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Hurtting thru the stratostere
somewhere, a tiny piecce ot matter
bobbed up & down just this side ot
the heaviside layer where the rock-
ets turn to the right & take the
atrlane to Jupiter past the array ot
billboards hanglng by skyhooks on
the ¢louds, This piece of matter
was a bit of braln fromes.Holler=

bochen. 1See "Hollerbochen's Dilem- 7 '

ma®, IMAGINATION! #3) Hollerbochen, G i

U rzmember f(chorus: Mit's Easy fo X w

Remember--So Hard to Forget"!), was - -

blown up In space when he tryd to stand stillF in time & a warp ftormd a-

round hims He is now starring in 8 new Disneyarn, "Snowite & the 7
Warps".

Al)l about Hollerbochen in space flew what remaind ot Chicago,
the original Windy City, blown up with Hollerbochen in the warp. Now
all that remaind ot the Breezy Borough & Hollerbochen was that picce of
flesh & the story, selling tor 50c.

Hol lerbechen came to a standstill
in space. He had rcvd thotwaves ftrom Earth sent by Bradbury, pleading
with him to come back & clear the good name ot the family., Hollerboch=-
en realized his author was suttering great torment under the haranguing
of his friends & readers, so he decided to come back!

Hol lerbochen ex-
pgnded all the atoms in his small brafn at once, visualizing what he
had once lookt like, & grew & kept on growing untll he had regalnd his
original size & was a chubby man in a toga floating in the clouds with
8 harp in one hand & wings on his back. Ffor he was dead! Only he
didnt know its As far as he knew he was the same I|ittle Hollerbochen
he always had been, with the cabbage nose & perennial halitosise

So.

Hol lerbochen plumme tted to earth, ready to avenge this wrong to the
hack writer sometimes known as "Butbles™ Bradbury. He landed in a tar
Eastern city where every tather makes o suitcase cvery day, from whieh
the place derives its names Bag=dad!

Then on to gay Pareel home of
thz Eye=tull Tower & the Foli2s Bourgeouise. Then on to Berlin, where
they ask "Aryan our side or would U like fo do & littie conczantrating?”




Then on to Moscow where the tiring squads shoot to the tune of
"ity] Be Glad When U're Dead U Russian U"l Then on to Ethiopia where
a bathtub's a box tor dirtftarming, a pair of empty shoes means misslone

ary stew potluck at supper. Then on to Japan where they bury eggs &
diplomats tor a century & then dig up just the eggs. But nowhere could
he tind Bradbury. What had happend to that man? Then on to Alcatrazl
Where the convicts have a cheery room with striped clothes & bars to
match & hot & cold running guards. But-~no Bradbury! What was the so-
lution? H™ad he been plowd under by the WPA? Had he committed svicide
because no one loved him any more? A rumor had it that termites had
got Into his wooden foot & he didnat have a leg to stand on.
& then!
While passing a dismal residence in the tog, while the stars glitterd
trostily overhead t(thanx to Henry Kuttner they oalways glitter trostily)
Holterbochen saw a man bending low over his typwrlter.
& he knew it
was Bradbury, that 7th delictous fell-o tlavor In person!
The author
was working tedliously upon a new nove!l ftor Doubledare Doran. It was a
splendid plagiarism of Norman Bean's "Lord of the Jungle™, only it was
about Acornman, called "Gadl What A Forrest".

Working with Bradbury
was & nut by the name of HanKuttner, avthor of a serlfes about @ Peanuts
Films loriginator of the weird lion-dragl, the creature that is a fion
in the tront & a dragon in the recars] Together they were preparing
several popular novels for republication to tit science fiction, such
as "Rockct Busters®™, Merritt's "The Puss on the Precipice™ & "Valeron
is the Name ftor Skytark™t

Silently Hollerbochen enterd the house,
crept down the hall, ftlutterd impatiently into the kitchen, t1itterd
into an alcove & tell down the cellar stairs. |t was too dark to en-
joy the trip.

Regaining his sznse he lookt up & found a bony Individu-
al was playing solitalire chess with his littte tocbonecs on a tombstone
while sitting on Hollerbochen's chest. Hollerbochen had stumbled into
Bradbury's skeleton in the closet!

