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About the most leagical place to start making excuses, boasts
andior explainaticne for a finz is the editoriasl so withour futh-
er ado:Many of you are et this time wondering what means of rep-
roduction for the cover of this the first ish of CBLIQUE. At fi-
rst glance it appeare {o be done in photo-off-sel, hcwever after
closer examination tids theory is disproved. So, to cpenly bare
my secreig to the world at large T shall go into an explainestion
of the process. First, I'li let you knmow ‘hat i% is phptograpfic-
ally conjured, or if you prefer --it's all done with mirrors--but
to be exact a prisim. '

The first step In thig process ie to acquire a good illo. By =
ing the "Scientifis Metho™ we are led to the discovery that we must
f£ind a good artigt. This brings us to Auesel Hickman, snd at this
point T would 1fke to let everybody knéw that wikhout his"photogeni!
1110 THE WHOLE PROCESS WOULD HAVE BEEN MUCH MORE COMPLICATED,

Now, at this stage of the wame a faned ie’ likely to be foung
loltering at the door cof his newly commissioned artist, howewver I fi-
nd this system most insdfguit-~the oniy thing ©o do is to go ineide
and g1t on him %11l he's finighad, thatx: the only way to get results
Tfrom these neursties esthaties.

Now that you have the illc it’s ALL rough sailing. Filrst it muet
be transfered onto same exirermz2ly sturdy and non-exorbent stock,with
India Ink, the paper must e white and the ink btlaek, for if they
aren’t it will repult In poor definition in the finishke d product., The
Next all you have to dc is center the drewing on alcepying table" or
1f you®re echeap TFlke me the flrooy. Wow this is where this process de-
parts from the relm of printing ordingry pictures {when did it enter)
no negative is needed tc produee the cover, yea, you heard right no
negative is needed. The drawing itself serves as & negative. Of course
this results in your original positive draw'ng being raversed %o a
negative, g8o that white appears sg black ami white.Now thut you have
the negative of your pceitive{which yzi umed 2s a negative to get
your positive, or rather s g positive to get your rneimtive, or rethet
as a negative to gzt your positive to get yow megativel ycu need only
go through the above mectiioned procesz once more to get your "master”
for the cover, then all that 1s Jeft is the long tedious hours over
the little contraption to run-odf the disired number of ccvers.
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Now to give a quick run-down (in theory that is) of the en-

tire process: You, Make a picture'" of the illustration with =2
“regular" lens bﬂhlnd which you have rigged a mirror {thus mak-

ing you prisim) this 1mage is then projected on to some sensti-
ized paper ingteal <f the coustomary film. The rzason for usiid-

g & prisinm is simple, if you did mot the lmage would appear ba-
ckwards~-for as those of you who have everm peered through the
"ground glass” at the rearward end of a view camera know a im-

age is made up51de~&own and backwards as it passes through the
lens, and is again is reversed when it passes through the lemns

of the vhlarger go that you needn’t use & mirror to view the piew
tures--and in this proeess the "ecamera" serves not only as a cam-
era ‘but an-enlarger as well, The type of paper ussd in this process
istorthochromatis soithat only black and white sbhws up--lighit colo-
rs black and dark:eolors white9 and no imbetween greys.

Surprigingly,-the this process is extremely complicated it is
not really 'very" expinsive, but would be impractical for use as a
meens of an entire fanzine, if only because of the time it consumeb.

