-
affected........He advanced toward
Drik, eyes shining.

For what rat does not like
limburger cheese??

#i
kK THE END Ex 3
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of 1light showed the
Gurbee was glad of this.

possibility

of an inhabited spot ahead. Carl

For, after all, he hadn't known where the litter was going.
-T0O BE CONTINUED~
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AAZIN: STORIES, volume 21 #3, September 1947; 25¢.

The main item of interest in this igsue of Amz 13 the 75,000 werd losd. ndwel,
THR STAR XINGS 1s its name, and S tls by hcémond Hamilton. The novel begins somethirg
1ike & Shaver story «- the lesi zhara uaw, dJuhn Gordon, hea#s voices in his mind.
But they arentt from the rsiecc: ihsy are £ -0t weientist of a star kingdom 200,000
years in the future. Gordun (uidiiy ctengar winds with the future-seiddntist, and his
adverturer in +he future mar:g Zody make ise %ais, wnich is purely one of adventure
and galactic intrigue. Aad it guwre iu & cawsic adventure tale. One of Hamijton's
groatest. Khile net nuesh like & B. Imith y galaciic novels, it is still a whale of
a zeod adiyun.ure vavn.

Thery ars threo sanoris, all good. fiThe Uninviited Jest® is another of Rog Phil-
lips Grsham’, unigue »sontributionsy, and one of nie best -- which means it is good.
Eumovors dn pavis, in other parts time- thedry discuvssion -~ which ought to interest
Spoev and his felleow-discusseis.  Gruhom is anviasr author who bears watching, and
ig of a%% wmlihoy easily., ,.. 'The uesxh vamt is "Terror on the Telephons," by Les
Froncig., 1t is dene in the siyle 07 a we'rd, i12ther than an sif, short, Fairly good
writing gsawss L%, 1or ile plot Ux gumsanised unt 0 be one of the best of all tims.
ee. Lasgtiy o arcthsr from Frarces Veorxa, PCne Wore Spring.® It's concernsd with
the hiouw .diwn of shloripayll aac hance lLife. 7he main gmphasis seems to havo bgen
placsd on writing., and a very ervaditanle jobh of mocd-zffect has been achievad. The
endiig, thoy unfcrbian¥aly broks the spell. Summaticn cf the fiction in this 48:
By a:l gwans L=y yoar hands on ke duh, There'y rometiing for everybody -- for the
sericug =3¢ ites, theso'sw Fhilips- sarn, For theoss wiho like adventure and space -
opore magnifisontly deno; THE 3TAR ZIRCE. and @9 other two shorts ars both okay.
dee -~ 6VOT sloTY J2 roaGahl.,

The cover, dOwne bty Male#olm Smith, was compared %4 Rap to that beauty which
gracdd “he lMay 1942 TMuddar In Spacs® issue. Tha comparisor is apt. Add the Septenm-
ber 47 AS cover %o the sll-{imgs list of top covars, waich includsz also the ¥Fab 140
TS, Jananry ‘44 Agy, the §° ntamber 1840 AP, and some «thers. Gawd, how that guy
can paint i Beast o1 *he iateriosr art wag Jos Dillotson’y for "The Uninvited Jest."
The othars wore as gool 88 can be expocted in & mag wiich does not boast Finlay and
Lawrence. The featuies, 1Ivn, wsvs beltsr than usuul. The begt of them azeems to be
a seriesa by iavkesn Rour onllad  ®fpece Ships Limited," dealing with the problems
which will ¢ontfrunt mea whan they launch off the #ac~th. Only "Discuseions" contin-
ues to be & vutal Iose. Uan it be that AR ig coming back into the fold??. Wo must
admit that it shows signs of prdmige.  The mag hasg dmproved considerably in the past
few months,

AMAZING STORTFS, volums Z1 #10, Ovtoter 1947. 25¢.

The usual lead novel is miwging from this AS. Thers are only six stories, of
ghorter lengty —- sorsthing like ihe ¢.dtire 4S's. As you page your way through the
issue, your riret contact Is Don Wilcox's %Tha Roeitle in the Pi%,* an off-trail tale
about the rirst expadition tc a weird planet. 1t 1p typical Rilsox, which is rather
woird, odd, and Yuger, but quitse good. A siori, by the way. The next yarn is aleo
a short, "The Third Bolt"™ by Francoes M. Deegan, also very odd, and not so good. We
ecouldn't sos any point in it, even mere entertainmsnt. The third story you contact

=00
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::a:sf;:§;:f, sgsst:?vEr‘?ﬁorg, "Trail_of tha Astrocar® by Hsnry Hasse. It iz a2 gocd
AL e ;jtnln;rxlxa tos matsrial tnoso ol@—tima giant~thick.AS'§ of 1942 and
Bt o boprd Tha. %) Youb liks spaco operad, itts your maa}; otaerIfa it hasntt
BTN NE W i Rl it gl el it | 8 e e g

ilg oI 59 He is a Jauboer, met & leangeeipakas, The noxt tale you con-

tact is by Fobar Philliips Crahar.

"The Despéilare,” oy Ppe Phillips—

Ligten, yov zuyss I rean you, Spoer. And the rest of the tire-travel analystay
rmatheraticians, logiciana., who read this roview., REAL ThF DE3POILERS. Such a gold-
mine of rateriai for nighly scholarly discussion and analysis we have not sgeen for
ronths, ir aSF or anywners else, for that matter. Arh, if oniy the yarn khad appeaned
in S&SSF instead of AS, where the scholars are not iikely to read it....Tnis is the
storyts prerise, or whatever you call ity "Is there anything absolutely beyond human
corpranension’ If there is, could we perhaps cuuprenend it if we concentrated all
the rescurces 0f the race on it for, say a thousand yearst® I guess tnat was intend-
ed to be the blurb, ard if it had veen in a Campoellzine it would nave been. Eut Rap
made up ais own Plurb. Food for tnouznt? A zeldnine, no lesa. And iest we forget
to mertion, it's a zoed story too, the irn epots the discussions get so deep tnat the

casual reader is likely t® get 1mst in them. RREAD IT.

As for the rast c¢f the stories in tiae issue, they ars two shorts —- "Miner Criss

is or Io," a Plaret~type space opera of {Rgplcal space opera quality, and "Voice from
a Star," .y Williar P. Yc3ivern. The title is most risleadingz. The yarn belonged in

Unknown -- it's semi-humorous fantaay.

Iilustrations were fair-zood. Paatures, a huze lire~up of which L. Taylor han-
ser!s Gesology series and "Space Shipg Limited" seen to be the best. Discussions, as
usual, reeks, The Observatdory ginbers about the flying discs, using them as proof of
the Shaver mystery. How? Just bscause of their existenrce, I suppose. Though how he
car definitely say whare tney are from is a mystsry te me, unless he's connected with

thair ownars., Gad -- maybe he is ! You never know zabout Fap.
Sucration: Philiips xint, mainiy bocauwe of the possibilities for discussion.
Rgst of the stories yood for entertainrert, vut no more. A fairly good igsue...

Astoundin: SCIFECE FICTION, Vol. XXXIX 45, July 1947, 25,.

KuittneréMoore!s serial aiout the sociolory of a
Only three other

Again, as in the last iscue,
in super tradi-

sottled-up eculture, Fury, takes up a large portion of the space.
stories. FURY ends, with a suration of Sam Peod /Harker's exploits
tior. The wnole ousiness is would up in the last covple pazes, with & nice opening
for a sequsl -- in fact, a blatant demand for a sejuei. I liked FURY -- the ovarald
nicture is 2 300d onesy tho critical aralysis of a few poarts —- mainly tihe b azannini==
will reveal defsets, cniefly o traveiozue style. The endin; is nice and powsrful,tho
tnat is to be expected from Catnerirs Moore. Aftar you et away from thut introduc-
tion, it read very weil., I actually lost myself ir it. Tt didn't have re looking to
g9e how rany more pages were loft to go. Look for a hfzn rating on the Poll. ((Peug
for Fantasy Roview —-- who'ls taking it over??))

The cover story is by the creat Jack Wiiliarmson, "With Folded Hands.® It is a
And a psschological siudy of a frustrated man. A socialogical
f ths most radderning and nerve—rack-

story ahout robetis.
Not futile like

study of the earth ani the rouLots -~ it was one ©
inr stories Itve ever cmst ry vision on., “izht say it was futile.
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Pt -evewlan, tho -- after you finieh it, and the fseling that yould like to go out
and beat your head against the wall has died dows, you will begin to sse the story
in & slightly diffetrent light. You may even begin laughing, as we did. A top story-
- its difference, madddrimgensss, and good writing maks it a candidate dor the Top
Pive. ((Plug azain.}) ¢

"Logic,™ by Poul Anderson, now minus P. N. waldrop, is a psycholOgica].gntomr
mutant story. It concerns systems of thought and logic¢ which are utterly different
from our own. The convineing characterization and idea helped to meke it satisfying.

Also in the issue is "The Figure," Ty Rdward Grendon, which has no gpecial point
to make and won't be romerbersd teo long, and two articles, one by George 0. gmith
(humorous) e&nd ths other by C. Rudmore, technical. The four regular departments are
all there, for once. TForecast sounds good, with L. Ron Hubbard's first post-war
story. Unlike his poor countemporary Heinlein, he is returning home rather ghen ssek-
ing other lodzing. But, then, he's writing an end-war story, so....the artwork is
better than usual. Cartier and Orban are thars in their usual style, and Timmine has
been intrcduced intc ths interiors, with a style of frawing which is entirely new.
It is sort of photographic¢ in nature -- but not like real photograpny, more like
photos of crude mudols, or somethinz. Revise —— not crude,but just imperiect.or not
quite natural. Dwino how he does it —- his technique is un9®tesiable. You will like
therm. All are good examples of their new styls except the unmontionably crfude head-
ing for WiTH FOLNSD KANDS, The latter was alwost as bad as Swenson. I mean the art-
ist, not myselr.

Astounding SCIFNCE FICTION, vol. XXXIX #6, August 1347. 25¢...

