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k.„d.n....... the tenacious

This is the first published •^■^■manning dracoHBMHHM 
writing (except for various reports) of Manning Draco (and there 
is good reason for this); it is the story of Kendell Foster Gros
ser, author, crook, and editor. Mr. Draco makes no excuses, nor 
colors any point; he plays no favorites. After all, why should he?

I first net Kendell Poster Crossen in the summer of 3472, 
shortly before I had to blast off for Kerak II. Upon my return to 
Terra I saw quite a bit of him. At first, I suspected that he was 
an undercover agent for Dzanku Dzanku; but I soon discovered that 
I had underestimated the Rigellan. After that, Crossen and I be
came quite friendly—although I now understand that he and a char
acter by the name of Samuel Mines have taken advantage of that 
friendship to their own profit. Be that as it may, I freely offer 
my testimony to the Federation Courts concerning what I know about 
the defendant.



MANNING DRACO

First, the vital statistics. He was born in Albany, Ohio, on 
July 25, 1910. He is an only child, his parents having given up 
the whole family idea after seeing the results of their first 
attempt. He is a tenth generation American—of English, Scotch, 
German, and French ancestry—his ancestors having come here on the 
lam in the Seventeenth Century. In keeping with a mythical Amer
ican tradition, he grew up on a farm and played basketball and 
football at Albany High School and Rio Grande College.

The latter, to the surprise of everyone, is in Ohio. While in 
college, he also worked on the Gallipolis (Ohio) Tribune.

He is married for the second time, and his wife's name is Mar
tha nee Hellman. He has three children by his first marriage and 
one, yclept David, by his second. He is six feet tall and weighs 
190 pounds. He has a beard, which is mostly white. Whbn asked, he 
explains the beard by saying that he grew it to conceal a strong 
chin. His favorite hobbies—when he has the time for them—are 
magic, model trains, and chess. In politics he is a liberal Demo
crat (by conversion), and in releglon he is Jewish (also by con
version.

Between 1928 and 1935 he was a jack-of-all-trades. He was a 
cover-boy and a tallyman In steel mills, an insurance Investiga
tor, an electric truckman in an auto plant, a gas station atten
dant, a straight man in tent and medicine shows, and had a half
interest in a (Shhhl) bootleg joint. In 1935 he cast aside these 
childish pleasures and came to New York City.

There he was a sports reporter on the Writers Project of WFA, 
whatever that was, and then served another short stretch as an in
surance investigator.

In 1937 he answered an ad and shortly thereafter became an 
assistant editor of Detective Fiction Weekly. Two years later he 
became the editor. In the following years, he was at various times 
an editor of a number of magazines, including Stirring Detective 
Gases, Keyhole Detective Cases, Spark, Baffling Detective Myster
ies , Flay, Movie Flay, and Captain Marvel, Jr. comics. For a short 
time—1944 to 194o-Ihe was the publisher and owner of Green Lama 
Comics, Atoman Comics, Golden Lad Comics, and Comicland.

While editing Detective Fiction Weekly, Crossen first started 
to write. In the next three ' years he wrote about three or four 
million words of mystery stories which appeared under the names of 
Ken Crossen, Richard Foster, Bennett Bariay, and Kent Richards. 
Among these were 18 novels about a character called The Green 
Lama, which much later were revived for a short time on the radio.

He deserted pulp magazines to write comic stories in collabora
tion with H. L. Gold. From 1943 to 1944, he and Gold also wrote 
quite a number of radioscripts for the. Molle Mystery Theatre and 
the Kate Smith show. During part of this period, he also directed 
The Falcon radio show, and had published five mystery novels.

He also wrote radio scripts for such shows as Suspense, The 
Saint, Escape, and The Green Lama.

In 1946, having gone broke as a publisher, he switched his 
scene of operations to California. There he continued to work in 
radio, writing for most of the mystery shows originating from the 
west coast. He was also the moderator of a mystery quiz show 
called Find That Clue. At this time he became a special consulting 
editor of Suspense.

Later he acted as a consulting editor for the National Broad
casting Company and set up Dimension X for them. This work con
sisted ' in getting a long list of available stories, helping to 
make several audition records, and fighting with vice presidents 
who wanted the show to be a space version of John's Other Wife. 
When the show finally went on, it moved to New York City; and the 
vice presidents won.

Crossen then moved to the Columbia Broadcasting System as a
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consulting editor on another science fiction show. There, the vice 
presidents won so quickly that the show never went on.

In 1949 Kendell Foster Crossen decided to go straight; and he 
quit radio. It was then that he wrote his first science fiction 
story. It was called "Restricted Clientele". It was not a very 
good story ’out Sam Merwin, Jr. bought it. And the damage was done.

Since then he has been turning out any number of them. With but 
five exceptions, all of these have been bought by Standard Maga
zines, Inc. Crossen persists in thinking that the aforementioned 
Samuel Mines is the best editor in the field and so offers him the 
first look at everything he writes. This might explain the worried 
look on Sam’s face.

In addition to free-lance writing, Kendell Foster Crossen has 
been the science fiction editor for Greenberg: Publisher for the 
past three years. He has also edited two science fiction antholo
gies , published by Greenberg. Adventures In Tomorrow came out in 
1951. It has since been published in Israel (in Hebrew) and in 
England. The second one, Future Tense, appeared in 1953. Out of 
the fourteen stories in it, seven have never been published any
where before, and one was published only in England.

Old habits will persist, so Crossen still writes a few myster
ies. His mystery novels are published by Henry Holt under the name 
M. E. Chaber (the Hebrew word mechaber, meaning author). Hangman1s 
Harvest appeared in 1952 and No Grave For March in 1953. Both have 
since been reprinted in pocket book form by Popular Library (owned 
by Ned L. Pines, who also owns the Mines trio).

Crossen1s output of science fiction was very slight in 1953. He 
claimed it was due to the Mines trio going on quarterly schedule 
and dropping pages (and you know what~he thinks of Mines!).

Early in 1953 Holt published Once Upon A Star, the hard cover 
collection of all the stories written about myself. I stepped in 
at this time and made things rather hot for both Crossen and 
Mines. A bold rascal, Crossen then went right ahead and wrote two 
more fictional accounts of my life.

In 1953 Kendell Foster Crossen sold a novel on juvenile delin
quency which will be published under the name of Richard Foster. 
It will be an original paperback book. He also submitted two sam
ple chapters and an outline on a suspense novel to another paper
back publishing house. He sold four mystery novelettes to Standard 
Magazines, Bluebook, and Sea Stories. One of these appeared in 
Bluebook for December 1953 under the name of Christopher Monig.

He also did a number of non-fiction pieces for Fury magazine. 
One of these was a guess as to what Martians may be like.

Returning to science fiction, Crossen submitted two sample 
chapters and an outline on a science fiction novel to still an
other paperback house. He did a fantasy story which Harry Harrison 
bought for Science Fiction Adventures.

He also wrote one story about me done up as a modern Canterbury 
Tales. This was sent around, but it seemed that the general public 
was not ready at that time for that type of science fiction.

All in all, he wrote approximately three hundred and twenty- 
five thousand words in 1953.

It does not strike me at all odd that this Tribunal has no pic
ture of Crossen. In the parlance of his time, he was a "cagey 
character." I have gone through my files and have here with me a 
photograph of the man. He captioned It "the spiritual type Cros
sen." Ha!

That is about it. At present Kendell Foster Crossen resides on 
Long Island, where he recently purchased a house. But having even 
more recently purchased a star in Canis Minor from the Bosto n 
Museum, he is likely to take off any minute.
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BIBLIOGRAPHY AND NOTES

As far as my files and. correspondence with Kendell Foster Cros- 
sen are concerned, the following is the most complete bibliography 
possible at this time. The various abbreviations used are: sf... 
special feature, s...short story, nt...novelette, n...novel, sn... 
short novel. The abbreviations used to denote the various maga
zines are, I think, easily decipherable. The notes on various 
stories are strictly out of my own head, and can be blamed on no 
other (human or otherwise). All lengths (except for "The Closed 
Door") were given on the contents pages and I took them at face 
value... Henry Moskowitz, Assistant Editor.

RESTRICTED CLIENTELE...s...TWS...Feb, 1951...pl33. This was 
Crossen's first published stf story. As such it was damn good. As 
a stf story, it was also damn good.
' THE BOY CRIED WOLF 359...s...AS...Feb, 1951...pl06. Not out

standing, being exceptional only in fact of writing. I liked that 
boy's draw, and the story proved that water pistols are handy 
things, after all.

THE LAST TOUGH OF VENUS...s...AS...Apr, 1951..-P126.
THE MERAKlAy-'MIRACLE...nt...TWS...Oct, 1951...P108. The first 

story about Manning Draco.
THE REGAL RIGELIAN...nt...TWS...Feb, 1952...p74. The second 

Draco story. About this time, I would say, the demand for Crossen 
became somewhat fantastic. Mines blanched and took on his first 
editorial ulcer; Crossen sneered and asked for higher rates; and 
the readers cried for more.

THE AMBASSADORS FROM VENUS...nt...PS...Mar, 1952...p40.
THINGS OF DISTINCTION...nt...SS...Mar, 1952...p98.
THE GNOME'S GENISS...nt...SS...May, 1952...p98.
PASSPORT' TO-1AX...n...SS...Jul, 1952...pl2. The seventh monthly 

issue of SS, the first issue in its new dress, and the first novel 
by KFC. Nothing exceptional about this story, slow action spoiled 
what could have been a fine space opera.

THE HOUR OF THE MORTALS...nt...SS...Aug, 1952...p74. This is as 
different from every other Crossen as night from day! There's not 
a laugh anywhere in its whole length.

