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b\.{ CQondda vL')-QaQu._

On Sundey, July .sixth, et about two o'clock in the afterncon, there ap, esared
in the Colorado Room of the Shirley cevey a %estern Union messenger, who deliverea a
message in e plain, sealed envelope. fLercss the feace of the envelope vies typed, "UWESHw
AGE TO THE DINVENTION", end written below this in psncil; "leliver £ o'clock. Shirley
cavoy, Coloredo Room, World Science Fiction Convention

In th: messuge itself & requcst wes meGe thet it be roed before the assembled
fens, but efter a short portion had besn reed it wes decideda thet such & procedurc
would teke tuce much velucble tim:, apnd the msscoge wes loid cside.

Leonerd Merlow cnd mys:1f, the only fins attending frem Indicne, thought, «f-
ter we hed hetrd the smell pertion of the messcge thet wee cetuclly reed, thet it wes
obviocusly & hoax.

Hovever, it scunded interesting, and ve wers curious., No one clse suemed to
show much enthusizsm or be gre:tly intorested,

The envelope wis leia on the cheir mens desk, cnd we weitec until some other
business wes over, tien went up to teke & look ot this streng. missive which purpor-
t.u to be a messege from MARTIANS,

Slewly we read through the first of it, cnd mere and mor. w. w.re convineced it
wes & hocx oif soms Sort. wWe recd on to ses whet the ceteh wes. Dut cstoundirgly there
wes ro cotch thers, end g we recd on, incredibls sentenco efter scntence, uncertein-
ty, then ¢ strang: doubt, begon to displece our firm convicticns., This wis no ordin-
cry hoex., Hocx, if hocx it wes, its unknown cuthor hed put cn enormous cmont of work
into it, ws felt. :

True, we will grent you, the contents scom gimiler to meny eterice wo hove 11

recd coout Merticne end "meoroges from-lore”. But the part ebout tils onc thht is so
strencely disconcerting, is the aimost compeliing feeling thet the words mecn excactly
vwhot they stetz, the uncennily reslistic wey it is written!

Lfter wz had resd the n@8sege, we felt thet something would have to be done.
Here wes & situstion uniuue in &ll the kannals of fandom; an incredible situation.
The mescage was & very sincere one, &ddresied to th fens attsnding the cinvention
and to ell fendom It distinctly and positively steted thaet the messege wes to bs read
DEFORE THL DENVENTION, Yot no one pay :d much cttention to it.

An unthinkabls situatior! We would hevs to toll people cbout it, at lecst get
thom interested enougn to recd it! As I scid befors, this ssumed so sincere, so reel-
istic, and w. didn't went to see & good tiaing go under.

I heve elweys be:n & fon of thesc storie. with an ironic twist, thet end in s
some entirely different and uncxpected menner. The irony cf this situaticn vics reed-
ily epperent. Sciegnce-fictior fens, the peopls who heve clweys bolicved in herticne,
space travel, etc., have d:liverz:d to thelr convention ¢ messege cleiming to be from
Mertiens, end what do they do? Thsy laugh et it! Cosmic irony!

4 - (cont. orn next peage)



(I would like to add here though, that this was not exactly the fzult of &any
of the fens present. There were so meny other mattors pressing for time, that they
could hardly be blamed for not wenting to wede through seversl sheets of materizl th-
ey believed to be & rather childish hosax.)

So that's the way it was. If they hed krown th: import end reelism of this me-
ssage, 1 em sure every fen in the room would heve insisted on heving it reed. I supp-
ose we cen only offer our apologies to its elleged suthore, the Mertiens, because it
wes not resd befors the Denvention &s requusted, There is one thing sbout the situet-
ion we do not understand, Thaot is, thet the messcge was deliveredion Sundey, the last
dsy of the convention, If it h«d been delivered on Fridey or Ssturdey it would un -
doubtodly have beun recd.

Lt eny rete, Leoncrd end I found oursclves in wn zll-gut discussion, over our
Pepsi Coles. We have wondered since whet the pecple inTHyett's hemburger plece thou-
ght about the animeted discussion of messcges from Mers, end the vivid cuerccterizet-
ion of "Muddle-headed fens,.who wouldn't know one if they sew it

To make the rest of « long story shori, we got cur hedds together end decided
on whet should be done. This wes the lust dey of the convention; there woula be no
other chence. Speeches are clweys mede efter the benguet, so it wes decided thet we
would meke some sort of en sttempt &t & speech, im ordur to et lucst geot soms of the
feng to recd the messcge befors they lzft.

Wie were both going to meke & spesch, but this secmed superflous. Woe is me! I
hed niever made a speach befor: to speak of, at least nor befores so many people. I eam
»ot edverse to making & speech, but to meke & speech one must know what to scy. I
certeinly had plenty to say, but the heck of it is thet when I got up in front of &
1ot of pacple I can't seem to think of the things co-ordinately, in & feshion to meke

BETILE

I knew most of these people, now why couldn't I get up cnd telk to them the sc-
me wey? If you have never meds & speuch before, try it some time. There's & lot of
difference, in spite of your telling yourself thuir shouldn't ba. Did I lock scered?
Well, T was! However, I tried to tell the funs czbout the messags; dwell briefly on
rne contents and the import of its words. As I s&id in my spaech, I would like to sec
.n investigetion of some sort mede, end when end if we find that some fen is respon-—
sible for tnis message, we will be the first to ccknowledge it.

T fe.r thot some ports of my speech mey not heve been eny too coherent, or th-
s % doubled back on myself cnd tclked ebout the stme thing cgein ¢ time or so. But
I wes doing the best I could, and I feel it puid to try, os meny fens respondod by
»ecding the messige bofore deperting. '

(For the mony who were not c¢ble to read &t et the convention, end «ll whe could
act attend, we hope you can recd it here, Pass the woré cround; toll &ll your friends
about this speciel issue. Copies of this mcgazine ere being distriputed throughout
&l fendom.)

seone~d end I then conceived the idec of printing the messcge in our ferthcom-
ing meg. Wo needsd metericl cnywey, end we thought it would be & grect ideo to use
the messege ir our first issue. After the benguet, we found Olon Wiggins «nd «sked
nim .f we might copy the messege «nd use it in our uegazine. We were astunished when
o told us thot no one hed esked cbout the messcge. Since no one else hod shown eny
great interest in it, he let us tcke the messcge itself withrus, wil-# Y38 prlii-
Laet An

And so we are privileged to bripg to you, the Message to the Denvention. Therc
are those who mcy hint thet since we heve shown cn interest in the messege we had so-
mething to do with it, We will let you meke your own decision after you hove reed the
messege itself.

-5 -
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IMPORTANT MESSAGE - TO BE READ BEFORD THE
DENVENTION

How meny of you believe in Mertians? The great telescopes of this planet rl-
eerly show the seasonal changes in the color of vest areas. Color cemerss and other
instruments have proven this to be vegetation, Where there is vegstible . life there
is elso animal life. The Red Planet cooled vastly longer ago than this one. Th re
has been tiuwe for bundreds of great civilizations to have risew end fellen. Vihy cou-
lan't there be intelligent 1ife?

Neveriiicless, meny persons scoff ot the ides of lMiartiens, &t least of intell-
igent llartian beings, and of them ever coming to the =zarth.

You who are xnown as science-fiction fans, cre the only .eople on eerth who
unuerstanc or evelu care, about such metters. You heve among your literature &1l man-
ner of stories about Martisns and other slisn beings from othsr .lentts.

hat would you do if sou were a belng from another world? Thet is why we have:
vritten this brief message to you. Thet is why we decidod to hev it propented at
thet necting of your kirc .hich vou heve chos-.n to call the Denventicn,

Auong 211 the vast population of this world we fzcl most "et home" emong thege
15 &
cosmic minded craatures, liks yoursclves.

We Bon't suppose even, that meny of you will belivve this to be & mes-ege from
kertians we are not pérticulerly trying to got enyene to boliev: it is. I won't know
why we sre wrlting this mussase to vou,

One reason is &« kindr.c feiling*towerds percon. who r.cd and write storis cb-
cut Mertisns, space ships, scientific civiiiszetions, zte. For ws wr. Mertiens, ws ha-
Ve fpace treversing ships, end thet vwhich we hunbly belisve to b: & ceicntific civiie
rzevion,

iho would possibl undsrstend, or come nsercr, then comsone who hes road, tho-
ught,cnd telked ubout thess thinzs most of thoir life? Meny fens ere evolves centur-
ies beyond thelr times, et lecst in neurone connections .nd crees of cssociction. le—
ntelly .

Ancther rsason we did, wes pertly to test raiction, to wes whet woulc occur,
It mey bs that you too will scoff wnd deny such & possibility, Porheps we would do
the sime in your plece,

"well" you esk, end rightly, "I wondsr they heve not contceted the government
or sent & messuge to those vho ers in power", I can enswer this question in pert,

Our leeders heve expressly forbid us to do 50, &t thig dete. Or to come into

* feeling ? Lo (cont., on next vece)



the open ourselves. No doubt you do not understand. You may in & minite.

