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/K Department Where the Editor Meets Himself/
| " BY RON- ELLIK

* Well, well, well, , . o On tipgie at last. !Twould seem to me that
thish gs éhe fi%st Bince last November that FANsm has come out on time
--and &ll because I am no longer dependent on Larry Balint's mimeo .
For I now have my. own ABDick,..a 1920 model purchased second- or third

" -hand for $50,00, Nice, big, legal-size¢ roller, internal inking, auto-
matie counter.,. Fie on'Baiint.,

. This is my first issue with the new editorial policy and the new
assistant editgr. QUANDRY and Vieck are here together, in a tour de
force that I'm hoping will brighten up the old mag some and put a new

_lease on it's life. The selections from QUANDRY are not the best

"I could have made-~~I know that, but there's nothing I could do about
-it; my only sources of old Qs were Forry Ackerman and Stan Woolston.
And Stan has a yery unreliable collection; he calls it an accumulation
‘rather than a collection., Rorry turned out to have been in the unfor-
tunate ‘(for me) position of not having received all issues of QUANDRY,

- 80 I was a bit out of luck all around. I'm hoping those present will
~-be sufficient, tho. ;

Next issue: LE ZOMBIE. Bob Tucker and I are already working on

- the thing, No definite plans for anything as yet--but just the name

Le Zombig is enough to ensure a good issue. That will be the issue

in Januar{, 1955. My  Annish, however, will b8 out in October, this

year, filled with con reports and some short new fillers., Not one bit

of reprint material, Con reports from Bellefontaine, Manchester and
San Francisco,

‘Next issue also (in January), a change of title. Geis, Piper,--
hell; most everybody has been Jumping all over me, to get me to change
the title. And lately I've come to agree with them.... It won't be a
new fanzine-~-I'll keep the Volume and Number the same and Just change
the title. Watkins can keep listing FANtastic Storxwmag until January
15, Then comes Vol. IIT, No. 1, Whole #7 of MALIGNANT, . C

saywed Courtnev's boat 2!

- That up there is a réprint from QUANDRYu-for as all who read this
last issue of Bsychotic know, Bob Tucker started the whole blasted
mess off in fandom with an article in QUANDRY about interlinestions,

One of the pages towards the middle of the zine-~I don't remember
which one right now~---came out partially upside down. I noticed during
the rolling that it was coming out upside down, and turned the rest a-
round so most of it is OK. < _

‘Eric Jonegs, Xanadu, 44 Barbridge Road, Hester's Way, Cheltenham,

. Glos., England {whewo, wants correspondents who would like to swap Br,
mags for USzines. ‘He also edits a couple of fanzines--ad for one of
them .on my bacover., - : : .

Calvin Thomas Beck, Box 498, Hackensack, NJ, isFBogging_back into
the prozines again, with columns in SPACEWAY and ~SFDIGEST." He wants
we faneds should be sending our mags so he'll have something to review
-=-=8nd it won't be 'editorially-directed' reviews like he;had in SFQ,

either. That's why he quit Lowndes. 4
| page i1/ (EoBElngsa on-pags 32)
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QUANDRY is what Lee Hoffman laughingly called published with a fre-
quency that she laughingly called monthly at the sign of the phantas-
tically phizzled physiognomy. Editorial offices were at Hoffman Hovel

101 Wagner Street, Savannah, Ga. (Lee still lives there by the way.5
It sold for 15¢ a copy, $1.50 a year, 6 /= ‘a - year. QUANﬁRY, as anyone
who read it will tell you loudly, was the best Sixth Fandom zine.,
All material/ is reprinted by permission of Lee,
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I sze that 3in DAWN & WAARATOR the ar2 X1 eaovm 14
tterateur FRussell ¥, Waskins. has scmebning vo gay about my 7emarxs o
faazine mudes. LUnfhrtunately he dsean't mention just who'mads tLhe ru-
merks, thareby redducing the ezdbcc-content Ly aboot ' 80%.) He says iyl
ridizulous to say taft nudes easy — wo draw, ':3peak fer yoursel.
Russall, Bven I, who canant draw an 2£f, can draw a recoenizabie nule.
T admit that I'm rot partiaularly inverested in eggs. Mr, Watking goe:
on o say that the squalid materir]l of moma fanzines istbringing iend~on
& "disreputable name'. I ray, thatlg bad.  isn't 1t? ‘We coudd hase
stood eny sort of a mame ovt A Aicsroputable ona. He then calls on al:
ikigh-minded fans" to helv him form a Ycensor bureau.” IThis is what
rogsent., The world is 2lreqdy c.uttered up with pompous busybodies wac
think they are fit to deside what everyvoing else sronlda read. Usually
their minds are so higk that ther smeli. If Mr, Watkirns wants te im-
prove the standard of fanzines, leg him start ncarsr to home o1 zinas
that .print things like this about DESTINATION MOON:

oY
Cp %

~"In the outer space sceuns where one of the crewmen floated off
into space, why didn't the ship leave him ‘behind with a 1 1 1its
speed? It was going thousande of icil~s an Rieur,

This, in a science-ficticn farzine!
is pretty goecd,I cannot forgive this.Mr,

hurtling through space at thousands of
off it won't leave you behind.

Fanzine fillers are sometimes zn
sines hdave been published just to work

t \

Though the rest of the 'zin.
Watkins: The earth itself i.
miles an hour, yet if you Jjunm

Unfortunately. ; '

goot that T suspect that whole
one' of them in, "0 ngyve it -

just that the harasced edibor Is in such/a frenzy  to get the stencl’
Tinisaed’ that the genivs whiech lurks 'in ‘the subconscious of every tr-u
fen takes ‘over. ' 'Anyhow, thnere'are scores of fanzines which are nems:
alie only for their filler imatelials I ‘suppose that- | itis" too much -
‘mone for that fanzines should consist entircly of fillers, but I wou.
1.ke to see an ancholcgy of them, . (Clairvovance, Norm?--ellik,)

Here's one £hat T wculd nomninate for a start.

‘ y It's from a prew:.
British mimeod - fanzine calied

NOVAE THERRAE, whose title, translat.
into Enpldsh as NEW WORLDS, became that of Ted Carnell's excellent pr-
& RN Ted Carness was associate oditor cf the «fanzine, along with
souebody called Arthur C. Clarke, Amoag the fan contributors was W
#, Temple. In the June, 1938. issue, the following — appeared at th.
f»ot of page ten: ' :

Letter to . the Edijor

Dear 3Sore, : s : i .
©T am iscre7 tc sce th%t amother of my artikles in the pla-
issue of NOVEA . TERKAZ has been spoilt by by carless typin:
How car a wriser wubt hisa work in-to - his heart when foonrs-

mifpirartf mole it apoear ridiculousy? Please try to dc@

butter dn Tutuincs y :

from William F. Tumple

=

N

: William F. Simple :
(FDDITOR'S NGTE: . Sorry, Mn. Pemplie. Geret care has been takken to
E'_"r

limin #llumin cut ovG Such erryre. in this Zissue. Mezmnawhile wc wo
ney AvxFraxi Fmyew And dxuwx and sickerely wisa xm kgXX to you. )

page 2



‘ ‘r.’ P

/“

It oegurs to me: that at the momﬁnt there are pracicuq few faneaow
who could -have been trusted to repro
a few errors of their own: (({Me included-- ‘tho:'T_did get through with
‘only one ehange from the'dupiicate. ~Where I have & there. should- “bee
three-fourths; but I don't have one.~e111k.)))((ﬂs included « thouah 4\'
d4id get throukh ~with only .one. uhange friom the original, - Whern _
have three-fourths there -should be a. fmvénaighths, tut we-don't” nave
one.wihoffMan ) It's all very ‘well" ta.mlaspell ‘for effect, as_Sneaxv‘
dees, Hig: mxsspellings ‘are’ inspiret, . Scme of . them, 11ke "rogkous: -
v01ce", ;are’ bégter. than ‘the original.. But nowadéys' we are getting «
lot of-fameds who are just- plalnf-uareles o Byen if they really can‘t
spell themselves, they sbould bé abiz to. copy sbmeone -else's stuff ac-~
curatel ‘But, 1ook what ‘happers ta;a. ngﬁ“lbutor 4n one 'of théﬁééﬁﬂbJu
o "tge shlrklng unlverse theorym” 111 bet the . theory doesn't
. work: exgher@—~wéw) i
! ”The'only way' to descrlble Bradbnry ‘giwriting in this. pmecq is
poignate," ' (Go on, you ean't have been. trying--waw)- |
"What a scared cow*«tf 11 be omlng V@firh¢s*e&'deserves the Scanem
R e , Qrder of the‘Brassu&eckk-vﬁ

o Today's new subbar kmdly pas‘-es cn bhe back of h'ls lebter a. copy of o
‘our”last . review in AMAZIVE.” [ ran.pardly belieVeflt bt Phil ips has.
done it agains * In the firstiissué F. ever sent - h;m “there'was a milc
“hittle pun about my” grandlaer ngvang beqn a printer’and I- havﬁng nerocs
1y reverted to type. -  An: innojucus little thing, compared to- somec“g
" the mohsters I have ereated b)blhf muvt ‘have ‘left g lasting Aimpresgsior -
on. thllips.“‘In every. revlow but-one in’ the' last two yéars he - has
quoted it. Less and léss  verbatim each time, but there's no doubt He
‘got the point all right. I sean Just "imagine, Rog that 'first time, read-

uce-that-last pisce without adding .. |

~ing solemnly- thréngh the heap, restapling. tldil?fthe Jast dzslntégratsA ;:
. ing mimeod -erudzine," and going ‘home %o a quist read and 8 smoke’' and .