THE POLLUXIAN PRETENDER...nt...TWS...Oct, 1952...p90. Things 
were getting tougher for Manning. To keep his head intact on his 
shoulders, he had to keep his head;—and with the scenery around 
him, that was pretty difficult.

THE GIRL NEXT DOOR...nt...FSM...Nov, 1952...p92.
GET ALONG LITTLE UNICORN...nt...SpS...Dec, 1952...pll4.
LOVE THAT AIR!...nt...35...Dec, 1952...p92. This one shows 

quite plainly the sustained genius (believe me, not too strong a 
word) of the man to create humor.

PUBLIC ENEMY...S...DSF...Dec, 1952...pl05.
THE CAFHIAN CAPER...sn...TWS...Dec, 1952...plO. More Draco.
MY OLD VENUSIAN HOME...s...SS...Jan, 1953...p61. This hit hard 

at old Southern tradition: "Times have changed, the old must give 
'way to the new."

ASSIGNMENT TO ALDERARAN...nt...TWS...Feb, 1953...P92. This one 
featured a lovable old rascal whom I would like to see more of. He 
loves detective stories, this old guy, and has the heart and soul 
of a larcenist.

HAWS, INC...n. ..SS...Spr, 1953.. .plO. A sequel to THINGS Oi- 
DISTINCTION and not equal to the job.

THE-CLOSED DOOR...s...AS...Aug-Sep, 1953--.P51. A pure detec
tive story, and out of place.

WHISTLE STOP IN SPACE...n...TWS...Aug, 1953...PlO. Manning 
quits as an Insurance trouble-shooter! He gets married, returns 

(Continued on page 30)



why i edit
r cuvldillc

worP9&
sam sackett

Ihe question of why I ed.it Fantastic Worlds needs to he re
asked in a manner so as to put II "In its proper perspective, 
and. then I am afraid that I shall not be able to answer it. Re
phrased., it is this: Why, at a time when all my time and. energy 
need to be devoted to my attaining the Ph. D. degree and when I 
must support my wife and two small sons on the mere pittance I 
receive as University Fellow in English at UCLA., do I expend some 
of my precious store of hours, effort, and money on the editing of 
an amateur science fiction magazine? Why do I put myself in the 
position of being the butt of jokes among my fellow graduate stu
dents ?

I must confess that the c.uestion seems unanswerable, and per
haps I shall be unable to justify myself. And, in truth, I some
times wish that the whole thing had come up next year, when I hope 
to have a remunerative job and can much better afford drains on my 
finances.

But the opportunity of selecting a time was not mine. Fan
tastic Worlds had first been published in the summer of 1952 by my 
good friend-by-correspondence, Ed Ludwig. He wrote me before the 
first issue appeared, outlining his plans for the magazine. This 
would not be, he said—as all 'fanzine editors, myself included, 
say—Just another fanzine." 
This would be a "literary 
quarterly of science fiction.*’ 
And he wanted me to be an 
associate editor.

At the time I heard from 
him, in the early spring of 
1952, I was beginning my sec
ond semester of graduate work 
at UCLA, having just passed 
the first half of the qualify
ing examination for the doc
torate. I was certainly not in 
any position to increase my 
responsibilities, for my first 
son had been born only the 
previous fall. But the idea 
sounded good, and I offered 
him any assistance I could 
give him short of spending 
either time or money on the 
venture. He acceded to these 
restrictions, and I was en
rolled on the masthead.

Mr. Sackett edits a "little 
magazine" for the science fic
tion fan. We asked him why he 
went to all the work and ex
pense such an editor must and
this is what he answered.
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Ed. produced two issues. I was frankly disappointed in the 
first of them and just as frankly delighted with the second. It 
was a shame that the first issue was printed, it seems to me now, 
but I suppose everything has to start somewhere. Certainly Ed's 
notions of the popularity of the first issue were too optimistic; 
I think he had a thousand copies printed and gave away more than 
four hundred of them; there are still twenty-two copies in stock, 
and both the second and third Issues are long since sold out. But 
I have no wish to deprecate the second issue, for it set me a 
standard of quality that I am never certain I can meet.

After the second issue, I received a letter from Ed. He was 
giving it up. Did I know anybody who wanted a fanzine? I wrote 
back as soon as I could, admonishing him and praising him for the 
second issue. Why, I asked, did he want to quit now, lust when he 
was succeeding?

It was a combination of factors, he replied. He had just begun 
to make a few professional sales and wanted more time in which to 
advance his literary career; he had just met a blonde named Betty 
who was, he was certain, going to engross more and more of his 
time (I have never heard him mention her again from that day to 
this); one of his assistants in Stockton had left him as soon as 
he. was asked to fulfill his promises and the other had arrogated 
to himself so much authority that he had to be disposed of.

Although I could not do It physically, mentally I retired from 
the world for meditation. It struck me that Fantastic Worlds was 
doing something that needed to be done. It performed two func
tions: It gave unknown writers a chance for publication, and it 
gave professional writers a place to experiment with more "liter
ary" forms. Other fanzines had published material in both cate
gories; but ours was the only one then being published which made 
a conscious effort, no matter how far we may have failed in it, to 
adhere to the standards of quality of the best "little magazines," 
quarterlies, and reviews.

The question, then, was whether I could undertake the job at 
that time. If I had had my degree and had a job, there would have 
been no doubt In my mind at all. I’d have taken over the magazine 
in a minute. I considered waiting two years and putting out my 
own magazine then; but, on the other hand, here I was offered the 
chance to take over a growing.concern, including its good will— 
of which by that time it had a considerable amount.

What finally decided me to try was a sense of responsibility to 
our authors. I knew, because I had helped Ed acquire them, that we 
had some brilliant stories by professionals like A. Bertram Chand
ler and William L. Bade and by newcomers like A. Winfield Garske 
and David R. Bunch. And I didn't want to pass up the chance to 
print them.

I thought that, because in addition to my teaching assistant
ship at UCLA I was also a part-time commercial teller with the 
Bank of America in Santa Monica, my biggest problem would be time. 
I searched out among those few other graduate students who liked 
science fiction and found one who was interested in helping me. He 
is best known, and wishes to be known only, under his pen-name of 
Steward Kemble. Armed with his promise of assistance, I notified 
Ed that I would take over the fanzine.

That was one calendar year and three issues ago. And I cannot 
say that I am sorry, although certainly things have not gone so 
well as I would like. My biggest problem has turned out to be mon
ey, not time. The magazine is not breaking even, although it is 
coming so close that I have not lost hope. Although orders come in 
nearly every day—about two or three year-subscrlptions and the 
same number of single-copy sales is normal for an average week— 
there are always expenses that I had not foreseen to drain away 
the funds. Fortunately, I have a patient lithographer.
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Second on my list of headaches Is the amount of material I have 
accumulated. It is more than I can possibly print. Part of the 
problem is that Ed accepted more stories than he should have, and 
part of It Is that In the first few months of my own editorship I 
did not take a realistic view of our capacities. I soon found it 
essential to send back about half the material Ed had taken, and 
Mr. Kemble and I have now decided to sift through everything we 
have on hand and return some of it to the authors.

This is not, I think, hardened cruelty on our part. The mater
ial was sent to us in the hopes that we would publish it, for we 
cannot offer enough financial remuneration for that to be any in
centive. We have enough material already dummied to fill the next 
three issues, and enough on hand to fill seven more. At quarterly 
publication, then, which we shall resume in 1955, we are full up 
until the start of 1957. If people want publication, I have no 
doubt that they can get it at a faster rate than this.

I still sweat blood, though, over every letter to a contributor 
whose material I am returning.

To offset these difficulties, though, there are rewards so sat
isfying that I have no intention of giving up my editorship. Chief 
among them, I think, is the satisfaction that comes whenever the 
magazine receives praise or support, because then I know that I 
have done so well that someone besides myself has faith in me, in 
my purpose, and in what I am doing. The letters I receive from 
people whom I admire as authors, the letters from our subscribers, 
and the favorable reviews we have had in professional periodicals 
are, of course, highly gratifying. But what is even more satisfy
ing is that some people have thought highly enough of the magazine 
to offer their services to it. After a year of only limited parti
cipation while he was at UCLA, Mr. Kemble, now that he has gone on 
to complete work for his doctorate at the University of Illinois 
(where evidently the work is lighter), has taken a renewed enthu
siasm for our purposes and has Increased his activities. In addi
tion, we have attracted the support of Tom Reamy, certainly one 
of the finest amateur artists in the country, who has recently 
joined our staff as associate editor. Mr. Reamy has already been 
very helpful, and the results of his assistance will shortly be 
evident in the improved appearance of the magazine.

And, what is perhaps best of all, we have attracted the con
tributions of a brilliantly talented group of professional and 
amateur writers and artists. That is, I think, the most lasting 
and rewarding satisfaction—to know that I am helping this fine 
material see print, when perhaps no other publication would be 
sufficiently free from commercial limitations to publish it, al
ways excepting, of course, Inside.

What is ahead? With our sixth issue we are increasing our size 
to forty pages, with no increase in price. With our ninth we 
shall change our name—to what we do not know, but we want some
thing less sensational in character—and increase the size to 
forty-eight pages, also, we hope, with no increase in price. We 
have thought our way through to a firmer policy in regard to fic
tion, and we shall adhere to it as closely as we can. We want to 
publish stories in which science fiction or fantasy is used to in
terpret human values or to comment on social conditions, or in 
which stylistic devices and techniques are experimented with for 
various effects which a bare, naturalistic prose cannot achieve. 
We want to entertain, but we do not want to lose sight of the fact 
that there can be entertainment on a number of emotional, intell
ectual, and esthetic levels which are untapped In pulp science 
fiction or fantasy. We are also determined to comment on various 
aspects of science fiction and fantasy as literature in critical 
articles, in Mr. Kemble's new column ''Revaluations," and in an 

(Continued on page JO)



Inside the spaceship, the Captain sat cleaning his gun. As he 
lovingly polished each part a buzzer rang, which meant the ship 
had entered the atmosphere of another planet. He carefully placed 
the piece he had been fondling on a square of black velvet and 
went over to the port to see what this new planet looked like. For 
a while he stood staring down at the cool, green surface, and then 
went back to his gun.

