-

PROFAN T Fy

APRIL 1959

A

RcovLson

FM2 gEVIEWS D, FRANSON

VERS E

| E B, KATRE A ANDREWS
. ASSISTANT EDITOR Boek REVIEW



"
i
.
s
.
= e i [
+ = £ a0, 1
A = ) g
- R Ra g
3 )
Iy Tegg &
'
.
.
i .
™ . L]
= »
=4 .

i

S
E;?m) ,K‘?- -
Tﬁ‘m;.lf’j_



PRO F & N ITY #5, with an approxi-
mabe date of April) 1959, ie an IN=-
CUNEBULOUS PUBLICATION (#8), sdited
by Broce Pelz, &t LOLO Leona Streeb,
Tampa 9, Florida.

Coples ave available for brade, cone
bribution of materisl, or letter of
somment. An intredustery issue may
be ebtained for 1S5 cemts, bub any
apounts over thst which are ressivsd
will not guarantes getting firbther
issues. WRITE, TRADE, or CONTRIBUTEL
Ses further tirads in editorial.

INHALTS VERZEICHNESS

The Resident Djinno.oe,oouooaooomocooo@dit@rialoooooooooooooooooeooooooobooz
Rival Un&wareeoeocoecooocosV8X8Beasssocooooascsoblinor Polandoeecooeoccsocoasoad
Sha.mbil‘maoeoaooooof‘i@ti@z@eoooooooooaoaooooooAl mdr@wgoeaoooooooooooooooooo{‘:'
The Mad Scientists! Somngooo...Verse=paroiys..Donald Franspliecoocoocossooaooeodbd
Bark &8 a Dungsomeoco..fanzine raviewseo....o.Robert CouLE0Do c0ovosocoosooooold
Dodd M=gts Frm@mt@m:;oooe@@l@ﬁm’lo:»eoooooooAm Doddouooooooooooocoooooool‘?
Lightening Condustorecooseseeflobionsscesesedohn B&TTT 0000000008000 0000000lM
Tchabodingee s eooscosoe o VELEE=DEFOAT 00000000 o BLCH Brtfilo o 00000 0c000000000008Dg 33
The Green Hills of Barbhie o 000 oll8iCo o0 0o0usoHelnlednePelZooosoooccoooooosol
From Grey Tome StOmEScessssotdok reVieWeoooodl A0 AIERS w0 0 0 000000000000000030

Blessings and Gurse&...oooseoua.ooool@ttercglmmnOOOOOoouooooooeoooaooooo$o§L

The following pages are hersby dsslared noneexistants 26, 27, 32, The best Laid plans,
like, go down under.

Art Debite, due to stensillings ye Bde
Art Creditss

Dan Adicinss Ly Ro Mo Mossoz 13, L

Al Andrewss 6, Ty 9 Ginger Phillipss 2, by 20
DRE: 21, 23 Phdllip Polands 5,135
Blske Dowlimge 1L, 12, 24, 25, 30 Stave Stilesz 35

Roger Horroekss L Ken Waddells 39

RE-AUTHORED BOCKS o o = contributed by Donald Fransons

TIMB KTLIER . co0ooocacccccoosaacscassaccscsoDy Alan Dodd
s FANTASIA MATHEMATICAcocooocccoaccaoacnsanaaby Buznett R. Teskey
COUNTDOWN FOR TOMOREOW. o ocoacoccocosscsscoaaby the Detentlon Committee
ALL QUTET ON THE WESTERN FRONTacoaooossoaaacby the Solacon Committea

coasa gnd from ye ads
FAHRENHEIT 485)lccocooccccancscescccsocaossssody Honey Wood Grahsm
T AM LEOEND. cocooocccoacsanaccsaacanaonscssody Charlss Burbee
ZASE FOR THE Ue Fe Qo socoscacasassassassacady Jo We Dand



THE RESIDENT DJINN

= o = = EDITORIAL

NO, the vitle of my editore
1al column has mothimg to do with
that renowned LASFSan Miss Falns.
It, as well as the titles for the
book review column and the lebter
column, is a quote from a Gilbert
and Sullivan operao In this cass,
the gquote is from THE SORCEROWe

WIf anyome anything lacks,
He' Ll find 3t all weady in
stacks
If he'll emly look in
On the resident djimm,
Number Seventy, Simmery Axs.®

"Dammit, who swiped
the rest of my notee
for the editoriszl?®

For the sake of you uncultured
characters who are wunfamiliar with
Gilbert and Sullivan, the letter
column and the book review title
are from THE SORCEROE and RUDDI-
BORE, respectively,
The quotes axes "My name is John Wellington Wells,

I'm a desler in magie and spslls,

In blessings and curses, and ever=filled purses ,

In prophecies, witches and kmells.®

The book review title is changed slightly from ths original guotes

Wis the sob of the breeze swespg over the trees, and the miste 1%e low om the fen,
From grey tomb-stones are gathersd the bones that once wers women and men,®

esEEsS e |9 8 959 & 8 &80 .00 0 @50 0 s D E S S8 s e @S a ae o e W o B s e e

"I'm dating an interesting girl nows she speaks Bnglish, Freuch, German, and ArabiaNooccocso®
(do Murphy)

B m o @ O e e s S w3 e e & 3

The problem of complimentary lssues to reviewed fameds has beem under lebtercol
discussion for several issues now, and 1% would appear that a definite statement of golicy
is in order. So to facilitate matters, I'm going back to the tic-mark system of aanoumcing
the status of each recipient. Thers are three main divisions to the system, and some smale
ler breakdown wunder them,

Group Lz For some reason or other (contributions, trades, comments) you ars quite
securely established on the mailing list. No sweat, lLike,

\/’Gr@up 2s This group, the largest of the three, does not have to respond in order Lo
B receive the next issue, but if yon do not you will be droppsd to Group 2
next vimeo. This group imcludes: ( ) Sampls coples, comment appreciatsd.
{ Reviewee coples, trades to me wantved,
( JIrregular contributor coples { ) Questionsble status o


ston.es
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Group 32 Reply or be dropped. If you don't give a damn about getting a copy, I see
no reason why I should give one about sending one,

On the question of revieged fanzines, the first review gets the editor a copy
with a Group 2 status., The second review, if I have no acknowiedgement from the first,
gets a copy with a group three status., And afier that I'11l notify Buck thet no further
reviews of that zine will be published,

Cash will get you only a first #ssus = = = after that, TRADE, CONTRIBUTE, or
COMMENT L End of this particular tirade.

ANENEVEVEYEYEY/

As Miriam Carr observed in her letter on ProF 4, I find editorial writing a dif=
ficult thing to to, and usually I end up with =z very laboured editorial, which prompts
no interesting comments whatsoever, This is a deplorable s®tuation, but as I've found out
in my two or three attempts at taped letters; I can't sit down and natter away without
some outside stimulus to form the base of the talking or writing.

So, this time I tried planning the editorial., made notes on several subjects,
thought about continuity (admittedly I didn't think too much abeout it)g and decided to
run it to three pages instead of the usual one or one and a half. Whether or not it
comes out any better than usumal is still guesswork, but I don't suppese it counld get
werse by very muche

Since Miriam also suggested that a good addition to anelitorial is the setting
up of a subject for discussion, I shall take a leaf from her book, and do Jjust that.

Alfred Bester's story, “Hobson's Choice® put forth the idea that a person baken
from his own time and stranded in another era; with mo possibility of taking any of his
possessions with him, would be extremely miserable. One would be much worse off in any
other era; said the story, no matter how wretched his existence in his own time might
be. I've no complaint about the story, which I enjoyed. But I don't agree with the main
premise; if I, as the protagonist, had to choose another era in which to Lve, I think
I would be quite capable of choosing one in which I could get along very well.

Specifically, I would probably choose Victorian Bngland = about 1870 or there=
abouts. It's the one period of the past I'm reasonably familiar with, as a result of
my interest in the composers; writers, and the like of the period. For instance, in
1874 the first collaboration between William Schwenck Gilbert and Arthur Seymour Sul=
livan was produceds THESPIS. This was the mra of Dickens,(the latter part at least),
of Kipling, of Verdi, Tchaikovsky, Wagrer. It was an era in which a little manipulstion
of events, ijj the tradition of LEST DARKNESS FALL, could probably change the path of
history a disproportionate amount. I think I'd like it there, if I had teo choose snother
era for exile.

