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THESHIP

Up, ship! SR =
The great
rose on confettled legs of cinnamon
fire and hot clove, Gleaming.-@iawfng'
Shimmering. Ten thousand téng of siyw
metal. Ten thousand hopes and prayers,
Up. Up. e

Up. ......

"Sir," eald White, the fimsk mate,
in his clipped British accemg "I think
we're going—"

"Up!" finished the captaln, amt¥ing
gently. Hls name was Black. -

The vislscreen glowed grewn. Brown,
the astrophysicist, sald nothing.

The great skyglant shot upwsrd. a
star, an arrow, a lance, a ‘B8pear
dart, a needle, a pencil, a £i
flame, a kitchen sink, an entire i
nival, breathing, breathing, on fke = = =
Illinols air.

"Wine," sald the captaln, alghing.
"Like old wine.,"

Up, ship, up! A cry frcm every-
throat, a sob, a whisper, ‘&' =song, & :
prayer, an exultation, a stil nﬁss. ; =5

'It makes the tears . william f nolan
eyes,' said Captain Ralph Blagk simply, iy
sweating like a horse, & B el E
a breath. :

The stars swam by 1n

"I'm—" faltered gg¥
Blue, his volce strangg.

"Thirsty:" finlsheg Captain Black,
bltterly. Then he aﬁde&, Zlps drawn
back over yellow teeth. "Aren't we
all, Bluet"

-'ch'd'ﬂis e fritch

& bowt of milk.
Idgen‘s-mate_
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The FARE THEE WELL swept past the stars like a great fire-bal-
loon, the men inside sobbing and laughing all in one, each of them
afrald, uncertain, like small children on their first Fourth of
July picnlc.

'Well," sald Capteln Ralph Black, nodding, looking at each of
them in turn. "We're going—"

"UPL" finished the men in one crylng voice. All the sadness of
oternity was in that volce and all of the pumpkin kitchens that
ever were. There was a smell like dry confetti in the ailrless air,
a smell llke old sauerkraut and tennis shoes worn and put away.

"Out there," Captain Black said, the taste of lemon meringue
ple eaten at the age of twelve on a summer's porch in the cool,
sweet, lemonade evening muffling his tone, making it husky, with a
vell of froth: "Out there are all the ups and all the downs and
all the sideways that are known or ever will be known,"

Beslide him, Brown and Green and Blue and all the others stood
quletly with thelr faces flickering 1like summer fireflies on a
June morning wilth the smell of salt and baked pumpernickle in the
8till air. h:

"I could cry," sald the captain, simply.

"Yes..." sald White.

"Well..." sald the captain.

"Well..." sald Green.

The captaln began to sing now, softly, a song of deep ocean
space, of lonliness end all the never-hads, a song he, himself,
had written,

80 IT'S UP WE GO AND UP MY LADS
TO WHERE THE STARDUST GLOWS.

And the crew, knowing his thoughts, and more important, know-
ing his song, blended thelr voices with his,

FROM MOON TO MOON AND STAR TO STAR
THE WEARY SPACEMAN GOES...

Up they went, up. and ever up.

"When you go up," sald Captaln Ralph Black, "There's only one
direction to go."

"Yes,.." breathed Blue, turning to Green with a sigh.

"UP!" chorused the crew, their cry resounding in the metal ship
they rode like the sound of exuberant pigeons,

It reminded the captain of hls childhood 4in Yucca Bluffs. He
closed his eyes and hils mother's cooking came back to him, even
across the loftg years and the long miles that separated them, and
his long nostrils quivered, full of the smell of cabbage and corned
beef, of stale limburger and old beer cans and his brother George.

"Ah," sald Captain Ralph Black, softly, hande clenched, "Ah, ah,
ah, ah, ah, ah, ah."

Now the ship moved past the seasons; past winter, past summer,
past spring and past fall.Past red leaves in October and red barns
full of cow,

The captaln looked at the crew and the crew looked at the cap-
tain, Each man had a job to do, but they all stood there, frozen,
looking at the captain's red face,

"Well," sald Blue, whitening.

Captaln Ralph Black stared for a long moment at his old friend,
the skin tight, tight across his scarred knuckles, "I'm—"

"Sorry?" asked Blue. "You needn't be you know." He smiled, a
tight, white smlle. "It's part of the game."

"Yes," saild the capteln through clenched teeth, "the game."

No one spoke for a long, long moment. All of time was 1in that
moment, and all of the fallen Chrlistmas snows that ever were or
ever would be,

The game.

Now the ship moved up, a sea whale sperming in space, a dark
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night-mammoth moving through tides of stardust, lost and gone for-
ever, The captain swore and then sighed.

"Demn," he sald, "I feel—"

"Good?" asked radlorepalrman's-mate Bob Silver, the quick one.

And Captain Ralph Black smiled.

"Lord, Lord," sald Green. "I'm like a kid golng home with no
lunch. I feel all empty inside."

"Empty..." breathed the captaln, slowly, lips set, savoring the
word and the meaning of the word.

The crew did not move. And the ship drove for the black eterni-
tles and space was like a—

Suddenly the captaln quit thinking about space and swore under
his breath, then over 1t. "Who in the bloody hell," he questioned,
18 at the controls?"

No one could answer. They stood frozen—Blue, Sllver, Brown,
White, Green and, of course, Black.

"I—I thought you were, Cap," Brown sald at last, using the
familiar term under the duress of these strange and ever stranger
circumstances in which each man felt himself a child again, lolli-
pop in hand, strawberry ice cream melting in the mouth.

They stood then, for a long, long, long moment, looking at one
another. Blue turned to Green and White turned to Brpwn and Sllver
turned to Black and they looked at each other across the short,
short distance as though separated by an eternity of eternities
and an infinity of 1infinities instead of merely the short, short
distance,

"This," said the captain, "1s not good. It is not good that no
one shoald be at the controls, for we must go up, up, and ever up,
until—

He stopped, and the crew looked at him suddenly as though he
had uttered a naughty word. The swift and devastating 1mpact of
his unfinished sentence struck them like a whip, a lash, a ball, a
feather, a puff of smoke, a boat whistle.

"Until what?" they sald in unison "Until what. Captain? Say 1t,
sir, say 1t! Say It, say 1t! We're not children you know. We're
grown men, grown men, We're not children!"

But they were wrong. "We're all children in space," Captain
Ralph Black said gently.

The captaln felt 1like s chlld again and he did not feel like a
child again. He felt sick and he 414 not feel sick., "We've got a
Job to do," he sald, looking at all of them, at each of them. He
saw them and he did not see them.

He was crying.

Green put his brown hand on Black's red-sulted shoulder. "We're
all th%t way, sir. All kids. All frosty mornings with dew on the

as8s.,

"What do you mean?" asked the captaln, eyes closed, trembling.

"I mean nothing," - Green sald falntly, head down. "And I mean
everything." He turned away. And did not look back.

"He's gone, Captaln,” said Silver, showing his teeth.

There was a sudden sound like paper tearing, like a fire engine!
Then a smell like woodsmoke on an autumn evening. The great ship
screamed! A sudden, high piltched, terrifying metal scream. The men
stood 1like 1cycles on the deck. Frozen,

"What 1s 1t?" asked Captaln Ralph Black, slowly. His face was
haunted, like the face of a man who has looked into a mirror “and
suddenly found a man there who was not the man he thought would be
there, but another man, a stranger whom he had never seen before
and who made him feel a 1llttle 1lke a boy whistling past a silent
graveyard where all the stones are white as mllk under the moon.

"The engines!” the men cried. "The engines are falling!"

"Steady, men," sald Captaln Ralph Black, feet braced, his blood
turning to raspberry sherbert.

"Steady," White sald.
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"Steady," echoed Blue and Brown, and Bob Silver, and all of them.

"Yes, yes, steady," sald the captain. "The dilals. What do the
dlals say?"

White leaped to the dlals. He looked at them with the feverish
intensity of a man who 18 afraid to lock, for fear they might re-
mind him of some longago forgotten dream, when he was all towhead
and brambly sweater and scabs on the knees and the playground
lights went out.

. "?{?“he gasped, sweat beading his face llke clear crystal rain,
can'ts

"Can't what?" prompted the captaln, eyes closed again, slck a-
galn.

"Can't read the dials again," finished White. "I never ever
really learned how,"

None of them ever really had.

There 1s no one now, thought the captaln, nc one to read the
dlals. No one to keep the FARE THEE WELL from going...

"Down," breathed Blue. "We're golng down, Captain.”

"Well," sald Captaln Ralph Black and suddenly he could think of
nothing more to say. Everything had been sald that needed to be
sald. There was only the ticking and the whirring aad the clicking
and the humming. The captaln felt very old and very tired. Very old
and very tired 1ndeed.

"I'm a damn fool," +the captaln sald, and began to cry agailn,
softly, softly.

"Where to now, Captain?" the men sald, looking up at him, the
answer already in their mouths, tastlng each syllable, each vowel,
each consonant.

Captain Ralph Black sighed. "Where else,” he sald slowly, with-
out bitterness, without rancor, without stermness. "Where else but
—down." 3

Down, down they went and ever down.

Down, down the FARE THEE WELL. As it had gone up--a star, an
arrow, a lance, a sBpear, a dart, a needle, a pencil, a flre, a
flame, & kitchen sink, an entire carnival—except 1in the other
directlion.

"When you go down," sald Captain Ralph Black, eyes closed, hands
loose at his sides, "there 1s only one direction to go."

Each crew member knew what the captain meant. But they sald
nothing.

And now the great metal whale fell, screaming, screamlng through
vacuumed space, the triple moons of Mars whirling by, lost in tides
of silverdust and longlng.

And then 1t struck. And was sllent.

The captaln said nothing. Blue sald nothing Green said nothling.
Silver, the qulck one, sald nothing. Brown sald nothing. White
sald nothing.

They were all dead.

And the’ band played and they were buried in the home town
square, under the tall vanllla <face of the courthouse clock, and
Grandma was there, and Gramps and Uncle Thad and Tess the dog. All
of them there.

And the earth was shoveled ka-plaump on the wooden coffin tops
made of all the old oaks and elms and maples that ever were, that
ever would be, And the markers were sunk, like Eskimo Plie sticks,
in the soft ground, rich with October apples and the smell of hot
cinnamon buns and cider.

"™ell," said Gramps, wiping hls cheek. "They're gone,"

"Yes," sald Mother. "Gone. Like we all go."

And she walked away, softly, under the murmuring trees, not
looking back.

And the sun came out and the day was fine and good.



PSYCH®TIC

2631 N. MISSISSIPPI
APT. 106
PORTLAND 12, OREGON

A

FREE

COPY

OF

THIS

32 page PHOTO-OFFSET fan magazine
WILL

BE

SENT

You

as a SAMPLE
WHEN

YOU

SEND

YOUR
name and address.

Give 1t a try...at most you lose a two-cent postcard.
(There's some @ignhty fine material in #18, now ready.)

PSYCHOTIC features in every issue:--

Couch...where the editor
rembles on and on and on and on and

Padded Cell...a column by Vernon
. McCain.

Observation ¥ard...a prozine re-
view by the editor.

Section Eight...a long letter column.

Ihe Second Sessign...where the editor
continues to ramgIe on and on and on

PLUS as many articles, cartoons, and
other items of Interest that can posi-
bly be added.






Read any good s.f. lately? No,
not the book reprints from the Fab'
lous Fortles—I mean late s.f. No,
huh? Nothing new 1s "mew"? Well.
Have you ever stopped to consider..

A number of scientific boys have
written damn good s.f., and a funny
thing has happened—a number of un-
sclentific boys emulate em. F'rin-
stance, Heinleln wrote UNIVERSE and
ever since everybody has automatic-
ally assumed that a ship taking 500
years to reach another star is gon-
na end up like Helnlein's did—peo-
Ple fighting and falling back 1into
savagry and if the ship wasn't com-
pletely automatlic and self-repair-
ing they'd all be dead.

Of course, there are a few human
socletles which have lasted a thou-
sand years or so without changing
one lota. Admittedly they aren't
much as socletles, being somewhat
primitive 1in most cases, but they
probably have some factor which
caused them +to last so long. But
nobody seems to have looked into
this much, nor written a scientiflic
paper on 1t. 8o of course we must-
n't consider it for s.f.

Think I'm too sarcastic? Lately,
several charac¢ters have turned out
books giving technical theorles on
what wl1lll probably be found on the
other planets. S.f. . boock reviewers
say "No s.f. writer should be with-
out this book}" And of course all
good s.f, writers want thelr stories

to be plausible...
So Ehe planet Mercury shouldn't

have an atmosphere. No astronomer
has seen one there It just wouldn't
do to have an™ atmosphere on Mer-
cury. An lonosphere, maybe-—some-
thing very tenuous, hardly even gas-
eous——and Mars simply mustn't have
water. There's nothing at all on
the Moon except maybe, possibly,
perhaps a few ore veins which 1t's
much easler to dig up right here on
Earth.

