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#+FROM THE ELITCR'S TYPEWRITER::

he other day, I was summoned from a friend's
home, to grect some friends. Who were bley; I
wondered. Before mc stood three cheerful-look-
ing individuals, one of whom I immediately re-
cognized as Larry Shaw (from his fotographs).

?ﬁ¥ﬁ They introduced themsclves as Larry Shaw,
Claudc-Degler, and "Suddsy" Schwartz. i#e went to my room and
looked over what had been donc on the latest Paradox, talked
Il of "Tan “afTal e,

. Claudc lookecd over the first threce issues of
Paradox, which he had not scen, promised tor send me copies of
Infinite. He had only two copics with him. Larry perused
the two issues of Nova, ncver having scen them before. Suddsy
read somc comic books, and wrs hesrd to chuckle from time to
time,

I learncd that thc three were the remnants of
the ill-fated Schencctady-Con. Suddsy had gone to Schenccta-
dy, and he and Larry wont to New York, where they met Claude,
He had missed them in Schencetady, but arrived 1n New York
before them. From New York, where thecy met Campbell, Bok,
Unger, and others, they trcklked to Westficld.

Aftcr I had becen told of this, and other items
of intercst, the triumvirate signed my autograph book, while
I5:3n farn, signed, thelirs,

Claude then began spreading out copics of the
Cosmic Circle Monthly on the bed and stapling them together.
The Monthly, wc learned, is about the largest job taken on by
any fan organization yet, some 1500 copices to be printed.

‘ Around ninc, wc had a little snack, then sett-
led down to talking again, Suddsy continually plugging his
Fapazinc, "Aaagh!" by rcpecating its namec in the most rcalis-
tic toncs, whilec Dcgler and mysclf askcd questions dbout the
naturc of Fapazinecs (which we too cxpecet to be turning out
if the rumors arc corrcct).

This went on till 1:30, at which timc ‘we went
out to find Shaw a bus, on which he could rcturn to Schencc-
tady ond . his, draft;board. At 3245, Larry; got'his pus; and
the rcst of us rcturned homc. Suddsy and Claude slept on my
bed (was it comfortablc, boys?), whilc I slept on a couch.

Next morn, wc had breakfast, talked until Sudd-
sy and Claudec had to hit thc road to Boston.

All in all,. I had just about the grandest time
of my 1ifes I had ncver met any real, 1live fans before, andb
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didn't know what to expect. Having met some at long last, I
know now that they're the swecllest people there are.

ITEMS OF INTEREST:

The late appearance of this issue is due to an
attack of appendicitis back in March, when P was to come out.
HpEew T “redovered ™ ‘suf facYenlsy . £O work on It,'Pamadex’ was
long overdue, and very .little .work had becn done (@l ® 1L 15,

For this reason perhaps a few 1items in this
issue arc a little out-dated. Don't blame it on the author,
The fault is all mine.

The back cover, this issue, appears through the
couvtosy of' Gt Forrast: U Ackerman. The Beont cover ls. done
by a non-fan, John Lencicki, a local boy, who has become in-
terested ¥n fandom iole. Joj tho medium " of my fanzines. My £fine
Eersarc Serolsiseldnt

For future. issues, I havec material scheduled
by Larry Shaw, Raym Washington, Jr., Fred Fischer, Curtis
Carlyle, Franklin Lece Baldwin, " and others, I still nced ma-
terial, though; lots of it, please..

Raym, in a letter, writes:

il In my colurm I stated that Jenkins was in
the merchant marine--I don't capitalize 1t any more, as you
Wi+ seeds Yvow Pead On.''* Tt comes ‘about tHat, when Jenkins
got to St. Pete to commence training, hec saw some horrible
sight that made him beg disenrollment ‘at' once, ' and at the
last report was awaiting induction into the Army. Now Jenk-
ins has advised me,” whatever T'do, dom't sign up ,with the
rierchant mearine! Ev1dently Jenkins saw somethlng about the
m-m that he intensely disliked., Without questioning him fur-
theryWihet+ s @ 190e™ NEEtN vei  ddr wo' pete & the® ifm. . . thete' ¥s
no (Eelling what HopFiEvines ChElihs we widl 'see. I have faith
in Jenkins, for he is my friend. Raym shall never apply for
il St Bodaet oulss Bigneh' o L Services ' Werilyis L 1T der Krieg is
still in progress when I turn cighteen, I shall offer my fan-
sel 8" the ' Coas tlEuardt & when ' Tiéfcel tho =y s 11D Bt Drfeattht on
Ty riele, T :

Lf Semcrytisino “dooes. asy it allonld, the .next is-
Ste¥ off'Y Pifiear] oX™ e TN beViomss e S Bepenier,  Donlt forget
vei sehi- ailon@! ouy Cemge s 'ort et i s SMisiameh. ' ThHi's' 'i1sste's 1g%t-
ok ‘clodhimig® ™ is=he, TS0 OB cr i hewermeanl | * - and, "Jf T get e-
nouEh ABTrersiyt ekt die “maam T inE et 9 % onger ‘section.,

A6 thibs, sl n o, £ 8eeam et ] waiting for Len-
ciiBlktd to’!Ffinish' - the‘eover ‘desPoni® Ag¥vet , T don't know what
it'11 look 1like, BUE " T*Belicve™It will®™Be“in two colorst ™ red
and bleack. Let nescnew S pliealsie s what el thinlc of it, andief
Bhel regit ol Stlaeissisisilen
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I am writing this in din an insane asylum ,
as strange an asylum as ever a human found “Nthrg 1P R .

They've locked me up here because thev don't
believe the storvy I tell them. Used to tell them, rather. i1
vas hopping mad about it at first, which was the wrong slant
Bo S take. I see now thet the proper thing to do is put the
soft pedal on my storv. Nobodyv believes it anyway. If I shut
up about the story, which pet e Shere I the first place,
thev'll let me out in another few months. I understand that's
the procedure here.

