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"Semething tells me we sheuld get in that manager’s office," said Clarabelle Jenkins; her ghcstzne?s
playing havec with the pert nese, titian curls and well-fermed, but dimunitive, outline, Like all poltergeisis ]
her levely ferm Was visible enly te her Leord and laster;, Harry Leoke. "Things are happening--sr abeut te
start,"

"Mhat things?" asked Harry, an innate geed nature orinkling his brewn eyes. Similarly brewn, in places,
his hair had started ts gray,

"h o o » THingso.e" said Clara; "It’s merely a weman's intultien, o-Wender what's up,"

A newsreel shet intrespective pictures, On the scrsen a buxem blende straddled a Baby Grand piane, ene
corner of it, and huskily meaned the blues while Truman accempanied her vocal attempts. The cinema threw
shadews en Lecke®s retund bedy, and that ef the slender, nebuleus Clara, ersiwhils vaudevillians, whe mssy-
feeted up the darkened aisle. Lecke nearly sprawled en a tiny leg that dangled ever the thick carpet,but;
like all ghests, Clara passed threugh sundry ebjects,

They reached the lebby, skirted the marble drinking feuntain and paused by the deor marked: "Hebediah
Pynn, Theatre Manager -- PRIVATE. KEEP OUTZ"

An sak-stained pertal swayed in +the breeze frem a fluttering windew, while angry veicss rumbled in the
reem. An afternsen sun made elephantine figures acress the paneled walls, Pyun's tenes became more rasping

™upingki, I went de itl My patrens like variety. If I drepped it-wturned eff my lights fer & steady
flicker grind, I weuldn’t pull a grand a wesk, I ceuldn’t pay my helpo”

"Put 1n deuble-feature,' said Kup with a sneer, Premetheus, the parret, cackled, v

"You're using triple-featurss,” waz Pynn’s het retert. 'Binge, free dishes; and what dees i{ get yoeu?

o o o & deeecd headachel® His threatiness changsd te a whine, "I%we get to make it, Kup, my wife wants anew
fur coat."

Leoke ceuld see the thin litzle manager threugh the partly epesned deer, and the bald head that gleame
with sweat, But a larger, darker and mere sinister animal leaned teward Hebediah; its brews were creased with
wrinkles., It lisped in sibllant underfenes,

Meeks like Kupinski 1s trying te browbeat our friend Pynn," saild Clara, her sweet face with its elfing
chin new quite serisus, Caspar Kupinski, the {licker manageri”

"Oh, my dear Gedi" Lecke whispered in turn. '"Just when vaudeville’s ceming back, we have te put up with
that crum." Harry patted his pretruding stemach and straightenad a gray tweed ceat, his brewn syes sigmling (
distress. '"What a schmeel"

And, in the effice; the velce became mere insistant: "Pynn, I°m lesing money, I can't pay my ushers,
theugh my theatre’s 1it up like Gerbe's™@szire te hide, —-Wlsh she’d quit hidin', Resie Snetch, my best herrer
star, enly pulls a half-heuss, and a baker'z laysut en matinees,' His sharp face tightened,

eulve getta cut the variety. Televisien is practically killin' me witheut vaudeville makin' it werse,

Pynn, we've always had gentlemanly agreements.’

“Gentlemaniy, Helll"™ Pynn steod up nerveusly, spilling c¢igar ashes on the mahegany desk. "Yeu have
pewer with that Jeb en the City Council, but plenty. Was it henest te ferce +the tent steck cempany sut ef
tewn? They were geed acters, every ene of them, They did mere nightly buginess than yeu take in a week."

".ies; lies, Jjust a packa lies. Keep that lip zippered, Hebediah Pynn, er I'1l clese yeur theatre ., . .

I'm the bey te de it§" Caspar’s face was appreaching a shade of rich lavender, Harry knecked,

Clara hicceughed, then faded te nething, While Lecks fixed his seagreen tle, splashed with Black del-
phing, Pynn epened the deer,

""Come in," Pynn said, and his face breadened with a welceming smile, "Caspar Kupinski, mast my star
act, Harry Lecke. Yeu’ve never heard a veices like Lecke’s, It’s asteundingl'™ A frewn disappeared frem Kups
swarthy face and, replacing it--the frewn, net the face--there was a crafty, theughtful smirk.

"Hew de yeu de?' said Kupinski, the mevie impressaris, Rells ef marked leese living made a pasteral sete
ting fer eyes of piglike brewn and black, Equally sember, the thick mustache did little fer the raven hir
and penduleus lips. Pause, "'Heuw do yeu de?? I said."

‘Everyene I mest,' replied Lecke;, eyeing his adversary and net enjeying the privilege, He leathed Kup-
inski and ethers like him: Designing, partly-illiterates whe were widely aware of their epperitunities in-' this
land ¢f plsnty, and watching fer every chance te cut the ether man’s threat, -<But Kup was slightly nettled,

"I said,™ Kup hissed threugh meist lips, "Hew are yeu?!

'"Usually breskei™ Lecke 1lit a Lucky and; accidentally. flipped the match in Kup’s directien. ''Yeu see; i
I 1ike te eat; and we-=" he sensed a warning nudge frem Clara, "=-I mean 1% eat at the best restaurants."

Clarabelle hicceughed. F

Pynn leeked at Kupinskiy while Kupinski did a deuble-tauke at Lecke,

"Try Tums," Harry said te Kup, "They’rs swell fer indigestien,"

"Try %em ysurself,'" Kup replisd. "They’d de well fer that stemach," g

"] like my stemach, and it likes me, In fact-o" Lecke gave a silly alugh "==I den’t knew what it weuld
de witheut me."

'Prebably ham it up and dewn the vaudeville c¢ircuits,” said Kupy, turning his back en Lecke and viewing
an alluring print ¢f ldae West en the wall, Deige, erange and green, the parret creaiked frem 1its cage that
nung by the windew;

"“Pake him eut, Get him »ff. Grab the hsek o o o Hawy; what a lew.lifel® Parret snickers shriiled in the
lewevaul ted reem,

"Thu4 bird degerves the Purple Heart{" Clara dsclared, "New 1°ve an eld trinket in eur trunk that-o"

She csased abruptly.




Kup whirled, scanning the office with suspicion,

"What in Hell goes on here?' 6carlet blotches smeared Kup's face, '"Pynn, are you managing a theatre or
an insane asylumg"

Pynn asserted gillt-edged contracts on his desk, his features showing a vapid expression. Kup's hair
looked so-black, to Harry, that one might suspect the use of Kolarbak, Dyanshine, or both.

"Twasn't me,™ Pynn maid, meekly.

Unmindful of %the burn; Kupinskl doubled a c¢igar im his horny paw. "Then what’s that under your desk?™

"My feet." Pymn stared at the paneled ceiling.

"Damnationi" Kupinski yelled with pain, then flung +the mangled cigar in a wastebasket. '"What do you
take me for, a moron?®

Clara chortled and wise-cracked: '"Let?s keep personalities out of this,"

Single~take; double-take; then camera lens °full focus'.

"Better change your brand," said Locke, offering gum to everyone, Ignored, he tried three pieces.

Kup strode to the desk and leaned forward, facing Pynn.

"Are you tryln? to make a monkey outta me?" he challenged., Pynn showed no emotion.

"It’s already been done{'" sald Clars; breaking forth with loud giggles,

"Adhhhochh, the bumd" creaked the parrot., "Take him out. Get him off. What a low-life. Tarnation.
does that picture stind! Haw, haw, haw. It’s a waste of film,"

Kupinski took steck of his situation. He stiffened.

"All right, you provider for hams,"Kup sald, 'you asked for it . . - It%s a war between us. I711 plaster
the town with paper; spend plenty on advertising." He cleared his throat, and gagged. "If that doesn’t work,
I'11 find some other way of driving you outta business, You®ll see how it is o buck politics,"

"It will do you no good,' Pynn quietly replied. "The big-money day for pictures i thr--"

"Amen, Brotheri" said Locke with reverence, 'Ameni"

"Lies, 1ies! Wait till Bennet Myers gets outta that alcoholic insti--well, anywaye---. He'll make some
more super epics., Myers has directed for Riffenelli’s and Cohen's GLORIOUS ART PRODUCTIONS ever since talkies
were invented. He belched, accidentally, and brought in sound."

"Myers should have begged pardon from the Gods," sald Clara, '"but on bended knee." A wild expression on
Kupinski’s face boded a2 Ywrried call on the nearest psychiatrist.

"When liyers gets sober, I%11 take you to the cleaners.” Kup rambled on: 'You and that screwy bunch of
variety artistesi Itis a wonder you don't feature the Girl Scouts,

"Not a bad ideai" Pynn smiled happily.

"Bermet Myers,'" Clara averred. '"That drunken bumf{ He lacked a beoking when I was of this world , o o
He'a the boeby whe taught the parrot his (ugh) vocabulary."

"Cut the mimicry,' said Pynn to Locke, 'Enough's enough,”

"Haven't sald a damne~" Locke started to explain, but Clara pinched him. Lecke jumped, and with a sheep-
ish smile, subsided in & chair. "Ants in my pants, I guess."

Through the thin wall, larry could hear the scresching finale of the western picture. He ran to the
door, peered around it and saw the silver shset,

Two highschool drama graduates--repyted to be hill-children, slightly overpaid--~were acting with heroic
emotion; also histrionics. They kissed with subtlety, end made the genile sound of a suction pump.

With a joyful exaltation the curtains swung together;, and, to dispel unpleasant memories, thereby giving
hurried and temporary fumigation, lights fireflied the orchesira pit.

"How stupld is the public?! asked the partet.

A buzzer shrilled a happy warning while, sultry and to the beat; the orchestra gave with the "Beale Stireet
Blues.'

"ours is the craziest place Ifve beem inl' howled Kupinski, going toward the door. 'Now I'm out for my
pint of bleodi™

"It*s anaemlci™ Clara declarad, A blonde Nordic steod in the lebby.

