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TG Lo YERKE 8

LONG STREAKS of cloud drifted silently across the brignt summer moon, whlle the
silver lines .of breakers washed over the sands of a gently rising beach. The silver
tones of the waves and sand were etched sharply against the black of the vast, roll-
ing Pacific and the ragged shadows of sagebrusa on the deserted California ghore=-
line, The beach rose calmly and smoothly,disappearing into "the clustering sagebrush
from which, several hundred. yards inland, the Dome rose sharply against the sky.

It had once been an observatory, but now it housed a great squatting wechanism
that swallowed up most of the interior,. Near the top a young man in uniform, his
head covered by earphones, sat cradled among girders and huddled over gently glowing
dialse His tense body crouched forward on his precarious seat as his wan face wat-
ched the pointers and lights before him,

Below him was shadowy darkness, plunging down through the morass of girders and
wires to a large platform, on which stood an instrument board with a lighted square
of translucent glass panel that stood out unnaturally bright in the cloistored

gloom, around it were silhouetted three figures--two in officers' uniforms and one’
in a laboratory smock--that stood still and gazed as if hypnotized, )

Near the upper right of the glowing panel was a black square with red hair
lines. crossing the center, Spread with sceming casualness over the rest of the glass
were faint groen eddy-lines. Near the center a bright red dot was slowly mov1ng
toward the squars,

0ld Foster, the sesated wivilian in the swock, leaned forward, his high forehead
tovered with nervous sweat and his blue eyes, h;rd and grim, A buzzing suddenly
started behind tiae board, 0ld Foster's hand moved deftly in the half-light and push=-
¢d some buttons highor up on the instrument case., The buzzing stopped, and Géneral
Paul Renault; the taller of the uniformed men, relsesed a slow, drawa breath,

Then a tlcklng started up somewhere, coming from nowhere. Tick, tick, tick.s..
o strange unclocklike ticking, harsh and muted, that accelerated and despencd in
tone, tick tick tock tock tock, .

- Lieutenant Boyd, the smaller officer, nervously jerked his heoad up to stare at
the man near the top of the dome, who simultancously moved a dial. The ticking stap-
ped, and after a sccond or two the officer lowered his gaze to the lighted panel,

Slowly the soft hum of the vast mechanism tnat clustered around them was be-
coming audible. It secmed to roar powerrrr powerrrrr powcrrrrhrrrrhrrrh....idsanwnile
the red dot progressed slowly but perceptibly, occasiounally wavering a trifle, but
cantinuing toward the etched square. -5

"Mirch longer, John?" asked the Guneral.

Old Foster didn't look up but just wafechad the dot and pushed buttons whenaver'
a buzzing started. His blue eyes never winked, Finally he spoke tonelessly: "It has
been thirty years, Paul. And now you fret over an hour or so,... Has it passed mid=—
night, Licutenant?"

The Lloutenant, shadowy and tense in the glow from the panel, looked snarply up
at o wall-clock half visible above the boards "12:06, Sir; August 24th now,"

Tick tick tick tock tock tock tock--

"Oh, stop it," the General sputtered testily.

"Mmmmmmph," the man in tihe girders muttered down, and pushsd things,

“August 24th,'" 0ld Foster murmured, "August 24th, 1972,"

The date c;lled up memories to these-men, memories of that same night thlrty
yparg before--the night thé Jjapanese releaséd tneir flying wings over Seattle, San
Francisco, Los Anéelbs, and Sau Diego simultaneously....the night the assault on Aus-
tralia and India began, to end three wecks later,

Tas night also, that the young chemist John Foster would have married Florence

(nsxt page)
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Knight, had the bomb missed the church on 8th Street--the night John would have died
with her had not the blackout detained him, . 5

And then whirrrr whirrrr into hell and horror for thirty years. First the Jap-
anese, with superior planes and science and incredible fanatacism, got Australia and .
India and sume of Biberia. Then the Allies desperately pushed the reconquest - of
Europe, only to lose more men and supplies against tne stubbornly retreating Nazis
than the latter had in Russia, and to find that the long-=pramised massacres and des-
truction wreaked by the Germans made the reconquered territories a barren waste,

And whirrr whirrr into the grim reality of defeat after defeat, with you and
your friends all gone into the army and millions fighting and dying  ‘in burning.oil-
covered waters or smoking tanks, and your life, your hopes, your little plans, all
gwept into the huge maelstrom, :

" And the White Man, proud and smug, was gutted ahd beaten and shamed by the Jap=~
anese, And three decades of twelve-hour-a-day labor, with all lost out of life, and
everything half-halting in an unsure stalemate while Western gcience finally caught
up, with only the America's relatively inviolate, .

And this crashing, spinning kaleidoscope all fuuneled douwn into the silence and
onlmness of a cloudy California night with a languid wind playing through the obsesr-
vatory slit, and soft crowned breakers dashing onto a humid shore.

For a momert 61d Foster thought of bygone days of Ford V-8's, and silly things
like jitter-bugging and Jack Benny, and a song he racalled, "Who iouldn't Love You,"
and kids singing‘sqngs along the Coast Highway, and a certain night with a hazy moon
over the palisades, aad an old wreck of a Nash and a drive-in and college songs.

And then a bell started to clang ding clang ding clang ding ding, and all he
could see was that cold white panel and the red dot and the hard, grim tenseness of
a world behind blood-zoaked barricedes.

"What--'" General Rcnault grated,

0ld Foster pushed another button,

*“f*o chesking, 3ir," s&id the man above them in the girders.

The breeze ceme up & bit and carried the salt tang into -the Dome.

Clang ding clang ding clang ding ding-- ,

. Dld Foster grew nervous and tense and almost lay on the panel, so close did he
bend, as he pressed more buttons and stepped on some pedal levers. The red dot cros-
ged over a green eddy-mark, and the dinging ceased.

For an hour it continued toward the etched square, -

Silently a staff car slipped up to the Bome, and several more officers entered
through the slit and stood around at a respectful distance. Then the dot crossed the
square, and a blue lignt at the top of the mechanism went onu.

General Paul Renault put a heavy hand on 0ld Foster's back. He looked out of
the slit et the mouochrome and the tense, silent world beyond., His misting eyes saw
his men, his boys, whom he had directed around the world and seen killed and maimed,
and his 1ife, his race, with its best and its loved lying at its fuvet fighting grim-
ly with a dark future.

' "The beam is checking properly, sir," said the control man at the top of the
Dome. ; :

"~ "Watch the intensity dials," 014 Foster chanted. '

Beep, beep, beep! guaint and out of place from somewhere in the girders,

The red dot slowly sat on the hairlines within the etched square, and then it
was &@ the center,

0ld Foster's hand tightened on a white button., The instrument panel was sudden-
ly dark. 3 ' :
General Paul Renault lifted his eyes to the ragged clouds that streaked across
the California sky. ;

"Gentlemen," he said with difficulty, “the war is over.," -

For several seconds the Dome was utterly silent, save £ef the safé skisper of
the wind in the observatory aperture and the wash of the eternal ocean across the

sands.
o()o
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REVIEWING A brace of books dealing with ye ianfiltration of ye cunning enemy in-
to our fair land, and how we dealt with them in ways expected.

Grosset & Dunlap have published a 50£ edition, with jacket, of Hendrik willem
van Loon's INVASION (first published by Harcourt in 1940); ‘a short book describing
the author's experiences that fateful day the fifth columaists,soldiers, sailors, and
airmen of the Rhineland "took over" New York, New England, and various ialand and
Gulfport cities. They didn't keep their new-won prizes 1long but that is beside the
point,

Van Loon, as doss the second author in the work reviewsd below, writes from the
standpoint of a person actually facing these thlngs--flrst person siagular, with hiw-
self, van Loon, the leading character. This is a dramatic, punchy way of telling an
exciting narrative; and haviag a weakness as we do for autobiographies, especially
newspapermen's and war diarys, it reads to us as if it actually happened. Which is
what the author desires.

The author departs from New York City one sultry suamer afteraoon after a dis-
heartening round of publishers and newspaper syndicates. As one who has scewn his na-
tive Holland fall to the Nazis via the agency of fifth columnists and national unpre-
paredness, he attempts to warn America of these same shortcomiungs within herself; but
Americe in the summer of 1940 isn't interested. Hitler has assured us that he uas no
designs upon the western hemisphere, We're isolated by a big ocean.

At home that evening (in Connecticutt) he notices a gipautic red glare over ais-
_tant New York, finds that all metropolitan radio stations are off the air, telegraph-

ic communications dead and only local telephone service available. He receives a
friendly warniag to leave home und not to take time to pack his toothbrush, inasiucn
as a carload of gun-toting strangers are heading his way with homicidal inteats. His
writings and warnings, it seems, received a deaf ear in America, but they certaiuly
roceived attention in tdermany. The Nazis are offshore, the fifth coluamnists are ri-
ding, and he is their first target.

He sends his family packing to friends in Vermont, and with his sou makes a get-
away in an old Ford after an oncounter with two carloads of gunmen and a wachine gua,
He makes his way to an upstate newspaper office where a somswnat incoherent story. of
the night's events is patched together from short wave radio accounts.

New York City was, of course, thoroughly sabotaged. "Swedisn" and "Portuguese"
ships in the harbor spewed forth lazi troops, who seized trucks and sped through tae
city macnine-gunning indiscriminately, Bridges were blown up, the tunnels blocked,
and idanhattan Islanders found thewselves marooned on the island, at tne wmercy of the
Nazis., Planes from the south bombed the gulf cities, while others from the nortaneast
bombed Detroit, akron, and Canadian points. Parachutists land in New Englaud and es-
tablish themselves in sturdy farmhouses.

A1l in =ll, the eiemy field day lasts about 48 hours or a trifle loager, before
the regular army troops land at the Battery and work their way uptown; and before the
loyal Vermonters lay a trap for parachuters and pick them off as they desceund--by the
hundreds.,

Not a fantastic book, but thoroughly recommended reading.

Tiffany Thayer's THE GREEK, publisied by Charles & Albert Boni, 1931.
(Next page)
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I recently read a review of another Thayer book in Leprechaun. The reviswsr
said that book was '"the damndest book" you could over wxpect to read. I suggest he
read this one. Althoughy for that watter, almost any Thayer book is apt to be tie
damndest thing you've evoer read, Like Thorne Smith he never fails to sve tne hypo-
crisy in people and bring it to the surface in a most uaflattering, if humorous
light. :

" Briefly, in this tome, Thayer, his wife, and King Paros of Greece take over the
United States and make Paros Emperor of America and Greece, Thayer's wife divorces
Thayer, marries Paros, and becomes Empress. More fun, witih a graia of salt and
the tongue thrust in the cheek. ' -

Thayer and his wife meet Paros in Paris and becowe firm friends. Tiiey leari
that Paros is really heir to the throne of now-republican Greece, Quite naturally
there is a plot afoot to restore the throne and Paros. The two Thayers join whole-
heartedly and enthusiastically in the plan. Meanwhile, Wrs. Thayer divorces Mr.
Thayer and goes on the make for the king-to-be. It develops tihat he cawnot warry
her becausc a Grecian girl has been chosen for him as soon as hs mouats the tarone.
And Thayer refuses to re-marry her.

On the ecve of the rovolution Paros and the Thayers go to aAmerica so tuat Paros
way study an industrial econoamy, with a view towards instituting several awerican
~ ideas and ideals in the New Greece., While here, Thayer has The Great Idea. awerica,
under Herbert Hoover, is a stinking wess. But--Auerica under Kiang Paros and ais
right-haid wan Tiffany Thayer would be a helluva swell country to 1live in? * aad ‘so
it goes.

Thayer lines up the Greeks and Grevian socioties in America to do the dirty
work, along with the various wan-on-the-street orgaunizations,labor unions,criminals,
and bowery bums. Comes the revolution, pal, and they will have tae run of the coua-
try. And so, one day, Washington awakens to find it is surrounded by thousands of
strange troops in a new Auerican army uniform: In all large eustcouast cities Greek
warships are lying at anchor flying the Awerican flag--but wiun their guus  trained
on the town. A delegation calls on Hoover, acquaints hiu with the situation and
deuands that he surrender the United States to King Paros of Greecce. (That republic
has been overthrown and Paros uade King, meanwhile.) Hoover, fianding the cards are
stacked against hiw, gives in. Paroe announces hiugelf Euperor of 4Aaerica and
Greeces.

Thayer is appointed Attorney General, among several other cabinet posta. He
wants to institute in America the "Age of Reason". Everytning unreasonable must go.
And he reasons, wisely, that to capture and hold public opinion the new Emsdror must
get in there and pitch some good ones. Accordingly, he begins laying down new laws
. to win the support of the people; all laws of course complying with the Age of

Reason. And these are his laws: : :

He: Repsals prohibition.

Glemps a prohibition on books, thus causing them to be bootlegged, tius ma-
king all publishers rich, which was the real end in view.

Legalizes and licenses prostitution, as well as all gambling,

Places military guard over all races, fights, and wrestling matches to in-
sure honesty in every way.

Adopts a thirteen-month calendars.

Closes all gtock exchanges and the passport depts.

Frees all “Tom Mooneys" and questionable prison cases.

Substitutes condemned prisoners for guinea pigs.

Gives every adult male the rignt to commit three murders during his life-
time, without fear of re¢tribution by law.

Gives every adult female the right to commit one murder ecach leap year.

Farbids all advortising; tears down billboards.