Should any writer breeze off a
yarn about guys landing on the Moon
and finding that moondust mixed
with water from Earth combines in a
nlce, clear substance lighter than
aluminum but tougher than steel—
why, that's pure fantasy. Hardly
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scientific, you know, without some chap has done it in a labora-
tory and written e paper on 1t. Not plausible at alll

And oh the consternatlion that relgned when Venus was clalmed to
be bone dry, with storms of paraformaldehyde dust! 'Twas duplica-
ted in a laboratory and PROVED such dust would form, Of course it
would occur at a rather high altitude, and even here on Earth we
have some nice winds at such altitudes, and they forgot to conduct
thelr lab experiment in a 300 mile an hour gale—but nobody thot
of that, at first. All I could hear along the East Coast was wri-
ters and wrlters moaning about HOW could they write anything about
a dust covered planet? It just had to be dust covered, y'know,
once this sclentist feller PROVED it was!

It's Just horrid, any way you look at it. If you don't build
your storlies on sound sclentiflc principles and facts—and natur-
ally that must include what some sclentific chap SAYS is on Mars—
then you'll be drummed out of the Corps and accused of wrlting
fantasy. But if you follow these darned ascientists to the letter,
the time inevitably comes when they double cross you and start
claiming it isn't that way at all, 1t's some OTHER way...

Now 1t seems to me that—using Sound, Scientiflc Principles—we
don't know what the hell will be found on the surfacg of the Moon,
except that 1t'll PROBABLY be mineral, rather than adiimal or veg-
etable. And qulte possibly, it'll be something new. A molecular
compound of atoms forming some mineral substance which doesn't
exist on Earth, but which 1s found 1in scattered deposits on the
Moon.

And using sound, HUMAN principles, 1t seems liker some joker
wlll figure out a use for this stuff, maybe make himself a few
million bucks, and the Moon willl be colonized.

And then there's Mars, Venus, Mercury, the moons of Juplter—
the works. People didn't emigrate to the Americas because Europe
was overpopulated, y'know. But of course 1n s.f. people always go
colonlzing cause Earth gets overpopulated. There just 1isn't ANY
other reason for em to go! Nobody's done a lab experiment on it}
Nobody's wrote a sclentific paper—or even a book!

As for travelling to the stars, that's gonna take a wee bit in
the power department. Probably take less effort to move Juplter,
Saturn, and the rest ln closer to the sun, bolling away thelr pol-
sonous gasses into space, and thawing a good, rich oxygen atmos-
phere from thelr ice coated surfaces. All the light gasses bolllng
off would diminlsh thelr mass somewhat, bring their surface gravli-
ty down to a comfortable level, and that ice would make nlce oceans.
Once you got down to0 minerals, there's no telling what you'd find
~—but somebody would probably think up some use for 1t.

And then there's star travel, and relativity, end whatnot. Nat-
urally ever since somebody supposed there were probably any number
of Earth type planets circling Sol type suns, all interstellar ex-
peditions have gone off looking for Earth type planets. If we re-
modeled worlds like Juplter and Saturn before golng, it seems
possible we might be ready to remodel whole solar systems wherever
we get to—that's another s.f. yarn that's never been written-——but
really, ANY expedition would prefer a ready made, Earth type plan-
et. Even if 1t's so far away that the power they'd need to reach
1t would be more than they'd need to remodel a closer, if somewhat
alien, soler system. Oh, sure.

But Einsteln did us a dirty trick. Here we had hyper-space and
everything was plausible, then he had to drag out his relativity
bit! The louse! Now Hubbard has done a tale and there's nothing
more to be sald about 1t, Tsk. So we'll jJust ignore it and keep on
using good o0ld hyper-space. Of course if you leave Sol for another
star, travel at near-lightspeed, you might arrive there in a coup-
le of weeks whlle the Unlverse ages two hundred years., Which means
everybody you left behind is dead, untll people start living longer
than two centuries, and even if thev did they'd probably have for-
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gotten all about yow So who could bulld
an interstellar emplre THAT way? Why,
the emperor would die in bed before his
fleet could reach anything to conquer!

Why it wouldn't even do for civil-
ized trade! How could you have currency
exchange or even bartering if each
transaction took hundreds, even thou-
sands of years? What merchant could
hope hls business would last long e~
nough to collect?

So of course nobody writes stories
about that. '‘They use hyper-space. No-
body's done a lab experiment on it,
y'see...no sclentlific paper!...it's so
much easler just to use hyper-space.

And the UNsclentiflic writers aren't
gonna try it. They're too busy emulating
either Burroughs or Bradbury,with their
usual lack of success. Or if not that,
they can always write about sex., After
gll—Freud, y'know—everything 1is sex
drives.

Of course, what makes me so thorough-
ly disgusted about the whole business
is that I depend on these other wri-
ters! Sclentific or not, they gotta
write good stuff or else, ;f th?y don't AR
—and they certainly haven't—I'm sunk.

When they write good stuff, I can then Bl -t s

proceed to steal all of 1t for my stories! But darned 1f I enjoy
stealing thls dogmatlc, uninsplred junk they've been turning out
of late, Nuts to em. I'll write westerns first.

‘But 1t kind of stupid and sllly. There's no reason for the
copying and rehashing of o0ld 1deas that's golng on in s8.f. now.
There's no rdason for good writers to beat thelr brains out trying
to glve even a slightly new twist +to some o0ld idea H.G. Wells
thought up, which is what a lot of thelr storles sound like There's
no reason to pass up all the general kinds of s.f. yarns we've had
in the past and go galloplng off to parapsychology—

That ESP/P¥ sftuff has its cute tricks, too. Rhine makes his lab
experiments with guys guessing at what symbol is on a card they
can't see, and comes up with irrefutable, statistlical proof. And
he writes a book. Recently somebody tried it with an electronic
computor and the computor racked up an even better score~but 1t
has possibllities, Of course, there's one angle to 1it, using Sound,
Sclentific Principles...

The early cave dweller probably had the same vocal equlipment
we've got now, But he was probably more interested 1n sights and
smells and the feeling in his stummlck, empty or full, and paid
little or no attention to the sounds coming out of hls mouth. Even
when he began to communicate, it must've taken him a long time to
learn to control hls own volce and make specific sounds with it.

So what 1f we're all telepathic? Does that mean we'd be "re-
celving" anything more than what amounts to grunts and howle and
mutterings which we've never even learned to notice, much less
control? Your mind and mine could be thundering with telepathic
"sounds" which we've learned to ignore, in the face of more press-
ing business, ever since we were concelved! The caveman began
developing languages when he started rubbing elbows, What kind of
soclological phenomenon would have to occur to make us notlce
telepathic "sounds" and start using them?

Sorry. Nobody's done a lab experiment on 1t.
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Having no true imagination—for I usually write of nothing but
myself (and truly with absolute feel that to write otherwise 1is
to write of nothing (but not saylng what my writing otherwise adds
up to))—perhaps I am unqualified to be writing of this subject.
But since in writing I have never disliked a thing "as I dislike
formula; and since I find true art to be in the breaking of a rule
and the breaking of 1t well; and, I might add, since I am a non-
believer in happy endings, I shall take 1t upon myself to say more
than a few words about (and against) that raper of my nonbellefs,

Ipagination.

§t all began when Blll Hamling took over the magazine with 1ts
third issue %Palmer having originated it), and that was not such a
frosty and wintry day as you might imagine. No, Imagination from
1ts third 1ssue showed promlse of good things to come, and in part
fulfilled that promise later on. The first two 1ssues were nothing
outstanding—the best story, in my opinion, was WIND IN HER HAIR
(number one) by Neville, but that was nothing to rave about, and
there were a few others less notable, and some stinkers. The covers
were negligable, even Bok's,

But the third issue., It was good. I don't know how much of the
Palmer influence was still present—he must have bought some of
the stories—and I won't hazerd a guess, I do feel that REVOLT OF
THE DEVIL STAR by Ross Rocklynne 1s the best story lImagination has
ever published (and so long ago, tool); but 1t would be unfalr for
me to surmlse as to who bought i1t. Technically, that was Hamling's
first issue and we shall consider 1t so. There were other good
stories in the issue—WORLD OF THE MAD by Poul Anderson, "SHADOW,
SHADOW, ON THE WALL..." by Sturgeon. Of course there was a Toffee
story taking up helf the issue, which perhaps should have been
taken as a warning of .what Imagination was going to develop lnto.
But, as Toffee storles go, 1t wasn't bad.

Let us get back to the first mentloned story, REVOLT OF THE
DEVIL STAR. What I am going to do first ie review a few of the
outstanding stories Imagination has published sprinkling same
lightly with my own views and oplnions.

Heving been forewarned, you are free to turn on to the next art-
icle.

william | freeman



SHE AIN'T WHAT SHE USED TO BE 13

My judgement of a story 1s based on two critical points. 1) Did
the author have anything to say? 2) How well did he say 1t? You
may not agree with these critical standards, but nonetheless - they
are the basls of the rest of this article. Let me expand them:
Tirst: Has the author done original thinking or presented intui-
tii.al knowledge (not the product of thought, but produced by
thougns as water running through a watermlill produces energy, not
directly but indirectly)? Does the story make me think? (Why else
read sclence fiction? Certainly not for the Iiterary quality.)
Second: Does he know how to handle words and does he present what
he has to say clearly?

With these weapons in hand we shall go to battle.

REVOLT OF .THE DEVIL STAR asks a Questlion: Is there free will?
And answers 1t affirmitively, much to my disagreement. But I won't
quibble (much). The characters are intelligent energy forces in-
habiting other universes than .our own. Devil Star is the one who
aske the questlons——the rebel. The story developes as he seeks to
prove to himself (1s anyone else a reality?) he can choose
between one event and another without regard to destiny—that he
can rebel against destiny. I am, therefore there is purpose--I can!
He tries, failure. He succeeds in preventing his own death while
all others of hls kind dle, and he grows old. But was that notdes-
tiny? How can there be effect without cause, reation without ac-
tion? He knows he has falled. He 1s lost in dispalr, no longer the
rebel. He grows old.

But has he falled? Chlldren of other energy forces come to tell
him that there 1s & rebel, a supreme rebel. Life, , Matter is the
subject of king destiny—1ife the rebel. And in the final question
-—-To be —1ies the cholce,

_§u§562§ g%%cégt%gI think., Wort of some consideration and
thought (and a number of rereadings). Certalnly a more challenging
story (and well written) than many other well toted favorites such
as Slan and The Demolished Man. 4

tter 1s Influenced by—azstiny, says Rocklynue. "Matter is
death,"” has no control over its fate, but 1s a slave of cause and
effect, its whole term of existence plotted out as a navigator
might plot out the course of a ship, as the ordered Unlverse works
according to a set plan, a gigantic machine whose wheels turn and
turn with never an effect without a cause,

But 1ife i1s the rebel, says Rocklynne—1t 1s outside destiny.

I'm sorry,sbut I do not agree.

We are as trdered as the Unlverse.

We are the coge 1n a wheel that is a machine that 1s a plan.

Free will? Choice? No. I don't think so.

Picture the Universe (as much of it as you can, that is) and
then single out a single particle-—a sun perhaps. Endow it with
intelllgence. This hypothetical star of our imagining (such a
word!) can think, can dream, can become greater (a nova), can die,
This fellow, shall we say, was born into a world already created,
with systems and rules and conventlons and ways-of-doing-things
all set up and in operation. He could do nothing to reshape it,
his only cholice was to fit in as well as he could. Become g t
%ﬁ things And so this sun llves hls long 1life (on so short to him

raveling about his business.

My question: Would not this sun, endowed with 1intelligence,
think that he had cholce? Would he, a small part, never seelng the
whole, never comprehending the vast One, not ©belleve in hls own
free will? Do you really think he could choose to follow any other
path than hls planned one? Some suns are eratic to a degree—-reb-
els perhaps—but they too follow a path laid out for them by the
Whole.

This, I think, 18 the parallel of that soclal machine—Man.

But on the other hand there 1s a case for free will, A relative
free will—the struggle of the Individual. Some few people can
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demonstrate what appears to be cholce. But 1t is patently obvious,
I think that the majority of the human race are robotas. That every
word, every actlon every declslon 1s an effect preceded by a cause.
What 1s produced by thought 1s cause and effect. And certalnly the
majority of human behavior 1s influenced by no creative thought
whatsoever,

The one category left to be included is intultion. That thing
that comes to you unherald out of a dark grey sky-—your inner mind.
Most of us lgnore it, some of us use 1t to create minor things (a
story a painting), a few of us use 1t to create empires and great
works., But 1t too I am afraid has had 1its preceding stimulant. It
comes 1n answer to a need--z need of the individual, or a need of
the Whole. And of course that need 1s 1tself an effect.

