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FOREWARNED ¥ FOREARVED

Escape will be strict as all blazes and very hardboiled in its
editorial requirments. Rejection of submitted material will nct im—
ply {as the pros say:) lack of merit--it will mean merely that it is
ot suited for use in the magazine. This, the first representative
lgsue, may be used as a model for future submissions. " Escape will
use articles, fietlon, poetry & fillers, but all must be shart. The
impertinent, tongue-in-cheek type of writing is sought, tho well-
written, serious mss. will not be frowned upen.

The title of the magazine may or may not be self-explanatory.
Represented in its pages will be material dealing with the Tantastic,
the weird, the scientificticnal, the Fortean, supernatural and kin-
dred flelds: in short, anything which is today consider by the Great
Unwashed (as J. Speer says) impossible.

The title was chosen for another reason, too. We find that
there has naver besn a fanmag who name began with the letter E. The
Swishers' S F Check-Ligt mentions three (Embryoc, Enigmatic & Enig-
matic Tales), but none of these hag yet sesen the 1light of day. And
wa do dearly desira to fill the E section of our filing cabinst.

OH, YES

Escape regrets that it will not be able to pay for submitted &
accepted material other than with a. free copy of the -issue in which
the ms. appears.

NOTION

0dd what ideas oud~of-towners have about New York. Both Claire
Beck, of Lakeport, Cal., and Julius Pohl, of Houston, Tcx., had
thought that Getham's subways wers eircular tunnels thru which strcam-
lined cars wero blewn by compressed ailr. They're not, rcally. The
cars arc squarish, have whecels and are driven by clectricity. They're
not terribly different from humdrum, c¢veryday railroad cars.

Honcstly. -

el T ]

Escape is a monthly, Empress Publication, published at 86-10 117th
Street, Richmend Hill, N. Y. Priced at 5¢ the copy, l2-issuc sub-
seriptions arc available at 50¢. , _
Dick Wilson,
Editor
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BIRTHDAY PREJTNT
July 2, the day Cyril Kornhluth was denicd admittanco to the
World ScienCﬂ Piction Convention, was that gontleman's birthday.

SOWS AFTTIRTHOUGHTS ON CONVIENTICN

F2'd have onjoyed "Metropolis"
a lot more 1f I. Asimov hadn't insistcd upon propping his chin on
our shoulder and giving vent to wisccrax at 20-szcond intorvals...

w1111%T S. Sykora introducing "ths bolovsd, the well-known Fronk A.
Paul.

Editors, authors, artists 2and fans all asreeing with the
thoroly indlznont Perrl that the Exclusion was a vary low, unfz2ir
sort of businzss. And nona being able to convince thz Unholy 3 of
Sam3.

J. Harry DOCK?“llu_, who carrizd his pint of liquid rofrosh-
ment in a zipperad brizfcasc.

Ackarman, ths Unebashad, wolking non-
chalantly thru the crowded Asutomat on 59th 8t. in his loud, luturian
costumo. Iforojo partially camouflaginz hers with a furpisco.

David
A. Kylz, who, when it becams evident that therz would Le no eofficinl
discusaion rs the Zxcludad, zave a short spsach on 8f, switching ob-
ruptly into a pler for dGOany Hz drew prolonged upplause, B~ 2
attenpt at & vote was squelchzd by Choirmcn Sykora.

Jul fus, who was
purnod up because no ons noticed that he usad his rsal noame {John
3ristol Specer) on his identification tag, which blasted the "John 4.
Bristol" myth.

Pity that Kylu & Roy Brodbury, inveteratc punstcors,
didn't have a chance to got together and play around with the double-
sntentes. (D. vntuﬂdqu Via found is o~ aisusc——-zlmost 2s bad as
saying ”...9h1d03 of Jul*s Vernc".)

OTHER THINGS
Jaek Glllespic is hoving hig typowriter repaircd. The missing
'z'-~1lack of which gave him 80 much troublec whon ho wrotoe hystorical-
ly about 5. Moskowltz in Just Thinpgs—-—-#ill be replaced, 2nd he will
again be nble to dash off long, nastly articles, bezinning on Jas.
V. Taurasi.
"God," he saild to us, "how I hate Taurasi!"