Abclishes Mother's Day and fines the candy & flower industries ten williom
dollars each for inventing it,

Declares open season on tap dancers and hoofors; the murder of same not to
count as one of your thres "legal" murdsrs. (Continued on page 10)
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BY (Pl D0UE BLAKELY

OH, BROTHER, this is the Ah-me, Before this goes any further, let it be said
that this "Take a break, youse guys!" is one of the few welcome sounds we hear. It's
the call for a ten-minute time-out period; a smoke, a chance to paYk your  weary
bones and beat your gums with another G-I, So, take a break, youse guys. 2

Reader, you will undoubtedly fall into one of three classifications: You're
either exempt from the draft because of age of some physical trait, or you're think-
ing that some time, in the rather too-near future,you're going to trade your civvies
for kheki, or else you're in it, If you're in the first classification, read on and
find out what it's like on this side of the fence., -In case you fall into the second
classification, let +this writer give you some idea of what you're in for, and how
being in the service is going to affect your stetus as 'a fan.

If you publish a mag, you might as well forget it. There might be a rare ia-
stance where you'd be an office worker with a mimeo machine handy, and cnough spare
time to get the thing out, but the chances are very strong against it. There are too
many details, such as procuring the proper paper, which is going to be mighty diffi-
cult if you're stationed in some rumote place, and you'll find that the Army loves
remote places. Your training isn't going to last long enough for you to got the ma=
chinery of production into ‘efficient operation. You are going to run into plenty of
trouble if you try to keep up with your mag, 8o you might as well cover up your
typewriter and mimeo machine for the duration, and kiss your collection goodbye. Be-
cause your little brother is bound to get into it sooner or later, aud if he doesn't
your mother will turn your mags into the scrap drive. You can't win.

But if you're just average Joe Phannj a nice, likeable guy with no homicidal or
editorial traits,the Army isn't going to stop you from reading all tile pros and hams
you want. The big rub here is that you can't save 'em, For some reason, we have a
place for everything, and everything goes into its placse, and there just isa% any
place for a big stack of magazines. Or even a little stack of magazines. So you'll
have to buy 'em,read 'em, and toss 'em into the nearest G-I can with a sob of neart-
rending anguish. Your only consolation is the syupathy of tne civilian fans, but on
occasion this’ will become a hollow triumph, because you know that at the moment you
are tossing away the latest UNKNOWN, some fan back home is gloating over hnis huge
collection,. ° :

0of course, even in this magazine-rack-to-you-to-G-iI-can system,it is far better
to have read and tossed away than not to have read at all. After you throw your
ninth or tenth magazime away it won't bother you so much, In case it does, we might
suggest that you sneak down to the orderly room some night and deposit a few pro
mags on the magazine table, After that, keep an eye on things, if you can, Sooner
or later, some guy will pick one up, attracted by a monster on the cover, and -if
enough guys pick up enough magazines, you may either discover a fellow fan, or you
might be the guiding factor in getting someone started on the road to ruin and cor-
ruption,

That's what we did, hoping to discover another fan; but so far, it's been - no
soap. The guys will pick up the mags, gawp at the cover a while, aad skim through
it in a dazed fashion, and out of pure curiosity, sit down and Tread a story., This
writer feels fairly safe in saying that he has started three or four G-I's as fairly
constant readers, but lacking the background of civilian Joe Phann, they probably
won't turn into drooling enthusiasts.

One of the best things about fandom is +the mutual exchange of banter whea a
gang of fans get together, And that's one thing the dog-fan misses. T9 be trutnful,
this writer has been in the army about a year, has been in four different camps, and
has yet to find a real fan among the soldiers. So you have a good chance of not
finding anyone with whom you can exchange the ideas and chatter which are dear to
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the fantasy enthusiast, - 1

Your alternative is correspondence with civilian fans, and the readlng of =all
the fanmags you can get ahold of. Harry Warner, Jr. (Bless his sweet name) is bus-
ily engaged in sending out bundles of fanmags to fans in the service, and as long as
Harry's facilities (i.e., dough) hold out, let him know you're in the service, and
you'll receive a ‘pack of mags every month, And until it happens to you, you won't
know what it's like to take a break, relax on your squeak pad and delve into a pile
of new fan-mags,

The average. Army Post Exchange dotes heavily on the Army gag-mags, Westerns,
love stories, detective, and picture mags, but doesn't seem to lean heavily on the
fantasy side, The PX at this post stocks--ycah, that's right--imazing, None other,
And if you're in one of<“those deserts or .swamps, miles from a newsstand, you'rc up a
stump of no mean proportions, You can have some fan send you the current issuus,but
as a general rule, you ‘will be able to find a newsstand with a bit of scouting,

The Army does things to.you., . This scribe, among othcer things, put on consider-
able weight. In case you have been thinking that this weight angle is some recruit-
ing officer's propoganda, forget it. You'll get so dumned mad at your sorgeants and
corporals that you'll grind your teoth down to a nub, but it's all part of their
devilish scheme, A man will fight anybody if he's mad enough, and so tiey get you
mad., But you won't change in your attitude toward fantasy fictiou,

In case you get in the scrap,remember that amoung other things, you'll be fight-
ing for things that Adolf and Hirohito don't understand at all, And a small part of

this free ‘country is your trip down to the mag shop for ¥our quota of fantasy fic-
tion, It has its faults, fantasy fiction has, but at leoast you won't be barred from

reading it because it hasn't been passed by the Gestapo, Aid if you read about a
super=-race, you can be sure it won't be the aryans, Hoeil Ackeruan:

====000=-==~
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RECOMMENDED READING-- (Continued from page 8)

Abolishes all rape laws,

Taxes churches and invites heads of all foreign countries to kill at once
all missionaries inside their boundaries.

Lines up beofore firing squads the insane, aged, and paupers,

All civic and municipal ceisorship bodiss dissolved, and owners of obscens
movies, books, etc., invited to trot them out for display.

Burleggue queens instructed to strip all the way,

National Parks and the entire State of Texas given back to the Indians
with the right to massacre 211 tourists found in their reach,

uMarathon daancing aind narcotics cncouragod.

Vife-beating laws repsaled.
; Any man or woman with a claim to reasouwablc proficiency in  the Arts .is
exempt from any zud all laws,

All speed laws repealed and motorists invited to go the llmlt, with a wur-
ping to pedestrians to look out fur theuselves,

Restores chattel slavery to the South, with an auction block in every vil-
lage,.

3 Abolishes monogamy and permits harvms, (He takes scveral Hollywood quechs

for himself.,)

--And in the book the author leaves several pages blank for the reader to
write in his own lawg-=-=~

For this was the Age of Reasons

-~==000~===
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By CORDON. BICKSON

FAN SCRATCHINGS has appeared in the MFS Bulletin twice before this column was
written, but since this is the first time it has appeared in Fantasite, I intend to
take advantage of the opportunity to get a few things straight right from the start.
In the first place, I don't write the column, we do, if you catch my drift, and I
never discuss what we choose to write, I prefer this to working under a pseudonyim,
Furthermore, we have our little privileges with regard to spelling and graummar and
intend to exercise them to their fullest extent. We reserve tne rignt to be preju-
diced and refuse to treat with confidence or discretion anything addressed to us, . If
there is something you have been aching to tell fandom, but have Dbeen afraid . of
stepping on someone else's toes, send us the news, We'll print it--with our own
comments. We're not afraid of popular opinion and we're not afraid of you. If you
sign your letters with your real name,or if we can possibly find out your real name,
"we'll print that if we feel like it, too. Now to work.

To begin with,we have been told that Arden Benson's nickname is spelled B-u=n~s
(short for Bunsen burner). We, however, have always thought of it as Buace, ginee
that ia the way it is pronounced. After thinking it over we have decided we prefer
Bunce and shall continue to spell it that way honceforward in this column, We do not
like Reymond Washington ever gsince he presumed to doubt my identity and even
worse, stated openly that I was a pseudonym for Gergen. Since R. W. has never seen
fit to retract his statement he may consider himself at open war fare with us,

Speaking of Gergen reminds us that we have heard that he buys back numbers of
Astoundings and nover reads them, Too bad we can't remember tne naue of our infor=-
mant, We consider the ' ) last meeting of the WKFS at
Sam Russell's house a brawl. The uext meeting is
at the Y and it boetter be purely sciencefictional., It
scems to us that the MFS and fandom in general all ov=
er the country is throwing itself around in a burst of
feverish activity--moments of great enthusiasm alterna-
ting with moments of com- plete disgust--like a candle
gputtering before going out altogether. In the name
of Cyrano de Bergerac's first rocket belt, why can't
fandom cut down to a war basis instead of trying to
make history with new org- anizations and reorganiza-
tions of old organizations ;, at a time when there's +oo
much history  being made already., If this keeps up,
we foresee a complete extinction soon of fandom as it is now and the old fans coming
back after the war to a new and different fandom to which all the old meinbers are
strangers and vice versa.

But we wander, To get back to the present, we are thoroughly enraged at all
members who complain that they haven't got TIME to do this or that. We wish.%to-
point out that this is a disease exclusively confined to members of a year or uore's
standing. New, uncorrupted members nsver spout the phrase. Look at 3heldon Araas,
our newest addition. Shel works eight hours out of twenty-four cu the graveyard
ahift and carries twenty credits in engineering at the U, In addition 1o this he
menages to read all the pro mags and since becoming a member has caugh? up with
nearly all the fan mags in the files of various mewbers. Moreover he makes the meet-~
ings and a good share of the inforual fangabs in between msetings. 3kel has never,
+o our knowledge been known to tell anyone that he hadn't time to 4o this or that.,
Objeet, Leason No. 1 to fans in general. (Next page)
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M- . Spaceways' sudden disappearance was a bouwbshell.
4 \‘bﬁgg:fggﬁﬁ“” We never admit to anytning, but it has been whispered
N L\gl N SES, v that a guy who had an uncle who knew a man whose friend
3 §N < 3y 00 tested telephone lines said that the friend who tested
telephone lines said that he had overheard someone tell
somebody else that we were as surprised as anyone else
and all burned up -because now we would not know what
kind of comments we got on the "If I Werewolf" instal-
mernt ‘we and: Sam HRussell wrote for the last issue of the

~ now defunct mag. (e are pot modest:)

. . k- By the way, Tucker has been impious enough to pro-
\\\/*§ : W v ‘test ‘about the WFS phoning his wife long distance at
DI i S22 fid " 10330 in the evening when he was away from home. e do

not remember, offhand, exactly what it was he said, but it was "impious, We and Bunce
missed the Michicon by hours when the WMFS buggy took off without us and, after hear-
ing about the Con. for weeks, have decided to hold a Midwest Conference of our own
. in New Orleans sometime soon, Ollie, kanse, Phil, and Sam are not invited, Art
Osterlund has done a beautiful picture for the cover of the next Tycho--in black and
white--so if the next cover of Tycho comes out in pink and green,. you will at least
‘be able to imagine what it might have looked like., Chuck Albertson showed up at the
last meeting in .an overcoat and domino mask and nobody recognized him for over twen-
ty minutes--he's been absent from meetings so darn long. ' g

yiomo-to Phil--we want a picture of a fan with a silly grin on his face scratca=
ing his back on a post at the top of this column, We want to sve Things To Come
again and are prepared to go to desperate lengths if we don't get soms coopevration
from the rost of you snaps. ifemo to Rod allen=-~Phil tells us you droppecd into Has-
tings the other Sunday--sorry I missed you. '

' e hear that Dale Rostomily has a bookstore-keeper who is about to forvclose on
some mags R. took out on credit, WMemo to bookstore-keeper: No S8 ( )" %) (&g s o 2
is going to foreclose on the two mags ¥e bought from R. at a recent auction, Dear
Bunce: I am still waiting for a suitable occasion to wuse that "by the quivering--
znd so forth and so on" but up until now nothing has bean bad enough.

-To Be Continued-
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VIA  STFNASH
BY PHIL BRONSON

FOUR 4INNEAPOLIS fans were able to attend this year's Mld-dest Confereices 0i-
iver E. Saari, Samuel D. Russell, Maugon Brackney, and myself,  We all derived tuw
near-ultimate in pleasure (nobody s going to accuse me of Moskowitzing) during the
four days of our litile Journey, and I must confess that I found the got-together
even more enjoyable than the Donvention,

0llie picked me up in his '35 Nash promptly at 8:00 Friday merning and we zip-
ped zestfully to the Russell abode to acquirs the Hou. Dirsctor of tane wMFS; tuuvucc
to southeast ilinneapolis to the home of Bracknsy. By 9:00 we were woll under way.
Although not p0336531ng a sciencefictional nickname--other than "The BStfNash "~
Saari's vehicle is distinguished in that it bears the names of fans, fanettes, and
fanclubs all over it, if one takes the trouble to peer closely enough. Said names
are skilfully applied by pressing one's forefinger firmly against the desired por-
tion of the automobile, then writing with same, The layer of dust offers a fine
writing surface, One may now witness such distinctive appellatlons asy HOL1IclSES RN
"MFS", “Wichifans '42", "Janie", "Fantasite" WRRAL Y, VEsEeih et Yl acabi ! "A; ad
infinitum, when the Sthash roars by.

The first stage of the trip passed by uneventfully, with corny humor flowing
freely about. About the time the various anecdotes, jokes, and plays upon the name
"Jeari" were becoming well-aigh insufferable we approached Sauk City. Brackney dis-
interestedly inquired if there werc any fans or authors in Sauk City, to which we
reglied with the familigr "no", 4 second later four moutns emitted loud coatradic-.
tory "yesses"., We looked in a telephens directory im-a filling station for Derleti's
address, or phons number. We muttered his name, The attendant pricked up his carsy
and said, "Oh, you mecan Auggie? He lives such-and-such, three blocks, su-and-so,
one mile, across from cemetary." With profuse thanks we left ihe statioa, after
learning that the station attendant had gone to school with Lerleth.