I have let my mind dwell on Rocklynne's concept to show you why
it 1s worthwhile. My case 1ls not that my differing opinions are
correct, but that I ma¥ never have thought them out had I not been
subjected to Rocklynne's stimulus. He has made me +think, he has
produced something. (And it 1s not the validity that is important,
but the thought; for thought produces more thought.) His story
therefore has purpose and I have not wasted my time reading 1t.

At the end of the article I shall dlscuss some other stories
that are shamefully worthless, so because a golddigger of 31 years
experlence and mystical talents couldn't dlg a single nugget out
of them for the death of hls wife.

But let's get back to the 1ssue at hand and Anderson's WORLD OF
THE MAD. This, I feel, was a better piece of writing than ROTDS
but less challenging. It was marred by a formula plot (boy loves
girl, also loves planet; girl can't stand planet. Conflict: should
he be faithful to his love and leave and lose the immortallity the
planet affords? (This added to make the conflict real to the read-
er, while the hero is concerned with more important things—beaut
and knowledge, and perhaps sex, although 1t is never mentioned.){
But then how the hell are publishers going to make money? (That's
thelr excuse.) But the concept of the story was nonetheless intri-
gulng. How would you like to spend the rest of eternlty engrossed
in thought, acquiring wisdom, in a world that is "mad" by Terran
standards, but nonetheless possessed of its own unearthly beauty,
pattern and purposefulness--a world that makes the rest of the
colonized Unlverse seem shallow, hopeless and dead (bok about you,
brother) in comparison once the essence of 1ts beauty is felt and
accepted?

And there are a number of thoughts 1in the story that you can
make go a long long way:

"And as a man grew older, without loss of physical
and mental facultles, he found more and more within
himself, an unfolding inward richness which none of
the shortlived would ever appreclate or even com-
premend. He had less need of other men to prop him
uba

There i1s, I feel, something to be gained from that.

And so much for the third issue. The fourth was equally good.

Not because it presented equally challenging reading. But there
were three well written stories.

The first, usling a now well rehashed and rehashed (oh the won-
der at finding they were really adam and eve 1n the closing parae-
graph) idea—the reversion of the world to cave man culture fol-
lowing the atomlc war—was nonetheless a good story. BEYOND THE
FEARFUL FOREST by Geoff St. Re¥nard. Well written and enjoyable,

And then there was Bradbury's IN THIS SIGN...

And finally DRINK MY RED BLOOD by Richard Matheson. Perhaps it
1s my latent sadistic tendencies, but that was a filne story. A
psychological plece, gruesome, soaked wlth blood, about a boy with
a fascination for vampire bats who in a final orgy of excitement
lets a vampire bat suck his blood, and dies.
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This issue also ran Imagination's first decent cover. A Malcolm
Smith photo-dye job.

Issue number five alas was devold of quality.

From good to bad. And I might add-—as usual from bad to worse.

But Madge ran some other excellent stories in its day. I won't
supplement most of them with comment, having already accomplished
what I set out to dx establish the acceptable quality of the first
1ssues of Madge 1ts promise. It featured storles that were thought
provoking, well written (as well as you could expect, ma), and off
trall.

In lssue six there were HOLD BACK TOMORROW by Neville and I'LL
SEE YOU IN MY DREAMS by Gault. (There was also the first Swaln
novel for Madge. And I must confess a perverse 1llking for Swain
(especially thls one—CRY CHAOS) —it must be perverse, because I
know how lousy he is.)

Issue seven ran the best cover Imagination has run—another
Smith photo-dye (November Yo

SPECIAL DELIVERY by Neville was the short novel in number eight
and 1t was pretty good—at least not so shallow as most of them.
Then there was THE MOST HORRIBLE STORY by John Jakes. But not gru-
some as the title would suggest but a good symbolic mood story—
with an ending that 1s all, all too logical.

TONIGHT THE SKY WILL FALL by Galouye (a short novel in number
ten) tackeled a staggering concept. One an experienced writer
would find difficult—and this was Galouye's first written, and
consequently horribly so. (The characters being nothing but match
sticks, and sometimes I wondered 1f they were even animated.) But
to hell wlth that, I glve the man credit for trying. And here is a
springboard for thought. What 1f...the Unlverse was merely a dream
in some being's mind, and that being began to wake up?

In the same 1ssue: HIDEOUT by Fox Holden, a good - satire, and
THE DARK CAME OUT TO PLAY... by Zennsa Henderson.

WANDERLUST by Nourse, a fine emotlonal piece in number 13, Also
PATROL by Richard Nelson about a future when god was forgotten
until he showed hls power to three men., It rather Aimpressed me
desplte the fact I am a nonbeliever and a skeptic,

THE BEACHGOMBER by Enight was the highlight of number 14,

And right about here things got pretty bad. There were still a
few good storles printed——

Issue 16: THE DARK GODDESS by Shaver. Issue 17: PARADISE PLANET
by Shaver. Iggue 23: HEIR APPARANT by Nourse, and IMPOSSIBLE PLANET
by Dick. =

—but the few worthwhile pleces were strangled by the forest of
crud surrounding them,

And now things got hopeless. For awhlile (approximately though
1ssue 28) Imagination occasionally ran a fairly well written story
but all of them were formula, most of them imploying that impossi-
ble fictlon the happy ending (a great many in such a contrived way
1t was absolutely painful). And there wasn't a decent thought, not
a single challenging idea in the bunch.

All of thls excused by Hamllng in the name of entertainment—
but this is a horrible ldea of entertalnment, We could get the same
kind of wilshy-washy emply crud by reading The Post (what a traves-
ty on the American mindl¥ and the quality of the wrltling at 1least
would be ten times better.

Of all the stories in the lssues following 23 I am stirred only
to mentlon one seml-~favorably: FIRST CAPTIVE by Hunter. In 1ts
first pages 1t sets up & marvelous horror situation where a man,
captured by Martlans, 1s chalned in the middle of a dark room and
subjected to mental torture. The highlight: An amplification of
his own heart beat, beating a rhythm in the darkneas., The ending
was like eating a hot dog after a steak dinner, and it succeeded
in turning my none too delicate stomach. As 1t turns out the space
Army was only testing him—to see if he would be able to stand up
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under the conditions of war-—with the Venuslans! And so all ends
happlly. That, my boy, was contrived.

Rocklynne was a complete disappointment with his X MARKS THE

ASTEROID in issue 26,
. With number 29 Hamling cut down to 130 pages. That, I thought,
was a good ldea. After all, how long could I be expected to take
162 pages of the stuff? And with thls 1ssue the storles ceased to
be hopeless contrived formula.

The storles became impossible!

Up until thils time Hamling had run a few readable short novels.
He had even run a few good covers. And, as I have poilnted out,
there were a number of excellent shorts and novelets.

The notible novels I have mentioned previously. There were
others—ARMAGEDDON 1970 by Reynard, CHILDREN OF THE CHRONOTRON by
Byrne, PERIL OF THE STARMEN by Nevlille, EARTH ALERT by Neville,
THE TIME ARMADA by Holden, THE STAR LORD by Ellanby, VOYAGE TO
ETERNITY by Lesser, THE BUTTONED SKY by Reynard and THE COSMIC
JUNEMAN by Phillips—which I have never read.

There were some that were miserable—HELL'S ANGEL by Bloch and
THE ENCHANTED CRUSADE by Reynard (oh my God!). And BEWARE THE
USERPERS by Reynard. (THE USERPERS was good, but what did this
have to say that wasn't already covered?) 2]

And of course there were the Myers and Swaln operm.

But starting wilth number 29 Hamling performs a miracle. From
here on out every one of his novels stink (and in addition his
stories, covers and interior illustraticns). This 1s a record!

I am now golng to 1llustrate these statemente with one of the
latest Imaglnation short novels, But I am not golng to go at
lengths to tear apart something so obvliously worthless—that would
be foollsh since a rapld skimming of 1t will attest to that fact,
and since I feel the good stories should be given attention and
dlscussed and that the bad ones are best forgotten.

But I cen make my 1llustration simple.

The story—REVOLT OF THE OUTWORLDS by Lesser (issue 36).

And truthfully, I haven't read it. I didn't need to. I read the
beginning. Then I read the ending. Then I surmised the plot. And
then I skimmed through it—and I was substantially correct. Lt was
nothing but space opera. But some space opera I can take—thls was
lousy space opera. In science fictlon there should be some chal-
lenge to the reader, some concepts worthy of thought. There should
be somethi new. But if the author 1is going all out for adventure
(and moneyi he first of all hes to have a rapld style and he needs
suspense and a loose plot, You know how it's golng to end—the
hero safely 1ln the herolne's arms with the villlian defeated and
the Unlverse saved. But you have to be kept guessing a 1little.

Then you can waste an hour reading 1t and not feel ©bad about
1t., True, it's st1ll a worthless story, and even 1f Imagination
printed some good space opera I would still stamp it as the moron
of the s.f. fleld. But unfortunately it doesn't, which makes mat-
ters even worse, "

I am going to let you try what I tried. Read the beginning of
the story (summarized) and the end and f£ill in the plot. %Of course
if you've read the story, you already know the plot, and so you
will be agreeing with me. (You den't? How old did you say you
were?)

Here it 1is:

The outworlds (the other planets than Earth) have been rasling
wit» Earth for equal representation (the colonles denled equality
by a stronger "mother" planet that is unresponding to thelr needs
and deals with them with a too firm hand--get the 4idea?) A fear-
less man named (Benjamin Franklin) Tremaine has fought for the
equallity of the outworlds—firmly against any bloodshed, he wants
only a peaceful settlement. And he succeeds—Earth agrees, But then
Tremaine dles {at Jus“ the right time slnce 1t falls right in with
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the plans of Black Heart himself, who 1s greedy and wants only
Power for Himself and not an End to the BSuffering of hls Poor
Oppressed people). So his son fills in hls place at the "armisticé,
But just as thinge look peachy keen, Venus 1s attacked and Earth
blamed. The son is captured by the outworld underground and asked
to play on their side. Belng the stupld oaf he 1s, he doesn't know
what to do (he only knows he wants to do what 1s Right). He's con-
fused (and on top of thls his girl is mad at him!{—unfairly so I
might add). The villain is introduced (as described above).

That was the beginning.

And thls, thank god, 1s the end:

"The Outworlds would agree to equal Unlon now.
Alan knew that. The techniclan had told him. They
had never liked the war. They were ready to rally
behind hls name., There would be some ugliness be=-
tween Earth and the Outworlds for a time, because
of what had almost happened. But 1t would pass.

The Lunar Mines dome 1loomed ahead of them. The
dome-lock opened to admit them.

'I wish we were inside already,' Laura said,
'where there's some air,'

'What for?' Alan asked her.

'So I can take off this helmet and kiss you.'

Nothing would suit Alan better. Now, at 1last,
they were inside. He took off hils helmet."

Need I say more?

Come on now, Bill, you don't want to submit us to this kind of
thing anymore do you? After all we've got our pride, and you should
have youra It wouldn't be so bad 1f the above story were an excep-
tion—but I have read that same basle plot in Imagination six
times already with only slight theme variations—1f you only oc-
casionally printed something better. But in the past ten months, I
have read ten novels that absolutely stunk, and they were all 1in
Imagination—one every month.

Sclence fiction readers llke to think—they 1llke to be enter-
talned, but by good writing and Iimaginative handling of plot and
original concepts, not by boy meets
robot-boy ki¥ls robot-boy gets girl
and similar formula storles, These
aren't entertaining, Bill. They're
sickening!

Perhaps they manage to amuse the
tender minds “of youth or soothe the
tortured minds of some adults. But
they also serve as a protectlon—
agalnst thinking.

And there's no excuse for it,
True, there's not a hell of a lot
of good wrlting in the s.f. fileld
today-—and of what there 18 you
can't get much at 1¢ a word. But s.
f. readers don't expect good wri-
ting as much as they do challenging
stories.

And since your way or Astound-

-
"Gé%{g“*mi
ing's (or If or Future (which pays PHILLIRS ‘%"{t‘.. ¥
only #¢ a word)) “you can't get a

high percentage of good wrilting, you ﬂ ﬁ
can at least get good story ldeas. M, C' WM

I wish you would, but I know...
You'll tell me to go to hell.
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Dear Reader:
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the editor is '

just ‘ amateur publication essosiation, we
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DTSR We deal in the subjects of philo-

sophy, religion, sociology, etec. At
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S. J. Sackett; Editor
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‘ ideas on "The meaning of happineas,"
]
|
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I wouldn't think of asking Bill Freeman to go to hell; there
just isn't any room for him. I (along with other colleagues) have
been packing the Joint for some time now, And I'm not down hers
pecanae of & "hot" edltorial program; a lot of "cold" writers nave
helped shove gclence fictlon into its worst slump in history. But
we'll get back to that shortly...

