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First 'ove

THE PRESIDENT lald a fat forefinger on the map. It covered Lichten-
burﬁ, and about ten miles of surrounding country.

We will use,"” he said, "one of the smallest bombs, both because
we are of merciful minds, and because it 1s a frugal wisdom. We must
not forget that what we spare will becoms ours. Thls is the area
which we shall destroy."”

His finger rose as he spoke, and his pencil circled a space of
gbout threes hundred square miles, containing a population of sbout
two million people,

The Chaneellor asked: "You think this war really necessary?"

"I ghould hardly call 1t a war. There wlll be the one bomb, and
surrender in the next hour. Can you think that they would prefer two?'

"It would be irrational."

"And after that, there will be a great spoil. They will not be an
exhausted natlon, as were those who suffered defesat under the older
mothods of conflict--slow,cruel and stupid., They will not be like ==
shall we say-- the Germany of 1945, unfit to export anything but
thelr own dlsgeases. They will pay a rich tribute in corn and cattle,
and the manufactures in which they excel, and our people will thrive,
We may even be gble to give perﬁission for selected women to have
four chlldren instead of three.

The chancellor sald nothing to that, for, though he did not like
the 1des of the destructlon of the people and property of a friendly
nation, it was an argument of great force. With the standard of 1liv-
ing, and the shortened hours of industry which now prevalled, it had
become absolutely necessary to penalize those who had unlicensed
children, and yet, with the popular perversity which all statesmen
have cause to dread, many resented a compulsory restriction, even
though the previous fertility of the nation had been 1little more than
was now the result of an admirable control... And, as they both knew
there were the electlions in May, and the party of reaction had been
gaining in popularity to an alarming degree.

The Presldent was not content to observe that he had silenced his
colleague. He wished to be sure that he had his active support, for
he had learnt how valuable 1t could be. He went on: "If you see any
objection I may have overlooked, I rely on you to tell me without re=-
gerve. There 1s none whose opinion I esteem more.

That might be true. But the Chancellor did not think his reason
for hesltation to be such as the President would approve, or would
cause him to alter his decislon. St111l, it should not be wilthheld.

"If I seem to hesltate,” he gaid, "1t 1s only because we have had
such cordial relations with Polasia during recent years. It will be
an attack with no pretext at all."

The Pres¥dent laughed his relief: "It is not more than that? Then
you can put 1t out of your mind. When 1t is done, we can find pre-
texts enough, which their Government will not be alive to deny... And
you must not forget that 1t 1s only under such circumstances that an
attack can be safely made., If they had susplcion, or we had pragiged
cause of complaint, they might be as quick, or quicker, than we."

"That is true, though Polasia is supposed to have given up the
manufacture of bombs two years ago, as a gesture to lead the world."

"Which they still may not have done, though I think they did...
Perhaps you fear that Alicle may be there? You must call her home,
You eould find a reason for that?"

"Oh, no! She 1s et Eastburg, where her husband is 111, She will
be safe enough... I can see no flaw in your plan at all."

The last words were saild in a tone which cleared the President's
mind of the disquieting doubt which had intruded a moment before. He
felt that he would have the Chancellor's co-operation, as had been
the case in the politlcal plots and trickeriles of the prevlious twenty
years. It was a support that he would have been sorry to lose, though
at any sign of disloyalty, he would have heen ruthless to clear his
paeth., But, in faect, he had gone too far. He had found something (1t
might have been thought difficult) at which his colleague's con-
sclence rebelled.

The two men parted with no diminution of cordlality, but, as the
Chancellor entered his waiting car, he thought: "It is & monstrous
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pro Ject-~monstrous almost beyond belief. But can I stop 1t?"
It was difficult to see any way which might not ruin himself,which
he was unwilling to do,

I | IT WAS at an early hour of the following morning that the
Chancellor rang up the President. He sald: "I have been considering
the subject of our conversation yesterday-~the last one before we
parted. The 1dea seems thoroughly sound; but there is a minor detell
which should not be overlooxed."”

The President thanked him, and suggested that they should meet at
once to dilscuss 1t,

Thls they 4i1d, and he hed an additional reason to appreciate the
abllity and thoroughness with which his colleague seconded the sub-
tletles of his own mind.

"You remarked yesterdey," the Chancellor said, "in reply to my ob-
Jectlon that we should have no pretext for the contemplated attack,
such as would appear reasonable to our countrymen and other nations,
that we could invent what we would, whiech the Polasian Government
would not be allve to deny. It was sound reasoning. But did you not
overlook +the fact that Baron Linvi might have much to say which would
be widely believed, and which would become & wespon i vékx our peace?”

"It la a good thought. He must be promptly removed."

"But would there not be cause for suspiclon in that? It would be
a cgincldence of a remarkeble kind."

‘he President could not dispute thnt., Baron Linvl was Polasia's
ambasgador. He had held that office for several years, ddring which
he had done much to lncrease the popularity of the country he repre-
gented, and cstablish that of his own. They could not doubt that his
words would galn more credence than thelr united zssertions would
ever have. The President asked: "Can you tell me a better way?"

"T think I can. Suppose the catastrophe vere L0 occur-at a time
when Linvl were back in hls own country?"

"It is & good idea, but 1t would involve too great a delay. It is
less than two montha since he was there, and we know that his habit
is to=-

"But 41f he should go at once, by his own desire?"

"If you know how that eould be arranged..."

"It might be no trouble at all, Suppose that we should propose
conditions on which we would rectify the north-ezstern frontler of
their African territory as they have always desired? Could we not
suggest such as he would wlsh to consult hls Government upon orally,
or on which they would summon him for that purpose?"

"It is cleverly thought. You are a good comrade to have, as I
have had occaslon to say before. But it 1s not an 1dea which must
get abroad. You had better see him yourself, and stress the secrecy
with whioh negotliatlons must be conducted till agreement will have
been fina11¥ reached... When he is there,” we cannot be too apeedy in
what we do.

The Chancellor went away in a well satisfied mood, He knew the
subtlety of the President's mind, and thet to outwit him was as dan-
gerous to attempt as 1t was difficult to achieve. But he thought he
had done 1t now. To have sought a private intervlew with Baron Linvl
without the President's knowledge at such a moment would have been
almost certainly futile in 1its attempt at concealment, and dangerous
in its implications. To have informed him of such an intention with—
out a fully satiasfactory reason would have been almost equally likely
to arouse suspicion. But he would not be able to do it with the
President's knowledge, and with the approval of the particular priva=-
¢y he desired., He had galned much, for he had declded that 1t was an
interview which it was essential to have,

II I THE ROOM where the Chancellor walted wes large and lofty. It
had windows, high, wide, and richly curtained, at either end. At ons,
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they looked own on the quiet dignity of the tree-lined street; et the
other, upon the spaclous garden at the rear of the embassay.

The Chancellor was looking down from the rear window as Baron
Linvi entered the room, He was slow to move, though his words of po-
lite greeting were not delayed,so that he had only half turned es
thiey shook hands.

Then his eyes went back to the window., He sald: "You have a besau=-
tiful gerden.™

Baron Linvi answered: "Yes., It 1s very pleasant." His voice was
casual, They looked down on a lewn that was wilde and green., But he
dld not suppose hig visitor had called to approve ot the view.

"It 1g a fine Lawn."

"Yes, It is often admired,"

"There 1e a peculiar privacy sbout s garden... Especlally for
thoge who do not mind being seen, but who do not wish to be overheadl

The Baron looked at his visitor more alertly. He sald: "We should
not be overheard here."

"No," the Chancellor answered, "I suppose not." But he continued
to gaze at the garden,

The ambassador understood that a conversation of extreme privacy
was desired. He sald: "The garden is Particularly attraotive on such
a morning as this. Shall we go there?'"

The Chancellor sald: "As you wisgh."

|V THE PRESIDENT recelved a police report next morning of the
Chancellor's movements during the previous day, which was no more
than routine. He read that he had been overlooked in Baron Linvi's
garden. For twenty-three minutes they had paced the length of the
lawn. The Chancellor had done most of the talking. The Baron, es=
peclally during the latter part of the conversation, hed appeared
pleased.

He destroyed thils report, s was hls custom, and resumed the work
on which he had been engaged. It was what he had expected to read.

Half an hour later, the Chancellor was announced. He sgald that he
had promiged much, alleging that they sought Polasia's friendship,
end the hé€aling of an old sore. Why should he have been a niggard of
a price which would not be paid?

The Presldent assented to that, and resumed his work, For, as
with the report, 1t was only what he had expected.

&
V THE MINISTRY of the Interior received a note from the Polas-
lan Embassy. It enquired concerning the address of a man, Belf Rodey
otherwlse known as S5lita Rix, a citizen of Polasla, who hed been em-
rloyed at the Embassy for a short time two years before, and had then
dlsappeared. The flnding of him had become urgent, and the Embassy
would be most grateful of any esslistance which e¢ould be given.

The Minister of the Interior replied, through one of his secret-
aries that he should be pleased to do what he could, but that nothing
was known of the missing man. Was a descriptlion aveileble? Within
two hours, a very full description arrived,

The Minister of the Interior was not indlsposed to oblige the am-
begsador over so slight a matter. He circulated the descriptlon to
police stations throughout the country, with a request that search
should be made diligently. But there was no lmmediate result and two
days later the enquiry wes reveated. In the course of a telephone
conversation, it was represented to be a matter of great urgency, ss
the ambassador was delaying a visit to hls own country until this
man should be found. Was there any connection between the two mate
ters? The enquiry was made with diplomatic obliquity. How could
there be? His Excellency merely wlshed to see the missing man before
he left,
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Vl THE PRESIDENT said: "It appeared that
you had done well., That may still be so. It
was a good trap, and he professed willingness
to be caught. But this is an annoying delay.
Have you any ldea why he should require to
trace this man with such urgency?

"Not the least," the Chancellor answered,
with an apparent frankness which the President
had no reason to doubt.

"Might he not be asked? It might be a mat-
ter on which we could render whatever service
might be required., The man may not be found
in a week-- or at all."

"I have tried that. He replied that it is domestic to the Embassy.,
He added that, 1f the man could be produced, he could dispose of the
natter 1n a few hours, and he would be ready to leave. It would be
difficult to do more. We cannot insist that he should go."

"Ia everything possible to find the man being done?"

"It is not my department, ss you know. The Minister of the Inter-
ior has issued instructions to the police of particular urgency."

'Yes.., 80 I have been told., But time 1s too important to allow
further delay. If the police do not find the man in thefext twenty-
four hours, they muet find the nearest they can."

"But what use would that be?"

"He could impersonate this Roder or Rix."

"Do you think that could be done successfully?"

"why not? The Embassy has supplied a most detailed degerlption.
It is not one to which it should be found difficult to find someone
who would conform... It might dispose imnstantly of this provoking de-
lay, At the least, we might learn ite cause."

"Yes., It 18 a good idea." The Chancellor's face, as he gave this
assent, expressed admiration for the President's sagacity and re-
source, The Pregident felt he was receiving no more than his due.

V ,, A TOTALITARIAN state may have its defects, but it 1a certailn
to have an efficlent police. It was reported promptly that there
wore eleven men among 1ts hundred and thirty millions who were ex-
tremely simllar in appearance to the once who could not be found. [wo
of these were reticent regarding their past lives, or rade statements
not easy to verify. It was even possible that one of them might be
the required man, nefarilously denying his identity.

Two days later, one of these men, calling himself Belf Roder,
called at the Polaslan Embassy, and, after some preliminary questlons,
was interveiwed by the ambasggador.

He had been warned that he ran a risk,even 1f his duplicity should
not be discovered, It had been explained that the Embassy was extra=-
territorial, and that, should he be liquidated there, no protest could
be made, especially asa he must profess to be one over whom Polasia
had a national claim. But he had been promised a large reward should
he be successful in his deception, and dlscover the purpose for which
he was required.

He came back triumphant.

The ambassador had looked at him as though surprised at his ap-
pearance, for which there may have been occasion enough.

"You are Belf Roder?"

"Yes, your Excellency."

"I ghould not have known you."

There was a discomriting silence. Then Baron Linvi said: "Well,
here you are... I will not ask you where you have 1t now. I want you
to bring it back to me. How soon can you do that?" "

I can assure your Excellency that no time will be lost.

"I should suppose not. But I must have a more explicit reply. It
is a small bomb, which can be carried without remark. Shall we say
within two days?"

"Yes, your Excellenoy."
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With no more words, he was shown out, being unaware of the puzzled
amusement in the Baron's eyes as he 1eft the room,

He had been accepted for what he was not. He had learned--or so
appeared-- that Roder had been entrusted with some kind of bomb, pre-
sumably not less than two years before, which he was now required to
return. It was difficult to see how he could have learned more with=-
out exposing his own lgnorance. Indeed, from Baron Linvi, was there
more to be learned, beyond the reason for what he did, which would
have been lmpudent to enquilre?

The President approved what he had done. He should have his re-=
ward, But hils services would be required further, He must remain
within call,

He was shown out, and the Chancellor summoned. The President re=
peated what he had heard. He agsked: "What does 1t mean?"

The Chancellor understood that, knowing several things of which
the Presldent was not aware, But &as he did not intend to mention
them, they dl1d not make reply easier, The production of a pseudo Ro=-
der had been outslde the anticlpations of elther Baron Linvl or him-
golf when their plans had been made. He saw that the Baron, with
great adroltness, had teken advantage of a development which they
could not have foreseen. But how could he follow it up in the right
way?

The President observed his hesltation without guessing its causes.
He msked: "Why should he talk of & bomb now? Do you think he cen have
guegsed our intentlons? You would not have sald anything indiscreet?”

"Is 1s likely?... And may we not take it in the opposite way?--
That he was planting a bomb which he 13 now alert to withdraw?"

Would he carry one sbout in hls luggage. Or have entrusted it to
one with whom he has not been in touch for two years? And of whom
he had no address? We must think of something better than that."

"Which, for the moment, I am unable to do... I think it would be
well to call on the Baron, for which I cen find pretexts enough. I
may learn something from his attitude. Even from what is unsaid."

"So you may. And it is most urgent that you should. What shell
we do in two days? We have found a men., Are we also to provide a
bomb, and of what sort 1s it to be?'

Yes, I must see Linvi at once."

"So you phall... Yot 1t may not be much help to us... It may be
that Roder should be destroyed by an accident we should greatly re-
gret., We would deliver hia dead body, after which they could not ex-
pect him to find a bomb,"

"So we might. But 1t would be wlse to defer that course to the
last. We cquld not bring him to 1ife again. i1f 1t should become a
preferable ®ondition for him to be in,"

The President agreed that nothing should be done without careful
consideration. But he reminded the Chancellor again that time wes a
restricting factor in thelr plans. He was not disposed to delay the
attack on Polasla for more than a further week, even to secure the
desirable detall that Baron Linvl should be there gt the time,

The Chancellor seid that he would endeavor to arrenge an lntervelw
with the Baron that afternoon.

VI II "YOUR PRESIDENT," Baron Linvi said, "is a man of recourse,"

“"Yes, It 1s a development we ,31d not foresee,"

"Pet 1t may be simple for us."

"What do you propose we do now?"

"You ecen return to the President, and tell him that I have exposed
the truth to you without reserve, now that friendship between our
countries is to be permanently secured."

"Tho truth?®

"S0, of course, you will say. You will be unable to tell him
where the bomb 1s, but he will not expect that. You will tell him
that I say that he should watoh Roder, so that he may secure 1t him-
gelf, which you will find that he will be anxious to do, though he
wlll be puzzled as to what further use his Roder can be. You will
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tell him that he is a man whose conduct has roused distrust--but all
the same, he wlll see that there 1s now no cause for alarm.

"Yes. It 1s difficult to see what he can do now, But you are
right. I will go to him at once."

I ! ' "BARON LINVI says that he has been in communication with his
own_ government and-"

"So he has. He has been uging a new code, which we have not yet
been able to read.

"He says that he has their permlsslon to be absolutely frank with
us, if he should feel that course to be best, and he has been so to a
surerising degree."

I suppose they have learnt our plans and are threatening us! Are
we to conclude that they have such weapons themselves, which they are
nanufacturing stlll, despite the protestations which they have made?
We must act ingtan ly if there be the least susplcion of that."

"No. It is a different tale, and has an aspect of truth., It ap=
pears that when they gave up the manufacture of bombs they took a
precaution whleh, they would say, was no more than a negative kind.

"They manufactured one of enormous power, on a principle of wvhich,
go far as I know, our own sclentists are not aware, andithey planted
it in this country. It is so designed that it can expl¥de only in
conjunction wlth another at a specific distance. He did not tell me
what that distance may be, He professed that he did not know. 3But
suppose it to be two thousand miles, and suppose it to be secreted in
a central position here --which would be an obvious choice-- then it
would not be stimulated to dangerous reaction by any bomb within our
ovn boundarlies, and any manufactured elsewhere would be mueh too far
away. But 1f we should send a bomb to attack Polasia, for instance,
they would both explode at a time when ours would be over the ocean,
a thousand mlles, more or less, from thelr coast., Its explosion
would do little damage, unless to a few ships, while thedlrs would
produce wide devastation here."

"So that, if tale be true, he 1s giving warning to us.'

"It 1s certainly a warning which 1t would be reckless to dlsre-
gard, but I do not think it is meant at all in that way. If 1t were
8o, would he not have told us before, instead of waiting untll I went
to enquire?"

"Yes., There is reason in that. But do you see what it has become
vital for us to do? We must find the men =-~the real Roder-- and he
must return the bomb, sc that it may be rendered harmless to us,"

“But how can We, now that the Baron has accepted another as he?"

"It 1s a difficulty, but it may be less serious than you supposw.
The Baron has evidently falled to observe the difference once.
mey fall to do so again when the real man is found."

"Yes., But he would not be aware of the interview with his sub=
stitute, or of the lnstructlons which have been glven to him, How
should we get over that?

The Chancellor checked himself to add lamely: "Well, 1t 1s useless
to attempt to cross a pridge to which you have not come. Let us find
the man,”

He had reminded himself of that which was equally well=known to
the Baron and himself, that there was no Roder, and no bomb; and that
the faked Roder had not decelved the Baron, but he him; and that they
nust find some way to maintaln there deceptlons, or Polasia and him=-
gelf (about which he cared more) were likely to suffer much in the
next month. But the fact was that, in the process of misleadlng the
President, and argulng with sufficient realism on premlses which did
not exist, he had caused such confusion 1n his own mind that 1t had
become difficult to distingulsh clearly where truth or deceptlon lay.

It was on the following day that the ambassador of the South Amer-~
iecan Union sent a very secret message to his President. It sald:

"I have recelved reports of some activity at the A,V.B. Station
here. Any communicatlons of urgency should reach me by Wednes-
day, when I am planning to up into the mountalns to recupersaste
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from the heat of the city."

However secret it might be, he supposed that 1t would be decoded
and read before it had gone a mlle from his own door, for which there
could be no remedy where 1t wes routine to betray for galn. (But
what harm could there be in it ?)

His expectation was right, for within an hour President and Chane
cellor sat consideri 1t together.

