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I scel pullod ry usual boner—-TRANTCR and zines following arc om page 11, not 3 as

intd cpes cum, Sunoe. | DEAR  SAPIARY

November 11, 1853, Wednesday

© Well, this 1ssue is all sten
ciled with the exception of t h ¢
contents page and what I'm writ-
ving now. This really should o e
called NANDIDN'T instead of TANDU
- since so little of it ismy o wn
writing. Ewven the mailing com
ments aren't mine and even thousgh
there are five pages of those, if
the artwork were cut out, there

would be only aboubt two pages in all. A drastic change in my policy I
must adnit. - Guess I'm just lazy because it is really so much sasier to
print someone else's stuff than to go through the agony of writing some-
thing nyself. Believe me, children, i% is agony for me %o write, Hov—-

ever, I'm beginning to feel awfully guildy about doing so 1little of it ~=-
I reckon [!'11 have to endure the agony ond with next issue contribute a
little more from my pen than I have been doing--or should I say typer???77
Frankly, I don't know who will suffer the most from such a move--you or me
but there's nothing like finding out, there there? This is not a definite
threat though because maybe my conscienco will evaporate in the interval

between this mailing and the next one. Hero's hoping.

Three of my old stand-bys arcn't in this issue; namcly, Garth Bont—
ley, Orma licCormick, and Jack-the-Ripper. Thoops! Takc that back. Gartl
is represented., Well, at least one of thom is present in the birthday is-
sue of NAVDU. DEA has one full page i1llo and the pocm appearing with this:
pic was weitten by Truda McCoy. The front cover was done by Richard Berz-
eron, and the outside bacover was done by Wral Eallard. The inside bacover
was done by Bob Farnham, Other artists represented arc Reamy and Harness,

Jay Cordes of Pekin has a short short and there's another fiction
piece by Anonymous. This story prosents a noot point. I have no faith in
the fact that you'll even be able to read it. Why? Bocause I had %o get
smart and mess around with the format and after folding and rofolding sten
cils a dozen times---shrug, I'1ll be surprised if it does print legibly
at all., I thought I .would do all fiction picces over onoc page in length
this way. s6 you redders could differentiate the fiction from other materi-
al at a glence. It's only fair since most of you detost fiction and prob-
ably won't read it. This way you'll know what to skip. However, I don't
Imow wacther I'1l over have the nerve %o tackle it again; at least wi t h
regular stcncils. Have you cver folded a stencil and $ried to get it in
a typer without wrinkling it and still get it straight? And thon taken it
out and repeated the proeess so you could type the.other half--and still
have i% all match vhen you're through? Haw! Take it from me, don't try
it? I% von't come out ever and you most likely will lose your roason foo.

Bob Fornham has a Phiilycon report and there is an extremcly inter-
esting sraphology reading. Guess that's about cverything. The pages aroc
not mumbered and for all I know, they may never be. If such is the casec,
you'll hawe to lmnt for everything., Otherwise, you can read the contents

and skip 21l this spaco gas. 1




Irene Baron has an excellent indea., I second the motion. I hereby
state that I am one of your staunch, nost staunch, supporters, Irene. Hmm.
No semantics involved in that statement either. WB in '54. ¥B in *54.
Let me Inow, Irene, what to do to start the ball rolling. After all, I sec
no reason why the Saps shouldn't send their OE to the Frisco con.WB in !54,

Bert didn't come through with any Hinkie Pinkies this time. JEU
sure all of you just feel terrible?! And as he didn't have the answers to
the last ones-~he did remember some of them later-then any of you are cor-
rect I reckon. Jack Harness sent me some hinkie pinkies--I weep copiously
-~---1 lost them. S0 no hinkie pinldes.

Seems that I forgot Nance Sharc when I was mentioning artists. She
is well represented this issue including some zeometrical drawings of hers
that sihc nay well have forgotten she ever did. ifust have been a full year
and a half since she sent them to me.,.there is one on the opposite page.

The theme of this issue is fanart., I have no idea yet how the illos
will tuwrn out because I'm never sure of nmyself when I'm stenciling art. I
will know more about it after I start printing. In any case, each artist
has a distinet style and I hope I managed to presont the difference capa-
bly. I used all the different means I could think of and made up a few too
in reproducing the art this issue. I doff my hat to fan artists, I
couldn't get along with out them and I've never used the work of any fan
artist that I didn't think was excellent...at loast not yet. Three checrs
for all fan artists - they work awfully damned hard and get little in re-
turn for their efforis.

The moral of this issue is "de garron haa det gut" =-theme song of
200th fandom. Long may it live!

Oh, forgot. The covers for the first installment of THE BALLARD
CHRONICLES are in this mailing. Two covers for each of you. I thought it
would afford more protcction for the mss. Don't know whether I can get the
covers done for the second installment in time for this mailirg or not, If
not, they'll be in the nexbt mailing., Tom Reamy is doing them, bless ninm,.

The biggest little paper in fandom is John Magmis! "smig"......... a
weekly paper crammed with news of fandom and delightfully presented. First

time in my life I felt like plugging something volgntarily.
N\t /
) 3

Ly what a bunch of eager beavers you
are! Only one person sent in an answer %o
WHERE ANGZLS FEAR TC TREAD as far as I know
and that answer was wrong. John Davis says
more of I Love A Twist but makes no atteupt
to solve the puzzle. And nere I had feared
that I hod nade it too easy! I even cub
out some of the clues because I thought it
would be a dead giveaway. Did I overesti-
mate tiic gray matter of the members of this
sterling oiganizationiWell, I'm not giving
you any nore clues. You see I'm no% all
sweetness and light-I'm no angel. I have a
lot to learn from ROSCOE I guoss. His sac-
red followers of his sacred person should be
all swectness and light but I am just a
neo-RCSCONIAN. In spite of that, I know
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that ROSCOZ is ALL and that other ghods(so-calied)are false--in particular
ghu and phthalo. Down with all false ghads. RCSCOE shall'always be vict-

A merry Chrisinas
to all of you. Xnow what
Christmas means to n e?
It is a tine for think-
ing of friends.It is one
day that people cvery-
where seem to feel a com-
mon bond and it tends to
bind then together a %
least for a little while.
That is true of the les-
ser holidoys too as far
as I'm concerned anyhovw.
I always find myself
thinking of friends a%
such times, wondering if
theytre having a g 0o o d
time, what they're doing

' if they're happy, a n &
wishing each and every one of them the very best. They don't lmow that of
course for it's merely a mental prccess on my part but I feel happy and
content dvring Christmas because I feel rmuch closer to poc op l o,b ot h
here and everywhere. ;

I've been feeling guilty again. This time it conceras a sentence in
John Davis' Ghu Saplement which I censored. If it had been said just about
me, I'd nave let it go. But after all, he said it about some other people
too and tiey would probably like to know vhat he thinks of ther. So here
is the part I censored: "super-munificent magnificent marmoset type o f
being'", MY GHOD!