Hoading tho parade is part I of a new three-part serial, L. Ron Hubbard's first
postwar st{ story and novel, THR FND IS NOT YRT, which Campbell said was a revised
edition of TFINAL BLAMKOUT. FNaturally the yarn hasn't gone .on far encugh along
course yot for anl definite pronouncemsnt to be made in regard to its queiity. Fr om
what is on hand it sesms to be & combinatlon of edventure and sociclogy. The charac-
ters, always one of all aSF stories’ good points, have jelled convincingly, but the
story threads are still just threads, so we'll have to wait a while to ses how things
coma out.

Two rovelettey. "Insomnia, Inc." by Harry ¥alton -- the outline is t@at the
econquaring of slsep would be a great help to researchers who have to hurry, and Rk
problem is what happens when sleep IS conquered. Ths background is psychological and
semi-philosophical. A little farther and it would have been metaphysical. The golu-
tior seors plausible, as far as the psychological part goes, but the adventure sec-
tion seemsd trits. On the whole, tho, a rather gatisfying tale...

"The Porson {rom Porlock,* by Raymond P. Jones, 1is taken from the idea of the
Coldridge poer, Kubla Khan. The post ererged from a dope dream with a few hundred
masterful linos of poem in his mind ready to commit to paper. Then along cameé & par-
gon from the village of Porlock and visited and jabbersd. When the person left the
idea was gone. A person from Porlock is one who interferes with a prolscted task to
the extent of preventing its accomplishment. He's a nice goat to blame all your
failures on, eh? As for the yarn, its new theme and good writing made it above aver-
age. Psychologieally, it isn't much, Adventure stf, toc, is there.

"Rat Racse," by George 0. 9mith, & short, is about the psrfgct mousetrsp. To
tell you dhe background would give away the plot, as it's all in the ending. The
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principal purpose of the tals seems to be semi~humprous entastainment, and if so it
is azcomplishsed creditablys YThere im one other short, PROPAGANDIST by Murruy Lsinst-
er. About a dog who, tho just & normal dog, acted as the perfect catalyst for the £
esmonting nf readtiors detwean two alien cultures.fooimlogieal, in & way, then too it
may just be another ex»leition of <tho fact that highly improbabls things happen due
to the Lawn of Chance. And it QOTLD »ave horzpared the way it did. For that reason,
in addition to the skillful nlanning and goud writing, we give the yarn a high rating,

Itve been accusssd of rating everything 100 high, But when the stories ers all
pleasing, it i1s impossible to d» anvihing e€lse. Take this issue of aSF, for instancs
«~ & rost gatisfving batch of sisries. Thes cover, too, vms & honey, tho what Rogers
cover isn't?7? Une editorial cdeals with the problems of correlating the mctifities of
regearch workers in a galaxy-vide culture; it would probably turn cut the way JWC
predicts. Thcse ~robliems-of-galactic~smpire oditorials wusumlly turm cut more inter~
sesting than the gereral run of sditorials, most likely because they deal with some-
thinc that 213 ef us lems-bmins can underastand. The other departmenis Wwere as usu-
al. Interior artwork -— Robers is on the lead novel; his drawings seem to have im -
proved since prewar days. Timming is at it again with his odd style, Pat Davis 1a
ckay, Cartier is good a&s usual. 4 good ish.

AVON FANTARY RRADFR. #3, undated, 35¢.

The third issue of the periadic anthology, and already 4t has slipped into the
groove. One primer~ zrime -- the excellent quality paper used in #2 has disappeared,
and irnestead sume pulp junk is being used. Too bad. It gives an illusion of greater
thicknegs, however, so I guwss< il serves its purpose.

But the moterial is enough better than that in the previous issue to offset the
poorer paper. The stcriszs are 3¢ much better that it is amazing. Gawd, what an im-
provement i fivery story is gcod. A. Merritt's well-known RHYTHM OF TH& SPHERES laads
the parasde. The story of the last poet and the robots is doubtless known to all fans
B0 wo will pass over it by saying that it isn!'t very impressive vwhen compared to his
novel-length stuff, Tn fact, 1its principsl selling-point seeme to be the author's
name. «+. "The Silent Tress" is cne of Frank Owenis Chinese fantasies. This one is
taken from a Chinose lazand, much like Nut“gll claims was the case of THRU TH& DRAGON
GLASS. Owsn was a w¥%¥illful writer, and captured the Orisental mood quite effectively.
eress THE QUEZR STORY (¥ BROWNLOV'S NEWSPAPRR, by H. G. Walls, is next. Thia one was
written afisr 7511s! shortas were ccilected, therdfsre it is not so well known. It
conecerns A man who recsives & newspaper fror the future 4in his mailbox. A Likndon
Even Standrd of 267). T +think the wvalus of the thing is greater as curiosity than es
story, mainiy on account of the roecspit of ths paper was the story, the whole story,
and not go much hcw the characters reacted to i, 3till, it was written & long time
ago, 8000.w.:s.H. P. Lovecraft is rsrresonted with "The Silver Eey,"™ a Randolph Carter
dreamland s*ory. Too much of the first part is taken up witl eriticism of the social
order, the Ctmreh., of ths kind that »ms becoms qjite borring after so much of it.And
the ending is aasri of vegue. It is no Junwiish Horror, tho I suppose the vest HPL
material has besn aitholozized so much that scusthing leseer-known, even 1f Joesser
quality, had to be includod. The yarn had 2 sgequel, too +~- hope DAW prints it.
Now we approaach one of the yarns that, upon finishing, we inmediately put on our list
for consideratlon when filling out next yearts Fantasy Roview poli. ((Plug)) It is
"Black Thirgt," & Northwest Smith yarn by C. L. Moore. It is reprinted, sgys the
acknowledgment, from WT. This hangover from the oid daye ie an exception to the rule
that the hall of fame oldtimers are always wovrsé than the other tales. Gawd, wotta
storyl The bezinning soundg ms if the yarm'll be conventional interplanetary stf.
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fovwavd the end; howsver, this changes, and you bagin o0 sed how it got in  Weird.
Moore turng out some moods and terror—sffects that excel Lovecraft, and some powers
of dsscrintion that wouvld put Nerritt hard to equal. Yes, Merwin, she beats Kuttner
tuo. Jagcaoresization  ds Lovely. Woiting iy geldom egualled anywners. I-d say
Catherine has deteriorated considergbly einco RLACK THIRST's original appearance, and
I most empnatically do NOT mean that her recent stories are bad. Dount if the soci-
ologigts will like BT, but for thoge wne liks a story on ite story-merits alone,thers
aren,i many that could veat it. (.. ~Mimlc¢h iy the rext uacluyion, by none other than
DA¥. Reprinted from -—- lessee -- either 885S or Asiorishing, can't remember which.
The I did read it at its orizianl appsarance. it is clewr. Gosd enough to be par-
tially re vond  laim is that it is based on saci. At least the inspirvation for the
lead cheracter was taken from real 1lifs, tho thet happens in a good many stories.
Do you think it is ethical for an editor to include his ¥wn stories??? ... by the way
there is another DAY utsry worthy of inclusion, BONAS. ... "Bishop's Gambit™ ie ano-
ther of Stepnan Grendon s isies, tTho it doasny tii to¢ weil into the "odd persong”
clasgifioation used in the title of Grendun's forthcoming Arkham collection. P¥BG" is
a 1ittle 1like "Mr. George." A ghosily vangsance tale, good as ghostly venge a nce
tales goc »c. John Coullier, of 3Green Thouzh%e tame, is reprasented by "#vening Prim-
rese.¥ whilh appeared in the Juliue Fast anthelogy, OUT OF THIS WORLD. It is this
afR's M"odd* item, a digtisbding little saga oif Life in department stores. And  the
issue is wculd up with "Homecoming,® by Rav Bradbury --- from "HMademoiselle" magazine.
~--a seguel, cr gomsthing, to "The (#uveller' in WI some time ago- "Home comigg® has
won the O. Henry prize story award. Didn't we say Bradbury was good?? It deserves
the Henry award, its odd apposl and tupically magnificent Bradbury writing making it
outstanding.

Goe -- this issue was sure better than ¥2. Gome {iller weird-fantasy fragments,
quits an improevement over ads, are included. DAY introduces a hopeful note in nis
editorial, by saying that aFR is to be a purely roader's &ndhology. He sayshe will
pventunlly print nearly every reader-requested story. And that IS e hopeful note.

More powsr to you, Wollheim{

FAMOUS FANTASTLIC MYSTERIRS. Volums 8 #6, August 1947. 25¢ —-

Cover by Finlay, interiors by Lawrence, Bok, and pustin, 8 departments,two
storiss.

Headlining the last clapsification is "Manimum Man," bty Androw Marvell, pubstis-
lod "Time to be Gone." It is a 1l1l2-p&ge ocomplote novel. It is the story of " the
coming of Minimum Msn, and also the counter-revolution of 1930." {Quote from meme-
ry.) Minimum Man -~ gad, that's a hard thing to type -~ is a sort of supsrman .
The yarn is more the story of hig coming than of MM himselfi like Odd John. In this
respect Marvell approximates the treatment, tho naturally not the quality, of SLAN.
And, obviously, ii would be impossible to tell of MMfs COMING without psychologicai-
ly consgidering the ns¥ race and socialogically considering its impact on humanity --
which is also done. 1t is, of course, British in origin. What FFH novel 1sn't?

Well, there is psychological, economic, and social discussion of man, Minipum
Man, the lead character, the individual Minimum Men,. Marvell apparently ls one of
thoge characters who is goured on our whole rottan capitalistic society, the unlike
gome he ign't obnoxious about it. No doubt to him MM (i will ¥OT type it again, so
help me) {{Thanks)) is the ideal picturdsgtion of what humanisy should be. Doubtless
not everyone will agree with him on that point, tho it doesn'itspoil the story.
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Don't let this lead you to believe that M is another of those idealistic Utoplan
things, either. Nay, not so. Marvell writes with a large amount of realigm. I
might 23d hers that his writing stvle is very good, too, even discounting the fact
that he ig & Britirsher. Yo lorngwindedness. In fact, the writing is about ag
gmooth as in Sloane's TO0 WALK Tdf NIGEYT, and +those who have read the latter story
know nuw geod that is. The ending was a litile vagus, buvt a lot of stories have
that fault. 1f vou are interested in a well wzitten, axcellsntly-plotted, convinc-
ingly charactarized, and eminerily satistying sicry, read the lsad noval in the Auz-
ust FFY,

The short, "Boomorang,” is an inconsegential atom-war triviality. Belonged in
some pulp-gualidy stefzine. The pic, tho, by Bek, was very good.

