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EDITORIALLY SPEAKING

Vhen Silverberg came out with his article on fandom, he set off
an explosion heard 'round the world. Or at least arcund the world of
fandom. Now Silverberg was more or less taking the position of a his-
torien dividing the past into historical ages for eéasier identificat-
ion as Stone Age, Dark ige, Atomic Age, etc,.

The historian looking back can see the definite changes and tre-
nds in history with which he can mark these periods, Silverburg look-
ing over the past in naming the various fandom was but tagging the
changes in fandom. These writers since who have t2ted to tag them-
selves and others as part of Sixth, Seventh, Eighih or some other fan-
dom find that they are in the same position as early man calling him-
self a Stone Ager or the knight on one of the Crmsades saying 'I am
the product of the Dark Ages'.

Certain events in history so change things that one can say that
this event is the beginning of a new era. This was the case with the
Atomic Age. 'ith the announcement at 10:45 a.m. on August 6, 1945 of
the razing of sixty per cent of Hiroshima with one atomic bomb, man
was thrown into a new age, easily recognizable as such. The beginn-
ing of most new eras is not as easily recognized as this by a man of
the regpective era.

Perhaps some of the events in the past of fandom have charged
things enough for the fans to say this thing is the start of a new
fandom. I think not. The changes have been so small, the trends
moving so slowly that they have only been noticed for what they are
by our historians such as Silverberg objectively studying them in the
retrospect.

I am not the one to say which fandom we are now in., Many say
we are now in Seventh Fandom, but a few claim that it is but the left-
overs of Sixth Fandom. To those that hold that it is now Eighth Fan-
dom; they have the c¢ry of Harlan Ellison in the latest PSYCHOTIC echo-

Continued on page 2
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ing in their ears.......Seventh Fandom is not dead!.......tho ‘this
cry may be but a death raddle. -
~ - We should put more effort into improving end strengthening fan-
dom, which ever one it might be, and concern ourselves less with which
one it is. 5.

**********************************‘

If thish of NITE CRY is mailed when I hope that it is, you should
receive it but a few days before the World Convention. I wish the
San Francisco Convention the greatest success, high attendence and a
good time had by all. The great distance prohibits my getting to the
Con for which I am sorry. If Cleveland gets the Con for next year per-
haps I can make it. Maybe we can even get the Con to the South in the

ncxt year or so. :

For those that cannot make it to San Franeisco, we are holding
the OKLACON at the Biltmore Hotel in Oklahoma City, September 4th.
There will be a few short talks by nros and fans, auction of mags and
art work from promags, and plenty of time to get together. I hope to
see a large crowd there.

This year the OKLACON is at the same time as World Convention as
1t was last year. This was to give those unable to make the big con
a chance to make a con a little closer to home. Vith the prospect of
the Con being closer next year looking so good I intend to urge that
the date be changed.

The date is August 26 and the time is 10:30 as I write this. I
am looking forward to tomorrow night with a certsin amount of aprée-
henson. Yours truly is to appear on a night disc jockey show over
station KVOO. to discuss science fiction and the coming OKLACON, Hav- .
ing done very little publie speaking since my school days and no = -
radio speaking since high school I am not quite as cool and collected‘
as I-could be.,. Oh, welll .

Be -seeing '‘most of you in the mailbox and ‘some of you at - the.....
OKLACON.OOOOQCOQO
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by E. R, Kirk

IT WAS IMPOSSIBIE THAT THE HIDEOUS CREATURE COULD
BE THE CELEBRATED BACILLIUS WARFARE TECHNICIAN
-~ OR WAS IT??

R. X. Banting, M. D., teoled his car aleng a deserted country
road returning from a oconfinement case. ILabor and delivery had beer
safe and suceessful and the mother and child left resting comfertably.
Nature always has the final say-so with the welfare of man, Dr,’
Banting thouzht. :

This fimal prognosis of life, he decided, was not original with
him but probadbly only a surface reaction eof the subconseious whieh
brought to mind the well-known fact that: Future events ecast their
shadows before. .
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Had he realized how soon this last conjecture was to effect him,
he would have been more prepared for what was about to happen.