First of all, for the record, I never took over Imaglnation from
Ray Palmer; Palmer didn't start Madge; I did, You will recall I
was & Ziff-Davis editor for five years; in 1950 the company decided
to move its operation to New York and I decided +to stay at home
where I belonged, so I started Imagination and had Palmer front 1t
for me untll my Z-D severance was officlal. So every lssue has been
my baby, for good or bad, as the case may be.

I'd 1ike to state that basically I do not disagree with what
Bill Freeman has to say about the stories in Madge. ©Some of them
have been good—lndeed some excellent—and some have been poor—
indeed lousy! I'm the first to admit it. But that doesn't mean I
like the situation, nor that I don't know what constitutes a good
sclence fiction story. I do,

In this latter respect I differ with Freeman, slightly, on his
two judgement points for a good story: 1) Did the author have any-
thing to say? 2) How well did he say 1t? I
would revise them thus: 1) Did the author have

anything original to say? 2) How well did he 2 2
entertain you? I think the word original 1s ey on t

important rather than "anything" because any-
thing includes everything—down to hack or
formula. I belleve point two 1s important be-

not first intended to make one think, but to

cause sclence flction—like all flction—ils { W .t

entertain as the escapist literature it is.

The thinking is a by-product. Hell, if you want

to think you can read a mathematics treatise;

lots of thought there, but darn 1little enter- :
tailnment,

So now I'1l tell you what's wrong with some N M '
of the stories 1n Madge-—and for that matter, () ()1?(30
in all the science fiction magazines publkhed.

Writers, for the most part, are not turning out

interesting, entertaining stories; they're

putting the most godawful drivel on paper-——

stuff that some years ago would have found its

way quickly into the return mail rather than into the composing
room, I wade through an average of 100 manuscripts per week, and
many a week has gone by when I didn't buy a single story. Of
course, inevitably the magazine must go to press and the backlog
maintained, so I finally buy material—in desperation-—that 1s
mainly just passable, only occasionally good,

So you think perhaps Madge Just doesn't get a look at the good
stories? Perhaps our word rate docesn't warrant it? In 1952 we were
paying from 2 to 5¢ per word so the rates were saatisfactory. Mat-
ter of fact, the rates were a hell of a lot more satisfactory than
the stories available! Point is, the go stories being written
were-——and are—few and far between. I Include all the s.f. books,
bar none. This 1s my opinion, naturally, but I sincerely bellieve
it to be true. As far as I can determine there is not a magazine
published today which does not—through editorial necessity—in-
clude one or more stlinkers per lssue,

So why put the blame on the writers? Perhaps I, as an editor,
am just not up to the task? Partlally, the fault does lie with the
editors—some of them. During the past five years there has been
too much emphasis put on one or more of the following slants: neu-
rotica, erotica, technolotica, literata, and such, all of which
are inclined more to the rococo than significance. The significant
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thing is that maegazines fostering and/or encouraglng such story
slants have not prospsered while others faltered. The boom has low-
ered on all of us editors—that's why we're stumbling through hell.
Speaking for myself I have not fostered the above named schools
of thought; I've pounded the stump for good entertaining storles,
whether they be actlion or mood, If I have little ¢to show for 1t
durlng the past few years 1t's simply because my volce has not
managed to rise above the din of crashing circulations.

Freeman comments on the miracle I accomplished in the past year
—printing nothing but stinkers,

Modestly, I must admit to working something of a miracle, =—It
was a miracle I could find enough average material worth printing.
In all fairness I must state that 1954 saw what I consider some
decent storles published in Madge—and other books—but for the
most part 'S4 has been the lousiest manuscript year I've ever secen,
and I've been in thls business in one way or another since 1935,

S0 ok, I put some of the blame on the editors who foster or en-
courage the production of crud—myself included—since we, dammit,
do buy the stuff, through necessity or ignorance as the case may
be. But the major fault lies smack on the shoulders of the guys
behind typewrifets., The by-line boys. Authore.

B Writers had 1t easy in '52
and part of '53 The market got
positlively glutted with s.f,
books., It got to +the point
where copy was sold almost as
faat as 1t was turned out-——so
many ©pages had to be filled.
It got too easy. And writers
(actually for a number of
years) got careless, bored, or
decided that anything would
sell as long as 1t was double-
spaced. And if I, as an editor,
made some suggestions for re-
vislon, they might be sumarilly
dismissed because the manu-
script would sell someplace
a8 1s sooner or later. Or, 1f
I as an editor, bought a weakle
and stregthened the story edi-

& ; torlally in spots to %ggg it
acceptable, gou should hear the out-raged waills of wounde pride.
I say to you~ these are not writers, they are pretenders; they've
elther lost the touch of their craft or didn't have 1t to begin
with,

One writer—very well kmown in the fleld for many years—has
even had the gall to suggest to me that he has a hidden gear on
hls typewriter. He says when he 1s wrlting for a penny a word mar-
ket he flicks the gear to 1¢, and out comes a one cent story; sim-
1larly 2¢ and up the line. To say that this 1s sheer stupidity is
the understatement of this or any year. There is no such thing as
a price tag on a story. A story is either good or it isn't good,
regardless of what market it 1s almed at. Every story a writer
turns out should be subconclously the best story the author has
yet written. Needless to say the author referred to here 1s seldom
seen on a contents page these days. The poor guy 1s so wrapped up
in economics that he's forgotten how to write——and he used to be a
top man.

His case—reflecting the old-timer—is not unique; many of the
old-timers have forgotten how to write an entertaining story with
some originality 1in elther theme or presentation. The newcomers,
for the most part, just don't know how to write, or worse, they
don't care,

bill haml
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Believe me, magazine circulation 1s bullt on one thing: stories.
It's not the editor's name, nor the company behlnd it, nor, even,
the quality of artwork included per lssue. The mark of a good edi-
tor is one who can secure enough good materlial per lssue—per year
—t0 satlsfy the readers and make them come back for more, at the
same time enticlng in new readers. Paradoxically, a good editor is
also one who can secure enough average material during a "writers"
and "saled" slump——they're synonymous—to keep his magazine appear-
ing regularly until things get better. Which is to say when good
atorles cross hls desk often enough to jiggle upward the sales

aphe.
& And we don't need—necessarlly—good writing We need good stor-
les. Entertaining, intrigulng situations, plenty of suspense to
keep us reading, and a resolution to the problem that elther sur-
prises or satisfles us—preferably both slmultaneously.

That's what's wrong with Madge, Bill Freeman. And it's wrong
with every other book in the business, Take a good look around and
see 1f you don't apmree, However, whether you do or noit, makes 1llt-
tle difference. I'm sitting on the professional slde of the ple-
ture and I'm as close to 1t as it's humanly possible to be. I trust
that any writers reading this will give more than a cursory glance
and thought to what I've said. I could be the worldls best editor
—1f the writers were on tap to boost with good copy? I'm not the
world's best edltor--—I'm simply one of those struggling to keep a
halfway decent book whlle the pantry gets barer and barer,

There's a warning in this too. Should pantries get much barer
the writers will have to put thelr machines in mothballs. So a
word to the wise... <

Ending on a happy note, I'm glad to say that my efforts with
Madge are not in vain; I haven't eliminated all the crud you may
objeect to—who has?—but I've lined up a supply of excellent fea-
ture work—not the odlous type Freeman refers to—byt stuff that
will help put s.f. back where it belongs. -

In the black. -

Pardon me while I get out of helll

DO YOU READ OR COLLECT MAGAZINES?
If you do, send us your want list. We speciallze in
furnishing magazines of all kinds, #nd mey have the very
issues you need. Our prices are reasonable, and we will
promptly refund the purchase price of anything bought
from us that is unsatisfactory for any reason. You will
like dealing with us because you teske no chances of loss
or dissatlsfaction. For more than 20 years we have been

supplying book and magazine collectors by mail.

Although we specialize in weird and fantastic public-

ations, we also carry stocks of and csn supply adventure,

western, detective, and other types of magazines, dating
back to 1915 and before.

Do you have a collectlon of books or magazines you wish
to sell? If so, send us a full description of what you
have, its condition, price, etc. We buy thousands of

items every year in this manner. We prefer to buy entire
collections or very large lots, but will be glad to dis-
cuss the sale of your ltems with you, no matter how few.

Let us hear from you.

All correspondence promptly answered.
Booklovers’ Bargain House

2314 Izard St., Little Rock, Arkansas




The output of new books continues +to
be low in quantity and of unexciting av-
erage quality. The best recent books,
Ciarke's EARTHLIGHT and STAR SCIENCE FIC-
TION STORIES NO, 3, are paperbacks, 8o
the fun of talklng ebout them goes to Bob
Tucker. Paperbacks also are the two worst
books of recent months {Williams, THE
CHAOS FIGHTERS and Crossen, YEAR OF CON-
SENT). I'1ll try to be consoled by that
circumstance, Also received: GREAT TALES
OF FANTASY AND IMAGINATION., A good col-
lection, if you haven't already read the
stories,

James Blish's "Okie" serles becomes an
acceptable novel in EARTHMAN, COME HOME
(Putnam, pp. 239, #3.50). In the past
history of this story, antigravity and
cheap power 1leading to faster-than-light
travel had made possible interstellar
flight where "neither mass nor aerodynam-
ic lines meant anything any more." Eco~
nomlc conditions nicely developed in the
prologue led to the desertion of Earth of
many entire citles that wandered among
the inhabited worlds of the galaxy, hir-
ing themselves out to perform work in
their various speclalities—much as did
the "Okies" of our recent past. A highly
pregnant situatlion, to be sure, and one
which Blish explolts with skilfully con-
trolled imagination.

Tom Gatch, Jr., West Point graduate,
baritone, welght lifter, and philatelist,
assumes in KING JULIAN (Vantage Press,
pp. 187, $2.75) that George Washington
had accepted the kingshlp that was offer-
ed him, Prince Julian, an officer in his
majesty's army, succeeds to the crown 1in
our time, and with a young man's enthus-
iasm, sincerity, and contempt for proto-
col, has a lot of fun trylng to correct
what he conslders to have been his fath-
er's errors, Gatch gives his characters
and situations the feel of verisimilitude.
When young King Jullan dles an assassin's
victim, he realizes he hasn't got very
far—and despite 1its good points, this
reader feels much the same abow the book.

The Fourth Serles of THE BEST FROM
FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION, ed. by Anth-
ony Boucher (Doubleday, pp. 250, §3.50),
ably demonstrates that thls magazine is
maintaining its high quality and individ-
uality. My top favorite +types of s, f.
never appear in its pages; even so I con-
sider this to be the best reprint anthol-
ogy of many months., I detect with appro-
val a trend away from the precilous little
story that was rather common in the maga-
zine in ite wearller years. Yet in a way
I hope they continue +to appear 1in the
magazine-—for where else may thoae who
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like them look for them?

THE TREASURY OF SCIENCE FICTION CLASSICS, ed. by Harold W, EKue-
bler (Hanover House, pp. 694, $2.95) is a hodge podge of 1little
value to readers famlllar with the fleld Excerpis from Wheg Worlds
Collide, Last and First ggn. Brave New World, and Edison'sg ggg-
guest of @EEB occupy 250 pages. Each of these 1s available else-
where complete. Also included are famlliar short stories by FPoe,
Wright, Wells, Forster, Bierce, and Fitzgerald; a 1953 short by J.
B. Priestley, "Mr. Strenberry's Tale"; and these longer storles
complete: The Maracot Dee (Doyle), Round &Eg Mo (Verns),
Time Machine (Wells), R.U.R. (Capek}, and the Orson Welles radio
version of War of the Worlds. I feel that, from the standpolnt
of anyone, old time fan or neophyte, the edltor tried to do too
much in a single volume. The abridged books are worth readlng
whole, and in no case has the editor "saved" a story ¢that has
otherwise been forgotten or become difficult to find. In pass-
ing, let me mentlon that this book was offered as a S. F. Book
Club selectlon several weeks in advance of publication. Varlous
morals and advice may be derived from that circumstance, but in-
asmuch as they're obvious, I'll spare you my comments,

UNDERSEA QUEST by Frederick Pohl and Jack Williamson (Gnome,
pp. 189, $2.50) 1s one for teen-agers. Announced .-as the first
of a series about the adventures of Jim Eden, thfs one carries
its young protagonist 1into the Sub-Sea Academy—a mllitary type
school that prepares officers for duty in the submarine service
associated with citles on the ocean's floor., He is expelled from
the Academy, learns that hls uncle, sclentlst and one-time power
in the undersea realm, has died leaving Jim his properties. In
attempting +to take over his inheritance, Jim finds nearly every
man's hand against him; has a helluva time, but eventually finds
his uncle st1ll alive. But it doesn't end there——this one has
all the plot twists and suspense that I remember enjoylng muchly
in other books in years past.