"The parrot yelled at Kup: ‘What ure you trying to be o o o Human?"

"Wentrilequisti* acoused Kupinski, brushing past Locke, The Nordic advanced, staring at Kupy

~ "Itye looked this town over,™ said the giant, his hair the hue of an overripened avacade. "Ars you
Caspar Kupinski? I'M Ivan Meletov, straight from iollywood, I also wish to see lir. Pynn--"

"im Kupinskil" cried Kupinski, his face changing colour like fleon., Harry decided ihat bad Kupinski
worn a zootsult, with a draps shape, replete with chain, thers might have been the tinny sound of an agltated
but loesely constructed robot,

"] ain't hadda chanceta send ya that draft," sald Kup, faintly upset, "and I’m sorry it couldn't be mere
the las! time, but--"

The voices faded as Lecke and Clara, highly amused, made tracks down the aisle, Sidling in back of the
box seats, and passing threugh a stage~door, they eniered their individual world while the movle apparatus--
resembling so much trash-=crawled inte the left,

II

Acrobats pranced out on the stage, and assumed poses of indifference, Clara made Harry jump, then come
plained of his rough trouser material, She tickled him on the ear, saying: "That hunk of blende masculinity,
now talking to Kup and Pynn; is up te no good."

fho is he?! Locke eyed a brunette’s curving assets, and wondered about the depreciation. "Not badi®

Clara snorted and exclaimed: '#hat’s the matter, aren?t you satisfied?"

NWell--"

"ou'd better be," she said; tersely, nipping him on the ear,"

'Ala Sinatra’;, but mere presentable, a crooner passed inte his dressingrosm.

tYippeel! Clara yelled, 'New that’s somsthing!i"

Locks gave her a mental spanking. (With a poltergeist, mental kisses, slaps, ete., do quite as well as
physical ones.)

"ouch, you brutel I didint say I was teaming up with the guy. But you'd better look ocut for that Blende
frem Hellyweod o o o I den’t +trust "em from there; they always make me think something's queer in the wind.
While he's laying dewn the law, right now, his vosal vibrations bother me.

#Moletov, is the director and president of Rifinell and Cohen's GLORIOUS ART PRODUCTIONS. Moletov's
worried about the leusy business in his flicker houses. He®s inducing Pynn to drop vaudeville, put allof these
people out of werk. Kupinski agrees with the arrangement; of course, but Fynn is betwsen a sweat and—"

"Hush yeo® mouthi" Locke ordered,
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"I didn"t.say it4" said Clara, "is I can heap it; the three of them are going ever te the GLITTERING
SHELL 2s soon as eur stageshow ands,"

"We7ll have te do semething about £%5" Lecke declared, thinking an embrace for Clara.

Clara tinkled: '"Why, that first violinist haw & family of twelve,and the vioia players all have at least
two dependents; and the leader supports his old parentsc.. We should make & drive: “Down With Mechanical
Entertainment’ All of the men have families., Ah me, these musical gentlemen,

"I'm lucky to be able to sing along with my comedy J' Locke smiled, then extinguished a cigarette when he
saw a Firs Marshall approaching, The stagehands engaged in a orap gams, kicking whiskey bottles to and fro, AI
emilating their mere highly paid brethren in Hellywood,

"That’s what you think,’ was Clara's reply, "ou’ll do o o o Our GLITTERING SHELL;, incidentally, is
featuring the horrer star, Rosie Snotch, in "SHRIEKING APPROACH',

"Anether smellie?" Locke gazed in Clara’s fathomless green syes.

"As bad as they ceme, meaning it steams on ice," Clara shook her titian curls, "It’s the only business
in the world that’s a financial success and an artistic flep, Sometimes I wonder o o o"

Clare demured, then spoke suddenlys "I know a few shades who hang out at the GLITTERING SHELL.oused
to be called the ORPHEUM, One?s the famous I don’t mind® girl, We worked <the same billee o, . , that’san
idea , . °

"What are yeu up te?" asked Locke, his eyes mirroring deep concerns

"You, ' Clara purred, twining around him, "De yeu like the impression I leave? Hmmmm?"

Applause showered areund the acrebats whe did pinwhesls and somersaults acress the stage while brilliant
spetlights followed them. They formed in line fer the curtain that rose and fell, rese and fell, before them,

With her Jet hair flewing. clad in little else, a famous danseuse pirouetted into the spotlight glare,

""Twas strange abeut Rosie Snetch, the way she came up'Clara whispered, 'She came ever with her seveno
teen brothers and sisters from Poland, and settled doewn in Chicage.' -<From what I hear, she lived a busy life
with ne mind en virtue. Areund 30, she was utterly dissipated, and develd of any beauty. Perhaps for that
reagen-=I can’t think of any ether offhand-=she joined the Waves--everyons was nesded in that era, She had a
tour of Seuth Africa; I believe; and finally wedged herself inte a position at the desk of a Dependent’s Care
Hospital.

"Phreugh various means, mestly dubious, she was premoted to First Class Wave, I guess that 1ife for the
empleyees thera became & veritable Hell, A mere nasty disposition weuld be a quality for Rosis; her's ig &
terrer unimaginable.'

"ewBut how did this get Resie to Hellyweod,' said Lecke; with an eye on the whirling ballsrina, "te make
her the A=l herrer start"

Playing °The Swan®, the erchestra crescendoed for the dancer’s U"Pisce de Resistance?; while the weli-
filled theatre was mere silent than a whispered Hail Mary., Locke peered behind him to see if his gusssts were
straining,

"Held yeur deliveryi® Clara scelded, ¥I didn’t leave this werld yesterday. One afterneen when Resie
displayed her unspeakably vile dispesition. a Hellywood agent; Ivan Moletev-=the now-fameus directer you just
gaw==came inte Dependent’s Care to visit his aging aunt., He had never been there before; and waited patiently
while he stared with growing amazemsnt at Resie, She was & herrer to loek upen.

'"omen weres flecked around the admittance desk, fearfully asking questions; getting herrid glares and
snerts frem & hideous Wave, First Class Vintage, A mether-to-be, frail and trembling, asked for an appeint=
ment, She stated she wished to be admitted to the hespital in two weeks,

"It would have been her first child but Resie shrieked a Polish imprecation; and the mether fainted dead
AWY o o o peor thing--she hasn’t bean well since,

"What a leatheseme characterl"

"Now you knew hew Reaie got her horrer rating., lMeletev saw it all; and immediately signed Rosis te a
contracts It wasn't hard for her to get eut ef the Waves, -<The staff was se happy they threw a party,

"] was helping eut with registration that day-=there was an unusually large group of careless psdestrians
that day, and ths heavenly recerder was eut ef order, After work they drepped me off over the Davis Hetalin
New York. «<And I found you in the reem I lived in--when I lived, you understand.,"

"Sure do¥ said Locke. I saw your tinted picture and fell in love,"

"And becauss ysu believed in me, I became visible te you, -=I'm so glad you've leved mso"

"Den?t forget, I've got you te thank for making me & hit act with that °ghest’ veice of yoursi™"

"Den't mentien itl' Clara chuckled happlly,

Ughall we take in "SHRIEKING APPROACH?2" Locke asked, 'T17d like te see the hag,"

"Yes) Let?s dej We'll do eur turn, catch the supper shew at the GLITTERING SHELL; do eur evening perfore
mancs, ‘then eat before we hit the ma, There’s just encugh time to seo "SHRIEKING APPROACH'; and o o o and
I have & plan in mind.™

o 0 o 0o o

Clara and Harry-- he in psrsen, stomach and veice, and she with only a piping seprane==teck twe encores
five bews, then refussd te take any mere. In mournful pretest; the curtains swung toegether, and with a stupid
mechanical precisien, the vitaphsne box was lewered %o the stage, Like something unclean, evil and cheap; &
blackness settled areund them.

"Come on, let’s goi" Clara demanded, tugging at Harry’s coat-tail. "is must get eut of hers before the
crowd starts blecking the exits. "

They ducked off stage, @tumbled over whiskey bottles, and hurried by the box seats, Crewds of varisty
fans hastily left their seats and, like children afraid ¢f the crude and ugly, swarmed around the exits-——pur
pesely turning their back te the picture that, when the heuselights darkened; made a visual mess of the
curtain,

Sadly the travellers parted. and glaring bleck letters 1it the screens:

Our Peaturs Presentatien
“TWELVE 0°CLOCK HIGH"
with

Clara shuddered and gazed at the meb whe squirmed and shoved; anxious fer home, supper, and their teleo
visien, Locke knew Clara'c gpinien of this mighty epic. He visualized a fleck ef planes, unlearned actors
and a vagus plet that weuld appeal only te youngsters under twelve and eldsters with persenalities ef thetype
considered Hebephrenic.

They managed, with much invisible nipping frem Clara; to get through the crowd and squesze their way te
the manager’s effice where they saw Pynn, aleng with Kup and Meletev, taking his leave,



"There's a little surprise in store for you, Pynn, One that-='" Kupinski’s words floated across the lebhy
while Harry kept a reasonable distance between himself and the theatrioal peer.

When the moguls deserted the lobby, Clara declaimeds ‘'®aitl It may not work, but here’s part of my
plﬂno t

She disappeared and then returnsd befere Harry could take the wrapper from a stick of gum.

"ain't he beautifuli® she exclaimed, gazing from the opened deor,

"These lousy bumsi® called the parrot, with a violent hopping and flapping of wings, ''they want to crib
the act.” Thereupon, he bit Harry’s trouser-leg, and edged himself up on his shoulder,

"Pynn will give me more than the bird if he sees me with this one," said Harry.

“Aw, can it and send it te L.A." Clara gazed at a compact, carefully rouging her lips. "Rifinelli would
rent it out in his new gangster film, which will be, as usual, subtle, but "Super Epic’,

A lone figure staggered over to Harry, whom he greeted with the delightful effluvium of gin, With blue
saucer eyes, the flerid face looked askance.

""Wash shomebody talkin' te you?! queried the inebriate. "I don'shee h’anybody., Who wash it?"