: The (Autumn night bore a full and blazing moon, casting woird and
fentastie shadows along the rutted roadside. Vision was extremely
good for ten in the evening, almost like day, except when an occasion-
&l cloud passed by.

Suddenly the car's motor started to misfire. Dr. Banting pulled
the car out of the rutted road, up near a farmer's mail-box, just as
the motor conked out. His diagnostic mind took in the situation at a
glance. Five miles from nowhere and not a soul in sight.

He got out, went around to the front bumper, and 1ifted the hood.
This was a mere formality. He did not know a crankshaft from 2 piston
rod. He put the hood back down. When an organ of the human body fail-
ed to function properly, he knew about that, but when a gaseline motor
failed; no diagnosis. He was stranded.

Dr. Banting turned and then stopped c¢old in his tracks. A gaunt ,
tall figure was draped against the nearby mail-box.

The full moon above projected the stranger's shadow mgainst the
side of the ear but intermittent clouds, snapping on and off like an
electric neon sign, caused the silhouette to appeer thin and ghostlike,
Because of the distance between the mail-box and the car only the up-
per part of the shadow was reflected. It was like watching a land-
scape during the split-second flash of lightning on a dark and stormy
night, blinking on and off....on and off, on then off,

Then the doctor looked toward the stranger whose eyes beamed two
tiny shafts of light straight back to him, like a pair of minature
flashlights snapping on and off...on and off, on then off. Realistie
fact, not fancy, the doctor thought.

"You will please pardon my intrusion?" whispered the tall, gaunt
stranger., "I was the one who stopped your car. I thought that you
were going to pass me by, not knowing exactly where I lived."

"But --my cari"”: interrupted the doctor. "It refuses to funetion.
You do have a 'phone, --of course?

"Phat, my good doctor, will not be necessary. Your car will run
after you have given me proper medical care. Follow mel"

This demand astonished the doctor. Something was wrong with the
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entire picture. He looked overhead then down the long lan toward a
desolate, weather-beaten house standing beneath the moonlit shadowas of
tall oak trees. He tried desperately to get the puzzle pieced togeth-
er. 'Then he had it: no 'phone wires...diagnoaio. Monamania,,.treat-

ment, neorogszhiatrio....
ome, comé, my good manl®™ the stranger's voice was low unﬂ like

& hollow echo. “Snap out of it. I need your help,"

Dr. Banting was no coward, few doctors are. He accepted the chal-
lenge like he would an emergency call., Quickly, he went to the car
door, opened it and got his medical kit from dehind the front seat.
Then he turned and followed the shadowy figure down the moonlit lane.

The moon, the doctor notieed. was changing from a bright ball of
orange to a deep, blood-red, in, fleeting clouds odscured the botw
tom half, casting fantastie shadows over the ground.

"Looki™ the weird figure turned and pointed
toward his shadow. "You see, the bottom half of
me does not show. I have only a halfeshadow.".

"But,”" Dr. Banting objected. "I see noe= . .
thing at all abnormal about your shadow." Dige -

0sis: now agute demontia...treatment, -asyTum, .-

deitated, i e R e H

- ®Ah, it doea tulcinato you, doesn't- it?
Now, my good man, snap out of it. Follow me ine’
to the house and T will give you my complete
case history." : :

' The grotesque stranger now seemed exhausted. ;
He limped wearily into the house followed by the |-
doctor. They passed down & long, dark hallway
and at the end of it a door opened into a piteh
-adark room. They went inside. The stranger turn. Q 1

od on a battery searchlight. They pulled up twe Y
chairs before a vacant table,

"My name,” said the stranger pushing the soarchlight towards the
middle of the table, *is Jim -<James Dunn."