Ironic, though,that I must remain silent sabout
my great adventure, the greatest adventure a man's ever had.
liy sensible silence will have its reward, for when I leave
this place a whole new world of adventure will be open to me,

Of course it goes: without s2ving that I am
perfectly sane. The looney bins are packed with sane people,
same as prisons are packed with starry-eved innocents. This
is the real thing--1 am sane. Before I could convince any-
bodw of my sanity I'd really be off the beam. I have been
legally declared insane. When thev let me out of here it'll
be because I'm leaally cured.

I'm not complaining about the tr.atment. The
food is good, though not the food I'd been accustomed to.
They treat me kindl~. I'm 2o sort of guest of honor because
I'm considered a madmen with a nev angle. The newest angle
THE o
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_ I waay. as well go back to the beginning and
clesr things up. It was in 1984 that I got the bright idea
that was to end with me penned up in a pooky-house.

I was a chemist with Middle Coast 0il. ke-
search. Tryving to pull more gallons from the barrcl and more
miles from the gallon. ree 8

: A big corporation, lilddle Coast wss. Is yet,
for all Isknow. It made plenty of money, but the employees
were resigned to small salaries. I redlly had no kick coming
though. I made enourh to kcep mc supplied with the few things
I wanted, and a bit more. I lived alone. ,

I should have been happv. I wasn't. I was
born with an urge, never gratified up to that time, for high
edventure.

One dav I picked up an old copy of a science-
fiction magazine. An article in it intrigued me. It told a-
bout sprce-flisht in the most logical wsay possible. I was
fascinated,

It scemed that the¢ rcason man had not conquer-
ed space yet was the lack of a proper fuel, That was right
up my alley, I worked with fuels every .day, seven hours a
day, five days = wcek, <

I thought about the article for a 1long time
afterward. I used to dream little dreams of me flying thro'
space 1n a 1i*tle ship powered with fucl I had developed mny-
sclf. Idle dreams, I thought. And so they were, for a long
time. ' : ; i 4

' A year or so later, in the course of my work,

I discovered the methano-process for the company. You may
remember it as being the big th1n§ of the industry that year.
The company made millions out of It. I got a $15 raise which
was sup.osed to make me turn handsprings.

One of the minor by-products of the new pro-
cess wns a highly volatile gas which burned with a terrific
sustained energy. It was going to waste bccausc 1t was pro-

‘duced in such small quantitics as to bec useless commercislly.
e I tinkered with the stuff. I found that when
it was combined with liquid oxvgen in certain proportions the
energ relecased was tremcndous. Stupendous power from a small
amount. . Sufficient, I thoupght idlv, to powcr a rocket space-
ship. Then my eyes widened as the stupendous idea struck mec.
Herc was the fuel for space-flight! Now 1t was possible to
fly, say, to the Moon! I almost - shouted aloud in my excite-
ment., i . :
5 BEC TS pt™ERe ' thiinc to“mysellf, If there was
any glory in.being the Tirst man to'fly to:the Moon, :I 'was
going to be that man. The glimmcrinrs of the great idca smol-
dered in my brain.

I went home that night and. did a lot of paper-
work. It worked out fine. Spacc-ilight was possible. A man
using Joncsite (I'd named the 'stuff after my own un-illustri-
ous self) could fly in a s4ip to the lMoon--and, morc import-
ant, back. :

I kept the idea to mvsclf. I wasn't rcady for
ribbing or fonlish questions. Not now. Thev'd onlv hamper
me’iin che'veakivingicut  of  my Sleng Plentyv »f time for pub-
licity later, g
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I 5 Dl <o T I P 8 A small ship, insulated
with fremilin, the gtuff they lince refrigerators with, a kil-
oliter of Joncsite.ond asbout half as much liquld oxygen, roc-
ket jets spaced at the proper placecs for accelcration, decel-
e{ation and stcering--oh, the wholc thing wes almost too sim-
ples

I got parts medc for mc by a company in town.
They'didn't® ask pPPying questions. I think theygbelieveds 1
was building a ncw tvpe of submarinc. I said nothing to make
them think diffcrently. |

It cost me a prctty sum, bdbut I didn't mind.
I'd hitched my wagon to thc Moon.

I had moncy in the bank I'd been saving for
somcthing--I didn't know just what--end I deocided that this
must havc been what I had in mind, so out of the bank it
came. Iiv salarv, most of it, went for thc ship, too. The
SIS e e *hclped, a Lok,

Gettine the Jonceitc wes casy. 1 told them to
bottlc it for mc--I had an idca I might do somcthine with 1t.
And what .an idea! But I didn't. tell them that. In a short
time they'd canncd cnourh to carry mc clcar around the Moon
with a goodly margin of safcty--so my figurcs told mec.

Thc oxvgen, though, was cracklc-paper from the
poc'tct.

Now that my work wes finished, I was rcady for
publicity. I called up thc papers. Thev weren't very enthu-
siastic, but sent reportcrs around who arrived equippcd with
pencil and tonquc-in-chcck,.

They nsked a lot of questions. I . answered
them all, including somc I asked mysclf when they missed the
cues.,

I told how the stubby wings were to aid in
landing on the return trip, and thc windows wcre so tiny be-
cousc of the nced for strength end cconomy. I showecd them
the svstem of mirrors that geve a full pieture of the sur-
roundings to a man sitting in thc center of thc ship.

They grinncd foolishly almost tho wholc timo.
Thoy snapped a fow picturcs and went away.

I was annoyed but not very surprised when I
saw the writc-up I got in onc of the papers. The others ig-
nored me. Cleverly written, the article invited the pubiice
to indulge in thc agc-old pastime of laughing at the village
jidiot who prenced around the countryside riding a broom, only
in this casc¢ hc w-s ridine a space-ship to thc Moon.

A few curiosity-scckers came around, and 1
showed them the ship politely, hoping that one of thcm might
Weve*'a tiEEle faiEh ln Mol None ‘of " . theln did, S5illv grins
was all I could rousc in them, though most of them had the
courtcsy to hide them till thcr thourht I couldn't scc.