A thousand questions are perhaps going through your wind. We cen only cmswer a

T ey o wme

e 68 tasm for you but briefly hers. You want to know how it is that wi commend use
of your language, certain knowledge of this worid, etc. vhat our reasons for being on
it are. Our intentions, what we are like. Cur mode of living perhaps. The - parpdse of
this message menhave explained to you,

tie have been én your world in small numbers for meny yeers. ke have learned
languzges and nearly everything else cbout this world. We humbly believe that it wou-
1d noy be exesggercted to suy thet we know vestly more ebout it then coss tny one of
your peopre. We mede it our business to know. We studied end leerned end €1l this to-
ck ¢s & long time,

Until we knew 11 about this world end had teken into account everydeteil, .rc
end hed grester numbers here, we could not let ourselves be known, or meke epnounce-
ments. But such a time is not greatly distunt.

Wie hove been permited to give out whatever informetion mey be conteinegd herein.
Those whose combined business it is to plen such thingg, know better about it than we
do. Our people are weiting for the next opyosition of qur two planets fot ¢« great mi-
gration. Arsearch for a new home. Our plunet is unbelievably dry compered to your gr-
een world with seven vast oceans end unlimited natural pesources, end it is nearer
the sun for sun-power,

We will not endavor to outline here, the struggle, the plapning, the vest att-
empt, the actuzl crossing of the gulf betu_sn your world ana ours.

And we for thaet snnouncement, s the time is not meny years off we can promise
you thet greet reveletion of Murtiasns®, of which you reed bbout in sclence fiction.
Lt thet time we will enncunce ourselves cnd try to muke pezce cnd treeties with your

T pecple ’

Compered te your teeming populctions thire are not meny of us. But vic £ve nol
s0 surc we would be received, All thet is for the future, end we who write mey wct
give the d=teils, nor do we even kncw,

I may add berc thet we do not huve £ll the super-wscpens thet hove be.n cttri-
buted to us by well meeming persons, clthough we do heve & few you could describe th-
us,

The lack of rescurces is so bad on olé hicrs thet your people heve meny devices
end products we could never hoped to heve mede there, bubt we lecrn with incrasdible
swiftness, end we have learnea much from your plenet. Many secret processes we do vt
know about.

You hed more technicel knowledge, we more mentel, psychologiccl, end thecret-
jcel, We have knowledge of minds end of living beings end "humen nature" end of hua-
an relations; of which you hcve never drecmed! '

This has becn collectea over ths pest 0,000 yeirs, end w: have clsc cther wa-
ys. But we heve the cepacity to lezrn, end when we observe your processes cnd techni-
gue we guickly understend.

For meny yeers we heve followed sclence-fiction mers or less. In explering yo-
ur worlds facilities we ren ccross it, &nd this is the only group in this world we
could find who recd, right®, end think seriously about a better future for their race,
other plenets, powerful msachines, etc.

¥ write ~7 - (cont. on next page)



We have investigated nearly everything on your plenet, s0 we coaidn't heve
mlssed Scilence-Iicelon, Lirewise, you wore the oniy logicel people to send & messeage
to if at all, and we decided to ses what would occur.

e thought you ucwence~¢1ctlon fans would be interest:d in knowing about us a-
head of time, A "scoop", maybe?

Perheps you want to know more abuut us, why we have not intervened in the wer,
ete, Tne lest question. There ars very few of us here, en advence guard, at this ti-
ne. Thé squipment we could brlng fourty million miles from dying Mars, wes very mea-
ger 1ndecd

I doubt seriously that we coulda stop the wam, or even do & grest lot to change
its courssz. Mor: I may not revcal, but when our people come &gein the next time it
¥ill be different,

i3

Unfortunstely, a lot cen hepper in the uuveral recining yearu, but one thing
we have been suthorized to tell you, Thers is now llfe end dacth ctrugs:le in vour
world, just ¢s the Cunturlus old bettle we fougnt wwtn the red sends wes & life and

death struggle.

Thig we will sey, thet we will never let Adolph Hitler rule this torld! This
would meen s much to us as it does to your p:iople.

Perhaps we could not stop it, but we hcvs bien given full power to sct in what-
ever menner we shell ses fit in the event of ¢ world cmergency. e arc o 8puddddesg-
nqurapron’ so to spezek,

At any event, when the next opposition comes, £dol.h Hitler cen expect cn "In-
vesion from liers" on his hends. The cities, Rome, Berlin, kadrid, Tokyo, &and cll they
represent, must be completely bleogted from thu fucu of this ecrth!

This, whether they cre ¢t "pecce" with other countries or hot,iébsths bime,
They can never be at pecce with us. ' : :

We have reed the book which is cclled kein Kempf, end there is o peassage ther
erin where it is steted, thit the Nezis will "conqu; the Universe of Stors", end en-
other plsce; "then there ere slweys other worlds". Severszl places there are referen-
ces to the Universe of Stars.

Hitler has seid that ?aolpcwerfmn -earth"8ould stos hlm. He may be right, hut
there ere alweys - other powers!

OQur people have & highly udvenced scientific democcrecy, clthough it is vestly
different in meny respects from yours. Thet which you call democrscy, enc whbich it be
truth is fer the best kind cf government on this world, is yet, by some cf cur stin-
derds, still & dictatorship.

L scientific democracy hes muny more fresdoms, many nors cdvente eges Cf course
it took us & long time to arrive ot this stete,

We have meny enemies on this »lanet thus the necd for secrecy. leny ocmong your
own countryl!s people. How many persons cen you neme who would undsrstaend, or went to
see, or shere even one of the islands of this world with Lertians?

A1l thosa whe suppress fraodoms, suppress sclence wnd progress, victimize inn-
ocent persons; end are our enemles¥{ There cre ¢ lot of THINGS on this plenet, who ere
loudly prucl&1m¢ng themselvas to be ¢ Superior Rrce, but who cre in reelity more then
o hundred-thousand yecrs behind either Humen or Martian!

¥* cre our enemies ? -8 - (con¢luded on next page)



By their own laws of "survival of the superior" races, we should exterminate
them., ,

By wey of suggestion, you could try to get this peihodd printed in newspapers
and in science-fiction magazines. Considering the attitude of some of your fellows
though, we could hardly blame you for not. It is remerkable, Thet out of the number
of persons who believe in fake messages from the dead, S0 few would believe in & mes
ssage from liartisns. ‘

In the not unforseen event thet some one of you might try to'gain publicity
for himself by ennouncing &t a later date, thet he was responeible for this message;
we will say right here that it is then you will becoms the victim of & hoex.,

No "fen" or anyone &t the Convention could poseibly know enything cbout “this WwEIr we -
have it sent, or delivered 1n some manncr, Tl

.

Luite probebly meny of you etill do not belisve this“EB‘be.ggnuine. ks T stct-
ed ecrlier we ere not yet "out to prove" what we suy. We con only sey, time will tell.
If you do not believe, you have merely to weit until the time mentioned, &nd you will
see for yourself! : '

Thare heve besn so meny hoaxes we rsclly cennot bleme cnyons for being skept-
ical., We supposc the orthodox scientists will, if esked their opinion, ridiculc the
idee vieclently.

¥e cen only estimete melicicusly the color of their feces, or the lengith of
fece-saving to which they will hove to'go, when they find cut.

Une thing we will do., Select three questions (about science, life, or cosmol-
ogy; nothing perteining to Mars or us for previously mentioned reesons.) Vote or de-
cide on tuem, any wey you wish,

Publish thes- questions in ons of the lecding science-fiction megezines; and
we will try to answer them for you &t your next Vorld Science-Fiction Convention! te
nmight even have en exhibit, '

. _ publicction

Letters mey be eddressed to us in science-fiction®. Thus we closc this mess-
sge to the Denvention, the greatest convention of them 11, whers for & brief moment;
although you mey not believe it, you hcve heerd from & "fon" from LNOTHER wORLD!

alctctit¥=(¢
*publicetiong

NOTE: In case rny one wishss to enelyze this, we will tell you thet it is ordin.ry,
eerth poper et cetere, secursd right hers on your own plenet, .

B S £ | N

(This messege hes been prosented exsctly es deliverad et the Lenvention, with
the exception of the correction of mincr mistekes in spelling, such &5 "enimek" (on-
imel), end "bottel! (bettle). £11 footnotes giving o possible explenation of entire-
1y misused words ere my own --— Lem.)
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% Ve support the 10S ANCELES CONVENTION ¥ #INDIANAPOLIS IN 148 --- the INVENTION! ¢
RN HEEEREHEEEREEEREREEREREOREEEEE  I88EEEREEHEEEHEEERERREREEEREREHERC IR0



4

I was born in Russia on January 2, 1920, Julien celendar. Lccording to the
Gregorian calender then, my birthdey is Janusry 15, but 211 the records say Junuary
2, so let it be Jenuar o A5 & metter of fact, it's better, because it is now so
close to New Yeers Duy thet I can celebrate both at once and get one hangover for
two holidays, which is better then you can do in Gimbels be..cment.

Tr~ exact place of birth wes in & place called Pstrovich ebout eighty miles
south of Smolensk (the news these deys being whet they &re surely you all know whcre
Smolencs is). Besides myself, Petrovich st the time held cbout seventy-five millicn
cssorted relotives. I now live in New York end heve only four. Such cre the viciss -
itudes of life.