Down on the planet, on the bank of a small stream, the Man sat 
with his legs crossed, carefully carving a fishing pole from the 
springy green branch of a tree. When he had finished his carving, 
he attached a string and a baited hook to the end, and let them 
fall into the water. And then a fish moved lazily over to the hook 
to investigate.

albert hernhuter
The rocket dropped closer and closer to the surface of the 

planet. Now it came down slower, slower until it was only a few 
feet from the cool green earth. The grass yellowed and charred un
der the blasts of the rockets.

Inside, the Captain sat at the control panel. He felt a slight 
jar as the ship touched the ground, and he cut the rockets. He sat 
still for a moment, and then pushed himself from the controls. The 
gun lay in its holster on the table and he strapped it on. Then he 
moved over to a blank wall and pushed a button. An opening appear
ed and he stepped through. He stood for a moment, getting his 
directions, and then moved off at a fast pace. Behind him, the 
opening clanged shut.

After a while, the Captain reached the stream and he saw the 
Man sitting on the bank, the fishing pole held loosely in his 
hands.

"Halloo!" the Captain shouted.
"You needn't shout," the Man replied. "I'm not deaf."
"Why, you speak English!" said the Captain in a surprised tone 

of voice.
"English?" questioned the Man. "What is English?"
"Why the language you're speaking, of course."
The pole bent toward the water sharply.
"Quiet!" the Man ordered. "I've just hooked a fish."
The Captain stood quietly, leaning against a tree as the Man 

struggled with the fish. He dragged it in and held it up admiring
ly as the water dripped from its scales. After he had packed the 
glistening fish into a wicker basket, he turned to the Captain.

"Now what was this you were saying a few minutes ago?"
"Oh, nothing," the Captain remarked with his hands in his pock

ets, slowly rocking from his heels to his toes. "I merely thought 
you would like to know that today," he glanced at his watch, "pre
cisely nine minutes and thirty-one seconds ago, a spaceship from a 
distant planet landed on the surface of this planet, not more than 
one thousand yards from where you are now sitting."

"Oh, really!" said the Man, absent mindedly re-baiting his hook 
and dropping it back into the water.

"You aren't paying any attention to me," the Captain said 
angrily.

"Fishing is good today," reflected the Man.
The Captain slowly removed the gun from its holster and releas

ed the safety with a click.
"Do you know what this is?" he asked.
The Man looked up from the water and replied in a calm voice, 

"Yes, that is a gun." Then he went back to his fishing.



then up at the Captain.
"You broke it, he said, with the tone of a little boy whose 

favorite toy has been broken.
"I'm sorry," said the Captain, guiltily beginning to shove the 

gun back into its holster. "I'm sorry," he repeated, and added 
swiftly, "But it was the only way that I could get you to pay 
attention."

The Man sat staring at him.
The Captain pulled himself together and slipped the gun back 

out. Pointing it at the Man he snapped an order.
"Get up!"
The Man dropped the remains of the pole into the water and got 

up slowly. With tearful eyes he glanced back at the water.
"Now come with me!" the Captain barked.
The Man walked ahead of the Captain, his dragging feet leaving 

trails in the dirt.
Back at the stream, a fish tugged on the still baited line, and 

pulled the broken pole down with a series of bubbles.
They arrived at the ship in twenty-five minutes.
"Twenty-five minutes to walk a thousand lousy yards," the Cap

tain mumbled to the world. "Twenty-five minutes! But what could I 
do? Every time I'd try to make him move faster, he'd keep looking 
back at his goddam stream."

As if in answer to the Captain's mumbling, the Man turned a- 
round and looked remorsefully in the direction of the stream.

The Captain reached down and picked up a rock. He threw it at 
the ship and it ricocheted off with a deep clang.

"That should get his attention!" the Captain thought aloud.
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The Man turned around slowly, very slowly. For a moment the 
Captain was filled with an urge to blast his brains out, and then 
get into his ship and take off, and forget all about it out among 
the stars. But he curbed the Impulse and pointed with pride at his 
ship.

"See!" the Captain shouted. "That's the ship I came in! Look at 
it, damn you!11

The Man looked straight through the ship. "I see no ship," he 
said.

"No ship!" the Captain exclaimed. He whirled around and faced 
the ship. It was there.

The Man stood still, staring through the ship. The Captain 
pulled him over to the giant hull, and placed his hand firmly on 
the hard metal.

"You can feel it, can't you?" the Captain asked, infuriated.
"I feel no ship," said the Man in his quiet, yet superior tone.
The Captain beat on the ship with his gun until the echoes came 

crashing back from the hills.
"You must be able to hear it!" the Captain said, frightened.
"I hear nothing," the Man said.
The Captain stepped back and stared at the ship. For a moment 

its image seemed to waver in his eyesight. He ran frantically back 
to it and placed his cheek reassuringly on its cool surface. For a 
moment the surface seemed not to be there and the Captain began to 
fall, but as quickly as it had seemed to go it returned.

He walked over to the Man and grabbed him by the arm.
"You're coming with me into the ship."
"What ship?"
"You know damn well what ship. That ship!"
He whirled around to face the ship but It was gone. Where there 

had been charred ground from the rocket's blasts, there was now a 
tiny group of wild flowers, moving gently in the wind.

The Captain aimed his gun at the Man's head and shouted, "What 
have you done with my ship!"

He began to tighten his finger around the trigger. The Man 
looked at him, and his finger relaxed. The Man turned around and 
began to walk slowly back to his stream. The Captain stood quietly 
now, not moving. The Man disappeared into the woods. The Captain 
turned around slowly, half expecting to see his ship.

The flowers were still there.
He loosened his grip on the gun and it fell to the ground, 

crushing a small golden daisy.
He stood for a moment, and then he began to walk slowly toward 

the stream. As he walked through the woods he could see the trails 
left by the Man's feet as he had gone to the ship, like little 
ditches, and those prints left as he had returned, light foot
steps.

When he reached the stream, the Man was fishing again. The Cap
tain moved over to a tree and snapped off one of the springy bran
ches.

The Man glanced up at the Captain.
The Captain pulled a string from his pocket and tied it to the 

end of the branch.
The Man held out a small box and the Captain took a hook from 

it silently.
Tying the hook to the string, he baited it and dropped it into 

the water.
At the field, a tiny animal moved cautiously over to the Cap

tain's gun where it lay among the flowers. He circled it a few 
times and then moved closer. He nibbled at it and then, seeing 
that it was of no use to him, he left it to rust away.

Baek at the stream, the Man and the Captain sat side by side, 
fishing.



THE BODY
The lodge suddenly presented itself to them from behind two wet 

oaks on top of the hili. They slipped through more mud before 
reaching the top steps. The verandah was dark and gloomy, caged in 
fog. The woman shivered. She pulled her damp, thin coat tightly a- 
round her damp, thin body. Her uncovered hair was wet.

The man, in his middle twenties and stone-faced, sheltered his 
hands in the high slash pockets of a shapeless field jacket. There 
were dark patches, like dried blood, where the insignia had been 
removed. Standing in front of the massive door, he seemed small.

He raised the iron knocker and rapped slowly twice. They waited 
on the verandah silently, faces vague in the fog. He did not look 
at the woman, nor she at him. Ponderous footsteps aimed at them 
from Inside the lodge. The door opened a few inches, noisily.

The crevice was filled with tweed and a section of face. The 
section showed a thick brow, narrow eye, bulbous nose, fat mouth.

The mouth said, "Yes?"
"Doctor Jorgas?"
"No one else."
"My name is David Mellon. This here is my wife. We'd like to 

see you for a minute, if you're not busy."
"I am busy. What is it?"
"We were told you buy bodies—"
The door opened. "Come in," said Dr. Jorgas expansively.
The room was big and rustic. Logs crackled in a wide fireplace. 

A few braided rugs lay over the naked floor. The furniture was an 
ill-assorted collection of Early American, dusty-looklng. Medical 
books were strewn over tables, chairs, against clocks and oil 
lamps.

A damp, unpleasant smell soaked through the room. It seemed 
strongest near a door adjacent to the fireplace. David Mellon and 
his wife stood in front of the fire for a brief second. Then they 
moved away and sat down stiffly on an old couch near the window.

Dr. Jorgas lowered himself into a rocker that creaked under his 
weight. "How many bodies do you have?" he asked pleasantly.

The young man hesitated. "One."
"Good condition?"
Mellon nodded. He wet his pale lips. "What—what sort of work 

are you doing, Doctor?"
The big man reached into his pocket and took out a piece of 

cake. He put it all in his mouth at once and grinned. "Good work."
"I see," the boy said slowly. "What are you paying?"
"Twenty-five dollars a body. G.O.D."
The woman looked dismayed. She rose wearily. "It ain't worth 

it, Dave. Let's go."
"Sit down," her husband said. "We can do business. Look, Doc, 

I've gone into this subject a bit. Maybe up here in the woods you 
don’t keep up with the outside much."

"Maybe," Dr. Jorgas agreed affably.
"Look, Doc, you used to be able to get calcium phosphate for 

practically nothing. Know what you pay for it today? Five bucks a 
pound. In the human body you get 3.8 pounds. That's nineteen bucks 
worth of stuff right there!"