"He misses 1little," the Chancellor said."He is 4 good man."

The President pondered its implications before he replied: "Yes,
so he 1s... It 18 a messapge of several possible implications. It is
the reply whlech will be importent to us. I must see it the instant
that 1t arrives."

But no reply came,

X IT WAS a week later that the Chancellor's daughter, Alicla,
notified him that she was sbout to return home from Eastburg. He
knew that the air-liner which she would use would touch down at
Lichtenburg, but he did nothing to cause her to change her route, or
delay her journey, from which 1t mey be essumed, with good recson,
that the plan for destroylng the Polasian capital had been deferred,
if not entirely abandoned.

Yet, as the liner was still some hundreds of mlles distant from
that unfortunate city, the sky before them was 11t with blinding
light, and there came a horror of distant sound. In a few moments
the blinding intenslty of the light was gone, and was succeeded by a
great wind, and a faint, celamitous, sound, at which the aireliner
swung round, and returned at its utmost speed to the place from which
it had come.

The capital city of Polasla had become a lifeless waste, from
which it may be too readily assumed that the President had overruled
the scruples or discovered the deceptions of his less logicel col-
leagues, But this would be wrong., Nelther Pregident, nor Chancel-
lor, nor ambassador, would be further troubled by the somewhat com=
plicated problem they had built, for they had ceased to exist, The
fact was that the President of the South American Union had decided,
glnce he hajl recelved the suggestion from his own embassador, in a
previously agreed and arbitrary form, which 1t had been impossible
for others to umderstand, that the elimination of his two major rival
vals would be no more than the act of a prudent man.

-

MAYA

Foolg of the world, who dream that dreams are true,
Belleving still that 1life is what 1t seems,

And trustful that the world is more than dreams,
Free for a little, I have lauched at you:

Knowing all this a ghostly gossamer

In some eternal room in darknesgs spun,

A laughter of forgotten gods that were,

Echoing still in waste oblivilon.

But once agaln, as others, I have lent
Myself to earthly ways and earthly walls:
I1lusion of 1llusion, fantasy

Of doubtful phantoms, nevermore to be
When slumber on the last delirium falls
And 1lulls the tosslng shadows turbulent.

Cloant’ ik omi 2 T2
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GEOI{GE O SMIT Some yeare ago, in an inaccessible

. II place named loronto, an impossible

character named Robert Bloch de=
livered & tirade entitled THE
SEVEN STAGES OF FANDOM,

Bit by bit, this rash resident from en improbable town nasmed mMile
waukee, sometlmes known as North Chicago. laid open to the publie
gaze his own personal definition of the geven stage metamorphosis of
the science fictlon fan from the first blush of childlike innocence
to full-fledged predator, genus slennus homely. He missed not one of
the intermediary steges, but waded through them inch by ineh, tearing
at the edges and battering down wall after wall,

For some unknown reason, this dletribe was recelved with countless
cheers and huzzas, one offer of mayher from Forry Ackerman and a loud
“Hear! Hear!" from Will Sykora.

Even more difflcult to explaln is the fact that this not too well
velled 1nsult to the flower of fendom is still being quoted, Just as
though no one had uttered a word since.

Pact of the matter 1s that mllllons of words have been uttered
since, most of them coming from a couple of major politlcal parties
and a few omerging from emoke filled rooms at the conventlons. Not a
few of them have come from Robert Bloech himself. He has speni years
trying to beat his own record. But to no avail, for hils own major
triumph has yet to be bested~~ ot least by Robert Bloch.

So while I grieve to hear of a once great man on the downgrade, I
prefer to forget his sad end; I choose to remember Robert as he was
at the pinnasele of hils success, Let us all remember the accolades
and kudoes he received upon his return to hls native town. Forget
the sad picture and listen in memory to the cheers that rang out
along the maln drag of Milwaukee as he was ridden 1n state,

He never forgot that day of happiness; I recall that he sald in a
letter not long afterwards that he would have gotten off the rall and
walked 1f 1t had not been for the importance of the occasion,

8o today I offer this discussion in honor of Robert Bloch.
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Be it remembered that in enumerating the seven stages of fandom,
Robert could hardly include a separate section of the whole science
flction tribe., Perhaps he did not omit it deliberately, 1t may have
been left for me by Robert's great and generous nature.

. So I will now dwell at length on the Seven Stages of Professional-
sm,

At this point I wilsh to pause long enough to i1ssue a warning. I
shall deliver this warning by way of an snecdote, an occurence of
many years ago, Just a few months after I had moved to Philadelphia,

I attended a mesting of the Phlladelphia Science Fiction Soclety,
at which place the speaker of the evening was one David H. Keller,
M.D. I had been asked by Milt Rothman to come prepared with a few
words in tase the good doctor finished ahead of time.

Doctor Keller's opening words were-- quote=-

t"% recognize fourteen distinct and separate forms of the literary
art.
Having a vague uneasiness, the late James A. Williams and I re=
goved ourgelves to the nearest Republican Club and took on a few beers

eers,

Several hours later we returned to the club house Jjust in time to
hear Doctor Keller wind up hils talk by saying something to the effect
that Grand Opera was the fourteenth form of the literary art, but
since he had never writien any Grand Opera, he was not going to waste
more than an hour or so on 1t.

So I hereby warn you vhat if any of you care to take a turn in the
bar while I go through the seven stages of authordom, pleasse do so at
once. I hope a lot of you do; and If you do, please take me with you.
I'd rather be there than standing here talking my throat dry.

I have named

Stage Number One

The Un-Formed Stare

At this early state of development, the writer-
to-be has yet to see his name in print, has yet to go through the
pengs of elther composlitlon or decomposltion. He has only a writhing
of the intellect and an iteh 1n his forefinger.

Just where thls burning urge to spoll e ream of paper comes from,
has not yet been established., I call 1t so because that is what 1t
is; I am gire at thls stage the embryonic writer does not consider
putting l1deas on paper spolling a2 ream., Perhaps he does not have
enough ldees to spoil a whole ream, snd even 1f he dild, he would
81111 lack the comprehension of his own drive that would eneble him
to admit that he was spoilling paper.

In fact, this Un-Formed Stage 1s usually a blt dbefore the paper-
gpolling e¥a.

Our budding writer--yearning to find a hole in his cocoon--~is
8till spinning yarns.

For the first premise of any writer is that he muat be able to
spin a tall yarn with a face go straight that even those who know he
is lying become somewhat convinced that he 1s telling the truth.

This takes great practise One must be caught in the cider at the
age of four and get off witn less than a horsewhipping. At six, one
must be able tc come into the house after a session behind the barn
with pappy‘'s cigarettes, blow hils hundred horse-power breath in his
loving mother's face and swear that he has never touched tobaeco.
Furthermore, he must convince her that he got his breath from having
passed too close to the clgar store on his way home.

He eventually arrives at a point where he can be surprised in the
middle of some mischlef, and at a drop of a stern word he can concoct
a convineing explanatlion of hls nefarious activitles, taking into ac-
count all of the evidence that is at that instant vielble to the eyes
of his accuser., It 1s consldered unworthy of the budding writer to
hide visible evidence: he must face 1t and blendly explain 1t aslde.

As our friend grows older, he discovers that he has developed a
talent for such chicancery. It has gotten him into trouble, of
course, but 1t gets him right out of trouble again. This makes for
fun and games, all of which help to round off a formerly square char-
ecter.
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Eventually, he has been forced to concoct a note of explanation to
Teacher; this he grows out of as he leaves school, but 1t takes other
forms, such as explalning to the Folks at Home why he needs more
moola to buy a new dangframmis for the Chemistry Course he is taking.
Eventually, some professor of physics or one of the other physical
sclences calls him into a closed session and indlcastes that his thes-
es make lnteresting reading but they do not always sdhere to fact,

And at that moment Re discovers the first trulsm:

"Never, never, permit a few sordid facts to lnterfere with the
telling of an interesting storyi"

One importent symptom must be emphasized here:

Up to, lncludling, and much beyond this first stage, no one has
ever told him, elther In Jest or In misled honesty, or even in seorn
or flattery-- that he ought to be a writer.

No, this statement i1s reserved for the bright scholer with a good
memory for clichés and funny stories.

Instead, our hero 1s a blight upon the body literary.

Hls gremmar ls seldom perfect, although he is invariably and
shockingly succinect. He is disarmingly, if not frighteningly, can-
dld. He 18 frequently damned embarrsassing to his friends and nelgh-
bors. Hls spelling is often the reason why, in hls later years,
there 1s & unlon asmong typesetters, proofreasders and compositors.
Demmitall, gomeope's got to standardize the English Lshguage'

So while our hero is the despair of hls language teachers, he is
developing whet is commonly referred to as = "Style."

In a mild footnote here, 1've added that the word "Style" means
the engaglng misuse of the rules of grammar to emphasize a thought
that cannot be expressed properly otherwise.,

And yet, while he hears his friends being told that they should
try being a2 writer because they speak so nicely, there at that time
the embryonic writer may be conceived.

He burns to rival his better-spoken companions.

But since he has no means of wrltlng, yet, or not much to write
about , he sublimates this basic urge in cigarettes, liquor, and
shooting creps. It must be remembered that before onece can be a suc-
cess at writing, one must be a success at a lot of things that have
nothing to do with writing, 1ike drinking, smoking and hell-ralsing.

Without a doubt, there are many of the first words sver written by
our leading writers still deeply graven in the soft
plaster on washroom walls,

This first stage can zo on and on indefinitely, in
which case the writer never becomes a wrlter. But
eventually something happens. For instance,

By a fluke, or a mis-addressed shipment supposed to
be delivered to the Monumental Concrete Works, our hero
becomes the possessor of a typewriter. Or he may walk
of hig place of business wlth the thing under his coat.
I know of one writer whose first type-
writer was dismantled at the office,
nut by bolt and key by lever, and re-
sggsembled at home. It took him eight
months because a typewriter contains
a good many parts, and after he had
got it done it could never spell
worth a damn, but he learned to run
it by misgpellling the word on the
keyboard in such a way as to have
the erring typewriter deliver the
right sequence on the paper.

Typewriters have been found in
abandoned cosl mines., L. Ron Hub-
bard once found one that had been —
swallowed by an electric eel; nat- i "
urally, this was an I.B.M. Elec- Go to Hell.
triec, and between the eel's elec-
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trical writings and the shock of being hooked by Ron's line, the
typewrliter emerged with the first four lines of Dianetics on the pa-
per. Ron ate the eel and carried on with the started manuscript.

So at some polnt in the Un-Formed Stage, the yearning young writer
becomes involved with a typewriter.

This leads him to

Stage Number Two

The Dreaming Genlug

The passage of the embryonilc writer through

this stage can be likened to the Tasks of Hercules, especlally the
one where he cleans out the Aegean Stables.

The Dreaming Genius first approaches his typewrlter with a prayer,
an awe almost holy. His attltude 1s one of an acolyte who hopes,
someday, to produce Great Prose., He is Devoted To His Art.

I have a footnote here that says thet I shouldn't attempt to put
large black capltal letters on these titles because this 1s a talk
and not a Work of Art,

With a great reverence, our dreaming geniue i nse talla nis
firet typewriter ribbon. This takes him a couple of hours because
the directions he got wlth the machine were for an L.C. Smith Super
Silent, end the machine he liberated by means not here mentioned
turns out to be an Oliver or a Woodstock. After hammering the spools
in tight, our dreaming genius then tskes a shower, complete with tur-
pentine and a cake of sandstone Lo remove tne good they put on typer
ribbons.

Them with another ritual sign and a few genuflectlons, he opens
hls first package of white, pristine, rag-content paper,

Thils 1s a pre-requisite. It must be rsg-content paper, watermark-
ed, He prefers a deckle edge, but he 1is slightly frightened by the
inferences. After all, hand-made, deckle edges paper is for the fin=-
ished, polished writer-- nay, the Author.

He might even have congldered the quill pen, hand cut. But he
knows that hils handwrlting 1s not as smooth and flowing =& the pen-
manghlp of, for instence, Willy Ley or Henry Kuttner,

He slso consldered shootling the works by hocking the family silver
to buy a typewriter with italie typs, like the dincus Theodore
Sturgeon uded to type Blanea's Hands on, but again his immaturity
weighs him down heavily and he hates to presume that he is a Blg Name,

However, he can and has purchased, swiped, or otherwlse acquired a
reem of good rag content paper.

The first sheet of which he thrusts into the typewriter, rolls it
down to theimlddle of the first page, end---

Pause

Spends the next four hours trying to meke a neat pattern out of
his name and sddress. Unfortunately, hls name has an even amount of
letters and his address had an odd number, They do not center, IHe
congiders moving to an even letter address. He conslders changlng
his name because he finds 1t too expenslive to move. He consilders the
latter favorably because he knows that 1t is fashionable to use a pen
name, or what he prefers to ¢211 a nom de plume.

At the end of four hours he suddenly remembers that 1t 1s good
practise to make a carbon copy, and he exults that he has not started
something serlous on a single copy only.

Eventually he tlres of thls foolishness and gets around to putting
down the title he has selacted.

I must note at this polnt that our hero has not yet considered the
idea of writing sclence fiction. No, times ten to the third power,
no. For sclence fictlon 1s pulp, cheap adventurse sscape trash with
shoddy plots and cardboard characters and nonsensical mumbo-Jumbo
masquerading in the name of sclence.

Science fiction i1g a thing that we read for complete relaxation
once we have pollshed off our ten pages per day of welghty litera-
ture., This is both sensible and sound. For relaxation one does
gomething completely opposite to his delly tasks.

Seience fictlon, being cheap pulp, ls not worthy of our efforts,
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18 not worthy of the high-rag content paper we have bought.

Our first effort must be almed at a lofty target, a work compara-
ble to The Razor's Edse or Arrowsmith.

Of course, our hero realizes that the guys who wrote such books of
merlt were craftsmen worthy of the name Author in 1talics, and whose
work 1s also worthy of the hand-made deckle edged paper. But on the
other hand there were great books wrltten by beginners, who on their
first shot became best sellers, Book of the Month Club selections,
with a lot of subsldlary rights all of which added up to a eold quar-
ter of a million bucks.

Here the writing ambitlon slows as our would-be dreams of the day
his book is announced.

The big cocktall party, he seated et a large desk placed in a prom
prominent posltlon, autographing his book for Eisenhower, Mickey
Mantle ,and Pablo Picasso., Maybe Ike might not make it, but Mamle
certainly would. He'd be happy to autograph one for her, too.

He toys with the thought of growing a beard.

From here he goes on. His first yacht, his estate in South Carol=-
ina. Premidre Day at Grauman's Chinese with the cameras watching him
alight from the limousine with Elizabetn laylor on his arm.

Eventually, of course, he would have to hire a secretary and prob=
ably an accountant or lawyer to keep hls income tax straight.

We pauge, now, to let six months pass. -

In the meantime our hero has run through the first eight-dollar
ream of rag content paper without having gotten past page 6 of any
attempt., He has come to one conclusion by this time: That if he in-
tends to wrilte the Great American Novel, he had better do it on cheap
paper first and then rewrite it for sale on better stuff,

He 1s also slick and tired of hig characters, his plotk and the
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opening paragraphs he was once so fond of,

But he keeps pluggling, because he knows how great are the rewards.
His relexation has not changed, he continues to read the current
1ssues of several science filctlon magazines because they are relaxing

and because he can wade through the cheap pulpy writing and realize
how superior he is wlth his more lofty ideals of doing serious wri-
ting-~ literature no less. Writing with a purpose, an aim, a message
fraught with significances of 8ocial, economic, and behaviouristic
importance,

Sooner or later, however, he runs afoul of a particularly lousy
1ssue of his favorite magazline. This causes a traunma.

Now, before I go on, I note that there are a couple of editors in
the audience, each one carrying a smug look on his or her face. Each
without the shadow of a doubt, is congratulating himself on the known
fact that our hero could mot possibly been reading any issue of his.
Thls 1s a fallacy. GClinker issues have come out agein and again from
any and all magazlnes, and by every editor. So, dear editor, it
might have been that lousy issue of yours that turned our hero's tume
my, made him hurl the magazine ‘across the room with a vliolent reac=-
tion, sayinge

"Hell., Even I could do that good."

Unfortunately, he 1is overheard, his bet is called, his statement
is repeated to him and he is told to put the hell up or shut the hell
upe At thils polint our hero dlsposes of his notion of writing the
Great American Novel, or even getting on the Best Seller list, Gone
ig the Book of the Month Club, and although he feels regretful, he 1s
st11l1l assured that now and then Hollywood picks up a science fietion
tale and pays good, s0lid coin of the realm.

Ergo, he stops thinking about the deckle edged paper and the pale
purple typer ribbon and starts to write a gclence fietlon yarn.

We will assume, at this point, that our writer-to-be 18 not the
kind of Joe that turns up in the slushplle with a five page novel,
where the openlng lines have the three maln characters tied hand and
foot in the catacombs under the Great Pyramld of Cheops, and which in
the next three pages sees them escape their bonds, steal a rocket-
plane, and are then indulging in a love scene as thelr robot-driven
plane passes acrogs the state of Iowa on thelir way to the hideout of
the North American Underground 1n the far Rockles.

Instead, he 18 the kind of guy who actuelly has sometning to say,
or will, eventually.

His trouble now 1s that he approaches science fiction with a curl
of the 1lip., Belng far above thls crap, he certalnly should be able
to turn off gueh a potboller in a couple of hours, It takes him
about six wd§ks to turn off this opus, which he does with a curl of
his 1lip and a sly sneer,

He ships it off and six weeks later it returns with a little
aquare of printed matter on one corner, phrased in generously gentle
terms, the implicatlon of which 1s that this story stinks.

Having a bit of contempt for that editor's taste anyway, our hero
gends it to the next magazine, and with some amazement after a couple
of months, he is forced to admit that the literary taste of Number
Two 1s sbsolutely congruent with Number One.

But with sly self-evaluation our young friend is forced to face
one very satisfying faect. Knowing that he is a beginner he has sent
his opus to two of the second=-rate mags. It is entirely possible
that his effort 1s of too high a caliber for low grade outlet and
that his stuff might appeal to one of the better outfits.

He ships it off to one of the top grade houses and then sitse to
walt it out.

During this period of walting, he has ooccamslon to buy more paper.
The storekeeper, having wateched his best customer run down the scale
from the high-grade parchment to the stuff that is sllghtly better
than kleenex, engages him in conversation.

"Lotta paper, you buy."

Proudly, our hero nods. He draws himself up to his full five feet
three or four and tries to look down his nose. This requires him to
tiit his head back because he is shorter than the merchant, but he
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does so anyway, and he states, with a lofty air, "I, sir, am a fic=
tion writer."

This 1s supposed to put the simple merchant in his place. After
all, what should a purveyor of office supplies know about aesthetics?

With some calmness the merchant says, "Oh? Glad to know you. Used
to teke a swing at 1t myself,"

"Is thet so?" our herc replies, unimpressed.

"Yeah. Wes one of the old Argogy boys when 1t was Munsey. Got
away from 1t when Argosy began“?% come unglued. Tell me, where are
you being published. Have to get me a copy and teke a look.