It has only recently come to my attention that two of T. H.
White's earlier bookse are back 4in print: THE WITCH 1IN THE WOOD
and THE ILL-MADE KNIGHT. Both of these excellent fantasles have
for several years brought premium prices in the o.p. market, and
—1f past events are a gulde—are belng stock-piled now by the
fan-hucksters who will keep quilet about them until they're out
of print agailn.

Robert S. Richardson, astronomer and s. f. writer, has a new
book treating primarily with surface conditions of the planets,
our moon, and the asteroids, and the possibility of 1life on them.
As 18 to be expected 1in such a discussion, Mars 1s given the
most attention. The U. S. editlon 1s tltled EXPLORING MARS (Mc-
Graw-Hill, pp. 261, $4); there's an English edition with a more
inclusive title, which I can't recall. The material presented
may be recommended to the sophistlcated science fictionist, but
the book 18 written in a style of low-level popularization.

Britlsh Book Centre, whilch last year published lLeslie and Ad-
amski's FLYING SAUCERS HAVE LANDED, has 1ssued two new books on
the subject: FLYING SAUCER FROM MARS by Cedric Allingham (pp.
152, 42.75) and SEACE, GRAVITY, AND THE FLYING SAUCER by Leonard
G. Cramp (pp. 183, $3). The first 1is described on the jJacket as
"an eyewltness account of the landing of a Martian," After re-
vliewlng previous saucer literature, Allingham tells of how on an
afternoon 1n February 1954 a flying saucer landed beside him on
a hill near Lossiemouth 1n Scotland, how an Earth-~type-looking
man got out of it, and conversing 1n gestures and diagrams, ex-
plained that he came from Mars and expressed concern over 1im-
pending terrestrial wars and space-flights. Thls sort of narra-
tive the reader can belleve or not as he chooses; the account,
although written with apparent sincerity, carries no compulsion
elther way.
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With Cramp's book the sltuation is rather different. The author
does not claim to have seen elther saucers of Martians. He accepts
the interplanetary theory implicltly and attempts to explain how
flylng saucers are able to operate by artificlal gravity filelds.
Gravity he explains by a hydrodynamic analogy, only leaving our
the pump. And to further "explaln" gravity, as well as space, time,
matter, electomagnetic phenomena, and what all, he interpolates a
“Unity of Creatlon Theory" due to one Antony Avenel of Yorkshire,
according to whlch everything in nature is caused by modulatilons
of "creative rays which emanate from one source in all directlons
and in all planes." Occultlsts will no doubt be able to belleve
that they understand all this.

Both books are best summed up by the statement that they regard
FLYING SAUCERS' HAVE LANDED as establist#d fact.

A short but meaty paper about early sclence fictlon is Thomas
P, Harrison's "Birds in the Moon" in the December 1954 issue of
ISIS., Mr. Harrison discusses 17th century flctlon by Wilkins, God-
win, and others which made wuse of Charles Morton's (1627-1698)
hypotheslis that terrestrial birds migrate annually to the moon. If
I may be permitted an off-the-subject word regardlng one of my
personal interests, I'd like to recommend ISIS (subtitled An Inter-
national Revlew Devoted to the History of Sclence and Its Cultural
Influences) and to suggest that the study of the past of the sci-
ences bears some relation to our speculations as to theilr future.
ISIS 1s published By The History of Sclence Soclety (Widener 189,
Cambridge 38, Mass.).

Of much interest to me is a long article by James J. Martin en-
titled "A Beginner's Manual for Apprentice Book Burners", in the
December 1954 issue of THE AMATEUR BOOK COIILECTOR. Much of the
article 1s a very sizable blbllography with a delightful running
commentary, the nature of which is revealed 1n a sort of subtitle,
"A preliminary reading list of books dealling with minority opin-
lons, unorthodox or unpopular viewpoints, and other unpleasant sub-
Jects, as well as a number of unusual toplcs and out-of-the-ordin-
ary interpretations 1ln several fields of learning, with some aggra-
vating standari works which have survived decades of smearing in-
ciuded here and there." Mentlon 1s made of Fahrenheit 451. The
Space Merchants, 1984, One, and Player Piano--although Iittle other

fictlon appears. ABC is 50¢ a copy, from 1822 School St., Chlcago
13, Illinois.

-—George D. Martindale
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I hover in air, through cloud, llke wind, over blg clty by salde
of blg lake. I see them call me, draw me, bar by bar they put 1it.
Each bar clicks, I come,

I settle between bars, plle, they call 1t., And walt. I hum and
burn, and waver inside. Then she come,

She walk by pile. I leap out and into her. She not know I there.
I see what ghe do and she not know. I with her by day, and wltih
her by night, and all the time I use her and grow.

I wish I could laugh when she tell fella she see him no more.
She afrald now. She walk by pile no more. Too late for her anyhow.
I there, inside her, and I grow.

She got no more job, now, Doctor tell her, why you leave Chilca-
go? She say government job too much. But I make her work, I got to
grow, She type, she go back to doctor. He watch her breathe, his
own self draws to her, but I make her say no. He 1listen to her
heart. I make it beat quick., It fool him, doctor. She not beat
heart, not no more.

She not do anythling by sheself. Only me, inside her, beating
heart, squeezing lungs, pushing cells, rushlng blood, growing.

Doctor take from her and glve to rabbit. He call 1t friledman
test. I gilve rabbit death. She afraid, and come back to doctor no
more,

She get big and blgger, and I walts I grow, She read letter
from doctor. He say that from her did not form corpora lutea and
corpora hemorrhagica in rabbit, and for her to come back. She
come back to doctor.

He watch from where her chest got big and see she secrete. He
give her X-ray and I want to laugh because 1t tickle me. These
reys my brothers, but I stronger, I come from air and come from
sun and long I wait. Now I find I got chance to get out.

He say she sallva positlve and in her male hormone but he no
see skeleton of fetus. He say he see only alr and water. They not
know I air and water, walting for earth her?

He doctor her frlend, now. ©She in trouble, she say. He say he
help her. Nothing help her now, doctor, don't you know? But he try.

For them chronos pass. She get what he call uterine contrac-
tlons. I make, 1ike that, he say, only he not know who I am. I no
care.

Now she say she ready, and he count chronos. He doctor say she
contract every five minute chronos. But he no know what to do now.
I know what to do.

I laugh, wgtching from her in bright room wlth whiteness. He no
laugh, he doc%or with black gloves and white powder, shining knifes
not good. I tear her coming out. Like wind, I tear her, screaming
out, glad to be free. From wind and air and sun I come, long chro-—
nos walt, and now from her I come,

Glad to be free, me, Doctor call 1t pseudocyesls. I know what
it 1s.

She really die, now, and doctor sad, he. But I no care. They no
see me, ripping out. I still from wind and air and sun, but belong
to earth, now. I hear pile call me from blg clty call me, and I go.
Pile my father, he. He tell me what to do. Nobody see me, but I
belong to earth, now.

They see me soon.

I walk earth, no alone for long. I see blg man-bird where earth
curve like she I came from, I hear other son of pile call. I go,
and watch, and laugh.

I walt for my brothers, now. We go place to place, part of
earth, and part of wind and sun and alr., And water, now.

We walt, and laugh. And some chronos I remember she I came from.
And plle my father, I remember him. And what he say, I do,.

He say kill.
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SCIENCE FICTION

NEWS LETTER

MYSTERY: {t Is no longer news that Cleveland, Chioc, captured the

"world" Science Fiction Convention for this year --- to
be held over the Labor Day holidays as usvals But it may be news
to some that the convention commlttee, 1In order to whip up more
interest and to just incidentally glve the devil his due, will
choose a "™Mystery Guest™ to be feted at the conclave. This mys-
terious fan or pro, they say, will not know In advance he has been
chosen for the honor -~ and honor It will be, for he will be spot=-
lichted as the unsung hero who has worked diligenkly for fandom
and the past conventions, receiving littie or no gersonal glory.
Well and good. We hope Dave Kyle wears a white shirt and tie; he
will want to look his best when surprised.

TRAVELER: tn the British Isles, and elsewhere abput the world,

fans participating in the Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund are
preparing to ballot on thelr choice of a candidate +to send to the
Cleveland convention. This year the respectable sum of money
built up for the purpose will send 8 Briton to America; next year,
or as soon as a reasonable sum has again been ralsed, an American
will be Invited to Britain. Six Englishmen have been nominated
for the 1955 tripy Eric Bentcliffe, Ken Bulmer, Terry jeeves, Ken
Slater, Stuart Mackenzie, and Ted Tubb.

The fund is an open, simple proposition and has but one purpose
-- to help some one fan attend a foreign convention each year, or
as often as enough money has been accumulated. Anycne belonging
to the Fund may nominate a candidate and later vote his cholce; to
participate this year, a fan must contribute at least 50%, and
have been active In fandom prior to November [954. The balloting

SO BURKS HAD TO GET HELF TO DO A SIMPLE GHOST STORY!
THE RETURN OF BENJAMIN FRANKLIN ({#3.00)
by
Bess B. Loomis and Arthur J. Burks
Item for collectors
Ben and hls girl friend do return on moonlit nights to talk

wlth favored members of the Loomis family. Burks doesn't deny
or affirm, but Just writes, as usual,

FORUM PUBLISHING COMPANY
1028 East Dunklin Street, Jefferson City, lMlssouri.




closes early In Mavye. American representitive of the Fund Is Don
Ford, 129 maple Avenue, Sharonville, Ohio. With luck, one of the
six Englishmen named above will be In Cleveland on Labor Day.

SPECULATION: Only a few months ago, speakers In both the United

States and Russia admitted, or boasted, that their
respective countries would soon attain space travel, starting with
the "space platform™ a thousand miles or so up. It is quite poss-
ible that something is about to be revealed. People with long
memories will recall that a Truman budget of many years ago openly
admitted large sums had been earmarked and research begun on such
4 project. A similar sum for this year's work is said to be con-
cealed in the Alr Force budget.

D WRITERS

BOOKS £/,

Charles Eric Malne, the British author and radio writer, has

moved his operations across the Atlantic. 1n March, Rinehart (New
York) will publish his second novel, TIMELINER. The Timeliner is
not a machine nor a ship, but one man among ten or so similar men
who are "deathless"; they go around time Iike a wheelts rim.

Also on the Rinehart 1lists this season are Jerry Sohl, with
POINT ULTIMATE, and Tucker with TIME BCMB. Sohl's novel, ready in
June, deals with the underground movement in the United States

following an invasion and occupation. My own book, to be released
In the late summer, 1s a combination mystery and science fiction;
a bomb-squad policeman is assigned to investigate an impossible
series of explosions. See the title.

Groff Conklin is in again, but that isa't news. Any year which

fails to proddce a Conklin anthology 1is a rare one. This time,
Groff has departed from the usval procedure by collecting only Ted
Sturgeon material --- about 95,000 words of pure Sturgeon. Under

the title, A WAY HOME, to be published by Funk & Wagnall In May,
are several varns never before anthologized, as well as famillar
words which h&ve appeared clsewhere.

Robert Bloch, also departing from his vsval mystery and fantasy
haunts, has written and recently submitted to the market a history
of the early silent movies. Bloch is a silent movie fan from away
back yonder, and no little authority on the subject.

In case vyou missed it, your attention 1is called to Fredric
Brown and his recent collection of shorts and novelettes, ANGELS
AND SPACESHIPS, published by Dutton a few months ago. There are
seventeen yarns in the book; Brown has written a new short=short
to be sandwiched in between cach of the older stories reprinted=--=
and they are frequently better than the material they separate.
In particular, let your eye pop on the story entitled "Politeness"
found on page 60. A magazine edltor would blanch.

Arthur C. Clarke, some years ago at an Ohlo convention, said he
Bhad about ten more books coming soon.# His listeners supposed he



was Joshing, but time has revealed the naked truth. His elghth,
ninth, or tenth volume appeared only a few weeks ago from Ballan-
tine, entitled EARTHLIGHT. This one is set on the moon, involving
an investigator who sets out to plug an Information=-lecak from some
one member of the scientific colony stationed there.