This is Armistice Day. Sardonic. With things embroiled and boiling
as they ore, we should ccelebrate 4rmistice Day? (If you ask me, the Firss
World Var has never stopped.)Take for oxample, perhaps a minor example buib
an example just the sane.....gads, come to think of it, {this minor example
may not turn out %o be so miror in the future. Anyhow, take for example,
the case of two supposedly clear-thinking countrics 1 i k e the U.,S. and
Britian pulling such an ill-timed and diplomatic blunder as thoy pulled
October 8%h of this year in Trieste. That little deal represen’s very ve-
ry clearly, rather it proves very clearly that a biz country can tell a
little country what to do but it doesn't always fellow that the little coun
try will do it. Poor Tricste. Armistice Day, indeed. It would be raticr
frustrating I would think to run across a proolem which seems to be unsolv-
able such as this one. Even I fecl frustrated just thinking about it and
I dontt have to solve it. Ah ne.

Dear Gem, I agrec. It's complctely nauseating. But I can foel
things brewin'!, old dear., Keop your cyes and ears open and maybe somcone
will find & cure for the nauseca.

Leo Jacobs, I don't want to be friends with you. XNaw. Too boring.
Let's be cnemies! Lots more fun that way!

Glad to sec Mclieil come forth with some mailing comments. Too bhad,
worse than that--it's a dastardly(whece, that was a happy typo!)shame thab
I have to agrec with the comen’ you madce concerning HANIDU. If you'll
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friends.lt

check, McHeil,you'll see that I spoke ratiher disparagingly myself of the is
sue in question, I enjoyed YDOUS and it hurts like hell to admit it.

Rapp, if you don't stop saying that this Nandu is an improvement o-
ver the last llandu, you're gomna get in a rut, boy. Come on, let's sing a
different tune. The picture on the last page was not a picture of "4racl-
shoes"; i%{ was merely dedicated to same. Ah yes, tracksioes! Touw lmowr
what frackshoes are, surely? trackshoestrackshoestracksihoestrackshoes)ti!t!

Grypnon! Haw! TRANTOR was wonderful as usual even if it was shors
er. Tze stenciling and printing is superb.

I Jon't know whether I remember all the Saps I met at the rhillycon
or no%t., .u2d, by Ghod, I gither as Howard Devore mosi empna~
tically sitated. Huumph., &0 pemember very well and thani:
ROSCCE I ad the oppor Iy was a pleasure. Howard
Devore is delightful. fhe said)fio e was, "I saw you last
nigot vut dida't intro hise I \thetzid vou were drunk!" Just
the sane, Zoword Dev Ed Cg ‘l, 9w Ltrere is a fellow.
Frankly,I vas scare peechless of -.z‘/,f,"«--- everybody and if
Zd hadn't squired m nost certain ,»,'  ¥ have enjoyed the
convention as much [ b7

Firestore. I didn! /80 Re ki but I was certainly
impressed with what] 13tt1é. T Bit 7, 1 r, Wally, where are
the picturcs you prpmis¢d hef .\ Dob Bilcreéig#ll, 1| was introduced %o
him and slhool: hands SEha ¥%e i But, if you wisir to
go on first impress Robert Glenn, the

D

other 2lf of TRAIT 3 of TRANTOR is surely
a good lool:ing nast B 0} . i ¥ Dboen [bored to death or

Just plain siy-—-I

ever sceins Rim smi . i
must ave been merely bo /BB imé s wonderful--hope he docsan't
mind my seying so. Nal ARABisG Z44h: #pal swoehheart and lance--—-
a companrnion %o him. o 7 any case, I didn't
meet onc Saps that I , cach in 2is or her
own right,

Toth, I don't -.‘,;." tand what you mean by Wrou shouldn't make gen-
cralizations including th X TOTH camec out of the dark-
ness into itae lig}fnyi}mdocd. of it. ~Egc only puzzlc that
I worked was the @npwith the S it looked as if
it wvould bec %the easd {y answgr: A)gcr, Gerdimg,/Giuck, Xruse; Jacobs
Silverberz, Borgcr_on;“{iﬁgard, Dald, Pavis, Shefd Jincy; and Coslet,Toth

t Yo

Higgs, Shapiro. I go % nvglvod N that J‘,'f@ Rapp's SPACE GALE to ov
er run such & risk again. “‘*’iEa_: DE

Il A A

Tou say, Vral, that unlike X you let thc stars get in your eycs
and the nmoon change your mind. Certainly that's what I meant..you arc nost
astute. Surecly I'm a prilanthropist. Didn't you know? By Ghod, $rack-
shoes, indecd. De garren haa det gut! Long live 200th fandom. ROSCCE is
alllllli2zlllilt ilell, guess I've recached the end of this hodgepodge--and
an I glad. Goodbye stenciling and hello mimeco--you little blackheartcdson
ofaspaccdogl I liate stenciling, I hate mimeographing, I hate——-crrrr, naw
I'm just tired......November 13%th...glad I nad some space herc. The con’e
nts pagc is a holy ness. All those pago throee's should be pago eleven's &
page 18 I left out~-a Share illo--and page 32, the Reanmy illo, docsn't ov-
en exist. Bubt I should do it over?? Hardly. I'm so sick and tired of
this issuc tiat I am tempted %o throw it in the wastcbaskei—--made wore nis
takes on tiwe contents page and the four pages of DEAR SAPIARY than I did
in all %$e rest of it--plaguc and the Martians take it......I quit...langee
This is supnosed to be page five and who the hell carcs I wonderi? 7777777



CAROUSEL

Anonymous

The records from which this historical narrative
was taken were found in the cornerstone of the cld Teath~
erbee Chronicle building, the home of a newspaper which
flourished and preospered during the years 1849 4 o 1301
when it was put out of business by a mysterious and ter-
rible explosion and fire completely destroyed the build-
ing, despite the valiant efforts o f fire fighters from
four surrounding towns.