Incidentally, it is not generally xknown, but the recl reason for the German -
%ussibn wor is that both countries went to own the perticuler hunk of lu d on which
T wes born. Thet expleins just why such terrific fighting is going on eround Smolen-
sk.

. &1 NOw

T ceme to fmerice &t the tender zgs of three, &nd <n tmericen citlzen of the
sesh corfirmed character. I can't spotk & word of Russien; but I cen spoak English
foluerbly, end cen 6180 gst away with Yiddish, if you don't listen to the grammer.

Lt the present mom nt (let's see, 41 minus 90 ig——-hmm-—---) I em twenty one
crd e 1little over. So you see, I am ¢ men. In fect, I registered this month---for
*he orztt, no less---so thet proves it. liorsover, I vote for the first time this Nov-
cmbsr, end that proves it agoin. ind besides, I grew e mugteche of the luaurient ty-
o6 hay before lest end it's been flourishing ever since in unbelieveeble splendor,
.nd batt.r proof then thet, you cen't hevs,

I'vg lived ir Breoklyn &ll ny life (cxcept for my eerly edveniurous cerser in
Teralign perts) end em & stounch cna sturdy Brocklynite. HuseVil, I cespise the Droos-
1yn Uocg.rs. 1 om a Gicnt fn, no lees. (Yey, Terry!!)

T sterted gotting en educetion &8 & tondsr 1ed cnd hoven't mencgsd to got Jin-
ighed yet, It's very emberressing. foupie stop me in the streets ené sty, "whall &
prect, nuixing young men like you still goes to school. My ! Hy!" Unfortunetely, such
ig the cess. The latest object of my vile creving for knowlsdge is Columbic G.ivsrei-
ty, vhich hes now suffered in noble silence vhils for six ywers I heve bawn & meibelr
of its student body;---four yeirs &b undergreduets, cnd two Jeers &8 & ereduste swud -
ent of chemistry. It hes bastowed upon me in return & peir of degress, 1O wit, B.5S.
end M.A. togother with elequent Tooks s if to siy, "Now Jill you get out?"

But I won't. I'm cfter ¢ Ph.D. end it's just berely witnin the bounds of poss-
T

ibility thet I might get 1t somedey {just berely). Just shows you to whed depths Col-
umbic cen sink to. '

- 10 - (cont. on next ptgel



I was first introduced to science-fiction when my father handed me tiae fivst
jssue of Science Wonder Stories in 1929, misled by the word "Science" into the mista-
ken ides that the magazine was educational. Thet maggot grew with the result that to-
day I am widely known as one of the thotisand best stf, writers in the world (unless_
there are two thousand altogether, in which cese I am one of the two thousand best.)

My first stf, story was written in July, 1938, but it never sold. You ought to
see it. God, what & mess! My second end third stories 8id sell however, eventually.
their nemes being "Cellistan Menace" end "Murooned off Vesta" respectively.

As for my personal appsarance (if you cen cell it thet) I stand five foot nine
in height (except when I sit, of course), weight 153 pounds, have durk brown heir,
dark brown mustache, derk blue eyes, silver-rimmed glusses, a grin, and a slightly
goofy expression. ’

Have hed & very eventful love life., Fell in love once (a blonde, as you have
no doubt guessed), got my heert broken once, recovered once-—-end em now waiting to
fell in love & second time. Pericd.

And thet is that--—except that I'm cm 2ll eround swell fellow, —-———- V.ell a pr-
etty swell fellow, -—--Well, I iry to be decent. = —=——==———= A11 right, I'm 2
rat! (violent applauss.)
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JOHN LILLIBUD, by ¥, G. Hurrell

A story of that fantasiic type which must be very good indeed if it is to be
any good at all, Hurrell's tale deels with a kind of duel personality. His hero, John
Tiitibud, an unsuccessful euthor, turns inventor and nekes a great deel cf money.
-lided by the discovery of a substence that enubles him to traensform his nose, he &cq-
wires a second self, Richard Whittington, wherein the quelities which mecde him a wr-
.ter find refuge.

Soon the two selves are at wer, their struggle being compliceted by & commun-
1g7c orgenization composed of men who are deef-mutes, &s well es two women, eich OJ
whor appeals to one of the hero's selves. Also by the mechinetions of cn insane peri-
rer A% the lest he finds himsclf shifting from cne of his pursonelities to the other

witl the most extreordincry rapidity.

~— Ted Dikty

Tne buoks of Cherles Fort ——- "Lo!," "Book of the Cemned," "Few Lends," anc
Twild Telents" —-— heve now besn combined in one volume. The book is »ublished by
Henry Holt & Co., and sells for the comperetively smell price of $4.00. It cen be ob-
teined st prectically any lerge boox ctore, anc 1o cluost & must for every lover of
fentasy.

We also noticed, while in Denver, & copy of "The Orecles of Nostradamus".

P i
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It wes the third day after the gyro —
hed crushed. The limitless sxpsnse of
Venus' plenetery ocean a?deu in crua@ing — )
hopee of & rescue. The plane would flozt P ~a;*{3
-- it wes constructed to meet such &n em- RS
% J . e R4

ergency —- but the food and weter would : .
soon give out. Chances of & rescue plane

arriving before thet time seemed infini..
tesimel,

Garth Devlin stered moodily north-
werd. Several thousand miles awey the great drama of peVClt should be sweeping to -
ward 1ts thundering climex,

To thirk of it incressed his futile but smcldvilno enger &t his helplessness.
Theoughout the verious archlpalagoe men™end womsn wers fighting; fl&ntlnﬁ for ths

plenet which they end thelr ancastors had S“ttHlHQ end uuv~10ynd And hz -- he, the
¢hief instigator and commender-in-chief —— weag-of less Uusz to his comradcs then tho
lowliest swamp lizard!

His ruminetions were cut short by & buéziug sound in che heavy white clouds a-

beve, His heart suddenly besgen to bedt et & fester tampo, and nsw nopn ran through
his veins. Rascue!l

In & moment the plene dropged out of the cencealing benks of ciouco. Curtn
felt himself grow celd, daspite the humidity of the ;1r,_Thu 1nu1gn1a of the plane’
revialed it to bean Eerth Federation shipl '
his Although his bogy was exporiencing o susation op yur lySLS, dux to the shock,
his mind wes racing ¢t full spoed, weighing the results and conseguences of his be-
ing teken prisoner by the Fuderation forces.

He well knew thet his Cuptur m.wnt mor: than & mejor vietory for th: snomy.
Logicelly, he thought it out.

If he rimeined unuiscovared thc cgrvlully worksd out plensg of the rebels wou-
¢, in all probobility, succeed. His own. poFulaflty hed pleysd ¢ mejor rols in loun-
"llng the revolt, Frow this pomnt on others hed underteken the burden of rpsl.onﬁlbllw

2%y . They could be dspended on to cerry through.

Un the other hand, if h¢ wes- teken Jrisoncr his 1if: would be held or:C_;:'L‘c,'un-~
188 the revolt cswsod. And the tmgg¢c pert of it vwes thet certein.elemsnts cmong
ol coucnicls would wolcom: just sucih wn opportuniyy. ince weelthy moerchents would
323 1o 1% nat o clemor for his r.le, se. would bs sut Uy mong toe messes to whom hc
wes «n adnl. Even & p“rulul defuetion would. be fetal, for thes wrmy aggended on the
civilicns for supplics. Even ¢ minority could ses to it thet sufficiont sup,lizs
would net be forthcoming if it me: nt bbv1ng their demi-god from desth,

S0 whet to do?

Tt seemed thet he hed bht tb»rw thinking it out, for or sternity. betuelly it
could not have been mor: then = mlrutc, for the pentoons were just b Adng lowersd from
the body of the pline in preperction for lending necr the wrack. .

Life wus good, he let, «nc he htd meny yacrs to go bzfors he oomyletpa his
fourscore yewrs end tem. Yet life to him meent tregedy to others cnd to 11 he held
deer.

The alternztive was deathy decth in ¢ wetiry grive, In o vogue wey he hed tho-
ught of dying ¢t verious timcs,. Oh, how Giff:rent tho menn.r of his w.ssing hoed been
in those ITeeting thoughts he hed given the subject! Lecding his men in some battle

- 12 - : (cont. on nsxt pege)



egainst great odds, or going to a smashirg finish in an serial combet, CEXrIylng &S
meny of the enemy as he cculd with hin to Velnelle,

But this! His body to feed the fishes end not 1i€ beneath some gract memoriel,
with people coming to geze in awe &t this last resting place of & great hero!

Better, almost, to be taken prisoner.

But Garth Devlin proved to be a hero end the ocean his tomb, 4And the ocean 1s
all-embracing, a monument to him, as his scerifice wes & monument to the courage of
those who ply its watery westes and cell its sends their homss.

The #rd
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(If you are cne of thuss guy's who are dee 1y intellectuel, and firm and un-
shekeeble believers in the Purpose of Science-Ficticn, don't read this. It mey shock
vou!)

)

L

One of the members of the Cosmic Club, who has ssked thet his neme nct be rev-
ealed here, actuclly sent the following to the esditor of & pro mag, cfter an cffort
to cresh the editorial gete had come to no eveil!l

"Decr Editor:

Ve cre very sorry to have to reject this rajection slip, but it does rot
quite come up to our stendords. We have cerefully recd it through, end went you to
nderstond thet this in no wey bors you from sending other rejection sligs to us in
the future.