% % * * % . ow  -@ " ad 3P * -"nec * * = * %
If you happned t0 notice.the title of the of the editorial de-
partment, it has probobly rung a 11 somewhere in your head: If
you ponder it long enough~you will probgbly remember that it is the
title of a recordsdt recorded some yearsa'ago by Jhonny Mercer, on
the Capitol Label--you might call it a minor fannish clasie~-it's
one of those tunes that you can hear Time And Again (First He Died)
and s8till not dig the lyrice{as Mr. Frelburg would gay .,..thble

man mumble...") so for those of you tREt are interested, and e
you heathen cnough mot to be here be the lyrics of Helld Out Thweo

Everybody on yon twinkling star
Doesn't matter on whieh dne you are
If you're diggn’ me on your r-~a-e-dar
Hello out there hello

Tho you are a strange and forg_ign race
If you are equipt to fly through space

Pay a little visit, to our place

Hello out there hells 3

If you got nothin' else to do=-"
Jes®' rev up the roc t - .
Ta pocket Ta pocket ¢
If you got a pair of ‘wlngs you attach to a eprocket--
fly on down
.. L.
Don't you 1et. appearance worry you
We are pretty fu-n-n-y lookn’ to
Any way.in cese I'm comin® through
H¥llo ocut therse helle

.',."* 8 .
#]l---In case you don't remember that-line
"...Ta pocket..." it comes from Jgmes
Thurbers'! clagie fantasy short-ghort The
Secret Life of H\{gu]?t'er Mitty=—--cliff
1




T wondes 3 ; ayer comnilad a list of ”vecwsaaff

ITteme For & Farmisnh Teeoo: d ((lLQLLquH % It would suwely havs
to inecluds such g 28, Halle Ont There Hello.The Thiang, Mimgy
Were The Borogrove., The commlete works of Stan Freiburg, The

Moonligh Scmoto-~-loubo, ©'m Eitving On Top Of The Verlid, Starlust,
Harveat Moci=shine tJu parenial favorite, Bheer Barrel Polka;and
of course that currently populery. that worderfully melodic and
rythniicgla~——- Fawz-a~g-uny, A8 of late there have even been att-
empts of the using the 8f theme for 'vlasical'! music; most notable
of which ie Imprezceicns Of Outer Space, an album, aame of its sel-
ections are-= Eevond quvitv, Airlese Mosm, Luna Sleep, Astercid
Ballet, Primordial Matier, Space Entowication, Purple Planet and,
Gravitaylonal Whirl Pool.

If any of you "out there" can think of any othere I1'4d apprecilat:
it 1f you'd iaform me of their existence sc's I can fulfill my fan-
nigh desires,

T realize that at this point I have roused the rath of all you
completelsts by opening & whole new feild for you to be complete in

Not being a completeist nygelf, I wish,; at thie point, to ask
those of you that are a few pertinent questions about the "art", I
wonder if the works of such zuthors as, Robert Benchley and James
Thurber are considered as necesary ltems for your collections, if
not, why? In any case the should be considered necesary items on
every fans Pnadmc list (eompleteiet or not) ranking along side
with Imortsl Storm. Well I guess that by now I have lost a few smal.
fortunee for fern here and there, as well as earning as much for
book publisghers sud the reczord indnctry(wonder if they'll give me
a cutd I donft doubt for a second that all you peoples "ocutthere®
are hurridly scribling cut your new shopping lists, so I shall
abandon this subject with the "Thought For Today"-- Just think
1t?s ‘decductable. .. j

Well, I zeenm to have gotten off on & tangent9 so I shall leave
you now to wonder on your own merry way through the depths of
OBLIQUE. =
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There was an old lady from Mars
Who liked 10wuslung sport care

She szaved most her pay

and bought one, one day

And now all ghe nesds is a top

without scars

Ehgzg_iﬁ_nQLL;g that mnbeveses him pore ihas Siip~5a00 Women




ORLITERATION IN RETROSPEC

In order to have one must get
In order to get one must fret

Put that 1s neither here nor there
(I dcn't think that it's anywhere)

So to come right out and say it
Rather than to slt at home and pray it

A letter column is my need
So for your letters I do plead.