"y shiritual shelfl" Harry replied, then opened a door, He then walker Jauntily down the street, while
Clara calmly walked through the wall, and commenced to accompany him, on the way to °le cinema'.

The perspiring drunk reesled, and gaspede o o 'The d--=d shtufffi I'm changing to *Tidewater Schpeshul®,"

Locke overheard the honest remarks exchanged between & stout lady--alse perspiring, but scanted with
“Beauteous Elli iMae--and her more anaemic but equally female friend.

"welve O7clock Highl What a joke to force upon diseriminating people! Why, I never--'

Daylight petered out, and the early Spring night was about to make merry.

An enormous pink and scarlet lobster towering into the starlit sky reached possessive claws inte the street
In varled positions: Horizental, vertical, and leaning precariously over the thoroughfare, dazzling marquees
1it the lobster shell, alse the street for many blocks. Separately operated, whirling beacon lights lured
customers to pay their fifty-cent piece at the box-office window,

Day or night, there were incredibly few stragglers aleng this thoroughfare.

Clara gasped and said: "There’s the surprise that Kup spoke off{ She pointed upward.

THE GLITTERING SHELL
presents
HORRORJ HORROR{ HORRORE
Rosie Snotch
in
"SHRIEKING APPROACH'"
Roan Boreford
in
"Frankenstein?s Aunt"
and
"Swamp Girl"
with that warbling starlet
ILA CHANTEUSE TOO
ALSO AMATEUR NIGHT; BINGO, FREE DISHES, and Rosis Snotch, IN PERSON

0f a magnanimous nature Locke gave the ocashier a dellar, yet he felt strangely cheated with the change.
Harry hadn®t time for entertainment, ‘with quantity?,

Glossy plctures of Rosis Snotch aderned the lobby,bending backward te the pmasant age for their worship-
ful effect. One shot showed her; a clear-cut character; rising from a mouldy casket in a lepreus graveyand,
There was an eddearing cast to her Slavic features; green, scabrous: the long face that beasted sharp, leving
fangs. Tremendously chic, her graying locks were plustersd avound her bony head in the epitome of Grecian
style; while, equally ingenue, Rosil8’s brilliantly blue eyes-- with gorgeous crow’s feetat the corners climaxed
this delightful, if startling, ensemble,

An edeur from the bier permeated the lobby and reminded patrons, reluctant, hesitating, to purchase 1lil-
lies for +those 'dear departed’s The "smellies’ had arrived, but, obvious to many, this wasn®t the means by
which they had achieved their reputation.

Named from mythology, by Clara, Prometheus gave a sudden, dismayed squawk, He ruffled his gaily coloured
plumage, looked more clesely at Rosie’s photograph, then hopped to the marble fleer and ran around the lobby,
crylng:

"With the grace ef all that®s Holy, why let it live?"

e wouldn’t work Oshkesh with that routine," Locke declared, stuffing Prometheus beneath his coat,.

'"Not for a natineel" Clara shivered, giving a backward glance at Rosie,

Hearing a scream, vengeful, frustrated, Harry opened an obscure side deor.

A yeung, mest attractive male confronted an annoyed movie star: A most definite female star who, appar=
ently, was dressed either for a beauty nap or the private boudoir, Black polish glittered from her eaglet
nailso

"Uiss Snetch, I==" the lad stammered; backing away from the stalking figure, his face 1livid with apparent
confusien;"=-I'm married? o . . kr. Kupinskiw-please excuse my causing this disturbance. =-In the midst of
this, Caspar Kupinski had bustled into the room,

"1%n sorry if he’s annoyed you, Miss Snetch,'" said Kupinski, '"Just what is the matter?"

atter! He says he's married-='" Snotch threw the line away: "As if that makes any difference, I've
had my way in pictures«=~" Her voice +trailed to a revenish croak. Beneath the elaborate make<up her face
etched deep lines, paling to a snailVs attractive shade.

"I put on fresh makeup,' Rosie affirmed, "set up my hair." She tapped her right foot, shaking strangely.
"I sprinkled New Lifef across my ear=lobes, my hair, my-=oh, everywheres? I slipped on this appealing black=
net neglige, and fixed the scetch and soda, I fired my maid o o o All in my dressingreom. I rang for this-
this=—<=Your assistant wanager, iir. Smithsony; here, He cames, I was prepared, I opened my arms ., . . and the
(CENSORED) weuldn®t ruin me,"

"New thate«' stated Clara "e=is a greoss impossibilityl"

"Whe sald that?' Resie screamed, and breke 1nto a Pelish imprecation.

"It9s a pigl" yelled Prometheus,

"It's the picturel" Moletov declared. "A political newsrsel is on."

"'What an insult, Miss Snotch,™ said Kup. 'Woulre fired, Smithson,'



La Snetch staggered down an aisle, giving lew wolverine whistles, ayeing prospsctive males on the way
to her dressingreom,

"I have a familyi' said Smithson, a moistness brightening his eyes.

'To Hell with your familyf" Kupinski declared, "Theyire Episcopzlians, anyway.'

Pynn walked over fo the lad. '"Come to see me, Smithson, We'll talk business."

"Thanks, Mr. Pym., I'd rather work for you, He left; and Pynn did also, as quietly and as suddenly as
he had entered,

Locke escaped down the aisle as he heard the parting shot of Kups

"What's the matter with that guy Smithsen? I would've taken car of Snoch--er, I mean ?Snetch®, She
wouldn®t have missed her Hollywood orowd with me around.’

I11

Clara and Harry sat in a widely deserted section, six rows from the stage. Truman smiled from the screen
replete in bathing trunks, while, to some movie-goers, the vast panerama of a Florids basch brought taunting
nemeries,

A newsreel sped on, follewed by advertisements of Rambowski®s Fish Market, Bocaccio’s Bizzarre Bedtinme
Steries, Tremenski’s Jewelry lart, Spilldorf’s Tissuss and ethar +tidbits of *remendous entertainment. Clara
yawned, and Harry started to doze. Visions of three-year tours were drifting in his theughts when he awakened
o o o Clara talked to semeone he couldn’t see,

"Yeh, Resle Snetch--she follows the picturs. Wish it were my "I don’t mind® routine.® Then Harry saw
the wraith with carrot-red, flewing hair, tall stature and a devile
ish grin, Except for +the abundance of figurs, she reminded him
of Clara.

'He can see me,' remarked the red-head, expesing a shapely leg.

"Cut iti" growled Clara, pinching the redhead, who emitted a
pisreing hewl, (This was blamed upon the unusual demands exertsd m
the talkies seund=track.) Clara intreduced the redhead as Inez Evans
"Meet my partner, Harry Lecke,"

"ny friend ef Clara’s is alse mine,"” sald Inez giggling and
waving a gessamer-shred of handkershisf.

'"Keep it platenicli" Clara demanded,

"I have 1little to offer," sald Inez, wiggling her hips, "but
I911 coensider any propositions.’ She eyed him speculatively, e
semi-banshees are lucky, yet there’s hardly enough of a crowd to take
netice o o o Damn 1t3" i

Witheut warning, beth Inez and Clara melted in the stale atmos-
phere,

Giving ne hint of the shock forthcoming, °‘SHRIEKING APPROACH®
burst upen the screen. Thirty-seven fear-primed patrons leaped from
their chairs and ran hastily te the nearest exit, In sebbing gasps,
a tender baby shrilled hysterics, while a large-colored woman became
violently ill and called upon 0ld Massa to bury her,

Bedlam knew no precedent since Biblical times when the  devils
were chased from myriad afflicted,

And there was Rosls, on the screen, giving everything for her
ARTs firabbing her dental plates, horrendous but store-bought, shake
ing excess grave-mould, she slavered and groveled, and finally, man-
aged her terrific entrance from the ceffin, Her gaze wandered to a
Midnight Picnic, and her startling blue erbs were moon-struck.

(Midnight Picnics are quite the rage in Transylvania, a short
hep frem Peland-=-or, with consideralbe finesse, the movies like to
inform us--and the younger set, including every cinemae malsy attend
en ma.Bse. )

Came the tinkling ef bottlaes backstage.

Ululating a wolvering purr, reminding the bewildersd and scat-
tered patrons of an edd woman whe reeled down the aisle, Resie epensd
her meuth--Slavic, enermous-~and gave voice toa cheerful wolf sume
mens.

She dug feverishly at the greundco.

"Hew natural,' murmured several slinkily dressed ladies, of a dubious prefessien.

Resie fascinated ths tdnight Picnickersg that is, the male animals (OF ceurse thie charm @38 cempule
edry for the acters, or they weuldn?& srecelve their seventy dellars sash week dupbing the three-week’s precductisn,

Then Harry nearly leaped off the seat, Twe ex-vaudevillians huddled on the right of the stuge, atiired
as witches, areund a beiling cauldron. A parret cackled eerily frem one of the hags? sheulders, A dimlight
frem the burning fagaess threw shadews on the screen--slightly remindful of the nether werld, and amisty forest
surrsunded the spirits, Harry recegnized the hags as Clara and Inez, with added character makeup, who glggled
and made faces at Resle's attempts at acting, Until seeing the Parret; he hadn®’t noticed the absence.

Again came the clinking of bottles.

fith gleaful presence the witches sang:
"Double, deuble teil and trouble;
Fire burn and cauldren bubble,"

Whils, en the screen, Rosie glided to the merry-making villagers. She shese a yeunger male and led him
ts her coffin. In sevens, eights; and sometimes nines, patrens remembersd their dinner appeintments--thereby
abandening the film,

Along with the clinking of glass, heard from backstage, the witches chorused:

“Scale of dragon, teeth of wolf,
Witches! mummy, maw and gulf

Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark,
Root of Hemleck, digged in dark,
Liver ef blaspheming Pele,

Gall of goat, and slips ef ol?
Silvered in the meon's eclipse
Nese of Turk and Tartar’s lips,
Finges of birth-strangled babe
Prelicking aubeut the wave
Add'¥kerets'a tiger’s chaudreon,
For the centents of eur cauldreni"

"He can see me..."