Ve suggest that you study our stories and try submitting & rojection slip
to fit the menuscript.

Do not deccrate your rcjection slip. Merely have it printed in plack ink,
double spaced and on one side of the cerd only, mede from crainery rejecticn elip
psper. '

liey we ask that if you have cny more rejection slips, you send them clong
for our approvel. Ve recd every rejection slip thomoughly. Thenk you, &nd botter lu-
ck next timeg!"

Signed,
L, Woodbee Author



INFINOTT

In the futire, Infinotes will serve e double purpose. First, as a department
in vhich to print letters from the fans; secondly, as a convenient place in which the
eds can reve, rent, and dish cut the dirt. You're lisble to find eanything here, and
probably will

Comes Tirst a bit of rews, Issac isimovy whose autobiOgraphy'appears in this
issue, recently informed mc of tho sad fect that F. Orlir Tremeine's COMET is no more
Why is it that an editor who has once glven the fens & pood mug dcwsn’t get thg £upp-
ort he necds when he tries to do it cgein?

Incidentelly, I hope thet you guye who penned Tromeine so unmerc ifully et the
Denvention erc both.red by & guilty consience. - L -

EIN
Jie

th.

2
SO I

Tou heve probably noticed by now that we're meking e bid for the '43 conven-
ticn, Xecp thet in mind, you'll hegr & lot more leter?

The Voice of Experience --- "If you plen to put out & fen meg, mcke it small,
bud, meke 1t small!” Upon my shoulders has fullen the tesk of cutting &ll the sten-
cils, and it's not eczsy, espe01 111y since I use the Colombus System.

Now that our mag is out, dou'’t kppn us in the dark as to what you think of it.
ie welcome couments -- serious or otherwise —— and will ‘elweys be open to coustruct-
ive criticism and worthwhile suggestions. Aftpr &ll, if -you don't lile the mag, &nd

everyone elss seems to chars yowr opinion, it will scon go cut of business. This neg

isn't intendad t+ £ill ouxr poc&nts with money, neither is it intsnded to put us in

tnb hols, so we woulq like to maks it your favorlte, or at le?st one of your favor—
ites. . . :

He'll let you in on a 1little seerct &t this point. Complete szales on one hui-
dred copies -- the number run off this issue -- would meen thet —- peper, riuuber
pages, mekeup, etc., still the sems -- we would take irn from 85% to 106% mur- thar we
put out, which would mesn about 100% 1myrcvement in the next issue. Complpte gales
on two hundred copies would mean zbout 300% improvement in the next issue (Oncht Is
our meg that bad now?). At that rate the possibilities &re precticelly limitless. Tt
would meen better peper, more poges, thres color cov.rs, spece rates, —-—— well, you
cerry on from there.

That's one resson for the title, INFINITE. fnother is theat we will heve no
”policy" Your srticles wou't have to colbcids with the editors' weys of thinking tc
ba printed in this meg. Your stuff cen be serious, humorous, or indifferent. It can
b2 sifistional, fantastic, or weird (zlthough the latter will be somewhat limifs q)
Wz eaccurage fan controversies through the medium of this magozine. Cur cim is to gi-
ve you vcrlcty, end to give both sides of & guestion an @quul chance.

Speeking of veriety, what do you think of our ylan to ”featurb”scmctllrg éiff-
erent esch issue? It may be a stery, en erticle, or & poem. It mey be cnytihing! Tor
instonce, we heve @ discussion on "Is Yngvi & Louse?" coming soon. Scunds interocst -
ing? It will be! Cur covers, too, wil be mtde ¢ rumber nf weys. Thic isgus we have o
swell hekto cover dravm by Morrie Jenkinson. The next issue will have ¢ mimeo cover,
As for the third cover, we'll let you guess.

Well, 1t would sewm thet I've teken up too much spree elrecdy, so I'd better
quit. Just ¢ reminder; send in your letters. This depertment will be given lots cf

space,
S _ e © —w— _lLem,
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Complete Bock-length Nevel ! . d
THUDS! BLUNDFRS!! ~ MPLERDRAMER!!!

IV EVEVEVIVEVEVETRVEY
i Sy iy

Ceptain Credture was in his =
1zhorebory on the sun (What's that? .
dow ~ould he live on the sun? Don't
afle me, I'm sure I don't know). He
wes recd ing o book celled "The A B
C's of Science". Captein Crecture
had just reached an especielly intr-
iguing pert of the book —- How to
mk? your very owg elechric motor --
when Steg, his robot, trippea over
the Fve cnd feil with e terrific cl-
atter, '

Caphairn Creature lecped to
his feet, burped his hend on’the ce-
iling, cnd begun swerring horribly,
meenwhile besuing Siag with ¢ sledge .
hermer, In e short time, however, hLé wes exhicusted, £s he wes given to drinking, sm~
okiag, and other vices, His heclti wes terrible!

"y herrt!" he crosked feebly, sinking into hie rocking cheir. Instantly Blot-
to, the synthetic fungold, rushed over with ¢ huge hypodermic &nd pumped severcl gel-
lens of adrenslin into Captain Crecture.

A8 he sat there, resting, Coptein Crecture reviewed in his mind (oh yes; he
haed ons.) the clrcumstunces thet hed led to his present mode of 1ifc. He receclled the
Trets wivid teles of how Crecturels perents had been kicked out by their cold hecrted
lendlore one sultry fugust night. = - o ' '

nind only beceuse their rent wics threo yecrs overduel!® he reflected bitterly:

His perents hed then fled to the sun, where they hed built the cremped six by
eight lcboratory in which ‘Ceptein Crecture now lived. They hed brought with them from
sorti,tie his whiskey-filled gluss cese, the Bye, who hed been token from & dying old
drunkerd. From tne Eye, Ceptein Crecturs hed leenned clmost evarytuing he know!

Shortly oftor they crrived on ths sun, Ceptein Crecture's father builv Slag,
the robot, From old tin cens end ¢ victrole motor. In this dificult entorprise he wes
ably cssisted by the Eye.

Loter they grew Blotto, the synth:tic fungoid.

Ty rre pfrer Lerioin Trelture e DO fre-lenilord cane LU LOE B\ L
Two yeurs afver Lrriiiu Tel ,

LS
ls
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eagry beccuss he could not‘cmTlaut thes té‘gg viors rant, sho G&@&gﬁE}Cgﬁkﬁgiﬁﬁpgééy



Two years after Captein Crecture wes born, the lendlord cewe to tie swu aind,
angry beceuse he could not coliect the utnr:ze year's rent, siot Captain Creature's
Purents. When Captain Creature recched the age of twenty one &nd the Eye told him of
the unfobtunate occurence, he swore.

When he was older, Ceptain Crecture rcalized what e horriblse thing the murder
of his parents had been, and he vowed to avenge their dec:ths by wiping out crime. He
went to the president of the Soler Federztion and offered his sarvices.

"Whenever you need ma," he sedd, "put a cendle in the window!"

So when the arch villsin, Count yer Cesh, threetenzd to blow up the moon, the
president put & cendle in the window. Unfortunately, the Cap-
tain had neglected to tell the president thet the cendle sh-
ould bs lighted, so the Gount blew the¢ moon to bits.

However, Captein Creature soon rehmedied the situetion.
Ho hung a large slectric light bulb in the sky (Whet did he
hang it on? How should I know? Stop asking such gilly quest-
ions!)

The ceptain was awekeneu from his reverie by Blotto.
who was weepling over the battered Slag,

"Poor Slag!" blubbered the fungoid, "My best palil!®

"Oh stop it!" growled Ceptain Creature, "You'ro gott-
ing wy fest wet!" And, inde:d, tha fungoids tsers hza formed
& large pudale two inches decp.

Blotto turned beseching eyes on Ceptain Creeture. "P1l-
pass," he wheezed, "Please fix poor Slag!"

\\ "Oh, very well," growled the Captein. He picked up
.é@} a roll of scotch tape ancd some baling wire and set
NG~ tc viork.
R ) " - . N
O \\\ Lfter seversl hecurs of terrific labor, he fi-

A \ ally finighed the difficult job, ricking wu ank

(-~ /vy, nally finighed the difficult job. Ilcking up a cran
&%’ Fob frem his work bench, he wound up the robot's motor
& R, Haley z E O .

I bt and stepped back to admire his work,

o "Better than new," he growled.

ALLYeE Wou ain't kiddin'!," grated the Eye.

ience {fter sweying back

and forth for & few min-
utes, Slag took two steps
forward and tripped over the Eye egain! Pieces flew &1l
over the lahorateory,

" (censored) ," screamed Captzin Creature.

Glaring et the fye, he growled accusingly, "It's
all your feult! Why do you always have to lie there on the
floor?t '

"He wouldn't feel naturel in eny other position!"
wheezed Blotto sercastically.,

Ignoring their remarks; the Eye rolled to the wind-
ow (he was mounted on roller sketss so thet he could move)

"Look!" he grated excitecly, "The candle is ’
burning!"

Upon hearing his cry, Captein Crecture end B) OZZ‘;O
Bieotic rushed madly to the window. Sure enough, the -
lighted cendle was shewing up clearly. The Synthetic Fungoid

"Whee !" shouted the Ceptain, "Action!"™ o

"Slag! Haul cut the Vomit!"