He tosst the bones in the corner &
went Into a trance lwhich are very cheap nowadays-~only 10c a trancetl}
& taking out hils can of Ken-L-Ration he swallowd i}t whole & then--
swishl--8& he was ottt across the United States...plucking Pogo here,
Miske there, Moskowitz between the bathroom & thz sink, & on thru the
nite until every tan who had criticlzed the Bradburyarn leditorial
notes in other words, every fan) was In his clutches. When he f#inisht
his collecction {not counting the milkbottles mistaken tor Charly Horn-
tg) he cast it Into the Pacitic ocean oft the coast.

Flashl The seca
has since receded 100 milecs & the poor tish are picketing with signs
reading "Don't throw rubbish herel™

if U go there today U can sec them
all buryd heads tirst in the sand, legs waving ftaintly in the brecze.
Nothing has changed exccpt that Miske is still complaining about 3he
taste ot the sand=-=too much salt, says he.

Hollerbochen, his job tin=-
isht, commltted svicide by tlirting a fascist tlag at a Wol ltheimiche!
Meecting.

Note: When Bradbury was born Milton wrote

PARADISE LOST.....



SHAME ON FANDOM
lours bremmer

A popular misconception is that science fiction readers & tans
comprise a firmly united group, carrying the torch tor the recognition
ot tantasy. Vt's a pleasant myth,

A casval study ot the protessional
& fan magazines, & the readers' columns, should be sutticient to show
thearel's a great deal of dissension in the ranks. Too much. As tor the
lovely legend of a Utopia on Earth with "fraternaltruism” (1t | may coin
onz ftor "brotherly love™ 3§ la Ackcrman), to be created by sttans...the
acrimoniousquabbles in the tanmags cvidence the tallacy ot that! Not
all s=-1 leaders manage to retain their courtesy & sz2nse ot humor; when
thzir pet theorys are attackt they promptiy begin to abusc their oppon-
ents., The resvlt is a scries of fraticidal tevds & the splitting-up of
fandom to somec extznt into a group of sects cherishing thelr own partic-
viar lentirely too particular) convictions.
Thz valve of these betlicts
dozs not concern us at the moment. What is important is the attitude
ot these tans [many of them partially excused by their exuberant youthl]
--a chip-on-the-shovlder attitude which is apt to bring fandom into dis-
rzpute as a conglomeration ot crenks...opinionated, egotisticsl & naro=~
mindzd. & vuntortunatzly--alas, twas zver thusl--the majority is judged
by the activitys ot the lime-lit minority.
! do not teel private dit-
terings should be permitted to waste the time of tans primarily intres-
ted in Science Fiction. Actually, s good deal ot libelous material is
publisht in fan magazines, stutf that might end in a low-court if it saw
print in a protessional publication. Because such action never has been
taken various tan-writers teel at liberty to induige in slander & abuse,
vsvally without troubling to check such facts as they have. Untortun-
atzly editors ot tanmags find it ditficult to get material & so are
torced to use articles they might preter to omit.

"Byt these are only a
tew individualts" vou say. "Fandom docs stick together."™ Scarcely!
Certain recaders will praise one writer to the skyss others declare this
"hack™ an Tllitcrate dolt & praise another. Therze is more to this than
a merc ditterence of opinion. Most recaders know certain publisht storys
are unguestionably bad trom ailmost every standpoint: others have saving
tactors; still others are genvinely excellent. Yet a large group will
be tound championing each division. A popular science tiction writer
once told me that, seeing so many poor storys publisht, he set out de-
liberately to write one as bad or worse. The story was bought & printed
-=& liked by many readers, tho not the same ones who had praised the
writer's earlier work. Editors no doubt realixc what stfans do not:
There are all sorts & conditions of readers. Within the timits of sci-
ence tlction theare are innumerable cliques that have their own idols &
ldeals, genzrally are certain of their own righteousness. Each clique
works for its own ends. Thus a census taken with the intention of dis-
covering the ideal typ story, sort mag, would be...mcaningless.

