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It says in the good book of fandom that if you are an editor,
it is vour sacred duty to write an editoral, Iliot being practised
editorialists, we will try to stall along for about ten lines, say=-
ing nothing, After all, what is there to say? You all know about
vhe exorbitant price of cigarettes, the decline of Astounding, and
how to tie a llindsor knot, .

Besides, the gamut of human knowledge is well-covered in this
masterpiece of fanzines, We have bathtubs, goblins, time travel,
nudes, horror, pathos (no byplay on that last, please) and ibble-
dibble, There is even some high class cartography,

Why quibble? The truth . of the matter is, the cover alone is
a masterpiece, well worth ten cents, And we give you not one cover,
not one and a half covers, but TUO covers! VWho cares what 1s in
L etween?

And what IS in between was-strung together by ye co-editors,
freddie hershey and alan hershey, ably abetted by john van couver-
ing, ve olde original Chain Filer,

This publication is issued spasmodically by one or more of the
HOLY NINE, and sells for the pittance price of ten cents, The next
issue will be in the capable hands of stan woolston,

QUTLAIIDER 1 and ;2 are no longer available, If you want
this one, get on the beam and send your dinero (no stamps, please)
to freddie hershey, 6335 king ave, bell, galifornia,.
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) THE LAND OF <5

Hmvery once in a whlle someone writes and burbles: "where the
Hell is Bell? . Or, how do you guys expect to put on & Convention in
'58;Yif480uth Gafe =ain't, in the U,5.%"

The lump of metropolis you can't help seeing below is the fair
sity of Los Angeles, or most of it, Almost 500 square miles of bad-
1énds,  On the outskirts of this sprawling gisnt cling the outlanders,
inhabiting little municipalities of which there are billions around

good old L.A.
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BLACKCUT RICK SNEARY

auuiT g seated on the edge of my coffen reading the copy of
1Blood Curline Horror Tales' edited by liiss Susan Prim, The fome on
my lip was not fro.: the beer, and the damp wetness on my forhead was
not from the three f{rozs, I had just reached the most horrorable snot
in the super horror attraction of BCHT. The mad, muddering cdead vame
pire feincd had just audered the hero by choping off his feet and pull-
“in; his bones out from the botvor, Just as he riped all the cloths
off the heroin in preperation for his, next dastredly deed of mad, mud-
derin: feindish insaine lust, there came a knock on the door,

Rnocks

I trembled so much that I blew out the candles anc tiie large ,
decd rat I had been sitting on feel to the floor.

Thiuto,

Then there was the creck of floor boards, and a tall figger in-
tered thc roon, I screemed, for it was the face on tha coven of BCHT,
T ran fro.: the roo, posing only long enourh to mick u» my headsman ax
and £lin; it at hinm,

It wrizzed thr: hinm I'm sure, for it was-coverec with black, sticky
stnff when it enbeded itself in the wrall, :

T rushed vostairs, but L hearcd the fooustens behind ne, I turne
ed, and pressed a hadden lever, anéd the floor onened below my onknown
caller. 1 started dovm the stalrs, confadent that he was now desolving
in my tul of hot lime, but just as I neared the opening I saw a nand
reacl out, and draw the rest of the horror out of the »it into trthich
it had »lunsoed.

I screemed, and fled back un the ‘stairs, At .the head I turned
and trrev a mates into a drum of oil I kent there, ancd rolled it dowm
on him., It exnloded half way down covering everything iyith beautiful
roarine flsmes, And ovt of this, out of this raging inforno, walked
tha horor, the smell of hell about him, I drew my three guns and I
fired point blank, but all the bullets scemed to pass right through
him, as he kepo coming, reachlng out 2 hand toward mes..

T must have gone a little mad then, for I forget what hanvened
+hern. But the next thing I imew T was out on the roof, Iy cloths
were in roges, and I was covered with blood; wy owvn I felt sure, as
some still driped from the place my nose hoed dbeen, Below me the house
was a mass of flaomes, And their, on thc otaer end of the roof, com-
g Lovarsd me s the thing, black as the Pit, ond svaying slovly from
side vo side... Slovly, slouly adveclins toward re, ILxtending his
long boney hand toward my shouzht, It was allmost on me, I had noth=-
in~ more to defeond myself. Thers was only. one thing left to do. As
it lirehed for me I leaned into shacce, ‘

Dut to-late. A steel like hand closec or my leg, and drev ne

'_l-
-4

onel: ! o gnlvat on of death, In my hour of judgement ny courage
roturnet. I tehrned to face the horror with a brave smile. I knew
that ©as vas the end, but I would die lilte a nman, The undescribable

horror lurcied closcr and ia a drv as dust volce rasnec oub..
“Hay
mister, there is 12{ duoc on Tuaxs leotter.,
EID
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| SWAM ]
' PEDERSON
| SEZ:

——— .

'I've just realized there is quite a drawback to this Qutlander
chaln:lgtter. If we contract any more members, they will undoubt-
edly join the Chain Gang. Aud you know what that means:

"TLink 45,
Round 73: Well, well geng....this is old Pugo Turnbuckle of 734 I,
Gluepot Drive, Pismo Beach, Calif, I finslly got the crate from
Henry Clogwheeze in Pomona containing the 73rd 1link of the Cutland-
er Rternal Chain Letter., Incidéntly, heh heh, Henk---I enjoyed
your little account of the tenth anniversary of the Outlaunders at
your house. And the plans made for next year's South Gate conven-
tion,

"well, I've been 2 menber a year and a haly now, aund was sure
glad to get the chain letter at last., It'd better hurry up with.
this, tho, Lessessessl send it on to Bertram Bullfiggle, 4334
Ostmeal Ave., Alhambra, hey? I'll have to keep this link short----
only have a fourth of =2 rean of paper,

"L L. Well, itts finally
finished. Only 53 pages this time, and I hed it two months, I traed
not to date the material, After 211, I won't get my link out again
for three years,"

qome foun, hey keed? Pass the moustache cup,
Father Sneary. Thank yew. But let us continue this sordi@ tale.
Think of it, Outlanders, The seed 0I our own destruction is lateunt
aggong us. Our own socicty~ridden moOTres, stfictional tho they nay
be, will know no bounds should the moon be reached,; our sold}ers'
invade Mars, our radios tune in Mercury, RY Venus‘-soldiers 1@Vaae
Barth, Then scilence fiction, our bindiug Phe@e, will be eve;yd?y-d
pulp fiction, glicks will convert to.atomlc furnace %izmos 1ns;??
of wounded mountein ponies. WTtTe® will hove S0 a@opf the selling
word Fentostic before its trigger title of to-day‘lf }t.expects io
keep up with the reactiou motor pace of to-morrow's visionary pub-
Tl For then, dear friends, it will be a gold spal &onor lur"%ii.
Arumbacher to be a menber of the Outlander Society. it alone wi
have the power to vetlo proposals 10 4incorporate new orgaulzations
in a paranoid but bedrock snmug fandom, Delegates will camp on
Washington sidewalks, demaunding recognition, irs. Gruribacher and
her sister ceunibals, ten nmillion strong, will march in upon the
Outlanders----last outpost of Southwest Tandomania--~-since 1t a-
lone meintains the social criteria, bearing festered crumpets and
spiked tea, (The=nk you, Wylie}.

Naturally the 08 will expand

with the speed of thot, We will have to make laws, rules and o-
ther legal impedimenta in order to keep ourselves to ourselves,
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Then we will begin to bicker, Dissension in ths rankel Acivil wes
is mbrew! o longdr © good ol1d bunch of fona, the Outlanders claw
and elamor 23 ¢ech blow sexrves symboliem for ¢ tree prashing to sarid,
ar rathier, to Venus; o nail pounded on Huys; or a new ertificisl -
4ol weve on Deimos. Iltter times will come upon the Outlzunders when
the world discovers then,

or even soouner, Perhaps the expension of
the Oz will warrant & phenonmeual chein letter, such &s inferred ebove,
It will come to you every three years, regular &8 = plague of locusts,
replete iu its femiliar, battered srete, = thousand 0ld addresses
seratched over aund written on, PRut one day, sonre poor neophyte will
slip up, TFOY ¢ return sddress he wiil put Qutlonder society Official
Chein Letter]

And that will do i%. The Express G4y elreedy meds
filthy rich by that foemiliar old srste-~pisn from the pinchpenny pock=-
ets of sterving but loyal outlenders--will gesp in dismey 2t the last
two words of that epitaph., A CHAIN LETTER) Torm belween Cepitallism

and the Deep Blue Law they will finelly either a) privetely black-

mail every Outlender sO that they will starve and drop like flies in
the streets, become winoss 0T jJoin the Torelign LegioN,..,»0T; b) they
will, with Aristotelian precision, declare to the lazw that the crate
is full of money s thousands of doubloons plus Currenfy, JUEtL waiting
for the lucky person ot the end to clean U Assuning that wp! 13
true, here come the now bloated ranks of the 05, zobbing into thelr
starcheda collers, cringing as they merch into court., Long rows of
them, each guilty of the Rlack Deed--oirculating = Chedin Letter,