"Don't you remember?" Blotto wheszed in his esr, "Slag is broken!™

"Oh dear!" wsiled the Ceptain, "This will never do! COnly Slag can heul cut ths
Vomit." So, with a despairing sigh, he pickec up another r6ll of scotch tepe, found
some more valing wire, and started to fix Slag agein so that the robot could haul out
the Vomit, !

The Vomit, you know, wes Captein Crewtures mervellous speae ship, which he had

_ e _ ' " (cont. on ncxt page)



built himszlf from orenge crates, scotch tepe, baling
wire, ena discarden model A Hord partc. It wer propel-
ied through space by & propellor (Aha! Cot you this

ipe! Ceptain Crezture mew that the propellor would-
nit work in empty space, therefore he alueys carried
along & tire pump, whicn wes 8C arrenged thet it would
sprey air out in frory of the propellor. Slag end Bl-
otco took turns puiping.)

The. captein, woak from loss of sleep, finally
hed the robot reprirea &nc woG uUp &galn. "Slag," hLe
viiispared fzetly, V“Haul oud the Vomit!"

*Sure, chisf," Slag sauetked in his high, fal-

settec wcice, "Rigat ewey!" end he hurried tc obsy the
Cephain's orcers.

When ©lag hsd hauled the shiy ouf, “hey 2l -1~
imbed ir. Tae Vomiw creaiked ominously; et wes Coptoin
Creature afraid? You've darn migat he wes! However, 26
hed his insurence »eld ap, so they sterted the motor
and ware ofi. leaving behind o cloud of sgmoks taat or-
acured the <.n for uires davs. :

Wl +olq you the carburetor nesced adjustingl”

complained Blotto,

ilap 't help it," growled the Cgptuin, "he fellow wented six bits to fix it,
ane &31 T hed wae ten cents, two bottie. caps, end balf o dozen Colorado tex tokens."

"0h, so Tou worze at Denver tco," observed the Eye respingly.

fhe Vomit shot through space at a mad pace, and soon the intrepred little gr-
oup ni acventiuzers was approaching the eartn. £s they circled for & landing, catas—
t-ophe strack! The motor fell out of the Vomit &nd plummeted into the ocean! Power-
ihge, the craft swooped down end crashed tarough the window of the presidents ofiice.

“Well 1M stovmed th: president, as he slithered out from under the wreckage,
"hal boings you here?’

W ecerdle, of courss,! rasped tie Zye.
"Gendle? I didn't light tho candls," exclaimea the president. "Ch, - kpow: ! be con-

sipaed brightly, ‘You nust have seen the match I used. to light my cigec!”

Tue yrsoident war interupued at this point by & horrible, Lollow grean, anrd
Captein Creatures cluggered from the wreck.

"olze, Biotto,"heenpeacd, pointing a trembling finger at the president,"Grsb
rim! he's ot tus president, he's the nefarious Dr. Alls Corn, of Mars!!! i ma uov-
oach hig dirguise the nuaent I laid eyes on hin®

he rhbet end the fungoeid grebbed franticelly for ‘the-bogus presifient, tutb “h-
ey wers too late. He had alrecdy vanishedd Ceptein
Creetire, sick wilh aissapoiniment end frustration, /4‘ ,
coilapsed nu the Iloor. t_/?fi L.'é'ﬁﬁ.

biter releasing the rsel president (he hed '
been lcoked im.the hottom drawer cf his desk by Dr.
Corn), Siag, Bicthtu, and the Five repeired the Vomit.
Dumwirg the jelerious Ceaptain in th baggege com ~
partmeni . they flew back to *heir lzboratory on tne

o

=y
[

The End
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Coming Next Issue!ll
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THUDS ! BLUNDERS!! MELERDRAMER!I! .
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"Good dey, sir," I seid, &s cheerfully as I could. "Can I interest you in the
latest household model?"

"Mope," he replied firmly, his bedraggled chin-whiskers waggirz like a billy-
goats, "no robots!" fnd then he shut the door. That is, he *ried tc shut the door.ihe
fout of & demonstration mocel, even thougl. 1% be heavily pacded to prevent damage to
furniture; ete., ig quite en offective coor gtopper.

"Oh, come noewi" I szid smoothly, "Surcly you cen use & robo¥. thy this model I
have here can scramble eghs, beke celtes, fry hem,clean house, fire the furnece, or do
almest engthing glsa you cen thing of." ;

"Mell," he remerked slowly, eying tho foot, "Now that you mention Jit, it does
seem to be very well trained." He grinned at my embarcssment.

"Nope," he said, even more firmly then before, "no robots!"and he cgain tried
to shut the door.

"Surely you have nothing against robots!" I said.

"I sure do!" wes the emphatic rejoinder.

"What?" I queried. _

de eyed me speculatively. "well," he said, "You seem like & nice enough young
feller, so Ifll tell you.,"

Inviardly I sighed end gave mys:1f & good cussing. "Why did T heve to &sk o me-
ny question:? Yow I'n in fer cbout cn hour of .his senseless drivel," I thought.

"eli," he begen, "I usad to be & mechanic; dsrned good one, too! 4 pel of mi-
re, one «im Fdwerds, hed thought up & robot he wes sure would work. He dién't heve
ruck abiiity winen it ceme to puttimg things together, so he hunted me up and telked
rs invc helping 2im, Later I wished he hud never found me!

Mie werked nights on the thing, end soon I wes cs enthusicstic cbout it as Jim
wes Ho told me waat to do, end I worked like med doing it. I didn't know much azbeout
how tle *hiapg worled, but I did know thet there wes c¢n cwful lot of stuff in it.

"Jor & brein it hed ¢ big spenge-like hunk of metsl, which wes hevked up to e
Funch of hapteries by miles of wire. Frum the "brein ron encther bunch of wires thet
went out tu mocors, mere betteries, ge:ors, cheins, synthetic rubber muiccles, end &
tusch of cther junk. His syes .were compound photo-ulectric calls, his e rs were mic-
rophones, It wes enough to meke ¢ guy dizazy! , _

"After & nonth of thet stuff, we finclly finished the thing. I belted the la-
st heed plete in position, end we stepped back to cdmire cur WCTK .

Six feet of nice shiny stuel, Willie (ch yes, we'd numed him Lillie & few days
befcre, hed & torso like & wash tub, his arme cnd legs would rivel Men Mountoin Deen's,
Ilis hexd wns & big metak ball, with two wids set gyes tnd &n oér on eitch side. He had-
L't e nose or mouth deceuse he hed no use for ‘em, Villis wes fer from pretty, but tc
us he wes clmost becutiful!

Vie proped him up cguinst the wall, snd Jim closed the mcin svitch. I could heer

B . : ( cont, con next page)



the motors begin to purr, and & sezond later Willie wavered &nd fell Clat on his face
#ith a resounding clang. Jim immediately begen yelling his lungs out. I couldn't see
why and told him so.

"Can't you see?" he howled.

nA1: T can see is Willie kicking eround on the flo r," I said, "So what?"

"So what? Why he works!

"Look," I said,"the strains been too much for you. You'd better go homs &nd
get some rest."

"Tdiot!" he fairly screeched, "Willieds just the scwe as & baby, «nd a baby--"

I saw everything then. Well, almost everything. I couldn't quite picture
Willie as & bouncing beby.

We finclly opened Willie's switch and put him awey, end then vs went to the
librery and got & book on "The Cere gnd Feeding of Babies". After that we got drunk.

The next night both of us, graced with splitting hesdaches, sturted in on Wilil-
je. He must havs been much more receptive then the normel humen, for in & couple of
months he hod the intelligence of ebout en eight yecr old child. However, try ¢s ve
would we couldn't get him any farther. Jim said his brain must heve reeched the"sct-
uration point."

Jim then decided that it was time to stert Willie's proctical educetion, and
despite his wife's protests he took Willie home with him end stertea him on househo-
1d tasks. Except for an occasional broken cheir or o hole where he tried to wolk ri-
ght through the well, everything wes fine. Willie wes cpparently sctisfieu, Jim wes
sctisfied, and I Wup sotisfied. But fate is cruel, tnd Willie wes socn peossed of on
ne.

Jim got « job in South Americe, erd not wishing to toke Willie clong, left bim
with me. I thought Willie didn't like me very much, baccuse he continuclly burned the
staek, gove me hardboiled instecd cf softboiled eggs, and served scelding hot coffe:,
wticl. remindeé me of dishwoter more than anything else. How.ver, when I noticed thav
T nra te roplage Willle's botieries every morrning, I begun to suspect that there ves
som~ o*her reason. Vhen I saw two smell items in the paper, one about Proffesor Sum-
garten, 'recently of Vienna," and the other about a man, supposedly drunk, who wes
frantically claiming to have seen two "big,iron monsters" going down the strest tougel-
her, my suspiclons were put on & soundd basis.

Next morning I celled up khe prof., and after giving him a somewhet garbled
scoount of what I thought was going on, begged him to come over. He consented, and
ceme over £t ebout two, bringing his robotduwith him, I didn't think of the danger in
that, end we went into the next room, lecving the two robots together. Vhen I happ-
sned to think of it, I dashed out as fast &s I could. I wes too late; they were gghs.