Three attempts were made to rebuild the Chronicle \‘/
Building but all endeavor o reconstruct it was abandoned (. A\
when each attempt was defeated by explosions and fire,the y \
causes of which have never been determined. /‘r \_\/ .

P

““ln

Two years after the attempts to rebuild the Chron-
icle were abandoned, the editor of that newspaper v2o was
the most active in the above mentioned attemnis,was found :
dead one darm of a terribly warm Sunday. He was hastily )
placed in his grave when police found his features crush- \ /
ed in and bearing the mark of a cloven hoof. Iio explana
tion has ever been forthcoming for the dcath o £ ZIditor
Ephraim Jones. The police records of the case disappear-
ed. : /

The facts have been presented here a s they were
found i n the records discovered in the cornerstorne and
the reader hereof is free to form his or her own opinions, ..

" m——==fThe Author
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The montr of July, 1653, was the kottest thnd the
little town of ieatherbee had ever krowx. The sun beat
down from & cloudless sky with a fervidness that defied
even the most nardy citizen to show 2is fuce outd of
doors. The asphalt roodways were soit and vehicles that
found it necessary to be abroad Iuring the wead of duy
left rut-like tracks which filled slowly in. Crn this
Sunday morning, rather Brinker s*tood at tae en doors
of his 1little church wondering how large an atienrdance

he would have in the sweltering neat.

Father Erirnker mopped his bald pate and stared
with vhat almost became unbelief as carriage after car-
riage pulled to a stop along the street and reins were
hitched to hitching posis. The Parish was dutifully ap-
pearing for Sunday worship.The smile on Fathker 3rinker's
features belied t h e tiny crow's fecet around 2is eres
that bespoke of weariness and fatigue.

Solemnly, tae Parish took their places ir the ac-
customed pews and in short tize all were present. The
services were opened with an invocation. Afterwards, the
Sl Pilot %0ld his Parisz that because of the wmisal and
depressing heat, he would disperse wita nis usual sermon
and instead they would sing a few hymns, offer a prayer
to trheir Maker,ard taen they cocudd return to their homes|
for the heat made s=zintliness a trying occupation, and
tenpers were saort. Peace and juiet and rest werc i
der till things cooled off.

X
.
3
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The look of relief thot passed over the faces of)|

some of his Parish made Father 3rinker wondor just how
meny of them meant businoss in coming to worship.

The organ began with a soft soothing flow cof m-




S E L (anonymous)' | f

1 G
'sic which scemed to tell of copler happier and far dloze
bleasant lands....-... .

| ~ When the hymn had come to an end, the organ fcll
ilent and Fatihier Brinker, stepping up t o his pulpit,
swung open ais big Bibla.

"I promiscd to dispense with my usual sermon, but
I think that wc nad best consider a few sikort verses in
the Holy Bitlo. I1'11 not take long and will discuss a
subject that is close to cvery one of us. It is this:
iCan a man's Conscience be his true guidet"

"Rather Srirnker took a deep breatk and....neld it.

Father Brinker, as had everyone else, had been
struck motionless with an unnamed fear when there canme
a shriek from the organ like a lost soul suffering the
Ultimate in unioly torture. Shriek after shriek rent the

hot air. Then as suddenly as it had begun, the organ
was silent. TFor a full five minutes, no one moved. No
jone spoke. Toen there came a terrific sigh as everyoene

let go of pent up breath and began to inhale again,
plbeit, far from normally. ?

Now five minutes m a y not have been the actual
length of time that all held their breath but to most it
|seemed far longer - a lifetime - an eternity.

Father Brinker stepped down to the pipe organ and
pecred closcly at it. He opened the little door in the

ack which gave access to the power switch. It was off.
e looked arourd for thc organist but she had apparently
eparted the immcdiate viciritysin the belief that he r
dutics at the consolc werc ended.




Pinding nothing wron~, Tather Troinzer once nore
stepped into the pulnit and continued his disaissior con
cerning a man's Conscience being hic gudide. Ile finishzd
his talk, and as he did so, tne organ begen a soft hymn.

Ho one thought anything of it this time as the pipe or-.

canist had supposedly returncd to play the hymns Jor th

closing services.

The organ suddenly switched fron h e statelyr,
&

]
Mizarer 17 God To Thee" t0 the equally unsiztel:rr, "There
T:1l1l Be A Hot Time In The Jld Town Tonighi!" The entire
congregation, including Father Brinker, were poral;zed
with astonishument, tinged not a 1litile withk dreadl. The
organ switched to another »isque tune, "They Lo Ze 014

Bit They Haveé Young Ideas" and hit up a rag tine rhritin
that, despite their presence in a holy place, sel mnore
than one pair of fest a-tingle with a disbolic deosire Ho
trip the ligh% fantastic. Then ¢nce more %t h e organ
switched tempo to the semirelijious and tke opeaing bars
of"God Save The King! filled the rafters witi sweetness.

Suddenly a vagrans gus
the small screen that stoed be
console set.

t of torrid air blew over
tween the Parish and the

Laturally, all eyes swung in the dircction of the
disturbance and screans of nystoricael terror, deep-toned
shouts from the men, filled the clurch and d&rowned out
the notes from the organ when all could see that there
was n o onc seated ot tae console of the powerful pipe
organ'

liatilda Jinks, the Town Crier of Gossip stood
nearcst the organ and ner startled eyes saw the bass ped
els going up and down, the black and white keys on +t he
keyboard depress and rise as though they were played by
invisivle and mischievous fingers.