I took o terrible ribbing at work. The Big
Bosscs didn't say enything to me. I was still the fair-haired
boy becausce of thec mcthanc-proccss. I could coast along for

quitc a timc on thc strcngth @)t g EGE But my fellow cmploy-
ccs weren't silent. Thev cven drew up a round-robin rcquest-
ing me to bring them back a piccc of green checusc to prove
I'd becen to the Moon.
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Oh, it was 211 hurorous cnough, I must admit,
but I wanted morc than wise romarks snd sillv grings . LUVaL EaE
a lot of time and a lot of moncv into soncthing in which I
had faith. One kind word would have mecant so much " to me
then, Ut not one half-way tolcrant word did I reccive. Not
onei

I was glad I'd kopt my scerct so long. I might
have been discouraged before the cend of my labors. Scogrn. ks
‘a tecrriblc weapon.

The papers paid 1ittle attention to me,and tho
few callers grow fewcr, ;

. . I announced mv toke-off day. The Moon was
nearly full and I wanted a visible target to shoot at, my as-
tro-physics being what they were.,

I got permission from a nearby run-down air-
port to use their ficld as thec secnc of my departure, which I
hoped would bc historic inste~d of hystexrte, They gave me
permission, to the accompaniment of sillv grins, largely, I
Supposc, because they didn't bellove I'd cver leave . the
ground.,

They didn't bothcr mc to take out a flying 11-
cense for similar rcasons.

' One of the ncwsrcel compnnics was on the spot,
with a oouplc of cameras and somc bored camcramcn. Theyv'd on-
1y showed up because of the blood that might be shed. = Would
make a good fcature for the cvening news tcle-casts.

A little crowd of some fifty or sixty had de-
sultorily gathered. I was disappointed. After nll, 1t was
Saturday, and nobody had to work, so why weren't there more
pcople out thero to watch me?

I'd trundled the ship in on a rented truck
that morning and she was re-dy.

I went ahead with the christening, whilc only
onc of the cameras ground--to save film.

I christencd the ship Chrisinda, a composite
of thc names of two eirls I had known. I broke a bottle of
beor on her molybdenum-stecl hide. Couldn't rcach her nosc
because it was pointed skvwards and out of recach. And, Dby
the way, I'd nad quite a time getting that beer in a bottle,
what with everything in cons.

Frugal, I was, a trnit I'd lcarncd through ne-
cessity the past year whilc laying out so much for Chrisinda;
I broke off the neck of the bottlc and drank what dida't
SIpIREY

This made the customers laugh. There were a
lot of silly grins there that riorning.

I made a 1ittle spccch. I gaid things about
the Moon and how men had wondercd what it was 1ikec since
therc were men on the carth, They looked at the Moon, which
was riding low in the morning sky, and back to me, and therc
were morc silly grins.

= . I said tho next time thov saw me I'd bc brush-
ing the star-dust out of my hair. They laughed »o good dcal at
that., After all, thev'd come out to lough at me and I was
meking good.
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I cautioned cvervone to stand clear. Not that
they nceded cautioning. They stood clear. Way clear. Af-
raid Chrlsinda would blow up. : :

I crawlecd inside. . A hush fecll on thst 1little
handful of pcople. No silly grins now. Somec of them might
even have been afroid fer me. Well, I'1ll never know.

I scrcwed the door shut. I took my last look
at thc crowd ond the ncwsreel men. Both camcras were going
now. -

I primed her up and flieked the spark.

If the crowd velled, I didn't hear. Thc pound-
ing, deafcning roar of the rockcts was taking my ears to cap-
acity., The sudden drag at my body left mc gasping for ailr.

In mv mirrors I could sce thc ground scuttling
away from undcr me. I could only guess at thc specd. I did-
n't have a spcedomcter for . rcasons of economy. Besides, I
saw no rg-sou for one, , '

I was suprcmcly confident. Shooting at the
Moon was a zinc-platcd cinch. Like throwing an cgg at an cl-
ephant. I touched the sidc-rockct buttons nnd aimed a good
deal ahead of the Moon like I was gunning for ducks. Chris-
inda answercd willingly, and I scttlcd down to waiting.

After awhile I munched on a sandwich from the
small supply of food I'd brousht. From timec to time I'd cor-
rect my course and look at the esrth. It wns spceding away
like it'd been scared by a comet. It wes taking on the shape
of a hugc ball, with thc cdges shroudcd in mist.

I.fclt a curious.sense . of relief;. “as‘ though
I'd 1cft nothing bchind mc that I valued.

I wasn't particularly excitcd, Things were
working out according to schedule and that isn't cxciting.

After some hours, I dozcd off. The first roc-
kot to thc Moon was well on its way.

I slept a good part of thc timc. There wasn't
much ¢lse to do. The Moon passed in front of me a couple of
times, tracking hor orbilt. The ship stuck valiantly to her
course end nccdcd littlec attention. Thc insuletion was func-
tioning well. The Ronson air purificr wns in good order. I
had a good ship.

With thc Moon showing up at thc half-way mark,
I cut the rockets and coastcd, cutting in the front jcts 1a-
ter’ ons , Hit=omamiss plloting, gt it TR, SETIReNR

I dozcd somc mo ¢ to psss thc long hours away.

I skimmed over thc Moon about four thousand
fcet up and travcling about five miles a scoond. B lught
blinding arcas; dccp, sharply ctchcd black scctors,giant cra-
ters, jagged mounteins--that's all therc is to the Moon. A
hcrmit would be. lonely there.

My camcras ran off scvcral rolls and then it
was time to turn beck. .

I didn't want to go back right away. Somechow,
Lofelt ino rdosire ;to return .to Berth, Bésides, .1t wguld be
niec, ;i1 themght, _to,land., To.sct fodt “on the Moon."- "To'be
Gile Thrst meR cver to @o S0 _

I curscd mvsclf for not having brought along
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an insulated suis - so I could venture out on the surfacc of
the Moon. Economy agnin, Anyhow, I hadn't figured on land-
ing. I'd only mcant to fly around, non-stop. Chrisinda's
wings wcrc usclcss for landing on_an airless satollitc.:

Therc was nothing I could do about it. I wan-
ted so badly to pick up a boulder or gct a canful of dirt--
anything--to take back to skeptical Earth and wipe thoso ail-
1y grins away.