Vnen the prof. discovered what wes wrong, he grebbed his hat end coat end da-
shed out of the house. "Stay right derel!" he yelled, "I vill be back &s soon &s I fi-
né dem!"

By the time the prof. got back I had worn a circulzr path in the living room
cerpet, and wes I worried! Everything secmed to be ¢ll right, however, for he had bo-
th of the robots with him. I sank inte & chair with o sigh of relief, then got & good
louk at Willie and leaped up with a yell, Willie was wearing & somewhet ripyed anc
bedreggled fur coat, and where his mouth would heve been if he had had & mouth wes &
+~ed smesr of lipstick., I cuuldn't s&y enything, but just pointed.

"Oh," seid the prof.," before I re.ched dem dey hed entered & store and - ch -
arpropriated dese tings,"he indiceted the fur coct end smear of lipstick.

"But why should he —--"

"You mecn vy should she vent dem? Vell, I supgosc it iss beccuse she -t

"She!" I exclaimed, "She?"

"Certeinly," scid the prof., "Didn't you know? Villie iss & lecy!"

Thet wes too much! I dién't give him time to finish his explenetion, but ush-
ered him out in & hurry, then went over enc openeG Willie's switch. A few ceys later
Willie was on his -- I mezn her -- wey to South America. I havszn't heerd ebout her si-
nce."

I saw that he hed finished, en hopefully sterted to speek, "Bu* you reclly cen't- "
"Nope," he seid, cutting me short, "No robots! and this time hs got the door chut.

- 19 -



SAANWAC STHCTEN
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This test is being conducted to determine how rmuch fendom as a whole does not
know about science-fiction. 411 participants whe averepre zero or ehove will be given
a charter memberehip in the Society of Amalgeinated Americen Screwcells, Unlimited,
and & hendsome (?) certificate of memberchip (no foolin' 5.

Wil 3

enswer which seems most neerly ivcorvect. If you can't deelde, <loss your eyes end
jub, Sincs you will not wish to deface your magezing, simsly copy the nimuers o 12l
the uesstiors and the answer you havse sclected for each ca the beck of any oid 1zlegc-

ted meauscript «nd meil them to us imnedievely, if noil sconer.

LFter cenh question thre: or less posgsible enswsrs will be listoed. Check tac
T

E)

1. Q: Vhet is the price of Amezing?

A: Two Dbits Outruegeous . I don't bBuy it S
o, Qi For what is Rey Cummings most widely known?
A: Molecule storiss - Is he? Ere you ssriousy .
%. Vho wrote "The Diemond Lens" ?
ke George O'Brien __ I daid - Somucie, obvicusly .
4, Qi Whal is Yucond Hemilton's most feamous story?
Ay Who cases? £ Cepteir Futurs anc the Space Fmperor See

el
-
page 15 of tuis magezine _ ‘

5, Q: %ho is the bost of tne stf. ertists?

Y -

A: liorsy Lugker I anm .

o
&

The following three stories have been selected by the readers of Awar-
ing &s boing the trree best ccience-fiction stories ever written. Which
of the fhree do you consider to be tops?

g, I8a Dopentance of Adem Stink
b: Indige Worlid
cv John Bunyan anc the Midget of llars

7. Qs Is averybody crezy? 0 e t
Ay Bveryone but me o

8. & Do you consider yourself tc be cepeble of .riting a better story tnen
anyonz ¢lse has ever written?

L: Tes _ Corteinly Uncdoubtealy .

-



A: A magazine

Give you

3]

custorad 246 T am

Presidasnt Rcos-

A cigérette £ round glass ball
10. Q: Is ¥Yngvi a louse?
Ay YES I} 1D NO !! Hmomn .
11. Q: What is a lifeline?
A: A line in yéur palm 4L story by Robert Heinlein
threc guesses .
12, Q: Vhat is a stfen?
Ay 299929 bgrteo o ooeteefenrt .
13, Q: What does Art Widner's beard remind vou of?
As Orson Welles _ _ Jemta Claue ___ Qvr old mo
14, Q: With whom is this phrase mos* commonly essciieted, "Un
to public speakiag," ©
A: A1l after dinner soezkny ___ Kilt Rothman
evelt .
15, Q: Have you ever seen a Venusian swemp lizerd?
A; Have you? _ e roca'ech full of fem -- Fic!
16, Q:

What is the outsteanding fenzine?

L: The Dumb Thing

— El Vombie _ Infini*e, of course _
17. Q: Og what society was Dictetor Tucker the heed?
Lz SPWSOC (Society for the Preventlon of \ire Staples in Orenge Crales)
_____5peBBB (Cociety for the Prevention of Rubber Bumpers Oﬁ Bavy
Buggice) __ SPE (Society for the Prevention of Societiss, __ _ .
18. Q: What does the tatle, "If This Goss On" bring to your mind:
As Insenity! __ MAEYEEM!! .
19. Q: Fow do ¥ou rats this magazine?
Ay Daer pow oo odaxroogxx Perfect .
20. Q: Wheo wos Docbor Jekyl™?
My, Hydn __ L doctor Dr. Jekyll
21. Qs Has this nonsense gone far cnough?
A: YES! R
R

T S L L L

o INFINITE'S Covm
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ithsye wes a syubol bigger than the crests

Of meuntains; more signiiicent ther dawn

Lising upon a world dew-hung in spece,
——-Vinceat 8tarrett
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It is with the deepest regret that INFIFITE announces the suicide of one of
the out standing present dey science-fiction writers, “dmond Hemiltor. The boay. wh-
en discovered, wes lylng 1n 2 litter of manuscript paper, . and & bettsred ,ypowrjtnr

WaSs bearby

The coroner rexorts that decth was dus to poisioning, hecrtbreizk, and writers

cramp. -here werce elso two bullet holus in his forehecad and & knife in his heert.
Un the floor beside the body the felliowing note wes found.

"I can't stend it 'tny longer! The strein of centinually s:iving the universe
is too ruch for me after &ll these yecrs! Mo onc eppregieted my cfferts! Good bye,
cruel world!" '

FrFFEFERFERI IR ITE ‘-'f‘;

Attention, Morojo?! This report is very'definiteiy end "decidedly FALSE!

! ~H 49 T L N R
et T - T

COVER CONTEST

)JATCH FOR IT!

™~

Slephappy Proverbs #1.

{

‘ Oh well, it fills spece| "Listen,my children, end
| you shcll hear,"

l.b--——-—- i 2

Citto
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McGinty was agreet guy. Evergbody said so, including McGingy. The reesorn why «v-
erybody said so, to be precise, was because of McGinty. McGinty, in case jou hadn'.
guessed it, was the bess in his. section of Ceres. ‘He ruled the little plastex-comau |
town by the space docks with dffxiffesirend, end enyone who disliked licGinty end scia
so wes soon incapeble of sayirg much of cnything. Before long he head the whole lom
scered stiff, and no one dared to openly op,Cse him, From then on McGinty's life,
figuratively spocking, wes just ¢ graect big bed of rosas. But every rose has itlg -
orns —— or did have 'til Burbenk ceme along,. and McGinty wes eventuelly stack oy ore
which, though smsll, proved tco much for him. 1 ’ ' :

It so happened thet on & cool August night (Earth reckoning), McBinty &and Lis
two none-too-trusted "lieutenants" were heving a . grand end glorious time &t the Shace
Dog Tavern - 8. McGinty, prop. The topic unider discus-ion et that time was that of 1
the atomic mechenic who had come over from the other side of Ceres thet morning. It
seemed thet the unfortunate fellow had been complet:ly unewere of the existing cou-
ditions in McGinty's little town snd had not, therefore, been properly respectiul in
that worthy's presence. He wes subsequently ejected with great force, after being in-
formed &s to how metters stood, by none other then McGinty himself. ' :

As McGinty's narretive concluded &nd the two liszutenents dutifully rocred with
mirth, the wide, swinging doqrs.bf the Spsce Dog were slowly pushed open, end & mild
looking little fellow wclked in. No one knew him, nc one xnew wiers he came from, cni
everyone eyed him curiously &> he slowly mede his wy to the ber. Thet is, everyoue.
except McGinty and his twe lieutenents, They. were still joking ebout the mechenic.

Ly the strunger slowly crosse. the crowded flocr he wis Very cereful to cvold
bumping into cnyone, but as he stepped out of the path of & particularly ugly lecoxing
loader he &lso stepped squarely on McGinty's toes. McGinty-let out & howl of rege &ad
pein, and everyone there, from the highest "stomic" to the lowest losder,-hoid hin
breath end weited for MeGinty to squesh the strunger &s one:would & bug.

The little fellow mumbled hurried cpologies and kept on moving towerd the bev,
leeving McGinty stupified ¢t such sheer sudicity, but only for & second. Shoeting out
hig grect hend he ceught &le strenger end spun him =round.

"Look here!" he bellowed, "Do you know who I em?" '

"Nope," replied the little fellow, "So what?"

McGinty's mighty jow dropped, them cecme beck up with e click.

"Simatter?" was the inquiry, "Loous: uppers?" ‘

That wes tow much for McGinty. He shoved cwey the bystenders end rushed et tae
irriteting little mite boforc him. His liuetencnts went fur thars blasters, then wt-
opped, for wn emezing thing hed hepgensd. The excet circumstances sgrrounding this
unprocedented occlirence ere s y ot unknovm, but cre thing is certeing down wont Me-
Ginty!