~ then to bed, About half-past-Iour ‘he v kes Up 3creaming: hysterzcallv ,
#REVERTED: TO" TYPE' Hahahahaha.. Fohab«hcno," Alarmed, the neighbors

- send fér.a doctor, MNurse, the Hypodermic,"™ ' At last" "he quiets dOWﬂ(J

save for an.occasional torturned musz mer;'"Grandfather, printer, type.'

The neighbors ‘g0 ‘back to bed. But:Rog is never again the: ‘seme. . T can

- tell yeu, Iim dead scared td’make another puh &n case it kills hlm.}i'

Ta a non~fan theré¢won't geem anyhhlngfsa-very‘extraordinary abou*~

the i¥ssue of British AUTHENTIC SF Monthly published on-Dec. 15th, Th$;b
full-length novel, by editor HJCampbell,rgla *a, sxmple story about &
great sclentist who is reaqhimg ﬁhe mooﬁ. ,»»- TRV S SR V'

 But, b0 the non-fan ‘this novel ‘is merely one of‘the better effyrtq

of AUTQENTIC which has been presenting--at-leéast in Qampbell's onWe=2
- series- ef—honest‘an& weél-wr;tten novels: a;med primérily at the ‘newcom-
“er to sf.  To. Br. - 'fandom it 'is mich mére.  In féct, there has never
been‘anythlng quite like it in the’ h¢utorv -of fandom. Joe Gibson usec |

fan names in one of - hls recent pr021ne storles ‘but, Campbellused gggg

The' Ereat sezeﬁtist ‘18" our own Arthur Clarke, thlﬂl{ disguised=as MAtal
- Cark®, (And‘h@W*dld they disguise nis Ego?--eliik -And..the' devoteq

~ band of'foiléwsrs are the ‘London. er*le, apnearing as themselves under

_the-leadership of Sed Linell (Ted Carnell). Once all this dawns on yoi

the baok becamgs a 3oy to read an uﬁter treasure house of fan~mytholo»'f’ 

gy. It's: fascinating enough 0. see*uontémperary eVths in fandom like .
the Clarke-Merley ﬁon$roversy in the PICTURE'POST dealt with]ikethipr*
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. :at”kept him gaing over_all the
it ikéﬁyhen;thaﬁ-other Fsclentist'

&"'»

1t when our/ §op ps Qut onto thn @aunch-g
ing gite like a troop i Seoutis: . (" They. good’ bOys” ‘says,.
Cark) it becomes; (b Serablop ngly- i fo L‘b‘,,'-‘ycme who knows th hara«
b¢tu n bun¢h of charni*f; oaters/ ‘As selfreppginted’’scourde of, the
. t. £13 th ‘em\qn B édor,w1oh
, ‘to'w11h w117=
1 ("Th;rtv‘h POy
i G o(0on, Oua-ed,)
here’ tmé present, Ltan wita
;'ja+1 ‘cinbk ed- together to buy -
sty thave, been “JustWhat Atah
. ore in hhe ship,or mayoe
ah.h“’ just.kncwn what
1k ‘}_,_e‘r‘r&ed, him ] ack to
"éan ead@ 4n quizk

,-and how they avexé;mewlng”+ﬁx, Ceer
a wimply lovely. eh'en@medarnmk&eh :
‘6ut jof ‘their pocket:moiey aned: how 1,

(The, BIS-se«é»lix'T

0 they W'the collec hiqm
ﬁtqv?§§? and' hac ?3gs¥ t

”’Wanted?

i

ce. - f10% __owf‘ﬂﬂfﬁ omet r as if it ‘wers
the most -precious ti 1g ¥ fatha&ASM‘OP ~a1l bhrough the ex-
citemenit when the ‘ ig neerly spoilcdi by a horrid’ cyplca‘.
vbespoct&¢led,£ellQWz '“Qﬁdpﬁﬂﬂ*f;? nwtwreal‘y 1 .

spacﬁifllght gnd;ﬂwh'

"1y ag mid Kovember
ngpeakable \joy
| 'Te nple’ all. about’ 5t,
e ohs '; ﬂhoched Bert Camp-
thef bk "ﬁhi,,ssmg
% ot 6 a“therevl11
5 JI tried to shccx
‘ 50,/ but: thati g f‘caur

vﬁp¢ss;b1e._ “Held ' read thav-‘
: ‘In*_facﬁg\1‘$¥spect ‘rather
'y h rsdav I'li

. O "} \ ’” .

‘O
'

‘hehBelfast Trianglo
comp&iments tg tan
cif it

“ v c ) ‘- \ e bhd o B
N AUTHENTIC is publlshed
‘aﬁ\l&z Melv1lle Ct.;«Goldhawk Rd.,
4ond0n W 1? g‘Six $lmSQ~-wawm)
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I got § fascinating letter this merning from Jim Harmon about my de-
fense of GALAXY against him, He starts off by pulling my leg with a
lifelike character study of the poor little LNF being unfairly persecuv-
ted by the brutal BiF--which might have fcoled me for a minute if Ifd
been a bit more conceited or had forgectten his cwa karboiled column in
PEON-~an then goes on to say more cruel and hurtful things about Gold,
including an accusation that he told lies abcut the reason he didn't
have a letter section in GALAXY. According +to hardcoiled Harmon it
seems he never reaily meant to have one and just pretendd he was going
to do so so as to enlist the all - powerful support cf fandcm: once he
had our irresistable might committed to his side he made up that ~wern
about his readers saying they didn't want a letter section. Thus rack-
et-buster Harmon speaketh. Now, it so happens I have some confirmation
tiat what Gold says is true. I don't like quoting his private letters,
but if it'll do Gold any good with fandom I'm willing to take the risk
bhe'll be sore at me, I 1like Gold. If you can ever judge people hy
their letters he is absolutely sincere and honest, and one of the nic-
est people I've come across since I entered fandom.

About the letter section business: I'd wondered if he'd found
actifans wrote in as much without the prspect of seeing their names in
print. He said:

Rctiffe fans do write in, regardless of the fact that there is

little prospect of egoboo. They are simply outnumbered about 10-

l. . . When I was challenged on this point ((the votes versus

a letter section-~hof‘man,)) by Isaa¢ Asimov and Judith Merril,

and some others, I 1let them slog through the crammed filesk

month by month, and see for themselves. It amounts to a mandate
the vote is so astonishingly large and clear. I was somevhat os-
sed by it, too. . .I had announced a letter column and hastily

had to cancel it when the protests I'd promised to listen to be-
gan streaming in,

Well, I suppose I may as well be hung for a whole hog as a lamb,se
I'1l quote from Gold's last letter, too:

Fandom was perfectly right in complaining about my horn-tooting.
Bill Temple correctly diagnosed it as uncertainty, but that's
only part of the answer. Besides my need to produce a better
magazine than Astounding, I had some behind-the-scenes conflicts

with S&S that goaded me all the more. These are pretty well out
of the way now. : -




part two: WILLIS DISCOVERS AMERICA

by Walt Hisownself

(In the last installment (CONFUSICN 8} civ havnca were arrested by Phe
New Ycrk Immisration Officers, all fanatical dewcizes of“Chu. Wl};}s
rasihly reveals himzalf “7me o ba & worshipbar of ‘cscoe, the True Faitn,

and - he and. Vick  are disgraed fwater-vlstoll, no deubt--ellik.) and
chained in the hcid of the Tmamrnrs=sion GfFice Launch. They are now be-
inz transported to Ziiis Vslznd.

"Your Immigraiicr Service nc% only disarms me," says Walias ., Vit
sends me into Brasporte.®

"Oh, shu® vp,” cays ShelVy crossly. "“Ghosh I wish I had a cigar-
ette." He paces up ard dewn tlie narrow hold, the ball and chain at
each ankle clashing abcu’ as he wsks and making his remarks sound like

a Stan Kenton vccal arrangement.

nt's a good thing Tm a chain smoker,"says Willis, puffing reflec—
tively at a link of miié =steesl. "vhile you've been stalking up and
down there throwing ycur weights amund I have figured a way to get us
out of here."

"How?" asks ShelVy, pulling up his stalking.
"We'll bore a hole in the side of the ship," explains Willis.
"With what?"

"With one of my boring articles, of course." He takes the deadly
thing out of his pocket and presses it against the side of the ship.It
makes very little impression. "That's only to be expected," says WAW,
"it had the same effect when it was published. Everyone sakd it had no
point, Here, we'll try this very cutting one I wrote about Watkins."

This time the article rapidly bores its way through the ship's e-
ffetee timbers. In a few moments it cuts completely through, A torren
of water pours through the holgg rapidly filling the hold.

"Hmm," says Willis, "something would appear to have gone wrong.
Wonder if I have another article with a good plug in it?"

"PUNS!" shrieks Vick hysterically. "At a time like this. We are
trapped! Trapped,l tell you, trapped like rats in a trap!"

"Speak for yourself,"squeaks a passing rat, swimming c¢onfidently
through the hole,

"Hmmm ," says Walt, "I could have sworn that was Hdwin Sigler."
Abruptly the inrush of water stops,and the hold is floodd instead
with liquid notes of music, It is some strange denizen of the deep.

Shelby stares in disbelief."I must write to Willy Ley about this,"
he awedly whispers. "I never saw a fish playing a ban}jo before."

"Don't be ridiculous!W snorts the unexpected visitor,wedging him-
self further into the hole. "This isn't a banjo--it's a guitar."

"Oh, that's different," says ShelVy. "But what're you doipg here?"

‘"T was the only one that escaped of that band playin at the quay-
side," explains the stranger. "WE played our very best, but we were
drowned by the cheering crowd.”
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"You must have been playing in the wrong quay," comments Willis.
"But what's your name, and what do you want ?"