Mr. Derleth was not in, intentionally or otherwise, but we did see his spic.uild
home from the outside, and consoled a charming little kitten which apparently waated
in,

That night, as we neared Joliet, Illinois, I suggested that we look up Walt
Liebscuer if he were in town, and if he wasn't going to the Confereance to either ca-
jole or kidnap him into doing so. The suggestion having met with approval we con-
tinued on to Joliet in the face of a dreary form of precipitation--alternately rain
and snow--which made the roads very treacherous, and nearly persuaded us to spend
the night in Aurora, the town just bsfore Joliet on our route. 4All tne way I wrack-
ed my brain ip a futile endeavor to remember §alt's address, which was always most-
tantalizingly "on the tip of my tongue". We tried averytaing upon eatering Jolist
but there was no Liebscher listed, as we nad suspscted, A good half heur later we
decided to push on again, realizing that there would be no way of contacting walt.
As Ollie's foot descended upon the starter SDR inquired hopefully, "It couldn't be
101 South Eastern, could it?", The poor chap still cringes at any sudden aoises as
a direct result of our concerted whoops for joy. Our obeisances duly made, we found
the Liebscher residence and stood resolutely upon the front porch,

Russell and Saari were none too optimistic as to the possible unature of our re-
ception. They seemed to think that even a fan would stand aghast at tne thought of
allowing eutrance to four such wet, bedraggled creatures. Bravely I stood my ground
as we saw someone trip gaily down the stairs in answor to our timorous . knocke.
Through thoe window in the door I saw that it was walt himself. The door opuned. I
extended a hand, mumbled something unintelligible and heard a surprised voice bellow
"Phil!" as I wus jerked bodily inside. We went upstairs, met the rest of the family,
and gabbed, dripping mournful little pools of water on the rug from our coats, until
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urs. Liebscther insisted that we remove them and stay a while, which we did wita cel-
erity. We listened to some of Valt's records, read his mail, and discoverea, final-
ly, to our intense joy, that he was going to the Conference with Jane Tucker and
some Chicago fans, and to our sorrow tnat Fong himself would not be there. Jane ar-
rived, as did Neil DeJack and Frank Robinson, and we went through tne iutroduction
rituals agaiu. Before anyone could casually murmur "splrfsk" (which word I coliaed
back in 1940, incidentally, now that it is becoming popular) we were told we had
three choices: coffee, beer, or highbalks. Before our parched throats could guzgle
with delight assorted glasses and cups were magically filled with wondrous liquids
and pressed into our eager hands, We had a gay time of it, Having already found
ialt to be a swell fellow, Saari and Russell cornered Dedack and discovered tuat he
was & chip off the old block also. In anotner corner of the room wlanse and I gleed
with our highballs and tried to get words in edgewise as we comversed with frank
Robinson, who is a little fellow, but knows how to use his big words, Janie and I
laughed while Walt's mother related humorous things about him, as mothers will de.
Janie's smile is most infectious, In case you don't know it already, Tucker is a
lucky fellow, because urs,, in addition to being pretty, is also the world's best
cook, barring none, You should taste her coffes sometime. .

Around 12:00 we departed for Battle Creek, witii Robinson making a fifth occu~
pant of the StfNash. We were no longer fearful of becowing lost (it was still raine
ing like cummings) as we could follow Janie's car. Brackney and I, occupying the
back seat to ourselves, rudely announced our intentions of catching forty winks, as
we had had no sleep to speuk of the night before, having naunted an all-night uin-
neapolis restaurant which has good food and nice waitresses. I felt ruther good,-
though, and every time I'd so much as contemplate succumbing to the arms of uior~
pheus, wisps of the scienco-fictional conversation would penetrate to my brain from
the front sevat.and I'd perk up and enter the chutter again. We all stopped scmewhere
for gas and ilunse purchased sowe cigars--way, Gnu only knows, for they were of . a
particularly foul and offensive grode, Having discovered this after once more get-
ting under way (although the price of the cigars could hardly conceal such a 3vcret.).
Brackney and I cmused ouveseclves by blowing clouds of smoke into the froant seat, so
thickly in fact that the three s’rangling, swearing figures therse were obscuresd fram
our sight. We left them iittie choice: w«ither they must neecds opoen windows or
suffocate, or endure torrents of slanting, icy rain, and cnance drowning. Tuey com-
promised by letting Frank bail with a shce during the short intervals in whici tney
dared to open the windowa, and managed to survive through sheer will-power, if notu-
ing else, <t

It must have been about 7:30 when we finally reached Battle Creek and stopped
at the 4shley home, iW=lt went in first, then suumoned the rest of us., In we trooped,
eight in all; weary and disheveled, but happy. Abby Lu greeted . us then bustled
around straightening things up or something while we talked to Al as he finished his
cup of coffee. Walt and Jane went over to see Evans, while Al 1led we into the des
to see the Nova equipment, Neil DeJack had brought along some good fantasy - books,
and people were soon pawing through them, Jane and Walt returned from Ivans' place
and Jane set about preparing breakfast for the whole huugry mob. I shal never for.-
get the heavenly fragrance of that coffws as long as I live. A=-m-m-m-m. By and by
there came a peremptory summons from the kitchen, und a stempeding of feet as peoopls
crowded througn the door. Robinson was trampled undvrfoot in the rush, but wasn't
nurt. VWhile wo breakfasted Al entertained us with assorted card tricks, some of
which I still maintain are utterly impossible, though for sowe weird rvason tuey
never faziled to work.

Walt suggested that we repair to Evans' room about noon, so gix of us.drove wv-
er in Ollie's car. We left Frank and Jane asleep at the Ashley's. Everett was wor-
king, but we made ourselves at home, and busied ourselves admiring his originals,
pawing his books, and playing his records. Some of the originals that were to be
auctioned off at the Conference were there, and we opened some that were loosely
corfizad by string. Ollie was surprised to find an illustration for a story of his,
"The Cannibals", that was then unpublished in Future. Someone (bless him) express—



'IHE FANTASITE.ln'-lcoc'-o--l-t'.n.to;.cullooonnccoc-01..---.00.-.-0-.--oo.nlccncc'c:ls

ed a desire for beer. We piled into the StfNash, buzzed downtown in searcin of. a
tavern, and parked in a one-hour parking zone within two blocks of one.

Brackney and I insisted on having a shoe-shine before we walked another block,
for our shoes were literally covered with mud--the result of pushing Janie's car
from the side of the road where it had become stuck the night before. ialt and neil
continued on down the street,with the promise to be back in ten minutes, while Saari,
Brackney, Russell, and Yours Truly found a barber-shop and all had snines. By the
time we were through, Walt and Neil walked in. ‘here they went e never managed to
discover, although I have my suspicions. The tavern was our next stop, and we all
ordered sandwiches and beer, Brackney and I were particularly appalled at the fact
that they had no beer with which we were familiar and noisily expressed our sentim=-
ents. e finally ordered some, and it tasted like flat soda pop. A nifty s-f sess=-
ion took place, though, and we stayed for some time.

Returning to 86 Upton Avenue we found Jack Wiedenbeck and Zverett there, and
once more introductions were in order for some of us. A resumption to book perusing
took place, and Al brought out the mimeograph preparatory to runniung off a few last-
minute pages for the Conference, EEE had me dictate to him the titles and authors
of the stories in the current promags while he stenciled them. Then they were run
off with remarkable swiftness and precision, After the haphazard, trial and error
méthod which we were used to, it was a real plessurs to watch 4l and Juck work. They
have some splendid equipment, and displayed a new paotoscope which they had receontly
purchased, and with which they will doubtless introduce some new innovations in
Nova. Brackney managed to dig up a bottle of beer somewhere and triumphantly waved
it in our facos.

Tallyho! It was time to leave for Jackson. Books and personal bclongings were
hastily gathered and we stampedod noisily down the stairs, trampling Robinson under-
foot. I drove the StfNash, and somewhers made a wrong turn, losing Janie's car,
while still in Battle Creek. Conscquently, I speeded three-quarters of the way to
Jackson in an attempt to overhaul the other car. after driving for about forty-fivu
minutes we still had not overtaken them. Frank then calmly informed me ‘that we had
passed the other car a good twenty minutecs before. Jackson then hove into sight aad
we swished into a parking lot, grubbed some luggage and madly rushed for the Otsego
Hotel. There was a noisy cluster of people before the desk registering, and I was
carrying someone's bag, attempting to be chivalrous. I held the bag for about fif-
teen minutes until I disgustedly found out that it was Jack's, and that he was nap-
pily and smilingly empty-handed. s

As one person we vowed to spend the next few hours resting and cleaning Upe
Leventy-nine of us squeezed into the elevator, squashing Robinson agaiunst the wall,
and rode to our respective floors, Brack and I got out on the third floor along
with a crowd of other fans and staggered to our room. Strangely, we did not feel at
all tired. We looked closely at each otner, then at a liquor-list thoughtfully pro-
vided by the mansgemnent. At a loss as to how to contact other fans we made soue
noise, and shortly there came a timorous knock at our door, It was Frank, looking
slightly the worse for wear, and we sent him to round up some other fans. Wal-43
breezed in, having heard the commotion, and pretty soon everybody was there. a good
ol' gabfest took place, complete with hard and soft drinks, At about 5:30 peopdle
began to leave to clean up for dinner, and finally only &vans, asuley, and Wiedsoa~
beck wers left. Everott suggested that we meet in the lobby at 6:30 for dinaer, aad
“ayarted, Al, Jack, Brackney, and I became so absorbed in our discussion that we
didn't notice the time flying until somebody frantically called up and weskly in-
formed us that it was 6:45 and the fans gathered in tioe lobby were nearly prostrate
with hunger, :

In the lobby we met Dick Kuhn, Harry Schwmarje, and Marvon rLevene, who had just
arrived, Then to dinner. I sat next to Walt, and endured his quips for the fuzl
length of the meal, toying with my knife only occasionally. Robiason was squeezwd
tightly in betwsen two other husky fans, but managed tu survive. afterward we gath-
ered in room 452, which had been designated the official gatiiering-place. Progr anm
booklets were passed out and the autographing started, new arrivals pouring into the
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room the while. 3Someone heard a feeble cry, discovered Robinson hanging out  tae
window, and dragged him to safety, Brack and I had left our prograu booklets in our
room and inquired as to the quickest. way to get tiere, Somebody suggested the stairs
and directed us to the door at the end of the hall. -We-dashed out of the rvom, dowa
the hall, and scarcely paused to open the door, It was the fire-escape, aad uiansse
pulled me back just in time to.prevent me from blithely soaring iato space. I still
don't consider it a very decent sort of practical joke. By the time we returned the
room was in & hubbub--cigarette smoke obscuring things from vision, aad people
shrieking into each other's ears in order to make thenselves nearde. It was hyper,

Friend Brackney casually mentioned sometaing about dates. Dorotny Tomkids
" promptly grabbed up the telephone and I heard ‘her say something_about “fellows from
Minneapolis--they want women". 3he hung up, and they dragged me from beneath the
bed telling me how beautiful the blonde would be. Joakly I acquiesced, Y

The rest of the night I know little or nothing abouts I vaguely romanber &
drum room, or "“The Drum Room", or something, where I downed a few drinks, aad had @
swell coaversation with Al ashley., I dimly recall something about our becoaiag ia=-
dignant because they didn't serve Vodka, Al promised to have a private steck on
nand fér tis naxt Confereumso,and we sealed tne bargain with an umptsenth Cuba Libre.
There is a hazy recollection of some cool-luoking green sliwe,and I wonder if that's
. why people wery calling me "The Shamrock Kid"? After a while, I flvated out, driak
. still in hand. e had apparently been in another bar. e waltzed 1ligutly back to
room 452, I think it.wzs 452. At least it was a rovom. I think. Sugiebody was play-
ing poker. ZIvans was smoking a cigar. Somebody called up and told us to shut up sv
they could sleep. I suddenly became possessed by an overwholming desirs to play po-
ker, but somebody wouldn't let me for some reason. Robinsun was shiveriiag ia a cor-
ner in his sherss, having been coaxed into the game by the others.

Jdanse and I wandered all over tne hotel looking for our room about 3:30 ia the
morning. He seemed in a bad way, although every time I"d atteupt to help him the
wall would intervene. After a while the misplaced room was located, and we entered
after wuch fumbling with a key., I wanted to help iaanse, so I tenderly clutched the
bedclotnes, gracefully folded them back, thes did a beautiful Njinsky into the air
end onto the bed, ilanse mumbled something unintelligible, picked up the Leap of
sheets and blankest from the floor and we both were asleesp.

A diw light filtered tarpugh to wy eyes frow souswhers. Vaguely I heard a
ghastly, scpulchral banging sound, which seemed to £ill the eatire ruoa with weird
vibrations of varying intensity. After a while the sound stopped. Then the phoae
rang, and after a while I persuaded sanse into answeriag it. 1t proved to bs 9:00
in the moraing, so the caller was duly thanked and we wont back to sluep. Tho bang-
ing noise started again. e pondered it for a whilwu, then discussed it, wWe  botu
arrived at the inevitable conclusion that it was svieovne at the door. It was dalt,
" and he (heh,heh,heh) had coma to get us ups Ho did a rewarkablo job, though, aad ia
a0 time at all we had taken showere and were all frush and daisylikc. Thon we went
downstairs to brezkfast wherc we wet "Doc” and drs. Swith, and started autugraphiag
all over again. Lookiag in iy booklet I noticed that danie had sighied it six tiuus,
while I had signed it tw#tce myself,

Next weeting=place was the Couferunce Hall, and we all cooohed and aaaczhed over
the buautiful originals plastered all over t hu place. I saw a piano in the coruer,
gshouted "Eureka", and with Bracknwey's aid dragged dalt over to it. o wade hin play
overything from boogie-woogie, honky-tonk, and just plain swing, to "Licbestraua,
and his beautiful composition “Futurama" ia £ Flat and G. Lots of interesting inci-
dunts took place that morning, and wes had wany a swell gabfust. ]

At 10:30 LEE called the weeting to order. First on the prograu wers the brief
tulks by cveryone present, in which they introduced thowselves and cxplained what
they wanted most out of scicnce and fantusy literature. Tae Honor G(usst, Raywoad x.
Paluer, was unable to bu present, so the rouad tuble discussion was held huxte Thie
MFS applied fur weobership in the did-west F.F.F. agd was aduitted along with some
Schuarje crganization. p

During the introductory talks, Dick Kuhn very deftly gave Ollie Saari a hot=
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f9o§, much to the merriment of those in the back rows who could see what was trans-
piring. s
We all ate at the Regent Cafe for dimner, and a goodly portion of us ordered
"Chicken in the Rough"., Robinson arrived late and was crowded in between two husky
fans., However, he managed to survive the ordeal once again.