- 25 - (concludad on next pece)



Tnstently men were on there feet yelling, Iur t 5y KOwa L0807 MSGLATY Wes vuu Ll
Lore woys thin une snd thoy were, fur the most part, glea of 2%
For & while poendemonium reigned, ¢nd everyone wes ur‘_ng b s;ap the strenger on the
beck. He stoud it in silence for some time, then seil mildly;

"I ceme in here for & drink. Do I gat it?"

He got it.

The End

b
e
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Thet there ore clirecdy sore Tembers for the D.F.C. (Degler’s Cosuic Fendorn)
Thet & new figure hes cppecred; HOWO COBMENS (or whatever it should be ;COSHTC WA

Thet Cherles Fort died uader very weird circumstences, end the lerger portiom of
ghe deta he wrote cbout is still & deep, derk mystery!

Thet Ingvi is npot = louse$

Thet Helen Bredleigh mey be in lecgue with -—- well, certein POVERS! Th.g mev be
e. vicious rumcr perheps —-— but thereis recson to believe ——+--. Helen seye she vould
like to get in.tcuch with Tigrine, so will thet west coust ledy pleecse write to her.
in cere of;

THE uOSMIC CLUB, 217 s. 6 St., Newccstle, 1nd1ana

Thet Kelv1n &ent, crectur of Pste ianx, is reully chry Kuttner.

Thut this RUMOR DEPT, mcy heve morc rumors in it next issue. Cf cuurse *hnls af
only & rumur.

e At It T



AN AMAZING STORY

by 277

I will tell you an AMAZING story I read in SCIENCE FICTICON guite recently. The
whole ASTCUNDING occurence is still & FAMAUS FANTASTIC MVSTERY. Maybe it will be cl-
eerod up when we recd FATERE FICTION, The STAREL iNG pert of ths stery sterited when
CLPTLIN FUTURE set his femous ship, COMET, down on . smcll “ObJIC bocy f.r repgl”g-
Not &« thing was STIRRING, The MARVEL‘O; 1t ¢il wes that none of tue ohlp s SUPER 8
TEHCE gedgets registerdd the epyrcsch of en alien prcsance. It wes UNCANIY!

»

Yet suddenly, wnd without werning, there Lpgeqred in front of the air lock two
creatures so STRANGE, so increaible, that. Captein Futmre's sides stood there with th-
elr mouths gaping open, then shouted oo one nun,"I*'s ASTONISHING! It's ASTOUNDINGS
It's ¢ THRILLING WONDER! The DYNAMIC LIEflE creatures of‘UhuDOnh orlglon, witn thie
VEIRD TALESI®

.. ,4.,.{.

Now let's heur you tell one of VouglFANTASTICuABVENfURES.

A=A
DONT TURN
THIS PACL

INFINFT . Alvvounces a Dzs_(asszo n

of lm‘ercst 10 P} I F‘aws

%igzz; \\m/// ,‘

@ NO MATTER WHAT YOUR VIEWS OW THE

N S

o
|

CT WMLY BE YOU WILL ENJOY THIS! ffp\

v DON'T MESS IT! 4
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CHY_ 1AM NOT A
STFAN]

b Y &’ymou—f FA M,Zmu‘_

We askred for it—and gct/t,’ /Vaz‘ sdvised 1F tou have
hich blood pressore.

T am not & science-fiction fen because it is a lot of bunk. Who wants to be a
fan cf o lot of hooey? Why enyboby who hed eny sense would know that you can't flit
around in rocket ships to Mers, Venus, etc., so why write stories ebout it? Thet's
kid stuff!

Cities in the moon, invisible people, & world Benassth an ocean. Vhy even my
imaginetion cen't stretch thet fer.

Practicclly 21l of the stories cre the sume cnywey Hero goes to some plenet in
rocket ship, meets becutiful Girl, girl gets ceptured by « bunch of queer looking fr-
ecks, Hero fights frecks, gets Girl, lives happily ever after.

“ You fens sctuclly like the stuff, and most of you ere considered tc be pretty
sensible fellows.

Confidentally, I think they should ban science-fiction magazines because some
of the resders minds are going to be wzrped by this junk.

The guys vho write this stuif rust be e little off in the head, so why don't
they try to sell it to the people at Soven Steeples (the bdug house) ? They're & little
bit off in the head too. They might like it.

I'm beginning to wonder about my brother. He reads it all tie time. I thinit he
must be e slight bit off too., I'd hete to see some of you who heve be:n ¢t 1t a little

longer! <
@ ‘~. f:\

You cen heve your old plensts. I'll stick to g odf'¢

/4 /

TS
§ :""3«,-:.‘ I"‘E{.r thi!!
%5 s

A
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Ve ) o &y
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0/ THE
w AUTHORESS

(Oy! My own sister! -- Lem,.)

:' 1}

‘i;‘;;{
[R5
H

s
(we had to retal-
icte some weyl)
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Now that you have reed the message, we would like to hear comsents from you con-
cerning it. Serd us your ideas and opinions. And here, now, arc & few cesenticl comm-—
ents c¢f our own. : .

First; if true this is ths most stupendous «nd minumentcl ccmmuniceaticn of el
time. If o hesx, o very ingenious one, nc one mey doubt.

We hove clweys beolieved in the sxistence of lieztizns of some foryp end intelligen-
ce, cnd hoped for the remote possibility thzot some diy there would be ¢ visit or comm-
unication. VWe believe this to bb the recl huCoy..uven tho we were to be the only ones
who thought so, which we are nit by any wecns!

Certainly we cre sticking our necks out chout. 40,000,000 miles, «nd couid be pr—
oven wrong. Our fices wouldn't be red§ they'd be scme unlmAglanle celor wey up ix the
wee small regions of the electromagnetic spzctrum. '

Herewith are o fow pcints in the messtge, itsclf that I would like to cell ettent-
ion to. First of all, this is mot a "mesusge from Mars", but is a message from Hart-
ians on the Eartn. The message itsslf .was written to "that mesting of your kind which
you have cihosen to call the Denvention". It also refers to fandom at large.

The mesvage specaks eloguently for itself, end «ll who heve read it and cdo not
understend vhy it was writien surely heve no fahntest inkling of pkychadggy, or of ¢
kindred fesling and the fe.ling of brotherhooud!

We, the editors, have studied this mesvege very thornoughly, sentence by sentencs,
Cf course there are still scme things chout it thet we de not understend. If there is
& greet deal of speculation among our readers and sufficient rejuests, we will print
& more complete cnalysis in arn errly issue.

It scys in the nmessege thot we, the science-fiction fens, cre the only ones who
would understend such mctters, but from the reception the messcge wes accorded by the
high ronking of our kind at Denver, I fecr thet even this wes a colossal overstetement.

%11 of vou who have reed this and, for recsons better known to yourself, spill
do not believe, zre requested to write for more informection, or te weit end see for
yoursslves, as the message suggests. The Mnext conjunction" which is refered to in the
message obvicusly does not refer to the time every yecr when lars is closest to the
Ecrth, es some believed, but must refer to that time once every fifteen yecrs wher the
two planets approach thneir closest. Could some of you inform us &s to the exuct date
of this conjunction?

Ve expect to still be zround then, and most of you will, tou, if you keep your
eyes open end do not welk cut in front of W8's or rocket cers,

.So much for that, it states in the message that "meny fans are evolved centuries
beyond their tlme" ‘etc. Thank you, Martians! Some of us have always believed we were,
too,

Think what we could learn from this incredibly advenced race} They have, further-
more, promised to save cur world frem those vho are the enemles of our democrecy and
our peoples. The have said that they would destroy for all time the totelitarion agg-
ressors. ¥We await their coming, &s should all true fans, in whose heerts pulse the
blocd of Vernes, of a Viells or a %einbaum. This is & greet turning peint in tih worlds
history. :

A great day is dawning; interplanet.ry travel is just zhead. We stf. fans, we
feel proudly, have helped to usher it in. We must continue to do our best; we must con-
vert all thoe people Ve can to @n undsrstending of our litercturs cnd tims; we must
mcke the world, ingofar is-we cen, scientificcliy minded.

We ere thinkirg of formmQ ¢ group to help promots publicity end discussion cf
the message. If you would like to get in on this write us ot once;we will print your
neme or. tre neme of ycour club end give yéu fre: spacs in these pages.

Thig mogezine will keqp you informeu cbout the investigation concerning the mees-
age, an thing which is learned about it, and your discussions. There will be another

" important article in the next 1ssue, "InvG51on from Mers", outlining the scientific

ol -3 (concluded on next page)



end military significance of the mes.age.

Some of you there are, a rapidly drop.ing minority elbiet, who still +aink tnis
message is a hoax of some sort in some wey. All right, if this be true, of a csrtairty
let us find it cut. Wuickly and at once --—- elthough we ere convinced thet such is rowv
the cecse, I spesak to you with sincerity.

— Clandn. Duglipn,

St gttt b 3t
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T have been asked to write anbrief erticle on my o.inion of the plece of my sex
in science-~fiction., It will be vsry hard te keep such & *hing brief, I fear,

5

fitst; none but confirmed and canalized woman-haters like Asimov even infer or
raise doubts that women chould not heve a prominent plsce in modern stf.