The judge, sworn in, irmmediately glimpses the fateful box and
declares that only A-1 Dilliagers could be guilty of passing SWEE
like that eround in = colcle. Piguring the contents in the millions,
he would probably hang us 211, Or perhaps distribute us €11 OVEEF
the nation's prisons, They would shortly becomeé 80 awollen withe--
ugh---08 thet the old priﬂcnerc‘(cutthroats. swindlers, Murderers,
naniace, thieves and sccond hond vookdeziers), the reelly dangerous
elemeuts of our dear Americanus Socictus would flow out of the top
of this sea of stripe-suited inmetes. They would flow right out
over the walls like so riuch beer., They would overrun the country,
murdering, robbipg, commitiug, selling books--until some Dick Whit-
tington should chence 2loug and round them up. or meybe they would
teke control of the country--majority ruless you xnow, Immediately
the LASFS would be reinsteted ofter three yeers of disbending (due
to overfreguent raids end inves tigetions bt the gendarms), All fan-
jom would break loose, The world would be in penic, Women and the
shildren screzming, ned scientists exploding, brave ret, nad dogs
and Englishmen slLzughtered like so much pork ou the hoof in the
streets, cities crunbling.

while soms f{ens, The Qutliendsrs, pro-
bably the only ones in the world wha could rapidly invent some giz-
mo to ge? everything beck to normal (since that's probebly ¢ll Lhe
narrow-mindel lrgislators would request) would be pet in their pri-
sons. And most of them drunk on the beer that the rushiug foem of
014 convicts 1left behind,
Wh=t to dof? nation bubbles under a SE€3
?f desperate and casual moysgéréz %gimg'is ramp§h$ ;nf quite amol.
g?zt.toni? The 08, now ;&sidents o§ sigg ging, Alcatraz, Teha-
chapl, J0 1et? Lincdélun Feights and Siberia--calmly take iu the Ar-
negeddon outside, they the only respectabhle remnants of civilation...
;ll clothel neatly, sll fe i adequately, all busy building atonmis
ombs and guns and kuives and B-29s in the quaint little workshops

~]



Reereation time spent in leisure at their hobbies.
In revenge, war-

@ens are lyached, guards flee, The guns are confiscated by Eeil ad-
justed Qutlanders, useld to keep citizens and other riff-raff from
esgaping into their cozy prisons, Cen't you see Young Fen klno Gleep,
avid Amaziong Reader, clutching with sweaty little hands his favorite
sub@achine gun, gleefully shooting people off the grey walls like clay
jucks at a shooting gallery, &s they in veiun try to sneek into the
safe and souund prisons,

The bloodstained mottoo over the door of the
Rock (Home of Contented Convicts) willbe replaced with "Unit 635---
outlender Lociety". Eventually they will tuunanel between priscons, go
underground, become heros, Or at the jast monent decide to vacate to
their asteroid 4,000,000 miles (then turn right( from iars. Eutl too
late, Perhaps as their giant spaceship rockets away, 2 pardon will
ve rediod them and they will all quietly die of sensitive funuish
neert feilure, Perheps it will e their own atomic bomb, placed thero
by an iunocent TW3S devotee, catching them before their initicl blaest-
off. Fut it will come., Iaybe 2 frozen death in deep space, Or of
Thirsting to death, haviug carelessly forfotten to take anything but
water =2loug, But it will cone,

And in that last momeunt, before fi-
nal dceth comes, they will thiuk back on their foul deeds. Perhaps,
if they could live life over, they nmight have done better, Remembexr
when that poor fan mede the mistake of scruwling CHAIN IEBTTmR on the
crete was decepitated? Poor iunocent friendly imbecile, Remember,
when the 85th QUTLAWDER was published, just before the judge passed
sentence? And the editorial in it that suggested they chenge from
8 point Bodoni Medium to the 0ld Cheltenhom Medium, or else spend
less money for half-tones? How dear to the hearts of true fen such
trivierl memories were, And in that lest momeant before death ceme.
now timeless snd irmortal the innocent little things like eating czlk~
meat instecd of hamburger dropping an IEH rmzchine on the director of
TASFS for a gags or giving an author's wife & nitroglycerine hotfoot,
thinking it was e mere ceadle, what gey, fannish eveats, .

But they
will go to their deaths, I'm sure, quite resigned, when they realize
that it wes inevitoble, How indced, could they circurmevigete the
intricnte sequences that were destined to bestrew thelir compleX
pgths? would TOU dyunemite yowr friend in order to chcuge ah event-
line in the ultimate schemeqof things, so that & chain letter should
not assure gargantuan proportions? Would YOU comb your buddy's hair
with a hetchet in order that he should not confess the contents of =
certain bulky crate of pap-er on its return address? Would YOU mow
down an entire 0S meeting with a 50-celibre water-cooled belt-fed
machine gun so that they should not speund time inside grey wealls?
Would YOU 3rop rat poisom in the poteto szled or Paris Green iu the
punch, so that a nation ghould not eveatually become crime~ridden as
a result of the feesters! crrelessness? Yould YOU knife the hostess
in the veack to keep 2 jmeeting from voting for the bestard you poison-
ed to become 2 member aznd leter misaddress 2 crate? Would YOU be-
hezd an honorary y-ember to prevent him from joinlug the express coz
Would YUU be hos¢ to ‘the slaughter of innocent fans, guiltless Out-
landers, s0 nobody would ever know your motive, just because YOU
thought they were destined to be the biggest bunch of treacherous
lice in ‘histery? ' ! .

Darm'right.
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The gloom descends

All reason ends
Parewelly my friends
T go.now

The darkness falls
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The gloom descends
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city callg -
barker bawls
show riow

Great “Thite 7ayv

seen its day
now will pay
laughter?

riovie stars

dim-1lit bars
trip %o Iars
e after

farmer sweats
wife begets
barnyard pets
meagow

curgling gut
stinking slut

dead —QC!

M&S0Y. paves
madman raves
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grass-green graves

mow now

reason ends

Farewell, rmy friends
T o now
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MOUNTAIN INCIDENT
ALAN U HERSHEY

wundicott cursed the slipping shele, his gutted plane and the
blasting, zll perveading heat. And kept climbiung. The cuts gnd abra-
sions he had sustained from the cresh tormented him more esch moment,
The limp grew worse as he slipped end floundered upwerd on the tree-
cherous shale, And the swezt dripped steadily from his stringy freme,

But high up on the slopes of the mountein he could see the cabin. He

had no food, Thirst ceked his mouth, Aheed ley dubious shelter. Ee
racked his brain for the tenth time trying to figure out some resson

for the cabin's existence on top of a mountzin in the middle of the
Grest Australian Desert,

It was impossible. There could be no ressou, The ares was woterless
and devoid of any source of food, Nobody would climb the mountain
but a desperate men, willing to risk his neck bececuse he knew there
wes no other hope of survival,

Zut there the cebin stood, and moment by weery monent he drew closer,
It could be no mirege, In his relief he grew careless. The shale
began to move ominously. He summoned his lest reserves of strength
end dived just in time, A rumbling minor svalanche dusted its wey
downwerd, otlitereting his traii,

The ce#bin door was closed snd he could heer no sound within, Fe told
himself it hed to be deserted. But he knocked cnywey, his heert
ponnding,

The door swung open. Ke herrd uno steps but without ¢ doubt, the 'door
stood open, A tiny chill raced olong his skin, He took 2z deep breecth
and went in,

The old nen sitting in the wicker rocking cheir hed ¢ kindly feace, At
least the part of his face not concesled by the luxurisnt white besrd
was benign end smiling,

Endicott mezde his solutations snd cast his eyes: eround the cebin, It
was & neet and well rppointed plece, ond surprisingly cool after the
glittering hect of the shele mountzin,

"Tfou look dead beat," the 0ld man szid., "Shuck yoursell out of those
clothes end tcke & hot shower., Then I'1l dish up some chow and you
cen hit the hey "

Endicott. wondered briefly where on e=zrth the old men got the weter
for a shower, but decided that the shower would e proof W its own
exlstence, He took his shower, Therefore it wes there. Therefore it
Wos possitbles, It wrs unpleassnt to resurme his dusty, sweaty clothes,
but he hed ne other,

The 014 men hed o testy meal weiting for him, FHe pitched in with

gustg, firmly.banishing gll disquieting thoughs =zbout the size zng
quality of this mezl in the migddle of the wilderness, Vhen the first

&



pangs of hunger were stilled, he began te chat with his host,
021l me liort,” the old maa said, "Everybody does."

nndicott wWoundered who “"everybady" wes, but he said: vapfter this kind
of reception, ilort, I'll call.you angel."