"Ity Ted Sturzesén," says the stranger, "a2nd I'd like to help." He
proffers a fin,

"Keop your filthv money," says Willis proudly. "As a true fan I

would neweir inidens Pmeiay  Jromovile dro-=-"THe SUAPS abrupgly: ‘since
Shellly 'kicked ‘himiyichanclylon the shin, There is a muttored conversa-
tinn in which the wopcs 'tive dcllavg' can be heard. Willis rapidiy

divices By R tnds

"On second thoh.™ ha cavsk "I've decided that since you are not a
filthy huckster we sau aseeph vovr help. We'll sena you to rouse fan-
dom cn our behalf. I!il juss daech ¢ff A brief note telling them cf our
plicheE"

Two hours pass ard Wait is still battering away at the typewritgr.
Shelby goes over to him. wATT Cahe Tnsed. 46 ,d0ils askifor help,'he
compiains. "Ycu don't have to wrisc a column about it. And whet's A
this mere about the April 1647 &S4#? Heow will that get us out from be-
hind_bars?"

"ell, it would give me a complete file " pouts Willis. "But all
rights thereeh Tearing-a small: spnieez of aper from the roll in the
typer he hands it to Sturgeicn. Ccl™ he priuts dramatically in the

NS

directi on of the Sargasso Sea. M"I.11l Fandomid

L]

As Sturgon wriggles oit of the koie and darts away,the sea begins
to pour in again. The watoer level in the uold rises. The ship takes
on a heavy list, which 1c checked.

"As if things weren't bad enough,"srcans ShelVy,"they have to take
aboard the DondDav Prozine fadex! Wrat 11 we do now?"
"T think we sould bore ancihier hole and let the water out,"

"That's absurii," cries Shelby. "¥hat's to stop the water from co-
ming in through houh noies?!

"Easy," says WAW, "We'll label one hole 'IN' and the other one
'OUT'. Any water werth its salt will be able to tellthe fifference."

"I don't think it's quite a3 briney as that," doubts Vick.

They are still arguing when the ship grinds to a shuddering stoo
and cries of panic are heard rfron above. Tane ship is sinking rapidly.

{What has happened to the ship? Will the brave Sturgeon get through
with his wvital messgge to fandom? Will fandom be able to rescue WAW
and Vick from the clutches of the savage hordes of Ghu York? Watch

your fanzines for further installments of the stirring saga. Part III
in CONFUSION 9,)

e e
s;‘.é_\ > o Q@



file:
fan file RICEARD ELSBERRY

I was born---so the story goss---on Cot. 22, 1932, That makes me
18 now in zise you're toc lazy to figure it out. For years I lived in
blissful denorance ¢f science-fiction until one day in 1946 when I
sonehow got hold of a copy of +he anthe, ""Re Best of Science Tic-
vitn."  From:that moment iy fate was sealed, My stamp colle ction hag
goue to hell, as héve the Shher hohiias 1 once had, I didn’t discover
Tancom urtil early 1949, whick jsens If-s hosp asiive about “wo yrars,

Svetistics: 69 inches tall, to the tolaeds av 200 Biusidibsy iiblue
eyes, vlond hair (erew cut). eni *n apverndi® ecar [tais is for iderti-
fication purposes only). Hatve worked inm g bedy shop, cithing famhgny
interior decorator, and as a scdu jc.ic.

L

Right now my main occupation is studying. I'm a freshman at the
University of Minnesota, majoring in Chemical Engineering. I wonder
how many fans take scientific courses?

Hobbies: Naturally STF is first. Reading, that is, Then ecomes
vriting for the fanzines. Chess is my next ranking hobby and collect-
ing Sten Kenton and other jazz artists also take up my time and mon-v.
Geinz to MFS meetings and functions 2onstitute most of my local fana..
MI'S l1s the Minneapolis Fts Sog¢iety, And I recently found that sou-
cf the members actually read SFF now and then.

Am a member of SAPS and FAPA for which I publish Snulbug, V-P of
ISFCC, CoEd of ODD, Ed of the MFS Bulletin, and 4in the staff of the
Minn, Ieghgg%gg. Have @also been Welcome Chairman of UM, and Trade
Manager of CC, About the only thing I do with any regularity ic
write "Nothing Sirims" for QODD,

Peeves: Dianetics, sloppy mimeoing, Wollheim's magazines, amz,
people who dislike Kenton because "he's too loud", shaver, fanfiction,
and people who say Agtoutiding is going to hell,

Ambition: To get to New Orleans this summer,
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from the £1 ’_m QUANI\&ISH

‘ \’ PR 1 'A! \ ! 3 » ,( 'I"/‘v‘ j
, (A Shakesbeerlan PlaY)

l'tb.by Lee Hofﬁman
\

R Scene A, streeh in Eugene, Orggon, ,site Of t«he 17'°h World Stfc,on -

Leeci«s;Jac%bus.l ‘Hefice!. Home YOu idie creatures, get you home-
" +Is this a holiday? What! know yeimet,’ B
e Bé;ng mechanlcal you ought,not w@ik»'
- . "Upon.this day thhoum the,iatest FAPA mailing?
L : --Speak,ﬁwh ty FAP art %hov Rt

Wh 31rl\an*Irlsh\FAP reqently)Blg Ponded
Wit out ndsﬂthrethﬁ ‘home i3

¢

A

| Waltius Willts: - Wh

'_YWHere is th'ﬂAEAzxne a % Ehy Buck fif
" Knowest ‘thou. not that. éll mg pay9
:~Unto ‘the' rpyal‘cdffer ‘i &t "ea th ma
e T WGive' opé “dollar’.fifty- Amerlcan.. |
Willis: o i.}}Ap, poble slr wbut how weul&s.; :
R A S And | stranded on thlgxshore 5 *}.
‘V'“thé/best»BfAPealth

o ﬁ *iw,iﬁ
Jacobus: .

Unko,; {ouA hisitale T tell"‘?~“‘ﬂ.;'; . S e
" 1f a.bob gaid bet acdeptable, o o h 0

',' ‘For 'well Me. would the roya coffers flll;
© And unto @V?rﬁ¢0ﬂlng, ‘with Irish wit- :

4

o o “those who' press the slanted press
N ‘-2< Til“iaughter ay hders all progresg.. 't
- v Yes; Staw I'dg adly yogive oo N oo e
: ~For just the- gnancé Foilive oo 0 0 SRR ERTE

R A8 ‘once ' I a;d midst hisfi amps['ﬁ‘ R R IR
VSRR v,;z Witﬂout a thcu”nu of .mental cramps -~ T
oo Ande tq i8ted wit:and humor grave . ' R
S e Wh&wﬂ “tho £<fape with" omurage brave,-.“;v
EERTIE T oI ra*her flee; ﬁPtQ the night Sy
TN WHere derkness reig gns .and ther¢ i, no. Whit

SRR ‘~I d rather “walk amo ong; Lhe ‘heather' ‘

" %fgt7.sf " Andinever hear the words "a feapher" '?V‘

. Yea; if %0 give is FAPAn law,. e »ﬁ,;~f”
, el I'bég ?oa 7et me give Bob, Shaw.,f A
J39°biQ3fg;f E Gease t V ldle banwex,‘Wil 1301k4“" /
Co e 'Fpr sup by tivoun iaeq?p: rw to fv 1

| Tah v Te oterf Lowira: with uséless ip :

e j~j\?4”;ﬁ£5$haWJand'WZ 5 i3k cat AT ey
o . et nor@ a¢ *t r ‘“511 We hear¢ y”iwﬁf'»f
B 8 ew uhe“ewbe beer' SR
e el Uy L T
;o N .!.“ \’ l;’. ;; o \”«{‘: L l
:") g i ‘.‘ - i " ik ”ll

1

e

Then Robert Shaw 114 gladl{ give, T w:Lll SENE L

o That; W£t1@ss, plagues and give a: flt 4“ 3|=“f'J‘

]

.f,fxifi:-ﬁ.b Jﬁainﬂsgéh Yaqkee wgalchq T ,lfa;l"_]x‘d‘ﬁjFlj.ff



Willis: 1 Oh -":re, you do no % me ”lghc,
S For tho ¥ speak of .- whdw ant White,
' I mould urtp you make it clear . v SR
.+ That I ‘haven't a penny to spend on. beer.,' SO
‘ S C Itve! given you ‘80 many, clues - 1> - SRR
R *\V %g tﬁg f&cththaﬁ g'gb no. money forfdues RS
SIS T ink you -that had I a dime) (.
S ] T'd-waste ‘&ima»oh‘tﬁiswsilly rh?me? i
LT For if T hag 8om¢/dough,
S A 1 swiftly'go*\L‘.gy w;y
= Thiu yon door ~f'tﬁ-“t
L - Torgirefs Shore
E o A ticket to bu
: That would I

Let,me\gb i
Pér now I, know
That ﬁhlsﬁMc
218 6&1;;,,,

%gdamigg ﬁ.afpr e:ii'y nx!l;g
QWS Q! aiugt -
“And of the po%énﬁwggr)~

‘Behind each’ wprd },,H
That's héard "+ ¢ -
Frmn the. nohkle fe' H

poster aﬁ 0 tndst,
Lo ot mber\nf’« emFirE‘ :

- 'And ‘though 1 blush- at-such foreed‘

‘My time nh&ll ﬂome, and eomé . tim

Shelbm VMMa' sten, Willis,

e e U THat a plot- suswm

-

X derway
;,lw*'f’f”g To free our lang:. . g :
~ - 4 Of the! trcacheraus f@nvi”7”}‘;h_q B S
o ;“-(And altho it may. p B I T ,

We - qhall k111 hccai (" RN '

. For anyone’ who wﬁulg dlt <

<+, - . To his Ffellow: vértgbrate RO T TR

k_;;,jg~;_gDeserves to dle,\” 2 VLR o e sy T e T
S Sap e e L

WilliS: N .\”Jv‘ - ,\‘ | Aye . L g \‘ o } o

Vickuss ,‘~‘\so come and 1isven %o the plan
. 7. To put &n end to the man- ;

. Wha), mh enalave ué,._ L /,_4 B ,, S { § 
For'you,‘Willis“vwillpﬁéiﬁ save us, 3

Y .