Breaking inte a rapid trst, the witches paused and addeds

'"ith apelezies te Bill Shakespearei"

Then faded wway.

Appallingly sincere-=reminding patrens ef Junler’s gift at their last birthday, 'SHRIEKING APPROACH!
nearsd its demise; while victims made the one-way trip te Resle’s casket, Myriad bedies wers piled high, when
sxtra-watt Mazdas breke inte flame, silken curtains pretected the screen, and the brilliant 1light dreve sanity
inte the theatre,

Here she iS=-'" shrilled the recording, Kupinski met afferding a lLaster ef Ceremsniss''--the Queen of
Herrible Films: Resie Snotch,.!

Sensing Clara beside hime, Lecke knew that ne ene but Kupinski made the mistaken, and grievous, Snetch
intreductien., Then teo, there were vague sibilant undertones that reminded him ef foreign extraction, He heard
Inez® giggle,

Now see what happensi' said Clara.

In a French creation ef dank-gray and black, with faint but gretesque spletchss of green, Resie made her
persenal appearance., And the pink spotlight follewed her slinking figure,

"No, net slinking?," Clara whispered, reading his theught; "Justireeling®’. She’s as drunk as a starlet
with a feur=year centract." And in truthe-with daring revslatien ef well-pewdered flesh-~Resle was slightly
belew all standard weather conditions, Nevertheless, she hadn®t forgetisn her Dear Public; she greeted them
with @ "Hail Fellew, Well Met? attitude as she beunced by the feetlights. Weeping gray hair brushed stray
dandruff frem her sheulders,

Agein tinkled the reminiscent giggle and==Harry never remembered just hew it happened, but, suddenly,
Inez appeared behind Resie--and just as suddenly, she gave a viciocus Jerk near one of Rosle’s middle vertetrae,
With & vicieus; ripping thud--resoundant, twe ebjects beunced upen the fleor, Resie gasped--and stupidly
reached down te plek up her falsies. She was too inebriated fer complete coordination, hewever, and finally--
gave it up as @ bad try.

"Aha," gleated Clera, '"Inez, I teld yeu her brassierre weuldn’t hold up in an emergency}"

Emergency, heck," cried Inez, becoming visible beside Clara, 'That, dear friend, is what is ocemmonly
defined as "sabetage?i’ --She kissed the startled Harry seundly, and disappeared.

Resie;, in spite ef the audience’s inclination te approaching hysteria, due to her own recent dlsaster,-
greeted them pleasantly.

feu bunch of deadbeats, the shew’s rotten . o o (hic) Why den’t yeu ge homel"

Kupinski breke inte a hysteria beysnd redemption, and screamed:

'Orep the curtaini®

Yeulre firedi" Meletev insisted gently, gazing at Resie with eyes amazed, Gs back te yeur missien,
incredibly ancient: Original entertainmenti"

Weman=like, disregarding her state ef dress=-er rather undress--Resies chanted a Pelish imprecatien.

Regal, pelished, her mannered speech was interrupted when a dark material, marked "ASBESTOS", shreuded
a naive view, '

Pulling great handfuls ef Jet-black hair; Kupinski ranted on a rising level:

"Ngarie Dressler, George Arliss, Garbe, Barrymere, lae West, Will Regers, Theda Bara--whers are they?
Where ARE they? WHERE ARE-<"

Kupinski’s scalp leeked sorely treated, shewing great bald patches; and his speech dribbled te childish
tenes while he orawlsd aleng the fleor, disregarding the rapidly exiting audience. Smithsen walked quietly
demn the aisle; wide-eyed; staring at Kup and Pynn.

"And yeu®rs threugh, tee,' Molotev declared; referring te Kup who tried $e climb the wall, I'm serry fer
the psyche whe gets you., Smithsen call the institutien o, o o and then ceme back., You're the new manager,"

fhen the wagen---aleng with eight white-ceated attendants-teok Kupinski out through the desr; lLieletev
turned te ths men.

"Pynn," he satd; turning abstractedly in the lebby that made a definite claim to diversion-empty pepcorn
boxes littered 14, "yeu don’t need my help, and yeu?ll get ne mere pictures. Threw that heuse of ysursinte a
straight vaudeville pelicy."

"Thanks," said Pynn, 'I shalli"

YAnd yeu, Smithsen o o o I'm certainly glad te have yeu areund. I want this theatre clesed fer a month
for imprevements,'

With his cheap, omack-pet tactics Kupinski was ne geed o . . Yeah, Smithsen;, ceme te think of it, we'd
better use vaudeville with the plcture, Centact an agent."

"That's wenderfull' said Smithsen, 'T nesded the jeob,"

"Sinething." Meletev grinned wryly. "Pynn, here, with his vaudeville, hus shewn me the preverbial hand=
writing. I'm net adverse te saving my bankrell, Pictures have dene much better in the past. New it's vaudp.-
ville's turn."

Lecks edged quietly frem the GLITTERING SHELL, te be re-renamed °THE ORPHEUM'; and, teasing Premetheus,
Clara fellewed him.

“Say there, Harry Lecke,' called Meletev, 'What®s the ohance ef your playing this house en the resturn
East?!

"Serry,' Lecke smiled. '""Ask aguin, semetime. I'm en in twenty minutes,"

And they were onstage, with but twe minutes te walt,

"Bey, that creener's goedl" sald Clara; eyeing ‘ala Sinatra’; her ghostly ferm fading in and eut like the
vapers en a Liverpecl deck. "He’s geed lecking, teeo" '

"Seems 1ike 1’1l have te marry yeu-<!' Harry exclaimed, giving her a mental kiss"--te siep this quibbling."
Tho tener made his last bew ts a tremendeus clapping.

"Seunds greati" said Clura, as they stepped inte the spotlight glare. "w=But de yeu think it's pessible?"

%Ceuld bei'" creaked Premetheus frem effstage,

"HE
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We had an awful lot of +trouble building the ship--old Johnson next door complained about the noise
several times, and when the two policemen came, we thought it was all up. Rockets were forbidden, and anything
any act which might be construed as having to do with them we;.s cause for arrest. But they didu’t search the
place, so we got away with it (for the time being!). Will, my brother; and I, had built the thing from scrap
and parts we were able to steal from the foundries where we worked--we had to do everything with the greatest
secrecy, because the scare given us by the inhabitants of Beta Centaurus IV was not yet forgotten; anything
that remotely resembled a rocket had been pressed into servise for the expected war between Alpha and Beta
Centaurus. As I said, rockets were forbidden to civilians far this reason,

Our reason for bulldimg the ship? We had no wish to be caught in the cataclysm which was surely coming.
We were not iraitors or cowards--we simply could ses no sense to the impending struggle; a Beta Centaurian
diplomat fancied himseif insulted at an Alphan party, therefore, war was in process of being declared. Now,
is that & sensible reason for a war? ...}

Anyway, we got the ship built, feuled and provisioned--we were taking off at the next dawn. The ship
would make & speed faster than light--theoretically. I say theoretically, because it had never been tested
vhen we wers free of the planet, the space-drive, designed by my brother, would be cut in.

Well; the nigh% before the takeoff, we surreptitiously said goodbye to our few friends, returned homs
and spent the remainder of the night making final preparations, We climbed into our slim, bullet-like ship
Just as the first rays from Alpha Centaurus began to plerce the translucent plastic of the shop windows., We
took off gently, set the accsleration-robot, and strapped ourselves into our bunks--the next few hours were
going to be rugged as the acceleration built up to eighty-five percent light-speed. When we awakened, the ship
would be moving at 99% light-speed; then we would cut in the drive, and so--supposedly--move faster than
light.

It all happened as I have described, only--after the drive was cut in;, we began to experience strangs
sensations: objeots within the cabin became distorted, not only to sight but to touch as well., With a slight
shock, I noticed Will seemed to be fading from sight. Then there was & wrench as if every atom of my body
were being turned inside out, Before I lost consciousness, I had a chilling thought: the Ultimate Speed and
its proposed results! They matched the phenomena I had been observing! Then a wave of darkness.

I awakened to a dead, still silence; unstrapping myself from my bunk, I staggersd %o the visiplate.
--For & moment my mind rejected what it saw there, then sedly and frightenedly, accepted it as truth, What
I saw was the familiar outlines of the inside of our shop, instead of the expected vold., A short distance away
was a silver, bullet-like object;, the duplicate of our ship--into the port were climbing two figures, who were
strangely, horribly familiar! As I felt my mind shattering, dissolving, there came to my mind a little posm
I once read in an amateur publication concerning "a young lady named Bright, whose speed was much faster than
light-=n

The first morning rays of Alpha Centaurus struck the translucent plastic in the roof --

Y T e

They were all there: every important soientist from the United States, Great Britain, Canada, France,
Sweden, and many other important countrfes from all parts of the globe. Their syes were focused on one thing;
& slightly elevated platform, on which was seated in a big, steel chair, & robot, He was every bit of eight
feet tall, his huge arms six inches in diaumeter, For his mouth, a loud speaker, for his eyes, photosells,
for his ears, microphones attached to tape recorders.

Their attention was diverted from the robot as & small man walked from a door to the platform. He glanced
around nervously, and finally began to speak.

WPor the benefit of strangers,' he hegan, "my name is Thomas Thackery, I have, with the help of other
fellow scientists, perfected thiscompletely self-sufficient, moving,electronic calculator, whom Iaffectionately
named Robert, It is my bellef that he can solva many of the modern scientific problems of today; among them,
that of the Hydrogen Bomb,"

There was @& gasp throughout the large hall, followed by an ill-concealed murmur of criticism.

"I know that to you it seems impossible," he went on. 'Why, even I, his inventor; find it hard to believe.
--But he has already solved the problem of the atom bomb, Einstein?s theory of the universe, and many other prob-
lems, 1t took Einstein years to attempt to prove his theory; it took Roberto only two hours.