So what do you think? Would a 20%th Century man be helpless in anobther era, or
would he be able to mold enough events about him to let him fit in comfortably? And which
era would you pick if it were a necessary choice?

1NQ"ENVW?NFNHD‘ii'ﬂ?ﬂ?ﬂﬂlﬂ!ﬂﬂw?lﬂiuﬂﬂﬂD?WENQ‘WE‘W?W

Neooooand says 'No' in every one of theml ® (Bo Jarrett)
unliﬁﬂI‘lvﬁunuhnhvhumuwvmunﬂnawnﬂuwunuﬁumumu[ﬂﬂn

This issue of ProFANity is the First Arnish; I suppose, since #L was dated
March 1958, Means dawm little as far as I can see;, but it's nice to know.



THE RESIDENT DJINN (Continued)

I see that the Beat Generation is really an older movemert that I rad thought,
I was reading through THE LIVES AND TIMES OF ARCHY AND MEHITABEL the other day when I
found a refersmcs (p.172) to Pths hobohemians.® Highly apt terminology, as far as I can
see. Is anybody (besides you,.Rich) still reading Dom Marguis these days? I gebt a kick ouf
of just leafing t hrough the book and reading an occasional verse or two =ew the Bgyptian
scarab, Freddy the rat, and Mehitabel with her "wotthehell, wotthehelio.® I wondsr If Dizk
Lupoff considers 4R CHY AND MEHITABEL in or out of Fandom?

Among the several thousand books in the Tampa Public Library's collection is
one that should be of considerable interest to fans. The book is OLD SAWS AND MODERN
INSTANCES, by William L. Courtney. Is this meaningful? It was published in 1918,

T find it rather difficuld to believe, but there were some who took John Barry's
©Hauty Cwilpmre” in the last issue to be & serious SF story., This is a vile canard, and
Jobn denies it emphatically., He has another such story in this issue, and has pmmi@ad a
third one for #6 = = = and not an ounce of serconism in the lot., Accusing The Goon of being
sercon comes very close to blasphemy, methinksl

And speaking of The Goom, I hope all you kind people have contributed to The
Berry Fund, to bring John over to the DETENTION this fall., If you haven't, you should €o
80 ,Lxmnediaﬁely = = = gend cash, checks, money orders, gold bars, diamonds, etz, for the
fund to Ni@k Fa._t.asva,) 5612 Wamgk Drive, Parma, Ohi@o If for some Teasom, me ‘r‘ﬂma’i aaer

I can tmimk of for failure is tham there might b@ too mam.y pikers in fandom = = = a.und we
know that's not truel ?

And while I'm on the @ampa igning kick, might as we.p,l p*mt in a few wo:’ds for

THE CAPICON. And for the one after that, SEATTLE IN “61 - = = THE PUCON. Ffa?ér &
seen much im the way of advertising for the 1962 site, outside of
a few rumbles from the vicinity of Chicago.

sttt b+ FANZINES WANT EDE 444 b4 b4 b4 b oot bbbt

VERITAS 1, 2, 3 John Berry's one-shot WARNING

APCRRHETA 1,2,3,k BEST CF FANDOM °57

TWIG 12 RUMBLE 1,2,3,L,5,6,7,8,1k

MCOR PARK FANAC 1,2 ,h, 5910911912 13,1k

STELLAR 9 CRY OF THE NAMELESS 72, 7397329724;9
6%, 775 7799789?9 79%, 80,82
82§9859879892

will pay cash for these, and quite a few others
what have you got?

.
E Z;M // W, then I

can try to chi-
sel him out of Il &
his MM calendari¥ |

}V«AM?L« m 60/



What's in the heart of a robot
When his duties are ended each day

Did Man breathe a soul in the metal

Just as God brought tc life Human Clayt

As the human form cama from amoeba
So the robot was started from ore
The amoeba evolved into Mankind

With a mind that was d:astined to soar

Man fashioned a creat:ure from metal
Created to serve and obey
Taught it the code of the Human

And gave its computors full play

Now, if jelly can climb up to Manhood
And rule a planet like Barth,
Why can't a bit of ore do the same

With its Man=God g_ving it birth?

At some point in Man's evolution

He found his mind and his soul

And someday the robot will flicker to life

i T

To challenge Man's own Godhood goall

=<== ELINOR POLAND

VAL

— UNAWAR

Page 5.
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Illustrated by Virgil Plimsy Commentary by Al Andrews

Garbage Smith leaned against the crumbling wall »~{ a Martian canal, whistling softly
a little jazz opus entitled “Beethovsvw’s Third Scnata In C Minor for Fcur Plancs and A
Flute," as the twin moons of Mars crifted through the clear sky Llike two huge, glowing
psarls, In the red sands of this desert land crawled the luminous neon=bugs. Suddenly
Smith's heavy=booted foot lashed cut and viciously smashed one of the Liitils ghiny crea-
tures,

®Ghod; if there's anything I hate, it's bugs®® he said, hotly.

Carbage Smith was a super secret secret-agent, who had been sent to Mars from Rarth,
(See footnote Ma®) He shifted his lounging frame a little to the left along the wall (This
was because = he had finally realized that he was leaning up against a sharp plece of rock
and it was gouging the hell out of him.,) His long well-muscled body was taut in this right
of vigil, and his steel=grey eyes senrched the shifting shadows of the desert.

“Gee, but it's dark," he cursed .n his wmanly fashion,

Then his eye caught a dark flirker in the night. Garbage knew he was %o mee* his con-
tact-agent here on this nigh? tecause he had read it on the bhack of a box of Toastie Poste
ies which reads “BE THE FIRST IN YOUR NEIGHRORHOOD TO MEET A CONTACT-ACENT ON MAPS! Far
full information, send 25¢ to Centinental Op, Box 666, Bash Poughkeepsie, N.Y¥." When he
read that he knew it was serious =-- that his destiny was decided. Nothing in the Universe

I

¢~1d keep him frem his mission to the stars, so he flcat-

e G.I. loan arnd sent off £br the informatiocn. (See
foooncte "B',)  Now; that momentous meeting was at hand.
S8he came out from behind a ragged knoll of mushstones
and came towards him like a drifting dream == a tail, wil-
Lowv form of femirine loveliness. She stopped a stone!s-
//}) thro frem him, (See footnote Y"e",) She wore a loosey

A

Ral: In fact, he was so secret that ncbedy on Barth knew
wﬁy e had heen sent.cccc..come Lo think of it, even Smith
wasn't sure why he had been sent. It has even bheen rum=
cred that he came fc b2 on Mars because he had taken a
wron- turn on the Hellywood free-way.
R R '
"hi: Some authorities of the Smith Sagas have put forth the
theory that Smith cbtained the needed 254 by selling his
ent:re mint=conditicn run of RACY SEX STORIES to a certain
Bruce Pelz; a crafty and nefarious collector of such mate-
rial, But this theory is utterly false, because this Pelz
indivicdual was at that time sc addicted to publishing
"little magazines" that he couldn't have raised a quarter
% hisx Xife had depended on it.
B I R SRS
oot I'his tremendous line of prose has been the center of
6&"6@3@ reging controversy for many years., And because cof its
¥ greal. import, we mist of necessity determine some cf the
»5"'711%6 points of the controversy. Just how far is a "stones=

thror*? Well; ncw of course; it will depend cn the size,
L
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transparent robe of angel-=-silk and her white=fleshed perfection was bathed in real sexy
washes of moonlight. Glimmers of moonlight and night played on the fullness of her lush
.thighs and the curving smoothness of the calveg cf her long legs. Smith's eyes bugged onb
in casual appreciation of her female form. She moved forward and then, when she was &0
close he could feel the heat of her btedy, she stopped.

"Let's knock off with all this crap and get on with the intrigue,® she said in a
threoaty voice of sultriness.

"Ya va voom," gasped Garbage. (See footnote "d%,)

%Me Jane,% she declarad, her high, full breasts heaving as she shock her shoylders to
give her words emphasis.

Wyeahhhh,® replied Garbage understandingly.

Smith wanted to make sure, so he tried to give her the secret secret—agent clasp of
friendship, but Jane kept slapping his hands away with a neat back-hand actiocn.