Thru chanee or design 4o Ackerman ond Ray Douslas Zradbury chose
the William 5loans House on 34th 3t. ~t which to stay during their
New York visit. Thz Housc's founder's nomz3ake, to be longwinded a~
bout it, is well-known among fantasy colloctors for his novels, "To
Walk the Night" and "The Edge of Running Watar'.

COMING ATTRACTION
In tho Soptember 1ssue of Escape we proudly prbaont "The End of
Bob & Koso"--the completo, unauthorized version. Don't miss 1t
zel  thom mect o terriblc ond. Hear! thoir scroams.
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AUTOHAT TATS FAN
as eyewltnest by Meahan iliselph

Because of Bob Tucker's inordinate interest in "eats", fan-
dom has lost & first-rat fan. I mean firat-rate.

It all came aboutb
because the Yellow Menace, Hoy Ping Pong, engaged 45J to keep track
for him c¢f what was consumed in the way of food at the Whirl Science
Fiction Convention; where, by whom & how much. Pong~-cr Tucker, a
pseudonym this Asiatic ofttimes employs--had intended to publish a
conplete set of statlstlcs on a2ll automat-lec participations on the
part of th=2 conventionzers, hies interest having besn arouses by pre-
vicusly pltifully lnadequate accounts, fanned to feverish intensity
by the (then) approachinz World Science Fiction Fracas. What an un-
paralleled cpportunity to study the individual & composite stian
dict; to uncover the Cog¢a Cola [flends, the catsup addicts, the fin-
nicky & plcayunish foed-partakers...

All went wsll til the 4th Day

.«.the 4th of Julhi (if U know your Weird Tales, thie will have Moorc
significance.) 47H J (mizawdl where'd I catch that 1ithp?) had an
alphabetical as well as arithmetical scors: B ~ Bradbury: 44 ham-
burgers, 12 dishos tonato soup, 24 pleges poach pio, 36 zlazssoes iced
choc'lit. & so on down the line. He listcd what Marcon-otte, ro-—
corded the cose of the scisnce fiction salosmon, Julius, who olmost
died of Unger. Under S, Speer, onc read: "I wont Sea Foo, nzanal"
Not to neglzct Zu-lu, the delegato from Zanziber, whe was allerglc
fo whito ment.

Suddenly, I 32¢ that trogiclimax again! 4o, und-

warnd, innoccently insorting a slug for a mug o' java. "No cream" he
mumbles into the miks. "Sorry, sir," replica the Vox Automat, "wWe-
're out of crean." "Well, then I'll take it without milk" answers

the EfJay. Tha stemning liguid spurta forth! secalds his hand! he
clutches his wrist! staggers back! weaves dword again! lnserts a 24
nickel for ical

. Having caused such 2 commotion gets the authorities
of the autonat-on his neck...get 1%? Thoy roast him plenty, & chew
the fact. Aftor that...but I can't go on.

Penniless, they put hin
out on the sidowalks of New York. But then, times is hard for evor-
body, I guoss; why, I heard Just t'other day that even Santa Clausg is

Micholas i

FOOTLOOSE

Dalse Hart, Walter Sullivan, Julius Pohl, Jr., Allen Charpentier
and a non-fan known os Lgshead notorced to Now York from Oklahona and
Texas, sleoping undor the stars. It is told that the troupe rode
without shoes, for comfort's saks, and how, ofton, J. Pohl would
trip steckingfootedly into a wvery high class hetol o2nd roguest a box
of matches for some mystilcol purposce (: pogsibly to give the driver
~~the only ono who 4%d woar footgoar--—a hot foot).



THE ROCKET OF 1955

The scheme was all Fein's, bui the trianings that made it more
than a2 pipe-drean, and its actual operation depended on ue. HoOW
lonys the plan had been in incubation T do noat know, but Tein, cne
day in the spring of 1954, broke it tc Ze in a rather crude form,

I pointed out sone errors, corrected and amplified crn the thing in
general, and told khin that I'd have no part of it--and changed ny

nind when he threatened %o reveal certain indlcscretions comaitted

Dy me sone yaars ano.

It was nscessary that I spend sone nonths in Zurope, conduct-
ing research work incidental to the scheme., I returned with recor-
ded statenents, old newsnapers, and phctostatic copies of certain
decunents. Thers was a bricef, culet intarview with that cold, bushy-
haired Jew worshippsd incontinently by the mob: ho was convinced by
the avidence I had ceoapiled that it would be wise Lo assist us.