Thls 13 e stopper. At some date later in his career, 1t will be
possible to say that he hasn't anything on the atands right now, but
he'll bring one in one day. Having had nothing on the stands and
having had no experience, our hero is forced to admit that he is an
unpublished =author,

He slinkz out of the stationary store and vows that he will buy
hls supplies in Joolworth's, where the clerks are not inclined to get
embarrassingly chummy with the customers.

Time~~ zc they say--passes,

His mallbox is one day loaded with a thick document, which turns
out to be his manuscript. He opens the thing and finds to his sur-
prise that instead of the simple rejection slip, a letter in enclosed
It reads-~ =

"Dear Mr. Zileh: b
I have resd your story with some interest. I
am sorry to say that the general theme does not fit our demands
but I am interested in the style. I suggest that you read sev=-
eral issues of Beat Up_Science Flction, and try to slant a
theme in our generel pattern., Try to maintein thersame style,
Sincerely,

August Lemuel Stoopnagel,(Third)

Editor"

Having been a constant reader of Beat Up Sclence Fiction since it
first hit the stands, our hero is a bit puzzled by the admonltlon to
slant the next one that way. But he goes out and buys the latest.

He reads.

And then he gets a brilliant idea.

Once more he takes off on hls pet tangent, and slx weeks later he
comes to the end, slips 1t in the mall, and goes home to sit 1t out.
During thls walt, our hero may get Involved with any number of

projects. He wrltes. He plays games, He reads.

And eventually he finds in hls mailbox, some six we:ks later, a
slim envelope with e cellophane window. In a frenzy of effort he
manages to tear the thing open without destroying the contents and he
finds that for his efforts he has recelved a check.

It isn't much, but godammit, it is a check.

With much enthusiaem he shows this evidence of his proficiency to
his friends and neighbors. They nod politely but all they can see 1is
the name of the bank. Unfortunately, the publisher banks at some
Joint called the Corn Exchange.

We will mercifully draw the curtzin on the scene of ribald ribbing,
the only shleld agalnst which 1s the fect that our hero was pald.

For, no matter what they say, he is now a writer.

He has been paild.

This, naturally, leads us to

Stage Number Three

The First Story

Many months after the first check has been spent, a
one-line note is made in the Things to Come column that the editor
uses to f1l1 in a couple of inches of blank magazine. It mentions
that a Job entitled such-and-so will be published in the next 1ssue
by a new wrlter named Zilch.

For the next thirty days, he haunts the newsstand, the drug store,
and the boockshop. It becomes known that he has a story in the forih-
coming lssue of Beat Up Science Fictlon.

our hero's friends inform him with s baleful eye that they are
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prepared to read this opus megnus and deliver their commwents. People
who have never heard even heard of science fictlon seem to be sltting
there with thelr tonpues hanging out to read this thing. Once more,
and even before 1t was printed, our hero takes refuge in the statement
thet he got pald for it. Obviously, getting paild for writing excuses
anything.

At parties he 1s introduced as "The Writer." whereupon the sweet
young thing looks vaguely startled end coos, "What have you written,
Mr. Zilch?"

Now at this point I digress. Quotlng Bob Helnlein, there seems to
be somethlng Just s 11ttle bit s n i d e and dirty about writing,
in the mind of the average cltlizen., The writer, somehow, 1s an un-
derhanded charscter who does not have to hit the eight fifteen every
morning, can run aground In a tee shirt, and of course whenever anyone
calls on him, he 1s sittlng around relexing and ls always handy with
the whlskey bottle. People see workers working. They know that bank
clerks push pencils and count other people's money. They've seen
all sorte of workmen making thelr weekly wage. DBut very, very few
people have ever seen a writer in the process of writing.

They forget that writing i1s en occupation that does not permit e
loud audlence, Obvlously, any writer hard at work 1s hard at work
only when he is alone and undisturbed. When the telephone or the
doorbell rings, he stops work.

Somehow, people do not stalk up to a carpenter and ask him to oute
line the detalls of his latest stalrcase., They do not interrupt a
cement contractor for the deteils of his latest basement, or ask him
to give a blow by blow description of how the sidewalk was laiqd.

But the sweet young thing asks: “What have you written. WNr. Zilch?'

And our hero, suddenly losing all prestlge because of the questlon
says, in a hopefully vague way, "I wrlte sclence fictlon."

"Science fiction?" she replies, equally vague. "You mean deroes
and buck rogers and stuff 1like that?"

"Well... ©TPves Teso"

"My, Ziloh, tell me. What are the Flying Saucers?"

This, no doubt, 1s the reason why the female element in sclence
fiction has, untll recent date, been a blt conspicuous by 1ts absenca
It has probably been the end of more promising friendships than
liquor, dices horses, or the Kinsey Report.

With deep mutterings, our hero retreats, vowlng that his vengeance
will come later.

Being serious for a moment, I have a hunch that the problem here
lies in the fact that people expect writers to perform like dancers
or musicians, instead of having their work shown like a painter or a
composer, A¥writer, writing, 1s in the same category as a dancer
practising. The finished production writer comes at a time when he
i1s not at work, whereas a daneer after
practise, goes on the stage and dances
in person.

Well anyway, the fatal date arrlves
and Bgat Up Science Filgtion turns up on
the stand.

Again, we will mercifully dravw the
curtain upon the scene. People who
greet the new writer quoting hlm out of
context should be drawn asnd quartered.
Guys who read the tale and sit making
marginal notes as to which party used
this phrase and at what clambake the
author heard which Joke sould be dipped
in boiling transformer oll.

An aslde, here. I've been asked re-
peatedly why I specify transformer oll
instead of the usual hot grease. Trans-
former oil is a special grade of stuff
noted for the fact that it can be run
hotter than the usual oil without smo-
“| TRIED, | TRIED! king, catching fire, or vaporlzing.




- CGeorge 0. Silth

This permits the subject to be dipped in the vat without having s
cloud of vapor or smoke to elther obseure the pleasant scene, or
providing the vietim with a case of palnless suffocatlon in the
smoke before he hits the stuff.

Former friends go into raptures dramatizing the lovescenes, the
wlse cracks, the varlous situations.

Unfortunately, the check 1ls forgotten, overlooked, or waved aside.

He has no defense. Writers are a sensitive lot.

Well, I'1l not go into that in any great detail., Just take my wor
word for 1t.

The event of this tempest in a thimble now brings us to

Stage Number Four

The Prodigy. or the New Writer

The arrlval of the first check, no
matter what the implications, plus the sight of hls Name In Print for
the first time, have a profound effect upon our neophyte.

No matter what they say, no matter how mueh they kid him, he did
produce,

He has not changed his ambition to write Literature, at least not
yeot.

But as he sits before his typewriter, vislons of that check and
the magazine rlse in front of him, and so instead of taking off on
his hundred and fifty thousand word opus magnus, the damned typewri-
ter takes the affaly in hand and the first words sound like---

"Sam Parrish let his spacer down on the darkside of the
closed planet of Merango fighting to keep his flares from
lighting up the whole horizon. He sat in the control roox for
a half hour, watching the horlzon for the approech of the vie-
lcus natives. Then Sam Parrish lasughed with self-confidence.
Santching up a blaster, Sam opened the Spacelock and dropped to
the grounc. He knew that he could not rescue the lovely Glorla
Hamsworth sitting in his ship. He had to cut and fight his way
through-=-"

After fighting his way through thet wall, dragging his ambition be
behind him, our hero glves up on the Creat American Novel and lets
his fingers run wild.

By the third story, his name appears on the front cover and hie
lale is 1llustrated by one of the better known artists.

Our writer has passed the point of no return.

Alas.

One thlng, however, has not changed,

He goes to a party. By now he has been sgelling on a 750 batting
average for a year or two, He has spread himself out so that 1s very
hard for him to pass a month without knowing whilch magazine to step
up and buy in front of an admlring friend so that he can erack it to
page 104 or page 48 and show his frlend the story. Or if a month
pasges dry-likc, he cen at least open the magazine to the reader's
page and show sald friend that he had a tale in last month,

Trouble is, 1like the guys vwho cannot see the check for the name of
the bank (Corn Exchange) these guys always mansge to pick the letter
from some reader who tekes this golden opportunity to run our hero's
work into the mud,

But anyway, our writer eoes to a party where he is introduced to =2
sweet young thing with lar ¢ baby blue eyes, who look up at hir Yine
pidly and asks, "What do you write, Mr. Zilchi"

"Science fictlon," says our hero proudly.

Heo knows that hls name has been on a couple of dozen covers, in
reader's columns hers and there. He gets fan letters, hls name 1g
brulted about in fan magazines, and there 1s no reason to explain any
further, except:

"Oh. Science Flction, Mr, Zilch?" You mean deroes and buck rogers
and all that stuff?"

"Well, er--- not exactly. You see-~-"

"Ohhh., Tell me, Mn Zilch, what ARE the flying saucers?"

Along about two in the morming, our her is fished out of the punch
bowl, wrung out, poured back into the bottle, and £ent onto his ad-
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dress via messenger.

During the hangover, he learns thiat there are a hundred and fifty
million peopls in the United States of America. There are a stated
hundred and fifty thousand reading eirculation claimed by scilence
fiction magazines. Pro-rating the two figures, he comes to the con-
clusion that one out of one-thousand people in this broad and beau~
tiful land of ours may have heard of him, His friends stilll thing it
amusing that 014 Zileh actually writes., His relatives think it is
rather nice that he 1s actually getting money for his efforts.

Nelther his frienda nor his relatives' think of him as a writer,
for some reason. His writing 1s more or less of a hobby, amusing,
oddly pald-for, but, of sourse, not as important as pushi a pencil
at the 0ld Third Natlonal, or tightening EBolt Number Sevenly Three on
the o0ld Production Line.

And 1f, as 1t was the case during World War II, our writer happens
to be engaged 1n some alassified pursuit like developing radar, atom-
ic bombs, or the like, his scientific friends kid the daylights out
of him for using certain of their own characteristics in his charac=-
ters. Or flanging up some cockeyed 1dea and making side money from
it.

However, thim total le&ck of appreciation on the part of his
friends who do not take pulp writing seriously eventually gets him
down, He looks tor an out.

This may take weeks or it may take months, but it eventually comes
often in the followlng manner:

Due to something said, our hero writes a letter of explanation or
rebuttal to one of the mlssivesg in the letter golumn which is then
printed by the editor. After all, fan columns are unpaid space, and
anytime an editor can get a well-known writer to write something for
nothing, it gets 1in,

Now, our writer has been reading the letter columns and he has
seen references to things llke the Philcon, Pacificon, Torcon, Pltte
con, and 80 on. He 1s interested but not movea by any great urge to
vislt untll someone in his own eity reads his letter and forthwlth
gots ahold of our writer by mail and asks him over to thelr sclence
fictlon club, which meets on gubsequent Sundays, 0dd Thursdays and
Michaelmas Eve.

He 13 told that he will meet L. Sprague de Lafayette, Fletcher
Hubbard, Isgbc Kuttiner, and maybe Henry Pratt, who are in the city on
business.

This sounds interesting.

However, at this point if I have glven the impression that our
friend has an oversized hatband, I'm gorry. He is a writer, sure
enough, but gith a dozen storiea under his belt he stlll does not
feel qulte up to meeting these fellows who have been hard at 1t for
anything up to or beyond ten or Tifteen, in some cases twenty, years.

Diffidently he walks in and tells the guy at the door that his
name 1s Zilech and he heard tell that there was a science fiction clud
here and would they mind if he sits in.

He gits quletly whilgt some gent runs off an hour or so on some
subject or other, but as he sits, there ia a whispering campaign go-
ing on that grows until the speaker becomes annoyed and stops. Some-
one asks our little chum if he is indeed none other than Oscar: Qs
Ziloh,

Here the meeting breaks up in disorder, hie hand 1s shaken all
ground, he is greeted warmly by the same famous names he 1s awe of,
and sort of takean into the family,

Our writer has finally made his connection with organized fandom.
He belongs., His name is known and hig words are greeted with respect.

During the later portions of the evening, a young female-type fan
gazes up at him out of large brown eyes and simpers,

"Mr. Zilch, perhaps you can tell me horasily, What ARE the Flying
Saucere ™"

Again tiat does 1t. Some hours lu ~r our herco ls forcibly separ-
ated from his quart, stood up, and give.. 2 gentle lauunching shove to-
wards hone.

Behind him, someone asks, "God! I wonder what drove him to drink
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Someone else says, "Well, you know writers."

And at thlis polnt, our writer has reached

Stage Number PFive

Ihe Regular

The Regular Science Flction Wrlter Stage is ruled by
several characteristics.

It must be remembered that our writer now has made the friendship
of the fan group, met several other wrlters, and in place of the worn
out guestlon "Mr. Zilch, what have you written?" he 1s now greeted
with the question: "Hello, Oscar, what are you working on now?"

Thls is one happy change from the old daye and separates the neo-
phyte from the regular.

Another change is to his sorrow, Where, as a newcomer, everything
he turned out was greeted with howls of glee, he now finda the boys
eyeing hils stuff with 2 more critical eye and lambasting him when he
turne out & clinker, This is because he has now had enough exper-
ence to make 1t tell, and his readers have read enough of his style
and genergl stuff so that they can begin to grade it more critically,

It i3 always tough to have a friend come to you and tell you that
the lest one was a stinker,

Writers, I've sald, are a sensitive lot.

Again I'11 not dwell on that subject. =

Zilch finds another loss in his having becomne & regu¥ar. Where he
once found himself gilven very little credit for writing and was
greeted with very little respect by friends and neighbors for 1t, he
enjoyed the changé thet took place when he found his fan group, where
they did give him credit for his stuff and respected his efforts.

But as he becomes a regular, he finds once more that gven his fan
friends are greeting him with friendly comradeship instend of haenging
on his words of wisdom es they did before.

People who agreed with him wlllynilly before are now erguing with
his opinion. At his first auction he happily sew one of his criginal
manuseripts go for twenty three bucks., At his last auction he c=aw
another of his treasures pass across the ‘
board for seventy five cents.

This, he feels, 18 a personal af~
front.

It isn't., It's Just the law of
diminishing returns at work. The
signed manuscript of Willlam
Shakespeare would be worth a
heil of e lot more moola than
8 signed letter from George
Washington because a lot of
the latter exist and none of
the former are avallable.

But this stage has its
compensetions. Here our wri-
ter has his first hardcover
book published.

He has his coocktall party.
It consliets of eight or nine
people and one hell of a pile
of books. Neither Ike nor
Mamie are present, and not
even Trun~n manages to show
up, although she'a shown up
everywhere elsge.

As the hours wear on, our
hero reaslizes that the elght
not-signed copiee of his
first book are someday going
to be worth money.

He is graciously granted "Strange... the forelgn body
twelve coples for himself. lodged in your throat seems
For some sirange reason, he to be e human vertebra."
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suddenly finde himself with azbout 2500 personel friends any and all
of whom seem to feel that they should be handed a compllmentary,
specially inscribed copy.

And some of these characters have the temerity to come back in a
week or so and start to eritlcize the book.

It seems to me that any man who reads a book without having to pay
for it is not entitled to throw criticism--~ unless he 1s getting
paid by someone for eriticlzing it.

Our reguler, now being well known in the bigger fan circles, is
naturally assked to speak at a convention.

This is a big thing. 3ut somehow it doez not come off because our
hero 1s 2 writer and not a professional lecturer. He is expected to
be elever with the wisecrack, the repartee, the blinding retort. Un-
fortunately, he knows that the bit of sharpness that takes a half
minuﬁz to read may take an hour to boil down to its brightly polished
sparkle,

But he tries the first one without a seript and muffs it because
he can't remember all the things he should say.

He tries the second telk and makes it but is criticized because he
read 1t from a scoript lnstead of speaking off the cuff,

But the second try goes better and from that time on he reads his
telk end to hell with the guys who don't care for a reader insteac of
a professional lecturer.

Then, eventually, our writer, for any one of many reasons, i1s in-
vited to become part of a panel or a radio or television broadcast.

Nervously he goes on the air, hoping he won't forget himself and
come out with something that will get the station a pink tinket from
the F.C.C. and a nasty letter from the Legion of Decency.

He responds to the questions, finding himself more and more at
esse a8 the program goes on, until finally the interlocutor smiles
confidently and says, "Mr. Zilch, with your years of experlence in
geience fictlon, perhaps you can tell us What Are The Flylng Saucers?"

"Oh for God's sake-" says our hero.

Lightning flashes eround the studio. The big swltch 1s pulled.
Someone In the control room slaps on a phonograph record in a hurry
and through the monitor-speaker system, someone ig saying in an unc=-
tious volce, "Due to technical difficulties, the program you have
been hearing has been temporarily cut off the alr. We will return to
the studio as soon as the difficulties are corrected."

Correcting the difficultles conslst of removing the writer from the
the viclnity of a live mike and depositing him abruptly on the side=
walk in front of the studio.

Hours lster the bar closes end he 1s led to the sidewalk, poured
into a taxi¥ab, snd sloshed home.

In the morning, through hils hangover, Zilch realizes with some a
amusenent that he 1s now entering

Stage Number Six

The Suggessful Writer

This stage in its own way 1s also charac ter-
ized by certein features.

The writer is aware by now of the faect that Just because he has
been quoted in the newspaper a few times,

And that because he has four or five boocks in various publiec 11-
braries,

And because he ls asked from time to time to turn out so many
thousand words because the editor has a hole in the next issue,

And because hls ratio of sales to rejects has risen to a very good
battling average, life time,

That even so he can't stand on any street corner and say "I am
Oscar Q. Zilch" and have & lot of people come running to greet him.

He has seen someone on the bue reeding & book of his and he has
mentioned his authorship--= and been looked up and down with cold
disbellef.

He has offered one of his books to someone who looked at 1t and
replied coldly, "I never read this junk."

He has learned to scorn the people who think that writing 1s elth-
er a case of one hour of work per day, or the other guy who thinks
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that you have to be a genlus to express yourself on paper.

Ho 1s greeted at conventlons with a roar of mingled cheers and good
good natured boosz, some of which are not so good natured.

He 13 qccaslonally asked to speak end whether he does a good Job or
1s a complete flop depends on whether he manages to guess right es
to the nature of his audlence.

He has learned to greet people he does not know from Adam with a
politely interested expression, but he knows that he has finally are
riveg at the position of success when two things take place simul ten-
eously:

First, his appearance at some fish fry, clambake, or taffy pull is
almost calmly ignored because the people at the conventlon are all
clustered around some new neophyte who has had his first three yarns
published and is now the new hero.

And

when he runs afoul of Robert Bloch's Seventh Stage Fan--- which is
entitled the Fan-Fan who 1s sco buasy running fan mags and engaglng in
fan activitles that he has no time to read the professional magazines.
It probably tekes place as follows:

Our writer ls walking through the lobby en route from the bar to
the conventlon hall when a character comes by and says,

"Zilch, got a spare buck?"

Our hero hands over the dollar,

"Congretulations, Zilch. You are nov & nember of the N;Triple-F.