Second; &s_to ay opinion, certeinly it is my none too humble opinion thet women
shoyid have & place in science ficticn stories. Stf., so its esdvocates inform me, is
supposed to be roalistic and trus to life. 4 stf. epic in which there is only & men,
nc matter how well written it mey be, is ot best only half truec to lire! For women
ere the other helf of life! :

How cen you have & true to 1life story without the love interest —-- for the lcve
between a men end women is the roeson for &1l the cction, the dreme, the strugsle and
vhe ccomplishments.,

Of course, I will zdmit thet there are exceptions to this rule. I heve reed very
cxceptionel stories, clthough thuse were wery rore, ig which there wes nothing but o
man, end perheps some croctures (confidentelly, I think some of thoem would huve been
bevter if tue hero hed been loft cut, end just some crectures with tertocles left in.
Oh how I Jove creatures with tentec —-- what cp I seying?).

oSericusly, friends, outcside of these excepticns © stery with ¢ well auveluped
love interest is fir supericr te its cousin, which, even though it is coupens ted for
by & good plot, is still woighed in the balence cng found wnting for its leci.

Love between ¢ men ond women is the grectest ferce in the world, no power in the
Universo of Stars is grecter, A roce, elthough they conjuer & spircel rebulec ccross
¢ hundred willicn miles of spece, thet grows cold end unemoticnel in the contanplet-
ion of their science, thaet loses its love of sex end life cnd cosmic cempinionship,
ccn not leng survive., It is on its final decline; it has passed its usefullness.

An unemotionel race is not a super race. Only one which has conquered useless or
hindering emo¥ions. Only a dead object is truly unemotional enyway. Any living creat-
ure has some emotion, however faint or selfish, There would be an emotion to live,
scientific curiousity, anger, fear of something, etc.

My first loyalty is to menkind @ & whole, and next to women, for she has been
treated rather shoddily, to speak mildly, in the encient end nol so ancient deys gone

byt

_ zo _ (concluded on next page)



There 1s every reason in this galaxy why girls should be in science-riction.
They are & part c¢f life and the futarc iile which +l.e stories portend to portray. It

It was the wierd and heuntingly becutiful loves in his stories thet made £, Merr-
itt famous. Cf course you mey srgus, but all sre not like Merritt's. Even so, love in-
terest in & story is still better then rone. '

Well then, you ask, whet ebout storiss where the girls or guys misbehave rather
badly. What about SEXY SCIENCE STORIES? To thet I answer that a little in the storics
is okay. You can overdo anything, like having tiae hero oversat in yhe story in a dis-
gusting menner. We all misbehave et times, including little Helen,

Come on &ll you girls, and boys toc. £11'0f you whe have ever loved or believe
in love, or in keauty, or in women in stf., write. Lo hepxe anc letls form & bloc of
fens. §he next time some guy gets up and spouts gﬁﬁlnsih~e 1 all write letters tc¢ “he
editors and teke him apapt!

AND WE DOM'T MEAN THE DIST4NT FUTURE, BUT THE VERY NEAR FUTURE: NEXT ISSUE IN
FACT, WE HAVE SOME SWELL MATERIAL COMING UP THEN, LND JUST TO TEWPT YOU WE'RE GOING
TO LIST £ FEW OF THE SCHEDULED ITEMS.

+ ¥+ + + +F++FFFF
\

ABOUT FOO THE LONELY GOHST __ _ & humorous ghost story
THE HOUSE VitS STIEL & weird thriller  UNKNOWN i CHILDREN'S MAGAZINE

TOO MLNY STF MALGS ? BOOK OF THE DLMNED ___ a review
As we sald before, thet's only & few. There will be many more stories, articles,
poems, etc. And the feature --— ??? Next issue we will defenitely heve the hekto cover
by Morrie Jienkinson. Also interior illustrstions in color!!!

WILLIE WiS A STFAN

Willie was a stfan, he isn't any more
This is his sad story, please listen I implore

Witliie was a stfan, just past eight or nine Willie wes a stfan,just at twenty five
He'd just started reading, everything was fine.|He w. s now an cuthor(herdly kept elive).
He started on Amazing, bought 'em by the score,|Hélhieked out stfiction, novelettes galor
Pelmer cut his letters, boy did he get sore! Hundreds of old stories, lay upon the flc
He went to the newsstand, saw anoyher mag, Willie couldn't tzke it,he begen to roar,
Found viket he was missing (he wes in the beg) They took him to the bug-house, bolted
. up the door.
MORAL: Don't be like Willie, you'll get in a rut

Instecd of & stfen you'll end up & nut!
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The gtaff was in & dither. Here it was wellelorg in fugust and the first issue
of INFINITE was way behind schedule. Sometling must be done!l

Lem removed his feet from the desk, "UEGLER," he yelled. No answer. "DEGLER!" NO
answer. "DEEEEEEEEEGLER!I!! STILL no enswer.

"ihat the heck," said Lem, "I'1l do it myself." Degler ceusec snoring, waved his
crms franticelly, end rolled off onto the floor.

"Oh," he groaned, "what & nightmare! I dreazmec I wes being .chased by & bunch of
howling A=vils who tied me do.m &nd smaeric ink on my fece!"

I wirned you not to slo Ey on "tile mime: o" Suld Lew, "Mow you've got & picturg ol
Captein Crecture on your feca

er," he continued, "we've got to do something! Lnflnlt‘ is behind scheduls
d some more meterial. Whet con we do?”

"Thet!s ensy!" oxcleimed Geg 1 ot "La*' write & nics, long, Lovecrzftien horro.
story; ell fullof Boggiv Men cnd such stuff."

"Boggis Mon! Phooie! There «in't no Bﬁggie Men! «hy give our readers suech burk?

ﬁ§§ler assumed what he fondly believed td be = mystical sxprecsicn, "Can v gr-
ove it?" he asked o ] X

JCan you prove they 8o exist?"

"Sure! Greb a shovel and come on,' TR

Lem was puuled. "Shovel? what do we went e shovel for?" he inguired

"Ye're going to rob & grave

"Oh, we're going to —-— ULP!!! Lem quietly (?) pessea out. Diglor grebbed & sho-
vel and left.

A few hours leter Degler raturned, cerrying the ShOVbl tnd ¢ vesc. He tossed the
shovel over on top of the mimeo «nd set the vase down in tis miacle of tue floor, Ih-
en he went over end shook Lem until he regeined conclousness. "Come on," he said, "s-
nap ouy of itl WeBre ready to start!

"yhus 'et?" muerbled Lem, pointing to the vase,

Degler, who was drewing cryptic symbols on the floor with & plece of nclalk, pau-
sed and locked up. "That," he replied, "hapysns to be the romeins of somsones loag
dead ancestor." )

"Oh," seid Lem, "I seel! For & while there was no sounc other tuen the scratch-

ing of tle chelk Qn-mhu floor. Finally Deglur stood up and seid, "Turn out the light-
3L
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"‘why? i
"ihy not?"
"It afreid of the derk§"

Degler reached over ¢nd turned off ths lights, th.n he 1it ¢ itrge enu-e ohu
placed it in fromt of the vase. Stending in front of tie cendle he begen to rocite
norrible incentations. Sudcenly the room grew pitch derk end the incantetions acrup’-

1y stop ed. Lem pawed frantically for the switch end snap,ec on the lights. Lsgler
ha® diseppperedd :

"Degler!" yelked Lem, "Where are you hiding?" Ls he bent down to look under ‘he
Yed, he fclt something pulling on his arm, He sighed with relief. "Boyl!" he exclaim=i,
wuraing eround,"for & minute you had me sc ——- " he broke off abruptly, his cyes op3n-
ing wide with horror, for it was pot Degler. It was & derk arm of smoke that rose fr-
om the vase. Scresming horribly, he wes reised high off the floor, Slowly, ever S50 *
slowly, his form became tenuous, end soon nothing wes lef*, of nim but & smell muff of
white smoke. There wes & gurgling sound, liks weter running down the drein, end the
crm of smoke retrectea into the vess, drogging whaet wes laft of Lem with it. & horr-
ible chuckle rose c¢nd died, end a deep, hollow voice cried, "ho scys tnere ein't nd
Boggie Men?" .

A1l wes silent, except for occesionel gurgles from the vese,
O R

IN  APOLOGY

Wewish to epoliogize for:

411 the mistekes in stenciling
11 the syote where cuplicetion is poor T
Jling severcl large spaces with blurbs
The doubtful quelity of some of the meterial w. wers forcec te use
Wot heving the cover by Morrie Jenkinson, as scheduled
Not having the mag out suoner
Heving to epologize for the gbove listed tnings. It won't heppun egein,
The Fis,
As vou heve noticed, pert ¢f the materiel uséd thig issue wes acuble s,.eccd be-
tweom peregrephs ond part of it wes single ppeced. thile doublc spocing mexes for#s

cesier reicing, single spucing would mecn thet about the cquivelent f cncther twe
poges could be ingluded ccck igsue. Be sure to let us .mow whick you would r.feor,

The next issue of INFINITE .i1! be out the first week of Octoter