You all know what happened next--it was the profeszor's his-
toric radic broadcast. P2in had drafted the thing, I had rewritten
it, and t9ld the mathematician te assume a German accont while read-
ing. Some of the phrases were hzautiful: "“Amsrican dominion over
the very planctsi---~veil at last ripped asido---man defiss gravity
~——travel thru space-—--plant the zloricus rsd-white-and-blus banner
into thse soil of Marsl®

The requastoed contributions poured in. Nzmspapars and aaga-—
zines ostentatiously donatod yard-long checks of ¢ Taw thousand
dollars; tho govaernmont gave a wolcome half-nillion; hcavy sujar
cans froa the "Roekot~Contribution Weck” held in the nation's pub-
lic schools; but indopendent contributions wero the lergest. Ve
clsarsd sevsn million dollars, =nd thon startsd to builld the spaco-
ship.

Ehesvinginivg thot "took up N08F Geuhcangney Was tin-plates
the moncatomic fluorins that zave us sur terrific spszd wis hydro-
Zen. The tako-off was 2 party for thc nowsroels: thoe bijs, zlesning
bullat, extravazant with vznes 2nd projoctions; spaizches by the
professor; Farlsy; whe wns to fly it to Mars, zrinning inteo the can-
aras,., He climbzad an sutside ladder to thy ness =T the thing, then
dropp2d inte th2 steoring ccapartacnt. I screwed down the sound-
proof doer, smiling 23 hz honaasraed to bae lot cut. Aather to his
surprise, thoere was no duplicate of thoe elaberate dualy controls he
had begen practicing on for the past fow wolks.

I cauvtionod thoe pressmen to stand baclk under the shzalter, and
zave tho professor thoe knifs-switch thot would sond the rockst con
its way. He hesitated toc lonz~-Feiln hlsscd into his sar: "Anna
Parcleff of Cracow, Herr Professor...”

The triple blade clickoed inteo the sockets. Thz vancd pro-
Jectile reoared a hundroed yards into the alr, with a woabbling curve



—--then expleded,

4 photographer, eazer for an angle-shot, was killed: so were
some boys of the noighborheod. The steel raof protectsd the rest of
us. rein and I shook hands, while the pressanmen screaaed into the
telephones which we had preovided.

Jut the professor 3ot drunk, and, disgusted with the vart he
had played in the aflfair, told all and poisoned himself. Fein and I
left the casgh behind, amnd hopped a freizht. e were picked off it
by a vigilance connittee (headed by a man who had leost fifty cents
in cur rocket). rein was too frightened to talk or write, s0 they
hanjged hin first, and gave e paper end pencil to tell the story as
best I could.

Hers they cone, with an inswlting thick rops.
~-=Cyril Kornbluth

Lol g

ACCEPTANCE

The ceditors of Svweetness & Light have an absolutely ducky forn
which 1s sent to those whose manuscripts have been accepted for pub-
lication in that FAPA fanmag. It rsads:

“Dear Contributor: 4ll matorial sent to us for publicaticn in
SWEETN®SS and LIGHT aust, if it nuceis cur publishsd roquirensnts, pass
st1lll another test....Woe havs zgone te no 1ittlc oxponsce in order that
we night obtaln tho eguipnent nocessary for testing subnissions. TFron
a ‘MreeRcaBhore M 1 - tho STifseSHowilSreSiTawic, poseSiSadiotnoglyes SO ot -
glde orivy, onc that had served its fanily faithfully for zenerations.
It now stands bohind the cditorial offices of SWEBTHNISS and LIGHT 4.
All ceontributions arc placed inside this privy for five days. At the
end of that time they arec takon cuf. Now, if the contribution asmells
of tho outhcus2 it is rojoctod, BUT if the cuthouse snells of the con-
tribution-~-~it 1s acceptod!...Dear fricnd, your contribution has beon
accopted. Piously, The Editors.M

Modesty provents our mentioning the fact that the ms. we had ac-
copted is a one-act play called "Interrognum".

AUTOLOGY
Once of Goodfellow Wollhein's admonishments to us while driving
our zas-gobblor is: '"Be caroful, or a dozen policenen'll loap out of

the bughss and club you to death." o always ignore him, fully belle-
ving that cops ~re not 2ll denons--sone, in fact, hoing aluost hunan.

