CORVENTON
ISSUE

,,,w-""—.o-"'
-
st

> o
‘\ P
RSt ’_’_,::;7::”
L Tt
- - -'f"’ /

ivar lowers
5. U, Gotitesman t
snmon L Sellivk
COLTIG SO !
Gigantic February,
ROAG L BENE L o e e

._-I,(GLuBtvé ‘5°°°P£QP.‘Z§ X\”"\
3 i

2 % i s
I 9IS ISsun: V= T = S W
" Ay e S $ ’ Ve i
i Gabriel Darclay i \‘ z f:.\f &,
b

v
g O
—
>

i
O ante i \

VORY TOWER | I s et
: VOR { W @F’g _\ “““‘ﬁ.’r ,-} i

FrLooR Fiaw iy S Rk

0%
rade 16 €

crar e



Qurertyuiop

This is deliberately being written on April first, which is planned %o
confuse peenle. No one, frinstance, will be able te differentiate beltween
that which is true and that which has been written while we were under the
Gleefle () influence of libaticns diapensed by W. Shakespeare's Puck. There-.
fore, il we-run out of actualities, we can make up some excruciatingly funny
incidenis, .composed ecually of improbability and wishful thinking...and no one
will be the wiser. ("Sykora Stubs Toe!")

Lpril May be June by the time this is read. The (ha ha) January date is
as much to be trusted as was a Copenhagen dateline ("Finnish Bagle Socoub Slays
10,000 Reds with Mystic Dagger™), but we intend to maintain monthly publication
even if it tokes us six weeks to issue each Esoape.

Leo fargulies is getting there gradually. Iiis latest Standard kags pub-
licity release was addrgssed te us as N . BEditor, Science Ticlion Fan".eselie
made the startling discovery while listening %o the Radic Theater's presenta-
tion of "Love Affair" that one of the characters is called Lois Clarke--the
name of our heroine in Astonishing's "Murder from Mars'!...Speaking of truth
(~-someone must have beenw-~), Ben Hecht says of New York: ", ..vhere the slickers
ord know-alls peddle each other gold bricks...and truth, crughed to earth, rises
again more phoney than a glass eya."

"¢ 1ike *the line Doc Lowndes quoted from o B'way theatrical production(:)
-~vie mustn't tell anyons it was a Girlie Show; there are-certain standards of
Purity and Decency we editors must maintain--: "This gun shoots four miles,
then throws bricks at you."

Vignettes: Dirk Wylie sprawled on a bed in the Ivory Towver, rcading Horror
Stories...and in a peocket of his trench~ccat, at his feot, a volumc by Zrnst
Hacokel,...Cyril 8. Vod being considerably discomfited at a vari-colored supper
sorved to him au Tour {or should it be & 1la Tour?) (oui: so says Nouveau Petit
Larcugse - Illustrd), with blue milk, orange~spctted butter and rainber-hucd po~
tatecs. (Scoret: Bastor-cgg dycs--tasteless, harmloss, But vory updct ting.N .
Doc tywing stcncils for Squeaky, attircd in shirt and swim-ghorts....Chct Co-
hon's hilorious Jokyll-Hyde transformation burlcsque....Dave Kyle coming Go
tovm and Going %o Toun after wocks of reprcssien in morbid Monticcllo....Jack
Gillespio: "ill chauvinists are crazy unless they live in Hanhatton.'

Filler: ©Naothan Halo sent a telegram to King Georgo: "Hour dofre you- reign
vhile I'm Haloing?" Roplied Goorge R.: "How darc you hale while I'm roigning?"
(Lion W;llhoim gsoys this should bo titled Dep't of Mass Murder. 1tc suspcct he's
right.

Found on page 5 of this issuc is o pictorial scetien vhich Hopyy < Dimle-lay-
1io Doclitcilcr donatcd to the Causc in roturn for having borrowcd our Olds onc
day, crashing inte the roocr of o heoarsc and unrccognizably altcring the lincs
»f %he loft front fonder. This page would have gone inte. the sccond igsuc of:
"his Fantasy Mirror, had there cver booen onc.