The big man laughed. "I'm afraid you’re forgetting that the 
body contains mostly water. Water's still uninflated. And If I re
member correctly, all the chemicals in the human body have been 
valued at about ninety-eight cents."

"Not any more! That’s what I'm telling you." David Mellon fum
bled in his pants pocket and drew out a torn piece of newsprint. 
He leaned forward and handed it to the doctor. "You just read 
that. That guy ought to know—he's head of the chemistry depart
ment at Northwestern. And he says at today's prices the chemicals 
alone in anybody are worth

"You ought to be ashamed, that's what!" The woman stared bit-
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terly at Dr. Jorgas. "Trying to get a whole body for leas than 
what you'd have to pay just for the chemicals I"

"You shut up, Blanche," her husband said drearily. "You keep 
your big mouth out of this. I'll handle it."

Dr. Jorgas' fat lips pursed as he examined the clipping. Then 
he handed it back. "Very well," he said mildly. "I'll pay you for
ty dollars. That's fair enough, I think."

"Now look, Doc. I'm not trying to hold you up or anything. But 
I got three kids to feed. Maybe you don't know how it is with the 
price of food. Maybe the body is worth forty bucks—but I got to 
have a hundred. It ain't worth it for less."

"A hundred]" The big man was amused. He thumped his finger-tips 
together. "Say, fella, you've got big ideas. Off hand, I can't 
think of anybody dead or alive I'd pay a hundred for."

David Mellon cleared his throat, said in a low voice, "Would 
your price go up if—if the body we delivered was...alive?"

Dr. Jorgas' puffy eyes widened. "Let me understand you. You 
want to sell me a live body, is that right? Is it—someone with an 
incurable disease, perhaps, and not long to live, who wishes to 
devote his body to the interests of medical research?" The big man 
arose.

"In a way," David Mellon said. "Yeah, something like that."
Dr. Jorgas squeezed his hands into his pockets and stared into 

the fireplace. "I'll pay seventy-five dollars. Don't try to bar
gain any more with me, young man. That's my top price."

Mellon looked at his wife. She made a dismal face and shrugged 
her shoulders. The boy got up from the couch.

"Okay, Doc," he sighed. "Write out a check."
Dr. Jorgas smiled faintly. "I said C.O.D.—remember?"
"Sure. Sure, I remember. Just make the check out to my wife, 

will you? I'll wait for you in here—I guess this is the place." 
The boy walked toward the door on the other side of the fire

place. The sour smell grew stronger in his nostrils.



Discuss 
Martians 

(News-L i t z1
By BOB LANDON

Some professional nightmare
makers had a soiree the other 
day.

All this took place at the 
home of Forrest Ackerman in 
Los Angeles. Ackerman is an. 
author’s agent, specializing in 
science-fiction and fantastic 
literature, and, incidentally, has 
one of the largest collections of 
science-fantasy books in the 
world.

MOST INVENTORS of 
BEM’s (bug-eyed monsters) call 
Ackerman “Mr. Science Fic
tion,” and a quick survey of 
his book-lined living room, his 
manuscript-jammed study, and 
the rather startling paintings 
on his walls, indicate the name 
is well chosen.

For a science-fiction devotee, I 
the evening was a success. | 
Guests arriving at the door' 
(and quickly taking part in de-: 
cidedly esoteric conversations) 
included such time-machine and 
galaxy-galloping experts as A.' 
E. Van Vogt, Curt Siodmak and. 
Alex Apostolides. ■

THOSE NAMES may mean 
little to non-devotees of S-F, 
but a similar effect would be 
gained in other fields if Ma
dame Nehru, Winston Churchill 
and Herbert Hoover simultane-i 
ously visited a precinct politi
cal rally.

Ackerman could have round
ed up some other guests, if the 
necessity arose. From his list 
of more than 100 clients, he 
is on first-name terms with an 
acknowledged lion’s share of 
currently popular S-F authors. 
In fact, the odds are about four 
to one that any brightly cov
ered science-fiction book you 
may choose at random will con
tain at least one story by an 
Ackerman writer.

Science-Fiction Reviewer
Forrest Ackerman, dean of science

fiction in this country and s-f literary 
agent, has been signed by Films in 
Review to cover all science-fiction and 
fantasy films for the publication.

HANDS ACROSS THE HUGO—“Mr. Science Fiction” 
(who’s Forrest Ackerman, author’s agent extraordi- 
pary) is shown above as he presents a bearded English 
science-fiction editor with a “Hugo,” reportedly the 
S-F equivalent of an Academy Award. The America-to- 
England presentation was made recently at Ackerman’s
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It's good of you to have me over tonight, George. I think this 

is the first time I've been here since you got back last month. I 
was about to come over anyway, though.

George? There’s something I just have to speak to you about. 
You're my oldest friend; there's no one whom I would confide in 
more. It's about my wife, Julia. I—

Oh, you have something to show me first. All right.
Yes, those surely are beautiful drapes; and those hooked rugs— 

well, they just don't make those things anymore.
Say, George! There's a strong odor in the room.
You say it's incense? Funny, that isn't what it smells like to 

me. It smells more like—
Oh, the odor comes from those figurines.
Well, all right, Mandarines. I was never much on antio.ues; 

never had the time.
Yes, I see those hope chests in the dining room. Exquisite 

finishings! Cedar, aren't they? Well, teakwood then; same thing 
really.

You mean those two chests on the end there? Say they are the 
finest of the lot! Must have set you back a pretty penny. You 
certainly have some fine stock here, George. Where did you get.it, 
China?

Siam, eh? Well, at least I got the right continent. You say 
some of the stock comes from Cambodia? Where that? South America! 
By golly, you must have been all over the world in the importing 
business! And here I thought I'd been around as a traveling sales
man!

Yes sir, George, you really have come a long way since our care 
free college days. Remember how you, Julia, and I used to sit in 
the coffee shops talking to all hours? Those were the days'. Julia 
liked you pretty well, George. Always had a good word to say for 
you. Remember how you used to study those crazy occult sciences? 
Then the three of us would argue about it until the management had 
to throw us out? Julia always sided with you, I could never under
stand hypnotism and such things.

George? I hope I haven't Interrupted you. Is there anything 
else you wanted to show me? You want to show me a little more 
about the hope chests? All right, if you want to you can explain 
them later.

What I have to say isn't pleasant, George, but as well get it 
out of my system. Julia has been acting stranger than usual late
ly. I don't know; maybe it's been my fault. It hasn't been easy 
for her, the Lord knows, with a husband who has to be away over 
half the time. Maybe it's because she's- lonely. It isn't good 
for her to be lonely especially around her change of life. You 
know how sensitive she is. Maybe you ought to go over to the 
house more often than you have. Oh, I know you're busy but you 
could ease the loneliness until I get back from my field trips. 
She always liked you, George. You should have seen how excited she 
got when I told her you were coming back. Yes siree, she looked 
right in the mirror, adjusted her hair a little, and said, "So 
he's coming back." If you'd come over a little more, especially 
when I'm gone, I'd sure appreciate it. Maybe she can snap out of 
it. I've tried everything to help her, the Lord knows, but she 
just gets stranger, more detached. It's getting so she hardly 
speaks to me now. I don't know when it really started; maybe even 
from the time we were married we began to drift apart. But I think 
after her operation a few years ago when she knew she wasn't going 
to bear children—I think then she really began to act up. She 
used to wake up screaming for a child that wasn't there. Then 
she'd look at me with tears in her eyes and say, "Oh, it's you!" 
This sort of thing went on for about a year. I tell you, George, I



"NICE PLACE YOU HAVE HERE, GEORGE"

hated to come home. Well, when she finally resigned herself to a 
childless marriage she calmed down a bit. But then she'd just sulk 
all day. Sure, I know she blamed me for it but this was more than 
blame. More like contempt, I'd say. It wasn't long after that
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sulking period before she started drinking. Every night and all a- 
lone Just drinking and drinking. I'm pretty sure she wasn't going 
out with other men. I used to check the bars a few times to make 
sure, though.

Excuse me, George, but that odor is getting stronger. Are you 
sure that's incense?

Oh, a special type, eh? Somehow it smells like perfume.
To get back to what I was saying, poor Julia kept on drinking 

until you came. I tell you, George, you don't know what a God send
it was that you came back when you did! That poor woman Would be
drinking yet. Well, after you came she stopped completely. And for 
a week or so I thought she was really going to snap out of it.
Remember that talk we all had about two weeks ago? Just like old
times. And Julia was actually radiant. Well, the next day I had to 
go back to the field for a couple of days. When I returned, do you 
know what I saw? She was on the couch, moaning from a wound on her 
neck. She wouldn't let me see it; Just kept hiding it and telling 
me it was none of my business. Then she started the sulking rou
tine all over again. This time, though, it was different. The 
only word for it is weird. She kept a flannel cloth around her 
neck to protect the wound. Once I caught her unwrapping it so she 
could see it in the mirror. Do you know what she was doing, 
George? She was petting that damned wound and smiling. I tell you, 
George, I don't know what to make of it!

I see you're smiling, too. You think I made this whole thing 
up, don't you?

I don't see anything natural about her actions at all, George. 
I don't know how you can make a statement like that.

All right, don't apologize; wait until you've heard the rest. 
Maybe you'll think I'm crazy then.