Wrhich briny us tolPerry, SEesiicy whnen il =si®nice ‘toshivaadn your
frent seat if ynu insist on dashing madly in the wrong direction down
one-way strscts. e coamltted this droaidful bHlundor onecez, attracting
the attontion of John Low, who intiantod thot the car was “hot'
[atoTeny y8u know), "ard Bhatis teip™ve  thospolltdstation asight be
advisableo, since we woro wWilithout cur registration.

All this, however, bofors Perri turned on tho chora, saying
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"Cfficer--please—~-we're Irom Alchnond Hill and aren't at all fanlliar
7ith Breoklyn," asking where Flatbush avenus had 7ot to and smiling
sweebly. ‘TThereupon Officer decided that we 1looked like nice, clean-
cut Anerican kids and said Beat it. We 4id, guickly.

Have you a little Perri in your car? They come in awfully
hanly.

ULFORTUNATILY,

the story of which the cover iz an illustration cannct appear.
Tt 30 naprened that the author, wno hald it quite finishsd, but in
aind only, spent & night at the home of Rezinald Clarks, snd, when
he departed, the wcrk hal vanished c-mpletely froa the channels of
nls aind.

YMmich brings us--rather neatly, we think--to

"THIZ HOUSE OF THHE VANPIRE",

by Georze Sylvester Viereck. Published in 1912 by Moffat, Yard
& Coe, N. ¥., it tells ths story of Rezinald Clake, a 20th Century
vailplre who preyed, not on blood, but on the nind, who would lavite
talented acquaintances to hls heone for a week-end, and, while they
were there, weuld invade their subconscious and rsob it of its latest
artlistic creation. WYWhercupon Clarks would publish his lcot as his
cwn and the original author, seeing his werk in print befcre he had
written 1%, and undor anothor nane, gsibbered and went mad....0ur copy
of the book, bought scconil hanl, has a bookplatc of The Leotus Club,
New York, showing an ancicnt Egyptian scene, with the words "In the
afternoon they came unto a land in which it ssenod always afternoon.”

Bl ey bk e a v S P ek h e Bk el ek bk e o e e e e . b TR T AR M ek TN R M e e e e e T et lk B R P b e ey ey R et

THE TRULY TREMINDOUS THINKIR

It was dark inside the theater--naturally. and inside, with
sone hundreds of cothsor pecople, were two gouplas.

Nolther couple was paying much attention tc the performanco.
Percy Wilkinson was very thoroly kissing his fair cempanion. Dale
Hart was doinz nothing (that 18, he was thinking). His guilsless
cray cycs wore closazd, his facc was wrinkled in rapt concoentrztion,
and he was totally oblivious to the weorlld mundane-~this in spite of
hig fair lady, whe, all unncticod by him, had an arm abceut his nock.

Prescntly Dala's lips begen to nove ond whisporeld words issucd
from thz aperturce produccd. She looansd evon clescr, ziving o little
gursle as she proparced to hear asweat nothinsse 3ut this, cenly, is
what she heard nuttoerel cbstractolly:

"Tt's o zocd thing I'a not Einstein. Tho tonpiatisn would be
too great to utter 2 piece of arrant nonscnse ~nl then step Dack
while the world pasped its adniration.”

Upen hesrims thisyshe Mlrouncoid=back-o tniiseaangnl il s Aeco
lutely she turnod har eyes to the seroon. {(at this peint, Porcy wos
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tellinzs his pair of shael-pink oars that he nmest certainly believed
in love at first sight. Tho ho Aiscroatly crossod twe fingors on
his frze hand.)

Came the vcice of a character fron the screen: '"No, nol! You
can't gc in there! [Mzs Smith is in bzd with a Jocteri™

The audience snickered appreciatively. Aand the youns lady
turned once nowre to the lunp of clay. Thinkin the quip had passed
unnoticed by Dale, zhe nudzed hinm playfully. 3But he did not even
nove. 0Once nors she retreated.

Loosking envicusly at the other two, she beman teo be actually
plaued. "Is this his 1line? Or is he just strinzing me? Anyway, I'm
about to conclude that he’s been dead for years and deesn't know iti'
Thus thousht the 38l of The Thinker.

a:ain the nuted viords of ths fellew whc was thinking aloud. A-
%2in he was uttering a wolzshty thousht. Azain did the fair one lean
cloger to listent ™"I'A like to soc the faces ofthe -srandchildren cf
the future when tocld grandma hooked con false esyelashes and zranddad
was a Jitterbum."