\ I cut lower, looking at that bleak tcrrain
spinning by undcr mc. I cut too low. A jogged mountaln peak
disputcd my right of way ond won. A quick, jarring crash,
and - the ship lcapcd off like a kid sprinting out of school at
the sound of the bell, ~nd driving acccleration slapped me
down and out.

"I comec to, I don't know how much lator. Deays,
maybc. The ship wns still teering rhead all out. I tried to
cut her off. GCouldn't do its Tricd stcoring jets. No re-
sponsc.

I couldn't scec the Moon anywhere, but off to
the left the Barth, no bigger than a tonnis bnll, was gectting
farther away by thc sccond. :

I took stock of the situation. I had scveral
bruiscs from thc shock of sudden acceleration, but no dbroken
boncs. Chrisinda hadr't been demaged. She didn't leok--1if
she hed, I'd ncver have awnkcned, It was ovident nothing had
bcen disturbed cxcept the controls. I sworc that~ thc next
timc I built a space-ship--and I got a grim smilc at myself
for saying "next™ time I'd put in a sct of duplicate controls
and wouldn't run all thc cables and rods down 2 central shaft
This way, if one¢ control wns out of commission, they were all
out of ordcr. Thcrc I was. Chrisinda out of control--taking
her hcad. like a runaway horsc. I was hcaded for somc loncly
vigil into blackness, reduccd to the status of a comct; and
when the fucl gave out I wuldn't even have a fiery tail to
distinguish mc. Hurtling henrdlong into oblivion and ctcrnal
night. :

Days passed, My food ron out. I hadn't pre-
parcd for a long trip. My water supply lastcd longer, but it
ren, olit,., Loo. :
loroc days. I was assailed bv a biting hunger
and a mrddoning thirst. My 1lips blackoncd, cracked and blod.
; , Suddenl—, one day, the rod brokce frece, as tho!
gn obstruction, finally dislodgecd, had fallen away.
= 3 Immcdiately I punched thc off-button. it
worked. The pounding roar coughed out and sudden silence
blarcd in my cars. I nhavc never known such silcence, L fielit
o sudden surgc of loncliness. There had been a recassuring
tonc in the rhythm of the rockcts, cven though the sound hnd
marked thc cxpenditurc of the cnergy that had bcen sending me
hcadlong Into oblivion.

I L siEratned. my pPlle ey Seres through thc murk nEpd
the somcthing I'd sccn some hours vofore and had scarcely no-
ticed at the tlime. A planct, it seemcd. Venus, 1t later
turned out to be.

I have no clecor memory of shooting for Venus.

(Turn to page 12)
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General Manpower
‘250aTY BEEOPuTT, BﬁsigszN '

General Monpowcer, bykﬁqpnks. Mardin~s” ~ Publishcd by Simon &
Schuster, Inc., New Yor®, 1938. 307 pp.

The storvjof Generrl . Manpower rcvolves nround
OMIC i - Ty « OBecstes Jones, ! & foa ﬁho, “as o -routh was puny and
weak until he worked outfhis bod® building tcchnique, became
a vaudcvillc strong-mnnlhnd/\lnﬁ r' nade--—a- fortune —from-his
"Man or Mousc physicrl chiltufd courscs.

Jones, o8 A m&n-&f forty has built up one of
the largest corpor~tions /?n Qhoﬂworld: Genernl Manpower,
Inc. The mon of GM arcf/vcpitadlc kupcrmen, traincd to do any
type of work, from strikc broﬁkinh tologging, and arc‘also
the world's best trained goldicms;l Spartrons of the first or-
der. GM hires men out/ at rcnsopsbly  low wages to vorious
powcrs ns skillcd mcyegnarics \npd ns loborcrs to business
conccrns, ., ~nd the corporatl on @hﬁ@vcs ~nd cxp~nds b~ virtuec
of cxcellent nanagencht And scicngifiic prowcss. GM hes crcc-
e drgnwic Bl € Vcnturdjﬂﬁnliformiaﬁxﬁbr its mcen'‘and ‘for cxper-
irnent-~1 work, but public sc-ndnrl Dbrought ~bout by incorrect
inforrntion on BM's "tcst-tube babics" forces the corporation
to meove,

A contingent of GM  "Voluntecers™ hired by a

Mexicon revolutionist, Francisco Gomez, successfullr estab-
1ishcs him as the boss of Mexlco, and undcr prcssurc from
Joncs (snd heving s.en what a mere 1,000 of GM's thousands
con do to a Mexican arnmy)  -the Mexican load=sr agrees to allow
GM to tnoke over the narrow peninsula which cormpriscs Lower
Crlifornia. (Whnt Gomez--inwnrdlw fuming at his own impnten-
cy--does not know, 1s thnt GM troops have discovered gold
there, and accordinglwy the corpnration's coffers swell to the
bulﬁing point.) Lower Colif~rnia is sct up ns the St ot of
Man", ond Valhalla, "City of Warriors", is crected as 1ts
capltal. ; : : )
The Statec of Man now possesses o flag of 1ts
own: a red supcrman-figurc on a whitc background. A formid-
able navy 1is devcloped olong with a small but powerful air
flect, and hcavy constal dcfenscs are installed. Thousands
of Americons, attrncted by the glowing prospects offered, b7
GM flock to join up with thc corporation, and thec manpower
inercases so frst that GM is forccd to continuc bullding ncw
heowsdng’ seetions’, ¢tc,,  1in order, Lo accormodnrte the cver in-
crensing numbcr of rccruits. Thus the State of Man grows;and
flguplatie s oo :
Intornational intricuc, diplomatic parleving,
ond anccessorics soon cnter into the picturec, Visiting offic-
ials from forcign powcrs arc in cvidecnce everywhcre, and the
orders for nercennrics continuc to flow in.