There were twenty-five people at the Conference, and they were all grand fans.
Thuse who arrived Saturday night, and Sunday were: Claude Degler, Tommy and Dorothy
Tomkins, Dalvan Cogor, Earl and Helen Perry, and Dr. Alan R. Becker.

In the afternoon nice movies were shown., I mean the movies were nice. AWe o oo
Lisbscher rooked us out of our hard-earned money in his capacity as suctioneer., I
bought one Paul, which I still insist was the best one of the lot, and there were a
lot of them. There were many swell paintings and interiors there, from zZiff-— Davis
Future, and F.F.lM. Saari, Russell, and I all won door-prizes, mine being another
Paul. Then, after the drawings were completed we adjourned to the Tomkins residencs ,
where there was plenty of food all nicely arranged on the table for our arrival.
Short work was made of it, N

Lots of things took placs that night. uore prizes
were awarded for original story plots, and various
games were played., Have you ever been hooked into the
"Z" game? Several heated discussions raged all evening,
all over the place. Brackney and I doctored up a cig-
arette and Schmarje fell for it. We watched closely,
but therc were no signs to the effect that he noticed
anything amiss. He did turn a bit green around the
gills, and emitted a few feeble coughs, but appeared
none the worse otherwiss. Someone heard a feebly cry,and
alarmed by it, hunted up the source, which proved to
be Frank Robinson who had been flattened behind the .
kitchen door when a crowd rwshed through for cokes. There always seemed to be a
steady stream of people rushing in and out of the kitchen with coke bottles in hand,
About this time, Dick Kuhrn~gtad to catch his bus for Detroit, so Janie, Tomkins, and
I went to the depot to see him off. " -

The time flew by with alarming speed, and it was time to leave before we real-
ized that we had even:beed. there long. So, we clambered tearfully into our respscd-
ive vehicles once mores and were on our way again, back to 'Battle Creek. In the
StfNash were welt, Abby TLu, Claude Degler; in addition to we four Minnefans. ds we
pulled into Battle Creck we stopped at 2 tavern and had a bit of beer. e lingered,
then headed for the aAshley home, The others were congregated there and soon  we
were 81l milling abont, shaking hands, kissing, excnanging: fond farewells, and pick-
ing sach other's pockets. Claude Degler had discovered, halfway to Battle Cresk,
that we weren't going bhack to Jackson, and so the*Ash¥eys put nim up for the nigut
as he hadn't brought his luggage from the Hotel. ;. = . ia

We drove all night, or morning,as you willjand separated somewhere in Illinois,
I believe, around 8:00 or 9:00. I transferred to Janie's car, which also contained
Neil, Frank, 3chmarje, and Levene., dJanie and I both drove on the way to Chicago,and
finally made it, dropping everybody off at the Robinson home. Frank iasisted taat I
enter and inspect their mimeo on which Parsec will be turned out, and so I did, and
Le also showed me the dummy for the first issue. Then he made me a present of an
Air Wonder, which I didn't have, for no apparent reascn at all, Robinson is a nice

guye.

After driving apparently halfway to Mexico, Jane and I reached Bloowington. -.I
swished the car into the driveway. Janie dragged me into the Tucker abude and up to
the den where I recall shaking a hand and mumbling "hello"., I was tired. We were
nll tired. Russell was devep in Tucker's books,Saari was chsttering about something,
Brackney was aslesp on his feet with a cigarette in his face, and Walt was deep din
Tuck's personal mail. I fished out a pack of cigarcttes and started smoking., Brack-
ney helped me and we finished off the pack., we were all thorcughly exhausted, hnhav-
ing had no sleep to speck of for four nights. Janie held up better than any of us,.
(next page)
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after a while the exhilirating aroma of Janie Tucker Coffee began to wend its way up
the stairs. We perked up. Then the heavenly scart of fried chicken reached us and
we definitely became alive again, Tucker dragged us downstairs and took sowe phutus
out in the back yarg, after which we partook of a sumptious meal. DBob had to leave
for work, so we said goodbye, and prepared to leave ourselves. Janie wanted us to
stay and we wanted to stay, but it was essential that we be back by Tuesday, so we
oozed into the StfNash once more, and backed out, waving goodbye vigorously. Russell
waved so vigorously that he disjointed his arm and griped all ths way back home.

The jaunt to Joliet took a few hours, and we had a good time playing a game
suggested by iWalt, "Gorey worey". But soon Joliet was revached and once again we bid
farewell, Shedding bucketfuls of tears we drovec away, with Jalt's promise to get
up to Minneapolis sometime ringing happily in our ears.

We had a bit of motor trouble later on, about thirty miles out of Joliect, when
the fan pulley-shaft froze,but the cost and time expsnded in repairs was negligible,
Light-hearted, we stopped at a roadside tavern for besr, Manse and 0llie finally
dragged me out and we got started again and sped away into the night.

On and on we drove, till finally Ollie had to lut me take over at the whosl,
Brackney was dead to the world, despite the fact that I was singing “Giannina wiz"
at the top of my voice. I was a bit sleupy myself, and when I saw that it would be
impossible to continue, I pulled over to the side of tne road, and we slept, slept,
for the first time in aeoéns, 3 ' :

The next morning wanse was Qr1v1ng. ' He © felt inexpressibly gay and wanaged to
express himself at length by spesding down the most curvesome road I've ever goea.
Speeding down a hill at 65 m.p.h:, with an embankment on one side, thirty feet of
nothing on the other, and a sharp turn at the bottom of the hill, he decided to have
some fun by applying the brakes. we skidded, spun.around, and went halfway down tiw
hill broadside, then backwards, narrowly missing the e¢dge two or three time s.
Fortunately, or unfortunately--as you wish--we managed to come ‘through without inj-
ury.

We pulled into Minnvaplis Tuesday afternoon, tired, tired, tired....

We had a great time. If anybody can tcll us whure to mcut a better buach of
all-around swell pcople than the uJid-#West gang, go right ahead--we won't believe you
anywiy., Here's to bigger and better conferences.
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AS SEEN BY

= SOUANGHREDOT

IT'S BEEN quite some time now since tie lagt installment of this column appear-

ed, I guess, but then I've been pretty busy with other things, what with writing my

" diary, and getting settled in a new home again, so perhaps you can forgive my tardi-

ness this time, and I'll guarantee you & biography each issue henceforth--that is,

_ providing I don't run out of members very soon, You see, we've lost five of aur

best members to the army during the past year--Doug Blakely, Cyril Eggum, Don ian=

drei, Johnny Chapman, and Rod Allen--and although there have been new ones joining

up I'm afraid a lot of them won't be with us too long. Not that I'm a pessimistic
old dog, though, fellows,

dell, to get down to brass tacks.... Let's see, who have we on the list for
. this time? Ok, yes, MANSON BRACKNEY! He's one of our more recent additions to the

-roster, comparitively speaking. "Manse", as he is called by hLis friends (you should
hear what ne is called by his enemies-~or maybe you shouldn't), rivals Arden Bensoa
for the dubious honor of being the tallest man in the MFS, He's a hulking Irishman
of 6' 3", and he'll be 20 December 12th, He's a Junior at the University of ijinne=
sota. - Anytime you happen to be in Minneapolis, and want to get in touch with' him,
you need only go up to the balcony of the Union at the “U",for he's iavariably there
along with Gordon Dickson (whom we'll tell you all the sordid details about next
issue), another avid ilinneapolis fan, Don't worry about interrupting his studies,
for he doesn't study; it too closely resembles work,

Manse hes been a steady reader of science-fiction and fantasy since 1935, and
came very close to being ensnared by active fandom when he decided to reply to an
old idinneapolis Science Fiction League announcement in one of the pro wags around
1937, However, as might be expected, he forgot to mail his letter, carrying it ar-
ound in his pockets for months, thus gaining a temporary new lease on life until
. January 23rd, 1942, when he attended a meetlng of the WF5 along with Gordon Dickson,

and joined the organization,.

He's a friendly chap, with an overabundance of en=-
. ergy, &nd I'm of the opinion tnat he would make a splen=

did salesman. 'Brack", as he is known in WMFS circles, is

a nice=-looking guy with con- stantly tousled hair, several

locks of which are inevitably dangling down over his fore —
- heads He has an unequaled fondness for blondes, brun=
- ettes, redheads, blondeay redheads, bruunettes, and wo-
.men, Is a fond devotee of movie actress Janet Blair,

"Jy Life and Loves", by Frank Harris, is one of his favor-

ite books, although for what reason I wouldn't know, It
narcly : sounds like science- fictions Oh, yes, ne likes
bars,. too, net.. to mention burlycue shows, One of nis
main interests is '"corn", of any size, shape, color, or
variety., Novelty bands, hon- b ol ky-tonk piano playing, a n d
“"The Bumblebse Song" are tops MANSON BRACKNEY with him, But he does go in

for the classics, too. Likes grieg's Peer Gynt Suite,legth
and Transfiguration, by Strauss, and The Face on the Barroom Floor. Favorite single
piece of music is Dolius' Irmelin Intermezzo. Favorite piano-tickler is Walt
Lisbscher,

Manse knows iinnezpolis like a well-read book, and if you ever want to be
shown the town, inside and out, look him up at Delancy's, buy him an "Augel's Tip",
put a& nickel in him, and he'll start singing Pagliacci. But don't mention fan-maga-
zines for he'll sell you a subscription to The Fantasite befors you can say “Poly-
morphonucleated Leucocyte", :

He published the fanzine "Br-r-rack®" (S3tupor-5Sciwnce for the 2nd Annual
?nex page

e —
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Jdid=West Scicncu-Fiction Conferwnce in Jackson, ilichigan, tuis yoar. It was a mag
entirely of “science-fiction corn", as uanse terms it. (Iaterestud parties can no
doubt seccure copies by writing him at 152 arthur avenus, Se iteyuipls., uina., and ia=
closing a 3-cont stamp to cover cost of mailing) Bruckncy was so flabbergasted whoeu
o fan approached him at the Gonference and requested him to autograph a copy of the
mag that he is seriously considering to perpetuate tiie magazine via the MFS mimeo=-
graph, 4any contributions of an utterly worthless nature will be gleefully printed.
The price of the first issue was "one beer",

Manse is on the Fantasite staff, and is au associate Editor of the wFS Bulle-
tin. He solemnly vows that he'll start nacking for amazing any day now if you ask
liim whether he's interested in writing, and as proef- is constantly deluging members
with ghastly short stories and mimeographed sheets which he '"dashes off as typing
practice". He does own a typewriter, although at first glance one would woader if
the name “typewriter" is at all appropriate.

7 Likes.to get letters from Frank Robinson, because in the Chicago fan he recog-—
nizes a kindred soul; besides, it's an even swap; 1llegible hand-writing for ill-
¢gible typewriting,

Constantly refers to his room as "Grand Central Station", and if by chance you
ever got to pay him a visit you'll understand = the reason for such an odd name.
Pcople are constantly entering and leaving, and wanse calmly endures it all by bang-
ing out messy missives while sitting in his sha ts. Thet's one of tano curses of
being an incurable extrovert. .

_ Likes to argue znd will gladly take the opposite viewpoint from yours if ke
thinks you'll put up a good dufense. Of course, it's all im vain, for he coanstaatly
wins out by virtue of his superior belligerence.

His favorite s-f story is Campbell-Stuart's “Forgutfullness"., His pet peeve
happens to be fans who haven't read this story. Likes Stuart better than Campbell,
and both of them a great deal. Astounding Sciunce-Fiction rates as THE mag with
Brack, although he's still telling everyone he mests that "Cauwpbell is mad...mad ,"
for printing "Warrior's Age" in a recent number. But he isn't too restricted in
his tastes. Has an open mind, for he's just as likely to be found rcading an occa-
sionel issue of Fantastic Adventures (Quarterly) as not, J. Allen St. John is  one
of his favorite artists, and Manse wis pleased to get an original St. John interior
at the uichiconfsrence,

Aside from Fantasite, Nova and Spaceways are his two choices for the best
fan-magazines. His favorite fan 1list would undoubtedly be comprised of aames like
Bvans, Liebscher, Wiedenbeck, Ashley, Janie lucker, otcs As a matter of fact, he
was 30 favorably impressed with the Illinois and wichigan fans that every now and
then it requires two or three husky WFS boys to restrain him from setting out on
foot to start a new one-man Confercuice in wichigan. After the war, when  transpor-
tation, school, and tne army are obstacles of the past he'll undoubtedly start out
on a tour of fandom, providing he gets safely past Bloomington or Battle Creek, and
I strongly suspect that he won't be alone, .

ianse is a fond advocate of eating, wolfing, and sleeping, at aany time or
place, although the latter plays an extremely insignificant part in his life. He
likes to drive {especially in the StfNash), particularly at 65 m.p.h. speeds around
curving roads, and has at various times had eight or ten decrepit automobiles.