®I'm Garbage,® commented Smith.

"Quite,* said Jane,

%Jane, I'm ycur contacteagent and I was sent here tc; uh, uh;eeco™ Smith's mind sud-
denly blanked when he had tried to bring his missicn into focus. Something strangely vaguve
and distant, yet powerful and active held him to silence, But Garbage Smith was not a man
to be stumbled by little, minor details. He said, "We must work together,®

WCrap " said Jane in her warmy; soft way.

Garbage suggested that they repair tc a small, soft-lit tanyannkaa establishmen®
where exotic music of the Red World was played, (See foctnote We )  They walked Ir the
glimmering Martian night; the dust-liike red sands making little puffs as they walked. Sud-
denly, the quiet of the grey-dark skies was turned tc a screaming heil., Garbage Spllecoso
too quick ...and fell flat on his face. After picking himself up (a neat tirick if you can
do it) and dusting himself off a bit, bhis steel-slitted eyes scanned the sk with alarm.

 Then he saw the terror that was flying towazds himeo....the Winged Marzooms, hated birdmen
killers of the Martian desert, There were at leaszt a dozen of these screaming banshess
coming through the sky towards he and Jane....Jane and he, Lim and Jane....btowards the Umo
of Yem. These Marzooms were monsters of the skies; their terrible fangs and horrible tal-
ons had Fipped and torrn many a luckless scul who had been c aught in this defenceless des-
ert land, Suddenly, Smith spied a crawling neon bug and his keen mind thought, "Can these
harmless little insects of light be used scmehow to help me now?® His mind crugelsd ithe

auaanwﬂaaamnam:amam.4«:-.:;.:uun::q-:-:au-ﬂnnm-_ﬂau

Footnote %c® continuede

weight and shape of the stone (the latter being taken inte consideration because of the
air-friction.) And in regard to this last point, we must realize that the air of Mars is
extremely thin, Some radical fans have even heen so out=cfe

crder as to ask how Garbage Smith could breathe if the air
is extremely thin on Mars, but surely we will have no¢
truck with such fake-fans. Then we must consider just how
" much muscle power Garbage Smith could muster to throw this
stone, It has been mentioned as a humble opinicn by scme
authorities that Smith did not give the thrcw all the pow=
er he could attain, but such heresy will nct be tolerated,
for we know that Good Ole Garbage did nothing by halves,.
Related to this is the question of was it a Martian stone
he threw, or an Barthian left-over from the colony-days?
There has been a fringe-minority for some years that have
gibbered that how far a ®stone's-throw" 1is dcegn't make a
damn bit of difference to the story, bButecccccscccscscccoo
say, maybe they're right. Well, back to the story.

S S e TN
Wd": Some have opined that this was the secret password
tc be used on this mission. Some have opined not., (They
give some vague reasons,)

e ek
Wethe Martian einmill with cld Sinatra records.
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possibilities, then the answer came...."Noc.” Sudisnly Smith's heavy-booted foot lashed out
and viciously smashed one of the little shiny creatures,

WGhod, if there's anything I hate, it's bugs,® he said, hotly.

He turned to Jane and said, "I think we ought to get the hell out of here,®

Jane's beautiful face was fraught with alarm and feary; anrd she reliped, "What about
all this tannyannkaa booze and square jazz you promised me?"

The Marzooms had sighted their prey, and were circling in for an attack. Garbage
looked desperately for an avenue of escape. Then he saw his one hopeec......a cruising six-
legged Domerboddle was wandering by, and if the talk he heard of this animal were true,
there might be a chance that the animal could cutdistance the killers in the sky. He
wheeled and picked up Jane in his arms, then put her back down finding she was a trifle on
the heavy side; and bravely told her, "Run like crazy

(8ee fcotnote "f",) Garbage and Jane made a run for the cruising Domerbcddle (Jane
leading Garbage by a good five lengths). Jane leaped upcn the back of the beast and as he
tried to climb aboard she playfully pushed him back.,

"Scrry, this seat is taken," she laughed.

Garbage was in desparate straits, and; though he did not want to spcil Jane's sport,
he knew something of a firm manner must be dene. Se he hit her in the mouth., Then; leap-
ing aback the beast, he called on the animal %o start, using his keen knowledge of Martian
dialectss

¥Giddyup, dammit {#

Then disaster struck. He realized +that he had no meoney %o put in the Domerboddle‘s
money-meter,

WJane, loar me 2 couple of dagmals to put in the met er," he screamed,

¥You got co-signers%%® she asked.

WQuit funning around cor we'll never make the deadline for STUPID SCIENCE STORIES," he
told her heatedly.

Jane now realized, as Smith's words burned in her brain, that these were the code-
words of the United Unified Cecnsolidated All-One Space Force of Earth which signalled ex=
treme danger, She must now make the supreme sacrifice, Making Smith turn his head, stre
slid up her robe and toock the Geclden Coin of Zamhee from the garter=belt purse that was
fixed to her hot, rolling thigh, (Smith, who, with great and clever foresight, had brought
his Super G-=Man periscope with him to Mars, watched the whole operation with delight. He
always was the clever one,) Garbage roughly snatched the gleaming coin from her hands arnd
shoved it into the money-meter slot. The meter gave him thirty cents change., The weird-
looking Domerboddle gathered his lanky six legs under him and set off in a zig-zag trot a-
cress the desert. The terrible Marzocms were, meanwhile; still circling in for an attack.
(It would seem that the leader of the outfit had botched up the whole maneuver, and the
Marzooms had spent a good bit of time flying into one ancther, while Garbage and Jane were
endeavoring to make their escape. As the old saying goes, "The best laid plans of mice ard
Marzooms do oft times go astray."......Bradbury.) As the terrible Marzooms circled in for
attack Garbage feverishly fed nickels into the small meter on the side of the Domerboddle.
By this action there was purchased an emanation of blanking-waves which exuded from the
manubrium of the Demerboddle, ccmpletely confusing the attack-=focus organs of the terrible

Sh 2SI SR S e e el | oo, e e e T ooy Wil o e Serlle sl s LTS o S vl e L e enll e M s R it ool e e i b e L i e e ey

#fWs The Martian Frugalsnap is nct strictly a plant according to some learned authorities,
See Dietchzich's Frugalsnaps I have Known. However, it does avail itself of the silicon
in the @esert sand to build par*s of its body organs., But it was the noted Dr. Hermar Har-
ry Frumbble whe first called attention to the sounds made by the Frugalsnaps in their col-
ony existence at every other full moon, Dr. Frumbble claims it is not merely a sound, but
an impassioned mating call; it is what has led the good Doctor to devote twenty years of
his life tc the study of the sex=1ife of the Frugalsnaps. This scholarly view has been

hurt considerably by the publiching cf the Best-Seller on Barth, The Kimsey Report On The
Martian Frugalsnaps. This bock has been banned by everycne, inClLdng the Mickey Spi.iaine
Book Club, but it was not banned by the Frugalsnaps, which is mest probably indicative of
somethlng (for the life of me I can't think what though)a All this has nothing whatsocever
to do with our story, BUT YOU CAN'T BEAT FACTS.
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Marzooms and rendered them helpless. (see footnote Mgl )

After a few minutes ride, the Domerboddle deposited the two in front of the Hotel
Sturgeon; receiving no tip, it spat at Garbage, Garbage spat back, and surlily tecld the
Domerboddle that if it had been a neon bug he would have suddenly lashed out with his heav-
y=booted foot and viciously smashed it, The Domerboddle spat at him again, but Garbage
sage.y refused to be drawn into such a display of temper, for he must waste no time in ac-
complishing his mission.....whatever his mission was. The bespatted Garbage ambled on into
the hotel with his contact-agent companion; Jane, wiping himself as best he could., He reg-=
istered himself and Jane as devoted man and wife; which was pretty hard to do since Jane
had taken to ogling the desk=clerk, and rmnning her fingers through the desk=clerk's hair
while breathing hot breaths into his ear. Feeling keenly that he must speak to Jane alone
he hit her in the mouth and hustled her off to their room. No sooner had they entered the
roomy, than the terrible danger came., The Marzcoms circled in....uh,; uh; no, no, uh, a man
was standing inside leveling a deadly Super Friblotronic Ray Blaster at him., The stranger
moved closer and the deadly blaster never wavered. His sinister face curved into a cruel
smile and his mean, beady eyes glowed darkly with devil-fire. Then he spoke,

WSay, buddy, wanta buy a hot blaster?"