Soon after that Julia started disappearing at night. I thought 
at first she was drinking again. But I searched in everj' bar in 
town and she wasn't in any of them. It got so I scarcely saw her. 
One time she was gone the whole night. I phoned you to help me 
search for her but you weren't in. When Julia returned the next 
day she looked surprisingly healthy. She was a little paler than 
usual, though. That damned flannel was still around her neck but 
the wound had broken through and the blood was soaking it. I wan
ted to call a doctor but she got indignant and said she'd care for 
it herself. Walt a minute, George, I haven't come to the strangest 
part yet. The following day she said she was going to the doc
tor's. When she got back she began pacing the floor nervously. 
"I've got anemia, she said. "The doctor says I have to have more 
blood." When she said that she smiled up at me. By God, George, 
that wasn't a human smile. It was—

All right, make a joke of it. Maybe I haven't got your back
ground and sophistication but I still have a sense of what is and 
what is not funny. This was not funny. Well, to return, my wife 
said that she must have freshly killed meat with the blood still 
in it. Doctor's orders. Well, I've heard of strange cures before 
but this beats them all. When I put up an argument she began, to 
sulk again. This time there was the faintest trace of a smile on 
her lips. Well, sulking in any form is always detestable to me so 
I finally gave In. I gave special orders to my butcher. It was 
pretty expensive, I can tell you, George, but I had to pay him ex
tra to keep the story from spreading all over the neighborhood. 
After that and to this day Julia doesn't eat with me. She takes 
the meat and goes into her bedroom. She eats that stuff raw! Now 
I've taken an awful lot from her but that was the limit. How much 
can you love one woman? I was debating whether to have her commit
ted to an asylum or to talk to a doctor. I-tell you I was desper
ate! I finally decided to see a doctor. As subtly as I could, I 
asked him If the meat I was ordering for Julia could cure anemia. 
He practically laughed me out of his office. Immediately afterward
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I stopped, the order at our butcher shop. That evening Julia, wear
ing a new flannel around her neck, came in, her eyes looking at me 
wildly. "Where is the meat? Damn you, where’s the meat?"

It was about time I put my foot down. "There will be no more of 
that meat!" I shouted. But my firmness had no effect on her at 
all. It was like trying to explain to a wild animal. She ran at 
me, biting and scratching. I had the queerest feeling—I can't ex
plain it, really—that her mouth was searching for my throat.

Why do you look at me like that, George? Do you think I'm 
crazy? I swear I've told the truth. Do you want to hear the rest 
of it? All right. I finally broke loose from her and locked myself 
in my room. I must have been an hour in there listening to her 
frantic gibbering. Three or four times she tried to break down the 
door that separated us. After each effort—and they were prodi
gious ones—I could hear her heavy breathing. But it wasn't Julia. 
Not really. Kot my Julia. Under that breathing was a barely audi
ble snarl. Frankly, George, I was scared. I still am. Well, final
ly she left the house and went God-knows-where. Soon after that I 
got your call and left as quickly as I could to see you. That's 
the story.

Anyway, George, maybe, as a last desperate effort, you could 
see Julia—if she ever returns. Ferhaps we could even have another 
of those old college get-togethers, who knows? Where there's life 
there's hope, you—

What do you mean, "That won't be necessary."? You're damned un
sympathetic tonight. I thought you were my friend. I don't under
stand your attitude; I guess I never have.

George, I don't think that odor's coming from the Mandarine. 
It's coming from some of that other stock. I've smelled that be
fore somewhere.

What? You want to go into the dining room? Oh, yes, you want to 
show me those cedar...er...teakwood chests, don't you? I really 
don't feel like it, George, I—

All right, if you insist.
That odor is suffocating In here. What did I tell you? It's not 

coming from the Mandarine at all. It's coming from the—
Don't snap at me like that, George. Haven't I been through 

enough?
Why, you must have over twenty of those chests in here.
Oh, only these two chests interest you, eh?
It must be quite the life, traveling about the earth with no 

responsibilities, no one to worry over. You are a lucky man; as 
free as a—

You want me to open the chest, eh? I think the perfume Is com
ing from this chest. It certainly is strong—

Julia!
George? What did you do? I don't understand. Is she dead?
Oh, George. I can't believe you'd...you’d do a thing like this. 

I've been so very very wrong. I never really knew you—and all 
these years.

Why do you smile like that, George? Is it really so funny?
Do all the others—the chests, I mean—do they have those in 

them, too?
Except one? You want me to open that one, too? It doesn't mat

ter—now. I will open it if only you won't smile at me like that.
It's empty. I don't understand—
Why do you pat that pillow and look at me like that?
Stop laughing at me, damn you, George!
Stop snarling or I'll—
Get away from me! Get away from me, I tell you! yUK



Why 
I Quit
Science-fantasy

I’ve noticed that kids become stfantasy enthusiasts for one of 
three reasons: either they have wretched home lives and try to 
escape into a wonderful other-world where they can identify them
selves with Supermen and Superwomen, a negative sort of revenge 
against their environment; or they're physically pretty revolting 
specimens, and therefore try to compensate by identifying them
selves with Supermen or Superwomen; or they have something 
radically agley with their sex-drives and again are trying to ex
cape to a world where they can satisfy their sex-urges vicarious
ly. If you'll do a little studying of your stfan aco.uaintances, it 
shouldn’t be hard to spot who's who among them.

I got into stfantasy for the first reason. My parents were di
vorced when I was very young, and I was shifted from pillar to 
post. To compensate for lack of security I liked to dream up a 
world all my own, which I would do for an hour or two every night 
when I was sent to bed—with the result that I still have gallop
ing insomnia!

I had no art training, outside of two years of what passes as 
"Art" in high school. But I liked to draw, and one way of preserv
ing my dream worlds was to draw them. Naturally when I encountered 
stfantasy it seemed Just my dish. I admired Frank R. Saul's draw
ings tremendously (still do!) and decided I'd follow in his foot
steps. I'd never heard of "fine art" as compared with "commercial 
art." All I "knew" was that people drew pictures which appeared in 
magazines, and rumor claimed they were paid thousands of dollars 
for each drawing or painting. I had never been in a museum and had 
no idea of what museums were all about.

So, like a dope, instead of studying something really benefi
cial in school, -so that I might gravitate toward a well-paying 
trade, I dreamed of becoming an artist—meaning somebody who 
painted magazine covers. I was abysmally ignorant!

I hitch-hiked twice to New York from Seattle, but not with a 
portfolio under my arm, because I knew nothing about portfolios 
(which all commercial artists use for presenting their samples). 
I had my stuff in a corrugated cardboard folder which once had 
contained drugstore poster-display material. It was hellishly hot 
in New York (you'll never believe how hot it can get in N. Y. til 
you've endured it). I'd never heard of summer suits, so there I 
was in a heavy woolen winter suit, sopping wet with sweat, and 
walking miles to various publishers because I didn't know there 
were subways, was too shy to ask, and buses and streetcars might 
as well not have existed—I didn't know if they were going where I 
was going, and I wasn't taking any chances. Oddly enough, a couple 
of publishers said nice things about my work, and one took samples 
for its files.

Back in Seattle, due to Union trouble, I found myself on the 
curb with no dough and nowhere to go. My mother had been running a 
rooming house for practically nothing a month, but since it was
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the worst of the depression, at least she and I were keeping 
alive. But the Union said that she should get a salary which the 
owners of the rooming house couldn't possibly pay. The Union pick
eted the place, so the owners closed it. Mama had to fly to the 
haven of my sister's home, and my sister's hubby was feeling the 
depression, too. He could hardly take care of me. So I wound up in 
California, where a good pal traded me three months room and 
board in exchange for a painting. I might have appreciated this 
kindness more if I'd known that fans one day would think it their 
right to ask for (and get) free paintings as fast as I could send 
them out.

Thus I met Ray Bradbury, at a LASFS meeting. He wanted to be a 
writer some day, and brought me a script to read—THE ROAD TO AUT
UMN'S HOUSE. I liked it, but could see it wasn't the type of thing 
editors were then accepting. I wish to heck he'd submit it some
where nowl

After the three months in California, I returned to Seattle and 
got a job on the Federal Art Project. Since I was frightfully 
naive, the other artists on the project (you may have heard of 
some of them—Mark Tobey and Morris Graves, for example) took it 
upon themselves to enlighten me. I found out that I painted like 
Seurat and Rousseau, which was news to me. We got into big fat 
arguments about painting, and I learned there were such things as 
"fine" and "commercial" art. I couldn't quite accept a lot of what 
I was told, because I still believe that ALL art is commercial— 
done for money. You don't paint strictly for yourself unless 
you're independently rich or being kept by somebody who is. Even 
the Pyramids were commercial art—selling a viewpoint; as were 
also the Greek Gods and Babylonian winged bulls.

Moral: if you're married and have a lot of kids you can't sup
port, you'll get a better deal than if you're single because 
you're too proud to be with your kids on relief. I was single, so 
I Lost my Job—I didn't need it badly enough, the idea was. At 

which time Bradbury was 
bound for the New York 
STF Convention, and 
asked if he couldn't 
take some of my sam
ples along with him to 
show around. Result: 
Farnsworth Wright of 
Weird Tales liked them, 
and offered me work. 
Since I felt I could 
starve in New York as 
easily as in Seattle, I 
went to New York. And 
that’s how I got into 
stfantasy.

Mr. Bok is an old fav
orite of ours—we have 
liked his work since 
our very first copy of 
Super Science Stories, 
But his fans will have 
small chance to admire 
his work in the future. 
This is the reason why. 
(And we have to admit 
we are among the cul
prits mentioned in this 
true crime story.)
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Most fans have no idea of what an artist earns for pulp illus
trations. In those days, magazines like Weird Tales, Planet, 
Startling, Wonder, and Future paid $5 to $7-50 for a black and 
white and $40 to $50 for a cover. Since I was self-trained, I knew 
of no short-cuts for whomping out pictures in a hurry, and al
though I was doing as much work as I could handle, I made about 
?45 a month. It took me and still takes me from five to ten days 
sometimes even two weeks) to turn out a drawing—color work takes 

no longer to do than black and white, in case you don't know.
Sure, I could have "rushed" things. But from the start I've 

believed that if you can't do a job right, don't do it at all. 
(Once in a while, to meet a deadline, I did have to rush some 
drawings, which were TERRIBLE!) Also, I've always believed that if 
you get in the habit of doing sloppy work, you're not going to im
prove as an artist. I've always done the best I could under the 
circumstances; the quality of the work always came first, and I 
hope always will.