He intensely dislikes letters of the "I am fourteen years old, and this is my
first letter to...." variety, or any reasonable facsimiles thereof. Ot h e r pet
hates are: Space Tales, work, bills, people who won't subscribe to Fantasite, get-
ting up early, editorial apologies in fanzines. Denies he's the fictitious letter
writer, Kamis Lessur. Ingists he can swear in Slovak, Loves to linger in bars,
(or did we say that, already?) especially over Cuba Libres.

S0 now you know him. But you have to meet him personally to appreciate him,

P
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FEW MOMENTS
(B OS] ISR
bl Donn, “égra 2¢Ler -

A SENTENCE in a clipping from a Milwaukee paper: "Downtown areas were found to
have the highest rate of insanity, but a high perceutage of the 6000 cases studied
showed that insanity also tends to follow the river valleys, especially the uMenom=
inee River Valley." ihy? Reminds me of geveral things. The Cninese and their
"gvil spots" which they determine by a willow stick, The theory of tne cause of
cancer advanced by an electrical engineer, Ernest Gonzenbach, in an article "Earta
Rays in Action" ir the Rosicrucian Digest for July, 1936. Could water concentrate
_certain "rays" that would cauge cancer, or would tend to make insanity follow the
river valleys? :

A photograph in the Dayton Daily News for August 18, 1942 shows a navy.blimp on

its way down a 3San Francisco gtreet, I gquote: “"The navy
puzzled Monday for a solu- tion to the disappearancs
of 1Lt. Cody, pilot, and Ensign Adams from thne

which fell in a sub-
Sunday." A blimp
&rew of two are
puzzled, what is
the  possibility

ted to safety in
spot, or into

haps  somcthiig

£ ofmivtaaiLoy
perch i n  the

navy patrol  blimp
urban street here
falls down. The
gons. The navy is
more natural than
the men parachu=-
some isolated

the sea? Per-
plucked them out
pseudo— 3 a f
clouds.e..

From "Fermen-
Germ Theory" by
dge for August 25,
bacteria are an im=-

tation and  the
Wilson in Golden
1926 "No doubt
portant factor in
tetanus; yet 99 per=- sons may injure their
feet and expose the o ] : flesh to tetanus bac-
turia and escape the e -flminu__..~l/ disease, because thneir
tissues did not contain [ wiRebwN@TON TS | enough filth to support
baeteria® " W h'1 ch comes - first,the disease or the germ?
Reminds me of the queer case in Santa Anna, California, in January, 1924, On 2, one
tonth to one-eighth of the driaking water was raw scwage. Imasdiately persons be~
camo sick with gastro-intestinal disorder, and a check for typhoid germs revealed
nones In the middle of the month these same cases had developed fovers "clianically
identical with typhoid" and bacteriologically sustained., The water at the start was
frec of typhoid germs, but full of filth., So what caused the typhoid? Germs or
filth? It appears that filth caused the germs and germs causwd tne disease call-
ed typhoid. :
Prometheus dug up a lump of clay six feet long to which he touched & spark sec-
ured from the sun. A man arose. Jupiter was angered by this, aand so to keep man
from annoying tko ‘geds he mode a woman. #hat a brilliant guy, this Jupiterid!
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Astounding Science-Fiction: November. I enjoyed the November Astounding; yes, en~
joyed it, after months of forcing myself to read an entire issue. daybe I'm optim~
istic enough to think Astounding is on the upgrade again, or is tnis just a decent
issue between several mediocre ones? Well, anyway, I liked it; that is, with the

exception of Murray Leinster's “Four thtle Ships".  Best in
the ish was Van Vogt's "No t BY Only Dead uilen". It had that
certain appsal that has been missing in his stories of
late, and rates right up there MANSON BRACKNEY witnh the best of the last six
months, Next is the lead nov= RAYMOND GRUmMBO elette, "Overthrow", by Cleve
Cartmill, A well-written pre- FHII. BRONSON sentation of an old plot, but
handled in such a refreshing JOHN GERGEN manner that it makes anjoyable
reading. Then there is "The Gentle Pirates" 'by John Berry-
man. A problem story, to be O sure, but nevertheless woell-
written as are all of Berry- man's stories, why = doesa'w

Campbell get after this author for more and longer stories? I, personally  would
.like to see more of his work in the pages of astounding, There are some techaical
flaws in "Sand" that are all too apparent, and the solution to the problem relies on
an illogical method or robbing the mines, Not impossible, but illogical, “uinus
Sign", another contraterrene matter story, was rathsr goods ===-= MANSON BRACKIZY.
Famous Fantazstic uysteriess October, & Finlay cover--need ws say more? '"The' Elix-
ir of Hate" (A-) by G. A. England is about an old man who drinks the Alkahest, the
great secret of eternal youth., What happens to him is quite fantastic, This novel
did not strike me as being quite as good as the "Darkneoss and Dawn" trilogy.  The
art work by Paul is above average, "Into the Infinite" (A+) by Hall (lst diuasi.il-
ment) deels with the great character of the Rebel Soul, a superman, who has tne¢ pow-
er to lead or tear down the world. Finlay takes all the honors with his spicadid
set of illustrations, :

Famous Fantastic Mystoriess November. The Finlay cover was by far the best cover
of any fantasy or science-fiction magazine for that wmoath. "The Mouthpiece of Zitu"
Ly Giesy (A) is a sequel to "Palos of the Dog-Star Pack" of several months back,
Although others disagree, I did not think it quite so good as the first novel in the
series, It continues the adventures of Jason Croft whose spirit returns once more
across interstellar space to where his mate-to-be awaits, Paul does full justice to
the story with his clear, uniform illustrations. Part II of "Into the Infinite" not
80 interesting as Part 1 (A-). 9%The Démoigelle D'¥Ys," by Chambers, impress e d
me as being well wosth reading, '

Famous Fantastic Mysteriess December., Finlay cover depicting '"The Golden City".
The stary by Farley (A) dwells with the lost continent of Mu which is seldom ever
seen by men. The adventures of one man, Adam Mayhew, who found his way into +this
mystic land by accident offer a nice way to while away your spare hours, °~ Part III
of "Into ¥he Infinite" (A$) builds up to a climax that leaves one in an agony of
suspense in anticipation of the concluding installment. Heall is truly a master story
toller., There is really some lovely fantasy poetry in this issue, and Finlay's pics
are tops, ==-==~-—ccecccccmccccrcrcccnam e s mcmm e m—ma—a RAYMOND GRUMBO.
idusta==--~LE ZOMBIE: (#49) We're all for this New York litho firm of yours, Bob. This
cover is duplicated extremely well, and if ‘the price is as you state, the Co. ougnt
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to be receiving a lot of orders for fanzine covers soon. The material here is all
of the typical Tucker variety, although just a trifle stereotyped this issue, for
some unghodly reason. There just doesn't seem to be as much '"freedom" as usual in
the writing. But there's no cause for alarm--the stuff is good.

FUTURIAN JAR DIGEST: (Vol, 2, No. 10) J. Michael Rosenblum, 4 Grange Terrace, Leeds
7, Chapeltown, England. I found this issue exceptionally interesting, and  bouquets
to the stable Britishers who get it out, The mag consists of letters, columns, and
little news-notes, etc., by British fans all, who send in the material already
stencilled, There are comments from and about, Turner, Rosenblum, Webster, Eric
Williams, Ted Carnell, etc, Definitely recommended.

Volds (#25) Personally, I see nothing whatsoever in the cover., However, as always,
the contents are unique and varied. The issue opens with' an interesting letter by
Sem Russell, Other fans have various notes of interest, and you really ought to
look up a copy, if you haven't already done so.

PARADOXt (#2) Frank Wilimczyk, Jr., 3 Lewis Street, Westfield, iass. Despite  coun-
trary opinions of Bronson and others, I like this "Time-Travel Only" policy. There is
an unlimited number of possibilities that may be dovecloped along the liane of T-T....
Keep up the good work, Frank, The mag can stand with some iumprovement, but this
issue has some clean-cut mimeoing, and attractive make-up.

FUTURIAN jJAR DIBEST: (Vol. 3, #1) The cover appears to be a senseless jumble of
shading and lines. I don't pretend to understand it., However, the material is ex-
cellent, This issue contains letters from Parker, Russell (EF), Doughty, Rosenblum,
Smith, and Carnell. Also there are several departments and independent sections,
such as the "Review Section" (comments on fanzines, booksm and prozines), the "Book-
list" of Rosenblum, regular column "Sands of Time" by Carnell. also included is the
2nd issue of an attached fanzine by the neme of "Galaxy", and anotner column, "Del-

irium Tremens". A vory interesting and refreshing issue, =-=======-== JOHN GRRGEN.
PROS---

Astounding Science-Fictions December. I still like Rogersi: I was reassured in this
after sveing the latest Astounding cover painting by william Timmins=-the artist who
did the cover for the September issue--which is a fair-to-middling depiction of a
gcene from Van Vogt's lead novelette "The Weapon Shop". Van Vogt dses his usual
good job on this story of the future, but there is nothing about it that makes the
reader fecel that he has read a classic, A good piece of writing, but nothing ia-
spired., Clevo Cartmill's “2ame Day We'll Find You" receives approximately thv same
rating. It deals with the search for two men and their invention which might change
the existing order of political power. "Piggy Bank", the third novelette ding thits
issue, is an amusing story of one man's mistake in his grasping for wealth, and how
he is defeated by his own scheming. A new author, E. i. Hull, makes his debut in
Astounding with "The Flight That Failed". I thought this story was handled exception-
ally well, e¥en though it could have been used to better advantage in Unknown, "In-
torlude", by Rocklynne, is an interesting little tale of a caveman precipitated into
a gociety of the future, and how he uawittingly frees the enslaved population. I
had quite a time orienting myself in Long's story of plural worlds, "T o0 Follew
Knowledge". It required so much effort on my part to followrthe characters from here
to someplace to sometime, I couldn't allow myself to become thoroughly intorested in
tho plot. Among the shorts, "Johnny Had & Gun“, by R.M. Williams takes the crocheted
gobboon for the month, Williams relates the tale of a small-time gangster who finds
a gun from sometime in the future and uses it to the extreme bewilderument of himself,
the police; and for the disposal of an enemy. The issue rates on a par with auy of
those of the last few months,

Futurec Fiction: December. I'm rather at a loss as to how to rate this mag, but I
shall try to compare the stories to each other rather than to those in the other
pros. "A Complete Novel wf New Worlds" by that old-time hack F. Orlin Tremaine is
"i Leader For Korcin", You ell know the plot as well as I do: Ye Hero goes to a
microcosmic world and by his invaluable aid rescues the people and the fair damsel
from danger. Three hearty cheers for Our Hero! "The Key to the Dark Planet", by

Martin Pearson, is a passable story of:Pluto and the mysteries that surround i t.
. (next page)

——
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Carol Crey must have had something else on her mind when she wrote "The Leapers".
Men and women of an imaginative mind--science fiction readers, mind you--leap u p,
up, and away from the surface of the Earth, 'with the Moon as their destination, to
combat age-old powers that have been trying to keep man under their control, "Clag-
gert's Folly" I liked, even though the light tone of the first part of the story
doesn't jibe with the ending. Incidentally, after I had read the ending, I turned
the page, expecting to find more., "The Creator", by Rocklynne, is a jumble of Ghu
only-knows-what-and-he-won't=tell, The imagination of the hero in this story is on~
ly a little greater than that of Rocklynne. I wonder what kind of opium Ross smokes.
Now for that story, "The Cannibals". I intend to hop on this story, not because it
was the worst story in the issue-far from it--but because Ollie Saari wrote it., I
know he's a much better writer than this tale would indicate, what with dits slang
apeaking super-scientists and such namea as "Dan Daniewicz" I did. feel that the
surprise ending was no surprise in that it was 1nconsequent1al howevor, I shall
pass hurriedly over "Fanatics of Mercury", by Henry Andrew Ackermann, almost as ra-
pidly as.I did in reading it. Rating: one long and drawn-out scream. Gordon 's
“The Oomph Beasts" is the story of beasts that; by their appsal to~the gex instincts
of men, lure them to their death, I had always thought that Lana Turner was the
Oomph B(r)east, ===-=--cceseccccccmmcccccccecccceceeancnem——oo-~-- MANSON BRACKNEY
Dear Readerss I was going to remiew the latest Amazing Quarterly, but I find it
impaesible, for the damned thing fell off my desk the other day and kept right on
going through the floor. I use the hole for-an ash-tray, now, but every. time that I
flick ashes down there, I hear someone swearing at me in Cantonese. I wonder how the
Chinese like Amazing? Maybe I did Palmer a favor. Think of how his circulation is
going to improve, with 400,000,000 illiterate Chinese to read the magazine, =----ILB.
Weird Tales: January, 1943, A rather hastily done, although more reserved than
usual, Tilburne-cover this time, illustrating Frank Owen's "Quest af a Noble Tiger"
which didn't seem to be comparable to his other recent stories for some reason or
other. The strange civilization that Trent discovers is too hard to swallow,ev=-
en in. Weird, because of itd people's love for China, yet their disinclination to do
anything aside from sitting back and watching the war progress, "The Two idoons of
Tranquillia", by Arthur Leo Zagat is another story with the War-and-Utopia theme,
Not bad reading, although not a good story by any msans. John J. Wallace's short
“"Say A Prayer For Harvey", although having been done many times before is still 4
worthwhile 1,000 or 1,500 words of reading. Alice-Mary Schnipring's gem of the issue,
"One-Man Boat", further verifies her ability in the handling of a weird tale. I'd
like to see more and longer stories by this author. Nice illustration for the tale
by John Giunta, who appears to be developing somewhat of u style at last. Keller'a
story this time not up to par, but:. a very odd tale nevertheless, and with the
usual satirical elemwnt underlying the coating of horror. Counselman, Bloch, and
Quinn have all turned out readable yarme this issue, but none of them are outstand-
inge I still weep for the days of yore, when Weird Tales printed some exceptional
fiction and some exceptional illustrations and covers and an exceptional readers!
dopartment. f :