Smith's instriictions from the Continental Op.y; which had been carefully coded on the
back of a Babe Ruth baseball picture=card, had said nothing of this nature was to be ex=
pected, Garbage was taken unawares by the startling developement, But he knew his missdion
was importamt (although he couldn't recall what the hell his mission was), and he realized
he must play his hand carefully. Sc he played with his hand carefully for a while and
then, becoming bored with the sport, he decided to answer.

"What's the gimmick, my friend?" he said, his words wrapped in hard caution,

"Well, Charlie, this ainft really a gun like, but it's a fakeroo. But secreted in the
handle is a roll of hot=shot pictures....va va voom "

Great Scott; was this man a super secret secret-agent too? Neo, it must have been just
a commen phrase here on Mars. But was the man's mission....as a matter of fact, what was
the man's mission? Or what was his own mission? .....well, first things first, AS the cld
saying goess ®the best laid plans of mice and missions do oft times go astray.".....o.Lleigh
Brackett, (See footnote "h"),

WWho are the pictures of?" Garbage asked.

"Of that great sexy she-spy Martha Jane Gurgglehill, of course

seoooand in the raw; tco, bhoy," came the man's knowing reply.
Garbage quickly snatched the gun out of the man's hands
and emptied the roll of pictures from the handle, But be-

"g"s The authority George 0. Smythe has some very interest-
ing thoughts on the effects of the blanking-waves of the Do-
merboddle on the terrible Marzooms, He says on page 9633 of
his small volume entitled Huh?: "It is my considered opinion
that the Domerboddle is not a natural enemy of the terrible
Marzooms, for statistics definitely show that the Marzooms
only have been known to attack Tootsie Roll caravans and old
magazine dealers, and not people in general., It may be a
disquieting thought but there is some evidence that the Mar-
zooms receive a rebate on the money taken in from the money-
meter employed to activate the blanking-waves, which may in
themselves be non-esistant,"

"h''s Leigh Brackett, the man who created the Cave Mystery in

i which he wrote about the mental wanderings of that famous
C'Q.P'f'd,") detective, Richard S. Palmer. For further information see
Yes, The Deroes Do Live Among Us by Willy Leys The Flying

/4/ 1 Saucers Are Fakes“"by Donald Keyhoe; and I Hate Science by
Sy~ Chest ’ :

John W, Campbell, Jr,
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fore he could unroll them and take a lock, he heard Jane's voice behind him.

®It1l take those pictures, Garbage."

Garbage spun.....falling flat on his face again; he was just a lousy spinner.....and
from his clever sprawled-legged position on the floor he said; "How come you want these
pictures; Jane?" ‘!Jane! -- Great Martians, that was it} Martha Jane; and his Jane were
one and the sames the great she-spy of the Exerdong Horde that was threatening Barth, She
had passed herself off as his contact-agent, and was trying to find out, with her female
wiles and evil trickery, what his great mission was. But he would never tell her ( you can
guess why). She stood there covering him with a small but deadly needle-gun clutched in
her lovely hand. Now that he knew the truth about her he wondered what he had ever seen in
her. Then he knew: she had the biggesta......well, she had looked like such a nice girl.
He climbed to hils feet and stood facing her.

"What is your mission here on Mars, Garbage?® growled Martha Jane Gurgglehill, the
great sexy she=spy of the Bxerdong Horde +hat was threatening Earth right now all right
you betcha, .

®I'1l never tell, because you're a mean girl," answered Garbage, his voice filled
with cold fury,.

Her finger tightened on the trigger slowly, slowly, S1owlyoecocoocooocose

The Marzooms circled in for attacke They came crashing through the window of the room
and in a mad leap grebbed Martha Jane Gurgglehill; the great sexy etc, They quickly dise
armed her and put the force-field cuffs on her. Then one of the dreaded (as in: instead of
terrible) Marzooms turned to Garbage.

®"Hello; Stupid,® he greeted Garbage in a friendly manner.

To Smith's sheer amazement, he saw now that in reality these men were not real Mar-
zooms, but were only made up to look like the flying demons,

¥Then it was you who, realizing I had been taken in by this she=spy, tried to capture
her on the desert out there,® said Garbage. "“She was trying to get the secret of my mis-
sion from me, but I would not tell her, sir, for I am true=blue, brave and true."

®0h, crap® opined Jane in her winning fashion. ’

®Now I know who you are, sir,* said Garbage with awe, "you're Captain Hairy-Chest of
the United Unified Consolidated All-One Space Force of Earth,"

The Captain ripped off his Marzoom costume; and, beating proudly on his hairy chest,
gave forth a proud cry rémarkably like Tarzan of old.

“Gee;" said Garbage. (See footnote ®i%). ¥Sir " he continued, about my mission,®

®Yes;® said Captain Hairy-Chest, who was eyeing Jane's large expanse of frontal anat-
omy, and was in turn being eyed by Jane, who looked in unabashed admiration at the Cap-
tain's impressive spread of chest shrubbery.

"What the hell is my mission?"

"You don't have a missiony, Stupid; you ran a red=light on Barth three weeks ago and
high-tailed it here to Mars to escape the $3.00 fine. We of the United Unified Consolida-
ted All=One Space Force of Earth have been trying to catch you ever since,®

" IerCaptain whirled; and in the twinkling of an eye took the cuffs off Jane and put
them on Garbage. ™"You're under arrest;" he said.

%But she is the great sexy she=spy of the Exerdong Horde that is threatening Earth,®
Garbage shouted.

®Ch, well, we can overlook little things,"* said Hairy-Chest, not overlooking some
things of enchanting proportions.

And so it was that Garbage Smith was captureﬁ and led back to stand trial on his na-
tive Barth., But this was bot the end; for who can forget those mighty, impassioned words
that he spoke that final day of six-weeks trial. As he stood before the Bar of Justice,
his head proud and unbowed; he spied something on the floor, And suddenly Smith's heavy-
booted foot lashed out and viciously smashedec.oooooooocssse.e

®GHOD, IF THERE'S ANYTHING T HATE; IT'S BUGS '

LYVIRETRVPrD PHEHERERR AR RIS FHIBH AR Y

mﬁﬁaeﬂﬁeaﬂﬁ:mmucﬁnﬁ@nc@aonﬁﬂmoammcmmem‘:=c:-=¢==acac

“i%: Need first-issue of 1923 Weird Tales in mint-condition. Will pay up to 15¢ for it.
Now is your chance to cash in, Fansi

========== Al Andrews
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DARK AS A
DUNGEON

* % % Ly ROBERT COULSON

This business of reviewing for two fanzines becomes confusing at times. Tryi?g
to remember which fanzine has been reviewed in which column is a mess at best; soﬁlf
I review something twice, just skip the second review. Theoretically, fanzines which
are reviewed in YANDRO are just listed here, and vice versa, unless I happen to be
short of fanzines for review - = a thing which hasn't hapvened more than once in the

last several years,

HOCUS # (Mike Deckinger, 85 Lccust Ave., Millburn, New Jersey = irregular but fre-
quent = 5cents) Some good items, Lew Ernick!s "Restricted Visitor® is reasonably
good fan fictiony Elinor Poland has a good poem (though the last line seems wsnimx
meaze rather insufficient, somehow); and WA Dc It Yourself Flying Saucer Story" is
an excellent idea, though the handling is mediocre, Marvin Rivers' article says
nothing, as does the editor?s bock review, Editorial is okay, Bob Kvanbeck?s poem
contains a poor idea, well handled, and there is a translation of last issue's %Affair
Wrist Stow Ray," which I think is a mistake., Apparently a lot of readers couldntt fig-
ure the story out = - well, I couldn't, either, but I got the general idea = -~ enough
of it, at least, to realize what the author was doing, For those who didnft get that much,
a simple explanation would have been better than a complete translation,