GM bcconcs involved in a wor--a big onc, a mu-
tiny crops up, much blood is descriptively shed, and «.e o o
But I rcfusc to tcll any more of thc plat; what has gone be-
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fore is a mere sketchy background of the besk, . and 4fF poss-
ible vou should locate a copy and read it. The book is high-
ly enjovable, and is sornething that might easilv have ‘hap-
pened, or might yet happen, " even though the ideas are quite
in keeping with science-fiction tradition. The novel was
written prior to the present world fracas, and the author
chooses to ignore the facts pointing to an imminent battle
between the totalitarian powers. and the democratic nations or
€lse envisions a different state of affairs. However, the
book is not intended to be prophetic. I recommend the novel
highly, to any and all, '

-—-...—-----—_-------——-—.-——-—-_--——---—_---—————--—-p—--_————_-..

I do remember punchihg in the front Jets 2 valad  a ongutimel af .
terward cuttine into the upper reaches of the atmosphere at a
blistering pace that had the ship hot in one second Flat: I
shot along, broiling in nv oven-liké ship, cutting speed for
perhaps hours and hours.

I remember, - as thoupgh in a dream, at last
glimpsing and steerin~ for a great city as I burst below an
impenetrable layer of clouds. I remember, too, the blundering
sloppy landing that struck sparks from my Joints, and how I
staggered dazedly fron the remains of the ship muttering
something about it's a good landing if you can walk away from
it. And then blackness, '

I remember flashes of faces as tho' I dreamed
yet, and though I knew I was on an alien planet, ‘the faces
seemed human. I saw gleaming walls and spotlessly garbed £i-
gures that rioved to and fro, speaking softly, tending me and
others.

And while I lay under the soothing, healing
influence of their medical rays, I1impulses kept beating into
my brain, beating, beating. At first they were unintelligi-
ble, and then, after a long time, ‘they seemed to be speaking
to me. When I had recovered from the effects of my late ad-
venture I found that I knew tho Venusian tonguec, Or ‘rather,
the language of the nation in which I found myself. The im-
pulses had bcen teaching me. My rescuors had hesrd me mum-
bling English, and rcalizing I was g foreisner, had sct up a
standard teaching machinec beside me, and it had wroucht the
miracle. .

: They mistook me for a Venusian from some far
country, and spokec to me thus.

M- hecart swclling with pride and glory and
namelcss cxultation, I told them of m¥ interplanctary fdlpht .,

, They were interested, hey brought others to
hear my fantastic 152U O These questionced me endlessly.
At last they scemed to come to soric decision and moved rie to
another place. :

: . This place. They didn't  believe me! I was
nerely a Venuslian who had mone nad ofter some fool flying ex-
periment had failed.

This 1s a Venusian inssne asylum. Can you be-
lieve mec when I say it 1is as strange an asylum as ever a hu-

man found himself in? s
b tg A7THE ERND /
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By Raymona < Wnshington, Jr.

Our method of composing a  column is somcwhat
unorthodox, to sn< the lcast, Having asscmbled writine mat-
erials =t sonc timc between ten and e¢loven P, M., Eastern War
Time, we deeide that now 1s 2s pgood ‘a time as any to Begiis.
We realize that if we begin writing, and write sterdily for a
long time, wc will eventually run out of paper, and, there-
-fore, will have a good cxcuse for terminating our drivel.

To return to our mcthod, it is somewhat eccen-
tric. Upon deeidins to write our column, we put on our dirty
bluec houserobe, sit down to dip our pen in bodacious blue ink
(the ~djective there .1s poor but the nlliteration is boo'ful)
and begin to write, aftcr heving gnthered around us the fol-
lowing materisl: four fonzines, : two "niws-sheets", n sadly
depletid box of Ritg crackers; n volume of short storics by
Poe, the currcnt 1lyric illtveia ARITE MERSEN TR S T ive: Bl Rk sire
couldn't quite deecipher these two forms)) a letter from John
ki, Cunninghar, two one-cent stamps, and--uh--another volurme
of Poe¢'s poctry. Who but =2 truc nenlus could produce pages of
readable literaturc out of such a hcterogenious collection of
prraphernalin?

This column is being perpctrated in pen, ~thike
Slan having been typewriterless for a matter of months, therc-
by shoving the fourth Scientifun still farther into the nmisty
future. We feel 1like Poe, Trborins far into the night--set-
ting down for posterity the wonderful imaginative thourhts
that flash throurh our nimbles mind,

It 1s.'a generally rccognized foct that Poe's
weir: stories arc SMOTT “~the VYol "Désf in  ‘the fantasy field.
What is more, not only wc devotccs of the fantastic realime
this, for th¢ Outside World also acknowledges it.

Bdgar Allcn Poe's "Silence--A Fable" is, with-
out doubt, the riost perfect short story we have ever read.
We hope thet 7ou hrvé not rend this wonderful tale Yefgre!,
for 1f wou hrven't, we éan promlisc you a rare trecat indeed.
The descriptive pdwers_rovoaled in' Chi’s, 1facim ated we prosc,
the perfectly-cresnted atmosphere, the weird beautv of it
leaves us profoundly} affected and we arc honestly_ pouring
forth our sentiments, not merely being trite. . o

We have composed » doggerel cntitled The Fans:
which is.such an obvious steal from Poe's "The Bells™ (being
written In: the same meter, with four stanzas)’ thnt almost a-
ny fan could .détéct it; it fs-to-bc rend in. a humorous fash-
ion, especintly: the Jinpgle about the {Fohtéans, .but Ghiare is
at least onc place whore we . grow scrious. If any of you fan
cditors are willing to sacrificc ,perhrps two pages of your
fanzine to this versc,. PLUS the job of countine every stroke
and fimurine the spaclng according. to our instruction, - the
doggerecl will be sent to Fou- for *publicrtion.