Unknowm Jorlds: Decegber. Dear Mr. Campbells I love Unknown. I have  worshipped
Unknown since it first appeared on the stawds. I have purchased every issue faith~
fully.. . I used to chew my nails in-between issues. But, dammit, what's happened late-
ly? By Der Fuerhrer's Face how did Hannes Bok's "The Sorcerer's Ship" ever get by
your blue~pencil? What right has such a stinkerro in Unknown, the aristocrat of
fantasy-fiction? One might expect to find it in Fantastic Adventures, but never in
Astounding's worthy sister, Unfortunately, the fiction in the remainder of the issue
doesn't make up for "The Sorcerer's Ship", which is the story of a hero who goes to
another land and helps to save the Utopia from the totalitarian state, and with very
little necromancy thrown in, This story has besn written over a thousaund times, and
infinitely better for the most part. Robert Arthur's short story is by far the shi-
ning example of fantasy in the issue, with thoe rest of the stuff by Jane Rice, Mary
MacGregor, etc., being average matarlal. One exception in Sturgeon's "The Hag Sel-
een" stands above the regt, ====--ccsccccc—cccrccccacacacccnnnnc=-- PHIL. BRONSON. .
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Planet Stories: Winter 1942. I sighed ‘for the-old days; I-cried for the old days,
and my pleas have been answered in the last few issues of Planet Stories. Yes, I
like Planet. Not because the stories are the best in the field; but because they
are . 31mple stories of heroes, v1lla1ns, fair damsels in distress, action, and blood.
When one stops to think of it, the old days were not really as great as we like to
think, for the stories reprasentatlve of the "old days'" began to cloy upon the taste
with continual reading. . However, Planet is a welcome relief from the techuical~-
technician-in-a-technological-technocracy type of story that ons finds in Astounding.
The only things I miss are the vivid spaceship and space-scene cover paintiugs that
used to adorn every mag. The cover on this issue of Planet is the usual conglomer-
ation of monsters and terrified females, donu in every color available to the print-
ing trade. "Colossus of Chaos" is the story of a huge, man-like monster that grows
to proportions such as they grew only in the old days. Blood! I love it, and you'll*
find an abundance of it spilled by that competent hack, Nelson Bond. Peacock’ story
of the "Planet of No-Return" is the familiar tale of a monstor, and how the
green youngster and the space-hardoned veteran dispose of it. Then there is anothér
of those Neil R. Jones epics of the space-wreckers, "Spcllers of' the Spac»wuys“.'
Just another story of a muscle-bound hero who dsstroys the vinemy ahd saves the bedu-
tiful girl--for himself. Nothing special about it, as you have undoubtedly read the
plot a thousand-and-one times before, "The Man from Siykul" is just like the rest of
the stories in the issue: so-so. It deals with a young, and completely idiotic,
carth couple who are kidnapped by a queer bsing from an alien system, and how they
are saved by dnotuer race on his planet. Completely wacky. "Metsor ilen from Mars", - -
by Harry Cord and Otis "Adlepate" Kline, revads like a Van Lorne or a Cuumings opus
It has thoe same features: pretty girles from a different race, monsters, and love
triumphiant in the endse I can't say much for the short storisus as they were all
alike in that they were ull bad, with the possible exception of "Peril of the Bluse
World", which has as a theme the Martians coming to Earth and why they left so sud-
denly. Rather entertaining +to anybody who likes stories related f r om the
alien viewpoint. ‘'The Vizigraph", Planet's letter-section, is ‘the big attractioa
of the mag, and would do credit to any pro in the field. For an evening of re-living
the old days, old-timers, I suggest you pick up a copy of the latest Planet, ------=
T T AT oS e e 1 s o 4 o e 0 om0 T o e --MANSON BRACKNEY,. ..
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JMARVEL TALES-- Undoubtedly you've heard of this famous fan magazine. Copies off* 1T
are rarities today. But we have secured a small stock of them, and the few remain-
ing copies will go for 25¢ apiece. uarch~april 1935, is the issue, and it coataiwms
over 100 small-sized printed pages, featuring material by Clifford D. S e
Schuyler Miller, George Allan kngland, H. P. Lovecraft, Joann Beynon Harris, Amelia
Reypolds Long, etc, Two-color cover. Really a must on your Jist if you're a col-
lector, or want some good reading material, :Only twenty-five ceats per copy frbm
Phil Bronson, 1710 Arizona Avenue, Santa idonica, Calif, '

BACK ISSUES OF FANTASITE still available at low costs, If' “your “'filesd area"t coinp=
lete, we still have copies of Wumbers 5, 7, sud 8 left.  Number 7 (anniversary Ish)
is 20c, while the others may be had for 10c each. In the fifth issue taere is the
following feature materials "“Some Notcs on nlien Races", by L. R. Chauvenet, "The
Third Convention", by Rustebar, "The uutant Cover", by Tucker; 35 pages in all, with
a litbographed cover, and multi-colored mimeography in the interior. If you don't
have your copy of the 1lst anniversary issue you haven't seen oae of the best fan-
zines ever published. It's a huge, seveuty page issue, with a splendid lithographed
gove§ by Dollens, 17 photographs, color-mimeography, and tne best material in the
an field. :

THE &FS BULLETIN.... From six to eight neatly-mimeod pages svery issue of fan news,
articles, and special features. Published every two wecks by John L. Gergen, at 221

uelbourne Avenue, S, E,, linncapolis, isinnesota., Only five cents for two issues....

uaterial every issue by Brackney, Russell, Bronson, Dickson, and fan reporters. You

can't go wrong with this compact, newsy, fanzine, especially with thoe lowest subsmrip-
tion rates in fandom.

T{QHO.... 2nd issue now out, It's much larger than the first issue, and prosciats
znother of ulorrie Dollens' superb lithographed covers., In this issue you'll fiad
a first-rate lineup:s "Evan As a Candle", by Donn Brazier; '"How to Be a Hack", by Joc
Fortier; an article by Bowen Conways; “sagcrifice", by Shcldon Araas; an article by S.
A. ucElfresh; colorful layouts, and good miwcography, plus a readcrs' section, and
regular features. We suggest that if you're oa the lookout for the better brand of
fenzine, that you subscribe to TYCHO, or gond in a dime for a sample copy. Thec co-
ver illustration alone is t)wth the price of the mag. Regular subscription ratess
25¢ for three issues, from John L. Jergen, 221 dolbourne Avenue, Se Be, pls., uinn,

THERE IS SOLETHING NEW! Yes, if you're looking for something new, a mutant fan
publication, you'll want to subscribe to "The Fantasy ritic"., This magazine appeals
to the intelligent fan who realizes that science-fiction and weird fiction
are forms of literature of sufficient importance to their readers to merit a little
intellectual discussion. If you're tired of the hordes of fan magazines issued by
bgight-eyed 13 year-olds who insist upon inflicting their bad grammar and typograph-
ical eprors upon a long-suffering fandow, you'll welcome this wmag with open arus
If you're a science-fiction fan or reader you'll want to read it. So get busy and
send in 25c¢ for three issues to 3amuel D. Russell, 3236 Clinton Avenue, Minneapolis,
dinnesota. Single copies 10c. First issue out soon.
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. .The michiconference was to start and end on
7~ N\ Sunday. For the Illinois and Minnesota fans

-

*Sf\?ﬁit started on Friday night and ended the
A” & following ionday night.
S Neil DeJack and Frank Robinson were to
‘meet me at my house,along with Jane Tucker, :
Well, Friday, the day we planned to shove i
“off it started to snow. Ian the middle of
" Saptember, of all places. i

'Twas about 9330 p.m., and still no Frunk, Neil, or Janie, Suddeuly there came
a thumping as of sometiing bumping, bumping with an empty head upon my chamber doorn
And me not finished shaving.

I opened the door , and in walked four Things: Phil Bronson, Sam Russell, Q0liv-
er E, Saari (decrepit delineator of "The Door"), and iansoa Brackney, I iavited them
up. They entered the Liebscher apartment and Ollis dived for the refrigerator, Sam
dived for my books, Phil for the bruad-box, and Manse made friends with the cat.
Even so early he was feline tipsy. ihile the WFS flais were slowly and systematic-
all devouring and perusing everything in sight Frank and Neil arrived, and Janie

- soon afterward, My Dad went to-the store to got soms beverages and stuff and a
pleasant confab and refreshment hour was enjoyed by all, 3

After I'd shown my distinguished company my rooster that wore red pants we sail-
od. off for Battle Creek. -

Hours later thne whole gang of us barged in ou the Ashleys. Immediately Ollie
dived for the ice-box, Sam for the Ashley books, Phil for the bread-box, and . uaase
tripped on the rug. After the usual hello's, gladtameetchas, and fond endearmsuts
Janis and I went over to arouse the grand old fan, EEE., He was already up. = 3aid
iio had smelled use Could be--fans are flaus you know.

Afteor EEE went to work we went back to the Ashleys, Janie and Frank want to
sleep and tne MFS gang, Neil and I went back to 2EE’s., I opened the door and Ollie
dived for the refrigerator, Sam for Evans' books (this time ke found what he was
looking for: a gea-story entitled “"Steamin' Seamen"), Phil for the bread-box, DeJack
for the cigar-bex, and Manse and I collided diving for the maid. After listeniag te
EfE's records we returned to the Ashley's aad shortly thersafter touv off for Jacksa.,

About an hour later we arrived at tae Otscgo Hotel, after cleaniang  up, and
eating the whole gang convensd in Room 452, Boy, did we have fun: If L told you,
you wouldn't believe it} 1 g

The Minnesota wolves got to feeling lonssome, so Dorothy Tomkins, being of aa
understanding nature called up two of her girl-friends. Aafter said friends were
picked up, Jane and I, Manse and Phil, and Borothy and Al ashley went out for same
rofreskments. After sampling everything on the lists we <finally decided the best
concoction was an “Angel's Tip", :

Later as we entersd the hotel, tne refrigerator dived for Ollie, Sam went to
bed ' in a vook,danss plaved hop-scotch with the chamber-maid, Phil made bread-pudding,
Janie dived in the fish-bawl, and I dived into beds At least tanat's where I  found
mysglf the next morning, or rather, Evans.found me; After valiantly striving 1t e
awaken me he hit upon tne idea of pinching my solar plexus. It worked; I awoke, -

At last, the day of the Conference! Let's see--the ifichigan gang were all
there, the MFS boys, the Illinois gang, Dick Kuhn from Detroit, those two well-known

e ¢ 3 -
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SO e devgteé : ml. and several.others whose names sscape me. The morniag

: . primarily to the business. In thes afternoon we had some veryen-

Joyable moviss, :

the rg:tKg§32§z,a£i?dom's official auctioneer, was not presast, I was elected and
; ernoon I yelled myself hoarse draining every last shekel from

various flans' pockets.

after the auction the door prizes were awarded. I won one, the uinnesota fans
each ruceived a prize, and Dick Kuhn another.

Just as we were about to adjourn we received:.a special delivery lettor from
Unger announcing the heart-breaking news that FFu is no more, uMuasey had sold out
to Popular Publications, : #

After adjourning we all went over to the Tomkins residence. We untered  their
beautiful home and Ollie dived for the table, Phil dived for tne table, Sam dived
for the table, and llange dived for the table. A buffet lunch was enjoyed by all-~
of the dinnesota gang; no one else had a chance, Did you e¢ver ses Phil Brouson hang~
ing from a chandulier eating a bunch of grapes? You should. Phil had to bo near
the table in order to sat and as the rest of the MFS chaps were sitting on it the
nearest place was the chandelier.

Aftor the repast prizes ware awsrded.for the micuto spccckes given by all ati-
endees at the oponing session of the conferesicu. Judges EESwith and Ollie  Saari
couldn't agrue, so it was a tiu between Degler and me. We flipped and Degler took
first prize, and I secozd.

Then came the contest for the original science-fiction and fantasy plots. Th
first prizec was won by Doc Becker, the second prize & tie betwsen Dick Kuhn and mb,
and flipping again I lost. The Becker plot is tiae most astounding thing I've ever
read. You'll sec the story in a forthcomiuyg Nova.

Followed now fangabs of various sizes and types. Someonse missed O0llie and af-
ter searching frantically for about half an hour we located him in the refrigerator.
Scems he was searching for iiinnesota beer and soumeone ¢iosed the door on him acci—
dentally, :

Phil was in tne middle of the floor advertising Fantasite at the top of  his
voice; Manse was out in the kitchen chasing tho maid around the room; Sam scampered
about yelling “books, books, millions of books"; Phil Bronson drew pictures oxa tne
wallpaper; Schmarje was trying frantically to look sophisticated; Jane Tucker wd
Tommy Towmkins were playing tiddleywisks with manhole covers; Ollie climbed up on the
radio and bsgan to rscite "The Door", word for word; Abby Lu and I were playing
pattycake on the floor; Evans was giviag Wiedenbeck a haircut; Claude Degler was
doing a rhumba with Dorothy; Neil DeJack was playing his zither; frank Robinson was
reciting "Thanatopsis®, and in other words it was a real, honest-to-gooducss fangab,

But all good things must come to an end, and so after long and nearty good=—
byes the out-of-Jackson fans departed for Battle Creek.