Hal g, « o brmmnwhiiiersens) 12

ORION #2L (Ella A, Parker, 151 Canterbury Rd., W, Kilburn, London NW 6, England -
irregnlar? - 15¢/ = co~editress Roberta Wild) This is the same old ORION, but now
under new management, Since I didn't see any of the Enever-edited issues; I can't com—
pare the new to the old, but the new editors seem to be doing pretty well. Ken Bulmer
tells how he was almost arrested in the U,S., Bob Pavlat discusses US
Yandom, Archie Mercer explains the BSFA (no relation to the BDSA), John
Berry pena’ a gripping tsdle of the Irish Constabulary, Penelope Fander-
gaste has a column, Roberta Wild reviews fanzines and contributes a poem,
Ted Tubb, Sandra Ha}l and Paud Enever all contribute material and ATom
handles the artwork. I wonder, somewhat cynically, how long a fanzine with
two feminine editors can last, but whils it does ilast it looks like ORION
will be good. RAiN S yes s e nwnmnail

HORIZON #, (Russell Brown, 3313 Calumet; Houstcn, Texas = irregular -
trades, comment, or copies of MAD or the original PANIC -~ Charles Dryer,
Co-editor} And for the fourth issue, they have the same stiff paper
printed cover, [#Q,By and 4 had the same cover -- #l had mimec cover,

at least on my copy...BEP] Only the color has been changed to protect the
reader. It's a good cover; and by this time most of the readers should be
wondering how long they can keep this up:. And while the cover may not
have changed in 4 issues [3 ish...BEP], the material indide has. Doug Tra--
han's film chatter has been cut to half a page; the reproduction is read-
able, and fans like Rich Brown, Alan Dodd, Dainis Bisenieks and Guy Ter-
willeger are represented. (None of them exactly BNF's; but all capable of
writing good stuff, and all far superior to the writers HORIZON had when
it started. The fact that Brown is represented by a con report is probably




annoying only to me, There is also

a story by David McCarroll, and the

editor(s?) reviews fanzines,
Rating.esoscscesosd

TWIG ILLUSTRATED (Guy Terwilleger,
1412 Albright St,, Boise, Idaho -
bi-monthly = 20¢/ per issue or 6 for
$1 = art editor Dan Adkins). The
Adkins personality and talent seem
to be overwhelming, This issue of
TWIG looks more like the old SATA
than it does previous TWIGs (while
the present SATA without Adkins
doesn!t look anything like the old
SATA) As in SATA, the artwork is
the most impressive part of the mag.
Eleven artists are represented, with
Adkins (naturally) predominating,
Lars Bourne has a column; rather
startling, in that he incorporates
several different writing styles in
one column, but entertaining enough.
Rich Brown is represented by faan fiction, Adkins does faunzine reviews and a rather dise
jointed comic strip, Dick Lupoff has a humorous article which didn®t appe=al mach to my
sense of humor - - it seemed more than a little pointless, John Mussel.s has a story,
reprinted from a college magazine, which is even more pointless, Rober? Lambeck provides
a short poem, and there are the usual editorials and lettercoiumn (the latter an umisu-
ally gOOd one.,) Retingeoocscssesnoe o

POVBLE TROVBLE

PSI- # (Bob Lichtman, 6137 So. Croft Avenue, Lcs Angeles 56, Californis = quarter.y -
10£ or 6 for 50¢ — co—editor, Arv Underman) Net all staffewritten *his time, Jehn Berry
has a true-fiction article, Guy Terwilleger suppiies something siml.iar (the not as good),
Rog Ebert reviews books and does a good job, and Ted Johnstone hoosts The Lerd of the
Rings. At least, I think he's boosting it; the article certaiuly wouldn't encuurage me
to read the novel if T hadn't already discovered that it 18 goods The editors edit, and

Lichtman reviews fanzines, Ratirig@o seooecacoooand
Eﬁﬁﬁ%&g‘ﬁg (Gregg Trend - quarterly - they tell yom to send subscripiions to Ea Krenta,
1908 Waltham, Detroit 5, Michigan, but as far as I can tell thay don't gay what the

thing costs. Try 25%, or write Krente and ask) An entire staff is listed; & psopie, most
of them with improbablg names and oniy one of whom - = John Thigl = = ig koown ah all in
fandom, Having whipped their reproduction problem with this issus, the =2iaflf has pat out
one of the best-looking fanzines I've ever seen, One smail guikkleg the artuwork is beaue
tiful, but despite various names signed to it, it all looks allke, The presentation of a
variety of styles is the only reason for having more than one artist, as I see it, As for
the written material; well, I tried to read it. The autheors zeem *o mix van Vogh with
someone else; probably Kerouac. Symbolism, intricate plof, jive talk and cccasicnas lape
ses of English are mixed so thoroughly that the reader never got the wvaguest idea of what
was supposed to be going on. Everything is heavily serious, thougn = = T think « - and
excessively #literary," with emphasis on the ®beat." (Their book reviewsr, inscidentally,
thinks that GALAXY's pointless little horrors are the best literature in the g-f field,)
Read at your own risk, but get it for the artwork. Ratdngo b oo oo 006 eowod

RETRIBUTION #.2 (John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave,, Belmont, Be;fas+? Northern Ireland -
irregular = free for comment but send at least 15¢ for ths first one) Archie Mercer's
column, "Over the Chankly Bore® has found a new home, ard there items Wy Larry Sokol, Bob
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DARK AS A DUNGEON (Continued)
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while ATom iz back on Artwwork sgairn. The best sindie item In re»4
“ X ~ = - d L T N f Vs > ) g

Siept With the Goon," ty WAnown™ Not tne b ET I¥ve seen, out

Lemar, Bot Kranbeck, Reberta Wild and Deftise Hansen %o aigment tne

42
ct
ay]

ro price) Tais is Ppublished mostly for SAPS,™ but apparsntl
me, for instance. To an outsidesr, the mailing somments are & i e
eélss's mail ~ - good points here and thers, tut meostly you just wondsr i
about, However, this issue kas an articls o2 the hardsnips of scoubing by
thatts good, and of course the editorial by the one and cniy Es

(Y

Tl & e P dams, 433 Locust Aversie. SE. Hardavil
RICK Viala < Jﬁ'_ {Esmend Adams, 433 Locust Averiis, SE, Handsv 1T
4

OO0 "D EACe SN

ALTISSTMO GATAMOUNT A (Johnmy Bowles, 802 Sa. 357de SPe, Loulisviiis ii, Kentucks
irrsgoiar - 15) This retitiing of AMATEUR!s GORRESPONDENT and incinding more far
slanted material is an improvement, Unfortunateiy, some of the 21d columnishs
harging arcund, Particularly annoying is Bok Dod 20N, WO marsEgas
to write about Alsohnlics Anonymous withook saying apything thar
hasn®t been said in pravicous articles in PAGEANT, CORONET, and
the like, (This wouldn' be so tad, but he bas 1o preface his re-
marks with the statement *that zlcohelism is ®seldom menticned
and material on AR Yeoan e hard to find.™ Hard to f£ind it FEAL e
striet your reading to fanzines, maybe,)Thers are batter things,
thos a gericus shory by John Berry, a Bradburyish yarn b
Warner, book and fanzine reviews by Reg Eberd, and a
piece of fiction by W,R, Mankx, Fazns bewars, thoughs

o B - ° oy o
Qavri e S e o .
BT IOlLE . DAY ccsonnonons o
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-

SHANGRI-T VAFFAIRES #O (Diinm Faire, 2548 W. L2tk Ste, Lis An-
geles 6, California = bfmenthly? - 204f, & for $1) Despite 4

preseance of Beb EBlech in this ismie, Hhe best material was Tarrw
Carrts ®Squirrdl Cage Arnex®, a sort of rambling columm in which
all seris of unexpected things appear, Bleoch on psychiatry, houe

ever, 1Is at his uproarious besh, and the Sssue contains var

other gocdies, Including =n upsido=down page, | You must have heer
uniuckys minets all right—side wup,. oBEP] B good fanwine,

Ra-‘-‘if-lgoooeocoeooa':‘

IR £ (Eilis Mills, P.0. Box 244, Carswell BF5, Tewas = ir-
reguliar = no price listeds; twy 3¢} Unfertunately, seme of
the best parts or UR It already real in Bob Leman's NEMA-
TODE; if you don't get NEMATODE wou'll like UR thst mich bete
ter. The Mills—writhten mat erialy, I'm tempted to remerk thet
Mills grinds it out, tui that wouldn®t be strs 2Ty accurate,
Anyway, he reviews HORYZON, comments on horreor meviss on TV,
and provides a few other entertaining odds and ends, I won!'t
rate thisy having seen so mich of the material previously
rather blunted my apprsciation of the mags but I think youtll
enjoy it,