(+) Scc EBsconc 7l (15¢, ppd., from publisher=-cdv't).



BSCAPE 3

THE by Gabriel Barclay (author "Hollow
MARTTANS of the Moen", "Elephant Earth", &c)

Tlell, I was just walking along, minding my own business, see, and along
comes this guy. Ie ways to me: "Hey, you, watcha want to bump me for?"

‘Nuts. That's what he is, so that's what I says. 'Nuts," I says. "I
didn't bump nobody."

“Ya bumped me, ya louse!" he yells, mad. "Tryna lie to me, too? Huh?"

I looks him up and down. Tirst I looks him down, then I looks him up.
I hafta look way up. He's four inches bigger than I am. So I says, showing him
just what I think of him, "Okay, bud, so I bumped you. Let's let it go at et ;'

Lin't nobody going to trample on me and get away with it. I holds pgyself
in, tho., No use in starting trouble,

So he looks at me like he wanted to start trouble himsélf, but don't dare
on account of how maybe he heard scmething about how I kayoed One-Eye Louie in
lessen five minutes, He looks at me and says something I don't even listen to
it was "hy in hell don't you punks stay where you belong?"~-and furns around
and wallks away. -

He don't get very far, tho., About ten feet from me~-I'm watching him go,
you understand~-he leaps up into the air and falls flat on his face., He ain't
hurt none, but he's sore. He jumps to his feet and runs for me.

Me, I ain't afraid of him. I can handle two like him any day of the month.
I jumps back a little so he'll know I mean buginess, and yells: "Keep your hands
off me, you! You want me to call-a cop?"

I zays this beocduse I don't want trouble, like I said. So the cop that's
gstanding over on the next corner comes galloping over and yells: "hat's the
matter, sergeant? This guy trying to get you?"

So the next day I'n in the clink and eebplenty of time to figure it out.
But it don't come. I pick up a magazine they leave around for the prisoners to
read, and the first thing that hits me in the eye is a plece by some guy name of
Kummer that there are a flock of invisible Hartians hanging around the world
making trouble. Naturally, when I'm out I got.no time %o read, so + couldn't
know sbout it before. But now I know, so I hommer on the bars and get the ser-
geant to tell him about the mistake he mades :

But it don’t do no goods He just don't believe me,

I don't know--take it any way you like, cops are awful dumb.
DEFINATIONS (OF, esoaper, eschaper, fr. LL: ex cappa out of one's cape or cloak;
hence, t# slip #ut of one's cape and escapes) l. To get away, as by flight, e

T4 issue from confinement or inclosure of any sortees 3¢ To avoid a threatened
ill; pass safely thru peril.:i&s.
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THE LIVES OF JOR CHTEULHU ‘
(Life ;"3 -~ circa 1953) ;

Came the deadly dawn of December tenth. Came a birth-pain, came labor,
labor, labor. ,Came a protracted agony that was a thousand years. Came a
scream, & scream. Cume--~the death of the mother. Come~-~came Joe Chthulhu.

"here had he been (ncwhere)? That had he been (nothing)? Vhat was his
volition (none)? WNothing from nowhere, for no reason, became Joe Chthulhu.

Lustrum' Infintile, helnless, motherless, vheezing, sickly, thoughtleas,
meaningless, growing, growing. ' :

Tustrum! Joe was o boy; Joe poked his head thru a sworl of instincts and
found reason, Joe found learning. ]

Lustrum! Joe grew, Joe was 10, he was fifteen, he thought. Thinking was
his. Strength wos his, Joe wes alive,

Iustrum! Joe was a man, Joe knew a woman, Joe fought, Joe created, con-
tributed, repaid. ;

Iustrum! Mot a hoy, o ohild; a man. Joe. Joe, =~ him, his, he, he of
they and their. He of our. He~~I and me and mine, He. It? le.