I won't explain his mechanisms, for they are too long to go into detail. The way he geis his knowledge,
though, is simple. His Years! are really tape recorders. When I turn them on and speak into them, naturally
my words are recorded. From previous information he obtains the essentials, My voice merely directs him on
his task. When he has solved & problem; hs puts the formula down on wire, while also broadcasting it outlad

1] will tell you more of this while he is working at the problem. Right now," he pressed a button on
Roberto's chest, and the recorder started, "Roberto, I want you to solve the problem of the Hydrogen Bomb ece -
Repeat,"

"Roberto," ocame Dr. Thackery’s voise from the loud speaker, 'Roberto, I want you to solve the problem
of the Hydrogen Bomb., Repeat."

"And now, gentlemen,' said Dr. Thackery, ¥I have caloulated that it shall take five hours for Roberto to
golve the problem, Shall we adjourn to another room until then?™

The group silently left the room.

The five hours passed slowly for Pr. Thackery, even thoughhe was busy explaining his marvelous invention.
--But when they were over, he rather dreaded the outcome,

Finally the group was once more assembled. He stepped up on the platform and stared at Roberts, Would
his ten years of work finally pay off? Would Roberto finally solve the problem of the Hydrogen Bomb?

Roberto’s eyes flashed out a green light. 'Here it comes," said Thackery, 'Here it comes:"

Roberto’s loud speaker was humming, He was going to speak., He was going to reveal to the wog-ld the
seoret of the Hydrogen Bombi

"H," it began, "Hyj, K-=" !

There was a loud rsport and smoke filled the room, When it finally cleared; the crowd beheld the robot.
-1t was intact, save for its head.

"Poor Roberto,! said one to another, 'He just couldn’4 solve it. Not quite.”
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To start thinge of? cheerfully this time; let’s talk about money. Well, not so cheerfully then, But
if you remember the first installment of "Ohips", we mentioned the number of prozines coming onte the stands
these days. The mimber is st1ll growing, with about 20 appearing now and a half dozen more coming, not to men-
tfon the British mags. Here's where the money comes in, If you buy many of themy it sure costs you something.
Especially if from the newsstands., Figure it out for yourselves; but roughly, it%11 be between $25,00 to $30,00
if a completist bought every single issusi Naturally, it is & rare occurence to find somebody buying all of
them, but you must get about half of them to get most of the best, according to any taste,

MONEY still lingering tenachiously in my mind, let’s take up another phase of the fan-pocketbooka Let’s
consider the even more amazing fact of fanzine prices., Not the prices themselves so much, but the aggregats
smount paid per year by any fan who gets most all of the zines by subscription. Since the things are so un-
gtable except in a few cases, there isn’t any easily available list of fanzines to check off and tabulate for
cost-per-year-per-subscriber, But when a lot of these photo-lith Jobs need suberenewing, at a buck per zine
per four or five issues, it ain’t funny., Especially when not too much later, you shell out a few quarters and
half-dollars to renew some mimeographed zines at threes to five or seven issues, depending on the size of the
zine, regularity of appearance, etc. This goes on and on, & dime here and there, another half-buck, according
40 the number of zines you get. If you happen to be a completistoccoocseyou must be rich,

Naturally, if you publish & zine of your own, that helps, to put it mildly (although it does cost waney
to publish, it doesn’t add up to quite ae mich)s And if you are a VIP (Very Important Phan), that usually ;3ts
you free copies, The NFFF-member rates help N3F members get zines at reduced rates now, not all but a good
numbery; 50 that helps somewhat. This added expense of the average fan doesn’t affect the average stfiction
reader. merely the fans, No wonder Sam Merwin can't understand why fans put so much work, time and money into
fanzines, And then buy tons of others, You'd be surprised at the stacks of paper a few years of fanzines, all

of them, will make. O

Have you noticed that the Popular Publications prozines are now (have been for a while) selling books
from the fantasy publishers? They had been but seem to have switched to “mundane" literature recently, Either
the idea was & flop or the not-stf books sell even better, Speaking (or writing, if you must be technical) of
Popular Publications, have you noticed also that this company is issuing the greatest number of reprint zines
now? Its old standby, FFM, with the revived FN and the new A, Meritt zine make thres; with the Max Brand
Western a fourth, This seems to be & catching fad, For a long time, there has besn a digest-size "Zane Grey"
meg. The Max Brand zine features a Faust novel (or noveletts) in each issue. There is yet another and a
Western again. The Walt Cobourn (wonder if thats spelled right?) Western. Maybe others, But back to fantasy.

BEST OF THE MONTH DEPT: In which we start a new department wherein an old story or two is dredged up
from the past and given a bit of a boost, In our opinion these stories are anthology material (%o judge by some
stories which have appeared in anthologies at least) or simply darned good reading. This time it is a series
of stories. And; from ASF at thate It is; we think, Hubbard's best series and it has been called the Kilkenny
Cats series, written in the early fortiss under his Kurt von Rachen name. Unfortunately, 1t 1s alsoc unfinished
as yet, Steve Gailbraith is the central character in a continuous plot involving fast action with highly inter-
esting overtones of future political squabbling among humans and aliens, Which, by the way, can't start to im=
press you if you haven't read the stories. Stories in the serles are "The Idealist” (Jly 40), "The Kilkenny
Cats™ (Septo, 40), "The Traitor" (Jan 41), "The Matineers" (Aprl 41) and "The Rebels" (Feb 42), These stories,
-blended together (as the "Kim Rendall" trilogy wasn't in THE LAST SPACESHIP) with two ormore completion steries
would make a very worthy two-volume set, For thoge who may want to try to obtain those stories; mag dates ars
given above. Before dropping this dept., we would strongly recommend the original Schneeman illustrations +o
accompany the stories into book publication inthe faintlyéossible event, You who have read the stories, agree?

SHAVINGS3 ® Remember when Popular Publications was once the most brass-bound ‘o be found against reprintsi?
We've noticed that seme fen actually counted among the total number of rebound monthlies Ziff-Davis issues in
ite quarterlies, Gha. ** Anybody notice how often exestfiction writer Paul Ernst has been hitting the slicks
(SEPest frinstance) this year? *% Soms time age, that demon-columnist Redd Boggs 1rked our friend Sam!l Mer-
win with his (Redd®s) attacks onthe Merlin Press Books, ¥hile not in complete agreement with Redd's statements.
we do consider some of those choices in "My Best Science Fiction Story" pretty poor. Smells fish to us. look
a% vanVogtis for instance. Truth of the matter probably is that their best has mostly alresady appeared in anth-
clogies, ** Speaking of anthologies, have you ever really given the stories in prozines a stiff rating? Try
1t by asking yourself, '"Will this rate future hard-cever publication?" If you are pretty strict, judge them by
existing good anthologies, and are slightly jaded, there won't bs too many that survive, One that did that we'll
mentiony in our preference, is Jo Do MacDonald’s "“THE FIRST ONE'" which appeared in the Jan50SS., Anybody agree?
“¢ Looks like Alfred Coppel has taken over the lead spot in PS. But remember his predecessors? Epik Fennel,
Emmett McDowell; Gardner Fox, stc? Tell the truth, do you still wish for those adventurous epics you jaded ASFen?
Heh}

FLOODS of stf no onthe market is already beginning to show how quality 1s liable to drop with the increase
in quantity, Not in existing towers of strength 1ike ASF, TWS and SS, but in the newer items, PS and SSS have
gotten to the top in their fields with Mof and OW zooming upwards, But AS and FA ure still not anything to rave
about (but hope is held for the semi-slick AS to coms) but Z-D plans on another to make it & tric, Then LARVEL
1s coming out, Will 1t turn out to be another yunk-heap as did Avon'’s rag?

Hope is held for Gnome Press® coming mag with Phil Klass as editor. And Ken Crossen's sgemi-ASF type mag
should do well, Maybe Horace L, Gold's two magazines will be good. But seeing them will tell, Competition
will tighten, quality will be harder to buy; especially when the top mags have already gotten thare first. But
then, the mags should sell to the graduating comic.book class. From Blackhawk to OUT OF THIS WORLD ADVENTURES.
Take a look at any comic~book rask and notice how many have stfnel stuff in them, They've been having it for
years, but the deluge has come, Even ANDY PANDA got it. What 1s this world coming t0? With droves of magazines
and books; tons of it in the comics, even movies and television, not to mention radio programs which come right
out and say "Solense Fiction" (ses NBC'g)? These crack-pots ars running rampart} Let's go back to our SIR{ and
hope there isn't a '"Destinatien Moon" plug in it. O

WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE series of storles? Could it be the famous 'Feundation" series in aSF? Or maybe it
sould bs the '"Captaln Future' series? Or the fabulous Hegbens? Perhaps the "Artur Blerd" series by E, Mayne
Full? Hew's about you readers writing in to us and letting us know? Maybes we can get up a list of the thinge.

Come _new, yeu don’t expect us to slave over this typer and think up all the ideas as we go along do you? (Yeu
de78) Next tims, we!ll s a 1ist of all the seriss we can remember, find and think of frem ethers’ cemments,

mf %x%%lp‘% _ﬁg{ag 5:0 ri s“tssﬂ"zlps%t 2:- now, Any ideas; comments; etc., will gladly be acceptad.
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AYD THE LITTLE ONES SHALL DANCEe.eooHsrman S. King & Ho So Weatherby

¥hy should you fear Wolf lpuntain? Could the little ones
be real == &Iﬂ one HARMFUL?

THE GREAT GOD PAN (Verse) « o o o o = o o s o o & » = » Jack Schwad
A new peet joins our midst...
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BATS

I saw a bat last night --
But leng bDefere his flight
I heard his swift advance
Acress the wsrld's expanse.

I saw a bat last night --
But long before his sight
I felt his dreaded clutchs
My mind ocomposed the touch.

I sav a bat last night --
But long before his fright
Could seize upon my mind
I t0ld myself, "He"s blind."