"1 see," Dr. Banting nodded, scribling the name down on the back
of a prescription blapk,
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"] have no known relatives." ¢

No next of kin, the doctor added to his notes. Then he said,
"Your case history, please." ’

"Phis strange malady started about five years ago,” Jim Dunn re-
peated in a monotone. ‘"First, I noticed an acute soreness of my right
foot. That was caused, I think by dropping a chunk of wood on it,
Then, one night, I happened to notice that my shadow had no rigat foot.
Following this strange incident, my lower right leg began to pain from
the knee on down. A few nights later I again happened to observe my
shadow while bringing in cordwood for the fireplace. My shadow was
following me --without a lower right leg. It was then that I began to
be afraid. It was ghastly, unbeiievable, like somb korbvible spectre
of death cutting off my lower extremities...."

"You should have called a doctor,” Dr. Banting remarked, dryly.
Melancholia, induced Hx_prochondria... patient concentrates mind on
Tower parts of body which he beljeves, without foundation &% réct, Is

serious 1seased...m1ssin coe
" aid call a doctor over that old-fashioned telephone on the

wall" «-he pointed --"but whomever I called, at the time, was out on
sick calls so I resorted to home remedy --turpentine compresses.”

"The hell you didl™ Dr. banting said. He turned his head to-
ward the indicated ‘phone on the wall just to be sure that it was
there. It was. No outside wires, he thought.

"Then, a few months arter That painful oceurrence," Jim Dunn
continued, "I had & more shocking experience --my shadow lost its en-~
tire right leg. And so it went, from time to time, until now....I
have a halfeshadow. Look =<look on the wall...."

Deftly, the half-shadow removed a small vial and a hypodermie
syringe from & pocket., He filled it with a mysterious creeping, crawl-
ing green liquid. Its phosphorscent glow was like blinking lightning
bugs on a dark night.

Lethal, Dr. Banting thought. The half-shadow was slowly approach-
ing with a weaving motion, like a deadly snake ready to strike. Those
hypnotic eyes beaming two tiny shafts of light straight into the dco-
tor's face.

The gleam of the hypodermic needle brought back past memories in-
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to Dr. Bantings mind, fergetten now for five years. Newspaper flash..
famous surgeon disappears...celebrated becillus expert...ski ed bac-
EerIa warfare technician...

he half-shadow was nowabout to lunge, his hypnotic snake-eyes
burning into those of Dr. Banting's.

Dr., Banting leaned forward on his toes, feinted with his left,
then let go a terrific right to the chin.

The half-shadow hit the floor =--out like & light. The hypodermic
syringe lay shattered on the floor, its contents glowing, creeping and
crawling in every direction. Secret Germ-laden formula, Dr. Banting
thought. It's deadly virus ea¥s the human ¥rom the feet uv,

Dr. Banting dragged tne half-shadow Lo a air and propped him up
against the table. The tiny snake-eyes fluttered as faint words came
from the twisted mouth. "Laboratory in basement, Doctor." His breath
came in short wheezes.

"Feel better? Dr. Banting asked.

The half-shadow filled his lungs with great gulps of fresh air.
"Listen closely. I have a safe-deposit box at the bank. Take the
brochure, which you will find inside the box, to the ar Department.

It is titled, "Bacteria Warfare Maneuvers and Strategy.”
"Pake your right shoe off, Dr., Dunn, and let me examine your foot."

Meekly, like a child obeying 1ts parent, Jim Dunn removed the
shoe and sock exposing a badly diseased foot.

Dr. Banting shook his head. "It is imparative that we amputate
your foot at onceees.” :

"That will not be necessary, my good doctor," the famous bacterio-
logist said. He reeled to his feet and then dropped to the floor--dead.

The phone jangled on the wall but Dr. Banting paid no heed of 1it.
Although the corpse of Jim Dunn lay prone upon the floor, Dr. Banting
could have sworn that a shadow gently arose, complete with legs and
feet, and walked silently out the door.