Later, around 1945, pulps began paying up to $25 to §35 per 
interior drawing, and even as much as $100 to $125 for covers. 
But because I worked slowly, I never earned enough in my whole 
stfantasy career to need to file an income tax report. I had to 
sacrifice a lot of life's necessities, and I've often gone as much 
as four days without eating. I had no money for clothes (I was 
criticized for wearing cheap jeans, which since have become a fad) 
and I couldn't afford to take gals out on dates.

But I'd become a tin-horn celebrity. I got fan mail, usually 
from fans who didn't know beans about art, and always asking for 
something for free. I received poison pen letters from a certain 
Big Name fan (which I still cherish as souveniers of the dear old 
days) because I had the unmitigated gall to say that I believed I 
should be paid for my work, and that I doubted this Fan would give 
me free-for-nothing the equivalent of the time and labor I'd spent 
;on stuff he expected to get for free. I contributed a lot of spec
ially-designed free covers to various fan magazines. And what 
really peeved me was that in nine out of ten cases, after.I'd sent 
the requested free drawing, I never received so much as an acknow
ledgement of receipt, let alone a "thank you".

Then there were the gyp publishers, four of whom are on my 
blacklist. I did work for them and still haven't been paid. These 
weren't the well known printers (such as Harper's, Scribners) but 
little ex-fantasy-fans trying to get a start as publishers. Let me 
state here that Lloyd Eshbach was NOT one of them. He's given me 
the best deal I've ever had from any publisher!

Then too there were the "fans" who thought it was perfectly all 
right to drop up to my room uninvited, and to make snide remarks 
if I resented their breaking into my schedule, or refused to hand 
over some item they decided they wanted. I finally had to discon
nect my doorbell and resort to a 0. Box address to keep them 
from piling in. I've had days when a steady stream of them came in 
to wake me in the morning—and some who thought nothing of piling 
in at 2:30 a.m. Not to mention out-of-town ones who dropped in 
perfectly assured that I would shelter them overnight and feed 
them. I had and still have one small bed in one room. And I was 
barely able to feed myself. Which led to more disgruntled free
loaders inventing some nice unsavory stories about my inhospital
ity, sloppy housekeeping and—you name it, I've heard it.

Still, all this wasn't quite enough to make me lose faith in 
stfantasy. It was when I noticed that I was getting nowhere artis
tically that I knew I'd have to call a halt. The cheap pulp paper 
wouldn't allow me free technical expression—I had to work strict
ly for line-cuts which reproduce hideously. Then too I couldn't 
express my ideas—I had to express Art Directors' and authors' 
ideas, many of which I didn't like. The stfantasy I'd cared for—
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the Gernsback sort, and the Argosy-All Story type—had died out. 
Now Art Directors wanted Sex by the carload, and sadistic action, 
apparently to drag in a larger audience of sex-crazed morons.

Don't get me wrong—I know that sex is here to stay. But also I 
know that people who have good sex lives are too happy sexing to 
need to read about the stuff. As soon as people start talking sex, 
you can be absolutely certain they don’t get enough of it or the 
kind which especially appeals to their exotic appetites. Once in a 
while as a joke I'd whomp out a really sexy picture--which reminds 
me: back in 1942 or so, a publisher owed me $350 for a lot of $5 
drawings and $40 covers. As a revenge, I did an especially sexy 
Picture. The editor noticed a few of the rather unnerving goings- 
on in the picture and had me paste "patches" over these—but it 
wasn't until after the picture saw print that he came flurrying up 
to me and gurgled, "For God's sake, I was sure I had you cover up 
everything off-color!1 Why didn't you tell me about those two 
pepple f---------  in the left hand corner!" Suffice it to say that 
the publisher paid the $350. This same publisher once showed me a 
fan letter, which offered to pay HIM $10 for a drawing for which 
he'd paid ME $5. His idea was that I should mail the drawing to 
the fan, and he would split the $10 with me. Big deal!

Which brings us also to another factors as a writer, I can 
whomp out a story in less than two weeks, and after it's sold 
there's still the chance of resale into everything from anthol
ogies to the radio and TV. Not so with a picture—once it's ap
peared in print, that’s the end of it. I did have the good fortune 
to learn that if I didn't get my originals back, I'd have to pay 
city sales tax, so I got them back from then on, and occasionally 
was able to sell them as wall decorations, which helped a little.

Perhaps if I had "pride" I wouldn't be telling these things. 
But I've always put a square deal above "pride."

Again, don't get me wrong—I HAVE met a FEW fans who were de
cent people. But darned few. Frank Sinatra's fans would never 
dream of demanding that he give them free performances. Why do 
stfantasy fans demand free art? Why don't they demand that writers 
give them original manuscripts and all resale rights thereto? Why 
do the artists get it in the neck (and pocketbook)?

So it all adds up. I'm still painting, but what I happen to 
like—not fantasy especially, either—especially not what's known 
today as fantasy. If somebody likes it and wants it, fine. If not, 
it'll still look nice on my wall. As to my future plans, I'm as 
much in the dark as the next fellow. But a comeback in the stfan
tasy art field is definitely OUT. As for missing the field, I'm 
inexpressibly glad to be out of it, away from the chiselers—fans 
and publishers alike. Peace and uninterrupted routine, it's won
derful!

FINDS YET

CONTENTS OF THE NEXT ISSUE:

>uBscR/a«-y

Shelter by Richard Terzian 
Infiltration by Carl Laren 
First Move by S. Fowler Wright 
The Very First by Dick Bischoff 
The Martian Who Hated People by Edward 
The Martian Who Hated People by Joseph 
Science Fiction Under the Microscope 

by Chad Oliver

Ludwig
Slotkin

for five issues: §1!
Start your subscription now! And tell your friends about 
Next issue 64 pages, two-color cover. So don't miss it.

INSIDE.



| don howard donnell
- near the window, staring 

_ A soft purring sound drifted 
grew louder, then died with a low whine out- 
then closed with a dull, dead thud. The walk 

touched it. The noises were on the porch ........- . of

She sat in the low, reclining chair 
out into the blackness of the night. J 
in from the distance. ------ ’ “ J
side. A door opened, ..
glowed as the footsteps ___________ __ _______  ____ ______ ...
then; noises of a key in the lock, noises of fumbling, noises 
the door opening.

She didn't move; she sat silently, staring at Enna, saying 
nothing. The door closed quietly.

"Hello, Mother," said Enna without looking at her. She withdrew 
to a chair across the room.

"Hello, Enna," her mother said evenly between drawn, cold lips. 
She rose and walked over to the timepiece perched on the mantle. 
"You realize," she said, "that it is morning?"

Enna said nothing.
"Don't you think you ought to tell me where you've been?" She 

faltered. "What you've done?"
Enna stared at the wall, her eyes unseeing, or worse, seeing 

something else. Her mother walked to the window and rubbed the 
mist from the pane. She looked out and saw the faint outline of 
the low red hills outlined by the first light of dawn. The pale 
desert was cold and bleak in the harsh gray light; the whole world 
outside was deserted and lonely except for the few twisted shrubs 
that grew at irregular intervals, and the almost invisable shape 
of the nearest house a half-mile away. The two moons were faint 
and one was disappearing on the horizon.

She turned away, her eyes misting. There was 
room.

"Where have you been all this time? You were supposed 
home by midnight. What if we had called the Patrol?"

Enna said, "Where's Father?"
"Out looking for you."
"Is he angry?"
"What do you think?" There was a coolness to the room, a 

ness that had never been there before. It was the freshness 
things, and the coolness was fear of them.

The light increased from outside. There was the smell of dawn 
and the shifting ground mists, all sharp and biting in the nos
trils.

A car slowly came to a stop outside, purred to a soft death, 
disgorged itself and sent a second set of footsteps up the walk 
and echoing on the porch. Another key turned in the lock and the 
grey light of morning flooded the room. A bent shadow was in it, 
immobile. He stood there a moment, then continued into the room, 
past the two silent ones and up the ramp without a word.

"Your father is hurt, Enna; he didn't expect this of you."
Enna raised her eyes. "Can—Can one my age have a baby?" There 

was a pause, old and tired, as her mother walked over to her side.
"Yes, dear. This is the season of the young." (|
"I'm so sorry. You won't get him in trouble will you?

"No, dear. Not at all. Not at all." She was thinking, my baby 
has grownup. But this—to grow up to this.

"You will have to marry him if you have a child, Enna. 
said, and sat down in her chair in tired silence.

Suddenly, Enna was in her arms, all tears and sobbing. "Help 
me, Mother!"

"Of course, Enna. It will all work out..."

chill in the

be

fresh- 
of new

she
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She was thinking sadly to herself of a night so long ago when 
she had come home sobbing to her mother. Enna had come of such a 
hard, cold, foolish night and what would come of this night?

This was a hard night. The days to come would be harder.



LETTERS
The characters represented in this column are the ideas of the 

artist and the editors assume no responsibility...