& rew deravimoni is Dbegun in this issue, Mlastews of Fantasy." Its title is
golf-exranatsry; #2 in tho series is H. P. Lovseraft, characterized in a brief
sketch and a drawing by Augtin, showing HPL'y face and some of dhe weird devices
frequently veed in his storlies. Tho depariment is a zood idea, and it is to be
heped thas many faniasy authors are covered. But we'll shoot somebody the day they
roaview Richard §. Shaver.

Lawrencets plecturas wers by Lawrence. ‘Huff said.® In the Reader's Viewpinto
is & leiter conzeyning Bd Morsell, +he factual basis for TH& STAR ROVAR -~ & simil-
ar stery was told in Mulloan's GORBON not long ago. Makes you wonder. Better than
a good deal of Fiiis of recent munths was the issus.

PANTASTIC ACVGWPURAS. Volume 9 #5, leptember 1947. 25¢.

nelaasd dateesn & Moer: ¢ip/began Jonos peinting and an ad for MAMMOTH WASTERN
wg corntact six sturles, c¢hisd amunz thsm THF SECARNT OF RLANA'S TOMB, by Karl Tanzler
von Cogel, ™ia Goeran 5270 “iat n2lde nine degrses, £ays Repe The story is bally-~
hooed as ths vruth and wot as fiction. Ay guerd, ir indeed it is truth, it ray have
gome valis- uosal 3laims ©o nave partinlly revzved Rlane Hoyos ileca, his swestheart
dead cf 1B. 1@ clatas he “nsk her vody from ths grave, completely rotten and mag-
got suten, and bezan to revive it, evsuitoally re~~hias a stage where the f1 e s h
appearad ncxmal and alive, but wae stoppred short of complete re-animation. If this
thinz is the truth -- and there oxisty a posegibility that it may be —~— it may, as I
g8ay, have soms value, thouzh it is a rystery why the truth is always brought to Rap
and nevor to scisntific publicatiorns., Though 1 understand The American Weekly, that
purvevor of c¢r12 once ediiod by 4. Yerritt, ran an account of KTvC'2 escapade. And
if you trust Willy Ley, it is trus that the Russians have revived dogs and humans.
But the fwic%ii=n of tais department i1s not to deal with the truiz or untruth of the
stories, Treatsd as a story, Flena's Tomb is a misarahle stinker. The principal
reason for thiy is the ¥travelng® style -- the thing is written as an account, with
no smrhasis on piot develepment and »tner stnry trivia. And it is servsral thousand
words to¢ long, with a lot of repetition and excess wordage. «n one spot, a word
hes been deleted; foi scme reason. ... If you like that kind of stuff, you may think
the yorn is tendexly touchOug., 3ut if not, you are apt to be disgusted. In sither
cage, I doubt vory much if fans would find much to intersst them in it.

As for the other storiesw; "Come Along with Me," an Unknownigh humorous novelet
by H. M. Tenneshaw, which, due to a few laughs and an intriguing, if nong too his-
tory-making, plot, is worth readinz if you buy the issus for some of the other
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stories and have time to spare. Yes, there are two stories worthiyour~vhile. One
of.them is by Robert Bloch, which 4is umually a reasonabls guarantbe of good quality;
this ono, THR MAD SCIRNTIST, s zood bacause of the vein of humorous satire which
runs thruout it. It satirizes etf writers and their plots. The mtory's okay on its
own merits, too, but it wouldn't have much fan interest were it nat for the excell-
olt satire. Pic is by Finlay. ssesee. the doCourcys, Shaveristic at times, contribute
"Ones to Die," an odd 1tem. TWhatevor possibiiities it might have had wers let down
by vague writing, and a sort of hackneyed ireatment. By no means 8 sensational tale
3o - next, the best story in the issus, the other worthwhile tals, and most likely
Fi's best this year, except mebbe Porever Is Too Long. It*s "The Childrents Room,"
by Raymond ¥, Jones. It's another yarn adbout kids, hHut don't worry ~- it isn't a
copy of "Call Him Dsmon.™ This one is different. A treatment woarthy of aSF -- in
fact, definitaly aSF caliver all thruout -- pute it up there. Itts poasible that
the thing was rejedted by Cempbell in conjunction with his new anti-mutant policy.
Bocause I can't ses why he should have rejected it otherwise. Buy the imssue, if for
this yarn alone. .. there is one other story, THE SHROUD SEWERS by Berkeley Living-
ston, The title ig misleading ~- <the mewers are pecple who push a needle, not the
vessels thru which the author of this department formerly swam. It is quite odd.
Not good, not bad, just off. ... The cover is very good; interior honors gao t¢ V.
Finlay, with runnerg-up being Henry and fnoch Sharp for Comsel's epic and ONCA TC DIE.
The rest are bty Rod Ruth, who is comethingz like Cartier, if no® nearly so good. He
performs about the sams position in rslation to that worthy as Ngoli does to Schnee
rar. Sore mors news -- FA is now monthly, the paper having been ocbtained by foddidp
MAMMOTH ADVANTURE and the two ZD detectives. They keep AS, FA, and Western monthly.
¥ish S&S would fold some of their maza and use the n»aper to reviee Unknown. Don't
you??

SPAC® TRAILS. Tolume 1 #1, Summer 1947. 15¢.

What this 1ittle thing is doing in a colymn of pre reviews hewilders me, too.
Anyway, 1 guess it's at least a semi-pro. It!s a pocketsized miniature, 24 printed
pages, 1ssued by Krueger and Pogasus Pubds. The contents of this numver conslat of
®Prison Planet," by Wilsonbob Tucker, reprinted from Planet. It's an averags quali-
ty spaes opera. The issue also contains ads. On the back cover d4s & picture and
sketch of Tueck, no doubt providing much ezoboo for that worthy. Printing i=s neat;
fromt cover iz & space-scen3 by Wiedenbsek, good snough for fanart. ST is welcomed

eagorly to the list of stefzines.

Fven if it is really a fanzine,

STARTLING STORIRS. Volume 16 #1, September 1947, 18g.
Leadinz off the 1ssue is Ruttner Hammond's latest novel, LORD OF THE STORM.

It's & seni-socialogical semi-adventure eipe in which one of those cultures where
Great Gad 3tatus Quo is the basis for operstions is pictured. This cuiturs, togeth-
or with the group of rcvels who are attempting 1o owerthrow ii, 1is made to sound
plausible. Most of Kuttner's stuff is, for that matter. Characters, another of BHK
stronz points, are alsc very well done. Many aspects of the culture and the life,
socinl and otherwise, are touched upon. Tne usual Eutiner narrative~quality ties
it all together, and you get the impression of a very good story. Needlsss to say,
it wounded a lot like an aSF tale, even the meager love-interest taken into consid -

sration.
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The Hall of Fame claswic breaks the usual policy of reprinting from Gernsback

VWonders. Itts Weinbaum's "The Circule of Zero," and originally appeared in a '36
TW3. It is & docided improvement over most HofF material of recent imsues. I guess
if you want to classify it, it would be mostly philosophic. A wee bit of satire al-
so seerad t2 te there, tho it mizht only Le notteed by us. That ig, it may not ex-
ist. ({Good ihing you added tha*}? Durnad if it aindt as gcod as a modern story {}!
But, then, did SG¥ ever writs anything that wasn't good?? {(The Mad Brain))

Carl Jucog® ig next, with YLadana," a stf adventure short about & relic dis-
covered on the 6th moon of Jupiter. The yarn will be soan forgectten. The only oth-
or gtory is a tubby yarn by ray cummiags, called 'up and atom." It is aytypica 1l
t story. fr theso are not glininaited soon; I move that #uandom begin a warch on the
Standadd edlitovial) uiilcas. Art --- cover, by Bergoy, L hepe is the beginning of a
now er2 in Standardmaz covars. It's GOOD ¢« Symbolic spirit of "Lord of the Storm.
Not thet I curs for gsmonlism, but it is suve betisr than the babe bum bem bilge
that TWS and 55 huve Leen showing us for ¢ons, Laad novel and HofP tale ars pic-~ed
by Finlay, iiinstraiions for a ghange instead of his usual Lubblebath "art.®  Tae
Lodana irawing was by Kiemle, and the unmentionable by Parkhurst, both passable.

Ths departrents wers Zood; Merwin:'s wditorial is about Rarth's underzround and
the possivilitise ior travel thexrsto. He reac¢nss the ssngibls conslusion that man
will be far outward on his space-travelings hofors he penstrates any distance under-—
ground. Tha cers notwithstanding, this iy probably true. The liettiers are okay, and
the Fenzine Reviow, thae bss® such in or out of fandom sincs the Llatant beast disap~
poarad, ie handicanpsd by too--few fma ontriss. Thars seem to be goms fmz eds who do
not sand their rmags to Merwin. Udd, to miss all that ezoboo:

Geo -- look at tals 58 Averthing is good dut the shorts. Hope it is repre-
gontative of coming igsusy of the periodical,

THFILLING WONDER STORIRS. YVolume XXXI number 1, Octobar 1947. 15¢.