: PRl mT B BN SR LN SR e e i msther opiidy “stieresilgh WJog
patronized vhere he met Anne. Anne vas o beautiful girl, .tall, as tell as Joc,
blende, theughtful, attractive within. Joe loved hnne. dJoe hadn't ever lcoved
a girl before, Joe'ls job, a pilot, rocket pilot, skilled director of a fire
jet pushing men thru space, was the jeb.of a hermit. No people for weeks at a
timé, none allowed in the contrel room fer danger's sake. No people. Jnd a
hole in Joe's heart for the friendship not of an instrument panel. Four gays
to Mars. PFour days from Mars. Three days on Mars--but time-~keepers, checkers,
‘mechanics, roustabouts; forms, blanks, reports, tabulationa, charts. Fuel; car-
go; accomodation. And three days on Barth-~hyut these. Apd sleep., 4And food.
ind the job of living. :

in¢ never a friend. WNot since school. :

‘nne Tas a stenographer. She knew Joe. Le was Flight Four. She checked.
Still, still, anahermaphroditic. Like Joe. .

“he condy stors was ovmed by the Company. (So were Joe and Anne.) 'lhe
manager i.as Tlgen. He wos tidy, neat, and showed a profit. It vas reckoned a
loss~leading business, oo, '

But, to shos a profit, he had to file dovn the human instinet. Ile had te
refuse, ie hod to say no. i

Te discouraged loafing. [He didn'% care to have the store cluttered up
t:ith people; other people would not then come in.

So Joe met Anne; Joe bought cigarets; Joe said hello .nne; Joe went out,
as fnne vought cigarets. then Apne ment home..

Joe loved her. Probobly she loved Joe, But the Company.

Ind Joc, vho loved hnne, thought of her often. Cn the long stretchcs be
twcen the plancts, whon slcop wag denicd, replaced by an ontitoxic hypo, Joc
thought of Annc, ) ‘ 1

He thought of her on the dcadly date of , December tenth, thc doy of his
birth, thc day his mothcr had diced in birth pains. His birthday.

ilo thought of her. 4nd he lest an infinitesimity of timc, @ minubtc frac-
tion of a split sceond, ~'hen the alarm sounded. And the motcor struck.

And Joc Chthulhu dicd.

wm=finton . Scllkirk



FANTASY MIRROR PICTORIAL SECTION

Forrest J. Acker-
man, Esperanto's
leading exponent.

J.B. Michel, appear-
ing in +thils 1issue:
Rocket experimenter.

(left)

Willis Con-
over, Jonn
Michel, and
Donald Woll-
heim, in one
of thelr
lighter mo-
ments.

FANTASY MIRROR PICTORIAL SECTION

Daniel McPhsail,
who writes "Re-
flections". 1Is
also a National
Guardsman.

Ted Carnell, au-
thor of "Trans-
Atlantic", and
Les Jonnson, of-
ficial of <the
British Inter-
planetary Soci-
ety.

(below)

-

Miss C.L. Moore, whose la~-

test "Northwest Smith" se-

rial 1s now appearing in
WEIRD TALES.

Harry Dockweiler (arrow),

editor of the MIRROR,

and National Guards-

Man, (below)



JLCKIE'S VERY OVN PAGE

{6 cemposed the following while coming up on the bus:
Forward, FeoFoo's legions This is the edi~
Fight agoinst the ghu, tor, begging to
Dovn with " sllheim, Tvlie, report that this
Lowndes and Lornbluth, t60.... is p. 6 of Hs-
"8 shall be victorious, cape.,
FooFoo on sur side,
Strike the ghus with mighty voes and
Take them for a ride!