2 1 L




W111m3° Ave. }f o B R PR S

((fanfare, followed*by Paul Ganely. Enter Fannlus McCalnxus and party))

Cosualmus' ’McCainlus for emperor of the FAP'
. ~ There is no more éeﬁerVAng,sap. ‘rk‘

' No _member of. this train is. ' . . 5
' Half as deserving as McCainius, -~ ST -
' Now, peace. ho, Pannius: will fain &speaku e L e
~ List!' to 'the words that drcp—frdm his beak N

MCCainiﬁs:A-CaldOnia' A Lt ,«1_-_u.:&»»v,;;lx‘;“ﬁ*v?
';Cé;&bnié%y;.Mf*Lerd? A TR

. Thy word. ROLS
.. ’Has reached m ear., o

NG ;You call for me, I hear, .
Eneyis- i Bewane the- ides of SAPS!

Mccalnius"~What man is th s that walka .w\
o, Within my trai andttalks’
’“Tiof ‘SAPS?

CosWdliuS;&’Qut of the many, he 15 f“ .
PR .s'i‘The one. called Eneyis.‘f* o ; ’
- McCainius: He is a dreamer,. Let us leaveihim.
B . But“scorn him nét, for I wbuldﬁpot -

. A noble editor thls EneVis A
‘m_Some say better(than FTLaney 18%1  §;¢

Caldonia: Oh, noble lord, R ‘ﬂg}f-,}fﬁf;ﬂf? Yot

 Whose honored - WOré -

. Doth proclaim s .." o

A fannish fame. DR o B e T
. An honored name i/ ”'?*“f***'T” SRR N
1~Whi¢h ‘none dare; shame:; . P L B T

- }nbeI've seen a visian in’ the s‘le ry

"+ Which tel;s t0 me thaﬁ dang@r 1iPS S
About thee in the men, ’;f ‘
Who call themselVes "Qevote¢ fen"

- McCainius: & gaodly prophet You, -as well. ap a Harn good,eook
Lo ==Among my men? -WelL...yon Wlllls has a lean and hungry look
. And when I.looK to Tuckerri - , R N e :
o I see a wary; wetch:np ey ey

o e
ER

. But noble Jacobius; I give P U S R
My trust, for I knew: he'd as" llef I 1ive,;g‘gg' 3
. For when’ e'entfde -draws near, AR TR, TR
- Linvite him. to -my house for’ beer. N N i
5 In return T know he'd strive SORT
',,;To keep me

allve.ui,qwb




Tuckerri

: \Lis'd tq me . dk
T4, trust *bﬁi

s a'b,{;' FA?%? "
My zines did)
! The B uﬁ;?‘ qq‘,

)

Jacobius,.




McZainius:

Willis (aside):

Vickus:
McCainius:
Tuckerri:
McCainius:

Jacobius:
Willis:

McCainius:
Jacobius:
McCainius:

Coswalius:

Vickus:

Coswalius:
Vickus:
Willis:

lend me welur =ars » 1 have a plan
To eigvate Tie .C! fad

Kagvip 5 odnds 1et 2y o FAP

Fai ebove Lihe comnoy 383 ;

Foaha s a8 e 4 f Jpie o Raem,

To & phace of pghlisrises csteem.

Listen ncw, for wa have a plan

To put an end t¢ 5anis bragping' fan,

As Tuzkeryi seild of those who rhyme,

"The %#ime shul'l cowe" --aye, and now's the time!
0, Mannius MaCainiug=--

Hence! wilt thou hold up the FAPA mailing?

Great McCainius--

Doth not Jacobius beerless knell
And ask a can to wash down the noon meal?

Nay, Lord--

You'd have each man on bended knee!
Well, let my typer speak for me!

(He draws a type-
writer from beneath his robe and drives it tnto Mc-
Cainius' neck. Vickus and Tuckerri follow. Jacob=
ius is last to thrust.)

Et tu, Jacobius?
Drank two, McCainifis, Free Beer for all!!!
Then fall, McCainius. .

(dies)

Oh, mighty McCainius, doth thou lie so low?
Are all thy FAPAzines, SAPSzines, subzines, gratiszines,
Shrunk to this low measure? -- Fare thee well --

Don't take it so hard, kid. We all gotta go.
Come on, let's go have a beer,

Vickus for emperor of FAPA
That 's the idea!

So call the field to rest and let's away
To drink as beer the profits of this happy day!
(exeunt)




il e : ik
RITE SNELRY

It would seem that most sanc when writing about themself eather
try to be funny, or to fill up space with cut ' saying much about thglr
subject. I feel that if anycne is interested at all, §hey'want to
know as much as possable, and I shall try to follow that line.

I was born Richard Monroe Sneary on July 6th, 1927, of reather
average uper middle class parents. My Father is a Union Pacific Rail-
way Engineer, and my Mother is an ex-Harvy Girl, from the days when
it was staffed from some of the better Eastern families. I have one
sister, who marryed when I was 11, and thus left me vertually an only
chikd:.

In appearance I am told I resemble Ray
Palmer some what. A fact that has not
prevented me from feuding with that wor-
thy gentalman at times in the past. I'™m

k)

AL T e 5'3", and weigh 100'lbs, with blue eyes
.§,f' > i b and brown hair and, at the moment, mus-
;/);;f -5 tache. Do to the fact that asthma left
ot me without lungs, I do not smoke, and
s T while not averged to beer, still find it
B Y e asbitter «dnafts
A < . 7 My spelling, my apparent greatest clame to fame
o, S =454 18 soully the result  of the asthma which bothered
‘frgr : me tell about two years ago, I was unable to

attend school, and not being an abnormebly "bripht

lad was not overly intercsted in learning. I

y 7 ; had hoped that by writing a great deal et it

_—' would improve. But after celqulation the other

“__tday that I had written in the neighborhood of a

; -~ 1 million words, I see there is still much room to
% /‘;r' lto improve.

e O GO As with most shut-ins, I was an omnifar-

i f’A lous reader, but we neather had, nor

L

s '4}3;\ i like so many fan, did I have access to a

pri” . pood library, so I was limited mainly to

nae o s maeaz'nes. 1 didin't disdover seienoc-

{ ﬂ‘ \ Y o fiction tell &9L44, but be ceme an ardent

;{-}\\ o . reader at once. I read all I could up

{ 15 t)?wb$ untell about a year ago, when after fin-
e i

ishing most of the good stories that ev-
: : er appeared in aSg, I turned to other.
feilds of writing which I am now exploring deeper and deeper. e, 25
now only the frosting, :

At the present I am attending a business college learning to be
an accountent. Perhaps some day I will be able to get a job taking
care of all the money my friends are fianning to make as great writ-
ers. At the moment though it is taking most of my time, and fandom
and friends are finding it quite pcssabie to survive without my guied-
ing hand. I'm still active in clubs, but that will also have to 50058
except . at a local level. T doudbt that I'll ever lewe it completely,
though, to many nice people.

iz



from QUANDRY #s 17 & 20.

- row e \/ oon-\Jork (“Jur

by bob silverberg

I. Received this morning: The Sept. 1951 edition of POLTWARP, .which

secrie t0 ‘be one of the perenn:ial revivais
of the N3F letterzine started by uirt Rapn. Jutewend ee Shem in thish
was the solemn arncuncement by koitor Higes on the Lepth ond finzl pe.
of the iscue: "Reromber = Pestworp is  UOF a prefecsicial mwagazing!h
In these days of disturbance ane twmeil “t is inde2ed econforving to
know know that there 1s one last huiwark of clarity--the fanzine which
reminds us that it is a non-~profescional,rather than lettirg us jucge
for ourselves, which mirht lead to confusion., (Vick wants to know
what's wrong with that--ellik,)

II. Time for a change: In their Dec. 10, '51, issue, Time printed an

article about an unnamed member cf the Brit-
ish Interplanetary Society who had printed up a "British Stellar Pas:-
port" and distributed it to a few {friends and colleagues. With each
ticket went a ticket on the "Flying Saucer Service" and the entire af-~
fair was done in a deadpan manner which made it seem completely aznii-
entic. The Time story went on to state that someone gave the news to
a London tabloid which splashed the passport across talf a pagc and
many people took the whole thing scriously.

I wrote to:Time, asking if the unamed member had been Art Clarke,
knowing Clarke's reputation as a wzg. The following in reply:

"Arthur C. Clarke had a hand in the¢ stecllar passport joke, but it
wasn't he who thought it up. Wiliiam Courtenay, a member of the
society and aviation correspondent for the Daily Gravhic, made
the passports. Clarke was so delizhbed with them that he cailed
in the press. And then the trouble began, . (Y

ITI. I always thought it square, not round: Quote from the jacket
blurb of the first ed-

ition of Heinlein's "Red Planet™:

"Many thrilling adventures come to Jim and Frank, two boy colon-
ists, and to Williz, who is a Martian rounchead. Willis 1is one
of the me t fascinating characters we have met---and trere hasn't
been a character just like him in aay book. Willis is uaique."