This was the final straw that broke her vertzbrao-cnbessed »ack.
A white arm xleaned, a heavy purso descendod upon the hzad of th:
unregpongive ona, and Mr Hart went into a dcoper coma.

He had novor notlicod her ecyelashes.
~=-Duclair Champagne

Laboo

IN THT MNAME OF THE LAW

Predzrik Pohl and Jack Gillespic tock & trip to Washingston, via
Philadelphia, soon after the convention fremn which they were barrad.
Thay atopped off at Hacoerstown, Md., to visit Harry Warncr, Jr.,
Spaceways' proxy. Herc, in ons-horss Hajorstown, the §f, whe is ac-
cugtonmed to dashin< dia~onally thru the tacning traffic of Times 5q.,
waa chased bhack o tho sidowalk when attempting to cress azainst a
red lisht. ("Thu red 1lizht," says Gillospic.)

Fraddie feels that his scense of valucs has been 1rroparably
warpod cver since.

DEP'T OF WANTON CRUELTY
M1zt sone brave suthor be the first te burst the Pluc-noscd
Hlonds." —John B. Michol in "Sex in Sciznee Fiction", SrFan, Junc, '39
Firgt you find your hlue-noscd Hlend, author-~thtn you bdurst
hor--1f you f2ecl that way about it.

HAEKO
Don't--by any neans--nigs "The End of Bob & Koso! in the.Se?u
tember issue of #Fgcape. Read the complete, unauthorized version.
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SHCOUNT Z2

Dale Hart, the Texan Terror, and Cyril Kornbluth, city sopnis-
ticate, found each other somewhat strange. On ons occasion Dale,
with some quip or other, zave C. a resounding thump on the back in
his bluff, southwestern weay.

"He blapved e on the back," said Cyril happily, "so I punched
him in the stonach."

BUSIIE33 of the 50FF

DAYID A. La: "¥etropolis" RAY PAULEY: "Thinsgs to Gone
"Things to Gome "The Tnvisible "King Kong", " Tust Inagine"
Han", "Man Tho Could Vork Mira- "Son of Franx enpateln” & ”Drac—
cles" & "The Mysterious Island'. ula'.

THZ READIR WRITES (and the singular i3 quite correct)

R. D. Swisher of Winchester, Mass., writes!: "We can forego the
SFNL if you can et us an Escape zvery nonth or so--the first is very
plsasing. And the prize goes to the article "Michelisnm is Not Z-
nough"., Will you please break down and give us the inside dope on
the ildentity of thia AIlen Zwzig (no relation to Stefan and Arnold,

I hope), and I hope it's by soncone I approve of, for I thought it
great. Next nost intoeresting was your page 3. While we still agree
with the sontimonts expressed in our articla, I'm sorry I can't praise
nysclf on the profusce vorblago disclosed th,ruin. Gadl! did wo write
that, I thousht. 3But we agaiy

(No relation to Stefan or Arnold, our Allen--no rclation to any
person, living or dead, as a nattor of fact., Allen Zweig was a trave
c¢ling salesman and sciance fiction fan--so it is told. Ho was al-
phabetically last on the SFL list. One day he was badly killed in
an automobils collision in Pennsylvania. As a result, an SFL menorial
chandter was almost nancd after hin., Almost everyone nowadays, howeve-
or, knows that "the late Allon Zweig, M. Stf., Ga. D., &c.”, is Don-
ald Allen VWollhcim, who 18 very much alive and kicking--particularly
in the directicns of Lon Islond City, Newark and Flushing.

(P5: 4As long as we're making rcvelations, we might as well
whisper to Ur Swisher that the perpetraters of ...sciontificinenaga-
zinextraordinwry... wero not J. Bolin & P. 0. Graves, 28 he contends
in Section 3 of the S F Check-List, but j. bolin & p. ¢. graves--full-
or nomes jeghn & percy concthing, Oulnb taken out of an old Gernsy pub.
bolin was Wilson, graves Jack Gilllesple and we wus on’v kiddin', Mr
Ackernan, honist we wuz!)
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