Zilch looks stertled and groans, "Zeus, what have I done!

Forgetting the lncldent, he enters the hall to listen to the brand
nev prodigy speak at great length on some sublect or other. He for-
gets the incldent, has a good time, and eventually goes home.

But the 1nc1dent is not ended here.

For the next slx weeks, at each mail, he has to get out the old
erowbar and pry 1t free. It conslsets of a verltaeble snowstorm of
letters, cards, mimeographed bits, formally printed maiter, fan maga=-

zlnes, requests for: money, blood, en original menuscripi, something
that he wouldn't mind having printod in a fan mag, and one Zuy esking
for an autograph.

Zilch has Just been wrapped in the mallbox by the N-Triple~F wel~-
coming commlttee which they spell W=E~L-C-U-M in order to save time
and foster the Sinplifled Spelling.

Arong these--- sfter a couple of weeks of this guff he gets a
letter from some whistle stop in Idaho, wrltten by a party we shall
call Mr. Adam U.S. Royal.

"Dear Mr. Zilch:

.elcur to the NFFF, wnicr is our nation-l secience
fiction fan orgonization. Ue are =211 glad to have you with us,
any new sclence flctlon fan is 2 welcum addition to our group.

We have found that the way to become prominent in fen cir-
cles is to write lots of letters to other fans and to editors’'
columns, and eventually you will be able to start a fanzine.

We all wish you luck In your new assoclatlons.

Sligned,
Adam U, S. Royal"

This letter is too muech. Our hero sits down and fires a rock back

saying:
"Dear Mr, U.S. Royal: i
Your card amuses me., But I fear that I'll
not be able to become very prominent in fandom by writing lots
of letters here and there because I hold down a regular Jjob,
and spend my evenings and weekends writing sclence fietion.
Slgned,
Oacar Q. Zilch"
Two weeks later comes the following reply:

"Dear Mr. Zilch:

We are always glad to hear one of our fan group
asplring to appear in the prozines. While I am sorry that you
cannot be actlve in fandom, I hope that your professional wri-
tings will be a sucecess. Please let me know if you are ever
published.
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Signed,
Adam U. 8. Royal
Postsoript: BSince you are attempting to write professionally
you must have studied. Maybe you can tell me, Exactly what ARE
the Flying Saucera?"

Our writer pal can take no more. He gives up. Hias binge is long
and concentrated and when the smoke clears away he is ready to enter
the Seventh and Pinal Stage.

Now, John W. Campbell once made the statement that every reader
would like to be a fan, and every fan hopes to be an suthor, and the
ambltion of every author 1s to become an editor.

This 1s mot true. It is at best an oversimplification. The am=
bition of every writer is to become financially independant, to exist
upon past royalties and reprint incomes and to establish some sort of
system where the folding stuff comes in because of his past endeavors
efforts, and long-lived proficiency. He woula iike to emulate some-
one like L. Frank Baum who wrote the first of the Oz books at the
turn of the century and whose heirs and assigns are still collecting
fully royalty payments some sixty years later,

Becoming an editor is not a step in this direction, It may be a
sort of short inch, but it is no longgtep.

ey, 1t does bring us to
Stage Number Seven
The Retired Writer
As in the case of Dootor David H. Keller, whom I

happily misquoted at the beginning of this tirade about the Fourteen-
th Form of Literary Expression, the Grand Opera, I don't know any re-
tired writers end go I don't intend to spend auch time disoussing
them. All I know iz that every so often there is an obit in the news
about some writer who died in the middle of his forty-seventh novel
at the age of one hundred and three,

014 writers do not dle., They Just get damned slck and tired of
answering damfool questlons ebout Flying Ssucers.

Are there any questions?
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ON l e 6 Screen Deckinger

IN HOLLYwOOD TERMINOLOGY, a "sleeper" is a motion pilcture which is re-
leased with a minimum of promotional ballyhoo, used to pad out a pro=
praa counltting of a morce Nighly pecarded second feature, and of,
surprisingly end unexpectedly, becomes both a critical ana/of pox of-
fice success. In recent montns., two such films, "Ride the High Coun-
try" and "Lonely and the Brave," received this status, and from all
indications a third fllm, in 2 selence fictional vein, must be consid-
ered a sleeper too. This picture 1s titled "Panle 1n the Year Zero"
and 1s very llkely playlng as an also-ran to some more prominent Hol-
lywood blockbuster in your bocals,

dowever, "Panie in the Year Zero" 1s an extremely good plcture. The
first thing to do 1s to dilsregard the foolish title. A novelization
of this film appeared under the erroneous title "End ol the World,"
but even that was preferable to what Amerlcan-International chose to
inflict upon the finished product. Don't let the preseﬁpe of Frenkle
Avelon in the cast deter you iro. seelng it. My own poliey is to shun
all plctures bearing the names ol such adenoid-exercising adolescents
as Fablan, Presley, Avalon, etec., etc., but in this film young Mr. Av-
alon is glven » part that is strictly non-musical, and offers hir the
opportunity to display any dr-matic abllity he may possess under the
faggish halrecut and baby-face smile. And any faults in fiis perfor-
mance are superbly offset by the acting of Ray Milland as the desper-
ate, concerned, and thoroughly frightened father, who suddenly learns
that survivel cen consist of more than driving the car to work in the
morning, and crawlling into bed at night.

Plotwise, "Panic In the Year Zero" offers an unlimited potential
for a glfted screeen wrlter, and, happlly, much of this potential 1is
realized 1ln a truthful, plausible, =nd suspenseful seript. A middle-
aged married couple (Ray Milland and Jean Hagen) living near Los Ang-
eles depart early ome morning on a flshing trip, with their teenage
son and daughter. Since this 1is expected to be an excursion of gever-
al days duration, a well-stocked trailer 1s brought along. As they
proceed along a dirt road heading away from the city, there is a
blinding flash and a terrific roar shsakes the air. They turn to ob-
serve the familiar mushroom shaped cloud rising from the city. Pande-
monium reigns crlefly. Mother wishes to return to the city, in an im=-
practical etiort to see her mother. Eventually they decide to retreat

Throughout the Tilm, the feelling ls expertly conveyed of soclety
loosening 1ts grip on civilized man, as survival, rather than soclal
niceties and conventlons become all important. Asg the family pulls
into a gas statlon a customer ahead of them, unable te pay his bill,
slugs the attendant and speeds away. The father finds thls act un-
thinkable and barbaric yet scveral days later, when a full gas tenk
18 a matter of life end deaih, an attendant seeks to overcharge him,
and he does the same thing,

The advantages of having a weapon in one's possession.at this tilme
are fully exploited, too. After purchasing several rifles in a small
store, Ray Milland finds himself forced to hold & grocery store owner
at bay because of his inability to pay a bill. But even 1ln this he
retalns some vestiges of the clvilized man by sincerely pledging to
repay the remainder.

A subsequent news broadecest reveals that the enemy (who is unnamed)
has bombed all the large U.S. cltles, and we have bombed theirs in re-
tallation. The full irony of thls becomes more and more apparent as
the movie progesses, for the only enemies wialch the family contends
with are Americans like themselves, flghting and killing for survival.

Meanwhile, the family is beset with other dlfflculties. Minor pro-
blems, formerly regarded only with mild annoyance, are transformed in-
to burdensome obstacles. A large highway, filled with a constant,
murderous flow of cars driven by frentle drivers, must be crossed. The
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cars fefuse to slow down, or even stop to permit erossings, and any
attempts to dash inte the churning rush would be suiclde. Ray M1l-
land finally solves the problem by pouring a stream of gasoline gw
cross the roadway, and lgniting it, thus providing a temporary flauming
barrier, behind which his car and trailer can pasasa.

Insuring survival means enforced isolation. It means they must
take refuge in a large but crudely furnished cave, confiding and
trusting in no one but themselves. A half-dozon caches of food and
supplies are burled. Thé car 1ls camouflaged, the traller abandoned;
by 1ts conspicuous nature 1t would immediately attraet interlopers.
The cave 1s outfitted with as many comforts as can be provided, and as
a final gesture to civilization, the father declares he and his son
will sheve dally.

Inevitably, the irresponsible criminals enter the scene. Scarcely
more than teenagers, they demonstrate their willingness to adapt to
the environment by killing and stealing, treding inhibltlons for cal-
lous brutality. In all probability, the strongest scene of the entlre
film i1s when Ray Millend shoots the two young killers who have raped
his daughter and nurdered a nelghbor and his wife. The starkness of
observing a man desperately gunning down two deadly vernin has a stun-
ning impact.

By the filmn's end the viewer learns that the enemy has suffered the
worst damage, and has sought lmmedlate truce talks, thus bringing to
an end the brief war between the two countries. But the audlence ig
left to ponder another question- that of wer for survival on an indiv-
idual basis.

There 1s, of course, some corn in "Panic in the Year Zero," inclu-
ding a superfluous romance, but this is far outbalanced by the plaus-
ibllity and urgency of the film. It 1s both a commendable and thought
provoking effort, deserving the attentivn of anyone concerned about
tomorrow.

"Jhat is that?"

"It is the Fulcrum,"

"What does 1t do?"

"It supports the Lever."

"What does it do?"

"It destroys."

:How dops 1t work?"

The Lever is the irrestable force. Infinity is the immovable
object., The Fulerum is the pivot, and the pover 1s the mind. The
Lever and Infinity presss together to crush the Inbetween. Anyplace

is Infinity in relation to the infinite so 1t can work at any point.
"Then you know too much..."
accompanied by a $2 bill will
_____________________ o
THE PANIC BUTTON ]
1217 Weaton Road
Toronto. |
e |
Enclosed find $2 for I
1

It is the yltimate weapon so only one can operate at a time. Now,
~David Lasky

_bring you the next six issues

the world's greatest magazine.

THE WEAPON

do you und&rstand?"
of Canada's derriere-garde mag-

'Yes, I think so."
This coupon, Clipped and mailed,
azine. Right to your door!
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THE ggﬁNoggEBGdited by Don Bensen. Pyramid Books, New York, 192 pp.,
5 0
This 1s the second anthology of stories from that most wonderful
of magazines, Unknown. Although 1t would be well-nigh impossible to
put together a poor anthology from such a source, Bensen comes fairly
close. For each author, there was always a better story or stories
which could have been chosen.

The first selection 1s a Kuttneryarn, "The Misguided Helo," which
possesses a practlically unlimlted potentlal and which realizes none
of iIt. It 1s not even a story in a true senge, possessing as it does
neither climax nor resolution, and breaking Campbell's Cardinal Rule
by leaving the main character 1ln the same state as he was at the be-
ginning. Of 1t, Mr. Burbee sald, "Kuttner did better in high schooll

The second tale is by Nelson Bond, who excels at the light touch,
but who falls flatter than a pancake when he takes his horror serl-
ously. This story, "Prescience," is, bluntly, terrible: completely
predictable and peopled by the most blatant of stereotypes. The edl-
tor, Bensen, states In his i1ntroductlon that Bond has slightly revised
the story, and invites all readers wilth the October 1941 Unknown to
compare, So I compared. Slightly revised is right. One of the blg-
gest revisions was the substituticn of "poppycock" for "bah." To
you, Mr. Bond, "pooh."

The next story is Sturgeon's "Yesterday was Monday," which could
gafely have been left out, for 1t appeared 1n the Campbell anthology,
From Unknown Worlds (which, by the way, is still available ~at 25£1
and a fantastlc buy- in the British edition from Richard Minter).

The same applies to Gold's vastly overrated "Trouble with Water."

I could go on and on, for each story. And not only 1s 1t a poor
selection for the authors represented, but there are so many flne
ones omitted. Cleve Cartmill, Frank Belknap Long (most of who's work
was terrible, but who produced two gems in "Johnny on the Spot," and
"It Will Come to You."), H.W. Guernsey (Howard Wandrel, and some real-
1y fine stories), Jane Rice, Leater del Rey and Mona Farnsworth were
bypassed in favor of tripe by Bond, Robert Arthur, and Wellman.

Bensen's introduétion and introductory notes ara informative amnd
lively. Asimov's forward is interesting plus, but 1i{ ends on an un-~
pleasant pleading tone, not at all typical of Asimov. Also worthy of
speclal note are the Cartler illustratlons which fall utterly to con-
vey the effect they are able on the expansive pulp-size page. The
best 1s the one for Jameson's "Doubled and Redoubled" {which Bensen
quietly transplanted from Hubbard's Fear) which must be seen in 1ts
original to be belleved, along with Cartler's other illustrations for
Fear, which show him at the absolute top of his form.

Reader's of this collection will be Interested in knowing that an
anthology 1s due from Britaln entitled HELL HATH FURY, another pick
of the Unknown crop, edited by George Hay, whoe'er he be.

THE GIRL, THE GOLD WATCH & EVERYTHING by John D, MacDonald. Gold

Medal Books, Connectlcut, 207 pp., 35¢, 1962.

Another variation on the New Accelerator, hlgh paced and well
plotted, full of unbelieveable and engaging characters (the super
arch criminals, the transformed ineffectual, the moralistic stripper)
making up some of the most delightful nonsense that has come this way
in a long time.

THE NATURAL HOUSE, THE LIVING CITY and THE FUTURE OF ARCHITECTURE by

Frank Lloyd iright. HMentor Books, New York, 224 pp., 255 pp.,

352 pp., 75f, 756, 95€, 1963.

Beautifully and completely 1llustrated, these books are a must
for enyone interested in architecture, or just in ldeas. They are
packed solid with ideas, captivating and stimulating ldeas, simply
and clearly presented. /right was no Shakespeare. His writing had
many faults you might expect of one who created in another field,
But he ig literate and lucid, and has the knack of arousing in the
rcrder e intellectual excitement he felt in what he wrote.



JAY’S CORNER | EVERYTHING FOR THE COLLECTOR
6401 - 24th AVENUE BROOKLYN 4, N. Y. ES 5 - 8874

SCIENCE FICTION

& FANTASY

BOOKS & MAGAZINES
ENCYCLOPEDIA

On January 15, 1963, Jullus Unger died. For twenty-five years the
best and largest of the magazine dealers, he was knowand liked by
practically everyone in the fleld. Listed below 18 the remaining
stock. The prices have been especielly lowered, so that 1t can be
sold as soon as possible.

ASTOUNDING April 1935 to December 1961, practically all in ahso-

lutely mint conditlon. $400

AMAZING April 1926 to July 1929, with Quarterlies and Annual, all
absolutely mint. $125
For single issues, almost all 1926 to date, send want list
FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION Complete 1949 to 1961 $50
BALAXY Complete 1950 to 1960 350
KAZAR all 3 20

MIRACLE, SCIENCE & FANTASY STORIES both, mint 35
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES complete 1939 to 1953 near mint to mint $100
WEIRD TALES Two issues missing in 1923 and 1924, and half a

dozen are coveriess (but the first 1ssue is here,

in fine condition). 1925-1954 are near iint & mint

At auction. NMinimum bid %700, First %1000 takes 1t,

Almost all UNKLOWN and UNXNOWN WORLDS at §2 each; defective- #1.50
First igsue $2.50 (no other 1939 issues, except April)

THRILL AOOK August 1 and September 1, 1919 koth mint.
540 each, or both for §75

Orlginal Sunday page lllustrations by Hogarth for Tarzan storles.
Each measure 21 1/2 inches by 28 inches.
"Blockade" January 24, 1942
"Crash# July 26, 1942
"Discotvered" January 3, 1943
"Marauder's Return" May 9, 1942
450 each, all four $175

Bound Volumses
FANTASTIC NOVELS, the first series July 1940 to April 1941, ming
25

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES three volumes of lssues from Sept 1939
to February 1941, mint cond.; all 3 §35

26 volumes of the golden stories from Argosy- Merritt, George

Allan England, Ralph Milre Farley and scores of others., If inter-

ested, make offer for all 26 volumes,

Over 300 hardcover volumes, including many Arkhams. Send for
price list or send your want list. 107 off on orders over $25.

Hundreds of softcovers at 25£ each, 5 for $1.

Please- all checks and money orders make payable to Mrs. B. Unger.
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THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR by Walt Willis & Bob Shaw. Published by Ted
Johnstone (now Dave McDanlel), 1503 Rollin Street, South Pasadena,
Californla. 75§

Prior to this republication, I'd heard a lot about the Enchanted
Duper. It was Great. It was Terribly Funny. It was The Fannish
Classie. BSo impressed was I by all this that even before reading it
I was planning to reprint it (...) Then I read 1it.

I was not, frankly, dlsappointed. I suppose my high expectations
were tempered by my pessimistic nature. For this work is not great.
But 1t 1is good, very good, excellent. Willis is clever and inventive.
He has a natural and easy wit, and a knack for Just the right bit of
symbollsm which borders on genius. Every once in a while his wit
gets a bit out of wack, becomes forced, unsubtle ("My name is Leth,
Robert George Leth. They call me Leth R.G. for short." or the squeale
¥y transitlon from egoboo to the egg of the Bu bird).

The illustrations by Eddle Jones add nothlng to the text. But it
1s stlll, of course, well worth getting- 1f it can still be got.
Cross your fingers and gsend MecDanlel seventy~five cents. (There were
only 150 printed, so you'd@ better eross your toes, too.)

SPECTRUM, Lin Carter, 2028 Davidson Avenue, New York 53, #.Y. 6/8L.
This 1s a 'zine devoted entirely to book reviews. Enjoyasble, sen-

gible, perceptive reviews. If you can't buy every book on the market

you might make this your buying gulde. A neat bit of mimeography too.

SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES 64, March 1963; published by the LASFS, available
frzm R?g Ellik, 1825 Greenfield Avenue, Los Angeles 25, California.
25 5/%1.

ihe book reviews are falrly enjoyable, but there is not much else
here that ilnterested me. laybe this ls a poor issue. The cover -uy
liervyn Peake yet- deservcs some sort of award for sheer putridlty.

XERO 9, September 1962, Pat & Dick Lupoff, 210 East 73rd, lew York
21, N.Y. UMNo price tag. Act!

This 1s one of those fanzines that makes me seriously question
the necessity of a 'zine like INSIDE. Absolutely speaking, of c.,
nothing 1s necessary, but in terms of relativistic dadaism, there
might be a place for it. But a 'zine like XERO destroys the necess-
ity of all but itself. Let us pay homage to the Great God Xero.
This mag has everything and one hundred pages of it. Get 1t. Amen.

WARHOON 17, Oectober 1962, Richard Bergeron, 110 Bank Street, lew
York 14, N.Y. 20€, 5/#1, trade, contribution, letter.

iy God, anothers This issue 1s highlighted by a con report by
Walter Breen. Breen has a speclal genius for con reports, and thils
one ably demonstrates it. (And where the hell is FAIAC, alter?)
Pepper and spice are provided by Bergeron imself, Charlie Wells, John
Baxter and James 3l1sh, plus a lively and very Interesting lettercol
featuring Fred Pohl on the wrong side of an argument. Ninety pages
of this. At 20¢ you can't miss. You couldn't miss at ten times
that. Get it, you fool.

FANTASY FICTION FIELD, Harvey Inman, 1029 Elm Street, Grafton, Ohio.
1 1.