The "dackie", A
gauche, who ran
amok on the

spacing is, of

Forverd forge our legiens,
course, Speer-—~

Fighting foul ghughu;
Up with Feo and down with ghu-- ' al?as Ju?fu5n~
Hail to &reat FocFoo. ( alias Bristol,

Fow I found the Ivory Tower: M~

‘'ell, I got off at the Greyhound terminal up
on I"iftieth somevwhere and hunted and asked around and found a subway and
asked the man at the window and he says go dovm to Queens Plaza and transfer
to the gg or something which sounded subversive. Anyway, I paid my nickel
and got on and watched the map and compared it +ith the stations that flicked
past ond finally decided I was on the blue line which was all right excoept
thot the man at the station had said I should toke the green line heading
out nortlwest after I got somewhere und I didn't see any direct tranefer;
50 justhen the conductor was coming thru and I said I wanted to go to two
five seven fooh Bedfo'd, and he says "Menty-five scventy-four?" and that
I should get off at Bedford and something except I couldn't hear what he
said so I got off presently aond asked thc person at the window and heesh
said take the Brighton line on the BMT and that the BT station was twro blocks
up that oy and I said east? and he said he didn't lknow, just that way.
So I went tvo blocks up that way and asked thc person at the wrindew and
she said the BHT station was o bleck or two over so I finally found it only
there wasn't anyone at a windov to csk if this were BiT but I paid my nickel
and asked somebody on the platform bolow "Is this the BLT" and "And dees the
Brighton train come thru hore" and he says "Yes", and "Wext train along over
there” so I took it and watched the map and the stations flick pest ond got
off at Cortclyou Road as somcenc had told me which wasn't hard to remcmbor
becausc of the old phrasc, "The Communist of Cortclyou Read", So thon I aslked
the women at the windew and anotheor porson there says cight blocks that vaw
and then tvo sguares to the left no right. So I started off and it wvas
Just 5:15 and the cast had changed from bluc to gold and dic vdgel werc
boginning to twitter in tho trcos--rcal trecs, So I walked along composing
this in my head and didn't count bleeks very wcell but came to o placc vhere
I couldn't go any farther so decided it was timc to go over two, and found
o cop and a taxi driver and ast them whorc was two five scven fosh Bedfo'd
and the cop says "tucnty-five scventy-four?" and that it was just ono bleck
up, and then cithor just to thc right or left he thet thec right so I vent up

ons bleoeck or maybc it vos fwo and went a long block to my right, ( lc voile!
But

e esaie s U

don't ask mc to draw a map.
ctooinshrdlu ctaoin shrdlu shug-niggurath oh yahe ph'n'glui o't 'hulhu nef'w

Don "‘ollhcim, Doc Lowndcs, 4c fAekcrmen, Beb Tuckcr, JuffuSpccr, Bob ladlc,
Solloslowritz, JaviTaurasi, 7111l Sykera, ond Sam Youd sat cround a tablc in

a room full of tobacco smokc,.
Troonlon 1t tell rhEttiicy <omedtn Lking "abiouk,
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: L you sub-
\ QQ\."‘ scribed to Sei-
ence Miction Yeel-

%lly? It's the newssheel
V§\ \’ with the bias toward fain
play Our readers are hereby %
warned of that cloaca of N s - — e ‘” “
literacy, cesspool of impar- w§§w~ SHITH MYTH: You will haveJuo take ;4?44
tial reporting and midden of §32:§§ it at fifth hand or worsg the fact 4. 7%
attractive legibility. or alleged fact that ilr Thorne =
Smith bought a gallon of Scotch
whisky o week in the liguor store where a man we know clerks. IHow of (}augh"
ing) with the equally alleged fact that a promlnent stf vro and girl frlepd
were wont to drive out on Leng Island past Smith's house, hoping for 2 gllmpse
of that fabulous onei. TFinall hey sav him, with a glass in one hand, pen in
the other, gitting on his lawm, s tripped to the waist. Iie looled sort of
5111y, we bet,

In going thru out files (a gutted Vlotrola cabinet) we came across the
P0110w1ng remarkable froagment, written, it seems, then we were thirteen’ vears
old: "This doctrine is thé most stinkingly colossal dung- heap ever ereobed as
a sempiternal and malodorous monument te subhuman asininity.' e don't remem-
ber what e Uere so angry about, but the above must be an awful thing to carry
about in one's subconscious as we have no doubt been doing sll this time. So
e fllbped a coin to see on wliom the fragment would fall, and ¥aurasi won.
Tti¥e yours, Jimmy; we ant you to take good care of it and use 1t for as long
&s you ldke. 'hen you're tired of it you may p ass it on to some olher deser-
ving fan; sic transit furer mundi.