Several other recent Ballantine editions are worthy of vyour
consideration; some of which are science fiction and some not. |n
Janvuary they published Ffrederik Pohlt's newest editing venture,
STAR SCIENCE FICTION STORIES #3. This contains ten new storles by
Asimov, Bradbury, Clarke, del Ray, Dick, Kersh, Matheson, Oliver,
vance and Williamson. My own particular favorite is the Kersh en-
try, "Whatever Happened to Corporal Cuckoc?" A month eariier, the
same firm published Chad Cliverts first original novel, SHADOWS IN
THE SUNe. Again, this is a highly recommended story of an anthro-
pologlist who Investigates hls own back yard -- Texase

Two other Ballantine books are not science fiction, although
one of them is promoted as svuch. MESSIAH, by Gore vidal, Is call-
ed to your attention because it is "future" rather than science
fictlon. | found It a sharp satire -==and a very subtle comedy--
dealing with a Messiah who brings & new religion to_the world; the
bittersweet role 1is played by the young man <chosdh to write his
'New Testament,!' only to find himself lated exfiled and expunged.
And the last volume Is for the comic-book fiends, THE MAD READER
reprints several strips and other material from Mad Comics.

Other recent paperbacks:  THE NATURE OF THE UNIVERSE, by Fred
Hoyle, from Mentor Books; SPACE TUG, by Murray Leinster, from
Pocketbooks; and two more by Jerry Sohl: COSTIGAN'S NEEDLE, from
Bantam, and THE ALTERED EGO, from Pennant. |n England, the newly-
established "Novs Novels" have published their first two titles:
WEAPON SHOPS OF ISHER by van Vogt, and CITY IN THE SEA, by Tucker.

- People =

Ke Martin Carlson, after several
years of publishing KAYMAR TRADER,
has finally «called it quits and
turned the magazine over to a palr
of Kansas City lads.

Clarke Ashton Smith was married
last November, to Carol Jones; the
couple are fiving on the Monterey
Peninsula, California,

Gus (Norman E.) Willmorth, long
ago and very first editor of S-F
ADVERTISER, has received his PhoDe
in Psychology and is now working at
Fort Knox, Ky

Phyltlis Economou, fabulous Flor=
ida fan, has deserted the fabulous
state to take residence in NewYork.

Jack Speer had a baby, belleve
it or not.




the readers’ column

In a review of SFA in an Austraillan fanzine (ETHERLINE), the
reviewer pointed out that the ads are worthless to overseas sub-
scribers because of the currency restrictions., This is not good, I
says to myself., And so I have come up with a solution I hope will
work.

If any of you overseas readers wish to answer an ad in BSFA, go
ahead. Make your deal wlth the advertiser—find out how much he
has of what you want, 1f he will hold 1t for you, and the exact
emount 1t will cost., (I suggest the use of air letters.) When
you've got the deal set up, send the money to one of our overseas
agente (contents page) together with the name and address of the
party you're dealing with, an explanation of the whole thing, and
a request that your instructions be forwarded to me with dispatch,
When I get 1t, I'll write out a check for the amount indicated
and send it to the person 1indicated explaining who it is for. All
clear? Now, if any of you readers across the pond wish to buy
things over here you're free to do so. There's a couple of catchs
though: Whatever you order through me must have been advertised in
INSIDE and please add the equlvelent of 25¢ extra to the amount
sent our agent to cover hls expense and mine.

And one last thing: When answering publisher's ads 1t won't, of
course, be necessary to query first.

If any of you over there should desire +to place ads 1n our
pages, you may do so through our agents. To offset confusion due
to the long delay in recelving each issue of INSIDE, be advised
that the deadline for ads 1ls the seventh of every other month. If
you keep this in mind you can place ads at anytime without having
to walt untlil.an 1ssue arrives to find out the deadline.

Next lssue we'll bring back the Spec. Department. It may not be
recognlzable at first however, because we're going to change 1t a
bit, It will be no more than the letter column with the emphasis
placed on spegulation and idea, rather than on comments on the
issue. It will, in words of slmpliclty, be one hell of a bull ses=-
sion.

Having finished wlth the order of ©business, we have a letter
from one

WILLIAM NOLAN% Lest our story be misunderstood we want to make it
clear that THE SHIP 1s our way of shouting "Cease and desist!" We
are shouting at theeditors of those magazlnes who go on blissfully
running Bradbury imitatlons issue after lssue. We are wearied with
the pseudo-Bradburys who attempt, most painfully, to ape a strongly
marked individual style because they are unable to develop one of
their own. In THE SHIP we went one step beyond—we imitated the
imitators! Our hope 1s that it will help to shut a few of them up.

RAY SCHAFFER, JR: I enjoyed immensely reading Mr. Rocklynne's art-
icle, namely, "I Hope You Are Schocked", in INSIDE #7. But I be-
lieve that Ross, llke so many of us, has overlooked one underlining
resson why s.f., fans are what they are. That 1s to say, there 1is
one basic reason why many of us read s.f. that is seldom mentloned
in the mags clrculating through fandom. A reason that seems to be
taboo to mention. A reason that we all know exists, but we seldom
mention to our fellow fan. You and I tell ourselves that we read
s,f. for the entertalnment value, the en)Joyment and relaxatlon
derived from the reading. True. And we read s.f. for the escape
from reality, a means of escaping from the troubled and wearilsome
world that we live in. And this likewise has some truth in it. And
as Mr. Rocklynne indlcated in hils article, we read s.f. to express
our rebellion against many of the soclal mores and codes of  behav-
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lor that restrict us in our 1lilfe activities. Many of our soclal
mores (laws) are based on ancient superstitious foundations, and
we have the desire to rebel against them. The reading of fantas-
tic literature helps us to relieve ourselves of some of the sup-
pressed frustration. But the unmentionable reason for reading s.f.
is none of the above, for this baslic reason 1l1lles at the core of
all the above. Mr. Rocklynne gave an indication of the basic rea-
son for the reading of s.f. and fantasy when he said that many of
us rebel agalnst soclal mores, but he did not use %E% w —the
descriptive word that explains why s.f. fans exist, 8 Tace the
fact that many of us read s.f. to be different. To be different
from our next door neighbor. To know that we're not in the same
boring world-of-realism rut that the average individual spends his
lifetime crawling in. And to be proud of the fact, that unlike the
average person, we won't and don't accept everything that society
attempts to implant within our minds from birth. And when you meet
the man on the street, and you tell him that you read s.f., and he
laughs at you, then, then you can be proud of the fact that you
are a 8.f. fan, and know that with this title implanted upon you,
you possess the deslred distinction of all men to be different.
And feel sorry for the man who ridicules, for his brailn has become
sc narrow minded due to the teachings of society,'that he shall
forever remain in the stagnant world of the reallst. Some may call
you a radical, a nonconformist, and so you are, and you should be
proud of 1t. And you enjJoy defending your favorite form of litera-
ture against all comers. I enjoy (and I'm sure you dp, too) defend-
ing s.f., for 1t implys that I am different and unique—it 1indi-
cates that I'm not a conformist, for conformity leads to stagnation
of learning and progress. Every individual, ask any psychologlst,
is born with the deslire to be different from hls fellow man. And I
am proud and happy of the fact that I selected s.f. to express that
deslired difference, for to me the workings of a vivid imaglnation
are the absolute helghts of achieving that want, All men are born
with this desire, to a certain degree, to be unique from their
fellow humaens, the degree of difference belng expressed in many
ways, shapes and forms., Few experience this unlqueness, many do
not. The many do not for one of two reasons. For one, they fear
their soclal mores—they fear the ridicule from beilng claseed as
unusual, or queer, They want to be different, but they want to be
pralsed for 1t, not ridiculed, and only a few can stand the ridi-
cule. And the second reason-——soclety has influenced thelr mlnds to
such a great extent that narrow-mindedness has set in and +they
refuse to accept anything not within the acceptabllity of soclety
at large. Thus the number of radicals and nonconformists in the
vworld 1s a low number indeed. I'm proud and feel blessed that I'm
a radical, a nonconformist—ean individual who has no fear to ex-
press what I belleve to be good and true, and not rely on all the
many superstitious unfounded mores of soclety to base some of my
beliefs. If the world was only blessed with more nonconformists,
perhaps tyranny and human slavery would become a legend of the
miserable past. And then agaln, upon deeper thought, perhaps an in-
crease of nonconformity would not actually be a blessed event for
the world. Would chaos be the result? I leave this dilema for you
to solve, 1f an answer 1s actually posslble of achlevement.

({Now that's a good question, Ray—one we must leave for someone
of greater self understanding to answer, I do not know what the
result would be and, of course, I shall never find out. But I can
say with sincerity that a world of individuals—thinking, learning,
pressing forward to discover the truth, loving, and creating out
of the raw materlals of thelr own minds—of real individuals, who
are not dishonestly honest to a soclety which in effect 1s try-
ing to get them to be what they all ready are but which 1s falling
miserably, but honest only to themselves—a world such as that, no
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matter what the chaos and confusion and groplng, would be far far
better than the morass of dull wited slime that makes up the Mass,
the People, the Animals, the Robots of this society, of any socle-
ty, of the world. As you, I do not like conformity, and I do not
belleve anything because I am told it 1s true and then forced to
accept 1t—and I do not respect .the man among you who does not
question what 1s told him by Authority. I believe, in the words of
Buddha, the writing, saying, or doctrine only when it 1s corrobor-
ated by my own reason and consclousness...Ray, what you've had to
say I admire very much, and I compliment you on a very fine let-
ter. I also admire your very thick hide. But, Ray, what are we go-
ing to do with people like this:))

GILBERT MENICUCCI: And now what I consider to be the meat of the
1ssue: your remarks about censorship. Yes, to a certaln extent it
is the duty of the parent to censor the reading of hle chlld; Lord
knows I'm relatively antl-censorship myself., But there has to be a
certain level of morality kept. I am reminded of a quotation from
Plato dealing with what the young should and should not read and
hear., It had to do with the innocent children in his perfect City
hearing casual tales brought along by travelers., It was FPlato's
idea to make perfect moral specimens out of the children in his
Clty and further to make them perfect little machines of efficien-
CYe.e.sThe real danger when someone starts to censor things 1sn't
what he starts with 1t's what his followers end with. We all real-
1ze these things can get out of hand so easlly that it's frighten-
ing...Your remarks about comlc books not having a bad effect on
kids I can't agree with. Also, you say you haven't chopped up your
mother, nor hung your girl friend from the tree in the backyard.
True, but it isn't necessary for these things to become manifest
in such obvious ways. Could it not be thought, not without a cer-
taln basls in fact, that you might be a happler, saner, more plea-
sant human being. Could it not be also assumed that you would then
be even more productive towards your community and towards human
culture as a.whole? We all know the one about how %% of the people
think, 104% 4f the people think +they think, and 89% don't <ven
bother to do that. Certainly people with different views are nead=-
ed, but dammit, those views must be kept within reason. I, for ons,
am a firm believer in the fact that not one thing in this whole
Einsteinian gfsmos matters, and whether the Russlans take over the
country or n doesn't matter. However, my own little, relatively
unshared ldeas don't hurt anybody. BUT 1f I had the idea that I
could go around killing people and that I'd be dolng a service to
nobody but not hurting anybody elther, I would then be a menace.
All this springs from the contentlon that all forms of literature
stimulate ideas. And comic books stimulate low grade thinking...
Anyhow, what right do you have to say youre a "normal" persorf That
seems to be 8llly, judging ones own normality or abnormality. Like
the madman who keeps insisting the world is crazy, but not him...
I'm basically against censorship but in some cases it's necessary.
It all stems from the idea that Man is incapable of deciding his
own fate with logic and that a superlor authority must take over
for him. Being a Roman Catholic, I'm all set.

({(Damned if I know what you said. I can't follow your train of
thought or make sense out of most of your statements at all. I
would hazard the guess, on the basls of the evidence, that you
are a member of that 10%4% group...And I DID NOT say I was normal.
I am normal in the sense that I am in a "Normal healthy state
of mind". At least by God I hope not. I would rather be "abnormal"
than 1live in a vacuum, in a false world of "That's a darling hat,
dear" and 1955 Cadilacs and pushbutton thinking. No Thank you—
the Jonses can go to hell...But to try and declpher parte of your
letter: The real danger in censorship 1s when someone starts cen-
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soring—Jjust because the evils don't show themselves right away
does that mean censorship 1is all right at the beginning, but after
awhile 1t isn't? Censorship 1s evil, 1f anything 1is, and censors
are fllthy minded lonely souls that don't know enough to 1live
thelr lives quletly and to the best of thelr ability and let the
rest of the world do the same. There's only one healthy form of
"censorship” and that's what 1s snlckeringly referred to as con-
sclence—Christ called it love, The lndividual, the individual can
determine his own behavior—and he is the only one with the right
to do 1t. The nonindlviduals, or the nopeople, or the robots use
thelr brains for eating, sleeping and making women—but they

« They're adjusted, as well as anyone could adjust to a soclal
machine. They conform—they don't think., How can they do both? But
you've dismissed the possibility of men "censoring” themselves—
they aren't capable. However you overlook the fact that soclety 1is
made up of men—that, in other words, these morals you speak of
are made up by men for other men. And if what you say 1s true,
these morals are pitifull¥ ridiculous aren't they-—made up by mere
men they aren't "logical. I think so too...And, Gil, don't be-
1ittle self understanding. You say I have no right to judge myself
but I ask you in no qulet tones; WHO THE HELL DOES THAT THAT RIGHT,
1f not me?)) F

PAUL BLAISDELL: Y'know, you've got a damn nice looking little mag-
azine., As much as I disllke modern art, I have +to admit that it
adds a nice, futuristlc touch to a s.f. mag. Why in the hell more
of the pros don't use it in thelr mags, I'll never understand. I
think those pilcs of mlne came out swell., I like the layout that
Cindy made for em %00...But best of all was the editorial. Now you
cen lay awake every night and listen for the tread of hob-nailed
boots! Don't you know you shouldn't call those greedy, selfish,
money worshlping, corrupt, back slapping, tall kissing, self seek-
ing, stab-ln-the-back politicians "hop heads"? Shame on you! What-
taya—a commie er sumpthin? Also 1t seems to me I detect, towards
the bottom of the page, a possible reason why you (and I) are
three thousand miles away from home...could be?