Jar:es HacCraigh, prids of Astonishing, has made his postwar renaissance in
Herwinmazs. This particular tale by him, "Donovan Had a Dream," reads quite a bit
liks a tale from 838 or Astonishing, in fact. It's a nice stf adventure #ale, with
a nostalzic flavor of the good ole days about it. VWriting, characters., are done
well. As an advonturs yarn, first-rats. If you want sociology, leava it alons,

That was a nevel, oy ths way. The novelets -- "Jsrry Is a ian," by another
writdr/makin his postwar rsnaissanco in TVS&SS, Rovert A. Heinlein, The  roasons
for this ars devatable, but at any rats -- whethor it has any connsction with the

reason for his nonappsarance in aSF or not -- his stylo and subjectmatter sesm to
have altered tromondously since prewar days. Ho now writes something like Margaret
StClair. No doubt tha war affgcted him some way or another, mebbte hoe just lost the
phbition to write "Methusslah's Children® caliiver narratives., Well, anywaey, Jerry's
tals ssems to ve primarily for tho sake of humor and satire. The prcblem is whether
anthropoids, bred for farm dabor, nare legally humans or apes. The solution is pro-
vided as a satire. Good humor. I iiked it. Pics by Lawrance Stevans, fine.

Woll, look who's here. The Saint, cy Leslie Charteris, now partakes of fantasy
instend of detective-mystery. The title, THA DARKAR DRINK, ig from Omar, & very
good inspiration if it's titles you want. Ask Jack Spesr. In TDD, the Templar
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finds himself aeting a part in semedody's deomms. Bort of metarhysical in its
problemning, mebbe psychological, <tho it didn't seem so. Charteris ought to be &
creditable addition to stefdom. Pic¢c 18 by Finlay, a beauty.

0dd bupch of shorts. The first of them, THR TIMA TWISTER by Francis Flagg

and Weaver Wright, myst be a satire, since if it wasn't it would bs the most unmen-
tioneble stinker of all time. Gawd, vhat an original idsa. I*il sunmwarize the plot
and then you won't have to read it. {{No, you won't. Devote that much aspace to a
last-placoe yarn? WHothing doing.)) ..."Probate," by Margaret St. Clair, is a slip

frorm her usual quality. ©No Jick and Oona, regrottably. The old homo-superior prob-
lerm ngain, handled in a superiicdally omotionsl manner, and besides the possibilitys
have just acout beon oxhausted for those yarns. You can skip it. ... EXIT TH& PRO-
PRSSOR, by Henry Kuttner, is in hillbilly dialoct. It concerna itself with a gqueer
family of hillbillies, some super-Yokums who wore possessed of marvellous powers of
levitation, invisibility,. One of the hicks is the narrator, telling the story of
a perfosser who come to investyzate them. It is a pleasant varient from tne Kuttner
hoavy stuff of late. Could be that he's folldwing his croo~rotation idea msntioned
in Fsy Correntator? Humorous +—~ mebde e satire -- reminded me, in a way, of HOME-
COMINGs sava.. THE TONGUA& CAMNOT TELL, bLy MWWollman, is mnother of these uncbtrusive
1ittle shorts that hits you with a bang. Sorething like NOON in that respect, and
in the adept capturing of & mood ~- 1n this case, inability te’deworivo alisnness,
Read: Chartoris, Xuttnor, Wellman, Heinlein. Kf you have extrn tims read MacCreigh
too. Pics for the shorts: all by Kismle but WProfessor," which was by Marchionif..
all averagze, oven the latter was pamssably msdiocye.

Departments: Herwints Stf Book Rsview devotss too much space to panning the
texts of the fentasy-fan-seminro hooks, and not snough to praising the companies and
their work. The important thing is N¥OT the story, Sam. You should devote some
space at least to a rsasonable discussion of printing,*® bdnding, and iliustrating,
and not so much to the stories. And if you contirme panning everything like you are
deing now, your readers are apt to bockme prejudiced against FP, Hadley,. ¥You would
not want that, would yout? TRS is one of the best letter columns, but bscames akbit
boring after ppe and pgs. The fanzine reprint dert, schoduled for this issue, has
not yet jelled, dus to a lack of guality among contributions. Too bad. 1In all, the
issue didn't soem to be as gcod ns recont 83's. 85 is now ghe bottor of the 1iwe

mazineﬂc 0, Walesso
WEIRD TALRS, Septerber 1947, Volume $9 number 12. Kow 20¢, and not worth it, I think.

The reason for that statemdn® is the small size. 96 pages, partly ads, 20 ¢
soems rather a lot to pay for such a small promag. The issus is reminiscont of oid
times, with a Derlsth/Schorer collab, CASmith, Quinn, all being included.

There are two novelettss, "Mrs. Pellington Assités™ By Seabury Quinn is not a
de Grandin ptory, oddly. It iz a spiritualistic/ﬁedium thinz that wizght have been
okay had it not been for the stilted and wunlifelike dialeog. When the  poor-girl-
whose-husvand-is-being-seduced-dy-the-evil-sorceress tells her story to the polics,
dhe talks like a textbook. AQuinh has been in writing long enouzh to have lsarned
how to write convincing dialog, I thinkl Another thing -- the overuse of French
oxprossions, & la Poe, gives the impression of the author trying to show off his
knowledgo of other languages. 'Y The other nevelet, THR DAWP MAN RATURNS, is a se-
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quel to tne thing in the July issue. A1l I've got to say is that I hepe this one
ends the series.

Clark Aghton Smith's contritution is "Juest of the Gazolba.® This storyy is the
same one which is sihited to appear in GANIUS LOCI under the title of "The Yoyage of
King Fuvoran.® It originally was in Tha Dcublo Shadow &c, CAS pamphlot of 1933.
Apparently it was algédred consideradly for the WP version, by changes of words,
phrasges., 1in order to conform with that mag's no-roprint podicy. No doubt the one
which Arkham intends printing (the only Doubld Stadow tals that didn't eappear in
QUT OF SPACR AND TIMR) will be the original version. Ah, the quirks of pro puoligh-
ing. As for tho tole, i%’s in tha uswal Smith manner except for a uit more cyniesl
setire than usual. ..§The Houge of CardsW by Malcolm M+ Ferguson is an odd thing a-
bout garot cards and hauntoed houses, to quote the mlurp. The "odd" is quite accur-
ate. ... WEsna," Ly Manly Bannister, is a worewolf story exactly 1like 1090 other
wero—stories. ... THE OCCUPART OF THE CRYPT is the title of the AWD/MS collavoration
-— a tale about a horrible THING boeneath an old abbey, in a crypt. Oldstyle weird
short, belongad in T ten years back. ... "The Pale Criminal® ig ancother one iy that
nowest of imitators, C. Ha.. Thompson. Tho it isn't an HPL imitation this time.
Tor again domonstratos hils remarkable talent for describing loathsome beings and ob-
jects, tho this one isn't as bai as Claude Ashur, way he rost forever. It's founded
on Frepud, and is not very spectacular. ... Lastly, THR GIRDLE OF VANUS, by Harold
lawlor. If it wasn't so obviously a jost, we'd think it was in earnest. It is very
gilly. VERY pilly.

Cover 1llustrates Ruvoran'e Gazolin-quest, and ie out of this here world. Bor-
is Dolgov is responsible, and he capturss the gpitit of Smith quite well, 1I'd say.
The guy is a zood artist, at times. The interior art is not outstanding. Two ver-
gegs -- "The Others gaid," by Katherine Simons, and "The Stranger," by Leah Bodine
Drake, the latter a tributs to Lord Dunsany, both good. "Woirdisms® continues the
vampire saga, wiich will go on dor ivwe or threo more issues, I don't remembor whieh,
and then graduate to soms other Being. "The Ryrie® gives the reasons for the up in
price, and forecasts a 85th anriversary issus on sale next January 1. Wonder what
will be stuck in the annish?? Hope it's good, We wait to sse what happoens .

Well, I @pologize for the foreshortened poro reviews, and the fact
that some of the mags had to be left unreviewed because of lack of
space. Next time, the poorer mags' reviews will have to be shortened
still further, provided the column can be jammed in. It seems to run
over itself every tiuwe, 3ince I'm not printing a catalog, 1lack of
apace will always crop up. A3 1t 1s, +things are going to have to be
cut down ba ow a desirable level for thils issue of DQ.

As for Swenson&Co, the new title is now resplendenht at the top,
Do you like it better than the old one? Also, the plot outlines have
been eliminated. Those were the two most unpopular features. As time
goes on, and Gil grows in experience, the thing will improme: The
feature, you will find 1t hard to believe, was originally conceived as
filler. TLook what it grew into.

I still want your opinions, naturally, BElsner gave the most vel-
uable criticism this time; we've tried to follow it, hope we've succ-
eeded. Space all filled up now; see you in the editorial. ~«DW
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% swin® a selection of correspondence, cooments, and cfﬁ& oA /'#
# =~ From you, THE KREADERS........ o A i
# T . #
# “This is your department, to do with as you see fit, Wanna see #
# your name in print?? The easiest way to do it is to write a #
# letter to us today. WxITE NOWS #
S o B0 8 Sl B e L R S B S WA S R U Al
THR S8TRZCIL3

Dear Don: Your zinse arrived today,
and except for the very important matter
of gtencil cutting (which could be im~
proved by running a sheet of paper ovar
as woll as undor the stencil when cutting
it) you have a zood mazaxing. Once thisg
ig corrected you will heave an excellmnt
magazine. DQ had some good stuff -~ Id
like critical roviewg of the zines, not
just an outline of the stories. Spesr
soomed to have somethinzg to say, but I
covldntt fizure out just whats I think
the artwork should be in the middle of
the zine, not tacked on at the end -- and
the stapling wasntt so hot either. Itts
a geod thinz you apelozized for the thin
papor -- it also helped louge up & po-
tentially zood magazine. Parts did not
come out at all., A4nother suggestion is
some colorod stock. Yollow stock works
nice....other coleors 1f light enuf leook
protty also., Colored inks would be even
nicer, but that is & lot of extra work.
Eowover, the running of pics on colored
stock, and, if at all possidle, on col-
ored irks, really neps up a pic, I know.
Reviews, the fact that I do not read
Plaret ot all, AS very infrsquently, ani
FA even less 1o, make the pro roviews in-

teresting. I like to know what's happen-
ing in ther without having +to strgggle
thru thom. —--RBob S8tein, 514 W. Vianna

Ave., Milwaukee 12, Wigconsin.