Three months temorrovvard from the date of this magazine wve saw riadle,
Baltadunis, Agnew and Speer in one room. It was rather terrifying. I they
had moved guickly enough they could have picked 'p a Tew of the claymores ly-
ing about uhe Ivory Tower (that s where ve rere) and cut us down where vie
steod.  TU's told that Sall is curious about the Tower--he'd like to visit us
for a apells Te doubt that physical harm would be done him, but we'd do our
test to give him the damndest inferiority complex that ever raised i%s blushe
ing head in fandum...(He's been here, and ve missed him. Ple miss evervthing.)

‘¢ don't think Fantasy(-)Wevs noticed it, but "The Dog Beneath the Skin"
is o fantastic play: All about a young earl (possibly a viscount) who disap~
peared ten years apo and has been wearing a dogeslkin ever since, A disparote
ytung person looking for him over the Continent thru nations 81yly named QOst--
nia and Testland only to return and discover that his little British village
has become a fascistic plaguespot. Drama ends veirdly with 3 mighty end to-
tally unexpected pean of adulation for the Soviet Union. It's mostly in verse,
ith cceasional music. We repeat, "The Dog Bencath the Skin, or, Where is
BEancigiay by V. H. Auden and Christopher Ishervicod, Rundom House, 1935. Sce
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also "The Ascont of T by the same 1o rascalg, Isherwood, we think, is a
lady.

Viadimir Tlyitch he say: "There is no clubroom so remotc, no publishing
office so imprognable Bhat Futurian may not enter."

5el55 _rfSﬂL’S;;'S;’,’S;,"S['-,’5;;’5;:'5;-.'5;:’5g.’59f5p35;¢’5§:’5f{5:’3 5415454/ 5¢5¢/5¢ 54545454 5¢

THIS T s chain-lottor curse startcd on its vay tirenty thousand years ago by a
bat-winged Assyrian demon. As soon as you read it.your luek i1l change. That
ig, if you areg already a cripplc you vill probably losc an arm, and irf you are
not a cripple Yyou will be one shortly,

Copy this letter und sce “hat happons
to you four days after mailing it. You might also make your will if you aren't
boankrupt yet,

Send thisg copy and four othors %o people those tripcs you do-
tagt,  The curse will probably BCt you first, but above all don't T Orry.
e R L
N. Bonaparte of Corsica roceived o ¢opy of this lotier the night before the
battle of Waterloee and promptly logt cverything ho had, to say nothing of a
for things he didn's have, Hr ¥V, I. Ulianov received a copy of this lotter in
1918, and two hours later vas shot by Fanny Kaplon,

Mr Frederik Oisha Pohl re~
¢civod a copy of +hie lettor 4o yoars 2go. He lightly tosscd it aside to go
to a party--ang at vhat party hc mot “
. 3 Cross the top name off
the list, doubls i%, add tenby-thrce, subtract half tho difforcnce ond tho
card you have is tho throg of clubs. Am I right? : |l

WHGLIIS KHAN Sovict Mongolia FRANCISCO VILLA Nueva Cucaracha
FRANCRS ALBERTT Long Island City LORD-GREYSTOKE, MP Capctoin, S.4.
FLLSE GORDON Mengo, N, J. FATHER DAMIEN Shangri-La, Tibct
EEN?Y CABOT LODGE Nahant, Conn. MARION KERBY Low Flaues SaT |
Q. ¥, PLACCUS Oppidum Qui in Vorsibus Non Eet .

B2 I VROTE "STEPSONS oF HARS"  ~vby Ivar Tovers (author “Stopsons of Mars')

I stayed up all night,

B Y S e et .
b i B i 0 s g 0 e - <,.....-.--..._.._...._...-‘.._L-ln..u..l-....._..-..n......., e . B LT T .