Pandenonium let loose whcn she saw tiie muter-ped-
als pressed down and a terrific blasting roar of music

struck listening and aching ears. Hatilda Jinks rost2d
her eyes to heaven, gave a moaning sigh and collapced on
the floor in front of her pew.

Other eyes looked fto see what had frightened kiat-
ilda Jinks enough to cause ner to faint and saw the same
taing she nad. They saw even more - or thought they did.
From over the top of the console's music rack leered the
upper half of a red, demoniac face, surmounted with two
short red norns. Miss Lizzy Lates, a young lady of some
forty—~two sumners, not to mention the winters, gave vent
to a long drawe ocut scream of absolute terror. It was
not sc absolute however as to prevent her from gathering
her skirts above a still very pretty pair of shapely
kneecs and legging it hell-for-leather down the aisle and
towards the street door. The wind had swung the door al-
most closed but s o great was her emotion and neoed for

-haste that Lizzy Lates paused not a whit but went right

through the door without a moment's hesitancy.

Her abrupt flight broke the stasis which had been
holding t h e Parish rigid and the entire congregation
noved as one person toward the street exit.

The natural result when some sixty people attempt
to pass en masse through a door normally accomodating
but two or three is a jam that puts the traffic jams of
holidays to utier shame.

Sixty terrified souls struggled to pass through
this door and the resulting strain on the door frame and
that part of the wall to which it was made fast at last
overcame the walltls inertia, and the whole section gave
way with a splintering, earth shaking crash,

Cut upon the street poured the maddened congrega-
tion and not wuntil they were nearly a block from their
church did their fear and +{rembling start to leave them
and sanity tale its place.

(next page)



It took comsiderably limge. in tkhe <eliling them
it did in the doing, a n d before Fatner Briaker couid
step down from his pulpit and reack his beloved Porish-
oners, they had reached te sireet and fled the vicinity.
But before they could get further than ¢ h e one short
block, there came from the Holy LEouse a2 rerewed burst of
masic, it's %hrobbing roaring voice seeming to commond
their very senses and lilre pecple in a heavy trarce, they
faced again toward the cliurch and slowly reiraced theil
steps.

The awful blasts of sound emerging Irom the build
ing carried far and wide on the still hot air and other
churches holdins; their own sorvices nd them abruptly in
terrupted by the weird music. It finally irritated their
curiosity to the peint wkhere no one was able S0 sit
still any longer and the other two churches of Teabtner—
bee erupted their occupants. These curious individuals
made their way toward the caurch o f TFather Brinlrer ¢
find ont what was behind all this irreverant uproar,only
to fall victizs themselves to %t 2 e umseen force which
was eninating from the music.

Taen the strangest sigzht that nortal man hod ever
seen was witressed upon that hot street in front of Sy
Pilot Brinkert's place of worship. The older folks, who
of course held their services before the Sunday School
class, were swept as by an invisible wird cu® into the
street and their shoes becane sticky with +%iae soft as-
phalt.

At this point, the musical ravings couing fron
the rernegade pipe organ took or a new note. There pour—
ed from it's mighty pipes the stirring arnd blood wermirg
strains of "The Merry Vidow Taltz" and men and wonen
joined in a wild abandoned dance beneath the glaring sun.
Lround and around ané around they whirled, sweat pouring
down their faces like a miniature Hiagara Inlls. Cloth—
ing became saturated and stuck %o sweat-peaded bodies.




‘ Tha msic changed. The wild strains oo Yie Ea
' Soom Dee Ay! filled the air with a faster rhysim than

the writer had over intcnded and the swirling of the dan
cers grew faster and faster.

Right in front of the church from the doorway of
which Father Brinker stared in utter disbelief and hor-
ror, tragedy struck a dancing pair. Krs. Harybelle
Junker, acid tongued purveyor of ckoice bits of scandal,
bent o knee in her wiid dance and spli% the back of her
dress irom collar to heln. She¢ ignored the torn dress
as 1t fell from her all angular frame to exposec a gorg-
eous orchid tinted slip, and e lower half of an over—
‘ sized pair of crimson imed bloomers. Her male pariner,

sweating profusely,hitched irritatedly at his suspenders

and the sweat saturated trousers stuck to his body, the
. suspenders broke, and his trousers fell uninhibitedly to
the ground.

Shriek after skhriek of ribald and uncontrolled
lauvghter rose to the burning sky from goggle-—cyed tecen-
agers when he exposed o torso clad exactly as it was at
birth. Gripped ir thc unholy spell of tie organ's music
they danced on. Down the street, a few feet away, simi-
lar events were taking place....and so it went.The musiec
tempo increased and they whirled faster and faster......

Suddenly, without warning, the music stopped and
a dead silence settled down on the teeming sceme. TWith
the cessatiom of the organ's madness, the spell which
had gripped the oldsters was broken and sanity roturned.
Cries, yells, and screams, ribald comment from the male
victims themselves brought the attcntion of the luckless
ones to their undressed state and an immediate exodus
began. The victims streamed at top speed toward their
buggies or nearby homes, and as the street was cleared,
the organ music began as suddenly as it had stopped.This
time it was the teen~agers who were caought by the ter-
rible and merciless force it scemed to exert.




The same scene was repeated with the youngzer z:%
but at a much madder race.

¥rile the teen-asers danced, Father 3Brinker of%
last obtained command of his feet and sense and descend-
ed to the street in a vain attempt to pursuade the young

er sebt to cease their irreverzat dencing on the holy day.

‘Then Father Brinker felt the mysterious influence
taking hold of him and h e turned tail to flee, hardly
putting a foot to the ground as he raced away with the
black cloth of his profession streaming out behind him.

_ The organ misic ceased. It was to remain silent
forever after. '

Released from it's grip, the teen-agers stared at
each otker with glazed eyes in whica the look of sanity
slowly returned. They looked around them with wunspoken
questions in their weary ceyes, too tired and %too fright-
ened to investigate circumstances very deeply and with
a silent mutual agreement, they turned homeward.........

oK ofe ok ok e 3K sk 3 o ok ok o 3k ok e ok ok o sk ok e sk ofe ek e ‘

To this day, n o explanation has been found for
the weird and unholy events that took place on East ilor-
ris Street that stifling evil day in July, 1853. Fatker
Brinker's church was never used again. It stands today
a crumbling aged cdifice, it's insides long sincc gone
with the passage of time and storms. Nothirg remains
but its stone walls and even they are slowly returning
to the earth from which they came.