DIDN!T LIK# THAT TITLR

Having finished the first issue bf
Drean Quest, I must write and tell you
wnat I think of it. Takon as a whols,
the mag is very good, and with a little

improvement it will bs one of the top
ten.
X * * *

First on the 1list is the printing
which could ©be improved and the pages
which ghould be thicker.

Kow to the contents: MOst of Speer's
article was "over my head" but the part I
got was ok. Kennedy, of courss, was good
&8s he always is. Hoskowitz gives a re-
view of "Dark of the Moon™ that makes it
a must for my collection. The other re—
views were interesting, too., Millerts
parody on RAP was good -- let's have more
from this zuy. {{If I can get it, u will

The postry: "MReflections®wasntt so
hot; %Avokation Priral® was only fair.
The poatry-book sounds like a swell idea.

In thie readsrts opinion the pro re-
views werd@ all right, lsnzth and all.
daybe 1 just like long reviews. I geem
to gather that the writer doesn't like
Shaver, I11) revise my sentence above a
Hdt -~ I don't like the title.

Thet just about covers the issue.
I notice you publish DQ irrsgularly
let*s not have too long istween issues.
I, for one, will be anxiously awaiting
#2. —-W. L. Eudson, Roseland, Va.

THE STAPLES DIDN'T HOLD...

Drean Quest was very antitious work.
Don't wear vyoursslf out with all those
pages. Bettsr to run a smaller fanzine
(sdaples will hold bette r t0o) and still
earry ths better stuff din it. Speer,
JokKo, 8neary, Acky, and MOskowitz }1% That
is a good bunch to koep in touch with.

Those reviews are good but why run
them all at one time? They are never old

..and I liked Golden Gate in 48. Hop @
Rick doss jar them loocse.---K. Martin
Carlson, 1028 3rd Av e. South, Hoorhead

Minn,
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Dream Quest: The cover, in trug
Cockroft stiyle, 1s most wnusual. Ny mo-
ther got quite a kick out of it. 4nd she

alrost kicked it pack.

fditorial was fine for & Iirst imsue
— they are usually a little strained.

I goet no bang out of bdook revisws,so
Arkhar Must was lost to me. I ¢an think
of much 7'd rather have from them than a
beok of poems, but then it was nice fill-
er and I suppcse a lot of the hichbrows
liked it.

Thouzh With Rule and Lins.....maybe
I'rm dumb as tho writor has oftimes sugg-
gstod, but cozpared to this bit of word-
ace Van Vogt 1s always as clear ac oxy-
gen. Forhaps you could run & second art-
icle exrlaining the first.....I read vhe
firet paze twico and still got nothing
tmt words out of it.

Dream Core True by Ackerman (all
hall) was quite interesting. (Of course.)

Thig was ocasy to understand. I wish I
went to shows more often, but you can't
write and read, and still 7o out. And

then when I fesl like goiny they don't
have on what IV gnt to ses.

My little thing on the '48 con was
worse on tas third reading than I rereme
vered it. ((I rovised it.)) Oh well,tho
point was good anywny. Wish somoone slsge
would take up the bvanmner.

Swenson's prozins rovisw is a mast-
erpiece of work. No ratier what some say
({ who, ray I ask??)) I admire tho guy
Maybe he writes the way I would if I
gould spell, or something. This was un-
doubtedly the most complets review anyono
has ever given. 1t was most useful to
me, as I don't read AS, FA, FFH, or‘WT, &
through him I found out what was in the

latest iesues. This might prove qu%te
useful to Lusy fans. Think of the time
it would gave —- time that could be used

in writing letters, or necking with your
girl. Yes, I 1like tho review. Leave it
just as long as it is, and be sure ha
dovers all the mags that come out between
now and your next issue. {(No room) )

As for the review, I think he was
quite faoir, as I agrsed with almost every
ything he said. ({Good reason}) Was
happry to see some one else g0t the ero-
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tional kick out of NOON 1like I did ,
The only fault is that he geems to
praisa sverything & littls too highly .

But that isn!t much. I really enjoyed
the whole thing. tt Don't put those
side reomarks on the bottom of the page,
tho. They are too confusing.

I nearly busted on JoKe!s articie.
It way a killer. And yet true. You
know the first far I wrote to was & zuy
named Bill Hansan. He wrote back, and
sounded real active, he was going to
put out & zine and he knew Kennedy and
lots of things., But you know he never
angwered my next letter, or a postcard
I wrote much later. I never heazd of
his fanzine and no one on LA over heard
of him. And I never could ges anything
out of JoKe on him. 0dd! And has any-
one heard of Boff Perry? Burbee and 1
were playing chess with him. But no
word in months. Has another grulaak
struck our thimnming ranks? What with
the waves of gafia {(sic¢)) sweeping the
fandor: it is a wonder that enything is
done,

A1 Palmer's Desk: HAHRBFHEHEhohoh
hohohohohoho. Hahahaha! Great. Swell.
May it happsn soson.

The two back illes didn't turn out
80 wall cr sorething, Anyway I didn't
care much for them, sorry. —— Rick
Sneary,2962 Santa Ana St., 8. Gate,Cal.

ABAN-THOLOGIAS 1

Got Dream Quest today.
a lot of work. Fven edging all the way
thru. Is it worth tha trouble? And
8 lot of the material is good. 1In fact
it's one of the nicest first issues Ifve
soeen, The only yap I have is the paper
~~ what was it, 121b stuff? That super
thin stuff rudmed the whole mag If
you'd done & 23-page mag on 201b stock
you'd have had a rmuch botter locking
producté and besides you could have
mailed it for 1%y.

Yop, were it not for that sleazy
paper, your rag would rate right maong
the top five right with the first is-
sue., Much of your material was first-
rate. Good. I hope you c¢an keep
it up. Bud dontt break your back--donft

Gawd, what
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give ur enything 3in faver of fandans
Let fendom be your hovby. Tou ride it,

dontt let it ride you. Don't go over—
beard with these plans {for fan anthol-
ogies, It's & nice didea, ovut it re-
quires GBRAT MOUNTAINS OF WORK. And

you'll find that fan cooperntion goner-
ally cannot be couatvd on. Your mag
will be 98% the sweat cf vour vary own

pores, Yaw. The fans will not be the
willing hands you might fondly expect
and hope. Fans aro &s lz2iv as psoplae.

Pans are as stupid as pucple. in fact,
fans ars peopile. Wet all of them, just
abrie of them, S0 -~ theylre lazy, non-
cooperative, and prone to attach great
importance to theo art of thinking ae in-
dulzed in while sitting down and staring
off into apace. Dontt expect muck from

anybody. flven ndvice. Am I giving you
adeice? Maybs T am. Oh well.
Kesp up the good work. Don. Dontt

get discouinged wnen those gzoddam fans

refugs {0 ccoperzte. -+Charles Burbese,

1057 8 ¥ormamncie Ave, Los Angzoles 6,Chl.
{(#bout thcse anithologies -- pee
page 42 of thix igsue. —-FD.))

OAD -- THAT POOR TITLR i

Dear Don: Just a few comments on
DREAM QURST, which was & highly impress-
ive job. Fanzines running 52 pages are
by no means cormon these days; the size
of the mag is enough to set DG in &
clags by itself. Your material was well
chogex. Spesr and Moskowitz excellant,
in particular. Outstanding feature of
the mag is the long section of prozine
reviews, which should attract you many
readera. The proz comments sound vory
Don Wilsonish -~ which leads ms to sus-
pect that Swenson's & panname. Why not
give yourself credit for the commentary,
tho, if you really did write it? ({IF))
The comments were pretty intslligent for
the most part, and I rsally hope you'll
continue the feature. Ths title of the
column, tho, seems trite.

"hile we're on the subject of ti-
tles, however, "Cave of the Winds" i3-a
gonod one.

Orchids on the careful stencilling
job, and the dummied edges onthe pazes .
Mimeoing is fair -~ please slop on the

DREAM QUASY

ink with a mere gensrous hand, and don't
be afraid to keink the light spots in
the middle of a run. ({1t is done.))
Sugpest you zet your art sditor to sten~
¢il some headings for the articles and
columns, too, to relisve the pages and
pazes of dlack type. ({1t is done.})
Cover kay. Hope aome generous waoul
will sponso)y some lithos, If no lithos
possible, why not print the cover on
colorful econgtruction paper, or socme-
thing?®? ({¥o edlored stock available))

Uore suggestions (gee, I'm full of
the dang things today) —- charge 204 for
the mag. A% a dime it's a steal, and is
easily as good a buy as FSY COMMSNTATOR.
Then you'd be atle to rail out the mag
in railing snvelopes —— which Woolworth
sells quite reasonably, this 'umble one
discovered. ({Nearest Woolworth is in
Redlands, 22 miles distant -- and be-
gides, are they RAALLY necessary?))

All in all, & super-stupdndous
first publishing effort. —Joe Kennedy,
84 Baker Ave., Dover, New Jersey.

TER UNKNOWN CADAVER, IN PRRSON

Dear Don: I was elightly startled
to see Dream Yuest. PFrom what Howard
told me about the mimeoing diffdedltys
you had, I thought the nag wouldn't
ghow up till Xmas. (An old pagan fest-
ival.} 8o it was a very agreeabls sur-
prise to find JC's monster atarinz out
of the mailbox at me., A goeod drawing,
by the way --— too bad you couldn't have
had it lithoed. But then, I _uees you'-
re as poor as 1 am

You want coments,so here are mines
The first thing you see is that lino-
block title ¢ut on the contents pags.
((You woers the only one that noticed it-
~congratulations.)){{4 very creditab 1 e
job, considerinz that Howard cut it
with a kitchen knife.)) And the content
page was well sot up, too, except that
the illugtration credit line was n't
contered. Why? ({An oversight.)) And
you might add to the masthead that you
accept no respongibility for statements
made by contributors bvefore you print
any material by me. {(Is done))

The editorial was aptly titled, And
*Reflections® was a zood poms.
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Hoopee—gan  7Osea adout JMAEX 08 THE

I also own thaks book, and agree
about its queality, except that I didn't
like M"A Dracula of the Hills." T disag-
res, too, with Sar's statement that CAS‘'s
vacabulary ic at times his worst eheny.
Vocabularies are an agset -- look at Mor-
ritt. What cculd he heave dois with t{=o-
bit words?? ... I'd oy, tlo, that the
roview was a gond one, principally bec-
&ugo he agrsed with me on all other
peints. Derleth 3id a gocd job, fora
change. ((Fxnl='n, planss))

Jow w3 comw Yo "Tho With Rule and
Line, gic* by Orar Rhayyam Speer. He
ghovld have said "hic."  From my way of
sesing, this article is mersly a ponder-
ous mts:z of wordage which conveys nothing
to the readarts mind. Why did he have to
write it in such an unintelliigidle style?
Sonethinz li%e the late R. Waldo Emereson.
He should :zave taken a senience from his
"Pirst texti toniis® —~ “a1 halo of indefi-
nite imporit" -- and usged i% az a subtitle
to the artiecle. Gahahhh.