Or g
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& FANNISH DULY

BY PETER J, VORZIVLR

(UL AT

All to easily our present day faneds forget to write for the
less-well-known, seemingly unimportant psy fabzines.Sure the ex-
cuse of not having enough time at the present to do anything , or
being busy with previous commitments are valild, but how often are
they TRUE? Granted that meny of our fan-writers and editors are
elther grown-ups,working for a living, or students in college but
there are just as meny more that are not,and have ample spare time-

It's quite easy to forget your own neo-hond--the 4imes when you
had to put out a firet issue using nothing but yecur own material
-=under & varlety if pen-namss.Jduet think how welcome a good art-
icle would have been at THAT timel Yes,but whet Fen-edlter or
writer would write for a msgazine that he hagh'? seen yet? Prac-
tically none. Reason? Well if you'd ask him he'd probobly=-if he
didn’t give you the "no time" or"too many comuitments" routines-—-
he would say something like--couldn't glve you one might off the
At .Some might say--send me the first Issue gd's I can see Just
what type zine I'1ll be writing in--or some such "excuee", Afiter
8lls he doesnT want his reputation ruired by appsaring in a =---
~-CRUDZINE-~-, after all, it’s like buying the pig in the poke; not
seelng the zine that your drivel is being pored into.

Yee, it is indeed a dificult job. However there are many waye of
going about 1t, that will gave you from many hardships. I you are
a new faned looking for meterial for e first issue there » number
of things that you can do, For instence, 2 neatly printed (mimeo=-
graphed or dittoed)with the nsme of your fortheoming zine and scme
art work on it,used ss stationary. You sccomplish a dual purpose--~-
one, you have nice personalized stationsry for you and for your
magazine ;and two, you hmve shown your prospective writer that you
can print, mreatly and legibly, rather than sloppily as is usually
expected from neofaneditors.

Yany would-be writere are lost before the letier regesting mat-
srial ever reach them.Reaszon? Simple...the editor is not tactful
or mature enough to ask in & way that will sppeal to the wrlter,
Yeah,; I know what your thinking, but you must remember that these
self-made egotists are constantly receiving such ego-bloating
letters; and let us not forget that in his own fanzine he is "GHOD"
one must appeal to his ego. Yes all this hss been covered somewhere
by someone(as in Fanmanship Leetures by Bob Shaw end Walt Willis)...
humorous tho ringing with truth.

The 0ld Tule ¢f.... "BUTTER UP THY BNFs.'" still stand ; but it
must be dine in all subtlety. Oftimes it is far too transparent
«scand tho it does appeal to the writers ego...he usually sees
right through it, and often it hag an opposite effecti.
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wer of ego-boo belore
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e writes anything.... it is more or less

& g
give some of the new zines ahand.

| Thig brings to wiil a very well knovn Shakespssrean guote which

ig quite appropriate for this occasion. "here o the climber up-~

wards turnes his face, scourning the tmse degress by which he did
ageendy

You might ask me, " who's job is it to write for these new zines?"
I'd say it wes everybodys. Yet there are many top writers who, not
because they feel i1 would sodil their dignliy ,cannot write for somse
new zine. They are invariablyfilled up to lLiere with good, legitimate
commitmente. The hest writers are usually always to busy to write
for new zines. It is a pity... yet agein 1t is a good idea. It is
ny personal belief that one can & earn " these so=-called better
writers. The way to * earn " them is to publish a better fanzine,
and publish on a steady schedule ., When one becomes more adept at
at fanediting, he acheilves the sv-called rewards in the form of
better writers. In the meantime, however there still liss a good
golution,

Why try for only thex better or the begt fan writers? You almost
knowy,before you receive a letter from them, that they will prob-
ably decline. So why bother these people that are already filled
with commitments? There are so many writers and editcres in fandom
that are GOOD , yet nci the best. There are manym ways to go about
this and ss many sources that have not been tapped. It is 1o these
that one must write for material. Another thing, the futher away
they are from their owm neo-hood , the quicker they are te forget
how much an new editor is dependsnt on materlal. When you write to
these other editors whose early deys of editing are still fresh Iin
their minds, you are using good psychelogy and will wind up wlth mor
than enough material...material that is good, besides,

There'’s a long bouncy road ahead of new editors and they can make
it much eagier if they think first, I guess I'm no one to talk,
afetr all, I wrs one of those who dign'%t think. Just like parents
and their offspring,no one ever listnes to the wisdom of experience,
and most oftenynew faneds ,have to take the bumpy road themselvee.