As the entourage arrived, there was a mad scramble, and 0llie dived for "The
Door", Phil ran for “The Door", 3am dashed for "The Door", Manse leaped f o r "The
Door", Abby Lu ran for “The Door", and I pan for "The Door". Only this time the door
was the entrance to a tavern. After concuuiang innumerable bottles of Schlitz we
zipped up in front of the Ashley mansion and after more prolonged goodbyes took off
for Bloomington,

As we entered the Tucker abode Ollie dived for the refrigerator, and found i3
empty, Phil dived for the bread-box with the same results. OSam dived for the book-
case, and assumed a woe-begome expression at finding it empty. idanse and I asked for
something to eat, for we were empty. "Gad, gad, gad, gad, gad, gad, fog, fog, fog,
is there nothing im shis joint?" shrieked Ollie. I informed him that Tuck's den
of iniquity was always empty of everything. In fact Tucker's head is emptye.

But Janie went to town and scveral hours later we were treated to a hearty
supper, the main course being chicken. i

After tearful farewells we left Bloomington and headed for Joliet. On the way
home I was forced to listen to Samuel Davenport Russell explain at great length the

(Contd. on pge. 30)



. FANTA-NOTES
A
THE ZDITORS

WHEN YOU stop to consider the number .of your
friends in sveryday 1life who are classical music lo-
vers, and’ then stop to compare this number with that
of your fan friends who are . classical entnusiasts,
there's something wrong! Too many fans 1like  the
classics. Of the present Minneapolis clique of fans
--15 in number--nine are c-m lovers :and three 1like .
the stuff quite a bit. The others probably have their particular favorites in this
line, too. I think I have yet to meet'a fan who doesn't care the least bit for good
musice . =

Well, Johnny Chapman has been sent overseas, as rumored by several mecambers, and
verified by Doug Blakely's letter,so.I'm afraid the initial iustallment of "Squeaicn=~
foot's Diary" will be the last, (Incidentally, this coluamn wzs written entirely frowm
memory) Také care of yourself, Chap, and we wish ygu all the luck in taw world. 48
soon as we manage to locate him again, we'll print his address in Fantasite.  guoss
the Squanchfoot of old will not be in our pages again for tie duration., But ws have
menaged to procure a substitute Squanchfoot and hops that ne wil]l . measure up in
a small way to the scintillating features of John Chapman. .

Doug Blakely, too, has been moved, and you'll find his new address in the let-
ter-section. sl o

I sadly fear that Russell's suggestion that- an epidemic of writer's cramp is,
sweeping fandom is in truth a reality. Only x very tiny percentage of our readers
have been writing in their comments of late. Come on, fans, let's have your sugges-
tions, criticisms, gripes, or praises, as the case way be, on this issus. And not on-
1y this particular issue, .but gvery one.. You will be in good company, y'kaow, f o.r
Fanta-Scripts has a reputation for being one of the best letter-scctions. Then -
aji~, it is your medium for expressing yourself in Fantesite's pages. Our po._-Cy
imposcs no restrictions on length or brevity of letters, nor on taeir counteunts, . just
as long as you write. If you want to start a feud, you'rs welcows to space ia fan-
tasite's readers' column (although we do not necessarily c¢ndorse such feuds). In
any event, sit down at your typer, or un-cap your pgH, and get busy. fou  n e cd sttt
worry if you are an atrocious penumcn, for we are expertd at reading illegible hand=
writing, beihg eble to decipher evem that of Frank Robiusons :

In this time of scarce fanzines, a new one is like & flower in the desert. e
suggest that you fans who don't posgsess copivs of the 2nd issue of Tycho send in a
dime or a quarter for a subscriptiou now. Cousult the ad elsewnere in tinis issue fer
further details. o e 145

A few thoughts on the fanzines.... Harry Jernsr's Spaceways has folded, énd wo
tear our hair, weep, stamp on the floor, and wander ground in & porpstual duzé.
Good old Julie's Triple-F Las been appearing with commendable regularity, sspeciclly
when you cousider. the amount of work involved in putting out a weekly, oad tne loug
time that FFF has been hitting the mails. Je liks 1t, but wisn tiaat it was dup—
licated a bit better, and had even right—h&nd edges. But thea, Yyou cen't have
your cake and e2t it t00. Lovely Le4 is another old-regular, aid it would doubtless
be o sad blow to fandom if ‘Unc Sammy decided Tuck would make a better soldier thaa a
fanzine editor. Aside from these three pubs, and Voil, I can't tuinx of any otherlma-
gazines that appear quickly enough to prevent one from forgetting them. Certain omes
appear too regularly, and one wispes to forget them, but tuat‘g beside tiie point, No-
va, another gem of the first-order should be seeing its third 1ssueé soon. what's nap-
pened to all of the others, though? ilaybe the oft-repeated phrase "t o p-ten fan-
: (continued on uexl p7ge) :
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FLANS A LA CONVENTION (Contd.)

writings of Stanley G. Weinbaum, In due
time we arrived at Joliet, and % bid
farewell to the last of the convention=-
ites. Ah! sad parting! At the time of
my arrival in Joliet I h a d survived
three days with only 4 hours sleep, The
Minneapolis boys had survived 5 days
with only 4 hours sleep, and in addition
had driven some thousand-and-more miles,
Yes, truly it is true; t h e secret is
out., Fans are flans,

FANTA-NOTES (Continued from page 26)

zines' will have to be cut down to "top-

five", if the slwup contiaues., Several
promising newcomers have seen the i r
first issues, though: Tycho, Paradox,

and The acolyte.

The Fantasite 3taff is veldiantly
striving to produce on-time issues, but
we're battling rather heavy odds, Dol-
lens, Russell, and I must keep the wolf
from the door; Saari, Dickson,and Brack-
ney are studying hard at the "U"; Oster-
lund and Gergen are also working, a n d
Gergen goes to scnool in the daytime, so
you can readily see that we have our ob-
stacles. Sherm Schultz was laid up again
for a while, and couldn't make it to MFS
mestings, but we recently received the
heartening news that he's up and around
again, You'll be seoeing some of his art
work~in Fantasite, too., Despite obstruc-
tions and the ever imminent  threat of
induction into the army, we'll keep The
Fantasite coming as long as there is one
MFS fen left, so you needn't start wor-
ryings

PHIL BRONSON.
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SUBSCRIBE NOW TO THZ FANTASITE:!

ig a sample copy, or you are reading a
friend's personal copy of Fantasite pay
heed to these facts: The Fantasite is
the No. 1 fan magazine, It features
a greater amount of wordage every issue
than any other fan periodical, and the
biggest variety of high quality material
for your money,

If this

S LED &S D

‘manic depressive's prayer.

LOVERS OF THE WEIRD AND FANTASTIC:

"The Acolyte", an amateur quarterly devo-
ted wholly to fantasy aand supernatural
fiction, invites your patronage. Each
issue corsists of from 18 to 36 mimso-
graphed pages, and contains original art-
icles, poems, and stories, e particu-
larly wish to featurev professional quali-
ty material which is too uncommercial for
the pulps, but beginning writers will
find us a good medium for presenting
thoir better class vfforts, #e use little
or no gcience-fiction, but if you like
your stuff in the Lovecraft-Smith groove,
you'll probably like "The acolyte', |

Four 1ssues will cost you 35¢, but if you
are not on our 1ist,3¢ postage will bring

you a sample copy of our second issue
(out December 20).
Francis T, Laney
720 Tenth Streset 2N
Clarkston, Washington ‘“%@%T“

IF IT'S

AN MFS PUBLICATION
it's right up there on top! If you're
looking for some really worthwhile f a n
magazines, you can't go wrong with aay
of the following: TYCHO, THE MFS BULLET—
IN, THE FANTASY CRITIC, & THE FANTASITE~-
Then, in the lighter vein,. you'll. find
the humor mags, specializing in science—
fictional:trivia aind nonsense-BR-R-RaCK-}
and THRILLING YAWJP STORIES.

—®—

BORED WITH IT ALL? WEaRY OF THE COuiidON, =
EVERYDAY FANZINES? DOES YOUR WIFE #© 4 T
CRACKERS IN BED?%? well, tnen, send ia a
three-cent stamp for a copy of =-wr-=
"BR-R-R-4CK!" In the 2nd issue: "T h e
Dice King" by Damusl Z. Bustle, "onst-
ers 9f the Void" by arden Benson, "Raisins
If It's Rai9id Bread", by P. Robert Bron-
son, Stf. D.y D. S. C., and other h yper
material by M. Brackney. Get your copy
now of this screwy fanzine; it's different
and it's refreshing; the answer to t h e
Send for one

now frqm Manson Brackney, 152 Arthur ave,
O.le, WMjnneapolis, uinnésota.
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Paid Advertisement

OiE SET

‘ONE SET

ONE SET
ONE SET
ONE SET
ONE SET

+-- FANTASY BOOKS FOR SALE ---

VERNE..e.eoeeoeaes FROM THE EARTH TO THE MOONeseeevoanv,qaedd
VERME .+ eoeeoesseesa20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SZA.csesocosesdd
VBRAE e » = s o5« 4 obk o THE FIELD OF ICEecuvaecaconsscssvnasonesld
VERNE. ¢ ¢ cveeeses.sA JOURNEY TO THE CENTER OF THE Zarlh...50
VERNE . e eseseesece o FIVE WEEKS IN A BALLOON.:esscecscoacsss0
WATERLOO. « oo sseeesTHE STORY OF ABsvsscoccvaassoccnasscccsld

. wATKm.I..-..-I...ON BORRO‘IVED TINE--..--.-...-..-..--.$l.00

WEINBAUM. e eeoeeee -THE NEW ADAMeassansocncoacsoasassascnesld
WELLSeeeeeeeseeeso THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAUeeceessasccssesd0
WELLSeseoesosoceesMEN LIKE GODSesagsecesscascassscccsssseadl
WELLSeeeeoccossoesoTHE WORLD. SET FREE¢eacecocsosceccacccss0
T T oo o stssie <o THE, S TGN, ATh STK o ae dinagass sses sgefoisinagsinie “foss 1880
WINGER. oueevesesesTHE WIZARD OF THE ISLANDeeeeecrocacsces?d
WINDSOR. o sasseses VANISHING WEN:aeecesssscasaccssasssaneald
WINDSOR. « oce aiafomn s s STATION Xeino o o 0005 aosossman asesionnssple00
JRIGHT & LEBAR4+..THE DEVIL'S HIGHWAYeeeaesesoasasccceaesld
.WRIGHTao.o-n.-ooo.DELUG'Edoo--oouo-c.-.o-n-o.o-o-oo-o.---.?S
WRIGHTeeeasesesses THE ISLAND OF CAPTAIN SPARROWe s o600 seee85
BURROUGHS. o s o+ es e s THE GODS OF MARSeesscoeesosssococesasasdl

LA mer‘ER......._...mE H{ANTOMmmE m‘ov’...'.l.......r?s

-SEDGWICK'S‘....-....THE rI}l]l{]:) ‘HNDON.-.0-.---..--.--.-.--..-60 _

PELBERTON. « o e v oo THE SIGNORS OF THE NIGHT.eeeeeecacasoasld
CURTIS.esesaessess WOODEN CHRGERCS o smnits. (samadthe sue il diianans o au bl
QUUPAT: «.oe'soom 5.0 o SEARTLEK a's a0 a 6 o sutrs aipraaie o s'are ars)e /o arareiavs: el Sl
FLAMM.RION........URANIA.................,.............$l.00
PAREK. .+ e eoeessssl0,000 YEARS IN A BLOCK OF ICEsceeessadTd

HOEYe e e vososasesssTHE STARTLING EXPLOITS OF DR. QUIES.$1.00
TURNER. o v soescecssh VOYAGE IN SPACE¢eccaceecsossoosasas$2.00
HERING. o oeseeeese s ADVENTURE AND FANTASY.useeevooooacsaaeeld
CAPEK. « v evuvscssesTHE ABSOLUTE AT LARGE.sccescocsssacscssld
BOYNyevveescesonosTHE DIABOLIQUESeeesocasessasesassssadlsd0
BURROUGHS, Je Be.oTITAN, SON OF SIETURITE . o ecsiaes s niaginiss SamiiaBL
CLABDY. .. .00s00essTHE BLUE GROTTO TERROR.: ceooesseesosesed0
CLAUDY . e v svecoesesLAND OF NO SHADOW.«eeosssasascsonsaonssd0
BLACKWOODs o e e o e o s QHE GARIEN OF gl ARV b, poryle (0

. DICKENSeseeesesessTHE HAUNTED MAN ¢ eosevacassoscasnioansesdD

oF
oF
OoF
OF
OF
OF

CLEATOR. e« s ec o oo+ ROCKETS THROUGH SPACE..ecvctvcaccse .$3.00

'STAPLEDON.Q-".....mE STAR MR........‘Q"Ql..l........$2l50

MAGAZINES FOR SaLE

" SKYLARK OF VALERON". IN EXCERPT FORd -- $2.00
"SKYLARK THREE" IN COWPLETE FORi -- $2.25

FauioUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES (26 issues) SEPT,1939 TO DEC.1942-COP.$10.00.
FANTASTIC NOVELS (5 ISSugd) JULY 1940 TO APRIL 1941 -- COMPLETE $2.50.

"THE SKYLARK OF SPACE" IN COMPLETE FORM -- $2.25
"THE GRsY LEN_SMAN" IN COWPLETE FORd -- $2.00

All books and magazines postpaid froms
Neil DedJack .