As the searchlight on the table slowly dimmed its weakened power
Dr. Banting brought his gaze upon the legless torse of Jim Dunn,

The bottom half of his body was gone.

Then the last rays cast their vanishing beem upon a blank wall
where before only a half-shadow had been.

THE ’ END
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CATERWAULS TO &

3 A FULL ‘MOON

by John Hitchcook

HOW TO TYPO: (excuse me, I made one.) HOW TO TYPE: by the King
of all Typographical Errors, the Almighty Seaghan 0 Hitchcock. (Fell
prostrate, all ye mortals.)

It is acutely desirable for fen to know how to type. Tess misune
derstandings arise that way. Perhaps having-all fen type would remove
personality from letters, they say. Becauss, they continue, damnit, a
fen's handwriting refleects himself; ard an experienced person can read-
ily analyse the handwriting. Thus that »urson would have insight into
his correspondent, and woeuld furthe» mutlual uiaderstanding. I agree
most voluminouely. in fact, I am one of %hose enperienced persons, al-
tho the trieck of the trade are so far in the back of my ‘conical type
head that they are absolutely harmless “to he wihwo wishes to pull his
wool over my eyes, Or she who wishes to pull my eyes over her wool.

But wait! - There is another solution to this most Perplexing of
Problems. Through an intensive survey, I havz found that one can
determine the personality of another bty observing that person's typos.
Therefore, I will now conduct you out of my course, at the incredidly
small' fee of a thin dime. ' This I can 37 Yeczure I don't let Chappell
have any of the money. We must take these rsrilexing typos as they
are made. I have devised a systematic arrengenent.

Yhen-the-key-misstruck-is-struck-with--tn2-correct-finger-and-on-
the=-correct-row=, but-with-the-wrong-hani-tyve-tyno: This is very im-
portant. The fan who makes the tyvno with his left hand only is a sin-
ister character; he should be dealt with carsafrlly if you value your
highly questionable life. Tuals fan ig alsc indlined to be materialise
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tic, deeply immersed in the more material gside of "life" and the natue
ral intrigues following it. The fan who makes it with the right hand
only is more of a mystiec; his head is always in the clouds, and he is
8 very poor listener. He is apt to be very superstitious or religious
(it is a faet that the two are related; if only by juxtaposition) and
is always trying to benefit mankina his own way. The fan who makes
them in equal ratio with both hands is on the happy medium, and you
can readily detect the various shades of the fannish character by the
Proportion of one kind to the other.

When the keys are reserved--that is, spelling that, taht or htat
-=it indicates that the fan involved is either high-mInded or low-mind-
ed. This depends on which letter comes first in these sets--the one
struck by the right hand or that by the left hand, respectively., A
fan who makes them indiscriminately can delve into the sordid depths
of the obseene without losing contaet with the more aesthetic qualite
ies of life; he is equally at home with Rike and Multog. Especially
if he is Rike or Multog. :

When a letter is left out, it means that the fan is often negli-
gent, and will drop a matter entirely, skimming the top., He is the
type that forgets to correspond. When a letter is added, it means the
exact opposite; the fan will put off what he has to do. He is the
type that answers your September 26th letter on the 30th of November,
The fan who makes these indiscriminately indicates that he needs fur-
ther study. It is best, for practical purposes, to neglect this sign
whenever it appears, because that letter that is omitted or edded in-
dicates what the fan forgets or puts off.

These are but samples of my excellent course, which will continue
in future issues of this fanzine, unless Chappell gets ornery. By the
way, 1t is a coincidence, but according to my analysis chart, I have
@ exceptionally good character. Remember that whenever I €ive you ad-
vice.....I was going to tell you how to make metches (the kind that
light up--no, not cocktail elopements) but, since I have only three
hours left to write Chanpell a story and air mail it to his hovel, T
shall have to leave you all. Codladhadh gomajith.