I do hope, on the other hand, that some of you budding eds will
take mg advice to mind and will use it...it makes things 2 lot
easier

===pater vorzimer

g
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A lot of {especialy around this time of the yvear) people, like
to unburden their feelings about sf. Some elaim that it's good
stuff,while others elaggsify it with ¥AD. So I might as well pass
an opinion myself.

Actually anyone can sez for himeelf that there is 2 wide vari-
ation of quality in the various pro-mags, available on the stands.
There seems to be gquite a conflict of ideas as to the purpose of
this kind of writing. Seems to me that 1%t would be & mistake to
asgume that science fiction is written as a guidepost to seientifi
investigation. Most of ity being imaginztive to a high degree,bas-
ed on just enocugh truth or science to hold it together, would have
to be classified as pure fiction, ian the escape category. Nearly
everyone doeg a considerable amount of resding,and most everyone,at
one time or snother,has wanted something amusing ,to pass the time
away, and sf fills the bill,

Most writers use reasonably gocd languags and grammsr, but this
in itself isn't encugh 4o classify it as Literature. Generally sp-
eaking, Literature has to pass the tegt of time, and wether the
sf of today will have any lesting value, remsins to be seen. There
are some Y“elassies" In the field of course: Wells and Vern came up
with some stories that have taken their place in the modern literaxry
field. The buik of present-day sf takes the form of shorit storiles
with emphasis moestly on momentery eateritsinment.

This brings us to the subjeet of fammags. I, personally have met
very few dyed-in-ihes-wool fengand, eonscquentaly , hardly know wha“
to expect from them. Certainly it 1s eurprising it is surprising
that secience fletion would lead to the devzlopment of a following
which would get Interested enough to write articles,fiction, poems
ete.y and pull them together into a definits Tormat. It rust De a
"deep down" urge te wrile and express themszlves,



The bagt Wy to leryn o witate ig o txy It, snd it may be
that the practice sifvrdesd fen in pul 1rg fanzines is Jjust what
the Doctor ordered. " :ziardless of cone's feelings about sf o 1t
must have a preti; “rong appesl to certaln types of individuale

to cause them to ¢ty into fandom.

It matters very littls wether or not seience fiction itself is
of great litera%y nmeri , if the appeal ig great encugh to stime
ulate enough enthusasm and action on the part if its readers ,it
certainly warrante a place in our 'moderm"soeisty,

~=DNann Rosgw-

ineD AND DID I WINH NETIHER CRIME NOR lRL&aOﬂ

PABDON ME, CUTwe=H0 WOKS COURLMLYS GHOSE

% i E] x 3 3 st %
ODE TO THE«-~-~DEPARTED

Ch, Qeaxr Vortex

Eis you that we morn
Tho neot long ago we
held thee in scorn

i

We woreghip your corepe
{its pages all torn]
Indeed we ars forioin

Thie may sound rike
& lot of Corne-

But dear Vortex

Tie you thaet we morn
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USHS A DITTO BEGAUSE HE'S A WASTBRFULL TIPIoT
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writen in the manner if nce the mood of--RICHARD MATHESONW

><;his night when it had dark mother called me a retch. I was

carresing my Hektogiaph pad and she came up to me and saiGw--
you retch. This day it had water falling from upstairs. It fell
all around. And the falling wster did fall through the roof and
414 1land on my tyrewriter, makiag it red with rust, making the
keys not strike when I hit them., ¥ &id not lilke it.