Rark wceds and vegetation have all bdbut covercd
the crumbling heap from sight.

On the street near the curbing in front o f

the building lies a huge block of crumbling saudobone and
no one ever stops or cven passes near this stone. In the
side of the stone facing the street is a mark, clearly
and deeply imprintcd, which could only bave been made by
a larze cloven hoof.

Above the mark of the hoof, faint but startlingly
clear is the outlire of a ga ic“Borned human head. ;
O g 3
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TRACK SHOLS! S OK SHOBS'! TRACK SHOES! TRACK SHOES! TRAC
TRANTOR SPACEWARP

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down! To write well is to think well,
Long has 1t vaved on high, W

And many an eye has danced to see . to feel well, and to render well;
That banner in the sky; ‘

Beneath it rung the battle shout, it is to possess at once intel~
And burst the cannon's roar;--

The metecor of the ocean air lect, soul, and taste.,

Shall sweep the clouds no more!j

t

BERGERON'S FCLLIES
Simplicity is an exact medium
befween too little and % o o

much.4

WARHOOW
A picture i s a poem without

words.5
GEMTONES

Even the cleverest and most perfect
circunstantial evidence is likely to
be at fault after all, and therefore
ought to be received with great cau-
tion. Take the case of any pencil
sharpened by any woman; if you have
witnesses, you will find she did it
with a lmife, but if you take simply
the aspect of the pencil, you will
say she did it with her teetlh.q

S e e . . e = e ———

1. OLD IRONSIIES, Oliver W. Holmes
2. Buffon

3. Mark Twain

4., Sir Joshua Reynolds

5. Horace
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200th fandom-200th fandon-200%a fando 2008k _fagdomszowg_ fandom~200th fan
MO SUKOSHI KABU

Not always shall you be what you are now.j

SPRING HAS CAME AND WENT

Sir, I admit your general rule,

That every poet is a fool,

But you yourself may serve to show it,
That every foocl is not a poet.z

IGNATZ

There is quite as much education and true
learning in the analysis of an ear of corn
as in the analysis of a complex 's,en'cence.:5

C/ JIARNES S

NANDU
You cannot work an hour at anything vwithe
out learning something.4

MAINE-IAC

Methinks there is much reason in his sayings.5
FALLING PETALS
Despise not any man, and do not spurn any-
thing;for there is no man that has not his
hour, nor is there anything that has not
its place.g

e . . T T T . . . o, e T T o S o 5

1. Carl Sandburg

2. EPIGRAN, Samuel T. Coleridge
3. 0.H. Benrnson

4, David Graham Phillips

5. JULIUS GAESAR, Shakespeare

UH ARNESS 6. Rabbli Ben Azail 13




What do they really kmow of love, these shallow, too-romantic
And foolish folk who picture it with stardust in their eyes,
Who see in every youthful dream and adolescent antic
A current of emotion that will lead to paradise?
But youth can only play at love. The young are too self—centered.-
They are hostage to their fancies and the stirrings in their blood.
They would make of it an Eden where a snake has never eatered,

A garden where the rarest rose is ever in the bud.

For love is more than moonlight trysts and shyly given kisses.
It is the bullion smelted in the crucible of years.
It is the slender strand that guides past chasms and abysses,
Whose strength can cope with sacrifice and meet tiie test of tears.
And love can only come to those mature and clear of vislon,
Who see the fau;ts and failings yet can overlook them all,
Who conguer disillusionment and human indecision

And triumph over pain and fear and envy's siren call,

For love is born, not of the gift, but of the act of giving,
Arising from the ashes of our passions and our pride;
And those who have capacity for faith and for forgiving
Will find it comes from sharing good or evil side by side,
Its price is paid in labor and in ever-endless $rying,
Yet it lightens every burden on the road a mortal plods;
And it alone is victor over aging -- yes, and dying....

And those who gain and cherish it are favored of %the gods,

«esesGarth Bentley
14 ’
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HARNES S

I am still unable to figure out whether the Philcon of 1953 was a
big Bust. From the advertising previous to the convention in Philadelphia,
I assumed the Philcon would be even bigger and better than was the conven~
tion of 1963, held in Chicago and very 'a'ffectionately renenbered as Chi -
con Two.

After a long, dirty, and exceedingly tircsome trip of some forty-
three hours duration,including an enforced idleness of eight hours in Chi-
cago between trains, I arrived at the Pennsylvania lNorth Philadelphla sta-
tion, to immediately engage in a verbal struggle with several cab-seckers.
Ve were all trying to grab the one Yellow Cab that was at hond.

I won the set-to from thrce men,and got the cab for the ride to the
Bellevue Stratford. My driver had been twelve hours working in the terri~
fic heat and was enroute to his garage. Luckily, his route passed the
Bellevue Stratford. At the BS, I roamed into the lobby and practically
fell over Evan Appelman, and through his kind assistance, located uy room-
mate-to-be, Franklin lM.Dietz, and as soon as I could, got a shower, chang~
ed my shirt, charged my camera and then headed for the ilain Floor. 3eing
Friday, I wanderoed about the lobby seecking somo victim for m y pictorial
collection of the Philcon, and lo and behold! L. Spraguec dc Camp fell un—
suspectingly in%to my net.