The 0ld man chuckled, "I've been oalled that, too, along with tenﬁ
thousand other names," : - g - ;

indicott hail 2 strange Adream, . o

Fe dreamed that during the night the old nan shook him awake, Jhen
he opened his eyes he wes lying on the shale of the rmountein and .
there was no csbin, .ort stood over him but it was not the lLiort of
his waking hours, ZEven as he looked at him, the old man grew taller
and taller and tzllér until he seened to tower into the very sky.
¥is lineaments changed and he becane 2 golden skinned gisnt of sur-
passing heauty.

The transformed Mort spoke., His voice had the mellow tones of =& bass
viol, The very stars 'in the firmament vibrated to it, -

nCarol Tndicott. You have come to the mountain of death, Once in a
millenium a mortal child finds his way into the sacred fastness of
Tsrafel. Your luck hazs been good, as far as it goes, Rut we nust
test it yet again,

"Rach mortal who finds his way here is entitled to one cast of the
dice with me. Such'is your privilege, If I win, you will be return-
ed to a place of safety, unharned. Kething lost, nothing gained,

"Eut-~---" the voice deepened and the very ground shook--~="1f you win
the cast of the dice, you are entitled to crde wish. You may wilsh for
anything you desire and it will ve granted to you."

Endicott picked up the pair of dice from the shale. Gold, - -inset with
diamonds, they lay heavy in his hands, He shook them and tossed them
out, The aunmber was SevVel.-

Then the dice drifted into the giant'hand'of the dream colossus, and
drifted out again upoca the shale, The.number was sSlXy

nThink well before you wish, Carol Indicott,” the golden figure
rurtled. ., "you have won the tess. and one wish is yours, Be moderate.
A wise wish and you will gain much, A foolish wish and you wllli
regret ruch,”

Y v

Tndicott thought about his wish, In his dream, the dream was uct a
dream, He hed a wish to make; a wish that could make him &ll-powers
fulsy or wealthy beyond the dreams of men; or irrestible to any living
creature; or lucky beyond the scope of the laws of chuance, He Loyed
with many wishes, All of them left hin unsatisfied until he thought
of the perfect wish, In itself it encompassed all wishes, for the
other wishes followed automatically.

He made his wish, "If it is within your power, *© he said, "I wish
for the gift of eternal life,”
7



The colossus looked down on him sadly, "Your wish is a bad wish,
But you have made it. It is yours,"

“hen Zndicott woke, the bearded old man was making breakfast, He
thought about the queer dream for a moment, but one look at Mort
engaged in the prosaic business of preparing food, aud he dismissed
it fmom his mind. His exhaustioun was gone and he felt ravenous, He
fell to the meal with a will, and it was only when such disquieting
thoughts as & hot shower, or bacon and eggs for breakfast in the
midst of the desert intruded on his peace of mind that he felt dis~
turbed, Or when it occurred to him that "Micet" was one of the many
names for death in his world,

He probed at the 0ld man trying to fing out his history, but he d4id
not get much satisfaction, Mort told him he was an old prospector
who had settled down to spend his last years here, among the scenes
of his life's adventures.,

He questioned about the food and the plentiful water, Ydut the old
man only nmutterel something indistinguishable into his beard. When
Zndicott repeated his questious, he pretended not to hear,

Pinally he gave up and began 1o discuss ways and means of getting out
of the desart, Hort gave him careful directions, By heading due east
he could follow s 1line of water holes that would see him out of thes
jesolation: in about seyen dsys. The plane was much too badly smasgh-
2d to even cousider repalrs. A trek by foot was the only way. out,

Fndicott decided to take off that very afternoon, He had a tiny
compass which should see him through, Mort was willing to supply

him with a goodly amount of food and water, All he needed to get
there was a little luck. '

The o0ld man stood in the doorway of his cabin and watched mndicott
go. Once, Endicott looked back, and through the glittering heat
waves rising from the shale, it looked as if the 0ld man had straight
ened and grown iu stature and his skin had turned to gold, It shook
Tndicott and he did not watch his steps, He slipped and heard the
beginning rumbles of the shale. But this time he could not get his
footing in time to dive, The rock fragments seized him, and carried
him, and washed over him, And washed over his thoughts, blacking
them out,

When he returned to consciousness, all was darkness and all was pain,
Intolerable weight pressel upon him and he could not move. As the
eternal seconds passed, Endicott knew with awful clarity that he
would never be able to move again, even were the weight removed,

Tor his body was a pulp, ground in the mill of the rock slide,

The dream had been no dream, His wish had been granted,

THE BEGINNING
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LiaTN LA
1§ SHE NECESSHRY!

BY.
FREDDIE HERSHEY

The "she" I zm about to discuss will no dcocubt raise a storm of
controversial argument among the predominately male membership in feun-
dom.' = HEowever, nothing desunted, I &m wading head first into whet I anm
certain is no new refrasin,.

It 811 stertel at Forry's one Sunday even-
ing., The Ackermsns and Hersheys had been to the beach a2ll afternocon,
and were relaxing after an excellent dinner prepared by Wendy. Conver-
sation was the sort you might expect after & day of unsccustomed fresh
air, lots of food, and general relaxitude,

, Then, ¥orry found a small
bundle and opened it., Seems it contained & stack of fauzines that he
once had sent to 2 fan and thet had been returaed to him, Gently the
package hed been mouldering for two or three years. 1 stzrted very
casually to look thru them since Forry seid they were some particular-
ly good specimens, The little imp that bsd bLeen nagging me for & long
time---off end on---on this topic, nsgged agein and before I could say
"Westercon" the four of-us were embroiled in 2 hot ergument, Gone wzs
fetigue, and the poor blood that had rushed to ease our full bellies,
had to dash bsck to our breaius,

The "she" whose necessity had bother-
ed me foxr so long is the gal, blonde or brunette, redhead or plstinunm,
real or dyed, in color or in black znd white, who is too often "glori-
fied" a la nature or nearly so in the fanzines, I would pick up a fan-
zine, turn the pages and read a story, poem or asrticle pertinent to
our common hobby,and would he intrigued snd gratified by the industry,
time, effort, taleut and money the fen or fans put into their publice-
tion, And.I would fecl proud to heve some smell pert in fandom,

1l
would turn another prege 2nd there, lithoed, mimeod, crayoned, dittoed,
drzwn in pencil or ink, the femezle form divine would confront me------
floating in zir, quivering in space, lying in the bullrushes, or just
gazing nekelly 'into nothingness. No rezgon, no explsnztion, no story
content to justify her. She is here, buster, Whatch gounns 30 gbout it?®
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I'm gonna gripe rbout it, end I know my gripe is not a new one,
S0 no one can accuse me of seeing things thet eren't there., This hes
11l been done before by feus of yesteryears. I am now quoting from &n
article written by Devid H,.Keller for the Fen Artissn of liey 1948.
He is d;vcu551ng the 111ustrct10ns of sf zud weird pulp pr021nes. He
mekes the seme compleint I em meking for fenzines,

"Whllc ne purist,
the covers leesve me cold, It is dlfflcult to determine the necessity
for #un endless number of semi-nude femcles, ¢11 threstened with the
seme biologicel celemity, however indicsted, It is equally herd to
anslyse the re:son artists produce such pictures ond editors publish
then*,

Now, I, too, &m no purist znd the morsls or lack of them in
this ergument is of ne cousequence to me. (And understend too, thet un-
like Keller, I &m not concerned with the breest-pleted, semi-nude
heroine who decoretes the covers of the, prozines---to lure the slob-
bering, frustretel mele to purchese 9nd $0 lerrn of the. merits of &
Ven Vogt, Bredbury, Kuttuner, etc,, viz: the exrlted #nd misused femele
form, There is ¢ purpose rnd 7 necessity for this gsl, who undsunt-
ed by sprce, c¢o0ld, hert, vermin #nd bug-eyved nonsters ewecits her he-
roes srms with only & shred--here fnd there--while he, poor, strong,
heroic mrle is togged out in ¢ spece suit, helmet, covered zll over
from head to foot, covered cll over with clothes znd grdgets, Vhat 2
hero!