SPECTRE #4 (Biil Meyers, 4301 Shawmes Gircle, Chattanooga,
Tennessee = nighly irreguiar — Available for comments or trades
only, but if you'tre sending for Jour first copy you might etie
close some cash = - i0for sc - = to cover postage) A nics
bulky zine, bul somehow there doesn't seem *o be much in it, o
this time, Renfrew Pemberton handles the hwok reviews wsll, the W - 3 av‘{ez
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editor reviews fanzines, Bob Leman provides one of his few poor

hag a poem, Terry Carr writes some froth, there is an e—dnur 3l and 2
umn, the latter mostly concerned with jazz. Not a good =
ous ones, Along with SPECTRE came two issues of Bill's SAPS@’L,..

is many of these are circulated outside of SAPS, but both were nigrly : Angs
might enquire about them. Rating for SPECTRE”M”MMMMOJ

FANAC #33 (Ron Ellik & Terry Carr, Apt. #7, 2444 Virginiz
bi-weekly = 4 for 25¢) The fanzine devoted to fandom's so
deaths, address changes, etc, T keep my copies in a Looe:anl
them at least once a month, just for addresses., Indispensa
nearly indispensable to f’ea:n==-=non-a-aed11:01"8e No articles, mo fietior,
little artwork, Just news, information, and comments. Rat:

»‘.x_ﬂgoeoeeooooooooi’u\

ﬁ (Tean and Annie Linard, 24 rue petit, Vesoul, Haute-Ssfiue, France = irregular -
no price ) A news and chatterzine from the Linards, who are unique. The L:'mard brand
of English must be seen to be appreciated; reviews Qi'mpi}..y cantt do their fanzines
justice.

Here are a couple of oddball items that might interest some Famzg

EAST & WEST NEWSCAST #34 (Peter Campbell, Birkdale Cottaguo Br 1m Tl 7.0, Windermere, Weste
mortand, England - qua.rterly 30f or 4 for $1) This is =z tamel " the seoulb, Oddly
enough, the approach is more level-headed than in the professicnal oscuil magazines that
Itve seen (FATE, MYSTIC, FLYING SAUCERS, TOMORROW, varioms astrology mags, ebte). Or
possibly not so oddly; a professional ed1t0r9 no matter what h"i;s fvate conwvlctions,
mst cater to the majority of his readers, and a ma;]c-m"t,v of the readerg of coodt mag-
azines are pretty idiotic (read the letter column in SEARCH s e*unu wy as hell),

As an amateur with no insistance on profit, Campbell can a.‘t.ffo.m o dgnors the wackisr
segments of occultism, This issue alsgo pushes %The Federaitiom of East :ma Wegh, T an
international organization devoted to better u.nde'es’:.anmrg ba«fwr—w Articies
cover all sorts of things, from Helena Blavatsky te tisth sortrol the magazins
fascinating.

L"
Tw

Quite another kettle of fiskh is GALAC-TICS From the CGosmie Uw s A (Pabiiished "Semi-
Monthly by House of Sweetness and Light, P.0. Box 2501, Cleveland, Onic = Misty Mener,
Editor® - - $2,75 for 12 issues) Actually, I'm not too sure w:,t st £
thinking, ®They can't be serious P! It reads exactly liks semething Nick
pull as a gag, but I can find no hint that it isntt exactly wha® i1 2ays it
report on latest developements = UFO's, extra=sensory percepbion, the tGaix
ation,! and news of four Universes = yours, ours, theirs, and }lmaw F‘ﬁrmaf
of lots of little paragraphs en various subjectSceceocseeo DO : 51 5 8
identification with your UFO when you see it or them?® OMMWCr'L.m gL Te 2}
ees = it is rumoredthere is a secret password...®| fimeenctop?? oooﬁ}'P]o”“”S sce fleed
250,000 strong off Mars side Armada of the tWhite Lion' circlsd Farth nter
planeta.ry Hot—Rodders Plan Display.ceo" === "THE WARP = time-spacs inversion warp exist
near Kirtland, Ohio.™ And so on, and so on, If, like me, you can spend a pleasant halfe
hour or so chuckling over the ads in SEARCH, you might get quite a bit of enjoyment from
this thing, If you're science-minded, however, don'!t bother,

Now, for those of you who don't get YANDRO, a brief resumé of some wre:enit fanzines
reviewed theres

AMRA Vol, 2 #1 (G He Scithers, Box 682, Stanfod, Califcrnia = frregular = 20¢)
Fanzine devoted mostly to exploits of Conan, tho other super=herces wiil also
get their innings., Special interest, but highly enjoyabie, )

i_iBDnﬂ't
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DARK AS A DUNGEON {Concinded)

SATA #.0 ( Bill Pearscr, P.0, Bux 27T, Marrsy Hiv. Stabisn, New York 156, N, Y. - lrreg=
ulag e 2’7§f in U,3., otherwigs 357) B .
Joad sgercon ma*erl:d Toor fanstalf Bat] Il8noosoncaoeenno™

THE COMPLETE FAEN (Jotn Bervrv, 71 Camprell Park Ave., Reimont, Beifast, Nerthern Tre-
land = ones-skob — 35%) . ) o
A8 pages of Berry, with stiff cowsrs, yet, Some reprints, scme rew stulf

Raf flr:’.onaonoannuoouh'\

GROUND ZERO #3 (Belle Dietz, 1720 Grand Avermus, Bronx 52, New York, Apt. 40 = mrrﬁgmar -

15¢) Thig one i3 impréving steadily. Rat inigosoasasssoasssds
NORTHLIGHT # (Aian Burns, Gold ;pink House, Newcasilesupon-Tyne <, Ecgland - Irregular -
free) Well handled, ‘mt not my mest, Rating.escescscccsosd
UMGLTCK #. (Les Ge:ucxg 272 Linden Biwd., Brookiyn 26, No¥. - gquarterly - 20¢)

A wide vazriet H'a of mat r""rlaLD mone of it eq’\eP_LdJJ.y 9.\00‘»40 Ra‘t.lAlgcoooeoaaOooB

APORRHETA #7 (H.P. Sande*‘swg Winshmery, ® 2% Queens Ri., New Grosgs, Loendon SE 14,
Engiand - menthly = 15¢) )

Controversisal, Ratingonceoaonoceonos®d
VINEGAR WORM #35 (Bod Leman, 2701 Su. Vine 8%, Denver 10, Coloradc - lrregulsar - firme
for comment)

Leman ranks in ahility with fandem®s cther hwy Bobsg Bloak and Tuckera

EENS)

}fl,ﬂ..‘-.l,»rlgoo 006 ARA0CE006H 08
IMPROBARLE #? 1Colin Cameron, 256 Ridgeview Drive, Sac Disge £, Caiifornia  15¢ =
quarherly = cceeditor Vowen Clark)
It you Like reviewfoooos REMENEC 0 0/0 00 0 njule¥a o nlo ol
- e = = Robert Coulson
[ Editor's Compariscn Notes ProFANity # was rated 859]

§ § § § 8 § § §8 § 8 8 ¢ 8§ %5 858 8 ¢§ 8 & § 8§ § 8§ 8§ §§5 85 8§ 7§ 8§
RE-AUTHORED BOOKS = — = = by ye od

GLADTATOR=AT-LAW by George Nims Raybin

OCCAM'S HAZOR by William Rotsier

WHO? by Penelope Fandergaste

THE SECRET MASTEES by Terry Carr and Charlies Burbee
THE FELLOWSHIP OF THE RING by Terry Carr and Ted Whits

THE TWO TOWERS | sequel] by Terry Carr and Ted Whits
ANOTHER KIND by Cadric Twesp

and Ron Bennett contributess

MORE THAN HUUMAN by Sylvia Dees
THE THIRTEENTH IMMORT AL by Carl Brandon

THE LONG LOUD STLENCE] hy Dave Newman



DODD MEETS

frankenstein!
a further dodd vsey -ty ALY DODD

In previous anecdotes I've mentioned my encounters with the fiimie Cound
Dracula, but never before have I mentioned my encounter In the flssh with a cer-
tain Baron here,