3/§ revival of Unger's o0ld magazine. A newsie that carries no im-
mediate news, mosily stuff on the book forecast level, but worth get-
ting for 1ts dependability. The latest number carrles a con report
of the Open ESFA meeting by Don Studebaker and Harriet Holchak. Lot
too good. Included wilth each issue is a page of Paul Scaramazza's
index to sf in magazines appearing up to 1925.

SATHANAS 4, December 19¢2, Richarl Schultz, 19159 Helen, Detroit 34
Michigan. 25¢ "or the usual.”

A sloppy but spirited issue. This one 1s devoted to 2 con report.
Schultz seems to have spent most of the con being floored by Willis'
Jjokes. Ming the Merciless gives this issue his stamp of approval.
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A SENSE OF FAPA, Dick Eney, 417 Fort Hunt Road, Alexandria, Virginia.

The chaneces are there are none of these left. If there are, then
get 1t, get it it 1s a must. There are almost four hundred pages
here, and not a dull one among them. A third of a million words re-
presenting some of the very best of FAPA. I have been informed by
Correspondent X that some of the material here was reprinted for less
than honorable purposes. Be that as it may, this 1s still fine stufg
a monumental plece of work and with genuine historical value.

The piece is, of course, FTLaney's "Ah! Swect Idioey," a truly Fon
culean attempt by the author to evaluate, as well ns record, his
life as a fan. Laney has been criticized ac been totally unjusti-
fied iIn his vitrlolle attacks on fans. I have been told that Laney
saw homosexuals "like McCarthy sew Communists." He ig vitriolie.
Maybe these homosexuals that he saw crawl out of the Lasfs woodwork
were only figments of a hlgh-strung temperament. 3But going beyond
this, it seems to me that Laney hit upon some baslie truths concerning
fans and fandom. Briefly: that for the most part fans are social
mlsfits, that thelr maln problems are sexual in nature, that they use
fandom to sublimate their drivcs, to retreat, rather than to find out
about themselves,

Laney has a clear, well-paced style. The whole thing is entirely
literate and possesses a unity that one would think impossible of a
work composed entirely on stenecil. O2f course there 1s some stylis-
tic awkwardness, such as his h2cit of introducing character sketches
with "Well I guess this is about the place for another vignette."
Inevitably he gets carried away, and in the last few pages lapses in-
to some of the very sloppiest wrlting I have ever come across, wrap-
ping up the 130-odd-page bundle with what 1s undoubtedly the worst
concluding sentence in print.

Burbee has a wunnerful bit on how the Swumzer 1947 FAPA malling was
saved. Rotsler's cartonons are delightful. Curtls Janke contributes
an excruclatingly honest blt of self-examlnatlon. Redd Sogrs on the
Skylark, Jack Speer on fan history (the same period of the oskowitz
book- you might compare) and lots more fine reading.

DYNATROW 16, March 1963, Roy Tackett, 915 Green Valley Road NW,
Albuquerqug, Low sexlco. 15€, 8/81 or trade, contribution, letter.

A very enjoyable mag. Mostly light stuff, with an especlally fine
lettereol, Nostalgla for the good o0ld days of the ten cent pulp
seems to be a staple of the lettercol. (Alva Rogers: "Every time you
mentlioned a mag with 1ts price in those days I sobbed right along
with you. ASTONISHING 10€¢, and a really fine magazine 1t was, too.
And remembe® when you could get 162 pages of ASTOUNDING for 2042
Those were the days. And how about all those magniflcent novels re-
printed from the old Munsey mags in FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES and
FANTASTIC NOVELS for 10¢ and 15¢ when FFM was still being published
by Munsey?" Tackett: "Stop 1t! You'll have me blubbering in a min-
ute.") Being & pulp collector, I get a big kilck from this sort of
thing. Rogers & Tackett- dild y o u see Beaumont's article in
PLAYBOY several months back, which remlnisced in fine style on The
Shadow and Doc Savage? Why don't you guys stop blubbering for an
hour or two and write an article, in the XERO comic-book vein, but on
the pulps? 1I'd like to read it.

THE PANIC BUTTON 13, Les Nirenberg, 1217 Weston Road, Toronto 15,
Ontario, Canada. 40f€.

Some of the funniest insanity to come this way 1n a long time.
Nirenberg has successfully comblned the best elements of The Reallst
and "Captions Courageous,' to produce a fanzine so way out 1t"s not
even a fanzine. Keep thlas atmosphere, Nirenberg, don't go fannish.
The social commentary, through the cartoons, captioned photos and the
articles, are the meat of the magazine. Excellent satire, too., If
you're John F., Kennedy you won't like 1t, much. Or if you belong to
the DAR. Or the John Birch Soclety.

Lots of fun.

Read a book lately? Contributions to all columns welcome!
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THE MINUTE HE WAS AWAEKE, Wadek knew that all was not right in the
house. Ordinarily on the Lord's day he slept gulte late, indulging
himself in one of his few sensual pleasures. He was accustomed on
these mornings to hover for several hours in the delicious sloth of
half-sleep, realizing that it was morning, and that soon the time
to get up would come, but not even considering any effort toward
this end.

Perhaps Wadek had been having a bad dream and the horror of it
had jarred him awake, while the dream carriled over into the sparse
light of his small bedroom. In any case, as his eyes opened and he
became aware of himself and his bed and his room, his first thought
was, "My God, I'm caught, I'm losti"

His fear was not the unreal, vague terror of a distorted nighte
mare. It was directly related to his room, his bed, the bed
clothes, and hils mother's house. Suddenly this home that he had
known all his 1ife seemed to be full of terrible danger, danger
that hid perhaps below the foot of the bed, crouching to spring at
him if he attempted to get up. The bit of blackness that lay be-
yond the open door of his clothes closet perhaps teemed with indefin-
ite monsters. His discarded suit, crumpled on the chair, had the
shape of some penslve sub-human thing. The clutter of pens, cigare
ette wrappers, and torn envelopes on his dresser was a tangled swarm
of insects and serpents as Wadek peered at them in the sémbre light
that inched into hls room around the edgeas of the drawn shades.

To gettle himself, Wadek laughed out loud. "Holy Christ!" he sald
in self-derision. It sounded weak and hollow. He threw pack 1ls

quilt and swung hils legs to the
floor. Feeling his fekt touch the

cold wood, his sense of g more mun-
dane reality returned to him. It
was Sunday, he had only awakrened
early because of a bad dream. His
mother and sisters would already be
downntelirs, hurrying about the

warm kiltchen to ready the enormous breakfast that they would share in
the good room with Wadek, who was the single solld pole about which
their exlstence orbited. The cloth would be spread, there would be
flowers on the table, and Wadek would read the paper and eat, answer-
ing from time to time the gossip they had gathered during the week,
or telling them anecdotes from his office, sometimes interpreting
world events in the newspaper for them.

Thinking of this, Wadek laughed again. His mother and sisters
would be pleasantly surprised at seeing him downstairs so early, and
they would marvel when he told them how his dream must have been so
terrible that it had even frighted him when he was awake.

Now Waedek stood before his closed door, almost =8 naked as the day
he was born., He scrateched his head, deciding to go to the bathroom
at the end of the hall before dressing. Washing would clear his mind
He reached out his hand for the knob to open the heavy door, and
stopped short.

For he had heard a noise in the hall, a scurrying, rustling sound,
as though broom straws were being blown gently by his doorsill. Hils
ears caught the bristly nervous sound and he froze, near-naked in the
helf-light. There was something sinister in the sound, as if this
dry whisper of a noise were a warning of great and traglc importance
to him, as though it had promised something more, as thunder promised
rain,

Wadek felt his mouth go very dry., He was holding himself so tight-
1y motionless that his body shook slightly at the base from the
strain in his muscles. Cords stood out at his wrists and neck, and
he began to focus all his attentlon on the corridor outside hils room

Gordon A. Weaver
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He heard nothing. He listened so intently that there was no realiza-
tion in him that he could see the door and the knob in front of him,
and still he heard nothing,

Wadek coughed from holding his breath too long. Cautiously, he
exhaled, The low sigh that his breath made caused him to suspect his
room agaln. The tangle of insects and serpents remained on his dres-
ser, The sub-human man contlnued to think darkly in his chalr, and
unknown things lurked in the blackness of his closet.

With an effort he regalned control of himself. He was Wadek, this
wag the Lord's day, he had awakened early because of a bad dream, and
his mother and sisters would be downstaris, humming and gossiping,
frying and stirring things for Wadek's breakfast at the table in the
good room.

"Well, for Christ's sske!" Wadek said. He was utterly dlssusted
with himself for this childishness. He squared his shoulders and
sucked 1n hls slack stomach, determined to seize the doorknob like a
man who opens doors t{o strange rooms as a matter of course. Clearing
his throat with menifest purpose, he took hold of the doorknob and
turned it, meaning to fling the door open wide with a bang, so that
his mother and slsters below would be certain to hear that he was up.
But at the last moment he lost his nerve, and opened 1t only wide
enough to poke his head out into the hall, pressing his bare fraic up
to the corridor, reluctant to throw aside any barrier to the dusky
hall.

Wadek peeped into the corridor. It was illuminated by a bulb in
the bathroom at the far end. The light bounced from the ceiling to
the floor, cutting the hall into yellow and black slices. At first
there was nothing and Wadekx had almost declded to open the door the
rest of the way when he heard the nolse agaln.

There was the rustling of gently blown broom straws, then a faint
and fretful secrateching as of a dog pawlng for admittance, and then
the beast crossed from the blackness into the yellow slice of hall.
"Jesus, Joseph and Mary," Wadek croaked. It was two feet high and
perhaps three feet long, besides the limp string~like rat tall that
colled on the floor behind it. Its fur was the dirty buff grey of
rats, but stiff and lying smooth on 1ts baeck, like a pig's bristles.
Its ears were short rat ears, and its teeth were the fi1lthy incisors
of a rat. He felt that he must still be in bed, under the quilt,
dreaning allrthis, but the tremors that shook his body, spreading
from his stomach to his intestines, to his legs and arms screamed to
him that he was awake and that this was.

The beast stopped now in the yellow slice of hall and turned 1ts
face toward Wadek. For an lnstant, a puzzled, quizzical look remalin-
ed 1n 1ts sigk, evll, rat-pig eyes, and then they gllittered with re-
cognitlion of*Wadek. It snorted, and then backed up on 1lts grey haun-
ches and sprang for Wadek's throat. He ran behind the door and slam-
med it mueh faster than he imagined he would ever be able to. He
threw his shoulder against it and braced himself to take the shock of
the beast's weight upon the old wood.

If he had retained any last hope that the beast was somethling from
the morbid pits of his subeonscious, it evaporated as the enimal land
ed snarling on the door, pushing the heavy panels painfully Into Wa-
dek's braced shoulder. The noise was like a cannon shot, banglng and
echoing down the hall, shaking the clutter of things on Wadek's dres-
ser. The windows 1in Wadek's room tinkled and shook with the vibra-
tion, and Wadek realized that the crash was certain to be heard by
his mother and sisters as they bustled unaware in the kitchen warm
with breakfast.

"My God!" Wadek thought; his mother and sisters, they would hear
the noise and come running upstalrs to see what was the matter, and
the beast would get them: He must warn them- this thing would have
them, it would perhaps crecp downstairs and surprlse thew and tear
them to pleces in the kitchen. '"Mother!™ he screamed. "Mother, for
the love of God, get out of the house, run , hide, get help, get out
of the housel" His voice broke, and tears rolled down his face. It
would kill them, they would come upstairs, it would spring on them,
tearing thelr throats.
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Outside the door the beast gnuffed =14 whined in frustration. ‘a-
dek could hear the secrateh of its claved feet. MMotherl" Wadek
screamed. He knew they had not fled for ne would have heard tuenm
leave the house. Were they all three, his dear sisters at his moth-
er's side, paused now at the stalrecase landing, hesitating about what
to do? "For the love of God, go get help, run, bring someone, bring
help, hurry!" Wadek screamed again. What were they doing? Surely
they had heard.

Wadek, 1n desperatlion, allowed himself to slip down the length of
the door to the. floor. The beast was beginning to gather for anoth-
er spring against the door, There were quicker and quicker 1ittle
rasping steps on the wooden floor of the hall.

What was 1t? God in Heaven, there yasmothing like this, where
did it come from, how dld it enter the unouse? A moment of silence,
Wadek heard the snorting breath as it pulled in its strength. He
braced. There was a creak as it pushed off the floor. Why didn't
they hear it downstairs? The beast erashed against the door, which
herked at its hinges under the force of the impact, loosening the an-
clent screws, making the old wood screech as it splintered.

But the door held, and the beast landed back heavily upon the hall
floor. The celling fixtures downstalrs were sure to have been set
swaying, dlshes must be rattling in the cupboards; what was wrong
with them? Whenever he called to them, not even loudly, #they had al-
ways come running to him; they cared so much for him, his mother and
dear sisters, where were they now?

"Mother, Mother, Mother!" Wadek called, completely hopeless now.
Oh dear God, he thought, won't someone get help, won't someone come
and kill it... ki1l 1%, No, they would not come. Somethlng was
wrong, they did not hear or they did not care, but he was~1eft alone
to be slaughtered by this ting. He must save himself.

Wadek thought now of a weapon. Anything, any sort of club and he
right be able to hold 1t off as would a mad dog. He would have to
hold the door until he was ready to try and run into the corridor.
There would be no chance to dress, he must go as he was, mearly na-
ked, make it to the street and get help, get someone to come and kill
1t. Wadek cursed hls mother and sister, useless, stupld things!:

They knew what he was facing, why dldn't they get help? Didn't they
love him?

He squealed in anguish as he swept his look about the tinv dark
room for a weapon. Thc beast raged outside the door, walking in
cireles and whimpering in eagerness. On the dresscr, was there a
pociret 'mife? lio, not the dres-cr, serpents and insecis moved there
a.ong the elutter of cneap things. The chalr? No, the quiet half-
man sat there dangerously. .Jere? The closet? No, something evil
walted in the darkness for him there.

"Oh God!" Wadek cried. There was nothlng, no weapon. Below, he
imagined them joking and carefree, spreading the cloth on the table,
setting the centerpiece of flowers, carrying in warm trays of food.
In the corridor the beast began to pace smaller circles and to stlfle
its roaring. It was golng to spring agaln. They had forgotten him
downstalrs and he was alone. Wadek coldly thought that he now must
g0 into the hall and face it with hands, naked as he was, without
helpe.

Why had it come? When he looked into its angry pink eyes 1t had
geemed to recognize him, to know him as Wadek, to lust to destroy
Wadek and no other. Why had 1t not gone downstairs and attacked his
family? Had 1t been put there, or perhaps sent? Who sent 1t?

Wedek understood that he must go out into the hall as a man and
%111 this filthy animal, filthier than any imagination. He dared not
let 1t breal in the door and grapple with him in the darkness of his
tiny bedroom. Here, in the bedroom, the clutter of Inseets began to
buzz. The pensive monster in the chalr stirred, there was a spark in
the blackness of his closet.

Again Jadek heard the qulick scratch-scratching steps of the beast
as readied itself to gpring. Wadek drew himself up as a man. He
drew in his breath, summoning up the terrible wrath of his dignlty
and hig divine humanity, opened the door and darted out into the hall
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He had surprilsed it and 1t scuttled back into the shadows as \adek
drove at it, kicking at its ugly head. He screamed with anger at
this impossible horrld beast that had held him a prisoner behind his
door. He kicked at 1t savagely, screaming, "Goddamn, goddamn, god-
damn you," with all the hate that had plled up in his barren life
with his mother and sisters over the years.

The huge beast wheeled into the black slice of the hall, hurt by
the kicking. It eyes reflected the light as 1t watched the enraged
man who stood deflantly In the middle of the yellow slice, who it
knew so well., It elrcled in the darkness for a moment and then char-
ged. Tts needle-sharp inclsors ripped into Wadek's forearm, thrown
up in front of his head to ward off the onslaught. Muscles, nerves,
and tendons were plucked and severed, causing Wadek to seream in
agony. W

Gripping hils crippled arm, Wadek set himself to recelve another
charge. This time the beast feinted with human cunning, and as Yadek
lashed out with his foot at 1ts head to stop the leap, it turned and
sank its long teeth into hils heal, Wadek kicked furilously to loosen
1ts bite. The beast twlsted, tearing loose the flesh back of his an-
kle, laming him.

The inner understanding that his survival now hung in the balance,
that he, Wadek, might perish In a moment, drove all human sense of
pain from him. He could not fight without a weapon and kill this
thing that came from outside God's creation, a man needed a weapon.
Lamed in arm and foot, he must fall to his knees and fight as the
beast fought 1f he was to survive; 1t was the only way left to fight.

Now on hils hands and knees, Wadek felt the equal of the beast. It
sat at the edge of the black slice. There was sllence. Had his fam-
i1ly not heard this? Enough of them, he would deal with them later.
In the silence, Wadek listened to the panting of the tirilng beast.
His own short breaths punctuated those of the beast. He looked into
the pink eyes with equal hatred and recognition. He lknew the beast.

It charged into the yellow slice, roaring and rasplng its feet on
the wooden floor, its tail flicking behind 1it.

Wadek dropped to his stomach, flat agalnst the cold floor, and
then sprang up to the beast's throat as it tried to stop short its
rush. Wadek clamped his Jaws into the soft halry neck of the beasi,
holding its head fast with hls good arm and trying to stave off the
clawing feet; with his crippled limbs. The pig bristle hair choked
him and the beast's animal stench poured into his nostrils.

The beast sqealed and gurgled as Wadek chewed into 1ts soft under-
side, shaking its heavy body from side to side. It fell over, end ia-
dek Tinished it, bashing and mauling it with teeth and nails, strew-
ing 1ts entrails over the hall. He snarled and raged in the mlddle
of the wideﬁﬁng circle of blood, his own mixing with that of the
beast.

The beast lay dead next to him. He seemed to have forgotten hils
own wounds, to have lost all consciousness of himself. He epluttered
and spat the pig bristle from his mouth, wiped the filth from his
face. Then he remembered his mother and sisters.

Had they not heard it? Did they mot know what he had done? They
had not come, they had not gone for help. He would deal with them
now. He started down the corridor and toward the stairsg, hampered in
his movement by hls wounds.

His mother and sisters had been very busy preparing the breakfast.
They sat expeetantly at the table now, fresh flowers in the center-
piece, drinking coffee and gossiplng as they walted for iadek to come
down for breakfast. The newspaper lay open at his plate.

When he reached the landing, they saw him. They screeched, fall-
ing back from the table, upsettins glass serving dishes that fell to
the floor and broke as they rushed about the room, clinging momentar
1ly to one another for help, like foolish chickens. "Jesus, Joseph,
and Mary," his mother repeated., "Oh, God, God, God Almighty, save
usg," his sisters cried.

Wadek watched them flutter with hate in his pink eyes. He licked
the blood-flecked pig bristles around his mouth, and his smooth rat
tall thrashed behind him.



That Man Clarke

william f temple

Inside my last INSIDE was a note from the editor: "iould you do
that article on Arthur Clarke you mentioned to Ron a few years ago?"