TTTTTHHHHHAAATTTTSSSS AAAALLLL FFFFFOOOOOT.LIKKKKSSS




HELP THE-BE:A+
ELP THE - REsAE
by Warren Dunn

When you looked at the name under the title of this article, you
probably thought to yourself- "Now who in the heck is this guy, Dunn,
never heard of him before." ' e : :

The name Warren Dunn probably doesn't mean a lot to some of you,
and probably doesn't mean a damn thing to most of you. To explain
this is simple. -I'm a nobody. To define nobolig in fandom terms
means this-I am not an active fan. Or at least not an active one ac-
cording to fandom's standasrds today. In order to be an active fan
you must do the following things: (1) write to each new fanzine that
makes it's appearance telling the editor what a terridle job he did on
it. (2) point out the bad things to him, and (3) offer to give your
elmighty help to this poor fellow.. - :

Now I don't disapprove of all this, I just don't engage in it. I
don't write many letters to faneds telling them what is wrong with
their zines. When I do write, I usually tell them what a grsnd jod
they are doing and what I would like to see in the way.of changes, ad-
ditions and perhaps I send him some suggestion to take or leave as he
pleases. (Perhaps this doesn't apply to you older fans, but as I said
before, I am only a babe in the woods.)

I am just one of those "Two million science-fiction fans in this
country"™, as LIFE mag once said. I am entitled to my opinions jJjust as
much as anyone else, and I enjoy listening to other's opinions. I en-
Joy reading Science-Fiction-I LIKE it. BUT I don't believe any one
person is big.enough to change it.

Getting back to the blistering letters to faneds, I picked up a
recent copy of PSYCHOTIC in which one Harry Calnek wrote an article °
asking- VHY NOT BLAST THE CRUDZINE? Even the title left me confused,
what 1s a crudzine? (I'm not really that slow, but it sums up my feel=-
ing.) I thought to myself, "Just who does this guy think he is-Hugo-
Gernsback?" "If anyone told me he &idn't think my zine was any good,
TS




I1'11 tell him to stick it...."...Ah,
but that was before I read the art-
icle. After finishing his little
work of art, I found myself in a
small erisis,- I agreed with him.
(Ch, my aching head) I can now see
their point. But I still don't have
to agree with their (the active fans)
method.

That was when I wrote to Sam-
Johnson, my first buddy in fandom,
the one guy I could weep my sorrows -
out to. Amid this disgusting dis-
Play, I told him his zine was the
best, ete., etec. That's when I re-
ceived my first slap across the face
in fandom. Sam wrote back telling
me he wished I would stop ecalling
his zine, which is by the way
SFANZINE and I still say that it is
good, the best, etec., etc. Oh! dia
this slap hurt. Ohhh well, such is
life. (Srug of shoulders) So much
for that subjeect, let us move to the
various stages of fandom we are now
in.

The discussion of what fandom we are in leaves me in the dark.
Ever since I picked up that fateful copy of PSYCHOTIC and looked at
the cover (the number 1l issue) which showed a couple of grotesque
characters adorning it, and they were arguing over which fandom we are
in, the 7th or the 8th. The most I could get out of that cover was
Just that, two freaks arguing over whiech fandom we are in, Well, I
skipped over thst for the time being, decided not to worry what was on
the outside of the zine, tut whether, what was inside. I turned to
the letter section, my favorite, and began peading. POW, another slap
across the face. Right there in front of my eyes was a letter in
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which the author of it (the letter), gave his views on which fandom we
were in. I hastily turned away from that letter and to one that was
written by Bob Tucker, a name most fans will recognize, and in it, he
stated that there never had been a 7th fandom, it was a hoax, and no-
thing more than the 6ith fandom. GOOD GOSH, I thought, am I not go-
ing to be able to escape this 6, 7 and 8th fandom deal? Vhat is it
anyway? Can anybody tell me? Please do sol I had always thought the
faudom we were, and are, in is called Science-Fiction. Right or wrong?
(Don't go get the eyewash just yet, stick with me a while longer,) Like
I said, I happen to LIXE S¥., but anymore every. fan is so busy publish-
ing zines and starting clubs, besides writing letters, that they no - :
longer have time to read their favorit literature. This is where I
shake my head an draw the line. Be a .SF fan and not read it, UH-Uh!
It's impossible. Well, now that's off my chest, I'll swing to an ed-
itorial I saw in A LA SPACE, a very fine Oklahoma zine, (and I say
that with pride, pardner) dealing with that age-old arguement-Science
Fiction and the Messes. It was written by John Mangus, a capable fel-
low to my knowledge. In his editorial he wrote, and I quote,