Mother is pretty. I know. Tn my bed place with cold walls all
arcund, I have gesudy paper thinge that was behind the furmace, I
can tell from what I have resd in fanzines that these things .are
called pro-mags. I sae in the pietires Tasss like mother and fatbe
Father says they are pretty. Cnoe be said it, and also mother he
gaid, but then he say look el you, you with Hektograph under your
fingernails, you with hende smeared up to the elbews with mimec &r/
you reaking of the oder of Dltto fliaid, yuu unbearable thing you--
f-a-a-a-a-g~n {and then he put up tc his mouth his hand and lookec
ashamed at the wicked word he hud jusi zald) I touched his arm and
sald it is alright father. He shwok and pulled sway where 2 couldn
hear him. Today mother let me ¢f the obaln 80 I could go to the s
ore %o go get some peper and things Tur wmy new fanzging. That is
how I saw the water falling [from the upsitairs. Aes I know, when T
looked at the goldness that 1% had upsizirs my eyos they hurt meo
And after I look awny from it, the zeller 1t is the color of Mr.
Boggs® name.

)(’){in this times they de lemve me Lo my aloness at mere often
now, for I have foolsd <her te thinking I heve GAFIAted. The

big machine it swallows them up erd %clils ouf sessed and le gone.
It 18 a secret; but I have pulled ihe chein sut from the wall. And
I can sneak away from the house ard gc to get iypewriter ribboune
and magters, and stencils, aad paper, and other famnish Iimpliments
at more often times, I think :soon I will gv wonthley. In thie dsy
w¥hen 1t came time for the mall to arrive T want to come; I went to
get it. I lookad through my newliy arrived fanzines znd was happy
to find that In a very short ¢ime ther¢ was to bte a Con. And it
was to be a very fine Con. And llke any other fasn espiring to be
a BNF I did want to go. I took the chain thing off my foot and
went to the stelr thingse, that went up out of the celler, they ¢
creak when I walk on them.l waenit up and openzsd the door. I was &
very place and there were magyr-many ncn-fen so many of thew that
I never thought thet there could te 8u wuch of them. And the femme
ones were wearing jeweled things that at once 4id remind ms ¢f tae
iighte in the gkies that are ctars. I welken %o the center of the
living room, which was the vary roocm that they were all in. %hen
I was rifat spied by the first of these non~fen,; she let out &
scresm that to the raffters shook the housz. .. and said 1-0-9=-0=0k
8 PuP-g-g-g-a-a-o (and then ali2 9p %o har woath put her hand at
the nasty thiung that she had gaid) ene of ‘the men non-Ien turn-
to my father and said, "My ghod, why didn't you Telde?¥ In a

short time 21l the acn-fon exeept mother end father hed run frow



the house. Father come up o e and say, "Whats the idea of se-
aring all of the neopled" T loock on him and say, "Me, I want

to know If I can o to a most wondsirous con, that is to be

held very soon." He loocked down on me, and I saw there was the
anger in his eyes. He hit me and I éripped scme dDheer on the flour
from one arm. It was not nice. It wede ngly yellow on the floor.
Father told me to go to the celler, I had to go, the light it
hurt some In my eyes now. it was not sc like that in the cellsr.
Fathor tied wiy legs and arms up. He put me on the bed. And then
father went back up the stairs snd while he wae going up the
stairs Iy dld hear him say, " OCh ghod, and only elighi.”

o
X A AThis is the day that fathew hit in the chain agein, he
coie and did it before it wae light., I have to try to pull it
out again. He sald that I was wery ted for wanting to zo to a
Con. He say, that if I ever say snything about Con again he will
hit me hard. That hurts. 7 hurt. I have elept all day and res-
t2d nmy hesd agsinst the wall. And dreamed of many wondercus Cons.

%%y got agein the ehain out from the wwnll this day, and very
soon now I pegin to publish my fanzine again.

VAYAYA
)\ A is day I sew a happy geoup of fen on their way to a Col
I called out through the windew to them, and asked that if I could
go with them along... At thie mother heared me at atlking with the-
em she came down the steps. Heared the anger--stay away fromi wine
dow. You have pulled out the chaln agaln, She took the stick and
gshe hit me with it, agsin and again, I didn’ ey, I Just thought
of noble and farnish things tc¢ bear the pein, But, she hit me so
hard so much that I d&ipped bheer all over the floor. She eaw it
and twisted awey from it and sain, "Ob ghod why have you done this .
to me {me & western resder) I heared the stick go bounce ¢n the
floor. She ran upstairs. I slept all dey.