RAY PALMER: Every once in a while I get an impatient feeling that 
something ought to be done about the way this old world of ours is 
going. I see hate and bitterness and struggle all about me, 
nations preparing for a war the people of those nations positively 
do not want. I see meanness, hatred, racial prejudice, religious 
prejudice, narrow mindedness, jealousy, conivery, scheming, bru
tality, trickery, dishonesty, treachery—but why go on? The point 
is, I get an uncontrollable urge to do something about it. But 
what can I do? Well, SCIENCE STORIES, UNIVERSE, MYSTIC, FATE are 
my way of fighting those things. Putting something into people's 
lives that is the opposite of those things I've mentioned, is one 
way of doing something about it. The only thing I can do. In 
short, I publish these magazines because I hope some of the things 
in them will make people think, and if not, at least keep them 
from thinking of the other things. From a selfish point of view. I 
like science fiction, fantasy, and the mystic. So why shouldn't I 
do something I like? I wouldn’t like fighting, and I wouldn't 
fight. I don't like prejudice, so I don't play favorites. For 
instance, if you don’t like my Negro friend, go jump in the lake. 
The Air Force says there are no flying saucers. Who asked them? 
They can go jump in the lake. Really, Ron, I like trying to be a 
nice harmless, happy guy. But you'd be surprised how much the 
world's people and their meanness interferes. Science fiction is 
my way of talking back. Okay?

((In answer to: Why do you edit SCIENCE STORIES? Incidentally, 
since the opportunity presents itself, I'm going to put in my two- 
bits worth in favor of Mr. Palmer as a good editor and an inter
esting thinker. I am sick of hearing fen cuss him and his maga
zines. If you don't like em, don't read em. As for me, I'll be 
sure not to let my subs expire.))

"FROM A SELnSliPolHv) 
view, i LIKE

►science rctiok^ fantasy 
A«t> -mg. wsticI

ESTHER COLE: We feel science fiction conventions are about to 
pass out of the picture unless some specific action is taken. The 
causes of this forseeable failure may be attributed to high prices 
and lack of organization...Costs are rising...We are asking you 
for subsidatlon. Kot directly, except for advertising in the pro
gram booklet, but in such items as material for the auction, free 
publicity, discussions in your editorial columns—and the more the 
merrier...Philadelphia passed no money on to us; our only source 
of working capital will be pre-registrations r--, -eived through the 
mail. Urge your readers to send in their dollars...We want our 
attendees to see not the greatest convention ever given but the 
friendliest. To guarantee that end, if necessary, we are prepared 
to go into hock...One other thing: will you, by word of mouth or 
through editorials, pump for a national body for these conven
tions? This organization is badly needed. We sprawl out across the 
country, a body minus a head and, to carry the analogy further, 
decomposition may be about to set in.
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((So what are you waiting for? That address is: Twelfth Annual 
Science Fiction Convention, Box 335, Station A, Richmond 2, Calif 
It'll be a buck well spent.))

f 1 we SPRAWL 
ACROSS The COUNTS^ A 
BODY MINOS A

RICHARD GEIS: I  th o u g h t th e  im provem ents  were am azing , bu t  a ls o  
th e re  a re  some f a u l t s  s t i l l  a ro u n d ...T h e  co v er  was n ic e ,  bu t  I  
c o u ld n 't  h e lp  th in k in g :  "Y ipe , now i t  lo o k s  l i k e  an  A stronom ica l 
Handbook!" I  g o t  t h a t  im p ress io n  becau se  th e  c o v e r ,  u n le s s  one 
knew befo reh an d  t h a t  t h e  mag was a  f a n z in e ,  would  g iv e  t h a t  im
p r e s s io n .  . .The Ackerman a r t i c l e  was e x c e l l e n t , and th e  p ic s  
su p e rb. The th in g  was a  t r u e  s e rv ic e  t o  fandom, and had  th e  e f f e c t  
o f  making me want t o  se e  some o f  th o se  m ovies. . . "Fan tasy  C la s s ic s "  
was w r it te n  i n  a  s e lf - c o n s c io u s  fo rm al p ro se  t h a t  marked i t  th e  
e f f o r t  o f  a  young man who w a s n 't  a t  home w ith  w r i tin g  i n  t h a t  
s ty l e .  Good i n  c o n te n t . . . "Sundown and  Dawning" was th e  BEST fa n  
f i c t i o n  I 'v e  e v e r  re a d .  Should  be  su bm itte d  t o  C al Beck f o r  t h a t  
an th o lo g y  in  h a rd  co v e rs  h e 's  assem blin g . Very good .  T here  should  
be  a t  l e a s t  one se q u e l coming u p . B ea t h is  bra in s  in .  Get i t . . .  
"The N-----" was l o u s y . . . I n  e f f e c t  i s  say s  th e  o bv io u s. I 'm  su re  
everyone  i n  fandom  i s  a g a in s t  r a c i a l  p r e ju d ic e . . .The p h ra s in g  i s  
h o r r i ble :  "The N----- p e r sp ire d  l a r g e  drops  o f  p e r s p i r a t i o n .  He 
was a f r a i d .  The w h ite  men w ere  g o in g  t o  k i l l  h im ."  How awkward and 
i n e p t .  You d o n 't  p o l i t e l y  p e r s p i re  when f a c in g  d e a th ;  you sw eat 
blo o d ! . . .T h e  d ia lo g u e  was in c r e d ible .  In  t h a t  s i tu a t i o n  no one 
t a l k s  l i k e  t h a t .  Freeman p e r v e r ts  th e  d ia lo g u e  t o  make goddam su re  
y o u r  r e a d e r s  a re  aw are t h a t  th e  w h ite  men a re  d o in g  a  crim e  fo r- no 
good re a so n ;  he r e p e a ts  and r e p e a ts ;  he  bludgeons them  i n to  sub
m issio n . . .And th e  a l ie n  c o u n te rp a rt  d o e s n 't  fo llo w :  I f  th e y  were 
more i n t e l l i g e n t  th e  a l i e n s  p ro bably  w o u ld n 't be  p re ju d ic e d .  There 
i s  a  p o in t  t o  make, how ever, and  n o th in g  s ta n d s  i n  th e  way. But 
a s  a  r e s u l t  o f  th e  in e p t  and  c o rn - ba l l  w r it in g ,  p l o t  s t r u c tu r e ,  
and d is r e g a rd  f o r  l o g i c ,  th e  whole th in g  i s  sim ply  t r a s h . . .The 
i l l u s t r a t i o n  i s  su p e rb. As a re  a l l  th e  I l l u s t r a t io n s  ex cep t t h a t  
by D onnell f o r  h is  s t o r y . . .T e rry  C a r r 's  c r i t t u r s  w ere  good, bu t 
to o  much fo r  one i s s u e .  I t  would  have  been  be t t e r  t o  p r in t  bu t 
one page  o f  them  p e r  i s s u e . . . I n  my o p in io n  you have  y e t  t o  make 
INSIDE a  fa n z in e  w ith  a  to n e  o r  p e r s o n a l ity .  But maybe i t ' s  a  case  
o f  th o se  t h a t  can , d o e s—w h ile  th o s e  t h a t  c a n ' t ,  d o n 't .

( ( I t  seems t o  me you m ust have  been  over z e a lo u s  when you w rote  
t h i s ,  o r  e l s e  y o u 'r e  j u s t  p l a i n  ig n o re n t . How e l s e  can  I  u n der
s ta n d  your s ta te m e n t t h a t  every  fa n  i s  u n p re ju d ic ed ?  Or was t h i s  
m eant t o  be  a  jo k e?  I  d o n 't  know abou t you, bu t I  p e r s p ir e  p e r 
s p i r a t io n  no  m a tte r  what th e  s i t u a t i o n .  A nother s tra n g e  th in g ,  
o th e r  th a n  your  c r i t ic i s m ,  i s  t h a t  a t  l e a s t  one r e a d e r  d isa g re e d  
w ith  ev ery  s ta te m e n t y o u 'v e  made. And as w e l l ,  a t  l e a s t  one ag reed  
w ith  m ost o f  them . I t  a l l  goes t o  show som eth ing  o r  o th e r ,  d o e s n 't  
i t ? ) )

SEAT BRA1N5Z----------
INI...G6T TtVAr

G o
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DON DONNELL: You have improved 100^ over the third issue. You 
have the finest magazine published in fandom. I say that without 
reservations. Your mag has consistantly the finest layout, the 
best looking reproduction job and a certain "personality" that is 
vital if a mag is to be accepted, and liked...Most certainly, 
continue "Films in the Future." It was an excellent article, even 
though brief, and those full page stills added tremendously to 
its impact. Continue "Fantasy Classics" also. I enjoyed it tre
mendously. And please--MORE "FACE CRITTURS"l It's the best fan
humor I've seen in a long time. Carr's a pretty clever character, 
drawing only the eyes, eyebrows, and mouths. They were well done 
and expressivel...All in all, it was a great mag. Freeman's story 
was very good. You expressed my feelings perfectly. It stung my 
Art-Ed a bit tho. He said it was an exaggeration. He's from Ken
tucky and he still is prejudiced against most every race save his 
own. It is a sign of success. The story has gotten under his skin 
and pricked his guilt feelings and exposed some of the poison in 
the mind of a prejudiced person—which he didn't like...The fic
tional material, as a whole was good, excluding "Alpha and Omega" 
which I am not qualified to comment on. The Gilbert story was very 
good; his artwork is excellent! So was the work of Alan Hunter who 
illustrated Freeman’s...The cover is still the only weak point. I 
believe the design could be improved. It was better than #3, but 
could stand Improvement. Also, I don’t care for the contents page 
on the back. And what happened to your editorial? I missed it. It 
is a vital feature in any mag, I believe, for I like to hear from 
the guy who spends all the time and money putting a mag like 
INSIDE together, just to see what makes him tick.