IV, Willis again: I think the uniquc Mr Willis hss already: gugeart.ed
as a fanzine title: M"Abecmen, the faazine wu*h

guts," but has anyone thought of "Neuron, the fanzine with arrve," cr

"Bladder, the galling fanzine"? :

V. Copy cat: They tell the one about the copyhey who wanted to see
Just how many pecpls ecctually read the lorg iiets of
footballsscores printed in +%he Surday pjaper arnd incersod these three
mythical scores in the list before it went to +he printaps
Texas Leaughing Academy 14, . . . . ."ihe 3nuth 7
0L T o) o O R | e R M e S e T R e AR L
PRI O S S T g e T e i e 3 e

(S5



o w2, post "office:the
goasy ¢ar efter mailing a package of
magazines Australia-ward, I was starti:! to hear a voice from some~
where in the back of the building bellcw, "Bob Tucker! Phone €alll"

I kept on moving toward the door and didn't realize thé" erue:sigt
nificance of those awful words at once. My first thought was, "Hey,
that's interesting---they ' ve got a guy with the same name as Tucker
working nere." But as I moved out into the street suddenly I realized
the full import of those four four fateful words. The tru@h is
cut at last! Poor Tuck, naving been forced into squalor by rising ex-
benses of fan pubbing, has been forced into living a double ll?e,
eking a miserable pittance as a DBrooklyn post office clerk while main-
taining a fictitious residence in fllinois. This residence does not
extend beyond the confines of Bnx 702, The unfortunate Tuckcr.shows
his real starbegotten fannish siirit, however, by gamely carryine on
working for the ChiCon and by spending most of his poor salary in
bribes for Bea Mahaffey and others ((Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach and Evans

--hoff)) who know the truth.

Perhaps you ask how I can be heartless enough to expose poor Bob
after saying that” he has devoted his wages to keeping the secret? My
motives are wholly altruistic. I realize that Bob would not want cash
donations, for he has not yet been degraded to the level of charity.
But T think we can do this much for the grand old fan: Send your olgd
prozines to Bob Tucker, Box 702, Bloomington, T11. (I'm unable to -
cate his Brooklyn address, but all mail is appazantly forwarded by h's
Iilinois cohort.) Fandom can do nothing to alleviate the sad financial
condition which fanzine publishing has forced upon Tucker, but we cen
sec to it that he is not deprived of the literature which has formea
his life's blood for more than twenty years. After reading your Amaz-
ing or Flanct, wrap it up and send it to poor old Bob, who, aftcr 27 Fi
can read it and then augment his meager earnings by selling them to
the Salvation Army.

(On the level, Tuck--your namcsake hclps to handle thc Silverberg
mail in the Brooklyn 13 P1Q.) '

VII., Uncovered facts: Talk about artists having monopolies over

prozine covers is just idle chatter when you
discuss Rogers, Jones and Bergey. 'These guys are Just' ransient ‘rezi-
dents when vou consider these statistics:

Leo Morey did every . cover on Amazine from Feb. 30 through April
'38, except for one in 1930 and a Seven-month | spsll in 133, What's
moge, he did every interior pic but fne from Aug, '31 through April
Sy

i o T e BT
g A N TR

VI, bisls povesty wornmesinl?.

Frank Paul painted every cover on Wonder Stories from 1929 through
1936, ,a ‘total. of 804 consecutive covers.,  Bergey's best streak wag
only 38, broken with the Oct, '51 TWS after six years and 27 straigit
on 5SS up to the Nov. '51 ish, 4L out of 45 on SS.

Howard Brown (no relation to the Z.<D boss) held a stranglehold on
asFk's covers from Dec, 33 to May '37, L4 in.a row. After that, he
treansferred hig talents to TWS and  painted covers from Aug, '36 thru
Aug. ',0, 29 more in a row, until he was succeeded by Bergey.

The same Frank Paul who did more than 80 covers for Wonder, eleven
for Air Wonder ' and 14 for the tly without any other artist ever doing
a cover for those mags, also painted Amazing's covers from Apr. '26 to
June 139, 4O straight.

Hubert Rogers painted 28 covers in & row on aSF from Apr, 'LO thru
June '42; William Timmins painted L7 out of L9 covers from 1942 thru

19&7 .
Lpage 167
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JOE KENNIDLY

Were it not for the fact that 1 am
not fully got done with my life, I
would be a life - long resident of
Dover, New Jersey, a town consisting
of ten churches, twenty-four saldons
and a reaction motor fac¢tory. I am
six-foot-four lying down, two inches
shorter standing up. I have brown
hair, mole on the groin, a'canary
bird which chews tobacco if you give
it to him, eyes the color of cold
steel, countgess inhibitions, a n d

some three hundred books, 't e n off

which are fantasy.

Eight years ago I blundered into
science—~fiction and have not yet
discovered a way out. Meantime, I

h a v e puttered around putting out

fanzines of wvarious thicknesses and

writing things for magazines, f a n§

and pro. Since 1last fall .I have
been goin to Columbia for a master's
degree and once had the distinction

of being greeted by General Eisen-|

hower without recognizing him.

I dislike automats, opera, thou=-

sand-page novels, people who regard
fandom as a grim crusade rather than

something .to get fun out of, specta-}

tor sports, ketchup bottles with un-
removable tops, and the prospect of
getting shipped to Manchuria in the
infantry. I 1like jazz, Heinlein,
women with lowpitched voices, Simak,
Bradbury, steaks, James Joyce, Sta-
pledon, VIP cartoons, champasnel ca-
shew nuts, total eclipses, QUANDRY,
dogs, and the smell of vanilla,

I am kind to 'my mother, believe

in the inherent dignity of man, and |

chew gum all the time when riding
motorboats. : \

FLASH!!
Due to the United States Navy, Joe

Kennedy is no longer a life-long|

TS b

resident of Dover, Nepkdgysey.




fv.f.dlsturbing yous y@_ig; Bent...ﬂj

ST 'ff-:l"i'f*.- AR
\S}AID'Q¢ “:j‘,ff* Y“‘xqaLF
SRR bY Marnen Zimmer Bradley )

,\< [ - e A -~..“\“ Yty

Tt doesn't>make sane mo me . s&z”*waryheth upeomprémisingly. B
cw”fgfioglcal.y Stevﬂﬂponf

N \'\u
. "But, darliﬁg'" I argug "it's 'pe
wmrked~’t al}‘out: ‘in the story.qf JeleyLL and,
. "A fairy story*" sepffed“Man e - : e Sty AL
"ot T “told - her | firmly. ' "Rrop ey i&é;Jules Verne and his,~
submarine. -‘He had the idea s all’ the scientists ‘had o do’' was work -out -
~the mathematics. -I. main ain that all we have. . “£0. do - is work out the:
mathematics, .. 0L, £ you' prefer the psthology;;g .through whlch we
ean- accomplis the\schizqi .- i I th K i Jve dgne 1t. Xou~

_ see, the recent 'ﬂiscbveries
ing atOMSo ..;.“'f? l \ . I )

"0Oh,’ help’" a bebh pit"
 nYou-talk 1like: 2t xtbodk, Petett, She
desk, swinging. her - attracgivaly\i‘f'ne leg
golng to do, anyway?"sshe askediﬁ _
‘was.a. horrlble perapm.«rif you turn,

“Marybeth you're,missing the ﬂholw

oomL don't want ‘to. ygar itr"’she gigglsh and% brushed an imaginary
/spot of ¥ ‘the mmaculate ‘front . Qf het. ;:t laboratory- smock. 1 gave
 it-up. After all, Mﬁrybeth~wa@a't ‘a scientist. Byt Dr, Marden of the
jpsychology ¢linic’ had wanted anbﬁher confident;al /asaistant° ‘and ‘he
‘already had one trained murse and ome. 1ab: technician
had offenmd to*t ﬁébar&al end of A

vp.jfy%hhandszto hef pretty head.‘
’ ownon the: eorngr -of my

u',:remember the Story,‘

: ke qver the se¢

[ She wasn't;muqh of’ seqretagy . u \he one irl I th&ve1'
seen who could’ Took nbtj,n v preét 4jbhﬁ lHSnlous in the Shapless lab

coats we:wore: I .forgot'd lfabOQtmeTei&borape schmzophrenla theorles

for, after 211, the schlzos Were ‘Boc Mardens* bu51n©ss. Ry .%%; .

I leaned forward aver the desk ahd kissed M“vybeth. ‘@ff

. diphehemit " Th ab;&uiqus tones Qf'sz Stratton,ftrlm and dainty in |
- her beautlfully‘f bt ing nurse'’s - "0 'wihterkuptéﬂ Jgﬁ "If I?m not

I jumped off the desk. as;;ﬁ I
'Marden waig, instantly ) prieoccupied wi
my birthday, Rmz,"” f;ff:" T

too')ﬂ S R RRt - DR

L Hosalind Strattcn was»s rmf%pbionistﬁnurae‘and 8he was tall and
brownphaired -angd: green-eye& in_more .ways: ‘than one. Maﬂybeth ‘was the
boss' deughter and, Marybeth she conéidered ‘was poaching on hér. :pre=

gerves, . She handedrmewa tube and & bottle.i "Routine tests on ‘these,
ggtg..iglgg Marden, if you arﬁn'ﬁ~geo busy wculd you type thesé case

~‘histories -

sat” dn a ;ive,w%re, and*Marybethu‘r
. utton dh her 1ab coat, . "It's
: » congratulate'me,

I’ ‘/'n*"\l/""\"‘,{‘

, S guesa_I'm what's— 1led-8ust iy e kept my'back turned to
Roz while I:made: the fests,. bt eit my wars 'getting red. There
ought to be. a 1aw:against lettiﬁg runges wear such, perfectly’molded u=
“niforms. I was acutely, consciaus of' éhe-way thé white  békt drew to-
gether at: her- waiat? and ﬁhe way " the- dark hagr 1ay‘aga1nst the Snowy

; collaro, Gorgeous glrIS\oughtn't work in offices.~ .