Nor #m I discussing the bebubbled, Dbebutterflied, besterred,
znd bedebblzd heroines inside the covers of the prozines, These s50-80
nudes flozst rsbout cresting rsnd uncresting situstions, They heve sone
recson for existence. They ere ferirly well drewn, frirly well reprodu-
ced =nd generrslly illustrste o dreemy version of the wheel thet makes
the wheels go round in one of the stories in the mrg,
- - The "she" I'm
$0 unhzppy about is the one thet drifts indiscriminztely into view ou
the covers or inside the frnzines., 5She is the hendmeiden spouted forth
by ¢ goodly portion of our most cctive fras; srdent enough to put out
& fenzine, Who is this gal? Where did she come from? “/ho needs her
there rnd why? 3

Is she zrt? No, I'd hrerdly sey so in the mejority of
the ceses., Some of the pictures sre so poorly done thit I, &s & wo-
men, cen justly leugh, Besides, is unreleted ert the hobby? .

Is she
weird? If she is ¢nd douc by Bok, then I sry she is justified, But I
cennot see thet most of the fonzine nudes fre scientific, fentestic or
weird, They ¢re too nmnuch of ¢ scmeness, Like ¢ good story bas@ard—
ized by repetltlon ¢t the hznds of poor story tellers, Ho, she 1s on-

BRIy Ao theriiLige Is ahe ths illustrction of sny of the stories
poems, ¢rticles? No, egsin, I heve no brief to mecke with these, 2ltho
feumegs could show 7 little more imsgiunction then they 4o in illustret-
ing their materisl. Of course there is ¢lweys the thought thet even &
Very poor squiggler csn drew or copy the brre outlines: of » nude and
thet it might take telent or ingenuity to do somethlng else.

In going
thru & brtch of fenzines thet were left in my gercge by.r fea (}ots of
room even now) I found thet there are ¢ lot of very fine fanzines,

that heve no ert  work et all, end so I ceunnot know whet the editor
would do if ruy contributing artist suddenly came to him with hlstvgi;
sion . And there rre excellent fzumegs thet exist heppily withou
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unreleted nude rmong their srt work, Like the present Sheggy. But then
there is no one sround to do any srt work to sperk of ¢t LASF¥FS now,
Wes the deys, before my- time, when there were rrtists to dress up the
Sheggy with its»shrre of unudes., : ; .

e \ This genersl ¢11 round prrctise of
nudifying zines is ¢ conmmon ‘stunt,.. of the csdolescent fzn, LHe c&n
show how cdult, drring or csthetic he is in his copying of the prozine
end long standing fonzines. He usurlly knows next to nothing about wo-
men, nude or otherwise, #ud his pethetic efforts show it pretty obvi-
ously., Aund the long tinme fen, who hes been putting out & reg for y2ers
whet excuse for him? He is very often replete with wife rud kiddies,
pnd/or extrengous love lifes, Still frustroted? Must ©a. And how B-
bout the few femele feus who put out frnzines? They too heve fellen in
line by drrgeing this poor bebe rbout in verious sud sundry artistic
znd psuelo artistic poses. DIresses ubp their megs no end; ceén't leed
to being crlled & prude; crPuses ~11 sorte of comments, no doubt; but
is "she" necesssry?

Ttye hecrd £11 of Yorry's ind Alen's crguments. for
retzining this unrelsted Dbibe. oh yes, both of them fre in full ‘getw=
cord thet she stey., Their crgumnents 3iffer rrdicrlly, nowever, Andl
wes heppy to find thit Wendy sided with me in nost of this. Now I'm ¢
bit curious to fing out whet my recders think on the subject, 1 Eeve
this telk ¢t LASFS #nd the resction wes Very stimuleting, revecling
ond very infornetive.

Tet mr do some surming up. I &m not teking the
sttitude of # ceusor, rnd not concerned with the so-cclled morcliity of
the question, I'm £ll for nudity, but less in the fenzines znd mnore
ja reclity., I'm not zrguing sbout the prozines, or bocks, &ri follos,
jecket blurbs or even the srtistic worth of the femrles in gquestion,

I zm merely ssking sonmecne or znyoune to give me ¢ velid reeson for the
pude art work in faunzines, where it hes notbing to do with the hobby
or the subject nestter,
Is thet ssking tco much?
THE IEND
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iiShhh,# hissed Jeannie softly, looking stealthily over her
shoulder, She pushed the door open a little wider and peeked in.
ilo one in sizht, She slipped soiftly into the house, held the door
owen morc than vas necessary, then closed it, Upstairs she went :
like a vhirl ind, her feet »ounding like crogueb mallets, and a
shador bounded un beside her,

In the kitchen the l.ttle #irl's motier shook her head in des-
~air, Tould that little s»rite never learn? Out of earshot before
vou could correct her, The lady returned to her cooking.

There *:as a mo.ent’s neace, little more, and then the ceiling
above the ¥ .tchen bezan to rattle as though soieone was lrrecularly
ta~ninz: it writh eastenets, Lizht, rolling little -atterings, as tho
fawries danced there im 1vory shoes,

Jeannieis mother ra.sed her eves sneculatively.- Should' she
call out and tell her dau~hter that if the n° se dxdn't ston at once
“here - ovld be tr-nble? She decided to let her daushier’'t re of the
.ews thet she was ~laying., But Jeannie did not tire. Half an hour
later the fair:es still danced on the ceilung above, The patterings
had not ceased for a woment since her daughter set foot inside the
Y 001,

Curious ©¢o learn what the nev gane was that her dauvshter found
so absorbing, the lady slipped up the stairs and opened the door of
ner daughteris-room just a crack. She had a fleeting glance of two
little cubes swooping through the air to dive like little seagulls
into the cushions of the chair in the corner.

"DICE," shrieked the horrified lady.
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0h, isn't it a lovel, gamé other? Look at all I've won,”
sard Jeannig and indicated a little pile on the floor. In a neat
little ovnd lay a half dozmen little wax figures, stuck through with
pins, several dog's cars, a couple of gall stones, and a book on
blaclk magic. “

Eyes vide, the zood uiother zaswed her loathing and astonishe

raent,

dHhere did you get those engines of hell?d

Jeannie loolied around, savoring her mother's mystification
at the talismen,’ - 1

H1 tron thom,” she revealed, all smiles, Vith a dramatic ges-
ture she vornted over her mother's-shoulder, ‘Froim him,@

Thanks be to God that the poor woman had no ore than a brief
glance at the hideous apparition that hung in the air behind her,
Those bleak ruddy cyes, srimming in a pool of darkness; that hulk-
iny denon covled in the black of the pit ditself. It wvanished like
the thinzs on the edzge of our vision always do vhen we look straight
at then,

i0h," 'squealed Jeannie impatiently, i'vou scared him, Tears
began to well in her eves, “Maybe he'll never come back, and he
had so many nice tihrnzs I coulda have won,* :

iThere, there, child,” her mother comforted, #Don't be afraid.
Thera -asn't any thing there. Now let's get rid of this dirty.old
rubbigh,

Jeannie exploded into sobbing pieces, Through the Iflood of
tears two ideas cane out quite strongly; (1) that the dice were NCT
horrid, and (2} that the dice vere NOT to be taken., After a half
hearted refusal her mother soon melted and consented to let her keep
the=~~=she s allovred when she said it---toys.

ith that the lady left her daughter and went domstairs,
Try as she might, she could not forget that macabre pile. Before
long, the elves began to dance on the floor of the room upstairs,
Jeannie had apparently rceturned to the dice, For several hours the
patterings continucd, then stonwed, The abrupt lapsc into silence
broucht mother awvay from her book, Wearily the lady arose from her
chair and ascended the stairs to her daurhter's room, Cautiously
she slipned onen the door, .

There, in the-middle of the floor sat Jeannie, a sad, regret-
ful far-avay look on her face, her chin cumped in her hands, The
pile of talismen vas gone. Beside her lay the ruined remains of a
ransacked »iggy bank---empty. The mournful look on Jeannie's face
told guite clearly that she was fecl ng the trials of the gambler;
kne; what it vas to be wiped out,
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T,en Moffatt has accused me of bathing too much, I insist that
i {

A5-18 UNLITUN,

) . It is, you understand, only after the mutual confes-
sion session of past Chain Links that I feel it is safe to reveal my
most secret hobb¥ to you-all, Somehow, when the name of Bathtuu Ar~
tist comes into the conversation, there are snickers and snide rew
marks,

One of my hobbies is to draw on the surface of a scummed tub
in the gentle, flowing and intricate patterns that this art medium
alone makes possible, It has scme of the esthetic qualities of
finger-printing, but still reteins & personal characteristic and
charm, And it is ego-centric for a hobby, for most of the things
you do in the tub are for your eyes alone.