If I ever dld mention such a thing I must have been out of my mind.

Arthur Charles Clarke is an impossible subject, as the Queen of
England once remarked. (Clarke had been hobnnbbing with her husband,
who was credulous about flying saucers at the time, and Clarke hand-
led him firmly. This is true. Clarke told me so himself. " 'FNow,
look here, Phil,' I said...")

Once, long ago, when Clarke was unknown and the world was blissful
in its ignorance, I shared a flat in London with him. It was a per=-
fectly balanced arrangement: ne d1d all the talking and Iiadid all the
housework. Both began to wear me down. 1In desperation one day I went
out and married a girl and brought her to the {lat to help me with the
houseworx. 3ut I couldn't do a thing about Clarke's talking. lobody
could- then or now,

Correction. One man could: Clarke. 3But he was far too busy lis=-
tening to himself talking about himself. I began to call *him "Ego."
The name stuck. Which, unfortunately, Clarke's tongue never did.

It was around that time that he began to wrlte the Colossal Ameri-
can Novel. "Great" wasn't great enough for Ego. Read his stuff, es-
peclally of that perlod, and you'll find he went for the super-adject-
ive every time. And it didn't matter that he was 3ritish. He was al-
ways generous with himself. Clarze belonged to the world. In short,
he was a one-man mankind. If the Americans wanted a Great- or Colos-
sgl- American Novel, he was willing to glve them one.

The master opus was called Raymond. To begin with.

He wrote away at it on the klichen table well into the small hours.

He drove himself hard and me mad. He neglected sleep, food, drink,
and (of course) the housework. Around three every morning he'd kick
open my bedroom door, kick me awake, and roar: "Listen to this, 3ill,
it's naked genius." Then he'd declaim from hils manusecript, with the
ink, sweat, blood and tears still wet on it.

It was all about a colossal spaceshlp which, some time at a colos-
sal distance in the future, went out on a colossal Journey to some
colossal star...

It really moved me. Right outof bed, to throw hlm out.

Eventually he retitled it Agalnst the Fall Night and sold 1t to
"Startling Stories." Everyone was duly startled, especlally the edi-
tor, Sam Merwin, who was so startled when he realized what he'd done,
he resigned immediately.

Later, having found some new adjectives to stuff 1ln, Ego rewrote it
at great length, called it The City and the Stars, and sold 1t again.

He's currently rewriting it in three volumes. The new edition will
be called Jar and Peace and the Cinerama rights have already been sold.
The premire will be on the moon in the crater named 3Bailly (naturally:
it's the largest). It will be generally released on Jupiter.

I feel maybe I'm recording only the dark hours. There must have
been odd moments when he was bearable, but they seem to have slipped
through the holes in my memory. Surely he had some less trying, if
not exactly redeeming, traits?

Well, he liked to have porrldge for breakfast every day. Nothing
wrong in that, except that he would shave with an electric razor at
the same time, simultanenusly reading his mail, the morning paper,
while listening to the readio news and -naturally- taliking. (About
you know who.)
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You see, he'd read Professor Whitehead, who maintained that the
sign of the highest intelligence was the ability to perform six dif-
ferent operations simultaneously. Eco was merely demonstrating him
intellignece.

He remalns the only person I know able to digest halr-and-porridge.
Another tralt: everything was a Challenge. (Hence The Challenge
of the Spaceship. The Challenge of the Sea, ete.) He felt constrained
to prove that he could best everybody and everything- except, unfor=-

tuneatly, it.

I taguht him to play ping-pong on the kitchen table when it wasn't
being used for the breakfast-time circus or having Rayvmond written on
1t. At first I beat him easily. 3ut he improved with surprising ra-
pidity, and soon was beatlng hell out of me. Later, I discovered hed
been spending every lunch-hour in a Clvil Serviece games room, working
up his game until he could prove he wag Top Cat.

Agaln: being reasonably normel, when I came up out of the local
subway statlon I used the Up escalator. But not Ego. He would make
for the Down escalator, and race like mad up the descending stairs,
trying to beat me to the upper level and show that he could give me a
handicap and still win. He'd damn near kill himself with the effort.
Often I had to let him win, Jjust to save hls life,.

Okay, tell me now that I was a fool. I could have saved the world
from Clarke. He would never have lived to invent Telstar, and the
world would never have been afflicted with the peril of Instant Zron-
co. Maybe, even, Russia and the States wouldn't be spitting Sputniks
at each other. For he was Top Cat in the 3ritish Interplanctary So-
ciety. They used to meet in our flat to lay the foundations of space
travel. God help me, I encouraped nim and them: I used to hand
around the doughnuts.

He's still at it. Only the other day I had a letter from him say-
ing he'd been writing (in the intervals between having a round one
hundred photos taken of him by "Playbo¥") his reminiscenses of those
early days of the BIS in our flat. He'd Just sold the sald artlcle
to "Holiday" at a rate of some three hundred dollars per thousand
words.

And here I am expected to write an article about him for nothing.
I won't do 1t. Like I sald, he's an impossible subject, anyhow.

(:EEISP\ Jor ofd Fan ]“qgasin%
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science fiction
ARTHUR JEAN  COX

Most speculative writings on science fiction have described it
as a social or psychological phenomenon. Such writings have found
it catering to the reader's submerged homosexuality and masochism
(Legman), resembling the fantasies of psychotiecs (Planck), or a
representative product, partly cynical, partly naive, of a capital=-
ist soclety (some marxist writers).

I shall describe it here as a literary phenomenon., My intention
is not to controvert the other approaches mentioned above--obviously,
sclence fiction 1s a social and a psychological phenomenone~but to
show how much light is shed by a purely generic approach upon the
literary psychology of the writers, upon science fiction's relations
with other types of writing, upon its evolution, and perhaps even its
future development.

Introductory: Science Fiction and Fantasy.

We all know generally what science fiction is, That is why
we are able to reply to a proffered definition by saying, "No, you
see, that would leave out this story and probably that one"; an
obJection which shows that we have in mind some undefined defini-
tion, hazy but confidently recognized. We know that science
fiction has to do with new inventions and discoveries; with the
future; with things "away from the here and now", if only a step
away; with unknown and unexplored lands, planets and other worlds;
in short, with that which presently cannot be contacted, which has
not a3 yet become assimilated as part of the everyday background
reality; in short again, always with something which might be
called a metaphysical element, because it touches upon the basic
nature of things (even 1f only locally and somewhat mechanically,
as in a 'gadget! story), in a way in which the mystery, western
and magazine love story do not, In those stories regarded as
most truly science fictional, this metaphysical element is very
prominent, appearing as a strong theoretic interest, If a story
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has the outward trappings of sclence fictlon, such as spaceshlps,
other planets, and so on, hbut without any theoretlc interest, we
speak of 1t as "space opera", especlally If the emphasis 1s on
actlon and adventure, as 13 usually the case. (If 1t is not the
case -- that 1s, 1f the story is literate and non-melodramatic ~--
we protabtly do not press the matter, tut simply conslidar it
sclence flction by courtesy. Heinlein's "The Green Hills of
Earth" and Russell's "I Am Nothlng" are examples.)

It will te noted that thils observed metaphysical elemant does
not exclude fantasy -- storles of witches, ghosts, magic rings and
curges -=- whlch also calls attsentlon, bty its very naturs, to the
nature of things. 1In fact, sclence fictlion and fantasy might be
conaldered a single kind, set off from the other types of popular
fletlion ty the metaphysical disposition which they shara. We
romember that all the earlier definitions of sclence filctlon were
attempts to devise some ready means of distlnguishing it from
fantasy; it was only later, when fantasy was largely eclipsed, that
the effort became primarily to distingulsh sclence fiction from what
was now called "malnstresm fiction". But the earlier probtlem does
not seem very difflcult once the common metaphysical element 1s
brought to the fore: In those stories which we call fantasy, this
element salwaye has a supernstural character, whereas ln those we
call sclence flctlion, it is naturalistic -- that 1s, the theoretic
implications, whether or not they are drawn out, are not out of
keeping with "the laws of nature”. Any questlons as to whether
the imaglned events or 1deas really are In keeping with such laws,
or even whether the author belleves them to te so, are not relevant;
what 1s relevant is the manner of presentation 1n the story. (Of
cour se, 1t sometimes happens that the metaphysical character of a
fantastic story is ambtipguocus: explicit commitment to elther the
supernatural or the nsturalistic may bte witheld, for reasons of
plausibllity or added effect.)

Sclence Fiction 1s a Sub-Literary Genus.

My arcgument ls that sclence flction ig sub-llterary. That 1s,
it 18 one’of those species of fiction which depend for special
interests and effects upon varlous self-imposed limitatlons. As an
example, coneslder the popular mystery stery, especlally of the
type written ty Chriestle, Queen and Sayers, which makes possitle
its particular kind of appesl Tty conventionallzing death and
violence.i The murder 1s not completely, passlonally, realized.
The rage, "horror, grlef and suffering are not felt, or are only
conditlionally felt. There are no thoughtful reflections on the
nature of guilt, the necessity for punlstment or forglveness, and
30 on. The mystery wrliter, clever, humane and literate, sometlmes
breaches the limitaticns for the sake of touching upon something
feellngful -- and his took 1s putlished as a "novel, using some of
the technloues of the mystery story" -- but ordinarily the conven-
tion is malintalined, tecause otherwlse violence of feeling would
overwhelm the cozy interest of the puzzle, or confusé the aflxling
of gullt. The western and magazine love story depend upon other
conventions, perhaps even more obvlous.

But what does 1t mean to say that sclence fictlon ie sut-
literary? Wouldn't that mean that this kind of writing, which hae
always prided itself upon its freedom from restrictions, upon 1tas
wide-ranging novelty of thought, ia somehow restricting itself to
a narrower compass than is, ideally, avallsbtle to fictlon? If go,
what 1g the nature of the restricting?

Briefly, it would seem to be the literal preoccupation with
the subject matter. The emphasla must te understood: It 1s not
sut Ject matter as such. Many works of undleputed genius are in-
dlastingulshakle, as far as subject 1s concerned, from numberleas
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anonymous two-penny thrillers; and if we try to isolate the
strateglc difference which makes them, desplte the similarlty, so
much more expressive and memoratle, we find that it does not ccn-
slast of style, characterizatlion, or "story-telling genius". These
differencee exlst and they count, but they are not declsive. We
finally must concede that the larger work has an added dlmension,
a fourth dlmension, of meaning. Thiles may te plalnly a message,
an illustrated moral, or soclal satire; 1t may te symtolicsl or
allegorical, or comethinag not culte these snd yet mysterlously
suggestive (as In certaln storles Lty Hawthorne and Kafka); or 1t
meanlng may lle in the Jjuxtapositlon of two emotlons =-- which 1is
an ldea ln 1itself, and which can te 2 very trilliant 1dea; or it
may subsist even iIn the form of the story, made expressive and
slegnificant ty the way iIn which 1t marshalls and places sub-
ordinate 1deas and feelings. Helnleln has spoken of sclence
filction as "speculative fictlon". It is, of course; tut we might
recall that "momentous depth of speculation” which Keate found 1n
King Lear. He sald that 1t was thlas depth of speculatlon in Lear
and 1n other worke of art (he had painting in mind, as well as
llterature), which permits it to deal with dlsagreeatles, with
repulsive and territle thinas, wlthout destroying us. We don't
have to accept thls arsument fully to see that it qult® rilghtly
implies a much larger notion of "speculation" than is Ereamt of
in Helnlein's phraseoclosay.

In short, there 1s a sense ln which sutject doesn't matter --
except that 1t can bte made to matter, as 1t does 1in sclence fictlon.
The sclence flctlon story 1s genulnely interested in 1¢s natlve
toplcs -- the ingenlous inventlon, the marvelous Journey, the
curlous sgoclety so unllke ours, the logical extrapolation from =
sclentiflic axlom. But consider how easlly these things might
carry a larger or more urgent meaning: the inventlon could te a
symbol, the marvelous Journey an allemory, the curlous soclety so
unlike ours a territle warnlng or an exhortation, the loglcal
extrapolation a laughatle tut slnister lnstant of perverted mind.
In other words, the story could te a confession, a prayer, an
"anatomy", a paratle, a fatle, a satire; something rkretorical,
didactlc and pergussive. But Iin csuch ca2ses, what 1s speciflcally
sclence fictional or fantaatic fades. The invention, the space-
shlp, the allen soclety tecome merely 1llustratlve. They are
trangparent, or perhaps reflective, tut not opaque. The interest
1s not invested fully in them, and certaln kinds of pleasure are
not exclted or are not satisfled, tecsuse there 1Is nothing sutstan-
tlal for them to feed uponi nalve wonder, the excltement of playing
wlth conjJectures of universal scope, the quleter satisfasctions of
tracing out the plausitle applications of a sclentiflic theory.

There would seem to te an luherent temptation in fantasy to
symbollsm and gllegory, and in sclence flction to gatlre; tut the
tusiness of the magazine writer ls, not so much to resist the
temptation, ss to lgnore 1t. And wilth gocd reasson, seelng the
kind of interest he wlshes to appeal to. Consider Pllerim's
Progress. Allegory turns the fantastic lnside out. There 18 a
profuse play of images and incidents, extravagant, fanciful,
grotesque. and lmpossltle; yet not one of them ig fantsstic. Al-
ways, we see through the incident to the conception. If we pause
to marvel, 1t is at the author, not the ctory. When the whole
Intent of any imaglned lncldent or character le to convey some
extrinsic meaning, 1t doesn't much matter whether the incident or
character would te, 1n the actual world, possitle or lmpossitle;
the question 1s irrelevant. Thls 1la an extrome example, but the
implicatlon 18 clear enough: it applies 1n differing ways and
degrees to any story in whlch there 1s 3 tincture of the
figurative. We must not allow any sort of literary vanlity or
personal ldentiflcation to blur the thought, by prompting us to
object, say, that some storles publish=d 1in science fiction
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magazlines are llterature. We may grant any particular story any-
one wishes to clalm as lliterature: We are concerned here with
definitlion, not classification. We must insist only that what we
are talking stout 1s a resl distinction and not mere word-play.
Roughly, =2 fantastlc story 1s 'literature' preclsely to the extent
that it hae abrogated or quslified the customary interests of
fantastlic flctlon; that ls, preclsely to the extent that 1t 1is
not sclence flction or fantasy. It is true that Gulliver's
Iravels, Erewhon, Metamorphosis, Brave New World, Anlmal Farm

and 1964 occupy honored places on ouwr tookshelves, tut the
pleasure we take iIn them is not the plessure we expect to flnd,
or at lesst hope to find, when we pick up our Tavorite magazline.

A few words atout the social and political slgnificance of
aclence flctlon: We must sgree with C. M. Korntluth when he says,
in hls essay in The Sclence Fictlon Novel, that sclence flction
doesn't have much soc’ 2l meaning or force. (Those stories which
project present soci~1 facts aexaggeratively into the future are
seldom meant for vropssanda and we notice that the advertising
councils are Just a: tsken with Gravy Planet =3 everyone else.
Kingsley Amis' confldent misunder standing of the nature of
sclence flctlon, hinted =2t 1In his tltle and running throughout
New Mape of Hell, reaches its culmination 1la his puzzled query as to
why the writers haven't tusled themselves more with satirizing
and attacking particular instlitutions, parties and political
personages. Actually, If any writer should really te 1ln earnest
in exhor ting his readers to vote this way or that in any political,
religious, or even aesthetlc lesue, he 18 quickly suspected of
insincerity -- the more cuickly, the more in earnest he 1s. His
writing would te inalncere as sclence fictlon. We admire Ray
Bradtury, tut we are guspicious of his "preachiness". Boucher
and MacComas complaln that a story bty Walter M. Mlller shows how
sclence flction 18 rulned ty the iInjectlon of politics. Helnleln
writes a took in which he expounds a reactlonar¥ wilitarism, and
P. Schuyler Miller explains that Helnleln doesn't really mean 1t,
he 1s merely experimenting with an 1dea, etc. FPolitlcs can te the
subject of a story, but not its ot ject. For example, a story can
te projegted slightly into the future and concerned with the
realitles of internatlonal power politlcs; tut such storles
present conjectures, not urgent policles. Religlon can te handled
in a similar way (see "A Case of Consclence"), as can philosophy.

Science Fﬁctlon Developes through the Discovery and Exhaustlon of
Pogsitllitles.

Our working hypothesis ls a general statement: that any art
developes ty realizing the taslc possitilities inherent in 1ta
medium, whatever 1t may te. I shall try to adapt this to our
present subject by sketchlng, necessarlly uslng some rather troad
gtrokes, the evolutlon of the magazine sclence fictlon story.

The years of the Gernsbtack Amazine (roughly, 1926 to 1930)
were the age of what is popularly cslled "the gadget story" --
the astory of the new invention, the lngenious snd incredible
machine, or some equally singular glmmick, tlologlcal, medical,
chemical. Thls 1s the most elementary form of sclence flctlon.
All that the writer needs to do to command the reader's interest
1s to poestulate a single invention or diascovery. The narratlve
structure, 3s a result, 1s very limited. Moast apecimens, with
a few wilsh-fulfilling or comic varlations, follow a simple story
pattern: An lngenlous 1nventlon is presented and descrited at
length; but narratlve must have a striking and cllimsctlc endlng
-~ 80 the machine turns on the inventor and destroys him. Such
an unhappy outcome hints a moral and this is often elatorated
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Into a fatuous rationale ty the author; with the cur tous result
that a magazine self-dedlcated to the glorificatlon of sclence

1s ridden with superstiticus sntl-scilentific preachments. (See
Sapirc, "The Faustian Tradition in Ear ly Science Filcticn", for

a different angle on this.)

The varlatlons on the gadget story are soon worked out, snd
the wrlter cacts stout for comethine new. The otvlous possitilities
are (1), some sclentific advances are granted and the atory turns
upon a further development made possitle ty the tacksround, (2)
the exuterant creatlon of many Inventions spawned ty a Ekaslc
conception (as 1n Camptell's "Piracy Preferred”), and (3) the
marvellous lnventlion or élecovery maklng possitle a narrative in
which the active Interest 1s in adventure, war or Intrisue (the
staples of the Clayton Astoundinz}. This last shades off into
space opera, where theory ls absent or perfunctory; tut in these
early days, when thz lnventions are stlll prominently novel, such
stor les more easlily retaln a strong infusion of the gpeculative.