/

i~ i

-

ﬁfWhat Eood ds this

dnd hlé daughter’_'J



Lo

)

1

‘f plenty'of time to ke

" raser 1ike'a high = schooler. taking
‘ nature dua%&

; oy woman.

C resultiis that? the two. 1

“‘n_- P ;-!.‘ "4} owrﬁ,cr

LT mum 1 ed ..
comlrg lu. aﬂd

[
.,.~J 3‘"*'-'
Uy LI 5%

.'.L Pha b.l_.uld S Q”l _';~

"That wouldn't suit me at é&ll"7 purrud
"Nurse’

Nurse'“gcame &he
the’ pompogr andlfusgy‘td gf the Ps

W
v
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: Lt At aidnt ¢ oader afiy. good. I
lstared and svared at it, until I
must have fallen asleep in my
{chair.

When 1 woke, my whole side was
prickling as 1f it had gone to
sleep, and stiffly, stumbling over
my own feet, ‘I got up, turned off
the still—spinning gadecet, tidily
put back the top of the sugarbowl,
and laughed at myself for making
}such a ridiculous thing. But I was

i1still convinced . that the split

ii fcoudd be made. My hand and left
arm had gone to sleep, and my fin-
gers were all thumbs, but I un-
{dressed, @t into a pair of pajam-
‘las, and fell into bed. I resolved
to try again in the morning..

But I didn't have.to.

Wahen I woka, it was one of those
drizzly rainy mornings when the
panes are washed bv long streamers
g of gray rain,and the noise is like
ot the rcll played on a million two-
; ICE - Srinss psth T seotipicks. I
lar there in the semi-dark,looking

Ay pplacidly at theralarm clock, which
: R Bes ~ said three minutes to seven, and
e : g o E M o s, A andSEndt S hame’ 5620 o

it 3 =\ 1 jwork. One half of me knew I ought
: ---to get up and shut the alarm  be-

fore it rang, but the other half didn't want to.
"Brrrrraaaaaannnng!"

e

I cursed the loudness of the clok and with a quick automatic motion
leaped out of bed to shut the commotion off.

Ok sEhought: - ddidk. -
The clock stopped. But I was.still lying in bed, my side prickling
as if I'd slept on it wrong, and wearing only half a suit of p-js.

Across the room with his--his?--hand still on the clock, a man -was
~standing. He was wearing the other half of my pajama suit and as I
1ooked-fhe-—reached up and switched on the overhead light.

And even before he turned his face twword me I knew who he was.

_ Because in a queer wey I f2lt as if I was standing there with the
light on. I was standing there. ’,

"Look here. , ." I--we--yelled at once.

"Great- jumping— jee-ho-se-phat " I yipped. ]

My other self used a less decorous expresion of surprise an dismay.
"Come back here!" I yelped mournfully. Lézehuildnts - think of any-

thing else. Holy smoke! Physical schizophrenia--or simple insenity--

My other sclf reached over, his face working. "Do vo s 1o
asked inanely, and pinched me. & you mind?" he

"Ouch!™ we said together.
Lpage 21,
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"iow, look," Iipisaded, "1&t‘s goo tuge'hor Su tals

The other me grinned. "Okay," he s¢id, and obediently he moved to-
ward the bed. I rose, smoothly., Half-way we met, touched--smoothly,
and with a gentle prickling sensation in the areas of contact, we---1
melted in together and was a single individual again. I was sitting
on the edge of the bed, and although it was cold in the room, I.rga;i-
zed that my armpits were dripping cold sweat. Gee whlz{what?a hezl
of a nightmare! I wiped my forehead and shucked off my .pajamas, head-
ing decigkvely for the bathroom. I turned on the shower, full-forde
and ice-cold. That would rout the nightmare!

I hate ice-cold showers. I stood my ground, but my alter-ego didn't
have that much nerve. With a l%quid, uncanny, not unpleasant prick-
ling, "he" slid swiftly out from under. I gasped and suddenly groaned.

"What's the matter?" inquired he yith urbane politeness. He handed
me a towel with a sagcastic bow. If you'll just come out from that
very unpleasant place..." 5

"Sissy!" I growled angrily. The whole thing was nightmarish.
"tho's calling who sisy?" he snapped back.

"I'm calling me sissy--no, I mean I'm calling you sissy!"™ With eff-
ort ‘I got it straight;,

"Well, just who are you, anyway?W
"I'm Peter Bent!"
"The heck you are!" he told me. "1'm Peter Bent!"

The ridiculousness of it must have struck us both at once; suddenly
we both burst into laughter, and quickly melted together again,

I was begginning to understand. Whenever I acted like a man with
one idea, I was one person. When I started arguing with myself...

At least, I thought grimly, I'll never lack a chess partner!

I dressed slowly, pondering, My hypnosis must have been more suc-
cessful than I'd thought. On the table, my notes on "artificial schi-
zophrenia" lay where I'd left them, and with a 1long shudder I reached
out, tore them in two and dropped them into the wastebasket.

"Darn it, quit that," commanded an irritated voice, and I turned to -
see my other half trying to knot his tie. I had melted out this time,
and was carefully retrideving the destroyed papers and meticulously
pasting them together with transparent tape.

We melted together and again, weak in the knees, sat down and
shuddered. It was a long time before I was able to think again. As
sood as I could, I picked up the telephone and dialed the office.

Roz answered the phone.

nItWs Petey et ikeeaidh "Roz, tell Doc I won't be in today. I'm
sick. I'm awfully sick," I elaborated.
"Why, Pete!™ her voice was full of concern. "You souhd so funny

and snaky, you must've caught cold. You poor boy." The voice grew
very soft, almost purring,"Ill run rigt over and make sure you're ok."

"No, no--" 1 started to protest in panic. "Roz, you mustn't--"

Suddenly---and with dismay---I felt that eerie prickling. Thenh the
phene was grabbed out of my hand---or rather I wrenched the phone from

my own hand--and heard my own voice say, "That'll be wonderful, Gor-
Z2aos!"
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nI11]libe: right: over;!!said Rorg,and’
hung up.

Now I was in a fine mess. I glared
at the part of me that was hanging on
to the telephone. "Give me that thing,"
I said annoyedly. :

"T will ndt," I said to myself,
And both halves of me groaned.. '
Roz would be here in twenty minutes.:|

"Look here," I pleaded grotewquely
with myself. "We can't 1let Roz see us
like this." .

"WEll, then, come on back where you |
beléng,"said my other half amiably, and-
began to move ominously toward me,

v

Much as I wanted to be in one piece |
again, I 'didn't think I could 'stand
that melting process again . without
turhing into a gibbering, howling mani--
ac,

Evidently this one half of me was in
love with Rosalind.; But for the first
time in my life I was sure completely’
that I loved Marybeth, and nobody else, |
and this screwball extension .of me |
would have to fall into line whether he |
liked it or not.

"You can't do  that to me!" he snap- |
ped. "I love Roz, and we'fe going to
marry her!" R

Could I possibly marry both of them now? No, that was a craz?
ldea. Besides, I adjusted myself gravely, that would be bigamy,

'Well, look," said I to me sensibly, "we'll have to do something."

" "We'll have to duck out before . that woman gets here," I moaned.
She'll have me, hook-line-and-sinker, 'fore you can say schizoid."

"Look here," snapped I back, "you're talking about my girl. Shut
up or I'll punch us right in my nose!"

LG Well M the alter-cgo suggested, "why don't you go down to the off-
ics and lct me stay here and talk to Roz." He snickered slightly.
I'm not so sure I want a third party around, anyway."

"You'lre onl a hunk of me," I tol A A 0 4
pseudopod ! y €, old him wrathfully. "You=-- you

"You'll see what I am!"

We rushed at each other % th only, one thought in my two minds--a
quité naturally melted together again, 7 i 0

AR xR

I made my voice casual as I strdlled in throu )

. ‘ : . € ) gh the door. "Mornin
2?C. Morning, Marybcth. Sorry L'm:so ‘late. | T pretended to just ngi
b1ce the empty desk. "I'm not the only one, it seems, Where's Roz?"



rhet wuoeline  ins aer  1ab ccat wi i wriggles
Marybeta struggling dnze hgr 1ab coat vwith delicious wrig ;
blew > & kids ove: her skculder. “Way, she got a_telsphone call and
went out., She said you weren't coming in this morning.

"Er--ahem!" Doc Marden broke in. "Marybeth, you said--"

"Oh, yes." Marybeth came toward me, taking my hand. With a qglck
sinking in my heart I took in the large solitaire dlgmgng on hey fing-
er. "Pete, Daddy wants to hear your ideas about artlflcma} schizzy---
skizzo- whatever it is. I told him al about them and he thinks they're
just wonderful."

"Well. . ." Doc said, his ears reddening a little at the girl's en-
thusiasm, "I thought there might be something in_them. After al}, I'm
getting a new partner." He spoke with a gruff kindness. "What is all
this, Bent?"

"I felt myself prickling nervously, Frankly, I was scared.

"Oh, er---just some ideas I picked up from reading science-fiction,
Doc. I was pulling Marybeth's leg a little. I #on't guess it would
really work. . ." I ran down.

"Why, Pete,"said Marybeth mournfully. "Dagdy, he's just being shy."

I mentally groaned. Prickle, prickle, with little melting needly-
shudders chasing themselves up and down my back.