\\><, This is another times. I have entirely away done with
/ the chain. I am s5ld enough to not to have to listen
to what mother end Ffather say what I should have to do. And now
I can go te get peper and other fannish impliments when ever I
want, to... and once more I ghall publish my fanzine... and too
I shell go to every Con there is ever. And if they ever beat

me more--- I will go daily. T will? I willl

@l f Fon



The sun shcne btrightly from the hot, brassy bowl2 of the eloud-
leg8s 8ky, 1 ight making the gaunt rauined buildings stsnd out

like ‘sere petcheg in the once husy streete of London. The Mall,
pitted and holed where war had torn ii's savage way con just thirty
years ago. Admiralty Arch was stending, a mirdele in itself, for

it wag the only thing sianding within's radiss of half a mile. On

to, the river where Tower Eridge had cnce gpanned thig mighty stre-
Eph 6f Water. Now all that remsined of this marvellous structure

was ong Ladly danaged “tower from which hung'The remaine of the brig-
Be, a lew bent and rusted gteel girdere. Outwards then we must go, ow
over ths rubble strewn dtreets, cul awey frem the ruined, smaghed
center of the grest Meirepolis which had onece been the center of civ-
ildzation. Outwards then, vntil at last we notice a few buildings
that are not so badly demeged. TThesesd gtill have their four walls
and somz have managed Lo Feep a few tiles pnd glates ou the roof,
Truelthe walls are a bit blackeéned apd the deors and windows mere
gaping heoles, but here &t lesst there igs the semblence of order. As
the pitlless ravs of the esun beat Covnl on these ghells of houses

we sec some thal appesar tc be in baiter shape than the others. Yes,
there’s one with a door,irue it'e henging hap-hazardly from one hinge
but still it'’z & door, Whats that over there, could it be smoke; a
closer look is called for, yes it's smoke, thzt meane... Someone is..
Closer, clossey we come io the bullding, until at lzst we ceon see
througk the windex, through one small frame which the occupants

have tried to cover with a to-small sack. At first our eyes cannot
see much afiter the briilisnl sunshine cuteglde, but there... & Llick-
ering, smcking Tire burng in the large open grete and sround i,
some staning, some stending, somz sitting sarz a numher of humeng
forms. As cur eysz become wmore azcugtemed tof the gloomy rcom,ithick
with smoke fworz the fire, of whizh mers sesms to be coming into the
rocm than ig going up the chimney, we can se2 thatthree of the forms
grouped gbout whe fire are womsn, the otherfive being of thke opposite
gex. As we watleh one of the women, a girl hardiy oui of her teens,
lifte the 1id of a large, blackpoi that is gicod on the fire and st-
arts ladling the thiek riehbrothr it conteing onte thieck clay plates
and handing to the people In the moom. At the sight of this foond our
stomeeh sltarts to remind us thst we heven't esaten Tow two days. Two
daye of running and dodging them, ever eiacsf they had come {rom the
Noxrth looking Por signs of life, until at lazst we had lostiten,

lost them in the heert of whet 5Had ocnce been the graatest clty in
the world; London, now nothing but pile efter pile ofrubble and ruin.
No it hadn{t been herd to lose thom in that tangle. T0 wonld have
been a different story if they had dogs with them, but they dldn't

o sc Now here w2 are golng hungary, Quietly we giip Jdosn oul of gight
and make ocur way ardund to the back of the houvse. p sagging baek
porch just mamages %o hand onte the beck wall, &£ saggling back poreh
splinterd and dlackensd, It seers 2 miracle that it is still laft
standing.