—-._--..—...-.___—__....____...-—.....-.._.__.,._...-..—-..._

Ar

% SXOlip s s hawEIE nimble mind, "
-=from a personal 1lctter by John Hawkins.
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16 b ameh of £ at SCEfhon cangent, Poe also had
a marvellous sense¢ of humor, sithousn it is to Be oy Hp-
preciated mostly by the intelligentsia. . Rend "Literary Life
of Thingham Bob, Esq.,” "How to Write a Blackwood Arttele™,
ond "A Predficament™  (these losi. twosshoudds be read consecu-
tively, and in the order mentioncd) for exquisite satire. The
pleasure you will derive from thesc writings will undoubtedly
pay vou for the time and effort it costs vou to look them up.
The following lyric. will be 'made up as the
writer progresses, with no revision whatcver. The music is
the chorus of the populsr "This is the Army, Mister Jones",
and the words will hnve something to do with fandom. This is
what a scasoned, weatherworn fen is saylng to thc bright-eved
ncwcomer who is determined to (1) publish his own new fanmag,
"Scicence Fiction Forever," (2) write to every fan, and (3) to
start his own intcrnational fan-club:
B : This!--This is Fankind, Nistcr Jones,
You'll pound yvour fingers to the bones;
You may be humnn, by cvery, best,
But you'll soon be cnslaved with the B
Now you are in it, Mister Greon:,
Plense try to keecp your record clcan
Now Lowndcs and Michel may writc "Pastel™,
But 1f vou try it too, you'll catch hell!
Do what the NFFF-crs hint!
They'1l either ostracize you, or they'll take
: . your every cent!
Remember, my fricnd, your lane pas fan’
All things vou now should undecrstand}
When crowds starce at vou in monstrous gilizeud
Kecep thot old Cosmic Look in your eycs!

' Since writing that 1est we have, O Joy, had
our typewriter . repaired by a travelling recpair-man from a
nearby town. The gent, in parting, swindled us out of %1.50
for two "good" black ribbons which he originall+~ offcrcd us
at $1.00 pecr shot, but we Jewed him down, as thc popular say-
Ing goes. Before he came, wc had sufficient funds for Scicn-
tifun, but no typewriter. His scrviccs quickly decplected (tho
not quite to rock bottom) the l1ittlc sum we had salted away
In the bank., We now hsave a2 typcwritcr, but no $cicntifunds.
Idle  Thoughts While Scatecd At The Tripewriter
Watching A Girl In A Green Drcss Sway-Hipping Along: at this
wrlting, the fair-hairecd boy of fandom, Harry Jenkins, Jr.
has jolned Joe Gilbert in thé Merchant Merine, whilc Warner
lives in mortal drcad of becing drafted into our invincible
Wehrmacht. By thc time this column appears, Warner's hash
will undoubtcdly be settled.
Idle Thoughts Whilc Watching Two Girls, Onc In
A Yellow Dress And One In A Bluc Dress Going Into A House Ac-
ross The Strect: We rcfer you, gentle reader, to the 9th is-
suc of Shangrl L'Affaires (February, 1943).. - Bronson has dono
2 commendablc  job in improving this shect. Now if only he
wouldn't blush so--but, rcgarding the specific issue, we re-
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fcr wvou to "Somc Latc Newsnotes by Alejs." The satire on the
Beelt we find uttcrly rcfreshing, very ammsing--we like #his
sort of stuff--but pray, was it not Gus Willmorth and we who
originally perpetrated the idca of using the Bipleds writing-
sbyle as o form of amusement for fandom? Yes, Akdis gven gs I
have spoken. Now so it happencd in the ycar of Our Lerd 1940
or thcreabouts, a personage ,going by the GEme=PfH" -Raym did
composc a most marvellous pocr, that comc about in thils fash-
Lo '

Timc wrs, beforc .the ‘beginning of America's
cntry into Armagcdden, n Sundny night when, verily, Raym, Pat
liurphy and David Miller wcrc. ; gathercd at Murphy's home, sit-
Ling arcund \cig’ doodling, ' having.donglsince terporerily ‘ex-
hafistéd ~Hll “scicntifietionn]l - subjectss The convershidlaen,
which had never sunk to o level of dullness, .centered aroums
the i#dea of o pocm. Raym, then beipng.of , nalye ,haepiness,
snatched pencil and paper ~nd begon | to compose., Then,. after
much lebour, thcere was producsd the first verse of that epie
pf=SpheRh AScla@elas ' The Tlrgt*verse, a8 l.tell thee, . Jod
béehy - produeers “all but «the Inst'linc, 'which'Triend Millep
stippilstedy

bgtdr; Rasm] bolnriithen of Indmstriois nature, -
completed the poem, "+¥nd71a shéPE “timctlater “became™ appalled .
to learn that  the being known as Dryid Millcr was claiming
eredit for' the potm among the. fans. - VBFLLY <Bhe” true” author

flew into such a rage that the. very earth trembled, and the
heavens were rent asunder, ond the pitiful Dblasphemer of the

cccentric genius, the grandson of ten thousand plagarists hid
his head low under his covers: os a mighty volce from thc sky
bellowed fierccly, betwcen flashes of jagged lightning, "Say,
now, thou David! Thou hast in truth com:itcd thc Unpardon-
oble Sint! Did thou not knowcst that thy insignificsnt con-
tribution wos onc mcre line, and that aftcer thou contributed
that, threc or four morc verscs were added? This being so,
and thou now knowing to thc full the extent of thy truly dis-
gustin~ deed, what hast thou to say for thysclf?" Then the
sky woas convulscd  in such.nn ~wful’ rein of fire that David
sid g Aimsclf, "Surelky my chd.is conesigamd I have ne right
to ¢xpect the smallest . iota of mercye" But Miller miscalecu-
lated,. for the mercy and rencrosity of Raym c¢an be conceived
By no lEving @ ercature, endiRajym was vesdv to forsive .omee
morc¢ when the whining, crawling Miller slithcred blindly into
his prescncc to chew the - carpct, 1lick the floor ond croak
IDRelce asHerr aneitheT Chlanct. : '