I had Jjust turned the film to the next picture and replaced the
used flash-bulb, whon my arm was seized by Eva Firestons who took me into
the little room hade famous By Bob Tucker, "Down in th' bartt

There to my happy surprise,l was first introduced to the other half
of Chigger Patch, Nan Gerding, and to be honest about i%, my first thought
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when I realized to whom I was speaking, was whyinell it had to be MY tough
luck to be born thirty years too sooni

Then, in turn, I met Jean Carroll, Ed Cox(a long=time correspondent
whom I met for the first time in person), Lin Carter, a splendid lad!.....
Jerome Bixby who for the second time in world con history, escaped my cam-
era without a scratch, Mr, and Mrs. Phil Farmer, Bea Venable(sister of the
NFFF Prexy and a keen looking little lady, and Rog Phillips of whom I got
a natural picture as he was picking an awful fight with a glass of beer..
Moments later I was studiously engaged in a similar activity, And did that
beer hit the spot after my long trip! I still have the glass out of which
I drank that beer! '

The hour that then passed like ten mimutes, I think, was the most
delightful and thoroughly enjoyable one I have ever passed. As I sat there
watching them and passing a joke now and then, I made the silent wish that
the convention could last forever.,esssesss.The Hunt Roon was appropiately
named, I must say! After my third bottle of beer, it took me two hours to
Imnt for the one exit %o the bar.....no, I did not "get a snocotful',...but
not having had any liquor at all in a full year, the three bottles of beer
made me..va...a...wee bit, shall we say(lot us bo polite, eh?)dizzyeecees..

I wanderod around contacting old friends and making a couple of new
ones, taking a few flash pictures, and then Firestone and I discovered the
coffee room and inhaled a eouple of cups of the fluid, plus a slab of pie.
Then I left her in the lobby and went on the hunt for morc victims for my
hungry camera. Tiring of this after a bit, I went out %o the strcet and
looked around for a less expensive coffee spot. A block in some direction
or other from the hotel, I located a big sign advertising Coco Cola which
turned out to be a restaurant,

After I got a peek at the prices on the memi, I bturned myself out,
but fast, and went back {o the hotel. On the way,I found a very nice cafi-
eteria, where I had a couple of hard rolls and coffec, and after putting
this mess down, got two containers of coffee, picked up a nowspaper off a
chair and went to my room, took a shower and settled dovn in my PJ's to
relax and read the paper. This plus smoking and drinking coffee is my fav-
orite indoor sport, next to letter writing, that is.

In the hotel lobby, I became acquainted the next morning with Fred-
erick Walker, a Massachusetts lad who is in the United States Navy. it
scared the pants off the poor guy taking his picture., TFred is 6 feet 3 of
Real Man and I'm a mere 5 foot 7, and for a moment I was somowhat worried.

During the afternoon session of Saturday's doings I 2z o t several
good picturecs. I also got the shock of my life and was tempted to start
swearing. - The convention "hall', a medium-sized ballroom, compared to the
Chicago convention hall about as would a cigar box %o a freizht car. It
would have been impossible to squecze 500 people into the place,and I con-
gidered with a wry grin the fix the con committce would have been in had
attendance records equaled that of Chicon 2.

As closely as I was able to compute, around 450 people were in the
ballroom when the sessions were in full swing. What a let down! And after
all the publicity for a "bigger and better" conventiont

As for the speakers, and the oral programs from the stage, I'1l not
comment, I'm not in a position to judge their rclative merits. The speak-
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sighted +the drink~laden table next to which 'I sat and nade a.furious at-
tempt to back-water and failed. She tried with valiant effort %o tack and
come about but she was carrying such a heavy Cargo that she neeled too far
to Portside, and losing her balance, capsigzed upon the drinke~laden table.

Drinks, mixes, table and Female Dreadnauvght larded i r my lap, or
rather what nature allows me for a lap, and piled up on the rocks. I doubt
whether it was necessary for the porter to even mop the floor. Not one of
those drirks or mixes misscd myr shirt and pants..eecos.

That was the first time in my life that I carried such a load,stunk
so loud, and was so perfoctly sober!

That did IT.

I went back to my room, cleaned up, packed my grip, left a note for
my roommate and at 2:35 was in a cab, bound for the railroad station. Then
the 3:20 pulled out for Chicago, I was aboard.

The trip all the way houe was a dilly.

Both thc seat in the coach and thoe scat in the smoker bounced like
a cork'onlwator. An official of the rallroad sat on the seat in the smoker
next to me.

He weighed 200 pounds. I weigh 269.
Te both bounced....all the way o Chicago; timsly.

The train I caught for home at Chicago was similarly equipped with
Bouncing Scats, again both in the coach and in the smoker......and for an-
other 18 hours I continued to imitate the cork on the wabter.ee..

Whon I got off tho train for the last time I was s000000 stiff I
could barely walk. I climbed irnteo a taxi to bounce two more miles %o umy
hone,

I think that the few moments at that table in the bar the night of
my arrival and a very touching mcoting with Bob Tucker Saturday evening
Just outside the Hunt Room, and a cheerfully-poscd picture of Zvelyn Paige
Gold will remain as the most outstanding events in momory for me; over-
shadowed only by the pleasurc I had of meeting tho Editor-in-Chiof and Pub-
lisher of thc Chigger Patch of Fandom and being once more in +the company
of that 100 pound spit~firc ball of activity, Eva Tirestonc. There is no
other whon I know who is so packed with fun.......

Philcon Two has many remarkablce aspccts for rctrospcction, but it
was indecd a sad and miscrable BUST when compared with Chicon Two and the
cxpoctations I had of having even a bigger and better time at a bigger and
better convention!

Tackling a convention is a terrific job. The convention committce
far outnumbercd the committec for Chicon Two; yet did not comparc in pro-
ductive results by any means computable, and a s far as this reporter is
concerncd, the monoy, time and cffort made to get therc was entirely wasted.
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erfs table was on the floor with the banquet tables as the stage was far
too small to hold both speaker-table and provide roon for the stage pre-
sentations, The only stage activity I stayed for was the satire on quizz
programs,THE GAME FROM OUTER SPACE. The Robot with all his flashing lights
reminded me so much o f a long-since-passed-on Uncle that it gave me the
heebie~jeebies and I had to go out for more coffee to strengithen my shak-
ing nerves. My uncle had told me several times that one day he would re-
turn and haunt me and when I saw that robo% pop out on the stage,I thought
Uncle had come back for sure!