8
2



Making our way %0 ithis we pause a3 the socund of laughier rings 0.
through the back docr, GLiding vp the tie woll we slide slong it
untill we can see ""ound the door frame, Stending with her back to
the sink is-2 lary . plump looking redhead laughing at the antics
of the bearded man, itrying to kiss her,shoulder, wich is showing
through besre, through a lsrge tare in her filthy dress, Our eyes
take in the utter filth of the plece,,the stacks of dirty cans,
secks gtiff with dried blcod, A half e~ten cerces of scme small
animal, 8 c=t no doubt, haugs from » hook on the well, its flesh
alive with maggotd, The paper onm the well hangs down in long,
damp mildewy strips, The Tloor resembles that of a slesughter
house, bits of bons and meat lititer the place, Not fit for

animals to live in, let slone human beings, that is 1f you could
call them thet. A8 our gaze fz1lls ggain cn the two by the broken,
dirty sink we notice the womans thick matted hair, and shudder at
the lice running through 1%, Her skin is dirty grey in coclor, the
dirt could be screped off, The man c¢ould be diseribed, as snything
but better, the only clean thing about him was his beard, He must
have taken a strange pride in it, for it wes long and bleck, and
had a silk-like luster, with not a» spot of dirt on it, shining in
gll of ite magnificent splendor, A8 we begin to draw back frop the
doorway the porch ssaye snd something falls to the ground with s
crash, We try ﬁﬁp ta Tun the the shelter of the sBide of the house
before we narg seen, but it is too late they have seen us, and they
stop, five of them with gune in thelr hends,,, afraid to use them,
Thoee, those things standing over there in their unwasshed clothes
and fllthy bodies, thesec are the Lorde of the earth from which we
had bsen running s8ince we were born, us and 211 of our kind, We
step foward, one step, two... end still not a gun is rgised. Sudd-
enly we hear s scund from hehind.., its to late... there is o
blest of sound end we feel something smashing intoe our body with

a terrible force, Be try to ran but both of our legs are useless,
we s8tepger, ve we do not fall, Looking at the pair that had crept
up behind us with the shoigun, we stand steady and straight, ss we
think theg can not kill us 2ll, soweday we will turn ond then...

8 blsat of buvllets hits us in the back, we falter, and fall to the
ground, A8 our last conscous thought gomas to me, I herr one of th-
em say, "These fresks sure get queerer 'snd gyeerer, imsgine that

a two headed one,,."

-=- Michmel R, Birrelle-
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Judge Williems slowly enﬁergd the_control room, removed his
het and coat, then took his sesi, In but a few more seconds CO=
urt would be in session, Aeording to custom, he glanced at the
cue cards that had been left ‘on hls desk, he scanned them ahick-
1y esger to find out the persicuiers of focsys case, From the very
first it sppzared?4o;beig very clumsily hendled wurder, (zhis got
the Judge sngry: beesuse 56 ofilate the omly thinz he got was- ihis
type of cgse~~uwhizsh led $0 2 isherp drop of his ratings) indeed. it
sppeared that this was jusi snonn@r ¢cgse of some oOrazy fool,*tryinr
to Deat "The Syetem, " . :

Suddenly, “the .bank of. ﬁPl&?lEion noni tors light up==quickly OG-
ming. into focus. Figset, the ore on the right, s direct line to the
district-attorneya ol fﬁce¢ Kext, the one on the left hand aide, NE-
ing teleomst from the o:fioemsﬁudio ol the.defenss sttorneys,  Fhan
finglly the middle scpeen ceme into fecus, showing the defendent,
Stephsn Wayne, :who 'was non-td=-Birridly finishing hid breakfast,

After s mod from the techricel directorg the Judge oalled the
progrem te order, it wss staried coff by the procecutor, he was
very confident Jooking, snd presented his cmse in a very glib
msnnar, ., .