Now that thc deluge of fanzines has become a
tricklc, wce pick up thc last few fonzines we've recelved.
First, we were ploeassently Ssurpriscd with the January, 1943
(Ann-ish) Le Zombie. Tucker's mode a chenge for the better
in changing mimecogrnrphing componics. The new onc docs ~ much
beittter wobs It in Tachl “thc best' sifigle | issue, of, LeZ
we've ever secen, and nbsolutcly the best bargain in the fan-
zinc reslm for = nickel. You mmst cxcuse our d¢seending €o
thc depths of discussing vulgnr finance. Pcrhaps some naive
mew fan will sec fhis ond scnd Pueker .a niekel for a .copy ok
Box 260, Bloomington, Illinols....the ec¢hain-letter idea is
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From Phil Bronéon, 1710 Arizona Avecnuc, Santa Mondiekh,CaldF,

The best thing about the latost PARADOX ds’lthe
necat format. The good mimecography, the nice Layoubs; and. ¥dit-
tle 1llustrations arc nll cleTTRITe. A8sets. As you stoted in
the cdltorinl, none of the moturial is top-flight; and some
@IE™ X% unfortunately, is below averagsc,

Doubtlcss bv the 4th issuc you will have nt-
CgLECd L& happy medium, -

John Gergen's front cover drawing wnas, in the
lrmortal words of S. Davenport Russell "feeble", LETS ot
to impossible to detcet the lincs of a futuristic CELY EL . fhe
boackground, and saigd Pinecs. are kT out rfof “KITtcr anyway. The
perspcetive is horrible. I reother liked the back cover: ~to.
The amusing  chnp in the zoot suit kecps prcying on my mind
for some obscure reanson.

The Schmarje-Handler story was pretty pathet-
hes So Winston was going to commit the perfect murder, eh?
S0 hc euts the cable with a cable-cuttcr! Then he gets Rear-
don to go out on =~ pler mnrked DANGoR for some illogical ren-
son. It would have be n too simple to. just push the guy into
the watew; I Suppose, - and then, ' of course, there wouldn't
have been any story in the first place! What this .1ittle
tale had to do with fantasy is bcvyond my feeble comprchensi-
on. ] -

: "Raymblings" would be more interesting if Ray
would dcvote more space to hils own words, not pages. of . stuff
rcprinted from a FAPA magazine, TS e didentarly, '1f Lt
takes him months to force himsclf to.rend o story that stinks
why docsn't he exert a bit of will powcr and convincc himself
thnt it 1sn't going to do him snv good to rend such a story
P Mt ST an joselnm E .

BTty clua . A 0 vt mESr R S 1 seet ioh.
Would ‘1ike, to. - a0c 1db a¢ bDdt longer--I alwnvs ¢njoy * re-ding
ERrTors 1n  fandines
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From John L. Gergen, 221 Meclbourne Ave. SE, Minneapolis, Minn

Paradox arrived quite some time ago, and the
duplication and everything again pleased me quite a lot. The
"Ed's Typer" department is quite well-written. I'm just be-
ginming to realdide thity g ‘edIBéHial Y “Barrer *1s*really an
important .part of a fanzine. I hope 7you'll be able to keep
on with thIs, "as T think “yew' ' will) fer “all “the “1ssues “to come
Instead of always doing the covers in "bright, red ink", why
not try two ' colow stuff?  Use some kind of red:background,
and do the main theme in blacl?

Brigeisiont's: artliéle P4 “already ~-read - Pefore "and
&% Madwts Badl gt Malll Y For «(jus't Y “thumb~Runnings' ‘over, i
think the descriptions could have been improved not by having
the characters themselves merely written about, but their ac-
tions demonstrated somehow. This would be harder to do, of
course ;' but would be more interesting, I ‘thinka

Your “ carteon omn . page 8 was * quite humorous.
Several MFS members swore it was the best fan cartoon they'd
ever seen when they looked over my copy, and I'm ineclined to
dgifce + withthem. T wouldn 't generally ' approve ‘of “earitoons,
tho, unless stuck somewhere in your editor's page, or in some
eelunry‘of sorts,

«eesl suppose 1t (("What a Fan-Club Can Accom-
plish")) was mostly a plug for the MFS pubs, but I hope fans
won't judge me too harshly that way. I didn't mention any-
thing'at all ‘about* our recording sctivities, writing for' oth-
er fanzines, contacting other fans, and helping with the oth-=
er fan-national ' stuff, There was a lot of stuff I didn't
newsion, In' faet) 'and’ whith 1-'should haves

Frankly, I wouldn't print stuff like "Coinci-
dSpe el WP T yere, yous' Afterally 'TeVs Just erdingry fictions
there's nothing at all outstanding about it in any way.

Washington's column was a trifle boring. I
think it's a poor policy for a columnist to take up almost
all the room'in his 4installment to quote something someone
elsc said. I don't particularly agrce with anything MacQueen
says, for all that matter. Fans talk too much - about them-
selves, and have almost got themselves believing that they're
super-people. (Hey, Licbscher--look at et ly 4 I8 -« 'Say
fans aren't any too much more  hyper that other people, as a
whole. We have our dunderhcads, such as me, and those fel-
lows who have the ability to think and express themselves as
they ought, such as Specr, Warner, and Milty Rothman.