((Of course, Don, your Art-Ed can't be a fan. Tick. Tick. Tick. 
You know, I never noticed before that I ticked like that I))

Y cteveR

~ A

TURNER WOOD: Have you heard about our crusade? By "our" I mean 
Mark Andrews’ and mine. You'd be surprised at the number of trade 
papers there are. Almost every line of work, almost every hobby 
has a magazine devoted to the promotion of that trade or hobby. In 
addition, most of these hobbies and trades have clubs where the 
members get together to discuss their common interest...Now all 
this is a good thing. A common interest is one of the best things 
possible to bring people closer together. It follows logically 
that the basis for the magazines devoted to one group should dis
cuss all matters directly pertaining to the common interest of the 
group. It is also logical that these clubs should have in mind the 
advancement of their common interest...Keeping all this in mind, 
take a look at fandom, a group whose common interest is science 
fiction. They have magazines, if you could call them that. They 
have clubs and organizations; they hold numerous get togethers. 
But do fanzines have in mind information and opinions on topics 
pertaining t'o science fiction? No. There are a few exceptions, but 
they are few. Do the fan clubs try to discuss science fiction? A 
few feeble efforts. The plain unvarnished truth is that the fen of 
today care only for other fen. The editor of one zine spends hie 
time trying to destroy another editor—probably in a third edi
tor's zine. Fandom Is filled with a million stupid, petty quarrels 
and the fanzines are filled with nothing but personality—the
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actions of other fen who seldom, in themselves, provide material 
for writing. The general opinion seems to be: fandom is fandom is 
fandom is fandom and to hell with science fiction. Why all this 
soapbox speech, you say? Simply this: I feel that many fen are of 
the same opinion. They want to put science fiction back into fan
dom. They don't give a damn about what Ellison eats for breakfast. 
The only thing that all fen have in common is a love of science 
fiction. So why shouldn't a fanzine try to discuss science fiction 
seriously? Another thing 1b the lack of constructive effort. 
Science fiction as a form of literature could become very popular 
if fen tried to help it along. The only way the general reader 
knows fandom is through the stupid arguments in various letters 
to editor columns. It’s not hard to see why non-fen readers have a 
low opinion of fandom. The result of all this is a new fanzine. 
Not just another dirty little rag, full of useless crud, but one 
devoted purely to fantasy and science fiction. Let me know what 
you think of the idea. The zine will be called THINK. We'd appre
ciate a contribution. If you know anybody who might be interested 
pass this along to them.

((You have some very good points there, boy. I wish you luck with 
this new zine, but what with the number of times I've been accused 
of not doing the things you've just said fanzines shouldn1t do, I 
wonder if fen aren't more interested in what Ellison eats for
breakfast.

TERRY CARR: I  go t INSIDE today  and f e e l  t h a t  I  have t o  w rite  to  
you t o  t e l l  you how good i t  i s .  T his i s  your be s t is s u e  y e t . . . I  
was p a r t i c u la r ly  s tru c k  by  th e  e x c e lle n c e  o f  D o n n e ll's  p ie c e , 
''A lpha and Omega". A ll i n  a l l ,  t h i s  i s  about th e  be s t th in g  h e 's  
ev er done, I  th in k ,  and t h a t  in c lu d es  a  l o t  of aw fu lly  good s t o r 
i e s .  The guy w rite s  l ik e  I 'd  l ik e  t o . . .F reem an 's  s to r y ,  "The N--
---,"  was w e ll - w r i tte n ,  though  a  b i t  hacky i n  co n cep t. I t ' s  been  
done be fo re .  G i lbe r t 's  s to ry  w as, a g a in , q u ite  g o o d .. .Ackerman's 
a r t i c l e  was in te r e s tin g  as news, and th e  pho tos f i l l e d  ou t and 
supplemented th e  a r t i c l e  n ic e ly .  R eyno ld 's  a r t i c l e  was a ls o  i n t e r 
e s t in g .  I  w o u ld n 't su g g est co n tin u in g  e i th e r  "Film s i n  th e  F u tu re"  
o r  "Fantasy  C la ss ic s .  P o ss ibly  th e  form er once i n  aw h ile , when 
some Im portan t p ic tu r e  i s  due t o  a p p e ar, bu t t h a t ' s  about a l l . . .  
As fo r  co n tin u in g  "Face C r i t tu r s , "  why n a tc h . Get t e n  pages of 
them  every  i s s u e .

( (B e tte r  y e t ,  why n o t j u s t  have th i r ty - tw o  pages of "Face C r i t 
tu r s " ? )  )

G e t ten PAGES.
OF EACH CRITTERS
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TIM DEFACE; When I got home that afternoon, I went right to my 
room and read the last issue of INSIDE. Upon concluding it I have 
come to the conclusion that INSIDE is one of the finest fanzines 
in fandom today. The best story in the issue was easily "Sundown 
and Dawning." In my estimation it was very well written...Perhaps 
if you put more art work in INSIDE it would be more interesting? 
Maybe on the inside of the front and back covers. I would also 
like to see more small articles.

PAGE BROWNTON: I  n o tic e  t h a t  t h i s  i s s u e  i s  about in ch  sm a lle r 
th a n  th e  l a s t  is su e !  The cover i s  much be t t e r . . . I 'm  g la d  you have 
a  l e t t e r  column t h i s  i s s u e ;  i t ' s  im p o rta n t.  But you need  more 
l e t t e r s  w ith  c o n s tru c tiv e  c r i t i c i s m . . .The be s t th in g  was T erry  
C a r r 's  "Face C r i t tu r s . "  "Sundown and  Dawning" i s  n e x t,  and  th e  
be s t  f i c t i o n .  "The N-----" was w r it te n  very  w e ll and was q u ite  
e f f e c tiv e .  I t  d i d n 't  s t r i k e  me a s  bein g  to o  o r ig in a l .  I t  brin g s  
back  memories o f  se v e ra l s to r i e s .  I t  cou ld  have been  developed  
more. Perhaps th e  g reen  p eo p le  had a  p u rp le  ra c e  on t h e i r  p la n e t 
t h a t  th e y  p e rs e c u te d . . . "Fan tasy  C la ss ic s"  a re  alw ays i n te r e s t in g .  
How about rev iew ing  some o f f - t r a i l  books?

((Very observant, aren’t you?))

THIS issue 1$ !4 INCH 
WALLER

THE TENACIOUS TERRAN
after a two week honeymoon with wife and young baby son...

MISSION TO MIZAR...nt...TWS...Nov, 1953-.-P72. Draco again.
HIS HEAD IN THE CLOUDS...nt...SS...Jan, 1954...p88
THE AGILE ALGOLIAN...n...TWS...Win, 1954.,.p62.
SIMILIA SIMILIBUS CURANTOR...nt...SFA...Mar, 1954.

WHY I EDIT FANTASTIC WORLDS 
expanded review section which will aim to cover the whole field of 
current publications.

It is an ambitious program of expansion and improvement that we 
have laid out for the magazine. I am confident, however, that Mr. 
Kemble, Mr. Reamy, our talented contributors, and our generous 
audience will not let me fall far short of success.



EDITORIAL
There was a dark haze before my eyes, a pain in my stomach 

like Lucky Luciano had. just hit me with all he had., my brain reel
ed. and screamed for air. I fought at the blackness, trying to see. 
It was no use. I was sinking, sinking fast into nothingness. There 
was only one thing to do before it was too late. Only one thing. 
Sacrifice an issue of INSIDE because damn ltd) I was hungry!

And so there won’t be a September issue. The next one will 
be out in January and with it there will be all sorts of sur
prizes. If you aren’t a subscriber well then what are you wait
ing for? Come on, give. It's for a needy cause, you know.

Starting with January the magazine will be quarterly, 64 pages, 
with two-color cover, and all sorts of gooey extras. And still 
a quarter.

I still want to trade with any fanzines that will have me. 
If you can wait seven months for the next issue and still send 
me your fanzine until then and not feel guilty about it, well 
send away. I’ll trade with any zine that I get issues of. Fair 
enough? I guess not, but it'll have to do.

And so I leave you with the happy thought that for the next 
seven months I’ll be eating. Will be seeing you come January!

RON SMITH

About the Author
I have never been a fan of science fiction or fantasy nor of 

anything I can think of. Up until I was sixteen I wanted to be a 
baseball player and all my thoughts were bound up completely in 
every facet of it from the side-winding chew-tobacco vernacular to 
the fade-away slide. But what I remember most about the game was 
the fans, the few dozen who came in free; the howling, heckling 
cigar-chewing nondescripts who used a baseball game as a sounding 
board for their most extreme loves and hates. Such people I con
sider to be on the fringe of life who live for the gimmick of the 
moment. Out of such people, ordinary as they are, come the essen
tials of fantasy. You take the lowest common denominator and sub
ject it to extreme external conditions (a ball game, a pint of 
whiskey, etc.) and with luck and some visual perspicacity you get 
what you are looking for—the fantastic. I am one of a vast legion 
of bar observers. By that, I do not only mean that I watch the 
intoxicated antics and the crumbling mores of others, but I also 
am aware (I hope) of my own shifting perspective as each beer 
glass is emptied. In this way you hope to avoid the annoyingly 
patronizing attitude. You are in this thing, too; this bar or that 
game and you are as ridiculous and noble as anyone else. In the 
last analysis, since you are the observer and what you see is fan
tastic then you are the real element of fantasy. The dimension of 
the mind is the dimension of the universe, close it and the uni
verse is finite and life just a little bit sadder. This banal ob
servation I have carried with me for eight years in Salt Lake 
City, Utah, fifteen in Los Angeles, California, two in the Army 
infantry and three in the big city they call New York.

GLEN MALIN