During one depressing period of time I found myself out in ths country,
noticing an old house in a remote part of the moors = - one «f those places that
in summer you never see, becamse the trees and undergrowth slwafs conceal It, yeb
in winter it becomes suddenly and sinisterly visible, There is the feeling = ¥I
never knew that was there before = perhaps they just built it.®

ct

Then you realise on looking at it that suddenly youlre wrong. The place I3
too OLD for thateccocsoo

Out of curiosity more than anything I gave a puli on the rusty bell handie
hanging down near the door, and watched as the "Welcome® mat disappeared %o be re—
placed by a leering face looking through the bars of a feot griil, It smiled and
the door opened above with a vast grating, shrieking hideous sound that couli be
heard for miles,

#yhat a horrible sound. Do you want to wake the dead?® I asked him agorne
izedlyo

"Pon't worry about themy,® he murmured, leading me intc the curridor,
%Theytve been up for hours ! %

"] do hope I've not kept you waiting,® he contimued, %but T was busy in
the laboratory with my new do=it=yourself body-building kit.®

"Body building? In the laboratory? Donft you mean in the gym??®

WNo - heh=heh = this is a different KIND of body btuilding,® he cackied,
showing me along the galleries of the ancestral home, which denoted him as some
kind of Baron, Stretched along the walls were the inseriptions and faded phobes
and paintings of his ancestors.

The first was a painting of a baby from the Middle Ages. An ancestor of the
Baronts that was unique — the only Middle-~Aged baby ever born in Engiard,

The Baron stopped beside a }arge coloured photo of an individusl in & gilt
frame., ¥This," he said proudly, ®is a photo of me in a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit,®
"But who is that fellow standing next to you in his underwear?" I inquired curicusly.
¥0h = that®s Little Lord Fauntleroy ! ™ he replied.
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PACE 13
_ "Wes,® I agreed nervously, Tand wren [ £74d the deor shet Leads onb of hars,
theretll be only ygn ! ©

Having found ar irom doer in the rasr, 1 belisd wud of If, slopaly fullows)
the shrouded figurs - and in the digbtanes the foon: i

dozen assorted dogs. I fourd mysslf alone in the tow m'e
listening to the sounds of pursiiT,

T turnea, And the Monster wa

He moved eiiffiy, being made partly of Imon, creaciogly, amozl ol @onisie ¥

Wles, I did oncey™ he said sadly, " ut T sk du gheel wal. Thaila why
theytre seouring the eomirvside for me wow, Borglos me, “aomgh o Tl fek

of s Thatls beczuse the rivets ai the back of ny rwox Lave aome LIORs 12nlle ™

wIsntt that,® T said curicasly, Wwvour Leg orer there? Aud &2 ape W =? A
part of an esr over there?®

The Mongter Iocked interesbedlv, Tmule I resl.ls wist [rilo mysa.l pahE, |

"ou know,® T sald tc bim as we walked home togstlsr, LLE Art Lo 00 W .
Rthat Barcn and &ls assighbunt Brewee wabited te oud me wp Fovooae DI, w0 e oA
you heeded one. How can you walk aoub with wo [Iver

of the journey, %and IVl tell you another secrets T Daventh go% &my Deeam @LLDE “vao "

i # 8 8 8 8 @ 8 ¢ ® " 0

Recently one ¢f the best marachon seriss
of fantasy, science fiction and sheer drams
gseen on televigior was perpetrated by
Canadian actor Rerunard Bradem, as be
played gli the characters ir s seriss of
fifteen minute plays, one gvery night,
five days a week, for a menth, Tacredie
bly, in each play hs WAS a different beling,
Not oniy differsut to look at, bub Ait-
ferent to hear, %o imagine, ard to 08 =
no actor could ask for greabsr complimend
to his art,

What?s tras, T haven't any Livery® said the Meosier, =9 % Deagoael L6 @
< L5l

Por a morth, from night to nighh,
he was everything from a Tennesses hille
billy or a siick murderer to a wise old
chemist trying o saye a would-be sui--
cide (also played by his own voilce in
different tone) f'rom tuying poisom. Al-
thougk there were other characters izn the
series, only their veices were heard,

But it was the lasgt play that is
of most interest = Norman Elakesz THE
TWO OF US., The theme is famiiiar, bub
the construction ineredibly Ingeniscus,

RiéMesso

Arnold Beckehbt is the last man
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Ther,, in zeardeing for food at one of the wrecksd store:
hie hesrs a molse and finde a person (6ff camera), He talks o
figars, asks } praved him of his c.'c«se’*' £
him of the w : rohing for somecne
kept up Appesrances | "5? Shavicg, Uy getting new @uib
wrecked shores, and bow e finally degeneraztad 3nbo
savage.

But now I Lz differemt, he zavs, now be has someons bo
talk %o,

He cgrn discuss )

He can argha,
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With hl

frismd he 33 v deonger along,

e is wne longer the snly man Jafbs thers are “he bws
of thert.
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LIGH TENING
CONDUCTO

~e==e< by JOHN BERRY

Delius, third mecn of Fleetor, severtk planet of Aldebaran (the one orbiting
in the oppcsite direction teo the other twenty=three) was celebrating the Annual Tchai=
kovsky Concert. The great auditorium in Stral held upwards of 250,000 white=robed
citizens, sitting in silent bliss as the strings of the 257-piece crchestra played the
pizzicatc movement of the Fourth Svmpheny. The Conductor; Marius; stood pensively con
the gold rostrum; his eyes closed; a chill running up and down his vertebrae as his
mind, completely and utterly filled with a glorious appreciation of the liquid ncies;
reached the heights of its pcwer of musical understanding.

A, delicate chime shattered his concentration, and he almost cursed ocut loud,
He lcoked at the illuminated message on the top of the rostrum.....MOST URGENT. RE-
PORT TO OLIPHANT IMMEDIATELY. REPEAT, TMUEDIATELY. He sighed as the pizzicatc move=
ment came to an end. He raised his baton, paused, and guided the orchestra intc the
last movement, His whcle being tingled with the emotional experience involived in
being the means cf previding the citizens of Delius with the cne factor uppermest in
their minds all the time ==« music,

Wealthy pecple came from all over the civilized parts of the galaxy to spend
their last days listening to music; or sent their children if they showed any apti=
tude at all fer playing instruments; or maybe came just for a vacation., For on Delius
there was a Grand Concert every day =- the Annual Tchaikcvsky Cencert, as on this day,
cr the Annual Beethoven Concert the day before, cr the Annual Xemplu%per Ccncert the day
following,

Marius, tears smarting his eyes at the extreme ecstasy of the music, charmed,
cajoled, pleaded, forced the corchestira tc give their whcle being into the interpreta-=
tion cf the music.

Net until the last ncte was played, and the thunderous applamse roared around
him;, 4id Marius once more consider the summons., For it tc come in the middle of a
concert was unprecedented. Delius was so cultured, so quiet (except for music), sc
peaceful that nothing requiring such a
terse summons had ever been sent in the
middle cof a concert before == not tc his
knowledge,

The audience did nct want tc let him
go, and stamced for an enccre, but he
flung the white robe over his left shoul-
der, bowed low and long, and then walked
down the marble staircase,

XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX
Marius bowed low to Oliphant.
"The message stressed you were re=

quired immediately " observed Oliphant,
reclining on a golden throne,
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#Tn the middle of the Fourth?® asked Marius with a certain disbelief in his

Oliphant drummed his fingers on the engraved arms of the throne.

et1y WPhe Skeetbliks hawe reached the Aldebaran System," he said quietly == tco
quietly.

) Marius stocd silent for a moment. His long sensative fingers slowly clenched
into w?lte%ed fists, The Skeestbliks, from the other side of the galaxy, had been
spreading through the galaxy for hundreds of years =- children who were badly behaved
had been told for decades that if they weren't careful the Skeetbliks would get them ==
and 50, thought Marius, yet ancther myth had been exploded with a vengeance. And it
was known that the Skeetbliks == yvellow reptiles with eight legs == besides being war-
liks, cruel and destructive, had one cutstanding fault as far as the citizens of Delius
were concerned == they were tone=deafl

WHave they taken any planets?! Marius asked, biting his lip.
Oliphant threw out his hands in a hopeless gesture.

wSixteen are overrun,® he replied. It seemed strange to Marius that the Asess-
or was so complacent. For Delius, the culture centre of the galaxy, to be in dire peril
of extermination was so overpowering that == and then he understood. It was indeed sc
cverpowering, sc fantastic, o incredible that it couldn't be true, Yet =se=ccawe

#There is no defence," said Marius softly. He didn't ask the gquestion. He knew
it was ancient folklore == the myth of the unconquerable hydrogen-breathing Skeetblikss:
their invisible gravity shields, ruthless cruelty, grim progression of extermination
carried on for centuries, And now Delius was on the threshold of such a fate == after
slmost three thousand years of culture behind it.