There is an exception to
this general rule, one that came to my attentlon as a result of a
chance conversation with a man I recently met on a street car, while
goinz to vork, . He informed me that he too is a tub fan,. Then he
pulled out a series of photos, some mimeod sheets, and other stufd
and let me teke a look,

It was then I saw the concrete indicatlons
thet fub Fandom is being organized, Photos shoved individual set-
ups~--svirl designs, some intricate scenes cven---and other things
that irould take up too much time and space to discuss in detall,

The pack was on the tenth mailing of the TAPA---Tub Amatuer
Press Association, All over the hemisphere enthusiasts send their
latest projects in mimeod magazines with photographlc records of
their artistry.. It secus:that most members have cameras in the cell~
ing over their tubs that take pictures when the bulb is pressed, *
Sometimes, in the swirl-art, -the picture or design shifts rapidly,
and so tining is of vast importance,

Tub=art is, I learned, the
reason whv dozens of people who bathe dailyrget oub of the tub dirt-
ier then "hen they get in, Tor exauple, one man of TAPA wished to
set o finer-line detail in a pattern, but his ball point pen would
not work., In exasperation he tried 2 fountain pen, and conscouently
is a bright blue, : ' y
O::er hobbyists have better luck, One, who
snorts o fan zine called STATUESQOUS, has just designed a metamorph-
asizing creatvre half ncn, half wolf., ILtu's made of pressed together
Ivory Flakes, Its maker says it 1is the only werewolf that is 99 &
#4/100 per cent pure,

Editor of the SOAP DISH is nor doing more
intricate artistry than carving soap but that is vhat he used to do.
Iis lotest is a cat and dog scene around & fire plug, done in brass.
0 copv explains the details. First he used scven boxes of lemon’
gelatine, and vhen it started to harden he moulded it in the scene.
Then he dipped it in a nearby gizmo and copper-plated a shell over
it, The editor modestly says it took secend prige 1n a recent style

/b



sholr as a Yoman's hat,
STALACYTE is the zine of the crystal-grower,
He has evolved from ensom salts to more intricate salts, and rccently
poured together some chemicals that, instead of forming many tiny
crystals formed one big one with him in it.
He is now rapidly re-
covering,---after being rescued by three firemen with axes,

One bath-
tub hobbyist is on the best seller list. He vrites by long handj his
first novel was vritten completely under water., He 1s now putting
the finishing touches on another, iritten with a dip pen., HE uses
inl: instead of water in the tub, "’

aeer
The branches of tub-hobbyism
are all together too complicoted to be surmmarized in a few pages,
Raising tropical fish is the avocetion of one; he speciclizes in Tast
breeds that can get out of his way when he immerses or shifts posi-
tion. Perheps an even more colorful tub is sported by a Cincinnattl
fan; he grows flowers-by water culture. Intricate pictures, formed
completely by parting, twisting, wvaxing and otherwise arranging the
hair on his chest, attracts another, g
Despite necidents, which Stée
tistics show occcur more commonly-ir the tub than any other household
spot, membership: in TAPA 1s up o its required 50 at all times, The
latest word is that TAPA members are working out plans for a national
convention in' a large swinning pool, - &
Tf YOU wish to live dangerously
T suggest you investigate +he wonders of Tub-fandom,
THE END
e rrt i s e i s el abe ooty 1l e stoalie oy gl iRt e SR S SR S SR IR LI RS SR SR SRR
00000 0000000
SURRBALISTIC NEQ~POITRY
EYEMPLIFYING THE IBBLEZ DIBBLE ULTRA-SONMET

o 04 ol sl e Ny — . & b

Tb>le dibble ibble dabble, have you anything to babble have you
anything to say?

Tbhle dibble ibble dabble, would you like to vrestle, would you
like to pray?

llave you any golden garments have you anv angel's wings have you
any other things

Or do you like the world of nonsense better than the world which
stings?

0Cfus doofus oofus dorfus, what is life but just a circus in a

tent with peakéd top.
“fus doofus oofus dorfus, here we do the things that please us,
do not stop do not stop,

Take your time you've plenty of -it, time to raise an awful stink

ind then when you are thru dear, do not loiter, do not loiter
on the brink,

0Cgle boogle oogle bangle, don't you feel your nerves a-jangle

: in this rush?

0Czle toozle ocogle bangle, toke tha world in its stride-do not Uy
to hide in ths brush,

Have you nothing alss o mangle but myself and you?

There is nothing to be gained if You end up maimed in condition
you will rue.

Anon, U, Hershey
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OfriciaL ETERNAL OurtANDER  CHAIN
e @dited by john van couvelring

Passing Glance: the Outlanders, feeling ambitious, have so spoeded
up the Chain's passage that we have two rounds to deal with instead of the usu-
al one. They will be presented in chronclogical order, so if you see the same
nane twice, it isn't egoboo, it's necessity.

THE BUDDHEA OF GARDEN GROVE DISCOURSES VWITH HIS NAVEL tanlink, R. 5
---Did you hear, & cat sat on it? First a baby did a bit of
splattering of colors, then a cat tried to hatch it. Then some so-called
art judze gave it a prize, or at least the title of "excellent modernistic art”;
a would-be artist's gzag. Surrealism might have a place, if it stimulates
thought, but come disconnected stuff po.art? Some of it is as bad as the early
religious pictures wherein angels flit and halos glow.
= ¥ "He Knew Conrad Peder~
son."

He was not in the mood. Jelfecker Foshnimin sat back on a cushion of
cultivated amoebae. He picked up a rock and squeezed it between his fingers
vntil it shifted its shape like a 1lump of clay. In o moment it was shaped
li¥e a cup, and with his free hand he picked up a pinkish giant mi%robe nest-
ling nearby and squeezed until a clear, thick liquid exuded and flowed into
the cup. Jel drank noisily, then threw. the cup eway.

The stranger cleared
his throat again. Jel loolked dovm. at the multi-hued crystal he had found
between his toes and the stranger took a hesitant step nearer,

"I'm John Van,"
it said stridently, striding forward. "I'm an Outlander. On an outing in the
desert, hunting rock.” He looked wistfully dovm at the curiosly-formed lumps
underfoot.

John Van was a splinter of & man with a scralet nub. One hand car-
ried a hall-pern hommer, and the other held open the gumny-sack that hung from
his neck, bulzing vwith the weight of samples. His lips quivered, so that the
eracks in his lips looked like crevices in a violent earthquaks.

.Th=n Jel stir-
red, his pallid face taking on new color. He turned to John with something
live animation. "A fan!" he said. "I'd know that lool: anyvhere. Ah, the glo-
ry of rock-- the beautiful, multi-hued and shaped and grained and textured
rock., " He drooled. ;

"Seience-fiction,” John interrupted. That's my FORTE.
Charles. Pun. Ha,"

“The NWAAA kicked me out-- said I didn't know a lignite
from a-- a ferrous participle," Jel frothed. "But I found this place, this
paradise, this haven.,"

"I roam the wilderness to meditate and thus go great,"
John Van explained.

“"No NAAAns know of things like this. A1l the knovm stones
and othars still...all mine,"

"Rather," said John Van, "greater."' His teeth
showed a lustrous white. >



Filinzs, Pa-e Two

They found the body the next day. It had on a shirt, and a gunny-sack around the
neelr was f£illed with rocks. And, behind cracked lips, they found....
No stony

white teesth.

SHORT CIRCUIT Flias, R. 5

~--For the benefit of the slobs who eouldn’t or wouldn't make
the last meeting (7) of the Society at my house I wrish to go on record as
saying it was a dripping success. Fithout the ¢’ficial welcomey things did-
nt get quite a gcol sondoff and all Elias could do to salvage things was to
zet everyone pleasantly mellow, ineluding himself.

Incidentally, I just noticed how lit+le that clever boy Len has
to write. He handles the crud sheet angle so netaly that we don't realize he
only has to write one page to finish his link. Hleat, huh? I vote for more
Len, especizlly his poetry or whatever it is.

As to history, as tomorrow is the amniversary of D Day I'11 tell
you just what you asked. I went on the beach in France, about nine in the
morning on D Day. Then line was 1/2 mile inshore when I got there. 4#lso I
vas in the winter affair, having come in from Southern France into the Pulge
(belgium) to try and stop the breukthru. O.K.?

POESY BY UIOFFATT Moffatt, R. 6

---I vas stonding by the river

The Rio Hondo River

I was standing by the river, river

Rivering
You knowr, it's more dammed fun rivering

Than anything.else I know

Especially, Rio Hondo Rivering by beerlight.