Stephen Wayne sa% back in bis ssst, wryly smiling tc¢ amiling
tc himself, thinking what fools these people wera, wita taeir
"perfect® system, of sending criminals beck in time, removing
their memories of the present,; and supplying then with false mein-
ories and basckgrounds in the past, Hed they never consideresd the
possibility that someons would cateh on to, how %o beat The Sys»
tem, It was simplicity itself;, he waps surprised bthat no one alsa
hed figured out how %o hest it, On¢e ae was “beck there" the. .
world would be his--he with »ll bis knowledge cf preseat day
technology, the entire world would be rigbt in the palw of hie-
hand, A1l had to do was to ibimk, and keep on thinkinz thet,
he must remember-~ the zecret lie: in cencentration, Ye3d, ne muet
concentraste on remenbering, it was 86 simple as thet,.. bz would
remember, he would romeaber, ..

The trisl wes nearly over and the whole sucdisnce had enticapsted
1t's result, they wers ceriein that the defendent would be convict:
Judge Williams vas sthappy, as of lste the sponeer had been holiler-
ing for a good coviction, Well, the Judge would be able to plezase
him, 2ll right...



It was seven-thirty in the morning, the alarm clock was ring-
ing, time to get up, time to go to work. Ned Huntingion reached
over to turn off the alarm. Ag hes grogilly shook his head, it se-
emed to him that hc had juet fallen asleep, he then thought of
the dreem that had just been interupted--it was just at the edge
of his mind, teasing him-~then finally he remembersd, it gll ca-
me back to him he was...he looked up for a moment, having heared
hls wife's voice ecalling, "Ned are you up, time for breakfast."
He diegerded his thoughts about his dream, getting out of bed
hurridly, what ever it was it waan't that lmportant, he’d rem-
ember it later--besidds he was hungary...

* * * ¥ # # # % % i # A #

— DEAR VIEW

I'm pooped! My aouse and elothes {amung other sundry items)
verily reak of the odor of Ditto fluld. Every few seconds a dull
throb (present company excluded) shoote up my right arm. You say
"From turning the erank {still excludad) no doubt."and I lustfully
answer,'Most certainly not." You think I'm rich or something!"®
You agk, "What from then." And I quickly retort, "Forsoocth "tis
from manipulating the roller of the beastie used for the reprro of
thisieh of OBLIQUE." You ask, "And what might that be?'" VWelil it
night (and ie ) be, a flat bed Ditto {gasp, gaspl)Yee indcedie
you heared right T used = flat bed Ditto, but never agsin(not
t11l nextish anyhow)Besides, the paifi, gleefully cascading up ‘n
down my right srm, there bs the GRUZssme callouses on the fingeres
of my left hand, from hdlding the rear portion of the "machine™
to keep it frem skidding all over the top of the teble. Akdde
ffom those twe thinge my main peeve about the flat bad, is
that the fluid mvuet be replenished after about every twenty-five
sheete of paper, The thing that bothers me most aside from those
three things is...

*
*
*
&

At thie time I'm wonderdng how you people like the coclor of
the paper that I'm using, eoments? Personally I think that it
gives a better contrast to the purple of the master than does
some other colors that I've seen used, (yellow for one.)

Since I've juet about filled up the space ‘tween the end of
the story up sbove, snd the bottom of this master my inner in-
gtinticet tells me to eut thiz short as if I dont it'll mean Just £
that much more work on Yon Dolefull Ditto.However, before I bid
you A D-o=0-oc-0 I ghould like to teil the fannieh woild (at large)
that I've given up my previious religion(I worshiped Ishcabibla)

I am now a tru member of the Devout I worship the Ghpdizs Fea-p-=
a-a-a~a-a-n-n-n-n-y. The bulk of copies of this here zlfe ars
ing to be sent on "spec" to pubaers hoping with sll my might that
they will be besheld ee tradeishes. Tkus hoping that in due time
that I @hall be sent copiea of the werioue zines in question. Of
aourse, all commenis/reviews/and/or, eriicisms will be greatly
aprreciated. S¢, to use an old fashicned phrase, which as of late
has bzzn disgarded by fen and people 8like......o...CG00D BYE,
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