((Coula ve.))

HARLAN ELLISON: INSIDE/SFA made 1ts appearance and was read in one
sitting...Your layout, with one or two exceptions, is strikingly
original, I was most impressed b¥ the design and posltioning of
the three illustrations for Ludwig's stories. It was a superb job.
«eeThe cover 1is sultably avant-garde, satisfylng even the most
progressive, while retalning a certain air of decolletage for
those who 1like thelr amateur magazines with a touch of Ainformal-
ity. I would rate it slightly less than magnificent, but quite a
few marks above excellent...The inside art, with the exception of
Terry Carr's rather amateurish illustrations, was exceptional.
Hunter unquestionably takes the prize. Words fall. Morton and Price
were so-so, Austin was, as per hls wont, outstanding. Particularly
the 1llustration for the Rocklynne article., Naaman and Dollens
were typical Naaman and Dollens. After a certain time, excellence
tends to pall. When one 1s continually slapped in the face with
monstrous nebulae, flaming novae, starward-reaching Earthlings, et
al, one begins to tire a bit faster than 1imperceptibly. Morrie
would do better to understate his case...But, to these jaded eyes,
the best 1llustration in the entire book was the center cartoon by
Paul Blaisdell. In all my life I have never seen such a tremendous
s.f. cartoon that served so beautifully as a "stralght" cartoon.
This 1s the type of double-entendre humor that is so often sought,
B0 often degenerates into smut, and 1s so seldom achleved, The
other two, though, were miserable from a humorous standpoint...My
sympathies are, of course, with Paul, but for the record, this IS
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DEFINITELY NOT the first time in twelve years a thefi has been
perpetrated at a Convention. If we were to add up only the known
thefts at Cons, ranging from original manuscripts and illustra-
tions all the way through boxes of new books from publishers to a
hotel-owned mimeograph machlne and ending with grass mats saylng
"SF Convention", we'd have a dossler big enough for any metropoli-
tan police department to spend two weeks booking properly. No, the
chances of you ever getting word who goneffed your pix (and by the
way, I saw them and they were excellent jobs of draftsmanship) is
slim, for a known fan, or one who has contact with a large group
of fans would nct be foolish enough to swing with 1t, since it
could too easlly be traced. More probably 1t was one of your tran-
sient SanFrammers who dropped in for the day and wanted a souven-
ir...The article itself was uninspiring. But aslde from the seman-
tic errors 1t put across your beef quite adequately...The rest of
the material 1n the issue ranges itself in two parallels: the very
good—and the very bad. On the excellent sids comes "I Hope You
Are Shocked" which was e remarkable cogent plece of work. Emlnent-
ly worthwhile. More of this, if possible. Also the letter section,
which was a lively one indeed, ard sections of the book department
though other sections show only too well the hrablit of recelving
review coples but seldom reading +them...The S3lotkin story was
merely bad. Nothing more can be sald for it. The three Ludwig ple-
ces were pointless to the point of +tedlousnees. "The Birth of A
Galaxy" was merely a.re-counting and as such can nelther be called
good or bad...On the whole, INSIDE/SFA seems a periodical groping
for itself., You are trying, that is important. Your layout 1s
superlative, presentatlon beilng one-half the success of a maga-
zine, but the materlal itself is weak. Importunably weak.

((When we succeed 1in finding ourselves—you'll know it., In the
meantime, in order to learn, we experiment. We try this 1dea and
that idea—and i1f some of them don't turn out, well we're none the
worse for trying. We stay awake nights figurlng out ideas, better
ways of dolng things, better ways of presentation, ldeas for things
to present. rWo take our work pretty damn seriously...but we have
one hell of a good time Be assured our reviewer reads every book,))

RON VOIGT: You are, as usual, doing your fine job on INSIDE, "The
Martian Who Hated People" was quite an 1interesting experiment.
However the #hree versions by Ed lLudwig captured my fannish atten-
tlon, although the story by Joe Slotkin was well done...Ross Rock-
lynne has written another of those controversial artlcles. Obvious-
ly he appeals to the more radical and leftists of s.f, fans when
he mutters darkly about "controlling pressures" and "accepted
codes of behavior". Of course s.f. does allow the individual more
freedom of expression in offtrallness than most of the classifica-
tions of stories, but I think the 1dea that the individual wishes
to escape from these controls (arbltrary or seemingly natural) 1s
a false conclusion. Within those controls lie security, stability,
and sanity, When a s.f. reader picks up a story to read he 1ls aware
that the story 1s fantasy and therefore enjoys the seeming freedom
from many controls of soclety. But so ls the detectlve reader, the
Sprillane reader, and the western fan. No matter where you go or
what you do there are controls which you must adhere to. Soclety,
in order to preserve itself, must have certailn taboos. Remove these
taboos and the real individual does experience the real he, but
that person 18 not a pleasant person. That 1s one reason why anar-
chy would never work., Being mentally and physically controlled by
society to some degree has 1its merits. All cannot be altrulstie,
ergo "codes of behavlior". Just because they vary from culture to
culture is no argument aﬁalnst them. They are necessary for every
individual's sake. Our "self" is not screaming to be free. Rather
it is screaming to express 1liself, S.f. 18 the expression of these
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many selves. They don't want to be uncontrolled, they merely want
to express themselves...l liked Rocklynne's article.

((Security 1s a nonmeaning word deslred by those spilneless and
enpty heads who crawl and slobbser over shini gadgets and scream
“This 18 Science, This 1s Science, All Hail!" and everything is
golved for them and everything is done for them—they have a false
securlty. Stability implies a firm understanding of what you are
and where you're golng—implies purpose. And among the 160 miliion
show me a million that have purpose, that are not wandering around
in circles 1looking up to some god—be he 1n the form of material
Science or spiritual words—for “security". Sanity 1s likewise an
impossible word, since no one 1s sane. You can always s8ay, he is
saner tham him, But of whom are you to say, he 1is sane? And &80
these things that people want they don't have——neither security,
stabllity or sanity. What? Have their morals and thelr controls and
thelr superstitions and “heir-ways-of-doing-things" falled them?
Of course they have., So it 1s the nonconformists who change the
world and try to make 1t better, whlle the Mass merely lives in
it, dead between one life and another...The individual, the real
"he", 1s a living, flowing, being, becoming force..of 1ife—the
real self is. The social self, the self that has Ben controled,
shaped, taught, 1s nonexistent 1in the sense that there be a real
exlstence. Have you never met the former?...,But, Ron, I liked your
letter, although I dlsagree with you overmuch. I think it was the
"I 1liked Rocklynne's article" that did 1t.))

r

And now a final word or three:

We have the sclence fiction story about the Last War. And of
course the failry tale about the Everlastlng Peace..There 1s even
the more gross tale-fable about the Final Destruction in which all
the nonbelievers are in for ages of Suffering. We have the hister=-
lcal seekling after of peace by the means of rush rush preparation
for war. And we define this peace as the lack of war,

In our opinion a lot of words are making empty spaces on paper
empty. We do not want peace—but we shall have it. We shall have
war and peace and war and peace and war and more more more. For
the world is of our own making, and as we make it so 1t becomes,
but it never 1is.

Peace 18 the space between one war and another wgr. It 1s not
the absense of suffering, selfless selflshness, starvation, or men
hating themselves—which are other men. Peace 1s the negative, not
the positive—war 1ls the positive. And as you can see no doubt, as
long as you have the positive you have the negatlve, for they are
of the same origin, one 1s because of the other, and one has no
meaning without the other. As long as we have peace we must have
war,

To exist for yourself, as an 1individual, not as a separate I,
but as a nonseparate 1, as a part and as a whole, as' a self-know-
ing unseparate individual is to have nelther peace nor war. For to
be 1s not to become., And the two nonexistent realltles lose their
meaning when you understand a deeper meanlng—wlthin yourself.

But let us have this Last War. In fact, we shall have 1t—we
will have g war, many wars—but no matter what the destruction, it
willl not be the final mass slaughter.

The communist people are slaves of the state-——while we are the
slaves of wall street, of Money, of push button ways of doing
things, of "security". Communist leaders are power mad, our leaders
are power mad—they merely lack supreme power. So who is going to
deny that the deslire for power causes war? We shall probably go
along 1in our confused stampede for security until we blow our-
selves all to hell in the name of libertye.
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BACK NUMBER MAGAZINES SUPPLIED
Specialiat in Fantasy Comic Books
SEND YOUR WANT LIST

Jos. J. O'Brocta,
157 Willow Rd., Dunkirk, N.Y.

) =FOR SALE OR TRADE-

-«.Over 300 hard bound titlea; Science Fiction,
Fantaasy and non-fiction of intereat to the fan
and collector; very reasonably priced.

Your cargd
will bring an 8 page listing by return mail.
G.A. BIBBY - 302 BEACH ST. - ASHLAND, OREG.

ONE OF THE MOST SINGULARLY APFROPRIATE
LIKMITED EDITIONS EVER PUBLISHED,
which will be a science fiction col-
lector's "Highlight" from now on.
The aabestoa-bound. 200 copy edition
of Ray Bradbury's FAHRENHEIT 451-- the
book-burning novel muchly expanded
from the Galaxy story, "The Fireman".
New coples, numbered, signed by Brad-
bury, $4, ppd., from John Valentine,
415 E. Broadway, Glendale 5, Calif.

ASTOUNDINGS

for male complete from 1948
through 1952, excellent con-
dition. 25¢ each plus postage.

Ron Smith
111 South Howard

WOULD YOU USE ANY?

FOR SARZ
COXFOAY & SORC®RIIS - 'wllen - Forron
mint,fine d/w, nu-vered, signad 3.50
BLACK FLA¥E - Wai-haum - FP -mint, fim
d/w, YARTIAW ODVESEY, ih1d 3.00 each
AYD S0ME "IREZ FIMIAN - Del Rey - Primae
mint, good d/w, 1,50
WHEN TWZ RIRDS FLY SCUTH « Coblentz - Wing
~int, =int d/w, 1.50
CARMZILIAN CTBZ - Pratt & De Ca~p- mint,
good d/w, finome Prass, 1,50
TYAGIVATION - #1-13, mint,3.50 s2t
COS™IC GEOIDSe Taire, FPCI - mint, fine
d/w, plastic cover, 1.50
SCIENCE FICTION STRTRIASURY- Tucker,Fine-
hart, mint, mint d/w,plastic cover 2,00

Ghww Load, e 5 fr...ugl_P-:a devn Tenas

IF YOU WERE EDITING AN ANTHCLOGY | have mome of your tough wanta. A list
WHAT THEME WOULD YOU USE? CR ia yours - free, juat drop me a card.

Il Send ~anaswera to: Charles Nuetzel
16453 Moorpark St., Encino, Cal.

Tampa 6, Florida

FANTASY COLLECTORS
My stock includes thousands of amcarce
books and magazines. Perhaps I may

I aleoc have a large stock of comile
booke, Will quote prices on thease
againat your want 1lista, Claude Held,
372 Dodge Bt., Buffalo 8, N.Y

BOOKS, BOOKS, BOOKS-- 100a of 'em--
maybe 1000 (I'm damned if I'11 count
‘em!), &1l fantaay and s.f., most are
listed in Bleiler (the othera should
be) . Accumilated aver a long period
by a completist collector, this 11-
brary undoubtedly contalina a number
of rarities, but I'm not bibliographer
enough to recognize them. They are
s| moatly the sort that you might spend
-years searching for, but could get
cheaply enough once you found them.
Someone else has done all the work
(and had all the funl!) for you, and
they are now offered at prices gener-
ally under what he paid for them.
Cataloging them would be a bigger job
than I want to let myself in for, and
would make i1t necessary to aak higher
prices than either of us would like.
S0 let's mee if we can bring the lot
down to manageable alze by offering

I'M LOADED! That is with Books & Mags.