These offer more resources and they continue to supply

Amazlng and Wonder for a half dozen yesars; tut, in the meantime,
a wider territory has teen opened up; tecause there 13 another
possitllity (4), in which the interest 1s not so much in inventions
of any numter or kilnd as in farther-reachlne sclentific conjectures.
The rezult 13 storles of universal scope, cosmlc flavoer and awesome
perspectives, such ag "Cologaus”, "Night", "Sidewlse in Time” snd

alas, 411 Thinkinz!" This becomes the materlal of ths new Tremalne
Astounding (1933 to 1937), wheres 1t 13 institutionalized as ths
TThoughf Varlant'. The type relles heavily on atmosphere, often
awesome tut humanized ty a dif fuse sentimentallty (as with Gallun,
Long, Stuart). The large conjlectures tempt to a ratlonale of
formless mystlclsm, which 1ls very pronounced 1n the poorer writers
(agaln, see Sapiro, "The Mystic Renalssance 1o Astoundlnz Stor les).
The test of such storles 1ls exemplified ty the mood-essays of Don
A. Stuart, where the rich atmosphere 1ls given welght and structure
ty s strcng thematic development (as in "Forgetfulness"). The
lagtine work belng accomplished by the type 1s that sclence fiction
13 freed from a narrow reliasnce on the expository mode: the author
no longer feels 1t necessary to impart a flavoring of sclentiflc
information to hls story.

But this, too, is "only na phase'. There i1s a noticeable
flagging of inventlveness in 1937 and 1938. The cosmlc story 1s
dlsplaced, reappear ing intermittently in the work of a few o0ld
wrlters and, very much mutated, in that of a3 new one, A. E. van
Vogt. (In the early 1940s, a new constellation of magazines --
Super Sclence, Astonlshina, Cosmlec -- revive the type, tut the
results are never more than clever and striking.)

The new type 1s the technological story, where the emphasis
is on realism and plausitility. The "sense of wonder" 1s now
deliterately excluded anc a matter -of-fact atmosphere cultivated.
The delight 1s in the ever yday verisimllitude of the desorited
world. The story 1s more likely to take place twenty, than two
thousand, years from now. The concern of the writer 1s tc show us
the post-today wor1ld. the future 1n which we will actually te
living. Helnleln's "Future History" serles 1s a predictable
product. Helnlein tecomss the laureate of aclence flctlon. Alao
on the crest of the wave are Cartmill, de Camp. George O. Smith,
the Huttard of Final Bleckout, the del Rey of "Nerves". There 1s
a gareater interest 1n political and relipglous movements; history-
as-a-sclence tecomes a sutject (Asimov, van Vogt); as do the
humane dlsciplines, semantics, soclology and psychology (Kuttner,
van Vogt). Thle last line of exploration ends in World of A, the
Baldy serles, The Falry Chessmen.
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But now (19L6) our synopsis
would grow by following the laws
it 1s subject to influences from
linked to science, which has its
theories, changes in the climate

L5
falters. Ideally, sclence fiction
of its inward nature; actually,
outside, For one thing, it is
own laws: new discoverlies and
of scientific opinion, suggest

ideas and themes, And there are disturbances and interruptions.
We might overlook the impoverishment of materials and means caused
by the depression end the war, assuming that they had only a
retarding or inhiblting effect, but we cannot overlook the atom
bomb, It inescapably dictates subjects, as does the Cold War
which follows, with its armaments developments and apace race.
But these things should be no more than Interruptions: Any
unrealized possibilities would still be present, after these
enxieties and problems were cleared out of the way. Talented
writers would see that certain basic things could be done which
hadn't been done, and would do them,

The Science Fiction "Genius"™ i3 one who Sees and Works the Basic
Posgibilitles.

Agein, a very general statement: the artistic genius 1s one
who realizes the more radical possibilities of his medium, This
thought is adaptable to the lesser categories, The outstanding
talent in any of the sube-arts is one who recognizes the basic
possibilities in its circumscribed area. We can conditionally
apply the lebel "genius" to such a person. Steinberg, I would
say, is such a genius of cartooning, Everyone will agree that
Doyle was a genius of the detective story, and Wells of the
selentific romance,

Let us consider briefly a few of the major figures in recent
sclence fiction,

Robert A. Heinlein was recognized from his earliest days as a
germinal talent and, to many, he now wears the crown. He has
cultivated. and sometimes achieved in his "fantastic™" stories a tone
of everyday realism, almost prosaic. This is in itself a science
fiction triumph. It 1s made possible by his unclouded devotion to
"facts", ("We must love facts for themselves alone," he says in
Farmer in the Sky.) He might be thought of as a debunker. If we
hesitate to apply the word to him, it is because it is more commonly
associatedgwith writing that is touched with acridity or, like
de Camp's, a resigned irony; but is sultability to Heinlein is
plain, once it 1s considered, His story typleally points out that
that is not true, but that this 1s, His favorite characters are
the man who learns better and, more often, the man who already knows
and who, in no hesitant language, sets the others straight. (His
boys' books are the natural offspring of this concern with educa-
tion.) I believe that we might spin out his entire psychology from
this one strand, including his political character, but it is enough
to note how wonderfully congenial his native disposition is to
science fiction, He is concerned with facts and so with science;
but not facts abstractly, but pedagogically, and this gives to his
stories some social warmth, though not much passion, and some
clarity, though not much eolor, But, more accurately, he is not so
much imparting information -- that is, specific facts -- as the
philosophical submission to facts, a general attitude "proven" by
appropriate illustrations. The metaphysics, of course, 1s epistemo~
logy, the study of the grounds, limits and criteria of knowledge.
This 1s the subject of "Universe", Negatively, his essayistic bent
limits the dramatic powers, The plots are inadequate to the
interest of the subjects (the Fact can have no effective antagonist)
and the stories have weak endings; his most successful stories
terminete in impasses,
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A. E. van Vogt 1s not, unlike Helnleln, universally accepted
ag a prilmary sclence fictlon talent, tut he is the only writer to
have challenged the other's position for a period of over ten
years. He mlght te thoueht of as the helr of the earlier cosmic
perlod of science fictlon. Where Helnleln cultivated an atmos-
phere of everyday reallity, van Vogt wrote stories of 'complicatlion',
universal acope and cosmlc forces. His storles are highly roman-
ticized, sometimes resemtle fairy-tales, yst have a curious touch
of reallsm derived from the cool phrasing snd shrewd thought, His
most indlvidual quallty -- the element in hls make-up corresponding
to Helnlein's factuallty -- 1g his highly personalized pragnatism;
not a sophisticated acquired phllosophy, tut a life-view, nalvely
tone-deep. Prasmatlism 1s the other sclentific philosophy, defin-
ing essence as actlon and value as results: it 1s the sclentific
content of van Vogt's thought and the Intellsctual ingredient in
his attraction to sclence fiction. He does not share Helnlsin's
love of facts. o him, a fact is somethlnz to te used, or to ke
put aside 1f it 1e impertlnent to one's i1mmediate needs. He
rejects a prlorl knowledze and this lesds him lnto eccentric by-
paths. Hlg overmaster ing Interest is in ways of dolng thiags: 1n
methods, technlaues, instrumentalities, powers and dominations.
Hls pressine concern with the improvement of 1life through tech-
nigues for golving 1ts protlems results in a preoccupatdon with
d1lasciplines (general asemantlcs, etc.) and helehtened powers. His
characters, tilologlically, are often possessors of unique atllitles
(31an, etc.); polltically, they are princes, empresses, dictators
and "wizards". Paradoxically, though his writing has an iron-grey
tonality and hls protagonlsts are "cold fish", as has often teen
remarked, his constant regard for Use provides a human interest
which many "warmer" writers lack.

Science fiction's gtatus as a sub~literature makes possitle
a cur lous anomaly: the person of superlor abilities who ls an
Inferlor sclence flction writer. He 1s articulats, orservant,
with powers of narration and invention, tut slmply cannot find
sclance fictlon concernful. We might, wlth some rather large
reservatlonsg, counslder Jack Vance as an example of such a writer.
He 13 a more cultured man than Heinleln and wriltes tetter proge;
he 1s a tetter educated man than van Vogt and has a more accept-
atle glft of construction; but hils writinegs have never meant to
gsclence fiction whnt thelr's have and bis reputation, until
lately, has teen slight. This 1s because hls storles do not
involvae fully enous!: what 1s uniquely science fictional. A single
example may do: Blg Planet 1s a memorakle story, tut the charm we
find 1n it 1s not such as can te found only 1n sclence fictlon.
Vance's talent does not spontaneously express 1tself in that rock
bottom sclence fictioa written ty the more f-.mous names. (There
are two or three powerful exceptions: "Telek", To Live Forever,
and, lately, "The Dragon Masters".) Howasver, he doss have
interests which can express themselves tetter in science flctlon
than elsewhere, which lsz why he 13 attracted to it; Lut they are
not at dead center.

The quallty which everyone selzes upon in dlscuessing Vance
1s an obvious one: the romantic colorine of his writing, the
fanciful place names -- Clarges, Banteck Vale, "the sword-shaped
towers of Tran", etc. This is a true guallty, enjoyable for its
own s3ike, yet only a minor part of hls talent. What should be
noted 1s that his intellect is atstract and formal; it would te
tleak, except that he correctively emphaslzes what 1s sensuous.
Hls storles take on an irldescent surface, there are polgnant
descriptions of landscape and weather, and a fleshy sexuallty.
(Thls last is the "decadence" sometimes commented on.) He sases
history as pattern, soclety as modes and styles of conduct,
persons ag social types. He keenly responds to the apecifics of
goclal form, the 'patterns of culture' as expressed 1n conduct,
manners, styles of dress, houslng, crafts, artifacts, etec. -- of
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which he has sent up a pyrotechnlc display over the past twenty
years. Thls 1s hls natlve sublect matter, the theorettéscontent
even of hls adventure tales. This virtuoasity lsn't as much
admired as 1t might be, because it 13 acceptesd casually as the
usual trappings of the exotlc adventure story, and tecauss he
seldom writes what is ordinarily thought of as “social science
fiction", in which present social "problema" are extrapolated
into the future.

Any mention of superlor writlng talent must tring Ray Brad-
tury to mind. He 1s the one sclence flction writer, although he
13 not only such, who is widely known to the puklic. What Is the
nature of, hls talent, considered from the vantage-ground of
sclence fiction? How do our previous remarks on itg sub-literary
gtatus accord wlth the wldespread critical acclaim given his
writings? and with his preaching, moralizing, etc.?

Briefly, Bradbury may be regarded as aun interpreter of sclence
fictlon to the putllc, an adapter of traditional sclence fictlon
themes and subjects to llterary modes of expression. He does
this by hinting to the reader the way 1n which the story is to te
accepted, by providing him with the means of recognlzineg it ty
2iving to 1t an ideological colorine. This is the functlon of
his antl-sclentism, his liberal humane dlisgust at the mechanlza-
tion of life, hls progresslvism and wlde soclal.toler ance; ideas
variously novel and fanciful in the ways in which they are
expressed, but always famlliar. He does not use sclence fictlon
to persuaslvely convey his political and moral ideas, tut rather
uges the idess, or attitudes, to carry his fictlon across to the
puktllc. His storles conflirm the reader in hils liberal virtua,
they do not perzuade hin lato it. He stands with hils tack to
aclence fiction, looking out into the greater literary world, tut
one foot 1s within the magic clrcle and he continues to draw from
1t substance and vitallty. By rendering the customary matter of
sclance fictlon with popular literary gestures and tones, he makes
aclence flction acceptable to many reasders who might otherwigse
pass over it as unworthy of notice.

4 queatlon which naturally arlses 13, What of the futurs of
aclence flction? If 1t evolves through the dlascovery and working
out of its congenital posslkllities, what such remain? What
would be ®he next developments?

Personally, I do not see much of a future for sclence fictlon.
There are several reasons for healtating to make such a statement---
oneg of which 1s that the detectlve story seemed to bte dead in the
18805 -~ but they are all general and negative. I see no specific
and actlve reaszons for supposing it has any very lively future.

Nevertheless, a few possitilitles do present themselves.

First, mopping up, the consolidatlion of eainsg, etc. Classic,
or exhaustive, storles have vet to te written on several themes.
Immortality, I would say, 1s one, desplte some excellant stories.
Too, there could te sentlmental or sophisticated recapltulatlons
of earlier themes. Increasing putlic 1nterest in space flight and
other mllltary-sclentific achievements will revive some older
sukt Jects. Second, some types have a steady interest, such as
explorationa of other worlda, where the appeal 13 much the same
a3 the adventure story; the sclence fictlonal oontritutlion beling
the lmpressive setting, which, like the setting 1n the hlstorlcal
romance, gives magnltude to the actions.

Third, and more lnterestingly: Not yet sufflclently explolted
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are stories which rationalize the author's sexual and other
inclinations by placing them in a new setting, one completely
fanciful or metaphysicelly transformed, so that they are justified
or dignified, Sturgeon, Farmer and Heinlein have all worked this
vein, It i1s a rich one, I think, but not the mother lode,

Fourth: politics, religion and philosophy. I have touched
upon these before and what was sald is, perhaps, sufficlent: they
can be treated as subjJects for ebstract or impersonal conjecture,
Religlon, especlally, has many temptations, eand I imagine that
daring writers will yleld to them: It touches upon the Uncanny
and the Mysterious and is seldom handled in popular fiction, except
in conventional or dismally inspirational ways.

There is something else, much more familier to sclence fiction
of lnte, which may be a fifth possibility: namely, "psychic pheno=
mena" or "parapsychology", spiritualism's academic cousin, the
mysticlsm of the literal minded. Campbell's fascination with this
has been much deplored, but I think that his editorial instinects
are correct: Considered as a field of sclentific enquiry and
exploration, "psi", as he calls it, offers exactly that prospect
of a vast, cloudy and waiting world of facts which offersathe most
promise for the further development of science fiction. Campbell
i3 very conscious of this, and wishes to repeat the triumph of the
atomic prophecieas, But the pathos of the situation is -- there
doesn't seem to be anything in "psi”.

Sixth, and lastly: There has been some talk lately of
"improving science fiction by importing mainstreem technigques"
into it. Assuming this talk to be aincere, perhaps even a little
desperate, what the speakers seem to have In mind is simply the
crossing of sclence fiction with other sub-literary species, such
as the herd-boiled detective story. Some novel effects might be
gained this way but nothing, I think, of any lasting credit, I
am confident that there is no future for science fiction in that
direction.

Science Fiction will be Completed when all Possibilities are
Exhausted,

In traecing out this general line of speculation, we quite
naturally arrive at the thought that there will come a time when
all possibilitles are exhausted. Then science fiction will be
"ecompleted”, There will be "nothing new", rezardless of clever
variations., It will have realized everything that is in it as a
literary organism and will sink willingly, eas 1t were, into extinc=
tion, Actually, it is difficult, perhaps impossible, to foresee
a time in which there will not be published occasional stories of
the marvellous, the fantastic, and of future science; but it 1s
not so dif ficult to belleve that there will come a time, probably
in our personal futures, in which there will no longer be a
"field" -- only a "genre",
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Rlchard Schultz (19159 Helen, Detroit 34, Michigan)
Thank you very muci for sending me the first issue of
the revived 'INSI_E, What wilth SPECTRUM being launched,
FANTASY FICTION FIELD and IN being revived and Lee
Hoffman taking a more active interest in things fan-
nish, I wonder were not on some sort of a slow back-
wards time machlne... /And how about RHODO DIGEST? jw/
Your cover was atrocious as far as I'm concerned.
It made me much too envious. One of these daya I'1l. ;%
branch out into offset I keep telling myself... R
I'd just as well that William Blackbeard had kept
hls mouth shut. wsow I'1l never be able to regain some of the beauty
and wonder that Hubbard's work used to fill me with. So maybe it was
formula. But 1t wasg as good formula as you could find, inside or out
8ftstf as far as I was concerned... At least untll thls article came

Uut.

It's sad seeing an era die, And to read those unkind words, inclu-
ding "The Indigeatible Triton" in the 1listing of crud was a death
blow... oe is me. I'm afraid that i1 Blackbeard (symbolism anyone?)
continues to dissect all the authors in stf, we will soon have no
literature /or better literature?/. Wasn't it Silverberg that said
if we look at stf with too Jaundiced = view we soon find nothing ihat
doesn't reek? /But there's a difference between & Jaundlced view and
a critical view. And you gotta have criticism./

Anyways, on the way 1s SATHANAS 4 as trade for thls lovely thing
/blush/ and 25¢ for #2 In the new serles of INSIDE... the next one
you're going to publish, ye see...

¥With thatsI leave you, bidding 2 none too fond adleu. I fear more
artlcles as thorough end devastating as thé one on Hubbard.

Duverne Farsace (Golden Atom Publicatlons, P.0O. Box 1101, Rochester
3, N.Y.) Thanks for the new Issue No. One Inside received while we
were away 1nglew Orleans over the holidays.

Looking tHrough 1t, we notlced a quote from Golden Atom and hasten
to correct same.

Leland Sapiro's article quotes Larry out of context from the rest
of his article, "My Attraction to SF, Fantasy - And Why," and so, has
him saying, "Ideas™ are the "chief attraction of sf" to him, as if
that's the over-sll picture.

I he had read the article at all, he would have geen, at the very
beginning, on page 6, the following sentence and introduchory state-
ment, giving the overall reason quite concisely:

"My chance &iscovery of sf at this time made it seem the most fas-
cinating thing in the world, since it seemed to be a perfect blend of
the poetry and scientific books I had been reading." . "

Certainly, that statement encompasses much more than merely "ldeas.

He also states, "it is the source of motivation which distinguishes
a sf story." Then how does he explain the often admitted fact that t
the source of motivatlon 1s usually the sales value of a story? [You-
r'e talking about a different type of motivation entirely.

In addition, has it ever occured toc any wrlter that the chlef at-
traction of hls story to a reader may be a quallty of inclusilon that
mgy only have been an incidental to him, Involved as he might have
been with his own Pprimary motivation, whether plot or other conflict?
And what of the storles which are sf only in background trappingse.e.
One could go on and on.

Also, that partleular issue of GA ('S54-55) was not the 8th, but the
1lth.
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Bruce McAllister (577 Roseerans Street, San Diego 6, California) I
have received with pleasure the copy of INSIDE, and, getting the im-
pression that 1t has been four years since this magazine has come out,
I wish to say thet 1t 1s a wonderful "come-back." In answer to your
question of how I liked it, I can say, in the lingo Mr. Bloch would
appreciate, that it is "TEZRRIFIC." I thought Mr. Bloch's article was
timed very well -- especlally for myself, consldering I was becoming
annoyed re~ding all the lengthy criticisms by fans who had trouble ex-
pressing thelr views. I appreciated Mr. Sapiro's long article very
much, because being a would-be S.F. writer, 1t has already helped me
partlally jump the obstacle course of errors between amateur and pro.
Although Joseph Farrell's Circulstion was slightly reminiscent of
Frederik Pohl's Martien in the Attiec. I liked it very much. ZT don't
think Bleoh was criticisling those who have trouble expressing their
views, 28 much as those who have no views, exccpt for somebody else's,
to express. Where did tne Pohl story appear?

Not wishing to be too heavy with the congratuletions, I would still
like to compliment you on tha ¢ O V e r 1llo. It 1s better than cer
tain (quite a number of) prozine illustrations I have seen. There was
actually only one thing I disliked about the igsue: it was short. I
wanted to continue reading. I even reread some of the features. Oh
well... I see there exlsts a problem pecuniaze with obtalnling articles
and printing them, so I am encloslng one dollar for a Fubseription of
four issues. Thanks, and keep up the good work. /There i1s a problem
in obtalning articles but it 1s not, thank God, a monetary one. Hope
you like this 1gsue./

Rogs Rocklynne (294 St, Albans, South Pasadena, California) Like INSIDE
Makes me thimk. DBeautiful artlicle on Hubbard, and Blocdh wrote a very
bloch article. (Truthfully, I have to cateh up on most of the rest of
your fine magazine, which I aim to do just about now.)