But actually, if vou want to discuss
time thoory --— in a puvialy & fashion, of
gourse -— gic, mno ceurbs —-— Speer forzets
that in all timc~-traval siories, thers
had to be some conresiing link by which
the travelsr could clLgarve tie probabili-
ty world, supposadly unrsal but nonethe-
less obgerva*ie. And drom the second pa-
ragraoh of the Fddirngton gquote — if.act-
ual must mean oniy “luowavle to mind,"
then our worlid collanfieg. TOr Oour meager
gonses ¢an only odserie & small radivs of
the sarta's Serritory. Anything out of
the range of our s6éra3cs no lonser exists.
Speer would have us believe this??? And--
knowable %n mind. A haghish-satert s
drear:s are knowable to his mind. Is the
hachish-suterts drasm nmore ra2a2l than the
physizal ctjects which exigt over -‘ths
horizon, out of range of our senses,
therefore in thuz schaze of reasoning non

MOON.,

-oxigtent??  {{&acuzh touchsiones of ac-
tuality are alika to confine the ones
which differ to asylums....)) Faugh.

That I cannot take.

The person impresser me ag a first-
rate Jack 8. The pondercus mass of word-
age could have been boiled dawn to one
sontence of mediocre imperi. *Probabile-
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ity weclde aro impypodalls.? Jow Jot the
Seattle spoams-ooint deseend where it
wil1l. {{You sure have meked for it))

The forecas$é for the next DQ sounds
promisinz, eppecially since some material
by the zreat Gordon Klliott is schedul-
ed. As for poor Heinlein ~- Swenson's
judzment is a 1little harsh, isgn't it? For
obviously a story of the caliber Heinlein
uged to tuvrn out would mean nothing to
the Pest!s readers, who number in the
millions. Such a policy cannot be dicta-
ted by a couple hundred fen.

Dream Cume True -- no comment.

Sneary mirrors my sentiments_xactly.

Lg for your important announcement,
how rich are you? You will have no suc-
cess, I fear. cave of the Winds was &n
seloguent plug.

Now we epproach the Sewers. Gawd---
28 pagew! TYou'd think Swenson would have
drowned (joke) in all that wordage. He
devotes too much space, too, to summariz-~
ing mediocre stories. Tell if it's good
or bad, and we will read accordingly.
Oh yes, you mizht have him state just why
he likes or dislikes the yarms too. Don't
you think he took So Shall Ye Reap & lit-
tle soriously??. ((No)) What would havs
the column Dbeen like if he'd review all
the 1941 proze with tnis much detail?????
((Shudder)) I agree about FFM, too. It
stinks,

Konnedy was very amusing.

Palmer was slanderous, but alsoc mmus
sing., Thy the Paymer on tha contents

pazet  ((Typing error))} The £vokation
was the only well-mimeoed thing on my
CODY » 0dd, a womAn summoning up Lilitk.

But then with & name 1ike Nuttall she
couldn't bo entirely norral. Stein's pie
nice and Timminsy, Hiller seems new at
the stylus but hia technique shows poemi-
bilities. Your soecond issus ocught to be
good. —-Gordon Flliott, 1617 Freeman Ava,
Long Beach, Calif.

PRAISE

Received DQ today, and hers's what I
think of it: Por a first issue, just abe-
out the best mag I've assen! No kidding,
Don, you're to b8 conzratulated no end on
the whole thing. PFor a firsf job ¢4 mim
eography the duplication wua exc dlant -9
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the typing darn good. A few too many er-
rors, perhaps, but not enough %o detraot
very much frem the mag's good appearande.
And  of course the dummied right margine
roally holped =& 1lot. For a nrew mag
that's just starting out, dummied margins
are a necegeity; after youlve estabaished
a name for yoursel! and DQ tecomes a rea-
1ly well-known mag {which won't be longz,
way 1t looks now f) then you can junk dum-—
mied marging -- itts the contents that
count in a good mag. Taking the mag ap-
art from cover to cover, here are my ¢p-
inionet

The Iront cover by Cockroft was exe-
gllent for a mimeo stencil pic. I liked
it, The contents paze was not bunchy as
€0 many are; on the contrary it was clean
near, and just about perfect in every
way., How did you put the DRFAMQUEST
heading on the top, eh? ({Lino~block})
As for the actuml contenis:

"Though With Rule and Line" by Jack
8peer was all right. Good article, thor-
oughly enjoyed. Oh yes, bofore I forget,
your editorial was interesting -- odut is-
ntt it strange how all first editorials
are pfactizally alike? Oh woll....

Rick Sneary's "The 1948 Fan Conven-
tion® was an exact mirror of my mind. I
too would like to put in my call for -~
GOLDEN GATE 1I¥ '481 Rick had a lot of
mighty fine points, and if the boys at
the Philcon usa thsir heads they'il cert-
2inly choose Frisco #er the '48 con.

"Unfathomed Mysterlea of Fantasy
Pandem" ¢ty ex~fan Jokennedy was the sec—
ond best thing in the issus. 'Twas hum ~
orous, well-written, and thought~-proevek-
ing. 1 wonder what did happen to Wiggins
ot al....l

Mogkowitz's eontribution to DR#Ll was
well received by this party. Good stuff.
"Heinlein in the PoastTs swelll I
soized with anticipation the issue
"Green Hills" appeared. And I
but ¢hisfly becauss of
the poetry in it. As Swenson said, the
old Heinlein is not here. "Green Hills"
was certainly not truly representative of
science~fiction; however, it must be
borne in mind that the Post is a family
magazine -— that is, read by the house-
held. Mother, father, etc. Therefors it

too
in which
enjoyed the yarn,

DREAM QEBT

naturally oannot be like the stf{/we {aiid
ara used to. "Space Jackey" was better,
but not much. Then of course since the
writing ¢f the article, the third of the
trilogy has# appeared -~ ®tltis Great to
be Back'® -~ and the third one is about
the worst, in my opinion. 4 couple who
live on the moon go to. Earth and donft
like it and return ¢o <the moon. 4nd
thatts the whole plot and story. But
then Heinlein 13 getting good money for
those stories -~ 1 only hope the slick
renders don't got the wrong impression of
stf. Because these yarns aren't repraes-
entative of real science fiction.

4ots plece was up to his usual good
standard, which is just zbout unsurpass-
able.

Your dictional parcdy, ™At Palmer's
Desk* by Miller was chuckle-provoking if
nothing more.

The two pics on the last pages were
geod ~-~ how about a few more of them
sprinkled throughout the mag -- it loocked
e little too hanvy with writing. [Pooms
by Nuttall -- excellent.

And now -- the longest item in the
issua -~ and the best -~ the pro review.
Wowd that fellow Swenson must hava spent
a lot of time on that. And so did you,
for that matter, typing it up. But the
roview itmelf: It eertainly covered the
field well., £Every promag represented.
And the author presented his ideas beaut-~
ifully. Pro reviews should definitely be
continued. For the fan who has not rsad
the stories, he can by reading the review
tell which stories he thinks will interest
him most. And {for the fan who doesntt
have time to read all the stories (1like
me) he can tell at once what he hae
missed. And for the fan who has read all
the stories, it is fun to sheck results
with another reader of the same storiss,
and to hear other people's opinions. With
a peo~review you can't go wrong -~ any
way you look at it. 8o keep it a regular
feature, eh? ({Sure))

Guess thatts all. I might add that
DY is taking up where Stfist left off, Ok
~=- like my PANDOM SPEARS is doing for the
late Vom. Could give myself & free plug,
but will just aign off wishing you good
luck on DQ. And how about getting it out



DREAM QUEST

a little more often?! Bimeathly, maybe?
—-Rex K. Ward, 428 Mair 3t.,.R]l Sogundo,
Galit,

{(Frequenoy of publication will te4
times a year, in April, July, Sep-
temver, and December, at least un-
til further notice. —-£D.))

HIS COPY WAS IN PIECHS

Yor a first issue I think you did &
remarkably fins job, especially consider-
ing the type of paper you used. In spite
of the fact that dus to my disinterest in
fantasy and weird esome of your material
was unread, I think there's a bright fut-
ure in store for your baby.

I noiiced that you had trouble stap-
ling DQ. In fact, my issue was in pieces
when I received it. I prorptly took out
my 39¢ starler and fastened it. For some
reason or Eerotrer the more expensive
staplera don't hauve the ability to chew
thru so many laysrs of crud as the cheap-
gr model doss. I use a "Major® stapler-—
(same +thing is c¢alled a Corrander or Adm-
iral in mors expsnsive models) and have
had no difficulty at all in svapling thru
a folded thickuess of ITPIST —- 40 pages.
The thing can s outained in almost any
dimestora. ((No: here, they can't. The
poor stapler hes been jurked, and 2 bet-
ter one bought, but not at 39¢, ales..))