"it is simple as this, if everyone is to reesd SF,

SF must appeal to everyone. And throngh its weird,

fantastic and highly technicel connotations, it

will only appeal to one class of people. If we

want SF to appeal to the masses, it must be ‘..

For the people.,by the people, and of the people.®
That's all very good and everything, but are YOU sure you want Science
Fietion to appeal to the masses. Ilasses can do terrible things to SP,
if it wanted to, SF being what it is. There is an old saying-If you
try to please all the people, you wind up pleasing none. This would
be true of SF. I think that you will have to agree with me to a cer- .
tain extent. But that is neither here nor there in my plight. My
plight is this: I do not understand Seience-Fiction, or Fandom, and
most of all, I don't understand SF. readers.’ Are some of you in the
same plight? Stop and think a moment!} ;-

Well, I'm through. So long. ;
R s



DINE WITH ME

by Phil Davie

Mr. Splurp, a well known gourmet from Vega, implores Mr., Flirth, also
from Vega, to Join him in a meal composed of food from & solar systen
famous for its culinary delights.

The mushrooms of Venus are 90 fcet tall,
Their flavor is simply devine.. :
I'm having one served up for dinner tonite,
I beg you, stay with me and dine.

The oceans of Saturn hold 3 headed fish,
"hose eggs are a marvelous white.

The ceviar made from these wonderous eggs
Will make you applaud with delight,

I'm having a toad from the mountains of Mars
And I'1ll give you the tenderest part.

If only you'll stay for my meal tonits

I'11l fry you its lungs and its heart.

i

I'11 bake you a swamp worm from Neptune's third moon
Or a giant Mercurian Flea:;

I'1l make you a salad of Jovian peas

If only you'll dine with me,

But the best treat of all will be our dessert,
(And I know you'll stay now my dear Flirth;)
For I'm having served up on a platter of gold
The head of a biped from Earth.



2 Qe b Ayt G fo SN LD
U*‘-\,\--(‘ui - ’x‘(ﬁ e ;\‘;w" R SR
i SELNTR P s W i AR 4
e \U{« Y
Bid S et T L) R D

: (DI i ()
'““q‘\ £l $‘4 CL AN 3 A P
x i 3’3 '\__} \ 6'-' \" i_« ‘\..f I ) L "'\ C ) ~
I M N SR b o ke & MG

o FRO!M OKLAHOMA'S SCITNCE FICTION PAST

o . by Daniel McPhail - -

The summer of 1936 brought with it a new magazine: Thrilling -
Wonder Stories. Dated August and Vol. 8, No. 1 {the last WS by Gerns-~
back was Vol. 7, No. 8), the new pulp was the seme size, but the cover
was certainly a drastic change. It had what must be' the granddaddy of
all Bug-Eyed-Monsters as a main character. Same makeup on the contents
page which list an editorial, novelettes by Cummings, Binder, Weinbaum
(Circle of Zero), Zagat and Ernst, plus shorts by A. Merritt, Kline
and fan Mort Weisinger. All interior illustrations were by Miss Mar-

chioni. The 130 pages for 15¢ included three of a cartoon titled
"Zarnach" by Max Plaisted.
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Astounding for July
had a dramatic rocket cove
er by Brown (he almost 2P,
duplicated it on an inside o
illo for "Pacificea" by &“"QZAUQZ'"
Schachnerii). At that
time I noted that stories