Some people prefer Monongahela Rive-ing

Just standing by the lonongahela and rivering
Rivering by the light of the smog-encrusted
Fog-onlusted, dog-disgusted

People bones,

Some people prefer pecple who

Prefer Styx Rivering

Sing out! O ye who river by the Styx

On second thought

Be still

Silent rivering is impossible, he said,
But try, she said, for mayhap they hear
In the OXlahoma Okie Cafe.

Standing by the Rio Hondo River
Rivering, rivering, rivering
By beerlight.

0} Portent pantleg!
~~=ialleyed Hicman

I fo around asking people, have you seen my t? It's the last t. Hlot the one
bhefore the last, but the last t. It's just a little t~--not a big T---just a
little t, mind you, but it's mine and i'm lost without it. Makes me feel blue
and write lyrics for blues songs and sometimes I even get tled off, And I'1l
rrrrip out the tongue of the first character to call this "the bitter t of
geheral Len".
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Filings, Page Three

((Bd. note: The Chain, as of Round Sixj was re-routed to compensate for our
vandering members. Sneary and Elias were shuffled furthsr dovm the list, and

Dave Lesperance, our new member, was put into sixth instead of ninth place.)) |
RING OUT, WILD BELLE Freddie, r. 6
——-This is the first recognition in print of our new member, Dave
Lesperance and his alter ego, Tommy. And altho Rick is the efficial Greeter
and I am a cad and a bounder to take advantage of the fact that he is depart-
ine for £risona, I greed you Dave., Arec you always es well-bechaved at meetings
and parties? Tommy is a fine specimen of an alley cat and you may bring him
to meebings again, at least here.
‘Dreamt a dream last nite in which I was gi-
ving a party. Everybody who was nobody arovnd town was there including A.L.,
Brad, Raybury; Bryce alton and his charning wife at whose name Con swoons dead
away, otc. et¢. At the height of the festivities, the door bell rang and there
stood Persecuted John. He smiled merrily into me questioning eyes.
"Heard
you were having a party, so I just thought I'd come over and have soms funt”
I'm telling you kids, it turnod out to be a dilly of a nightmare.
£nd here it
is tomorrow and o scorcher end I have promised...no, not to take a bath or hit
the sack, hut to go beaching at Venice vwith the girls. Yes, my doubting brood,
T do have fomale friends and I do spond some time with them. Wot much, but as
mich as is left over after the Master, the Outlanders and the Lashfasions get
[CHEL . Yot many, but of women gquite enough for me. They don!'t fsel that I per-
secute them and it's a small relief.

MOUTHINGS FROM THE MASTER Alan, r. 6

—--fhe sccond announcement concerns the famous one act play Jlnown
as the Fantastic Fan Poll composed by Tennessee 0'Sneary. On June 23, 1949, this
great opus was presented to Lasfas with jncidental music by the Hersheys and
Elias.

They tore the rafters down. They unanimcusly re-eclected me Direc-
tor, Now I really have it in for Sneary. If the irresponsible jerk had not
traipsed off to Arizona, they might have elected him. How I am novm as F.D.
Hershey.

The sad moment of parting from Superkiddie came this veek, Yes,
Conno is no more of Los Angeles. Vhether he returns in the Fall or no rests
with the fatos--- and Elias. Ve shall all miss him muchly alas, and hope, We
will burn joss sticks for him. Con-fidentially, I don't care whzther he comes
back or mot. e have all his magazines in our garange,

L.A. FANDOM EXPOSED John Van, r. &

-~-I hod a girl friend once who lived for nothing but the day
when she could go tc Paris and live the gay'lifea Yhen I happened to mention
my various meetings with some of 'the habitvos of the House on the Fill, she vmas
thrilled, vt utterly. "Real Bohemians!' sPe squealed., “Oh, Johnny, tell me
more!" So I did. I hope Bvans, Willmorth and the rest never hear of some of
the things I attributed to their "lax" morals and "basically urhappy’ 1life. My
stock ross considerably after she learned that I hed lived; but I still laugh
to think of the way I peaintad those good hcnest fans. I hope Peggy never goes
slumming Bixel Street way and is introduced to EEE. "Oh, ir. Zvans! Johnny
Van Couvering told me about youl Do you really seduce the landlady to get out
of payinc the rent? 4And is that really marijusuma in your cigar? ~=-"" 0h well,
Evans doesn't like me too well anyway, ever since the night I popped nmy bubble
gum at o meeting. If this gets around, I might as well forget fandom. I put
this in the cdiain only because I trust you loyal Outlanders. Don't I, loyal Out-
landers?
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That Fershev party (after the Tackett Welcon) was somsthing. After Lesperance
had shocked me by smilingly drinking gin and coke, notring more could happen

to mz. 2111 and Freddie don't lmow how close I came to trying some myselfo.al
But luckily I managed to breek avay and engage in a discussion of contracep-
ti-es, which led to {atholicism, which led to lirty jokes, which led to nausea-
ting jokes, which led to a dissertation on S5t Francis and St Augustine, vhich
led to the discovery of Alan under the coffee table, which broke the flow of

conversation.

HINDUSTAN, PAKISTAN, AYD POINTS VOOLSTON Stanlink 6

~—-Len has accused me of bazthing too often., I insist that thi:
untrue. It is merely that one of my hebbies is to draw on the surface of &
scummed tub in the gentle, flowing and intrieate pntterns that this nedium z2lone
express. It has <om= of the sthetic value of fingerprinting. Tub-art is, to
the bost of my Ymowledge, why meny neople get out of the tub dirtier than vhen
they got in....for there is naturally cxperimentation,

For example, a friend of
mine had an unfcrbunate experience while experimenting with erystal grourths in
the tub., Tiring of epsom salts, which are interesting and jntricate enough when
mixed with harmless food colors, he mixed up some salts of his ovm and put them
in his tub. After a few minutes splashing in the mud, which stuck to his fin-
gernails, it hardened into a curious lump that succurbed only when three firemen
vith axes attacked it.

eao»I am thinking of developing a bite-size pretzel, made
of hollox, waterprcof dough, filled with beer. The advantages are obvious...if
you lile beer, anyvway. I persenally lile my pretzels unsuvllied.

is

ORIGIN OF TEE SPECIES LEGPERANCE Dave, R. &
((Ed. Wote: This, Lesperance's first link, was double-spaced and on one side
of the pezper yet! To what depths can an ambitious would-be Bradbury sink?))

---At the Lasfas meeting last night Freddie asked me if I had re-
noived the chain., I had te admit that I had, She asked if I wouldn't write
my link and get it off as soon as possible. I pttempted to decline, saying that
I wovldn't feel like a member in good staunding unless I left the chain letter
laying around until a few of the earliest links have turned yellow, as I see
some of them have. But my resolve crumbled, as all resolves do, before Fred-
di-Ts persussion, so--

Freddie svggested a brief recap of my life. Very well.

T entered the world in %he Chicago Lying-In Hospital on a blizzardy January doy
in 1930, or s¢ I am info*med.

While going to high school in 19L3, I come upon
seience fiction, in a pocketbook of that title. I liked all the stories in
thet 1ittle anthology immensely (it is still me favorite collection) and would
have given anything to have read more like them, bub didn't know where to find
them. So that thread in the labyrinth of me lifec met a blank wall,

In 1947, we
moved to Californin. e stopped at the van Fablo Hotel, up in Oakland. A%
the third day, the boredom was ncarly middening me, and I had to find something
to do. My min? ran over the nusual pastimes. Yone seemed appealing. Then %o
my mind came the image of a ragged-edged mugazine, the cover of which I had glan-~
ced at from “hicago to the coast a dozen times, but had never really looked at.
T was surprised to find that this particular cover remained a complete picture
in my mind. TWishing for something to break the monotony, my mind fastened on
that cover.

The composition of that painting wns magnificent; it was 2 scene in
space,with o large ship under attack by a fleet of smaller ones, The 1little
ships scem not to have heen there a fraction of a second before; an cxplosion
in their midst sesms actually to be coruscating.. I think that if L were for-
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tunate enough to sell a story, I would he willing to spend the .rhole check
tc buy the original of that pasinting.

3y now you know that this was the cover
»f Edmond Hamilton's The Star Kings. And the novel made an impression on me
equal to that made by tne cover illustrating it. So I had rediscovered science
fiction, and this time knew -here to find more.

« > .Remember the San Fsblo Ho-
tel in Cakland, ~hen I was bored and wanted something to do,..+hat if I had
gone to a movie?

FLAGSTAFF FLASHES Rick, round six
~-=-~Say, got a nice letter from the L,', County ifuseam Directory
about my article on rockets. Said he would be pgled to forward the other on

for me. Spent most o the page regreting that we don't have science museanm.
Said tuney can cover only history and animals, and the State Museam isn't big
enough. Said they need = new one. It's sort of thrilling to get a letter
from somecne big.