Finally
| hold an integration of the various thot-varying groups may be attaind
(tor one thing) by a more liberal point ot view, & by discussions based
less on caustic rivalry & morc on common charity. Indeed, by the spe-
cial nature ot scizntitiction It should be obvious the mental meecting-
ground should be coldly logical rather than hot-headedly emotional ......
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FANTASY FICTION'S FOREMOST FAN thiey oall himn, wiispering in sepulchral tones
2% devout worshlp that wind eerily tiru the tortuous catacombs of that necromantic
astasrworld vhere the Unwantel Ones congregate with their picturecque publications
and revel in the Forbidden Joys of the science-affllictionist! Wno is this terribvle
troglodyte, Monarch of kissives, Loador of Letters to the Readors' Colwms? None
other than F. (for Foo) J (for Jabbervug) Ackerman. No more {thank God!), no less.

During latter months and years, however, the pen of Aclkynuss tho arghhhh has
toeon silent--strongely, sinisterly so. Ugly rusors floating: Some s2y He never
could write anyhow; was nis six-year-old brothsr sent in a2ll those lurld lettiers,
Uthers say vhat tho hell, let tho clooping dog lle, thoe rat! Still others dom't sny
& word about 1t, Is it possible they don't evon caro? Excolsior:

Ba that as it
may, your corrospondent was given garto blmehe md tald, rogardless of cost {but
only o dollar » dny for meals, the hoels) to rout out the Truth dbout Ackorman., Tho
discovorics hs mndo hnave loft nis soul gibbering in uttor horror as Lo trios to
translate to wmere words the ghastly, incredible scenes of stark terror he witnessed,

People of America! F. (for Fuerher) J (for Jehovah) Ackerman is director of a
depraved Cult, Its wembers meet by stealtil, at the dark of the moon, in a palace of
pervarsion on New Hampshire. Such is the cloak 9f hideous sacrecy they wear they
dare not use their Christian names. Instead, each deovotee is blaschemed in blood
with an immer-cirsle name of frightful allegory--such ag Morsjo...Tobojo...and,..
C-ho-he! *"45J" i3 tho dreadful symbol of their leader, cryptic and revolting in its
suntle lwplications of evil incamaute, Unrewmltting research failed ts reveal the
%rue meaning of this oubiem of abowmination but occult authorities regard it as a
wonstrous relic of the dark days of the Elder Bolngs, when Grog-Thothoth rulod diro-
fully...

Among themsolvos these dogenerates crazily cackle their incomprehonsiblo
incantations in an abhorrent idiom. Horrid, clasking syllables wrack tho llsteners'
tortured oars with taeir shocldng, godless rhythm, Ackormaneswerantd, language of
“aoifer, so called in terror-stricken tribute to its inferno-svawned inventor,

Theseo drug-debased flends force taemselves into irreligious frenzy swiliing a
brimatone brew called kokaxpla, stuffing their stomachs with muusified meats from
the Egyptian dynasty of aron-Rye. These noisowe neotrics gquickly plunge the meating
into an orgy of worthodoxity, spimning, wiiriing, ever faster--faster--to the mad
polka of the Master,

Noxjous incense coiled its deadly fumos about the hall wmholy;
ghastly flares, flickering, made the awful imagoes on the wall do a danse macabre,
Your investigator could ondure it no longer. Mo fled for tho presecrvation of his
immoral soul. Reeling, staggoering, sanity sliipping, ho escapei--in body dut not in
2ind, For within his bonumbed brain still sang tho maddening molody of liespnisto,
tne mallgn, toxic tempo of the iinuet in J!
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THE WINNER! Jack Speer, polling 6 more votes than his nearest rival,
Nancy Featherstone, has rcvd § & the congratulations of the LASFL ftor
his winning submission, "After 1939--Whate", in Madge's Prize Mss con=
tzst. "Jabberwork™ got twice as many votes as 3d place "Book of the
Dzad", which In turn took twice as many as 4th place "Fans Panned™.....

L R A e R S I e e R - - oo

- e oo LR R R R ol 4

COMING DISTRACTIONS: An Immense Voice of the imagi-nation by Baker,
Bristol, Campbell, Carnell, Hagqard, Kuslfan, Madle, Marconette, Miske,
Perdue, Speecr, Warner, Wilson, Wollheim et autres., Priced at 10 cents.,
"A Tale Which Hath No Title™, noveltyarn by Ellay Essetiell. ~ nietel.
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Price S5c. An LASFL Pubs Bx 6475 Metropolitan Sta., Los Angeles/Calit.