In a small N.Y.apartment there comes a
time when all available space has been
used for storing books--that time has
rrived! I'm forced to unload one of the
finest collections of S.F.I've also got
regular Fiction,Art,etc. You name it,I'vel
ot 1t! Please mention subject interested
in & 1'11 foward a specially-priced List.
MILTON REICH-2139 GRAND AVE;N.Y.(53)N.Y,

ndescribed 1lots of 5 for $2, ppd.

Or send your want liast. Specific ti-
tles will be quoted, the majority in
the 50¢ to $1 range, though there are
many that even I know are more valu-
able: they'll be priced higher, but
still moat temptingly low! Local fans
can aee & blg selection from this 1%i-
brary and dicker with me at Valen-
tine's 2nd Friday night kaffee-klat-
aches. R. A. Squires, 1745 Kenneth
Road, Glendale 1, California.
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USONIAR issues

Amazing Monthly,Annual,Guarterly

1926-47 Complete firast 240
Aetonishing 1940-43 Complete all 16
Astounding 1930-55 Complete first 290
Avon Fantasy Reader 194748 first 6
Cap'n Fhuture 1940-44 Complete all 17
Comet 1940-41 Comnlete all 5
Cosmic 1941 Cemplete all 3
Dynamic 1939 Complete all 2

Famous Fantastic Mysteries 1932-49

Complete firast 58
Fantastic Adventurea 1939-47
Complete first 62
Fantastic Novels 1940-1 Complete first 5
1948-9 Scattered 4
Flash Gordon Strange Adventure
Magazine 1936 Complete 1
Future Flction 1939-43 Complete firat 15
Galaxy 195054 Complete firat 51
Kagazine of Fantasy & Science
Fiction 1949-50 first 2
Karvel 1938-41 Complete first 9
A, Merritt Fantasy 1949-50 #1,3 total 2
lkilracle, Sclence & Fantaay Stories
1931 Complete all 2
Uysterious Traveler 1951-52Complete all H
Flanet 1939-51 Complete firat 30
Skip Sum'47; Complete next 16
Real Spicy Horror Storiea & Sweetheart
Detective Secreta 1937 Complete 1
Sclence Fiction Claaaica 1930 Complete 1
Science Flction Series 1929-30
Complete all 18
Sclence Fiction Monthly,Quarterly
1937-43 Complete first 24
Sclentific, Amazing Detective
1930 Complete mll 10
Startling 1939-55 Complete firat 48
Skip Mar'48; Complete next 25
Skip Apr-Jun'52; Completes next 19

Stirring Science 1941.42
Super Science 1940-43 Complete first
Uncanny Stories 1941 Complete 1
Unknown, Annual 1939-43,48 Complete all
Weird Tales 1940-43 Scattered ?

Complete all 4

.jUncanny Tales 1941-43

Wondere~~Scienge,Alr,Thrilling,Quarterly

1929-54 Complete firat 192
Skip Apr'51; Complete next 51
Skip Apr,Jun'52; Complete next 10
AUSTRALIAR
Astounding, Reprint Edition
1940-41 Scattered 8
BRITISH
Astounding, Reprint Edition
1939-40 Scattered 12

Fantasy 19389 Complete first 3
New Worlds 1946-54 Complete first
Skip #11-21; Complete next 5

Skip #27; Complete mext 3

Science Fietion, Reprint Edition

1939 #£4,5 Total 2
Scoops 1934 Complete all 20
Talea of Wonder 1937+42 Complste 21l 16
Weird Tales, Reprint Edition Sept40 1
Yankee Science Fiction #3,11,21 Total 3
Yankee Welrd Fiction #6 1
CANADIAR
Astonishing 1942 First 2
Science Fiction 1940 Vel2#1,2 Total 2
Super Science 1942-4% Complete first 12

Skip #13; Complete nekt 8
Scattered 10
EXCERPTS &
Practically all science fiction published
in Argosy, Blue Book and Weird Tales during
1923-1945, along with much from other maga-~
zines of the period, excerpted from the in-
dividual issues and amounting to about four
feat of shelf apace,
r

FAN MAGAZINES

A substantially complete collectien of all
fan magazines published from 1930 to around -
1945, occupying about 10% feet shelf svace,

COMMERTS
Everytﬁing good condition, covers intact,
although a few detached.

Preference
collection

given to
or sizable

bids for the entire
fractions thereof.

R. D,Swisher,15 Ledyard Rd,Winchester,udass,

10¢ 10§

"FANZINIO®

A LIST OF CURRENTLY PUBLISHED FANZINES

Russell K. Watkins

110 Brady Street .
Savannah, Georgia

VANISHING REMNANTY

The Double Shadow and other Fantasies
by Clark Ashton Smith
$1.00 per copy postpaid while they last
ADDRESS: CLARK ASKTON SHITH
117 9th Street, Pncifig Grove
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Do You Have These
Problems In Writing?

Daniel 5. Mead’s remarkable discovery has enabled more than 50,000 people
to overcome their problems in writing. Now you can learn how to

write your own success story the easy step-by-step way!

MANY PERSONS “just don’t know how

fo get started”. Others find choosing
the right characters, thoughts, construc-
tion, and composition sometimes takes
“hours!” It's amazing how many people
don’t know what to write about.

So many persons don't know which are
the best paying markets to write for. It's
astonishing how many letters, short stories,
technical articles, movie scenarios, novels,
and TV scripts are usually overwritten!
Those who complete a manuseript don't
know what to do with it!

Why Most People Have Problems

Why do most of us find it so difficult to
put our thoughts down on paper and as
a result suffer loss of earnings, prestige
and advancement? What is the reason so
many of us are deficient in the techniques
of surcessful writing? Why is it some can-
not organize their wonderful material and
others pick uninteresting subjects?

The reason for the difficulty is simple.
Daniel 5. Mead discovered it in the liter-
ary agency, the writers’ and authors' labo-
ratory where literary effort is scrutinized
by experts for any flaws that might stand
in the way of sale. Most persons have
problems in writing aimply because they
were never shown the easy step-by-step
method of the successful writers.

What Mead Discovered

A literary background of over 35 years
as a journalist, editor and publisher, in-
structor in foreign countries as well as in
the United States, consultant, and author
made him uniquely well-qualified to start
a literary agency of his own some years
ago. His ability to render capable and
friendly service to the beginner, unknown,
and professional writer was soon apparent.
The search for the reason behind his own
success as a literary agent led to his dis-
covery of the solution to the problem of
writing successfully.

o e

The unique prin-
ciple of Mr. Mead's
book on successful
writing was to reveal
the secrets of the
successful writers to
all who wanted to
write. It worked!
Thousands of would-
be authors now could

get the information
they needed to <t
succeed! I 5. Mead

“PASSKEY TO SUCCESS"
“You have written a grand volume that's a posi-
tive must for the writer who is working at his
trade . . . a practical passkey for the uninitiated,
and an invaluable reminder lor the selling author.””
V' Producer UCPA) New York

“BOUND TO HELP"
the beginner and rhe experienced writer

“Far
this is bound to be of help. I racommend it for
anyone wha is interested in learning the funda-
mentals of writing as well as those who might
wish to know something of the mare mtncule art

of Television script writing rthur R
Carroll. New York, N. Y.
“BEST THING IN 30 YEARS"
“It is a lot more than what you claim for it.
I's the best thing I've read in 30 years. Your
instructions ore clear, and above all you give
what very few teachers give. namely, par! of
yourselt."” J. C. Duffy (Special Instructor, Cana-
dian Army) Verdun. Quebec. Canada
“IN EVERY BOOKSHELF"
“1 have found very useful points about writing
would nat be without if. You explain things

in a very excellent way really can be
understood. It should be in every writer's book
shell.”" T. M. Howard, New York, N. ¥.

Best Seller In The W, g Field

This book reveals for the first tipe, the
technical “know how” you must have to
write intelligently and effectively for the
over 2000 markets ready and willing to
purchase your work. It gives you the
“facts” of the profession, plainly, simply
and honestly. A spade is called a spade,
and, many of the tricks of the trade which
might take you years to learn are included
to help you sell!

Th ds of men and women now use

the of ipts
that are read, evaluated, criticized, revised,
ghost-written, edited, proof-read, typed for
presentation, and sold each month, he was
able to observe which writers were more
successful than others. Mr. Mead found
conclusive proof that his long held simple
theory was correct. (“Eliminate the prob-
lems of writing and you can write success-
fully”) He had discovered the road to
writing success! There was no guesswork
about these results. They were proved by
the earnings of some authors, part-time
and unknown included, as compared with
others.

u'rzmuzv AGENT

419 Fourih Avmu-, Uep!

WRITERS' MANUSCRIPTS HlAD. IVALUA'I'!Dv
CRITICIZED, REVIBED, GHOST WRITTEN,
EDITED, PROOF-READ, TYPED.
Active Sales Department!
Procedure and Rates on Request
Beginners Inquiries Walcarme

VOUR ROAD TO WRITING SUCCESS and find it
an “ ble aid” to ful writ-
ing. Every time a problem in writing arises
every time expert help, advice, and
suggestion is required — they find what
they seek in Mr. Mead's baok.
Money Back Guarantee
It is impossible in this brief review to
give more than a suggestion of the wealth
of material to be found in YOUR ROAD TO
WRITING SUCCESS. However the publisher
has agreed to list the complete table of
contents (af right) so that you may judge
for yourself the value and scope of this
amazing book. If for any reason you are
not completely satisfied that it will do
everything we say it will then return it
within ten days for complete refund.
FREE| For Begi s and Professi I
Every writer, beginner or professional,
sending for YOUR ROAD TO WRITING SUCCESS
will receive the following material FREE!
1. A list of representative sales outlets for your

writing material. This sales guide is prepared by
the Daniel S. Mead Literary Agency Sales De-

NEWI| REVISED!

Two Additional Chapters Added
Largest Selling Writing Text Book
in the United States Todsy
Two Chapters on Television
Brought Up-to-Date!

Sample Copy of
TV Telescript Included

NOW ONLY §$1.

TA-.E OF CONTENTS

39 Infdrmation Packed Chapters
1. Foreword 2. How Can I Get My Start As
A Writer? 3 The New Author 4. The Pro-
fessional Author 5. Problems Of The Be,
Writers 6. Discipline For the Writer
1 Too Old or Too Young ta Write? 8. Origi-
nality Vs. Imitation 9. Haw Ta Choose Your
Writing Theme 10. How To Write Science
Fiction 11. Biography and Autobiography
12. The Futle of Television 13. Slanting
14. Dialogue ™5. Style 16. The le 17.
Momentum And Sutpense 18 oriza;
tion 19. Cenflict 20, Complica et um-
‘tances 21. Totatity Of Effect 23, Professional
Manuscript_Presentation 23. Shart Stary
Technique 24. Article Writing 25. Novel
Technique 26. Technique In Juvenile Writ-
ing 27. Television Technique 28. Copyright
Data 29. Plagiarism And Copyright 30. Roy-
alties And Outright Purchase 31. Your Op-
portunity In The Writing Field 32. Why A
Literary Agency Is Necessary 33. How The
Sales Department Functions 34. How to Write
for the Confessions 35. How to Write for the
Sficks 36. How ta Write for Television 37.
MHow ta Write Letters, Reparts, Advertising
and Pramotion 38. Sample TV Script 39,
About the Author

partment and is the last word on markets! The
follawing Felds are listed:

SHORT STORY

WOMEN'S MAGAZINES

PULP MAGAZINES

JUVENILE MAGAZINES  TELEVISION

ARTICLE MARKETS RADIO
2. A list of magazine Duhluherl with headquarters
in New York
3. A list of book publuhers wnh he-dqu.rter: in
New York — complete with telephone numbers
NOTE: If for any reason vou decide not to keep
YOUR ROAD TO WRITING SUCCESS, keep
the three gifts listed mbove. They are entirely
FREE to you, without extra cast.

If you are interested in learning how to
write to sell and sell what you write, mail
the coupon today to: Daniel 8. Mead
Book Dept. Bl 419 Fourth Avenue,
New York 16, N. Y
=" Send No Money! Mail Couponk=«

DANIEL S. MEAD Book Dept 89X M-A
419 Fourth Avenue
New York 16, N. Y.

Dear Mr. Mead:
Please send me immediately copies
of YOUR ROAD TO WRITING SUC-
CESS at §1.98 each. Please include your
3 FREE gift affers, mine to keep even if
I return the book for full refund.
O] Send C.OD. I will pay postage
(no C.0.D.s outside U.S.A.)

RELIGIOUS MARKETS
BOOK MARKETS
MOTION PICTURE

NAME
(please print)

ADDRESS

cITY ZONE  STATE

Save MORE! Send $1.98 in cash, money
order or check. (We pay postags)
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