OO f TROTE “How T VROTE 'STEPSONS OF WuiRg'™ ==by Ivar Towers (author “Stopsons
of Mars" & "How I Yrote 'Stepsons of
Mars!™)

VHY I TROTE "HOW I WROTE 'mOi T FROTE “SIEPSONS OF MAKS“'" ~eby Ivar Tovars (au~

thor "Stopsons of Mars", “Forr I Vrote
'Stepsons of lars'" ¢, lpg- T Yrote 'How
I 'rote "Stopsons or Mareg"'™)

Wilson had to i1 up this pago.
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DEP'T OF THE MISLAID IDEAL g Pt v 1

Dick Wilgon, the editor sans peur et sans reproche, wishes me To arnounco
. “hat you will get Escape when and where you will get it, and no choleric lotpera
- asked or:needed. In case you want your money back the line fqrmé at the right
- of the fetching blonde. Mr Wilson will see you when he gets thru with her. /
I ever. : S
We have ransacked the files of Nellie (for the benefit of first generation
.+ fans, Nell was.the Science Fiction News Letter, a weekly publication of incom-
parable vivre a ls escalier and charm, out each and every week with its message
of sadistic cheer aghd syntactical impeccability) from Dec. 4, 1937 to May 29,
1989~~a total of 78 whole numbers, and including three half=numbers and’ seven
isgucs of the S~F:Dividend, an occasional guest~cdited supplemeht (%o which we
made our ovm pornographic contribution with $#7)--fithout finding one acuminated
Jibe at the'exponse and thru the pdchydermctour peripheries of the aficcilonados.
Therefore, I say, his rcécord is eclean. : "

Readerz should know by now %hat they send Wilson mongy at their own risk.
My own advieo is %hat‘iffyou have nothing moréd important to\do with a jit (or a
sawbuck, for that mattor) shoot 1% along and take your part in the suspense-
fraught little one~actor thot iz sweeping the townghip of Bent Pig, Missouri--
"aiting for Wilson". ' : '

Escapo will positively dppoar. TThen,. fo:man born of Woman may 88y, hor
from where, but appear it shall, if only to present the star-studded array of
feature writers it has lined up for contributions. To nomo only o few, Wilson,
Kornbluth, Wilson, Xornbluth, Vileon, Wilson, Wilson, Kornbluth and Wilson.

Selah! Wk )

Ly 4 { ~=clk

i
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A NOTE EXPLAINING THE DRI'#D-BLOCD COLOR OF THE COVERS OF SOME
COPIES OF ESCAPE TO PROPLE WHO MIGHT OTHERWISE BE ALARMED

Everybody had gono gwimming except Wilson, Bob Studley--a Fon--and mee
I'm Gottesman; let's let it go at that. Practically the only redeeming feabure
that & Fan--in this caseg Studley--can lay claim to is his libttle can of mimeo
ink, his packet 6f stenc®ls and his rcams and reams of beautiful vhite paper
(20 1b. loose wodve). : ' _

"Let's putiiout Escape," said Wilson. I laughed. I always laugh when Wil-
son soys 'Let's put out Hscape"; it's either lough or go med; and with word
rotes climbing like so meiny rockets insanity would mean economic chaos in the
Gottesman (that's me) menage a doux with variations. - /

"Wo,“ said Wilson. He gesturod thru the (make it lovely) painted French
doors, wherethru we could hear Bob--2 FPan=~whistling checerily, with the chunk;
chunk-chunk of the mimco playing secundo with a right good wills, "I mean it,
said ¥ilson, working his fingors convulzively.

"Ah," I said, Noftimy a statuctte of the Molanesian god of psychopanthe=
istic erotology. :

We crept in, and after a brief flurry of action it was over. “Why not do
the cover in red?" I gugpostod. Wilson shuddered. “Okay,™ he said.