Wfas reading a reather interesting thing the other day. It
was compoaring zeniuses Jith the "living fosels" such as the ammodillo, sat-.
eater, two-toed slouth, duck bill platipuss. Spesalized animals,- that can
only livs under sertain cercomstances. In other words geniuses arz in ways
better than the averase persons, but nsture has not adapted them to survive.
The averape person has a petter chance to get along after the Blowup, so may-
e we fans (in cur way senius) are like the old monsters that wasted their
time building ur shells of bone tell thsy were uneble to move about and find
food.  Ged.

By the way, I have gotten two letters from MNew lexico, one from
irizouns and one from .Y, asking about joining the C.S. I tell them sure, but
it is o long drive...then try and sell them on Young Fandom. %ith all its 20
members and $20 tres. Aith Ed end iArt ((Cox)) running the 0#0, and Ed or
hArneice as Sec-Ires. we are bound So hsve a better year of it.  ind this year,
unless somebody keeps active I will give him the boot. As Presadent, I have
the right. If 1 et into the Pressdercy of the WFFF I'm going to do the same
thing thore. Just call me Herr Dictator...

({(Ed. note: Federson, stir-crezed in the Minnesota wilds, broke out in a pro-
dizious link the lik%es of which will probably never be seen sgain. Illustrated
in colot, with twelve peges of phact, phiction and, phoolery, it is worthy to

be installed in the Smithsonian, We reproduce THOT, subdivided into "Orien-
tation", "Chain Mail", "Pot Yuk", in frazmentary excerpts below.))

WHY THZ POSTHAN HAS vLAT FIET Conno, Round 6
~=-Len, "Exit Lines" was onc of the best damned poems 1've ruined by

illustrating yet. tho I agree with Rick that "Seems clean now--but...the Dead

--0t" was a very disppointing spot.

Freddic iershey....this gal is getting old.
Just loox hos her typing mets slippier and sloppier as toxic polsoninfj creeps
slovly along her world line. (I s2id nothing about her lines).  4And {lan, did
you stoop so low ms to get a ncw ribbon for the Flaming Dragon? +4s you see,
I ot ¢ new onoe for --oh, oh., Rick, think me up a new nams for mz Royal, guick.

Sav, whatzver heppened to Lid Cox? I think h2 is no longer an actifan, but then
nsither are most Cutlsnders. So that wouldn't keep him from staying an hono-
rary membar. As Lansy said to Burbec about Burb's cnforced NFFF membership,
"That makes you think% cven death will savo you?"

Stan is the only consistent
easy-letter—-riter among us, so.hslp me poo. That may requirc an elucideatiocn,
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but what I mean is that he apparently nceds enly a picce of paper to write &
letter. Or a pencil/bon/%ypor to help. ‘nd he ca2: rite end kecp uriting
until ghufoo day. He is our own personalized Hational lonumeant, a dyed-
in-the-rabbit fur phenomenon. I vobtc for more Stan :loolston-=wait a minute.
On second thot, that mayn't be such a good idea. He is nearly e .shole Out-
lander mseting in hinself already.

Your deluxe pretzel packet of beer might
revolutionalize the beer industry. Imagine pooplc and Len going out to pur-
chase pretzels the sizc and shepe of the frosted malt cups or ice cream cones,
full of suds. Tt 2ould nodoubt hewe aon effect on the Fretzelbenders of .-
merica to an sven groater extent, Instead of tediously slapping dough about
e mold all day, or however thuy do it, they would be replaced by big ice cream
cone meicing machines that o uld make, instead, bzcr conss. _nother half mil-
lion uncmployed. ‘“evbo. 1 don t like pretazcls anyway. Becr likouise.

"You
really should be nble to bescoms more active without the distraction ol per-
gsonal contact." .n acube observation, Rick. I am, but only in regard to
the chain letter ((and howl)). Thero are no stf mags to be had anyshere,
and I can't seem to bring myself to iwrite letters.

For a guy who has scorcs
of pens snd pencils, none of thenm work ((sic.)). I am too lazy to sharpen
then pencils and the psns all leak; the automatic pencila arc busted and my
bell-points are dry. But they leak anyay Safer to use a penecil, .ny-
wav, [ spent all pmy monsy foolishly. I bought threc boxes of ,22 ghells
{shorts) for target missing end now They are all gone, Besides ths gun broke.
But T succ:eded in tarzget missing.

Jave you ever had an impulse to kill a
song writer? Have cortain songs cvor provoked you to the extent that you
‘rould vsish the writor to step in front of you so you could kick his legs out
from undor him, step on his face, and push in his skull with a crowber or fire-
tongs or some other Perry Masonish thing? Like an old eggerate...or en cgg-
shell? Botter yob....it's the singer who is the motiveting force of such
thinzs as "The Hucklebuck" which titillate your subthalamus. Vhy not take
his serawmy lO¢-a-record neck in your grimy paws and with the most exsaui-
site torture uppermost in your soggy mind, push your crooked sweaty thuno-
nails into his windpipc and deflato him, like the overripc squashy begchball
wladder he is, watching cach putrid note of "The Hucklebuck" dribble from
his lips, or maks him sing "Frcddie Fisher is a Bum" to its ous-of-tunec abor-
tive bars? To the chant of "Songwriters are ¥o Damned Good" lat us cach
strangle our Victrolas in the hope that all future tune-tramplers will be
dro.med at birth. Geahh, 00 I wish they'd put Rise Stevens back on.-

LET THE WES® OF TiHE WORLD GO BY Blias, Round 6
--~4v trip from Calif. ¢as a wild and wooly one. ily buddy Smitty

cancellad out &t the last minute and decided to drive home rith me Enstead

of flying as orizinslly planned. Then the damn landlord was out. on vecation

with his secretary esnd we couldn't leave until ifondeoy (originol date rriday)

The gso-and-50 refused to pive me baclk my refund because I hadn't given him

30 days notice to vacate, becaiso roslly I didn't know if I was going to leave

in 30 days or not, soooa, I lost about fifty bucks.

From thon on it was swoll,
beautiful scencry, fine roads, cte. e went north to Selt Lake City, thence
due .est, skirted the badlands, plowed into Chi, then southcast thru Chio. e
split the drivinz end mado the run in ebout 2% dsys by thc clock.

For & change
of pace let your cars be battered by a description of my little greon W. Va.
FParadisec. The important feature is the beatiful Ohio which meenders in an
elongetad S bend by my town. On my side (W Va) the benk slopes upward from
+he river for cbout onc block, then levels off and extends back for & distance
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of onc milc, then gradually gives way to rolling hills and woods. Direct-
ly across the river is another small tom, population 4000, that extonds a-
long the river bank for about five miles. It is only about three blocks
thick, beiag backed up by cliffs sheer and high, standing out brom against
the green folinge. Ripley says it is the largest twon in the world without
one¢ cress sbreet-- they eall parallel tho river or mekc onc junction.
anyway
at night their neon signs mée a beautiful reflection on the yater and it
is still one of my favoritc psstimes to get a motorboat or canos and glids
aleng ie ths reflections. Like living in a fairy world or winken, blinken ang
nod stuff.
¥y homa, about 1%~blocks from the river, is still highenough that
e5 yet the mighty floods haven't rcached us, except for the year 1937, which
was an eltime high. Then Cld Man kiver sunatched a pair of back steps hich
e had at the timo and was satisfied. You scee, the father of the Mississpi
must nave & piece of property cach time he comes visiting or c¢lse dire things
will happen. We now have concreto stepes, 5o ho will be displeased should he
come szzin,
nyway, floods are fun here and 211 the occupants of the town
tave them in holiday spirit. #We know in advance of their occurance and the
spsculation as to how high the wator will reach reminds m2 of Sam Clemons!
famous frog derbies or the breakup of the ice pack in the Yukon., Schools
are out, churches suspend service and all is merry. I get my boat ovut, ev-
eryone else does th. stme, and we have a time rescuning people, outhouses, otc.
floating down the river, .
I remember thz 1937 flood well., Our tosm was com-
pletely isolated for days, not even radio contact outside (what a saetting
for a world holocaust unknoim to Our Pero!) until tho State shoved a bulldo-
zer thiough ths back country hacking out a road to bring us supplics and me-
dicing, Ae didn't need it, as all the stores had stockpiled advance supplies,
but it was fun for all, and they thot they were heroos for 'rescuing' us all
fron a fate worse thean death, so why should -ve spoil their egoboo?
Did ybu
boys erer make a slingshot to shoot tho little birdies with? ifell, I did
once, actunlly an® truly. Only I made the slight mistake of taking the tube
out of papa's car (spare wheel) and because I couldn't get the tiro off, I
cut a hole with my little old knife rizht throush the casing, from the outsids.
hat the hell, I hed to have my piece of rubber, didn't I° ‘nyway, being
quite young and cute then I got pway with it. iy pop was one up on me then
ond still is. He can cuss in Welch or whatever it is. Scunds like a mix-
ture of Yiddish and ancient Senskrit to me. It comes in handy too, to use
on income tax people and democrats.

n little a=necdote popped into my mind just
now. s were standing in Army HQ in Burma one night batting the breeze when
the telsphone rang. Une of the lesser brass answered it, muttered, "OX, yel-
low alert,” hung up the phone, turned around sleepy like and said Yellow A-
lert, taen like a delesyed reocct on in the movies scresmcd HIGAWD, end turned
end dived out the windaw toward our shalter a fewr feet away with me right on
top of him.  You sec Yellow Alert mcont the little ycllow men were right on
top of us with their bombers and sure enough in 2 couple of minutes we got
our usual bomb. That was pne of the few times 1 eveor saw a rocl double tsko
and I snickor when I rceall it.