Edward Wood (160 2nd St., Idaho Falls, Idaho) Nsturally it is good to
see INSIDE again even under new menagement. I see the issue didn't
come out until January /actually, I malled them out Dec. 11/. That's
the way 1t goes in this game. I sent you the last issue #4 of THE
JOURNAL OF SCIENCE FICTION for you to see that attempts have been made
In the past to bring fandom some meterial related to sclence fiction.

Leland Sapiro's article was of course outstanding. He 1s one of
the few creative intellectuals in fandom. /I agree./ Everytime I
don't understand something he writes, I puzzle over it and usually I
find that Leland hag shed new light into the darkness. It is too bad
there are so few like him.,

I wish you success with INSIDE but allow me to caution you against
optimism. The fan fleld 1s so filled with trash and non-science fic-
tion material, that it 1s hard for a gnod effort to find sufficlent
support.

Harlan Ellison (2313 Bushrod Lane, Los Angeles 24, Californla) By
chance, your first issue of INSIDE happened to find its way to my hands
and though comments were not elicited, still the dedicatlon (in part)
of the magazine would seem to indicate that I am--howeverytenuously--
in some way responslible for a few remarks, and posslibly a remembrance
or two. You will be pleased to know, for openers, that the two little
drawings on pages 16 & 19 of that issue, which you were forced label
by "anonymous,” were actually drawn by a young woman named Dorie Niel-
sen. Mlss Nlelsen wae a friend of mlne during my days at Ohio State
University, when I was trylng to put together the final, 300~page is-
sue of DIMENSIONS, and she very gracliously contributed some art for
that project. She was an accomplished cartoonist and fine artist,

and worked with me on the OSU humor magazine, The SUNDIAL. The lasi I
heard of her she had married someone after her graduation from 0SU (his
name begen with a "P" but I can't seem to recall what it was) and had
settled down to the drollery of housewifery. Even ten years later, Ih
gure she would llke to be credited with having done those drawings,
and I'm sure you'll see to it, indicative of your already-observable
talent and dedication to lmportant minutiae and detail. /???... Any-
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way, folks, now you know who anonymous was./

As for the Bloch plece, I am pleamsed as punch to gee it finally 1n
print, but I am a trifle saddened by Ron Smith's failure (I assume
thls 1s the way it was) in pointing out that when INSIDE/SFA merged
with DIMENSIONS, taking on its 1ist of subseribers and its unpublish~
ed material, any such of the latter that eventually found its way in-
to print should be footnoted as: "Published through the courtesy of
DIMENSIONS Magazine." I can understand how this oversight was effect-
ed, and annpyance does not enter into the matter at all, merely a
hope that in the future this aspect of the original transaction which
allowed the good scripts to DIMENSIONS to reach you, will be observed.
LI;m f?t sure who's fault the oversight wag, but it shan't happen a-
galn. Ve

As to the Issue 1tselr, I tound 1t a fresh breeze from the past--
and that 1s precisely what I found wrong with 1t, as well. Aside
from its slapdash appearance (which can be excused and attributed to
FirstIssue~itils) I think the two greatest drawbacks are the typos
(which include such bizarre and adolescent grammatical errors as "opt
for "opera," page 26, line 40) /adolesecent?/ and the outdated nature
of the material. The former can be remedied by the purchase and re-
tentlon of a stout dictionary--may I suggest the Cxford Universal,
inexpensive but durable and as complete as you might desire--as well
as a frequent dip therein. The second is a bit more difficult to
rectify, but not nearly as rugged as it might be for 2 novice fanpub-
ber without the good names and histories of INSIDE, 3FA, DIMTNZTIONS,
et al, behind him. I'm certaln the acqulsition of current, vital,
and entertalning copy may be affected in asking in the right places,
end suggestlng toplcs te the men whose work you most desire to pub-
lish. Don't forget, it's been a meaty fistful of years since the
lest INSIDE tilted at a controversial topiec (and what I've said about
controversy, at greater length, in the lead article of the current
WRITER'S DIGEST, holds most aptly for the new INSIDE). Years in which
the boom of the 50's turned to dust in our mouths, 1in which the fan
world has altered completely, in which the entire tenor of magazine
and book publishing has metamorphosised. There 1s a wide and long
plain of appraisal open to you, for at the moment no other magazine
remotely approaches the potentlial for handling subjects of pith-and-
moment as 9063 INSIDE.

To spend as much space as you did on Blackbeard's inept and 4ild-
dling non sequiturs anent Hubbard, is bordering on the criminal. Ev-
ery page of INSIDE is valuable, much too valuable to waste on trivia
At this point in history we can look not too far back on Hubbard, Ji-
anetics, the sales of the book, Campbell's momentary madness, Scien-
tology, th& corruption of the good men and the loss of worthy writers
and consigh it to precisely the dust-bin Martin Gardner despatched it
to in his book "Fads and Fallaeles in the Name of Sclence." It 1g
worth no more analysls than that, as complete as the topic will ever
demand... [And then Harlan offersg me two pases of specific sugpes-
tions for future materisl, practically all of whlch I am going to fol~
low up, so I am not going to publish them here.]

But to publlish outdated material about a crackpot whose theories
have long since been discovered to be sheer hysteria and nonsense, to
publish a story as empty of merit and as transparently hack as Far-
rell's "Circulation," to fritter away vital pages of the only amateur
magazine currently on the scene wlth the potentlel for resl comment
and real value (not only to fans, but to pros allke, who have always
flocked to any such fmz... /not too much flocting this time/), this
is unfor$iveable.

But I've gone on at greater length than I had intended. My only
excuse 1s that seeing INSIDE agaln, and remembering what glorles 1t
knew in previous gulses, I was moved to wrlte, to let you know that
gomeone out here sees great things in store, if you can but shoulder
the burden of responsibility and take inventiveness and verve as your
cudgels. I hope in some small way, as repayment for your very kind
dediention of the first issue to me (1n part), this letter will serve
as a payment and a pledge of falth that will svur your initiative.

The role of the fanzine publisher (in particular the sort of magu-
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zine INSIDE has been, could be, #nd fares best as) 1s a traditional-
1y undersold one. /Brother, you sald it.7 Ocecaslonally someone will
be singled out for a Hugo, but that 1s 1ittle enough fame and fortune
for the amounts of money poured down what sometimes seems %o be a
bottomless, thankless pit, for the hours of work and the unflagging
dedication to a cause that may really raise a shabby banner, for the
drain on time and 1lntellect and resources of all kinds. Poor thanks
enough. But I tell you this, Mr. White, what you do for the genre,
for the men working in it, for the devotees, and--not incildentally--
for yourself, 1s a reward of a greater, more durable sort. I can
truthfully admit, after ten years or more, that I would not be who I
am, where I am, doing what I am, were it not for the hours and months
I slaved over DIMENSIONS as a tesn-ager. I owe this field and the
fleld and the fans a great deal, and in my own silly way, I try from
time to time to repay thls debt. This letter, in all its verbosity,
may be construed as another payment of that debt.

Ruth Berman (5620 Edgewater Boulevard, Minneapolis 17, Minnesota)

Re Saplro: Of course technique and content are lnseparable- neverthe-
less one aspect of a story: characterization, style, ete (all insep-
arsble) cen be noticably better than, worse than, different from the
rest. This one aspect can then be meaningfully consldered separate-
ly- end "technique" and "content" are often separable for the eritic.
The idea that sf is dlstinguished by extermal motivation4ds given im-
pliclt approval by Sapiro. /Oh is 1t?/ Surely this is nonsense? The
externel motive 1s found in most sf stories, but can be found in any
story, and some sf storles are iInternally motlvated. External motiv-
ation, concentration on "ideas"- all these help to distingulsh sf
from cther forms, but are not very reliable guldes. ;

Jack Williamson (Box 761, Portales, New Mexlco) I stlll feel that Af
gclence flctlon 1s to be regarded as a legitimate and reasonably sane
intellectual pursult -~ which I believe it ls «= it can only reach
and keep such a posltlon through such sound and vigorous criticism asg
has appeared in such publicatlons as INSIDE, and seldom elsewhere.

August Derleth (Sauk City, Wisconsin) All thanks for the October IN-
SIDE. Much as I'd like to do an article, I don't know where I'll
find the time. I sent off THE SHADOW IN THE GRASS -~ a new long (&
very dull) historical novel for June publication; I am Just ready to
send out DARK THINGS, a new anthology of horror stories, to 1ts Lon-
don publisher; by the first of February I must deliver COUNTRYMAN'S
JOURNAL for September publication; and by the first of March, THE IR-
REGULARS STRIEE AGAIN. And sometlme among them I must manage at
least half of THE CASEBOOK OF SOLAR PONS, 2 artlcles on assignment
for Country Beautiful, 24 columns for the two regulars I fill, a
welrd novella, and 2 short storles of a more serious nature. If,
sometime next summer, I can find time, I'1ll send you somethlng. Re-
Hind me! /Summer is icomin' in.) Good luck with INSIDE!

Bil]l Blackbeard (436 4/6 Grand View St., Los Angeles 57, Californla)
For a first, an initlal step, INSIDE #1 is a fine }ob.

I'm damned proud tc be associated with it.

Seeing 1t, I can understand your risky decision to try for bl-
monthly publicatlon; it's the sort of magazine that offers so much
promise and potentlal that both edltor and reader are eager to see 1t
aprear as often as possible. [Too bad the bi-monthly idea didn't pan
out.

I{ hasn't & hell of a lot of personality yet, of course, after all
1t's still in swaadling-offset -- but it's orderly and tasteful in
meke-up, accomplished and provokingly varled in content.

It is, of course, salready distinect from the Smith INSIDE. Yours
is a magazine oriented toward sober and thoughtful observation and
judgement; Ron's was a perlodical inclined toward irreverent lampoon
and boiling point controversy. /I'm still experimenting. I do use
eritieal articles, but I'm also two hundred per cent for lampoon and
controversy. Watch future issues./ This difference 1s not a matter
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of super ficlal content but of fundamental atmosphere, and the con-
trast 1s not in the least lesaened by sober and thoughtful articles
in Smith's mag or by lampoon's (such as Bloch's or Farrell's) in
yours.

You may try to maintaln this distinction or, as is more likely,
permit the magazine to follow to some extent the direction suggested
by reader and contributor reactlon and interereaction. I am assum-
ing this because of your relative self-effacement in this initial
number and your epparent desire that the magazine should develop 1ts
own 1ndlviduality as distingulshed from that of the editor. [No, ag a
matter of fact. One of the functions of INSIDE is to serve as a ve-
hicle for my personality. Reader reaction will of course be consid-
ered, but I won't be lost in the shuffle./

Favorable comment first, of course. The cover is a curious, stri-
king and not entirely disagreeable amalgam in the commingled styles
of Finlay of the mid-'30's and Poulton of the early Mines period.

The front half is much the best and most effective in its sugzestion
of gl and fantasy; the rear portion is little more than a sad, Amra-
ish muscular flexer and the lnevitable detached phallic symbol found
in such work, duplicated blatantly in this instance. For a fanzine
cover, however, 1t is good and not lacking in distinction.

I won't comment directly on Lee Sapiro's article (he and I dis-
cussed it at length during its composition) except to say that it is
an eminently fltting pilece for INSIDE as I think you conceive it, and
would be a distinguished contribution to any journal of intelligence
and taste. Typos were rife here, particularly in the interchange of
"1" and "e" 1in words like "eeview," but neither here nor elsewhere in
the issue were there any really garish errors such as sometimes mar-
red Smith's zine.

Bloch's plece seemed to me weak and strained in contrast to much
other work hc's done, but this is Bloch's fault, not yours. No fan
edltor really has much choice on receiving a plece of Bob's; he likes
Bloeh too much to reject 1t, and is too sensltlvely aware of the gap
between Bloch's estate as a writer and his own to offer editorial
eriticism. It's no matter, really; the plece 1is adequate, and Zob's
next will Probably be a dilly. /How about that, 3ob?

Farrell's story 1s possibly a thousand words too long, but funda-
mentally so enjoyable it structural over-embellishment wes not fatal.
Here I particularly and acutely miscsed what had already disconcerted
me & little in the case of the articles: 1lllustratlons or abstracts
based on the text and not simply used as New Yorker vignettes. I
think many readers will react this way, and Af there 1s one major
criticlism I would maixe of the magazlne as it stands, 1t would be the
lack of effgetive tie-in between prose and art-work.

Garrett's "A Tale of Woe" was in the Garrettradition and nuf sed.

Now as to unfavorable comment -=- gash, gsnarl!l

Hmm -- I find I've incorporated all unfavorable comment, such as
1t 1s, with my favorable comment. /Ain't 1t a sheme?/

Frederik Pohl (Galaxy Pub. Corp., 421 rudson St., New York 14, N.Y.)
Thanks for sending me a copy of INSIDE . Apart from its rather anti-
quarian flavor {you know, there have been several 1nteresting sf sto-
ries published since 1934) /any of them in "Galaxy"?/ I enjoyed 1t
very much, and look forward to seeing future lssues. /Then you should
have subseribed. You're getting this out of the goodness of my
heart, what's left. 3ut no more, no more./

There were other letters, of course, but that's a good saupling.
Thanks to all those who wrote, and my heartfelt apologies to those
whose letters demanded a reply and didn't get 1t. I find time gets
to be a pretty rare commodity.

Which brings up the lateness of this INSIDE. What with school
work, college applications and surviving through winter, INSIDW was
quietly pushed into the background. I worked as much as I could on
it, but that obviously was not enough. I've worked out a little sys-
tem which should enable me to produce INSIDE at least quarterly, pro-
bably more often.
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The seven hundred or so comnlimentary 1ssues sent out brourcht a
five percent resgponse- truly heart breaking. I suppose a few felt
they could tag along for a few issues, without subscribing. Uh-uh.
Nope. ©Nay. All those who didn't subscribe or respond in some way
have been sent a sub blank, with a free stamp, to encouraze them. I
also asked all 1lifetime subscribers- Roy Squires, when he was editing
SFA, sold lifetime subs at five bucks a throw, whileh are still being
honored- to acknowledge that igsue., I will not send out issues repre-
sentling a total monetary loss, unless I inow they are belng appreciat-
ed. Sounds corny, but I mean it. All lifetime subscribers who have
not yet done so must acknowledge this 1ssue, or their subscription
will be discontinued.

I made a blooper of colossal proportions last i1ssue by announcing
that I was planning to reprint "The Enchanted Duplicator" and "Ah!
Sweot Idiocy" when both had just been reprinted. I learnt of the mis-
take when the lssue w~:s -_ the printer and it was too late to do any-
thing about it. C'est la vie or whatever. Anyhoo- I'll reprint Yer-
ke's "Memoirs of a Superfluous Fan" if I can get ahold of 1t. Hes
anybody stolen my thunder?

The Blackbeard article aroused some comment which I think should
be tentloned here., In a DNQ letter, T.G.L. Cockroft mentions that he
was unable to find Mrs. Doolin referred to as Mrs. Mudgejzat the end of
Hubbard's "Dangerous Dimension.” So I hauled out the the¥issue and
checked., He's right, dammit. Both Louls Russell Chauvenet and Hike
Deckinger sent me clipnings relating to a govermment raid on Scientol-
ogy headquarters (Jan 3rd). Partlcularly interesting was the fact
that Hubbard has now set up Sclentolozy as
a religlon, and utilizes very mnderhanded
tactlics to lure customer-converts., Iakes
you feel rather unclean.

The general reactlion to the issue was
that it had too "dated" a flavor. 1I've
tried to lmprove that thlis time. The S.
Fowler Wright story is being presented
mainly for its historical or bibliographi-
cal interest as the last published story by

Ediigg Wrlght. I do not know whether right is
still alive. If he is, he 1s elghty-nine
0ld and probably no longer writing. T
i leave to you to decide upon its literary

merits.

The back numbers of INSIDE are still available at 35¢ each, 3/%1,
or all nine for $3. They average forty-eight pages, and feature among
thé ‘ontributors Poul Anderson, Chad Oliver, David Bunch, Bill Hamling
Willlam F. Nolan, Bob Tucker, orrls Scott Dollens, Jaci: Gaughan, Har-
lan Ellison, Mark Clifton, Howard Browne, Algis Budrys, Sam Moskowltz,
Robert Lowndes, Larry Shaw, H.L. Gold, Robert Bloch, Randall Garreti,
Dave iason, James Blish, H.P. Lovecraft, John 3runner, 3ob Silverberg
and many more. Unqualifled as I am to say so, they are the bliggest
bargain in the world. HNo kiddlng.

Preparatory to going to college I'm cleaning out the maln bulk of
ny collectlon. Lots of goodies here, like old Astoundings and Unknow
0ld comlcs, rare & fine fanzines. Grab-bag fanzinesg- 135;1, 757%5,
175/%10. Send me your want list. I might have something you need.

I need- Astounding: all Clayton numbers, 1934 Mar,Jul,Aug,Sep, Dec,
1935 Jan,Feb,Apr, 1936 Mar,Apr,Jun,Jul,Aug,lov, 1939 Aug, 1940 Feb,
Mar, Apr, May, 1941 Mar, 1943 Mar, Apr.

Unknown: 1939 May,Jun,Jul,Aug,3ep,0ct,Nov, 1940 Mar, Hay, Jun.

AESTHETICS

Why, all the Brains and Critlecs who dlscussed

Pure Entertalnment versus Upper-Crust

Alike were caught up 1n the same 014 Ridédle:

Are Spacegirls Art- or are they (drool) a Bust?
-Keith Nelson



BY FORCE OF MIND

YOU CANNOT MOVE FURNITURE.
YOU CANNOT LOCATE WATER, OIL, OR GOLD.

YOU GANNOT DETERMINE THE FLIP OF A COIN...

But-

BY FORCE OF MIND YOU CAN MAKE THIS A BETTZR V/ORLD.
BY FORCE OF MIND YOU CAN DO YOUR BIT TC END POVERTY.

The free adult classes in philosophy, politleal economy, his-
tory and world trade glven by the Henry George School of Social
Science will help train your mind to solve the economic, polltical
and philosophie problems of today.

Investigate these evening courses, which feature round-table
discussions of current domestic and international problems., There
is no prerequisite except the abllity to use your milnd.

Interhational Headquarters, Henry Georie School, 50 East &9th
Street, New York 21, lew York. Phone RH-4-8700. Consult your
phone book for headquarters in Chlcago, Los Angeles, Philadelphlia,
San Francisco, Pittsburgh, Detroit, Hartford, San Dlego, 2né other
major clties in the United States and Canada for the one nearest
you. ¥

Let no man think he 1s without influence. Whoever he
ig and wherever he be situated, the man who thinks 1is
as a beacon and a light.

Henry George, Progress and Poverty



June 1963
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