I zaw a bat last night =
But long before this mitei™:
Could stir a breath of air

I prayed, yet not awgro!

mgp'f;ald Bourgoa. 55

Ahh& Ligten, the wind.
Slghing< gently through the ﬁ'ns,
'Whispering seorets

That Man shall never know.
Or howling in demonic fury in the night
0f & hidden blasphemy. ;

Tﬁ. windcoooso
_vvsioing all and knowing all;
__‘":la.tcher of Man through the eons,
And of others than Man,
“Seeing civilizations rise and
'_ Fall in mortal combat and catastrophe,
‘Remembering, perhaps, alien visitors i
“ ./ And things of which Man has not dreamed || ‘
iAnd would not dare to dream. li talsi
_iSeeing all, but revealing nothing, lj

‘“Moaning gently in the evening

Of a lover thousands of years ago; o
Of things before Man. l
“How do we know and if we could, ] . THE SEASONS i
Would 1t beoo...5afe? | i |

: |+ | Timelhas ebbed 1ts way'
==Calvin Margdon i ¢ | Tarry not for Spring,
: | She ?,s haggard and drawn,
b In‘t{lenj;eari 1850, i
N 'l'hb summer and|the; winter,

The fa.ll ani the spring.
Now, thp yeh.r holds only winter,
'I'horlp cén be no springnoon“
Our BEarth 1;3 gone. |

1

i
Rl i
But hinting? : % |

| !

\—Sandy Charnoff

|
1
|
[ ' i |
e
i b
What slumbering fires lie hid b'e‘x'xlga.th ! I i
Your continents? The glacial ice | I i
Folds you in its chilly sheath, ! i
Mocking with subtlety man's frail devieao A R |
What angry gods wrought desolation hers? . i }
What furious forces bade you Sleep forever? .
Your esrie loneliness fills men with fear; - i
Your hidden treasures spur them to endeavor, ! ] b i i
You do not answer; men may seek in vain ! S '
To know your mysteries; you will reveal ‘ ;
None of your dark enigmas, Your disdaim
Is deep and deadly; under that blue steel,
That men call ice, you hide & fiery core~
A heart that dreams of days that are no more,

|
|
1

* ANTARCTICA

--Emili A, Thompson



§10entio

, Silencio, silencio;

So sroke the myriad signs.
You lay so calmly there

Quiet as the stately pines.

None can do anything
To solace my aching heart.
You are gone forever,

And we are ever apart.

~-Sandy Charnoff



After going to school for sixteen of my twenty=one years on earth, I have a natural interest in education.
] guess you have to.

Have you ever wondered just where this education business would stop? Let me explain exactly what I
mean. At one time & person was able to get along in this world with no formal education at all, After many iy
years we find that this same person, without the benefit of formal education, is put aside in man's eternal 1j
gtruggle for better living. At this time, those that were really '"educated" were those lucky people that went
through our equivalent of grammar school . . . they knew how toread, write, and figure. These were the leaders
of one period.

Then came another stage. Now our same ol' John Doe had to have a BA or a BS to get anywhere in the more
advanced circles. The "Joa College' was our little bond salesman of the twenties. He wus the ultra sophisti-
cate - o o but not for long. kore and more of his buddies got the doctor's degrees and JC was out in the cold.
He was forced to spend a little more time in school and get the nexi higher degree.

If you will look back, you will easily see that more andmore time was being spent in learning what everye
one thought were the 'basic essentials' that one needed to get anywhers. The obvious question comes to mind:
What happens when all your life must bs spent in school?" This is impossible . . . that is, it is impossibls
with our school system as it is.

It is my belief, and remember, it’s only one fan's opinion, that sooner or later, the educational system
that the world knows today must undertake a radical changs. Since we cannot sunand all our lives learning the
tfacts," we must first create a more centralized reference system . . . to give it to you with a litile more
solor; a better indexed storshouse of human knowledge . . o then, teach our future generations the complex ar%
of "thinking'. We must teach these future students how to apply facis (easily obtained from the refersnce
system and not committed to memory) to the problem at hand.

Yhon this centralized reference system is set up and the students are taught how to use a basic system
of logio, our problem is solved., No more learning facts . . . no more committing complicated theorems and
tables to memory . o .and more time %o be spent in teaching the future generation how io enjoy 1tself,

P RENDOED

You know, this publicity for the new s-f motion picturs, "DESTINATION MOON," 15 beginning to get under
my skin. I wish they wouldn®t releass all this tantalizing stwff so soon. I hear that the picture is slatsd
to appear in Washington D, C. and New York at the same #ime and the date set is the first of August. I sure
hepe this picture lives up to its publiecity. I hear through the grape-¥ine that Heinlein absolutely refussd
to let Hollywood "ham' the picture up. No false comedy or over-played love interest, I hope the rumors are
wue, After walting so long, I'd hate to see them louse it up.

sudosEre
si———
—

I'm verry happy to see that the NORWESCON committee is finally functioning, The first official report
was swell, I had my doubts that t.ings were going along smoothly after getting that so-called first report as
quoted from EFFIGY. I see that they have mailed out to nearly 1500 people interested in fantasy., I didn't
know that there were so many people interested in fantasy . . . much less having a complete file of numes and
addresses! If this first report iz any indication of the method that the entire NORWESCON program will be
handled; thay are assured of a huge success,

By the way, if you are one of the very few that haven't received the NORWESCON report, all you have to do
i write to °NORWESCON, Box 8517, Portland 7, Oregon" and request a copy. They will send it to you fres., Gat
Yyours now?

beoenano

Agein it's time "to fold my tents and silently steal away.' I enjoyed talking to you . . . I hope you
forgot ¢ther more important matters for a little while., I'1l1l be seeing you in this same sgot in the next issue
of ORB. Will you be around?

7

MARTIAN WINDS

. SC——c——
¥ i —— e

~_.. In the still of the lartian twilight,
r\.\- When the mad moons race on high,
'\"/L‘!'ho red sands walk in the silence ...
And a dead race sounds its ery. j % /[ % ’ ‘
A >
The ory comes strong from the low hills, I )

In a wail that tears and rends; { %Z\_&_j AVYy 2 YLl

And this cry from the throats of the long dead —

Dumb Earthmen term: "The winds ... "

Men sit in theilr pressured c¢cabins
And in air suits, go on tours --

Not heeding this cry, this warning:
"Qur fate will soon bs yours oo."

S0 listen, you foolish Earthmen «-
Give ear to this wind of death

And leave this polsoned planet ...
Ere you gasp your last long breath.
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Dear Bobo BILL WARREN ~- Lottor Editor

ORB 4 to hands Vo=ry nice, Ralph's cov=pic excellent, Justifying
bPas improved the appearance of the pages 100%. Don't you give your authors
aredit? Or do you withhold their nemes to keep other fan editors from
purloining them~-or is blank space a pseudonym for Bob Johnsor?

We will 1land a contact rocket on the moon in 1955, First man-carrying
rocket: 1960, You will buy a rocket-excutsion ticket in 1963 for a junket
arcund the moon and backe In 1975 you can, for a price, buy a round trip
to Mars or Venus,

Cuil Bond?

Manly Ecnnister

1905 Sprice AvVe.

Kensas City 1, Mo.
[ First the by-line beef. A curt camuent frcm Bob advises that the
neme of the authors which are withheld are dore so because the scribes
are "just rather shy." I'l]l admit that this seems to bte a flipsy excuse.
Fan suthors that I have heard tell of -- and thers are a few -- arc megni-
ficiently successful in suppressing any hint of shyness. This applies
tome, too, as anyone who has mead ma will testify. You are very definite
in your predictions concerning man's first attempts to conquer space. How
do you arrive at your conclusions? 7

Dear Bob,

To ORB the IVth, I'm undecided about the cover. I don't particu-
larly care for it, although it is one of his better efforts. I guess the
large size saved it.

And, again, I still don't go along with your idea of not having the
by~-line with the stories, You certainly have space enough and I doubt if
it wculd take but a sscond to fit them in.

I didn't like the lead story so well, Nothing particularly wrong
with ite Its "plot" wasn't especially outstanding and the style was rather
listless,  All in all, it didn't appeal enough to make me want more by
her. More later, about the kind of story I'd like to see.

Hmm, so Lee Quinn's OFO has wound up in ORB. His'style is sorta
hesitant and I'm not sure whether I like it or not. Concerning his first
subject, see Lester Del Rey's story in the lst OUT OF THIS WORLD, * Just as
possible as any other theory I think.

Now "One Minute After 1fidnight" is more like it, in the fiction
department. Not being éspecially enthusiastic for weirdish storles, com-
pared to my love of s-f, I do like good ones. Or, to amend that, I do
appreciate the ones that appeal tome . «

"The Space Whispers"” I did not like. Just another rehash of one of
fandcm's favorite (ugh!) gimmicks found in many a fanzine: Something's
always luring men to scme horrible outre doom, and by foo, it's gonna get
YOUseseyou poor doomed reader hahahahahahahahahah, etc. If Lee Do Quinn
does get his fanzine for fan-editors goéing, I'll move that fam-sditors
abolish this story. Unless, perchance, & really outstanding item along
that line appears. Anyhow, David English has done better than this, See
Vlnl SIRIUS for instance. :

"Tail-Tag Fuzzie" clever. Who dunnit? Yow?

Poetry page not impressive, to me that is, this time. Art Rapp's
humorous pome deserved tie raprinting.

I did like the Untitled: III.by Picard though. And the accompanying
i1l ustration.

A, the Wizard of 0z brings back memories. Nice to have those stills
to hely.~.  And that piciure has been j'e—released you know, I hops to see
it again.

Your "Here's Looking at You" column was interesting. Sort of a combo-
editorial column isn't it? -

Letters interestings Scmetimes, the comments inserted in them aren't
so not. It would be better if the ccmments were placed after the letters.

That sort of covers the fourth issue . o » Luck and all with ORB . . .
What's with #7?