Let me go on rccord as saying I am prejudiced
against Rio. I once was cooped up on a troopship with 3000 drooling morous
in that besutiful harbor for three deys, w th armed ruards patrolling tho
decks so little will and his buddies couldn't go &shorec to where all those
1izhts, music, gals ete were. It will take a lot of Rio beforo T ovarcome
t at dispppointmunt.
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AITD SO BEGINS ROUNWD SEVEN Lon, Rouand SEVEN
---Qutlander douse, commonly known as Outhousa. Shades of sears
and Rocbuck, Jarnt Reminds mc of the old ballad we used to sing about Please
Don't Burn our Outhouse Dowmn. Very sad.
Beer in pretzels? Bah! I liko my
beer unsullicd,

' Dave mentions th. Mshat if" motif in his link. 3Sometimes it
is fun and it's constantly instructive, pointing out thu fact that euviron-
ment rules us. For isnstance, if I hadn't quit smoking a couple years back
I might be out with a fair-looking wench right now instead of typing this
lotter and drinking buer. Well I might be drinking beer but I wouldn't be
typing. Tell ya sbout it sometime,

Con's nistory of the future of the 0.S5.
was ecsmithian in ite opic quality. Yas'm friends, if this goes on...

Scrious=
ly, tho, we sill eventually have to har ¢ mors members and a regular place to
noet (and a fow rules and regs) il we want to build the 0S into & club cepsble
of crarting o convintion in South Gate in '68., (3!} Or am I looking too
far ahesd,

FREDDIE'S FANTASZTIC FOOLERIES Freddie, Round 7

~-=Len is sitting on the couch with Blackington on his lap. Black-
inzton is purring avay likc mad¢ and the sappy grin on Leu's face is almost
classic, I think thot now Forric has gotten married it is time that I star-
ted marrying off some of the slizible younz men ia our group. Looking at
‘Len's kind (what kind?) face, I have dscided he should be next.

Good idea
fie's the right size, age, size, intercsted in tho femdov sex, working nnd too
heppy-zo-lucky., Besides, e nced some more gals around., Oh, the more I think
about it the more I like it. If we all get togocther end concentrated roal
herd on this, and send Len some suggestions on the typo and color znd size
and mentality that we can all tolerate (the hell with whit he wents) perhaps
by the time the winter solstice rolls around, we will have a nubile etc. ete.
etc. ete. wench to welcome into our collective midats.

Len just moansd Oh No!
nd added "Such cupidity!" The smile on his face is no longer a happy onc.

Malaria, mosquitocs and whatnot, I am still going to Ceylon with Bill. He
sent me some pictures of the place, and T like. Rio isn't bad, but nobody
has offered to take me therae, So there. .ny offers?

Star, the rabbit was
wondorful and the pics woeren't half bad. T had me an clegant time at the
mesting in Garden Grove. Can wo do it again soms time? You arc rezlly tho
most Outlandar ish of the Cutlanders. But when it comes to bathing, I can
g0 you and your friend one better.

The doc s&ays an epsom salt bath every
nicht and stay there for half an hour, Holy Klono, half an hour!{ What o
do? Read! 3Sure, butbt does :ilan let me take the Limited Editions into the
tuv? You answer that one. Can I handle a big book, while I am doing bi-
cycle exercises? . nswer again. In dire desporation I've evolved a set of
bath stimulation situasvions.

One evoning, I snesked in under the biggest bath
towvel T could find the latost copy of thrilling Wonder Stories. I soaked and
bicycled, bicycled and soaksd, and Bradbury got the best washing of his ca-
reer, The noxt evening, I smoksd and soaked, soaked and smoked, esnd under
cover of a bathrobe got ewey with that free book Unger sent us, when Alan or-
dered Siullfacc, end sailed the :‘rgo on the placid waters of the Bell River
that smptics into the sewer thet HOW YOU KWOW VHY GUR BE'CH=ES ~RE POLLUTED
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emptics into thes beach surrounding lusclss Beach.

It's time for the bath
asain, and i'm trying to think of a way to take the Flaming Dragon into the
tub with me. Got it, I111 set it on the edge of the tub, and heve my
peper, bath selts, epsom salts, bubble bath, bath o0il (shall I use soap?)
and twosls ready, tie up my heir in a handkercheif. GCh, do I look avful .

I twist the upper part of my torso so, yes so, and peck away.

What exstasy!
what glug, glug, bubbls bath in my nosc, no douht. ®hat om I typering? Shlop,
I am practically subm:urged now, and only my hanls and eyes esrc clear. Save
me, ye eld r Gods, save me. I have to finish this some way and glug, shlop,
flub. Tsll you what. 1'll zo back to just soaking, 7The Elder Gods have
more important business clsewherec and it's not to ho now.

SUMING UP BY THE ELDER HERSIEY 4len, Round Seven
~=-It is vecy discouraging to be confronted by eight page links,
twelve page links, hand illuminated links, especially when a guy can only
vpe at a rate of 1 & words a minute. Something tells me that if I can't get
my auto-typor-telepathometer perfected ons of thuse days, there will hare to
be a secretary. One with wings, of coursc, so that sho/hc/it can deliver
this letter to the nsxt recipient, onec ¥Yohn Vaan Uncouthering, Or should I
spcak derogitatistically about the men who is szbout to lengthen the Filings
to helf the ma azinc plus artwork?

Tae outstanding contribution must be laid
at the door of that great artist, commentuitor, eritic, bibliophile and maniac,
on¢ Con Pederson. ZGbviously, nerc is & masterpicce of gnawing at the Chain,
s labor of love,and it's about time he turnsd out a decent lstter.

Methinks
our new sucker, onz Dave Lesperance, will make o mizhty link if somecone can
talk him out of the double spacing. He writeth most woll, but much too caro-
fully for the kind of crud we wenna rocd, methinks, Let's sco if you can't
mot to do your nsxt one, dave, after nbout six straight scotches.

Then of
course there 1s the great JSW whose bathtub episodes would delight the heart
if enlorged into a novel. 3neary's letter wns its usual inimitable self,
thougn straining at the leash for such places as South Gate (in 49), Bell,
and perhaps even Los smpeles.

ind finnlly, Elias comes through with some very
pretty reminiscences., #Who could ask for & better chain lottor? “ct's ell
pat oursclves on some convenient hunk of bedy 2nd retire, shall we? If wo dis-
banded right now, I could stop worrying about the intricacics of turning out
Cutlander 13 and life would be simple.

I will ocppend = short report for the
oenefit of our missing members who could not meke the Moffacon in lugust. By
two the mecting was meeting. Much photozruphing of fans cnsued, #aile ack
pounded away at the stencils for the next Shaggy. VO showed up about four
end staycd sbout an hour. Long enuf for & game of chess end a chicken dinner
beforzs going homs for dinner. Hershey wended his way to pick up Wendy in
duntingtonPk around seven and when he got back, the great Molffatt purchased
about seventy zallons of ice eream. Van Couvering missed this end .ill pro-
bably }illl himself when he hears of it. The usual auotion was held, with
two magnific:nt items: The Kid from Hars, hot off the press, was donated
by 45J and wwon by our lordly host, and two new pocket books donated by the
Hersheys (The Scarf by Blocl and Cave Girl by Burroughs) and won by icker
(HOX does the man do it?).

It should not be forgotten that the beautcous MMof-
fatt neice wes prescnt and s»sid sne would come to the next meceting at the Her-
sheys., It was dacided that Sneary was HOT present, but in a little brown box
in flagstnff waiting until the Grand Reunion leeting. So be it,
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Thind Jidue Co-Edited by Greddic and Alan Herdbey
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