Then needing a new roll for my camera, I went up to my room %o re-
place it. Getting into the elevator, the operator was ir such a terrific
hurry to get the doors shut that I had not even time % o +urn around and
face the door. She slammed the elevator doors on the first and only decent
flash~canera I'd ever had. I did not lkmow till after I reburned home....
when I got only 21 pictures out of 36 exposures and took the camera to a
repair shop .....that she had punched a hole in the top of the camera that
let gobs of light in directly onto the film.  -The nirror for the ground-
glass finder was smashed, and when the repairman took the camera apart,the
lens itself came out in two pieces!

Fortunately, for my peace of mind, I was unavare of the ruin, and
spent Sunday afternoon and everning wasting film and bulbs. Cogitating on
the camera afterwards at home I felt that I had donc what I'd gone for,had
a tine enjoying myself, mocting old and new friends, and the con vas not
entirely a loss; so I took the damage to my camera with as good grace as

ining}

possible....which was, I admit....not very gracoeful....SPUTTZTT!

Recalling the accident to G M Carr at Chicon 2, and then me getting
my camera busted to Helen Gawne in elevator doors,I decided right then and
there that I'd skip the con for 1954, rogardlecss of the site, Three fimes
and out!.....] didn't want any more, Thank lie!

lfuch to my rogret, I saw Harlan Elli-
son but once duwring the three days I was at
the con, That lad is so full of pep and
ginger that for a few moments,some of my old
spirit of fun and frolic returned. I kidded
Harlan about an article I would not send him
and still don't know how he took my kidding.
Poor guy.....now he has to suffer the indig-
nity of getting a letter from me!

Monday morning I got the bright idea
of sticking a hunk, yes, HUNK, of black tape
on the crack in thec camera in hopes I codd
get the rest of the pictures but the t ap e
didn't work. The crack was in addition to
the hole punched in i* in the elevator..... c

lionday noon, Firestonc told me s h e HARNES S
had to leave. From somewhers I got the idea

Nan Gerding had gone to00; Dietz was busy re~
cording the convention, so I went into the bar for a las% boitle of becr.

And then Disaster struck.

My Nemesis, in t h e form of a 200 pound Female Dreadnaught, came
sailing by under a full head of steam and about 3; sheets in the wind. She
19



Originality is simply a pair of fresh eyes.q

BARSOQM BUGLE

And the music's not immortal;
but the world has made it sweet.z

DODO

Doubt whom you will but never yourself.q

1. T W, Higginson
2. THE BARREL ORGAN, Alfred Noyes

3. Bovee




AITIS ANALYSIS

Signed, "Wrai!, Dated October 24, 1953

You have a fast-moving, intricate mind, capable o f two things at
once, There is a decided sensitivity in ore particular part of your nature
and In this you are hesitant, but otherwise, your overall handwriting de-
notes directness, openness, and a clear understanding of mature things.

You are economical in some things but if the cause appeals to your
altrulsm, price is no object at all. Yoy sihow caution in beginning things
but once vegan, you find yourself reluctant to gquit anything started. If
you worlz in an office, a clean desk is most desirable a t +the end of the
week, but whether this is possible to achieve or not,it wotild delisht you.
You like things right, and finished properly, whenever possible,

Your general disposition is variable, your moods vary considerably
more than average. You arc not an extremist in any sense but there is de-
pression whenever this particular sensitivity is attacked. After a "low"
of this nature, your spirits elasticly rise again, your vigor ls renewed,
and then you resume your routine better than ever.

You have a delightful sense of lmmor, o n occasion you could be a
bit high-strung, but your average is an open interest in others though you
are capable of changing opinions of people at a moment's notice. Surround-
ings and friends influence you more than you would care to admit. You be-
lieve in solidarity of character, and are apt to judge yourself unkindly
when enotionally influenced.

You have determination, diligence, and resolution; sometimes a de-
cided drive possesses you, other times your attitude is more———-so what??,
but your mental ability makes readjustment at once, Your mind is active
constanbly, which may explain the "drive". The angular sharpness of maiy
of your letters denotes your capability for austerity. You cap be cold and
haughty if you choose, though generally you prefer friendliness and fun,

You get to the point without hesitation in conversation,have little
patience with those who dilly dally with a subject. TFlattery will no} af-
fect you in the least. You like things done, well and in a lmrry. Your
dress will not be extreme, but conventional.

You enjoy witty arguments and intellectual intercourse, being ex-
ceptionally good at discussion yourself but always in good taste. You are
a good mixer, but your n's and m's are so sharp, they indicate you vatch
yourself, fearing a temperament that could become hard & o manage if the
conversation goes the wronz way for too long.

There is nothing gentle or tender about your s's but a directness
that denotes "I'm with it if it is right; bub, if not, why bothert'. You
may not achrally budget your time but you do make it count. Several of
your letters suggest that you would like a system that would work and feel
discouragement because such a system isn't feasible. You try to %sake
things as they come but your down strokes show an intermitient frustration.

Your good taste frowns on those who lack this appreciation., Econom-
ical but not stingy, you strike a nice balance of generosity. You will
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never go overboard on an excessive risk.

You follow through anything you stert though you may not begin any-
thing without thinking it over from all viewpoints. TYou like your owm way
more than you would care 4o acknowledge but temper your disposition i n
this by zood sense and proportion,

You will never be satisfied with a n y single project, your whole
mental ccbivity needs many things-though rou are quite able to concentrate
on one thinz at a time if you have something else waiting for diversion.
You could handle more than one job at & time and several kobbies with euase.
Limitation would drive you furiocusly out-of-bounds;make you rebellious and
angry. You have an undercurrent of fire that must find expressicn and use.

YTou might b e slow with decisions but never with execution of the
plans once decided. Your ardor varies, your mind preferring nathematical
ideas and you instinctly want mental drives satisfied,rather than o drean
about anything. Spiritual things seom of little dmportance to you when
practical things can be done. 1

Tour energy can be tireless as long as you are mentally stimmlated.
In shor$, with you, mdaterial mathers predominate.

You can be quite aggressive and enjoy taking advantage of your hej-
ter-than~average mentality, b u t +tiais seems %0 be the only uncharitable
thing about you and, even in this, yo4d watch yourgelf as though you knew
how much damage could be done if you willed.