Yours,

Ed Cox
4 Spring Ste
Lubec, Maine



.

o/

/ Firstly, about naming the authors. The idea the editor has in mind
1s to make the readers judge the stories on merit alone, with opinion
uncolored by the name of the author,. This idea has merlt don't you think?
You, 'not we, are sta,ting that the author of OFO is Lee Quinn. We say no
more, but the name lom the mester copy that we get isn't the same. The
“Tall-Tag Puzzle" was done by Sandy Charnoff, and arologies are herewith
tendered for omitting her name.: '&lad. you 1iked the "0z" stills, To the
best of our knowledge; this is the first time such a feature has been run
by .a fanzine. .Lastly, you will notice that I am taking your advice regard-
ing placement “of comment.,

Dear Bob, -

Raceived ORB two days ago., I thought I'd reed it over six or eight
times so as not to go off half cocked. . .

I liked the following thingss ; ‘

The cover, although, unf ortunately, it got wet,

A A Minute After Midnight

The Space Whiaspers

Witch Dance

Untitled Three

As Others See 1t .

The rest was simply /not 80 hot7 I really mean it, It was awfullll
Even Rapp's poem was bad,

"The Awakening" seems to be the wistful yearnings of a female adol-
escent set down ih chronical {Sneary, here we came) form, I'd call it a
n"filler for Revolting Love Stories," See Orb vinl. '

"One Fan's Opinion sounded like Russell Harold Woodman's Opinion.
And how did you decide on what order the paragraph's should go in? Pull
them out of a hat? Wha' hoppen to'Gyp in the Malestrom?? That was good.

Tail-Tag Puzzle was all right, but whottenhell's the idea ¢f printing
the answers down below it?? Trying to make a cheater out of me, eh?

. Charnoff'!s poems were~-—=-welllll, she sounds 11ke a fugitive from a
Shiras yarn. The latest one, I think.

The Wizard of 0z pictures appeared about ten years too late. When
are you plannlng a sequence from "The Shiek™

Here's Looking at You was ahout as ccherent as one of Ray Palmex's
egrticles on The Flying Saucers, Was it composed on the stencil?

I see you cut out all mention of Athieem., Kowardil Koward!it

Am sorry for the above. It's good I didn t write directly after read-
ing it. (The Mag.) Glad you hung one on.Friedman, tho,

Good luck with the Orb colors. The last scheme didn't €90 30 Welleesoo
wasn't your fault, though,

Bye the bye, the margins on both sides of the multied section 1ooked
great « o o

Alan M. Grant
" 129 Edgemere-’
Fayetteville N.Y.

/ So wonderful to learn all these gcod things:gbout ORB and her writers,
T trust you will back up your ovident admiration with a subseription re-
newal? Your canplaint about the'"0z" photos being ten years too late isn't
valid, Very few such pictures have been made, and, not counting the yet-
to-to-released stf movies, all‘'these fantasy epics are old, Bob did quite
well with the seléction he had, and blew considerable long green in-the
process, As for Here's 1ooking at You, Bob advises me it was carefully
edited, but that it got away fram him. The question of religion and all
its variations, we decided should be thrashed out elsewhere. It actually
has no connection with fantasy and stf, or so is our conviction. There
are those, doubtless, that disagree. '/

Dear Bob,

It has been quite some time since I wrote to you .., much water has
gone beneath the'bridge. But the arrival of Orb 4 yesterday took me from
my slovenly mood, and, here I em,

* I cannot exactly understand Mr. Ackerman's last paragraph in his let-
ter, but if my interpretations are correct, I thank him for all the &harity!
Irregardless, don't mistake me for‘meaning that I am above eriticism, or
above studying somecne else's work, for, after all, this whole world of
‘"human beings is set up on a comparat.ive Value and I am neither the one to
_think myself above them nor esm I too prideful to submit myself to the
natural thing. On the other hand, I haveée to really thank him for choosing
my poem with and equal to Untitled' two, which I think of as highly
meritorious.

Yet thiss..Thise.,THIS...i8 incanpetent. By what oriteridn does
your reader judge "good or '"bad" or in the middle" or “as good, but just
below," etec.? It is by, personal taste? Or is it by prejudied? Or is 1¢
by 1nherent or acquired critical powers? * It is all well and good to say
"I think that is good." But saying that, you ~kave only said half.



Tou must give a reason. Fcllowing the pattern, I think you will find xany ffj
of your readsrs will not be so prone to "Taste-bud" criticism, as "justi-
fyable eriticism", which is ig.all events, "real criticism". A poem is not
only a r:a3s of words, Not only a weil expressad counvietion, Not only a
mass of meter and rhyne. Not only a simile or metaphor, or personification,
Qr illitaration, or hyperbolye. It is a ccmbiuation of these and an authen~-
tic and deep-falt emotional passage, whether cunic or sericus. !

I think that your past issue was much superior to the prasvious ode, as
for looks, at eny rate. The red of the Lrevious wa$ too contrasting, and
it gave a blurry illusion for the syes. Yet, svill, on the subject of
color, the one in blue was the clearest and most legible,

"The Purple Perch" was quite amusing in content, with a nice twist-
ending--and technicaelly sound, :

Awaiting the next issue of Orb, I eam,
Sincerely
Ronald Bourgea, HM2
Managing Editor
NNMC NEWS3
Bethesda, Maryland

i st o

Déar Bob]‘

I'm moving again! By the time your June-July issue comes out, I shall
be back in Brooklyn, I'1l send you my college address scmetime in Septem-
ber. N e
There's nothing wrong with the magenta; I object to the green paper in
the mimeo section, though. White is much easier on my poor eyes s + «

I didn't like The Awakening. The only thing T can think of to ccme-
plain about, however, is that it is childish (»retty clumsy).

One Fan serves no coastriucuvive purpos2, unless you hed a page to fill,
Atomic energy, as it scands now, hes been discusseu thoroughly (most recently
in three articles in New Repgolif). The bit about Sturgeon just doesn't
make’ sense, It appears that you wrote down your thoughts as you thought
them, without organizing them (clumsy, again).

I*liked 12:01 -

0 i The ‘Space Whispsers.

I'm egainsc putting answers to puzzles in the same issue . . « It's tco
easy’ to cheate:ss.

neff gsts & little too ambitious in her abstractions, She leaves
reality behind her, and I'm too lazy to search for it.
~ Witch Dance and’ the Purple Perch (was the color an accident? ) ate suit-
able Fantasy-poetry, only I don't like poetry. Hence the complaint, why
did you waste a whole page on Untitled' Three?
TES mad T sasr $h2e pisture 10 vears

.'.J. DM LTy VS
.....

No ccmments on the rest. 1I refuse to strain my 100:100 eyes to read
it again.
Marshall Freimer
ie 392 E. 4th St.

Brooklyn, N.Y,.
L Perhaps Atomic Energy has been discussed enough. Current hesdlines

still consider it hot stuff, and Collier's has started a series of articles
pertaining to it. I wonder if fandom considers the atom old stuff. Some-
how, I can't believe it, Too bad you don't care for poetry. ORB is basi-
cally a fiction and poetry mag, at least that was the idea at its inception.
Glad you liked the "Oz" feature.

Dear Bob,
Comment on Orb #4

- The cover is interesting but seems to be smeared., Anyway, how did
you know which color I dislike most? Telepathy? ¢

Who did the illo for "The Awakening? After all, the artist did a good

job and don't you think he ought to get the credit for it?

Lee Quinn's column was very interesting., Particularly his thought that
an atomic war and international control of atomic energy would have the same
end result,

Tail-Tag Puzzle--you didn't by any chance get this out of thin air did
you?

Just what does that thing on page 6 illustrate? (I refuse to dignify
it with the term illustration,)

In light gteen your drawing for Charlotte's pcem would have been nice.
In the magenta, the effect is scmewhat nauseous.

The seccion on "The Wizard of 0z" was different, Could you do the
geme for "Rocketship Galileo'? —-or maybe "Frau im Mond'"?. . » )

1 don'+ know how long it takes anybody else to solve Kriss-Krosses, but
in mags like "Popular Crossword Puzzles," I can do one in about 15 minutes.



It takes me about an hour and a quarter to make one nb S0°1 fail to_see /
why Ed Cox considers one a brain-twister, . g L .
Pat~on-the-back-for-Bob: I think ORB will eventually become the "FLAIR"
of the fanzines--that is, if it isn't already! :
Byey, - - Y
Sanderharnorf e .
2234 Ocean Ave, o
& Brooklyn 29, N,Y.-
[_ "That thing on page 6" is an Osterlund Abstraction, and was intended to
illustrate your deathless poetrys, Your requests for stills from "Destination
Moon" and also stills’'from "Rocketship X~-M" will be fulfilled, barring un-
Torseen circumstances, when released. ‘As for the Kriss-Krosses, they are
about the only type puzzle I can #olve, so'l agree that they aren't too
hard. Perhaps EdCo has his mind on other things when he tackles them., As

for ORB being the "FLAIR" of fanzines -- thank you muchly, It does have
a certain sanething ...-7

Dear Bob,

You are a LOUSE. The very idea, writing a note on the margin of ORB
so I had to shell out first-class postag€eee.. I should have sent it right
back to you poste haste.

Now to the business of commenting on ORB....s The Phillips cover is
typical RRP, Vaguely reminds me of THZ SHADOW OUT OF TIME, for some reason.
Ralph has sent me several excellent drawings for MEZRAB. The gtories were
mainly excellent, but the poetry is without exception terrible.”{Except
TALE OF THE PURPLE PiZRCH) Fantastic amateur poetry is almost always god-
awful unless it is funny; a serious attention to horror in poetry is nearly
always‘pathetic. There are a few exceptions; R. Flavie Carson, Stanley
Mullen, possibly (occasionally) Lin Carter. But these girls you have doing
your poetry, these sub-adolescents who are engrossed by thelr own emotions
esesel have a remedy for them. Let them write 4 good, long, romantie,
séntimentaln novel or play with NO HOIDS BARRED, to get it all out of  their

gtems; . then tear the d--n thing up and throw it in the fire and start
ITING... not just emotionalizing on paper:

Yours,

Marion Z. Bradley

Box 431

Tahoka, ‘Texas’
/ All your caustic remarks about ORB poetry, alas, must be taken geri-
‘ously. Not so long ago I would not have been perturbed; but sinoe I sub-
scribe to "The Writer" and have read that truly good poem of yours
printed in the poetry section, I confess that you know what you are talk-
ing ebout, One of the best I ever read, including Frost, Whitman, Guest
and Poe: You are on your way. Another guy that is on hls way is the master
himself, Ray Bradbury. He is hitting slicks right and left, the latest
being a short in the July ESQUIRE. This Bradbury Bomshell is more than
worth the half buck spent. (And I might add that this particular issue
does not lack for girls, either.)