1746 Balmoral Avenue 3

Chicago, JIllinois @
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FRANCIS T. LANEY: The Fantasite is a fine publication. I - particularly liked - the

idea of using a back-strip, and believe tnat I may copy this feature. Russell's
story. despite-.a tendency to compress too much into a snort space, is definitely in
the top grade of amateur writing. I feel the long article on "Black Cat" is scarcely
worth the nuwsber of steacils it used up, but then tnat is just my own personal view-
point; and I .will admit that seridus researcn aloug bibliographical lines is geuer-
ally worth encouraging. Oross-word ‘puzzles are scgrcely my idea of wortawhile ma-
terial ., but if the readers 1like thewm,... after all, there's no law to make e work
. thems The really commendable feature of "'Fantasite” is the mature viewpoiat shown
throughout, I am heartily tired of getiing fanzines which I am ashamed to sbow to
my noin=-fan friends. ' Of course I'm just a dbddering old greybeard (crowding 23 now),
but it is & real pleasure to find a shest tnat is out of tae juveaile clesa. 720
Tenth Street, Clarkston, Washiagton. ((Thankes for the kind commsats, brothsr Laasy,
#e would like to suggest that you fans who ars uanfamiliar with "“The acolyte",which
is editzd by Laney, se¢nd in a. dime for a copy. It's tins -best of the latest in our
¢stimation, PRB)) '
FRANI. ROBINSON:s The cover is the most magnificent cover I have yet scen on a fan-
zins, This Includes Clyne covers so far printed. 'Russcll's story hasn't changed my
opinion about funzine fiction, but my opinion isn't quite fair. I read it last nigut
vihen I was in no condition to read anything. ((Why, Frank; shame! EDS)) Rervad o
paragruph of it last night and it sounds good. Brazier writes rather well. I doa't
tlame Doublepounds I wesp for him, poor guy. Boggs rvminds - me of an sternzl op-
timist, Judging from the interest now displayed in super speeds, heavy armament,
new “secrst" weapons, etC., one would think that the newsstands would be practically
buried under stf, A4s you know, though, such isn't tie case, FiF.iM. gone--and if tne
reporta arc correct maybe Columbia's mags. Farszci, Squanchfoot, and Fassbein der
interesting. Editors and Tueker good. Phil Lshr awful., Gsez, poor Brdnsonl Can't
drawm can't write; can't do aaything but drink beur and wolf. How I wish I could.
Russull okay, and the MFS triumvirate likewise, Evidently bBrackaey dida't like
“garrior's Age"? ((Don't meation that name! He's liable to hesr you....EDS)) War-
aor's ad intervsting. Did you bribe him to print that hypocritical statopent
about Phil? ((Harry! You promised not to tell! PRB)) 6636 3. Sacramento, Chicaga

JOE FORTIER: Just got Fantasite aud have to bdruuk the s.leuce to say it's quite-all
right. Cover's beuautiful aud contunts neat. The fiction was e dud this time.
Tucker's reviews arc far too long. {((Chiefly becuuse gou doa't like book reviews,as
you have reiteratcd befors., Howsver, Recomnended Reading 1s higuly favored by the
majority of our rcaders. EDS)) Farsaci's "Thu Goldea Dawn" is the beat thing  in
the issue; on this you might eat a tow words in the editorial. ((why? Bucause we
didu't spread blurbs throughout the issuw, proclaiming that "TGD" was originaily
schoeduled for taec ill-fated BAWN? e had tav permission of Larry Farsaci, the au-
thor, and 2lso that of DAWN's cditors. In addition, practically overybody ;s
aware of the fact that Lowndus' article in the aunaiversary Issue, aad some other ui-
nor itcms--and the Farsaci article were plaaned for DaiN. EDS.)) I'd 1like to
sce Lou Smith's column back again and the same goeus for JR's. ((Unfortgnately, wo
haven't been able to locate Louis C. Smith since his abrupt and unheralded depart-
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ury f;om his foricr address. You will find tnat Jona Reitrof's colugpn is aot in
this issue again, e did sead the installment in, and it was a long one-~3, 0 0 O
words. Jowever, ur. Reitrof forgot that we are publishing a fen wagazine, LS
s nine-~tenths of Hell Fire dea¥»t wita marriage and divorce, 3sports, jokes,ani anytaing
but ~cience-fiction. Hence no Heil fire coluwn will be fouua iu this isgue. B3 /!
“Sauunchioot’s Diary" is no more tnan an amateur's accouat of personal, purple pre-

e judices, ({Jona Chapman is ao amateur, e thougal you were ia sywmpatily with por s -
onal, purole prejudices. 1DS)) I dou't thiak wuch of aon-professional crossmord

puzzles, but Chappy's lovks good: "ul.F.S. Notes" rather dry, but readable, ' ™"amoag
Ztc." was lousy tiis issue: Kuttner's work not stinkeroos. ad-r's astrc cover was
not accurate. Crack against Fannual notu ia good taste. Fassbeinder your best col-
umnist. Please salarge tnis column; “Panta=-5cripts" fair, aad test lstter-ssction
in fandom. #arner gives me a pain though....s0 wuci quibbling. Brazier most luter-
esting in here, Yerke forgets that L.A. 1s uaderpaia in ratio to tue rest of the
coast. All-in-all, you've one of thu two best fanmags, iova being the otusr onse  a
nice format, thcugh a bit slipsnod in spots. ((Sorry, we had to run tuat last issue
throvgh in a hurry, and that's the reasou for the bad portivas, 503)) <222 L. 3C ta,

Oakiand, Califoraia. _ e AR SR U e - DA ¥
CORP. DOUSLAS . BLaKELYs A word about tis mugust-September ish aad taca we OVe od

to othur tiings. Incidentally, cnliéhtcn;mnu;unanlighténed aad tell wmeo wuat weight
of paper you now use. ({wvsually, 204pound;mimyo:bond.' zD3)) daen I get out of
the army and start publishing my owr'magy gotte know 311 ubout these admialsuira-
tive details. I fully expwect the*ill-will. of adﬁuﬁdﬁcd or so faas for a remark ia

ay lettsrito Fanta-Scripts to the effuct tict mekemmin Writes rubbish quite consist-
éntly. Howevor, Licut. Dol Brazier ‘geems to focl the saume - wey a3 I do, aad in the
seme departuent at the same time. - Typicul exoumple of Bow the army sticks togetasr,
And it was rother odd to szy “"iaag oa to writor Russcll had artist Dulloas".  They
arc oditing the daan thing ‘this issue. This wus gometniig like telling J.W.C. Juaior
to hang on to Don A, Stuart.  "Tne Tco-King", executed Witn ~“Saamucl D. R U 83 «1l's
ususl polisii, . wag nsverthelggs lacking:ii:. somgthiage £ caln't ‘quite - unake up my wiad
vhat it is. aybs the story dis too .short, maybe it's tae plot,:old as tho -kiss of
death, I can't find out uwxictly why the story dida't click as saarply 28 “hcst - =ef
Samuel's stuff, so let's forget it. wihen Slucping Boauty'3poké?,was'ugjoyablo, Sog
wecky. Maybe the army does to Brazicer the swie thing‘it dous™to me. Thu..twa'a;ti-
cles, "Alas, Pvor Yorick" and "The Golden Dawn' ar¢ iastructive, = iuteresting, well-
© written space-fillers, Jhich is about:&ll =a articlce nsed bu, ycs? No?  “Squauch-
~ foot"s -Diary", undoubtedly writtun ia-ths saadow of a top-sergoiuit's stiaging lash,
‘4ms ‘very okay aad to me, zarold WF3 uember, nostalgic to tine peiat of a fullsfledged
“eryiag jag.. In fact, I dropped into tig PX for a bottle of Budweiser., '3 gdod. By
the by, Sines the article was writden, 0ld Squancanfoot wasr suipped over, aad I hope
the arsy is as good to Squanchfvet as:he is to tne army. -{Give 'em hell, 3quanch! )
{(Ditto!)) IThe dupartments were up to your usual stundard of quality. And that
‘ COVERL - aly God, what a dastorpiece! Tta uffect is heightsasd . Dby the fact tuut at

the moment -I happened to 1odk ot -it, s hunk of ‘very dragou-like symphoay was’' purring

darkly cout .of the padio;"Nice curzulative effyct, Orchids, gorrie, -2ig, black or-

~

“chids, 'at ten-.bucks psr shut. Did you kpaw, thit. MLights "Out” is-back._¢n the’air? I

prékod-it Tp: 185t wayk gome time, archu, Qblor.dous tiic scripts, r1zad ?psy'ru thé sauns

b > < . ~n q - - - i L ¢ N oa n s iy L .
g old Ovler siuff, Aayway, they reuasiadced me 01 tilcsu cuttiag Be5851uus }%;oquauchfout's
" bpartmert tnat we used tu have. Tyose dpa:,LgoHa_days beyoind reoall, whea I was a
4 " " nappy,- simple civilian, iaving aéi wwocgsionel beer at tho Jugge (e wFS ' Jug-ation-

ding tradition is now cdrricd on by Brackney, Dicksun, <Siari, daad Buasvi. DS ) ), dri~

“ ying ersuad i3 a Real Cary and recordipg Kuésgll's-dray~mas.on gorric's recording sit.

‘ “0'Lostl -L.gdp.a couple vf'ideas for tdray-mas that wo might 'use, iu case Nio ever geb
“~togtther z2gain, I rithef like your tirads . against those . corvdia feuwags which:- are
"gvidently run by a’buath of neurotic fourtesn-ysar-vlds. talthcugn I _Suppos¢: ¥ e u
< cmn’t get hes. open With slck-a thing,, and azie naies of .tnu chief problem children,

Suck = pnactchf-tﬁit;df'dh-opeaAcruaade'aguiust a cortain greup of faas and. fasuags
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--always saemg-to load to boycottiug of thu uag, fights (hot dog), and all stuff like
that ?herc. . Unhappily, in tho process of ruuainug a wag, onc ovidently wust not’ e
tagonize groups too oponly, The nice thing about. your system of not' nnuwing aaybody
is that 211 thos: fizz kids think it's the stiacr guy. Ue Jell, thu rovelled slueve
is in dire nced of buing knittod up, and now wust get uyself oft to wy pada ‘I will
take somc of my little frieunds to bed with we, Akl I 3Ge your ' oyos widen ot this,
You have beun in California, Fil, and you kaow of whou I speake. Corructs ay little
friends are tuc sand-fleas this beautiful couatry abounds ian. Just like Mary's
littYe lamb, thesv diminutive and hellish beasts follow mu whorvver I aay go. |
itch and scratch, and I curso and woan, and fiually I uag get to slceps Who can 3ay?
iote mow addrees:” Hg. Btry 2nd Bn., 6th C. Al Fort Crounkkgite, Califoraia.

DAVID MILLER: is I unwrapped thu latost issue of Fantagite, I was ° struck by tho
singularly iuprussive cover. Gads let's give 15 tu Dollens: I guess the little
elephants are finally getting hia, No.foolini it was gplendid. The Dbiadiag was a
swell touch, too. The next thing that caught Ly eye was a page of waterial eatitled
Science-Fiction Goo ((Special %msert published by Russell for the FAPA, and .ailed
to all aon-FAPA zeubers, EDS)). That was a little geu; a diawond ia the rougn---er,
well not exectly roughe. It is one of the best constructive criticisws and discuss-
ions Y have ever read dbout any subject for a lung tiue. Aavtier thing, dit's about
tiae gomeone expressed an opinion that uust have been in iany fans' sinds for souwe
tine; that of the semi-tragedy of Jeird Tales. ah, ue. Thiuogs like "Guo® are aot
often found. They certaiily don't grow oa trous. ((Hold on thar', Davej wr. Rus=-
gell is drooling enthusiastically in a curner{ FRB)) I supposc 1 enjoyed “"alas, Puor
Yorick" (as an intelligent article on the destination of fandom after the war) and
"Recocmaended Reading" (as somothinug useful to all of us) the wost, “éhen Sluvping
Beauty Spoke" was a.using, and too tragically true., 300 College St., Valdusia, Ga.
- > e W P e O e B = OS  a LY T Ty b coenceccan—e [ ettt etttk bkl creroeon
HARRY WARNER, JBe: Al, anc to Fantasite!l (This i a novel feeliag to we, it be=~
ing the first tiie in four years I've been able to cowwent on a fanzlae unhauperedby
the fadét that I'n issuing one myself and can't crack down to iward on certain
iteus.) The cover could hardly be better, It does wnat it's aeant to do porfucilys;
I can't find & flaw in it, The little strip of passe-partout or whatever it is ruae
ning up the spine improves the appearance iueasurably, too; i'd retaian it, if poss-
jble, Fiction:  Sam's story was v8py good. It suffered frou one thing, codwoa  to
2 lot of anateur weird and fantasy fiction--211 description; no conversation. wihile
I don't care for a story which is practically nothing but talk, witn the reader left
to guess whet is happening by the speeches, waenover pugsible, a littls direct quo=—
tetion helps,and gives variety and tealism, Of course,l realize that ian this partic-
ular story, the whole writing style would be cliopped up if any quotes wore included:
But the samc holds true of too wauy fan stories. Brazier's bit was  very a.u-
ging, and seemed just right in every way to ue. (Incidentally, I Jjust heard that
Donn is now stationed in Georgia, and is wakiag contact with Lynn Bridges, who 1is
located very near him, It'll bs the first case of Auerifans being brougnt ia touch
par la guarre,) Aauong the dark chapters of my 1ife is the periud in whick £ was a
crossword puzzle fiend, I etill retain soue beliefs and prejudices froa that tiwe,
and have been soreoly distrouesed by previous atteapts at stf. crussword puzzles, Tais
one is easily the best I'vc seen (except for the scivntific ones, which really doa't
count, in Startling)e The only big fault is that so wany abbreviations are usecd.
Technically, it's not good because there's no coatact botweon the uppsr and the lowe
or half, but that's an iusignificant defects I caildishly worked it, aad got it all
right, except for tie name of the Slan character. ((Ollie Saari scoreud the very swe
as yous all right oxcept for 'same of Slan character. EDS)) Parts of Farsaci's art-
. jele were interesting. But uins pages were 2 lot to spond on it, If it had bew. coem-
. plete in soue way--that is, if it had listed all the sto;ies over a coertaia period,
or all the stf. and fantasy over the Lagazine's career, i<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>