by Don Stewart and R. R. ; w0 ?
Winserbotham were "very , i

good", Some fine art by VENUS 2 ’
Dold, Wesso, Saaty and | MONSTER 2 !
Scheenan., August issue __CONVENTION ‘ |

had & fiar Brown cover, /
concluded Williamson's L \
"Cometeers"™ and began ’
"Incredible Invasion" by
Murray Leinster. Very
good stories were "Return
of the Murians" by Schache
ner and "Proteum: Island”
by Weinbaum. The illu=
strations by Wesso shows
clearly the genius and
range of his brush,

About this time
Harold Hersey dbrought the
Flash Gorden Magazine out
somewhet in the form of a
comic book, at 10¢. Novel
of the initial issue was
"Dictator of Mars". Inci-
dentally, the first comios
were making their appear-
ance during this time, What is my bid for a live Oklahoma

and Jack Speer's gave a : s-f fan???

o
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very fine coverage of them in a regular department in Science Fiction
News, : ' ;

Top-Notch and Argosy also carried some good adventure science
fiction and Colliers featured Sax Rohmer's Fu Manchu series.

Don Wollheim edited, end Wilson Sheppard printed (in Alabama) e
very neat Fanciful Tales at 20¢ for 52 pages. A beautiful cover (68
x8%) was d€signed by Clay Ferguson (does anyone knowwhat ever happen=-
ed to him?) end it enclosed the rest of the pages which were half-inch
smaller in size. Contained "Nameless City" by Lovecraft and others.

In the fan field, Fantasy Magazine led the parade with its great
4th Anniversary Issue. 60U pazes wivh cover by Ferguson and a great
many departments. TFeatured was a most unusual story in which five pro
guthors started at the end and wrote forwerd to the start of the yarn!
A pictorial page included 7 photos of "famous names",., Julius Schwartz
reveals that Simon Schuster, publishers of P. E. Cleator's "Rockets
Through Space", proclaim it "The season's Noble Worst Seller"---only
611 copies to date. : 3 e _

: Don Wollheim {and Shenpard) continued The Pantograph thru the
summer with - 23, 24, and 25, featuring the Fést of the great phantasy
writers. A supplement was carrying Howard's "Hyborian Age".

International Observer with issues 14 and 15 as usual had good
embossed covers and 14 large sized mimeoed pages. News of the ISA,
plus some fiction and articles. Ao

The only British effort, Novae Terrae had 22 pages in August and
announced a "Secientijazz" contest--a space yarn with song titles hid-
den in it.

Two mags, Science Fiction Critic (Claire Beck) and Tesseract were
due to combine In mid-summer but some trouble developed between the
editors and after a delay, each resumed their own mags. The latter
was the bulletin of the S. F. aAdvancement Asst*n., which was started in
California in 1935 and went national-the next yeer. - -

Arcturus for July had a good cover by Henry Drucker and 16 pages
. of interesting material. This mag was put out by the Independent Lea-

gue for SP --made up of members who left the SFL, It had (17) mem-
bers in the East plus several in Denver.




And from Denver came a new printed Science Fiction Fan {the same
name was used on a never-finished mag by J. Baltadonis and Bob ¥adle
of Philadelphie). The initial (July) issue was 53x7% and contained 7
pages of print and no cover illio. The second number had a good line-
oleum cut by Ken Lynch. FJA was dropped from the staff (Olon VWiggins,
editor, said) because they couldn't agree on the price he should re-
ceive for his column." A good news coverage by Wollheim, plus inter-
view with editor Hersey.

From St. Paul, a young fellow hand printed and hectoed a very -
like able Science Fiction Collector, He was Morris S. Dollens, Jr.,
now associated with movie production in Hollywood. Even then he show-
ed great skill in art. Truly excellent illustrated articles on cole
lecting, layout, binding, etec.