All for this time. Don't forget your letters, and we'll be seeing you.

Ty . BILL WARREN
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Howdee Doodne, ...

ot 10 meh %o any this issus, but, once agmin, the ink. I1'1L ammid :
this tasus lon't %oc hot in regard to solor eombo, but much has happennd e B gf
rocory of wy taely und triulations begins thusly: After lmet imsue’a (he.; v 2wt
docidel thet & vmicue method of imk-picking might be @ lot of fun., If I ramssbsrs
rigrtly == there wers over 400 soloxw iu The offset inka. I therefora gueses’ s mue
ber betwaen 1 nxd 400 and koped for the wornt, {ine mmber was 168.) Umfortumeis.y
the woret wis edmitly what happemed, and tho canpany seat me a “meroon®, witch was
renilty abcut thros shadse redder than socom brown. I gaeped umhappily, and decided
to make ths best of my misfortumas, and use the wtuff cij.ay, with liberal addits ma
of pagee in other colors. This I did, and bebold, an evil coneoction of what might
host be terned am chetrustion of a mar treating hiag blask eye with beefatemk.

Vossver; o sovthe my nou-contormist attitude, I ahmll cantimie picking «
sumber, and falnting dead away at the results. --Sventually, ms with the will. ' mom
Yoyn and the millicn typseriters, I wvhali hit upom s strikingly bemutiful solor. I'm
:;m hunting e shacde of deep lime greem, Sut by hit und mies; it will teke & wliils 7

1red.,

n GLM ¢ "Chip in the Usalsiraw™, he mantions the gemeral low qualiity of
AS and FA, Pardon ne m bit pleame, but 1 disagree,

will sdmit that for tops iu sweryday s-f, you maturally look o abi.
Thant'n cunp etoly pataral; for aSF's seiense-fiction is uvbeatable for the pure »oi-
anes that Lo mised into its stories, plum the good charmcterizatiam. Alsn tops 1w
poneral fia cs are OTHER WOKLDS and THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY & 8-F. Also, I willi men-
tice FRM, wlidhr for a jong time haw been the only woxthshile raprint sinme. AWF is
zaining hevdwey, however,

Now, Lat us digress a bit, and go down desp imto the trus “puipm.” This
in ap emtirely diifarent patter. Look at §5 & TWS, ‘Lke '‘rilling” twine. They
nave consistently good (im relatiom o most of the other sines) fictios. Bo what?
o Thet s &l it 18, What does it meam? =<35imply that 1t is easily read, with s fairly
ot plot, wasy te understand, and easily forgotten. That doesn’t mean all of it!
Eome of 1t bas bevo superd e¢ntertaimment...but not im ration with the amount of fie-
coo printes.  Lock, for instance;, at “The Lomely Planet“; a really great stmy. Ome
nf the very tawet. lhere mre others, like *Paradox” and Kaleidoscops.® ~-Thess I am-
ioyed smmercely. YNow im relation to eash ome of these classwis bits; look mi tlie ab-
g futely estcurdirg amount of erummny fictiom whieh is inm hese two. Not all of it,
Bt the mt.c of good to medicers iw a little lopsided....

Then, toke a loock at Pigmet....it's one which the critics have never qu vs
yrrced ovsr At Tines it is over-simplified....that’s natural: It was intended to
gall o ths rot~quite stfan, duw %o the Westorn-Leanings of Fietiom House. --Yet,
it pelle e ally vell tc the #aun, I'1l admit that it is spase-opere; but it containa
¢ben sns ma b osoard payehology, amd oftem more rasal amotion as anything aSF ever swem

qugzt of luying.

Now, !22ping a fow mags which aren't worin the effort of memtionmimg; or
cre $iill iv tre rrocess of proving themeelves (sometimes takes m long time), we get to
A ami Fh, Nirst. FA... It is highly irregular, but seldam reaches any great heaghts.
fhan 1t dosr, it reslly gets dillies; but they are few and far botwesn. (Its main
drawing carc is the madcap “Toffee™ amd Thoodore Sturgeon.) This is & tine 1ts mice
4. iy, Wt you mey ae well got the quarterlies and save eame dough.

ASt end an emtirely di fferent matter altogether. At one time; thims meg
wop trne pbs iuta ultimate, and according to its nee editor;, it is omece again rising to
1ts cld pos. For & while there, mismenagement, plus & bit of ovar-eathusisgtic »ndit-~
ing ceused s Lomented fall in quality. This is & owly being ragedied. -t etill}, if

w could werlook (ugh) Shaver, you would slways find a rcoapla likeable stories im
cecn issue  [his cculdn't always be erid of amother. Also it was AS that published
“hme Four-S dad Triangle", *The Brain¥, end “Upthinkable.” All once-in-a-fantime
greats. ™ope are stories that newer grow old, Thay (A3° Classics) still appesr .. -
sonsraly, bt with new format andpay rates, this mag will regain ites lomt staturs as

ind 0f the Stfiines.

A worn op 55885 as yet, ckyrocketing -~ It might go places since its rebirth.
-«1 just merk, by 2ll this tirade, that I want sdms supes-dupeyr shorts and sma ] opg
stf and faw: 4§ Bovels, like "Needle" and "Poritrait of Jeunle®™ =-or s-{f may hat oms
of the bigg 8t slimps im yearws,
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limited Tield. 6o far, its gresatest gift to fandam has bean Doigov, who, i preaice,
will eclipse Calle; Finley, and Axtysybasheff.

=20 f Os the subjest of Artyzybesheff, huve any of you people ever read
& book of four poems {1lluwtrated by Boris ? Its rwwoe is “THE FAIRY SHORMAKER.® It
is one of the most beautiful books I hove ever csen, <-<Especimlly lovely is the
group of illistmtions far the poem, "Tho Forsakes Morman.” By all means, if you
haven't seer this tome; snd mre a commoisseur of bozuti ™l books; bo sure and look
this up in your library. It was printed in ‘37, w0 you may have & bit of trouble
lomting it.

Bave you pipple beesr reading Clif Barasti’c very-well-put-cut fantine,
CATALYST? - -I have always emjoyed it, mlthough it occacionally seems rather deluded about
same of the phases of tho Democratis System -~ and just es often, startling dowm to
the heart of' a mattar. This fanzine ofien hss cxcollent filler and poetry, but the av~
ticles Tun “oward tedium. (I've mever been ablo to rezd oneo through competely. I always
find soms pretext tn skip lightly through parts of it.) Cune thing at first ennoyed me.
That was the dofinitely socimlistic trend exhibited by €4« publisher and his staff.--I
aow feol sl!ghtly difforently toward him, ~-~In faclh, I Teal @ great deml of reapmsti.
Instead of gioing around raizing his voice in much ado sbout nothing, concerning sociai-
ism, its bonefits, ete.; he clamly states what he believes in, end then retires fram the
vage, =-1 gather thmt a grap of his associalses are going to Alaska to setile down im
e little o0 op coamunity, and be happy socialisti.. --

Porasomelly,; T dom"t svprove of socialimm in mowt of its meny foame. 1
do, howewer . approve of ‘thece people who ot themgelves a goal; go away to soms sectiom
of the souniry to work toward that goal, and never po zboul bothering others who are not
interested 1n the others' philcaophy. Thess peopio are moi soep-box ormtors, amd they
are not attimpiing to influence others who pozaess different ideals., This is all to the
good. This, no mutier what theoir purpose is, is America. Evorybody mindinmg his own
basiness, a:d lutiing the mext fellow think things out for himself, For them, despite
their (to mon) futile and noedless ideal, I zsalute them.

From niow ony; ye edde i decp 1n the mysteries of being editor of the N3F letteriine,
FOSTWARP, w!tich war relinquished by x-i Rapp. «~-It's ruining my correspondence, but I'l)
soon be wrising those who I've forgotitem. Misc me? {(~-Urgratoful wretches?!!!?

I was Dlienvsil deyond words %o have so many of you mantion me in the N3F "Beogt® Ballous,
It sads me rery happy. (sok.)

I now Nave an assistawt--not quite oven a pessifen ; btul vary imtorested in smateur
publishing« Her mmme is Ella Les. --She wiil bc taking part of the 1o0ad, 8o I wan sgain
act huwen (1) during the 20 day perdod of publieation. Here's hoping her interest in
publicatior ean b2 turmed to fandom in geweral. She's 20, single, dblonde hair, blue
oyes (she rays gray);, and believe it or not,; 4 Indian..... and she still imsists they’re
gray. Ch well.....

Tanfois gilerrhald over an issus. -~I nced about 3 mors fotos, Ccesaon, dor't be
uhy

Next 1ssues HAACKEHMANN®’s poem; "THE LAUGHING SATYR," * Bill Werren's short story,
™E VISTNO:S,® alvo a covwer.s«sby me. Don't boe dizcouraged though. --Af last you'll
mect ‘Drag’on’;, the originms) johmsommomster. --Not just his head; but most all of him}
Also, wmybs the first in our esriee, "Impossible Animals,® -~Y'ell can got in on this,
tod. Just vend in an impossible animel’'s nane, with an unusual {very!) trait that he
might have, and we'll draw him up, and wri te & pums about him. )

‘/\M}
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Abstraction on page 62 ........SANDRA OSTERLUND
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