"Peter Bent." Doc Marden's voice was suddenly icy and brittle.
"What is going on? Have you taken up conjuring topicks? Or were you
under the impression that this is a public dressing room?" -

I stared about me-- and my mouth fell open.

My faded blue bajamas hung half-way about me, over and intertwined
fantastically with my grey lab coat. "Ooooh!" I yowled. I knew I was
only one person again. My other self must have sneaked wut when I wass
n't looking, gone home, got back into bed and put my pajamas on. Maybe
he'd been talking to Roz and had vanished into thin air. Heaven only
knew!T menaged a laugh, avoiding Doc's eyes. "It's nothing--I must've
forgotten to. . ." I clawed at the offending pajamas,

"Egek!Y shrieked Marybeth. I felt my arm prickle. "He's sprouting!®

My ehljging alter-ego had thoughtfully extruded one of his arms to
help me cisentangle the pajama sleeve from my coat.

Doz Marden's bushy brows began retreating to follow his hairline,
and he lcoked at his daughter' disturbed eyes. "Marybeth," he ordered
gently, "you'dtbetter go in the back office for a few minutes."

"Yos, Daddy," she squealed, and fled. As the glass door rattled
shut, [ manapgd to disentangle the arm of the p-j's. It wasn't easy,
for quite cbhviously the 1left half of the pajamas was under my lab
gecket, wiile the other side was over the smock. The pajama pants,
thank Heaven, had meterialized completely under my trousers, and tho
“hey felt iike Zong drawers at least they were invisible, and I let

well encuch alone, T was wearing two sets of elothes and that's all
there was to i,

Doc Marden watched my struggles with an éminous detachment.
"Moc-=-" I stammered. : '

That szenaod teo break the icy silence. He forgot the psychological
sppiroachy he forgot his office manners. "Now look here| Bent," he
sellowed, "“¥here is'a young lady in this office, and I won't have..,"

-+~

"Please,” I pleaded, "let me explain,

[ragc 2L]



The door opened--—and Roz
Stratton ‘walked  in., -Her eyes'’
popped. and ﬁgrﬁluscious lips
dropped - vffopen,, "Pete," she.
~ gasped. "I left you\ home in
“bed."

: “Wéll Roz V I stammered : I
felt better after ybu left ,S°
I Came Y:‘Ln« - ’c', g : o

‘"Yhat in the name of Freud
is going on?" bellowed the Docy
almost’ daneing ap’ and down -wi ﬁ
‘rage. . "Is/this.a Ps&chiatrlc

.. Dlinic or-a private lumatic. .a- . APEEERN
~ sylum? /I'1) have irou axl - com,,

“mitted! . !bu ought to bez “in. a
-, straight = jackei ail “ten’ oF,
twelve .of you! - Yesf I'11l. say-
you. left him home}. he came down . -

‘here _so fast that ‘he’ forgot to |

‘take off his. paaamas' .And what’

were you going. there, angway;

Nurse Stratton9 Answer me'“

T . turned. 11ke a trapped
rabbit ‘between thé angry doctor.

and the flabbergasted . nupses: Z; ;f3ﬂa~"
~ Just - then. a padded -cell would’ "

have weemed Heaven tome. "Dog;

let me ex°laln"R°Z-vplease--n-V‘“”>-A;:

" The problem was settled for.

- me _in the way: ‘I had subconsci- f;

ously feared ~would happen all -
~ alonz.. For the now-familiar
;vprlckllng begén---and one half .

- of'mg, clad neatly in pajamas, sﬁood meekly faclng the Doc. "Ifm sor-
vy, Doc Marden; I murmured in my approved\mllQuetoast manner--then

‘gasped in horcr,

" . For the- cher half--wearlng my lab coat and panns~-strode up to Docz';t‘

and ‘gripped-the huge réd nase ‘between my. £ingezg and tweaked it fierc-

ely. "There!" he said,: with a savage: grin. .

‘Then He strode ovbr_to

" Reg and, beénding dowm, planted a kiss on her face‘\ "There toq’"

 "Marybethi" I- yelied.

My double turned on me Savagely

Roz: screamed-—-broke away a step or. two-~~swung her stxong hand and
caught 'my “‘twin  across ‘the face .with a. resounding ‘slap.’ Then she

snatched uplher coat frpm the desk,'

my pay, .Doctor Marden' ‘I've 1eavingq4right now*" The slam of ﬁheﬂdov *‘
pun~tuated her sentence. ' And that was ‘'that. ..

MI'm resi

RN

"Keep out of this, rabbit'"

gnlng. ‘You can mail mme

Mhrybeth peeped in the door---gasped~~-then‘ suddenly she exp&oded

into the room and flung herself on me
tozether, draw1ng us near; Then -stari
enrcged parent whq seemed on the verge - vof:. a
- did it Daddy. ‘He's’ just demonstrat

soniboth of" me; pﬁlling us. close . _
g~wrde-eyed in innoecence at her
poplexy, she remarked,"He
V-3 his artificial schiz--er, are-,~

nit you Pete?"l Her hlgh-heeled llttle foot trod savagely on: my favor

rite tce, O

) ';,
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admitted I
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" higher  rate Your Mr.

"fi‘oh 1 t want *it., "
tineo\f"Glmme a $6‘rqo‘

0K, T'm sorry; sir
Moore . dld ‘not rgﬁem ;
too was: faxﬁiliar».

nIndded?" T said wearily.
Mr, Block reserve??# Fauy

s "Ah sir W replied the clerk silkily,
addition to the e%i t-dollar-mearecs:for ten dol-
- lars, “your . Mr..- 1 |
-;dollar moare's

"1'11 tak
 conversat1onh ’

"That,depends~" I;,edged* oy .
house - detect;ve’ i/Suppose the mai s; ave.

A motley crew. o’ffans had gauh ve aébutﬁthe~resfr ati 3 o
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Tired, weary, disheveled from a long day's drive, I slammed the
door on my rcom, flang 8he suitcase into a far corner (where 1% proxrp=
tly burst open and spilled my cargo of dirty books), strippad and
jumped into the tub. Three waterbugs, a centipede and a dozing tell-
boy jumped cut. Coaxing water from the faucet drip by Bloch, I waited
until there was a full inch covering the bottom and then Jay back to
soak in luxury. This was to be my only moment of peace and conteint-
ment in sweltering, hurly-burly New Orleans.

There came a sound at the door, the peculiar kind of half-hearted
knock that could only be caused by a timid fan getti ng up nerve to
kitk the door in., I groaned and realized the same old routine had be-
gun. Stepping out of the tup I reached for my pants, paused, and
dropped them again,knowing it would be the same bunch--Bioch, Korshak,
Eshbvach, Evans---wantirg to start a poker game. I wrapped a towel a-
round my middle, began searching fivzic lugpage for a deck of cards, and
yelled a bored invitation to entor.

Three strangers trooved in, wearing abashed grins: A girl and tw
men. The girl looked as if she were desperately searching for better
company than the two characters sraileng. 1 silently sympathized, and
stared at the trio, the meanwhile dripping soap and water on the rug.
The two gentlemen stared at the twwel and giggled, while the girl
looked at the puddle cn the rug.

"Hello,%:one. character. said:

"Hello," another character said.

"Hello," tine girl .echeed.

Sadly, I shook my head. The same old worn out greetings.
"We're faaaans,™ the tallest character announced proudly.
"The hell you sayi™ I shet back, . -astounded,

"Yep." He was wearing a whit t-shirt on which had been printed ,
I AM SHELBY VICK. Turning to face me, he asked, "Know who I am?"

I gagsed at the t-shirt. "Bela Lugosi?"

He wagegled his head, vaguely disappointed.

"Richard Shaver," I guessed again. "Claude Degler, Ray Palmer?"

"I am Sheiby Vick!" he exclaimed, in loud ringing tones.

"The hell you say!" I shot back, astounded.

I-am-~Shelby-Vick then flicked a finger at his two conspirators.
"You know Lee¢ Hoffwan, of course?"

Of course. i threw a bored glance at the r«maining fharacter an
yawned, "Helilo, Lee."

"No, noi' contradicted I-am-Shelby-Vick., "Not him--HERI"

- Mustering what dignity I retained. I pi:ked up my towel from the
floor and stalked into thc bathroom, flanging shut the door.
ke

Knowing full well the morotonous proceedings that would be under
way, still I wandered down to the con hall later to let mysclf be scen
and adinired by the younger element. Fighting my way thru a flying
cloud of paper airplaines,l sturibled cver the same old crap game Bloch
Korsnak, Usnbach and Evaens were conducting on the platform behind the
gpeaker’'s mike. Decliring the inevitable but insincere invitation to

Jein, I picked a procaricus path through a mass of whirling beanies,
and tugged at the chairman's sleeve. ' ' :
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waterbu.es

Our Mr. Moore looked dovm at me. "Whatinthehelldoyouwant?"
"You'd better do something about them," I suggested mildly.
"Aboutwhodamnit?" S

"A couple of chracsétrs up in my room. They fainted."
"Whatinthehellareyoutalkingabout?" he wanted to know,

I explained patiently. "A pair of chracters have fainped,up in
my room. Perhaps you'd better send up a bell-boy, or something."

#iTohellwiththem,” he answered pleasantly. "I'vegotmyowntroubles.
Thishereconventionhasgottastartrightnow,"”

I said all right, meekly though tiredly, and sat down with Lee,
Our Mr., Moore approached the microphone, stumbled over §he crap-shoot-
ers, and loudly suggestcd the floor come to order. Wiping off the si-~
multaneous charges of half-a-dozen water pistols and neatly side-step-
ping a fireball from a Roman candle, he opened the con. The opening
was the same old grind. He announced in a  bored voice that the con-
clave had grossed a bit over $4,000, had paid all debts amourt ing to a
hundred-odd dollars, and that the balance would be used to pay train
fare for destitute fans. After everyone present had put in their claima
and received their share, he closed the convention for another ye!ﬂ@'
We all left the hall and troopéd back to our various rooms to condlct
the annual business sessions.