Paging thra tho'meg we find the sdi-
torial interssting and informal enough
to set the reader at sase. Didn!'t roead
SaM!s review. I mizht say here, howover,
that the dondtle-underlined title, date ,
etc. at the top of the page definitely
distracts from the reading continuity. It
looks like a title at first glance. I'd
sugzest moving the DQ to one side of the
page, the page # to the other, tnus leav-
ing the center blank, as is standard
practice. 8peer's contribution ghould bse
the best in the issue, but it's altogeth-
or too deeply rhilosophic2l and theoreti-
asgimilate in my present

cal for me to

psychological state. So I merely skimqu
thru it. But the part on page 10 is
worth the rest of the spece the article

COMIE: IN THF ®&ET ISSUR: Bring
on the parody, satire, or whai-have-you.
I coertainly like nothing better than a
patire on fans and stuff -- ever mygelf--

took.
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if it'e well done. But nothing can bse
mpre boring than *hamor” that isn't funny.
I cantt properly critioise Swenson!s com-
ments on Heimlein and the Post, but from
what I've heard from persons whose read-
ing tastes are generally similar to my
.ewn, he's 'way off the beam. How about
publighing the dates of thoee stories sc
we who misged them can look them up in
the 2nd n1and stores? ((See Heinlein, this
issue)) 4e's contribution was, as is us-
ual, good stuff. Sneary -- good argum-
ents, I guess, but leaves me.with a dec-
ided feeling of "So What??" (It seems
that something called "paragraphing "
ought to have been exercised back there
aways, so wo bettser do it here.}

Swimiing Thru the Sewers" is def-
initely a disgusting title for the pro
review section. I'd put that title at
the head of the letter column! But any
title's as good as any other, I guess.

fighteen pases of pro reviews cert-
ainly are a lot, and in spite of my cont-
ention that pro reviews should be the
backbone of any mag, these proved a bit
tedious. I rmet admit that I did not
read them thoroly, word for word. 7The
reason for this was that most of the
space was taken up with mere plot-descr-
iption. I don't like this for 2 reasons:.
If the person has already read the story,
he doesn't want to wade thru & descrip-
tion of the plot again, and if he hasn't
read it yet I don't think he wants to
know what 1t's all about. (Anywsy, 1
don't. )

In the way of constructive criticism
here's what I'd like to see in & pro re-
view: The reviewer's comments as to type

of story, (interplanetary, adventure |,
psychological, politieal, ete), whether
he thinks it was good, bad, or indiffer-

ent, AND WHY. After wading thru pages of
plot description I'm inclined %o think
that Swenson's tastes incline more to the
"Straight" stf and away from the type of
socialogical stuff that I like best. And
I also think he's inelined to rate the
stories a little too highy At any rate,
he was persuasive enough to convince me
to 100k for a copy of the AS with Geier's
PHidden City" in it (I don't read A any
more unless pomeone gives me & copy, or B
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story is recomrmendad to me) and that I
should lay aside the 2nd-hand FFY wmith
spoople of the Rurade® in it.

Will have to cut this siort, as Ilve
got to finish "Lord of the Storm" tonite.
Te concluds with DQ: Kennedy is Kennedy,
'nutf said; Leruzia & Rap stuff is about
worn out ms a gource for funny stuff.

Oh,. yes -~ forgot to give my heart-
felt congratulations to Swenson for wad-
ing thru all that zarbage in the pros for
the sgake of a mere fanzine review. I
just cantt force myself to roead all the
stories in any mag but aS¥ anymore. ((Gil
claims he would have read them all any -
way.)} ...A11 for now. Henry Flsner Jr.,
13618 Cedar Grove, Detroit 5, Michigan.

AMBITION?

«ox.But to more ambitious things,
acmely Drear Quest, which really wasl
You surprised me most pleasantly by all
the excellent material thersin; saved me
35¢ Wy the review of Avon's Fantasy Read-
or #2 (#3 was different -~ C. L. Hoore's
#Black Thiret® and Merritt!'s "Rhythm of
the Spherost.chhhh..) Swenson makes  an
sxcellent reviewer -—-— glad to hear you'l
have hix steady.

The Gordon £1liott thing coming up
gounds like it could get intseresting --
here!s hoping....

Naturally, Moskowits's review of
DARE OF THE HOON was the rost interesting
thing (to me) ir Dream Quest I. I have-
nit sent for it yet, but I shall, I shall
.. Ar espacially interested in the Howard
sampling. "Always Comes Fvening™ MUST be
good, from the comment. I know I admired
the verge in "gkyll Fac g&C" dimmeneely,
and wondered why the anthology of his
works didn't include more of his verse.
It should have, in mine opins.

Speer usually loses mo somewhere in
the labyrinth of his passages, but I like
to think I understand a little of what he
feans sometimes. The Probability Machine
plot was interesting....but probabilities
are so complex one baginsg to wonder whe-
ther 8all existence isn't just static
bouncing off the wove length of the perf-
pct existence. We know wnat it is, but
not how to tune in on it.  Crackle, pop,
sphhttt ~— that's us.

DREAM QUAST

The sande run out...for now...but, again,
congrats on the am:titious jntentions ex-
pressed in your editorial. Glad you like
my=etGf{ well enough to use more ... the
fang probably wonder why I do. Anyhow,
more will go your way when I can type lem
up. -~Karijane Nuttall, Rte #1 Box 601,
Lakegide, Calif.

£ FOR RFFORT, AND STUFF

I've meant to write you sooner about
Dream Quest, but I just moved out to Penm
sylvanla, and was holding 6ff din the
hopss that ' I could 1locate some living
quarters for me and my family. {{Nice
easy job, rnowadays.)}) Since that possib-
ility seems to be remote, I guess I'd
better not wait to get my 2¢ in.

You've really done a fine job on the
first issue. The artwork wasn!t so i @,
but all things considered, it!'&l paseg for
a first attempt. You've promised to imp-
rove the paper so we wontt gay anything e~
bout that. As for the material itself, it
was pretty good on the whole with Speer,
Kennedy, and Miller taking top honors.
Strangaly enough the articles were on
Pnilosophy, Fa~t, and Piction! That
shows rather excellent varibdy, whether
accidental or not.

Swenson deserves a vote of confidence
for his monumental work on the reviews!
He also saved me some tiue, as I was get-
ting behind on my pro-mags, and from his
reviews 1 was able to file away a few
mags without taking the time to read them.
Ordinarily 1 wouldn't do that, since I
prefer to read the mazs before reading
any reviews, especially reviews 1like
Sweneon's which are really digests of the
stories and would be apt to give the plot
away if you hadn't read the story, but I
just happened to be pressed for time this
time. It was interesting to note that
Swenson didn't actually say much about
the content of "& for E£ffort" which app~
eared in aBF and is creating a lot of
diesussion mas to what the author meant by
the last couple of pages. I'd appreciate
a little clarificationd ({So would 1.
Anybody got any explanations??)) The ti-
tie of Bwensonts column was arpropriate
enough for the first bunch of mags he rs-
viewed }
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I .adn't planned on getting a copy
o? Arkhan's book of wolrd poetryk huk af-
tor Moskewitsio review of it Itve got te
ghenge my mind.

1 too was disappointed in Heinlein's
etories in the Fost. But at the saze
¢imo, looking at them fram the viewpeint
of the initiate ts #tf, I imagine they
would appeal & goed deal more. I de
think 1t will be gquite some time befeye
Meinlein will be able to dish sut eexe of
Bie more potent stuff in the Post, 48133
fust have to come graddajly.

1 don't gonerally eare for fan posie
but "Reflections® was quite elwver

2
Shought. 1 see that Uarijane {s still
wsing dots!

Yoll, thatte about alli I have time

for now. Hera's to bidgger and wetter
Dream Quests roaliszed § —Albert F. Lepes,
Dept. of BKlectrical Engineering, Penn
8tate Collegs, State College, Ponna.

SHORT AND SWRST
One quick reaction to DQ: Gorden
Elliott had bettar damnwell characterisoe,
lampoon, satirize and poke fun st me in
his "Uaknown Cadaver® or I shall fee ]
alighted, and there will b sug-ricus ve-
percussions ! =-Forrest J Ackercen, Box
6151 Met Stn, Les Angales 35, Calif,
({You*ll be paredied, 4s, never fear.}}

BANG 11
The cover was very well done for a

mimeo job except that John Coekroft's
cover would have looked so well in litho.
{{You kin day that agsin.)) I peaw the
original. It sure looked good.

Your book reviews were good, I
thot that excerpt from the Stephen Vin-
esnt Benst poem was really good. Uade
re want to read the rest of it.

I skipped Jack Speer's articls, too
dry, lengthly and besides I've seen other
time thsories or whatever it was sbout.
{(What ere your objections to hearing new
time theories??))

%Heinlein 4in <¢the Post® Dby Swermon
was good. It agreed wvory omuch with my
spinions of them. He should have waited
s vhils and included the latest one, 1t
pad the frosting but ne cake. ((Bes this

iseug))

I sacond %he motion by Rick Sneary
S0 have the '48 con in Priseo. There are
#0 many fane in this area and surround-
ings I'm sure something could be done a-
bout it. I only hope the rest of fans
pore in the Golden QCate {feol the same.
S0 far George Cowls and Gordon Kull seem
%0 be the 1leading figures in the move-
pont.

Hurray for Gilbert Swenson, his re-
viewe of Arssing Siories were the most
unprejudieed and fair I've ever read.
((Good remson for praise?)) It is to be
hoped though that he wilil not try to con-
denae the whole story into the few pages
he hag at his commknd. It is not worth
it, to those who har® read it already,
apd spoils it for those who haven't. On
the whole I think while the prozine re-
views 2re & good idea, +to0o0 much space is
ueed up that could be used much mors pro-
fitakly., The letter section will take up
part of 4t I trust.

T could take H. &£1liott Miller out
and choorfully shoot him. Of all the
rotten, haif-baked yarns it bse. ever. begn
my mieforiune to read that ig the worst.
{I havo 2 huneh yo ed wrote it, but if
I'm wrong please exouse the nameg called)
({ I mosure you that Wilson did NOT? write
it, Grovel in the dirt, my friend.))