You can be a stauneh friend but not a-close one to many. You choose
your frieids by mutual interests and will never be intimate with more than
one or two at a time; and then only after sufficient length o f£f time has
been esiablished. RS

Your reliability should carry you far i n  the business world, and
there ore too many fields in which you eould be successful + o list then
here. X i

Tell, there's the graphology reading of our almighty Rosconian OF,
otherwise lmow as Wrai Ballard. Three of us have braved the scarching
all-seeing ere of the grédphologist-Wrail; and I, and Vee Hampton. Now then
who wan%ts %o be HEXT???77

o one?? Cowards!! Scairdycats!! Chickennnnnn!!

Okaye lLicilelil, I dare you,l double-~dare you to let me print a graph-
ology reading done from your handwriting. Do you know the requirements?
Yo, of course not, because you don't read JANDU. Well, maybe one of the
more kind Saps will write to you and repeat all this. Anyhow, for a groph
ology rending, you have to write at least one full page and more is betier
yet. What you say is not important but it is necessary %o use all the“leh
ters of the alphabet. Trite naturally. Also, state the date and sign on-
ly your first name. The graphologist prefers not to know for whom the an-
alysis 1s being done. The readinzg costs one dollar which I'll pay if you
don't wont to. A4Also, I reserve the right to print the reading in HATDU---

sight unseen. I dare you, lMcHeill! You game???77?
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IRENE SAYS VRAI BALLARD AT FRISCO IN '54--1 SAY IT TOO-WWB IN '54--WWB IN

CREEP
Better late than nefer.l
N BOOX OF PTOTH
Out of the dusk a shadow,
Tren a spark;
Out of the cloud a silence,
Then, a lark:
Cut of the heart a rapture,
/ Then, a pain,
Out of the dead, cold ashes,
Life again.
- VIARNESS .
YDMOS

Life would be a permetual flea hunt if
a nan were obliged to run down all the
innuendoes, insinuations and misrepre-
sentations which are uttered asgainst
him'S WTALLY Hol #

JARY €5 5

DIE ZZITSCHRIFT FUR VOLLSTANDIGEN UNSINNW

But Zrror,wounded, writhes with pain,
And dies. among his worshippers.4

- s e —

1. Dionysius
2. BVOLUTION, John Banister Tabb
3. Henry Tard Beecher

4, TRUTH, THE INVIICIBLE,William C.Bryant
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Jay Cord.es

In the days of King Alfred, there lived a poor woman and her son,
Jack., One sad day their only cow disappeared.

"Jackson, wh' hoppen' to our homogenized?"
"Shet!s gone."
"Yeah, I know. She's the craziest. DBut where is shei"

"T %ook her t o the asphalt jungle to sell her. liy grubby little
paws were itching for that folding stuff.®

"llan, now you're #alkin'. TFork over the long green, boy, and we!ll
live it up."

"Tasy, mother, you're drooling on my Hoover button.!

"7ell, go, go, go, instead of beatin'! it to death. You're slower
than Carmen Lombardo."

"I traded her for a bag of beans instead. You know how it is.V
"Don't give me that jazz."

"That crazy beef market has flipped. What else could I dor"
"You goofed, boy. But let's hit the sack.!

Befure going to bed, Jack's mother threw the beans out the window.
By morning the beans had grown to the sky.

"Jackson, those beang are the gonest."
"lan, we've been sniffin' it. We gotta lay off that stuff.n
"Tell, gét goin' boy. This is real big screen. Don't miff it.M

"Don't worry. I'm hep. Pack my chlorophyll and I'll glean that
crazy bean.!

Miokay, Jackson."

So Jack climbed to the top of the beanstalk and found a large cas-
tle in %the clouds. Once inside, Jack hid in a closet. A giant entered the
roon and put a golden hen on the table. The hen began to lay one golden
egg after another. Jack slipped from the closet and the giant saw him.

"don, this joint's crawlin' with subversives. lcCarthy's got %o dig
this."

g WCan it, Melvin, I'm here on business,!" said Jack.




"Tell, you're a real gasser, Shorty. I don't want to be square a-
bout this but I gotta see your card."

"That hen is the most," said Jack.
"T7ild," agreed the giant. "A real cool one. But she's with me."
"Dad, you're flippin'. I'm long gone."

So saying, Jack seized the hen and ran for the beanstalk. WTith a
roar, the giant followed.

"Don't run so fast, boy. I can't make it."
"Man, wetre gettin' to the end. Ve gotta do it.n

Jack reached the beanstalk and climbed down quickly. He seized an
axe and swung at the stalk.

"I say--I say, boy. Easy on thai frantic axe. I'm not even fixed
for blades.!

"Crazy," saild Jack, and cut through the beanstalk. With a crash,
the giant fell and was killed.

"He goofed," said Jack's mother,

And so he had.

¢SS
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I want to reach, to take,

Since mortal life is mine,
I want to give

I want to live.

7

Fruit to the vine.
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HANCE, SHARE-PLEAST NOTE WHAT LIINAEUS HAS TO SAY! SHARE-PLEASE ITOTL

SPECTATOR

He who lmows and knows he knows,
He is wise;

Pollow him.1

OUTSIIERS

When a man of genius is in full
swing, never contradict him,set
him straight or try to reason
with him. Give him a free field.
A listener is sure to g e t a
greater quantity of good, =n o
matter how mixed, than 1if the
man is thwarted. Let Pegasus

_// o .\‘ /
bolt -- he will bring you up in L/ ViRres s \Q:/

a place you lknow nothing about! 2

DO IT LioW
Never leave that till tomorrow which you can do today. 3

ATTENTIQON FEN .
Speech is the index of the mind.,

L
LS

REVOLTIN' DEVELOPMENT

Your sole contribution to the sum of things is yourself.g

.

THE ARCHIVES
The main thing about a book is not what it says,but in what it

asks and suggests. 6

UP-SIDE-UP
Wonder is involuntary praise o
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1. Arabian Proverd
2. Linnaeus
3, Franklin
4. Seneca
5. Frank Crane
6. Horace Traubel
7. Young
31
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