An@" T ¥Hink" your letter seetion was gqalte all
right. Porhaps it's not a wise policy to include those very
short corments, such as that of Ackerman, but that was inter-
esting enough, sincc 1t was well told. If you could get a
lot of constructive criticism (like that which Cunningham,
said--he didn't claborate, but he had the idea), I think
vou'd have a much more intercsting commentary. v

You may be sure we'rc all waiting for the #4
issue: If you clean up some of the flippety stuff, and get
more down-to-earth material, I'm pretty surc you'd have some-
thing.
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From Francils T, Lanhey , 720 Tenth St., Clarkston, Wash,

For a "time travel" magazine, "Paradox" (nice
title, that) is well off thc beam. You have the makings of a
good general fanzinc here; but, how about your "time travel
1dea"? T rcallize the difficulty of getting specialized mat-
erial, but it is not impossiblec by any mcans,

Now to "Paradpox" itself. I'm glad to see one
fan cditor who has enough guts not to be sucked into this 1i-
thography angle--it's getting so a fanzinc is expeched s o
have lithosraphed covers as a matter of coursc, and damn feow
fan-pics are cven worth mimcoing, lect alone lithographing,
Cover 5 (average). I rcally don't get this at all--it looks
likc a roll of ' darning cotton, or clsc an amoecba with an ex-
tra large nucleus. ((and here I'vc been thinking it was a
timec-machine!)) Well reproduced, however, and no worse than
most fan pics. Editorial 7 (You cost yourself cxactly one
point when you switched from "we" to "I" in thc last para-
graph on page 3).' Personally, I think fan-cds should use "I
ratacr than the more conventional "we", anyway. Bronson 6---
well written, but after all, just a filler, Cartoon on pagc
7--0, I think +this stinks! Cartoon on PEEC, Eniaveld, . I den't
like fan cartoons but I got a kick out of this one so I'l1
give it an 8. Gorgen 7, a good ballvhoo of the MFS and good
inspirational stuff for other clubs to look over and do some-
thing about. Co-incidence., Two ratins on this onc: as a
story, 7.5 (much bctter than average amateur writing). As
material for a time travel or even a stf. fowzine, @00 i
just isn't in jyour groovc)., This isn't a bad 1little murder
sketeh or short-short a-la Colliers at all, but it isn't ex-
actly fantasy, weird, or scicnce-fiction--is 1t? Washing-
ton's column rates an 8.5, but mainly on the streapth of the
long quotation from Eastman. After having read "The Ark of
Firc", I fail to scc what therc was about it that made any-
bady so excited. I thought this onc of the poorest items c-
ver to hit' FFM--just a straight adventure story. Letter
column--sorry, I ncver ratc thesc. Back covers I don't get
it--4.5. ((Back cover was supposed to rcpresent 01d Scratch
in. gs z00t=sults))
: Taken generally, "Paradox" 1s well above aver-
agc, well reproduced, and much less typographical errors than
most fenzines, I agfec  with Gergen. that.there is too much
whitce spacc, and I detcst fan cartoons. as a rule--but you've
8C111, got. asgood- Jzingg, oandui; hepc: yous keep absite

From Larry Shaw, 1301 State st., Schinectady, New York

AyveryaRicoy dssue ,;+  altho I.4hink, the material
was not quitc as good as -that of. .thc second onc. Gergen's
cover was just fair, Thesegy torials ; » howsy ey,  was..right- in
there pitching and came¢ out one of the top things in the en-
tirc ish. "Hdve You 'Met These Fans?! 1s a .nicc. type of: ar-
ticle. Phil writes intercstingly, too. His casual refercnce
to Tucker as the #1 Fan bothers nc, tho. How comec, plcase?
Just beccasue Forry's in thc army 'is no rcason why he should
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not still hold the top rung, And cven tho I made a crack in
my last column for "Scientifun" (I don't think it's secn
print yet) about it bcing ncarly time for another ART21 e To Rl bt A A
now believe that such rolls should be set aside for the dura-
tion, as being wunfair to all. Aftcp 2ll, can a fan help it
if his activity 1s curtailed by warmnagcddon? Anyway, this
was the kind of article vyou should have morec of,

All I can say sabout the bottom OF ¢ pame 7 Ls
that you might botter have left 1t blank., The cartoon on 8
isn't bad; but I still think you'd do better not’ to have ads.

Gergen's article left me with the question in my mind: "What
can a fan club accomplish?" All hc talked about was the ac-

complishments of the various nembers acting separatecly. Not
Bad s tho. .

"Coincidence"--I have nothing against thec pub-
lishing of non-fantasy matcrizl in a fopedne,: 1 Lths good,
This wasn't good. "Reymblings" has possibilities, but the
first cdition of it is rorc Eastman's than Washington's, Hey
Raym, how about some morc originality, c¢h? You can do it!

§ Gergon 1s slightly scrowy. (Oh, vos. I'm talk-
ing about Para—dugis, whichgis gupor, gow.? 'H¥s {dea of art

in thc format of a fanzine is swell, &btut so is vours. Also,
Jours 1ls much casier to handle successfully. And I think you

ave been morc succossful in your typc than he has in his,’ I
like your typc of hecads (especially the ones in #2), and I
think they'ro quitc appropriate in a fanzine, The bacover
was o finc example of the Spcer definition of fantasy art:
complcte incongruity., And nicely done, chum,

(RAYMBLINGS--Cont, from page 15)
swcll, as is Hart's poem, which I would Iike to sec 1llustra-
ted by some ¢nterprising fan artist--Kline ((?)) perhaps.

The fifth ann-ish of VoM we love, and we know
U do. That robot lady on the cover has a strange sort of
appeal.

Henry Ackermann's Imagi-Music 1is certainly a
wclcome addition to diminishing fan publishing,..this is g
magazince of rcal merit, Ackermann decscrves high praisc. But
we do wonder why Ackermann isn't in thc shadow of the 1R o 2
By Ssethch

Mcanwhile, all bow to Gergen for continuing
to put out the MFS Bulletin,

o

The rcading public of fans have now all read
a magnificent saga. We will not bore you by rcpcating the
name of this classic. Those who are anybody will not ask.,
Now that you have rcad this cplc story, you 1love it too.
Sometime in 1980 we will let you fan-folk into our own secrct
Ark. Bring your collecction and cxtra wenehes....some of the
fans arc shy., Wec shall all have a jolly old time!

———u.——-——-—-—-——————_-—_—-_—--—————__-——.—_-——-.——————-—--—-.———-—‘_
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i : at the left, we suggest that
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