I am going to suggest samething.
Take the ¢ame plot, worde, etc. but sube
stitute for Ray Palmer the most holy Pope
Plus XIXI, TFor the 2+D publishing eom-
pany, gubgtitute the Vatioean, for the mo-
ney substitute gold, Jewele, power. Tor
the Shaver mystery substitute belief in
God and for the dero substitute God. You
would not think of doing wuch a.thing
({What do you thimdiwould happen to me if
1 4id??)) yet in the faes of eonclugive
proof the Shaver mystery is on a par with
the theory of religion. Thare ars as
many statements of people supporting the
Shaver mystery as there are suppoerting
the thesry of God. Wny do you believe
one and not the other? %"

The €hristian theory had a harder
time getting etarted than Rap has, porw

haps if Rap were c¢rucified that mizht
help metiers. It did for Christianity.
Mags hallucinations were given as the
causs of the flying dife#; why eouldn't
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the same apply to the Reeurractiaqn?

I am not saying God is & myth, I
bslisve in Him. Maybe in 1300
years the bolief in Shaver's Deros may

ba as strong, I said maybe. ((By that time
don't you think proof will bs established
ong way or the other? The Christian re-
ligion is based on thinss forsvar unknow-
able and wvunprcvatrla Shaver 1s not.
Hende youv> nslsgy is falge as far as re-
ligious bslief I4gdlf is concsrnod---—-
the Shaver my.iery can nevar Lecome & re-
ligioa in the samc c¥wo Charistianity is.
Ag far ns tho Pope part of it is concern-
34, and ths puwer, Jewsis.,. —-- I really
conlintt say, nor have I any dssirs to
try.))

™his attitude taken {(I suprose he
mesve anti 3bnvir)) seems vory unfair and
sturid to me, 1in the light of any evid-
ance showm for ov against. --George
¢aldwell, 1il3 San Anselmo Ave., San An-
sglmo, Califoraiu.

({Take inis ag vou wili.
1ted &t Seldwallvs dgusest;
rost is un.td you. —-fd.))

It ig prin-
now the

SRND YCUR MAT&LT&L AVYWAY, DURN IT !

The way vou howled auout material
for your magazine "Dream juest," anyone
woukrd thiak you coulda % c€% any. Then
you coms out wi*h & meagized rirst issue
containing items by Ackermen, Moskowitz,
Joe Rernelyv,dack 3pe~r, Yariiane Nuttall,
Flliost Killor, and Gil¥srt Owangon.

The majoi item in the first issue
was that thoroughly detailed review sec—
tion on the pro-mecarzines. While I did

not azree with him orn all pointe, Swenson
3 H A Ak

-

.wero soth goad.

DREAM QJEST

did & masterful job of the work. But why
that nauseating title? Pull the chainl
({It has besn pulled))

Noskowitz did a competent, if over-
enthuaiastic, review of M"Dark of the
Yoon.™ I liked the boock, too, but my en-
thusiasm was terpered by the fact that it
could have had more of the scarce poeus
in it and less »f those classics of 1lit-
erature available in every pinchpenny an-
thology. Hewsever, it 1is a lot for the
money, and & fantasy must-have.

Acksrman, as usval, wasg entertaining
and not tco informative. He!ll kill me
for this opinion. But I do 1like his rav-
ings; I morely wish he'd injsct a faw
facts intoc his diatribes.

Speer's article was wasted on me;
it sounded impressive but didn't seem to
mean anything. Maybe I'm dense; maybe
not.

Eennedy's "Mysteries" poses a terri-
fying thought NOW THAT HR!S GON&, T00 !

And the Deros got tne bottom of page
46 of my copy, pulled the text all out of
line, stc.

Stein's drawing on page 53 (7} is
the best of the artwork. Nuttallts poens
But how do you dare to
stick in two editorials? I'm risking my
neck in CORBOX with one (fres plug.) 4ll
in ali, a swoll magazine. You don't need
any raterial from me, you dog. {({NO1))
How about mpendirz me some? (Joke; Ilv e
goe plenty.) —-Ztanley Mullen, 4936 Grove
Street, Denver 11, Colorado.

2 IRy o2 R FE TR Bina
Thanks to &all the rest of you w40 had to
be left out on account dack of space....

L = o =

R N O Y T e

PEARODY'S FUTULES3COPE, continued from page 5
me to look at my future, to see how I was to die, and, then, unable to

prevent that death....how horrible,

It took me only 15 minutes tc put

the futurescope in s block of cement and sink it in the large fishpond

behind my house. ###

Arann

I APOLOGLZE for the mistake in heading the Peabody thing, for the num-

erdus typographical errors,

argtwork -- at the last minute I couldn't get any.
There is some good stuff scheduled. --ED.

issue will be much better.

and for the lack of colored paper for

the

But I hope the 3rd



LOGIC IN SCIENTIFICTION
by Ralph iillne Farley

The late Stanlay G. Weinbaum used to 8say that the secret of introducing the
topoasible inte the acientific factual background fof a sclentifiction yarn,
liss ia samouflaging the step in which the author crosses the threshold of impoa-
8ibility. L&V ue Tur.3&€y WNGT thought.

In a college course on forual mgdal ons learns that the Aristotelimn sor=
tiee 1s a very convenient form of mediuwws j.lsrenca in which to conceal an obe
jectively uantrue pronmise.

A sorties is a condenssd form of a polyayllogiam: i.s., & saries of syllog=
isms in which the coaclusion of each suctessive syllogism becomes one of the pre
emigos of the next. An example of & porfectly valid enr+tian is the followingd

He +tho desponds ceeses to lahor.

He who coases to labwor nakes no nrogreds.

He who maxes no progress does not reach the end.
Therefora he who desponds does not reach the end.

Nowr the advantuge of this form of reamsoning, as a means to alip over a falae
premise, lies in the fact that after two or three sutcesaive premises of obvious
objective 1ruth, the reader is lullaed into a false sense of security and begins
to take premises for granted. Right at that point, you slip in an untruo prole
ises Then, from that point on, all the remaining premises are truse; so that, as
the reader wakes up on nearing the end of the arguement, he finde nothing sus-
picious; and thus is led by sasy etages to accept e wholly untenable conclusion.

My first sclentifictional novel, and probably my best knowa ditto was "The
Radio lan", which appeared in ARGOSY-ALL STORY in 1924 and was reprinted Deceme
ber 1939, through February 1940 in FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTARIZS. At the outset
¢f that story I led my Harvard clasomate, lyles Standish Cgbot, greatest scien=
tist of two worlds, by easy steges fram known scientiric accommlishmonis to the
transmissicon of human beings by redie. I quota:

“My chief line of work, since graduating from Harvard, was on the subject
of television, By simultanecusly using three sending sets and thres receiving
sets, each corresponding to one of the three dimensions, any object which I
placed within the framework of my trenamitter could be seen within the framework
of my receiver, just as though I etood there myself.

"Al1l that prevented the objsct from nctually being made to etand there wes
the quite Bufficient fact that no ons had yet, so far as I was thegn aware, ine
vonied a means for dissolving metter inte its well knowan radiations, and then
converting these radiations hack to matter again.

"But just at this time, by a remarkable coincidence, thers cume into wy
hands a copy of aiu unputlished paper on this subjoct by Rene Flambeau.

"The prior experiasnts of De Gersdoff are well known; he had succesded by
means of radic waves, in isclating and distinguishing the electroe-magnetic cone
stituents of all the different chemical slements, Flambaau weut one step furthe
er, and was able to tranemit emall formless quantitise of matter itself,although
for some reason certein metals, but not their salta, appearsd to absorb the slao-
trical energy employsd by him, and thus bes immune to transportation.

“"As I could elrsaedy tranamit e three dimensivnal picturse o¢f an cbject, and
as Flambeou had been able to transmit formless maiter, then by combining cur des~
vices in a single apparatus I found I could transmit physical objects unchanged
in forn."

Ses if you can detect at just what peint in the otherwise absolutely logic=-
al developement of Cabot's invention, the Radio ian c¢crossed the threshold of ime
possibility.

The End.
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ANNOUNCEMENT }
A project of interest to all those who publish, edit, and write for
fanzines....

In the last lssue of this fanzine we announced plans for a geries
of fan antholdgies, to begin with a collection of fan voetry. Well,to
make the story short, these plans are being abandoned, at least as far
as the present is concerned. Lack of interest is the principal reas-
on. Also, the arguments of Charles Burbee sounded logical to us. So,
as of now, the ideas for the anthologies are a thing of the past.

However, we'd like to print something, in the wzy of a project
of some sort. We have hit upon the idea of a fanzine writer's guide,
Such a project, we feel, would be of much greater value than the an-
thologies, and of course it would be of incalculably less work and bo-
ther for us to prepare,

This project really is one that is worthy of your participation.
The prozines have thelr writing requirements listed in writers' guides
-=- why not do the same for fanzines??? A listing of what each zine
wants in the way of contributions would be a valuable thing for edite
or, writer; and even casual fan. This would eliminate the necessity
of reading each fanzlne to determine from its content what is wanted.
It would also be ready for reference at all times; and, since not all
fans can get every fanzine, it wouikd be doubly valuable in the case of
fanzines not subscribed to,

Fanzine editors are requested to send us their material policies,
written up in the fashion in which they would like them to appear in
the Guide. A postcard will hold the information needed. State what
kinds of articles you want -- whether you'll take fiction or not --
lengths desired -- artwork, if so what kind -- and so ons The type of
info you'd send to anyone who volunteered to contribute if he were
told the requirements. Wouldn't such a listing of AILL fanzines be
valuable? For the fan who had something done and didn't know whisdh
zine it would be most suited for -- the editor who was handicapped dby
lack of coverage -- and so on, One more thing -- any payment given
should be stated too, especially if it's more than the ususl free cop-
ies and subhs,..

Oh, yes -- 1 emphatically request all news-zines to pass along
this information,

The Guide will be mimeoed on good paper; since it is of a refer-
ence nature, the covers will be mimeced, and there will be no illus-
trations. Price of the guide will be determined later, It is entire-
ly pcsd ble that the Fmz Contributor's Handbook might be made a perio-
dical feature, 1if enough interest 1s shown. I think it's worthy of
your interest. So -~ if you edit a fanzine, FAPAzine, adzine, or any-
thing periodically distributed among stfans, I want your requirements.
Let's hear from you!

- -