Wearily knocking on the first closed door I found; I entered, to
sit back and listen to the same old arguments--by Bloch, Korshak, Esh-
bach and Evans---ae to where nex®year's con should be held. No one
present in the room really wanted it, and the unholy quartet had the
very devil of a time forcing it down the throat of a young, unidenti-
fied fan sitting off 'in the corner. Later, no one could recall who
the stranger was or where he came from, so there still remains a small
doubt as to where the '52 meeting will be. Popular opinion--that is,
Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach, Evans-held t'at the stranger would eventually
betray himself when he began ‘selling memberships, and that it would
only be necessary to read the postmark on his letters to discover the
name of the next convention city.

Rapidly tiring of this dull conversation, Leeh and I left to wan-
der along the corridor in search of another session. From behind a
partly closed door came the sound of rockets zooming, accompanied by
music in the background. Yawning, I remembered my manners in time to
ask her if she wished to se¢ the preview movie, THE DAY THE EARTH COL-
LIDED, and conducted her inside a dark, smoky room., Pushing aside
several enthusiastic fans---Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach, Evans---we made
room on the floor and sat. I promptly fell asleep, but she told me
later it had been an extremely interesting picture showing the peril s
of the first space flight---something about a millionaire playboy and
his three buddies---Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach, Evar s--building their own
rocketship after the governor of ITowa turned dowvn a fantastic requei%*

that his state build it. The governor of course wes in the pay of &
dictator on the approaching planet. X

Finishing and launching the ship just in time to avoid a tidal
wave sweeping down on them from the New York City reservoir, the four
playboys land én the Iowa Capitol's big ball diamond and demand that
nearby Missouri be annexed to thevstate. The gov. refuses, being in
the pay of the Missouri legislature, and a huge tidal wave sweeps him

off the capitol steps just as the menacing robot from the invading
Planet lands in a flying waucer.
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. i that
Lee admits to being a trifle hazy as to what happened after .
but inethe end four strangers from Mars---Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach, Ev-

ans--arrive in time to save Iowa's corn.

Tired teyond caring, dazed, bored to death by 1t all, I allowed
myself to beggragged intg'still another room where the guest of nonor
and several noted speakers---Bloch, Korshak, Esbacht‘Evansf—we:e giv:
ing out the same tired' old phrases on the glory of science-fiection,
the glory of s-f fandom, the glory of s-f magazines and the glory of
g-f books. As they finished speaking, their assistants rushed about
the room, hawking the wares of these publishers and writers. With a
bored yawn I watched one rebellious fan asking if this were a_FAN or a
HUCKSTER convention. Rather fascinated, Lee wondered if this were a
common occurrence and I assured her it was. Stretghing bggk into my
memory banks, T told the tale of a dreadful day in Cincinnati when
some sixteen such upstarts were dipped in oil, feathered, and then
tied to the coat-tails of sixteen wild bell-boys who were sent running
pell-mell thru the lobby. These revolting sixteen, it seems, made the
mistake of getting up a petition to exclude pros from all future cons.
It was a sad, memorable day.

"What are ‘pros'?" she wanted to know.

nSssssshhHH!" I whispered. "They're sensitive."
"But what are they?"

nSuper fans," I explained. "Responsible people who have outgrown
the beanie and watergun stage, outstanding adults with unimpeachable
reputations who are saving fandom from itself, preventing it from be-
coming ingrown. By means of books and dollars, these superfen provide
fandom with something to think about, other than themselves."

‘She gave that considerable thought. "I see a flaw," she said at
last, "a flaw in that line of reasoning."

I gave her my tired attention., "What?"
"Us ordinary fans can't read."

The remaining days of the con were the usually sorry mess. Again
and again I chided myself for coming, for wusing valuable time that
could have been spent more profitably elsewhere. Late one evening I
briefly thought I had discovered something worthwhile, something to
make up to myself the time wasted. Avoiding the elevator because mobs
of young fahs---led by Bloch, Korshak, Eshbach, Evans---had taken over
the machine, tossed out the operator and were joyriding up and down, I
was climbing the stairs to the seventh wen a combination giggle-titter
reached my ears, Pausing instantly, senses alert, 1 espied the loca-
tion of the sound and cause. Someone had a home-movie machine and was
projecting family pictures in a darkened room. Half-alerted to this
possible saving diversion, I stood on the doorknob and peeped thru the

transom---only t@ have my fondest hopes dashed., I'd seen it before at
the last Legion stag.

Unlocking the door to my room, I was mildly astonished to find
two characters stretched out on the rug in a dead faint. They seemed
familiar, so rather than chuck them out the window I called the house-
dick, whose joy, upon finding them, knew no bounds. It seems the
blacked out twain were I - am - Shelby - Vick and Paul Cox,who had ben
missing three days; the house feared they had skipped without paying.
He congratulated me on the discovery, saying the manager would give
a raise for this, After he 1left I locked the door, stepped over the
fans on the rug and went to bed. It had all been so tiring.



Leonard Gleicher is going the way of the dgdg Taylor into the RAF
soon---should be in when most of you get thish. However, thier column
will most likely continue---it's not in thissue because I don't know
quite where I'd put it. It will be in the Annish (Leo has a rather
good report of a gession with Dianetics that he and a coupde of other
fans went through). '

"Anybody want a boiled waffle?"

Might as well mention the cost of the Annish right hereabouts.
We all know about Vorzimer's cheap little system of charging g¥gzypggy
extra for his Annish. Now, it's not up to me to condemn Pete for
that. It's his fanzine., If he honestly thinks he can offset the cost
of it with such a method, it's all right by me,

But my Annish, in October, is not going to be any 100 pages==-nor
is it going to cost anybody anything extra. 70 pages will it have, &
you can get it by just sitting back and waiting. It will come to you
just like any other issue---if you sub it will cost you what one issue
ordinarily costs you;if we trade I'll send it in exchange for one 1ish -
of your fanzine; if you're a contributor to the annish you willget it
as your first contribubor's copy--but if you are a contributor to this
issue you will pot get the Annish as your second cont's copy. Tha ¢
will be the Jan.55 number., That's the only stipulation.,

"Doctor, I'm interested in rabbits,"

Marion Zimmer Bradley replied to my request for permission to re-
print SAID I TO MYSELF in the affirmative--much to m{ surprise and re-
lief. For in my second issue I reprinted ADVENTURE IN CHARIN without
her permission---and I'd heard from Bob Briney that she was mad as a
wet pulpzine at me about it. But she told me the hatchet was buried--
in the skullof a non-fan who' had onec printéd one of her stories in
an amateur zine bBnd had gotten her drug into court along with him af-
ter it turned out hiz zine-also contained obscene material. You can
see why this would affect her--she was sixteen at the time and it hurt
a lot, Nice gal, really--even if she is a filthy pro.

n,..but marijuana doesn't rhymel’"

This editorial is sort of taking the place of the letter section
because I didn't gbt enough letters, This past month and a half has
just been for the birds in the way of mail in re FANsm,
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"I've seen a weeping willow»~bﬁt does a beach ball?"
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Larry Balint moved to 3912 Brayton, Long Beach 7, and plans teo
have a new issue of FANTASTA---under a new name, DEMENTIA---out soon.
He just got a job, so his money worries are taken care of and he'll be
at the convention in Frisco for sure,

(seeded shoulders!)

SHANGRI-LA has always been one of the best--everybody knows that,
But now Peter Vorzimer is editing the next issue---and nobody has con-
tributed any matcrial, The LASFSans are actually begging everybody
for something, I was ambushed June 10, and practically forced to write
some fiction for them. For the sake of Ackerman, will everyone send
something in the way of material---preverably humorous--to Pete Vorzi-
mer, 1311 N, Laurel, W. Hollywood 46, California.
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' ..you subseribed; thish is your
last yes no.
sample copy; subscription or
trade requested. »
you paid a dime for a singl@.

we trade.

something reprinted from your

zine is din thish, : I

X something you wrote or drew is
reprinted herein. gt
some new material of yours is
in thish. AN
the above checked holds true
for last ish, and this is your
second and final cont's copy.

X international gobd will,

there is no reason; maybe I
Just like to write your address.

you edit BREVIZINE and I feel
sorry for you.

' o - - - - o o e o e S . o M [ .

Send some money or a fanzine in trade
or some material to Dale R, Smith,
3001 Kyle Ave., Minneapolis 22, Minn.,
and receive TRIODE, the new inter-
national fanzine., TRIODE is edited

by The Triode, Terry Jeeves, Eric S
Benteliffe, Eric Jones, at Bentcliffe's
home, 47 Alldis St., Great Moor,
Stockport, Cheshire (like in cat),
ENGLAND. If you remember SPACE-

TIMES, one of the best newszines,
you'll look forward to this. . 10¢

per, $1.00 for 12. Lo
——————————————————————————————————— & =D
. [=Raal
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Fantastic Fact: Did anyone else B )
‘notice Sam Mines' reprinting of THE P o
INVINCIBLE MIDGE in FANTASTIC STORY —IS8%
MAGAZINE after Merwin had reprinted gM©@ 4
it in WONDER STORY ANNUAL before he 6 o™ &
left? % S

"...yes, Harvey, I heard from Bert
Satz that he's ignoring all votes
for FANtastic Story Mag,"

"He gave me this bottle marked XENO
and said it was a cure-all,"

-~ Bob Tucker
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