Both of these mags were later to feature Oklahoma's fine art
team, Mary and James Rogers of Muskogee.

As for Science Fiotion News, I was hard at work with plans for my
first printed issue, Al the shop of the newspaper where I was emnloye
ed, I toiled eway after hours setting type by hand, designing layouts,
cutting paper stock, ete. plus a great deal of correspondence connect-
ed with lining up material. However, I did find time to type-and-car-
bon a small July-August issue. It contained a write-up-on a staff mem
ber, Virgil Leonard, "BEmpzliand*s Calling" by Ted Carnell, the second in
the illustrated "Rambling Round the Universe™ in which James Rogers de
pecits a city of lfars. Radio and Comics by Speer, The Rocketeers gos-
sip eclumn and answers to last months cross-word puzzle completed the
issue. The gossip column revealed that among small fan mags. of re-
cent issuranece were Gueer, The Scieneceer, Curious Stories, all by DAW.
Xa-Zar is & new 10¢ mnewstand mag of adventures of Tarzan~like fellow..
.++8 talking robot greets visitors in one building of the Texas Cen-
tenial at DallasSe.eesss'/NAD, the 0. U, station at Norman, during a re-
cent talk on England, described an imaginary Earth visit of a Martian,
«ees0SA News Note: a charter has been granted for a chapter of four
members at Muskogee with Franecis Stewart Jr. as president, The cover
of this issue was a printed one,
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On July 29, the day after I returned from visiting Stuart XK. Nock,
Editor of the COSMIC FRONTIER, and Peter Eberhard, Assistant Editor of
ST4R ROCKETS, I received a letter from Don asking me to review fan-
zines for him, _ _ ' gl

I am now accepting his offer and will review any fanzines, new or
old, sent via my mailbox. Each zine will dbe reviewed carefully and
fairly as they should be reviewed, and not hacked or torn apart for no
good reason at all as they are done in some fanzine review columns
that I know of. - - SEENO L W 4 1 ; G :

4 So send your fanzines.to be reviewed to the FANZINE TRAIL, Raleigh
Evans Multog, Editor of: STAR ROCKETS, 7 Greenwood Rd. Pikesville 8,
Maryland. id ARG : N : ;

e
---ﬂ_bﬂh--l-."-.----‘u---ﬁ.--‘-‘----

ABSTRACT: #5., Peter James Vorzimer, Editor. Published ¢ 1311 N. Lau-
rel Ave., Hollywood 46, Californie. 32 pages. BEasily readable and
well typed, And the typing isn't jammed together. Pete is planning

e gaint 100 pege CONish which will sell for 25¢ each. The deadline
for sending in the eash is August 15. I've already sent in my two

bits and am waiting with open breath for it to eram itself into my
mailbox. By the way, if you like to read letters, better get this zine,
There's only one thing wrong about it that I'd like to mention though-
-and that is Pete doesn't put the ddte on which the letter was writien.
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A TA SPACE: Vol IT. No 1 =- April-May 1954 issue. Kent Corey, Editor
Published @ Box 64, Enid, Oklahoma. Bi-monthly at 20¢ a copy, or $1.00
8 year. This is the latest issue I can find around the house. I don't
think I've seen the June issue. Kent as usual has his own original
style of cover. There are sevaral inside illios. 27 pages of material.
Contains stuff by Claude Hall, John G. Fletcher, Hal Shapiro, John L,
M%gnua. Lynn Hickman, Gary Curto, Wilkie Conner, Larry Balint, and
others.

ANDROMEDA: Spring 1954 ish. Pete Campbell, Editor. Quarterly. Pub-
lished @ 60 Calgarth Road, Windermere, England. Assistant Editor:

Paul Enever. Art Editor: George Whiting: U.S.A. Rep: Dave Rike.

Sub rates are 2/-(30¢) per copy; 7/-(1 dollar) per four issues. Subs
are exchanged. I notice that they pa<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>