Wle annointed the mimeo--the one by the bookcose, catty-corncred beneath
the lead-splashings~-with ired ink and fed in papoer. "Tehigh," said Wilson,
inspecting a proof-shcet.

"Too low," he commented after minutc reodjustmonts and another sheet.

Thisz vwient on for half ain hour and about eighty shects, I kickcd Studley
~~a Fan--'s cadaver in annoyance ond said, "Let’s stop.®

/%urn it ovor/



This is page 10 of Escape. That note on the bottom of page 9 was to h?Ve b?Gn
continued here, but cireumstances, which we shall come to practically 1mm§dlat61Y7
interfered. Lest night we heard the sad news theat we shell not be attending the
Chicon. Nor will Freditor Pohl, Leslie Perri, Jack Gillespie &nd David L. Kyle.
no@sons will be sent to correspondents who reclly A(UZ4YK (we're all out o? cor-
rection fluid--poddin) went to know. Dave and we, Wilson, were to have quit our
jobs-{he with the Sulliven County News & we with National City Bank}-by Friday
night, Aug. 30, piled into Jenny, the '29 Oldsmobile with the abovementioned peo-
ple and Cyril Kornbluth (who is nw going with Don Wollheim, Johnny Michel, Doc
Lowndes end Blsie Belter in the lady's pseudo-car, Theodore) and got to Chicego
with 36 hours of nonstop driving. But trouble that would take too much space on
this page to tell of reared its vombic face.

; - We (Kyle & Wilson) will take en apt.
in New York in eerly Sgptember and try to subsist by kidding edibors into p: inting
things thct come outof this typewriter. The next issue of Escepe (which will rp-
perr, the economic system to the contrary) probably will tell some of our adven-
tures es grrret-starvers,

This poags is being doshed off in 2 hurry becruse to-
morrow &sc pe goos to the Chicon--rs ZIsdope has got to be com.lete (read "ond" for
"rs"-~=the clerm clock on our table signifies the prsscge of time, which we don't
want to waste, just now) so &s we ean put it in t he hends of Don wWollheim, whom
we'll try to inveigle into being our ogent.

Therc wes supposed to be & koy to tho
cover on this pege. It got - lost. If enyono is rerlly interosted in the Tower's
errengement, let him corner Kornbluth end csk him about it. He'll bs gled to o-
bligae.

To Art widner: Sorry cbout that race. Smothertimo, mchboe.
<% To Ackcrman,
Merojo, Tuckcr, Speor, ~nd hordos of others we hopsd to meet nt the Convention,
regrets. 9Drop over rnd sce us somc tima.

If wo're not getting anywhere in per-
tieuls r just now it's bocruse Dirk Wylio is letning over our shoulder with his
heit on, chewing gum rnd soying If you went to fill up spaco whg don't you toll ‘om
rbout the trepdoors in tho Romingtem. Says wo-sould hido old razor blndes thore.
Now he's swiping mur cigrrets,

Chot Cohen is wendering cround mrking foeces bo-
causc he's just road our "And Alion Also", which Dirk 8tys should eppear in this
issuo=~1if necosscry, o lino ¢t & timo. Okry. Hore's linoc 13: "“GRUFF, FAINTLY
DOGGISH VOICE: 1In Horoford, Hempshirc and Hronts, Hurri=". (Sorry, Shaw.) Mpy-
bec you'll sco tho r.st of if in the Fobrurry, 1940, numbcr of Escepo. Wc don't
know, It's rrining.

Anyonc who wrnt s to writo us (on gorious busincss--any in-
quirors rbout subscriptions end I-wrnt-my-moncy-back arc roforrcd to Kornb luth)
mey cddress us tomporrrily nt 112-04 934 Avenue, richmond Hill, N. Y. Our now
address will appoar somcwhore or other in duo coursa.

Now it's esbout timo to
toar this stoencil out of tho machin., s}ep it on ctho mimco and hunt up somo paper
on which to print it. Tt may b s holiotrope in color, for all wo know.

'Byec,
now. So0¢ you in Frebbuwary.

8.28.40:5.55 p.m.