Wihat shail we do?" asked Oliphant quietly. "I thought perhaps a great Concert
tonight == I've even written a requiem I'd like you to play =- shall we say the Pathe-
tique, Crantooner®s Alr on a Venusian Windpiper, Bragteeser's Sketches of the Spiral
Nebulae, Beethcven's Pastoral, your own Triumphant Trumpet, and my Requiem,”

Marius didn't answer, His eyes, somewhat glazed, stared through Oliphant., His
chin, which scme people thought delicate, was clenched tightly, and muscles at ths side

of his jaw worked as he gritted and re-gritted his teeth.

®There is no defence?® he said again, but this time he seemed tc be asking hime
self the guestion. '

Oliphart stared at the Conductor.

®Marius, there is nothing we can do =-=" but the Conductcr turned round slow.y
without speaking, and strode purposefully past the scarlet curtains.

XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX

When the parent sun was high overhead, the Skeetbliks landed on the outskirts
of Stral. The operation had been carried out so many thousands of times before that
1t almost amounted to reflex action. Twenty or thirty long yellow ships, some of them
half an Barth mile long, hovered over the city, their Blasters trained cn important
targets, ready for action. Fat troop carriers landed, and warricr Skeetbliks crawled
out, their transparent head covers gleaming in the sun. The Skeetbliks spread out in
every direction, awaiting the signal to raze everything to the ground., It had been
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many years since they had been cppcsed, but nevertheless each expedition
was treated as if opposing action was imminent.,

At a signal, the advancing Skeetbliks stcpped; and they fanned
out into a pre-arranged offensive pattern, Blasters ready, facing the
apprcaching enemy.

Marius was at the head of the militia as they advanced aleng
the wide marble roadway, and never before in the history cf galactic
warfare had such a fantastic tand of militants prepared tc
give battle,

Four hundred and twenty-=six citizens of Delius,
most of them wearing white robes, tied round their
waists with red cord; and with long hair flowing
down their shoulders, carried vioclins over their
right shoulders, and violins in their left hands
at the port position., They were singing a song
stolen from The Ancients, a "Give me some men
who are stout-hearted men ----" sort of thing,
although it must be admitted that the singing
was but a facade to cloak their inner feelings.
Many eyes flitted toward Marius, wondering if perhaps he was mentally afflicted, "All
trained violinists to meet cutside the Concert Hall at 12 sands, by order of Oliphant,’
they were instructed, and parade they did. "Follow me " cried Marius in a ringing
voice, and they followed him, even when the ships were poised overhead with Blasters
loaded and aimed. They turned the wide corner and saw the rows of repulsive=looking
Skeetbliks completely immobile, waiting for the final order. Many citizens were
tempted to run, but somehow, although it would have seemed strange to an cutsider. they
had been almest nurtured on "the coming of the Skeetbliks,' and they were mentally
reconciled to it., If it had been any other aliens, the citizens would have scattered
in disorder.

Marius stopped, and the violinists shuffled into position on either flank of
him for some 150 yards, prebably 50 yards from the silent and poised Skeetbliks,

He commenced to tune his vicling and, satisfied, he played a trill == something
demenical, a veritable cascade of primitive sound == devoid of melody == as if he
were vainly seeking a vagrant semi-quaver, For perbaps thirty seconds he lashed the
strings unmercifully == and then he stopped,

¥Middle C™ he shouted in a strident voice, and as one, four hundred and twen-
ty=six bows raced across the strings.

%Faster i* shouted Marius, although he knew they couldn't hear him. He took
several paces forward and waved enccuragement.,

Nothing like the cacophony of Middle C's played to the limit had ever been
heard since music originated in the Jungle. It made the climax of Tchaikcvsky's 1812
gzgzzggg_sound as if the piccolo player had pipped a wrong note,

And the Skeetbliks wavered =- 10 === 20 ===e 100 ==-=e 200 at least rolled
over on their backs; yellow stubby legs waving in the air, their bodies heaving un-
mercifuily. The remainder thumped across to the waiting ships, Blasters thrown a-
side in order to speed their retreat.

One cor two of the hevering ships fired Blaster salvoes as a last defiant ges=
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ture; before they raced away to dwindle rapidly, frustrated little specks, over the
horizon.

The violinists stood silently == in awe == looking first at Marius, his locks
blowing nonchalantly in the breeze -- then at the corpses of one third of the Skeet-
blik contingent sent to obliterate Delius,

Was this a manifestation of the ultimate power of music?
XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX XXX

Moococas so for the ThanKsgiving Concert this evening; I shall allow you to
select whatever music you like; sc leng as you play my 'Tribute to Our Valiant
Conductor; !* beamed Oliphant.

Marius bowed low.

%I shall be delighted, Oliphant," he purred, and lowered his head respectful-=
ly before leaving the Assessor.

Marius smiled to himself as he walked along the marble corridor to his Reverie
Room. He lay down on the couch, put his fingertips together, and thanked the Great
Lord of Melody that in just a few seconds that afternoon he had managed to achieve
the exact resonant frequency =- Middle C -- to shatter the transparent headpieces of
the hydrogen-breathing Skeetbliks. He thought about that === hmmmmm == 'Variations
On a Correct Resonant Frequency'! =-- and he started to scribble —eeee

=== John Berry




[CNABODINGS

the beginning

expression is the need of my soul

1 was once a true fan

but i died and my soul went into

the body of a cockroach

it has given me a new outlock on fandom
1 see things from the underside now

it has made a great difference

i have difficulty working your
typer as it is i have to jump
up and dive into the key head
first and it is hell to turn
up the paper piease get it
oilsd or fixed or something if
you expect to hear more from
me there are plenty of fans
you are not the only one
maybe you could leave me
something to eat too

leave a piece of paper in
your machine every night
and i will tell you what
i think of fandom you can
call me ichabod
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STAR SCIENCE FICTION NO.l
Edited by Frederik Ponl
Ballsntine, 1958, 157 pages
25 cenkSo
= = = Al Andrews

Once upon a time, in the land of Not So Long Ago, there lived & wizard antholegizer
named Frederilk Pohl. And from this goodly old wlzard anthologizer there came forth from
time to bime wonderous tomes that did beguile sll in the land who could pronocunce the
pame of Ghrue But, Little Children, I do fesr that that once-upon-a-tims has reached an
and o

In the past few years 39 storles have come to us under the STAR banner of Frederilk
Pohl. Three ssparats anthologies wers compiled from these 39 stories, and taken ssp-
arately or collestively, I believe no fimsr or more varied a collection of mabure and
satisfying science fistion writing can bs found. Locking back through these three
books, I redissoversd storiss that were highespote in asclemce flstion reading. If hi-
larity has a peaning, 1t must certainly be in Fritz Leiber's THE NIGHI HE CRIED, and
poignansy is made clear by Ray Bradbury's 4 SCENT OF SARSAPARILIA. Arbthur C. Clarke's
THR NINE BYLLION NAMES OF GOD laft one om the high chill of a gasp, and ope could not
help but fesl a cold turn of somsthing deep within, when he had finlshed reading DANCE
OF THE PEAD by Richard Mathesom. These three books also gave us the eutting modern
gtyls of Alfred Bester im his DISAPPEARING ACT, simplicity with the kesnast edge of
terror in Jerome Bixby's IT''S A GOOD LIFB, and the mystifying WHATEVES HAPPENED TO
CORPORAL GUCKOO? by Gerald Kersh. Now ws are given Volume L of Siar Sclemce Fictionm.
Noo k4 is down %o nine sbtories, and gives us a new low im PAEE=80WNG oo o0o0o00ssaNd LIM
gorry to say, a new low in stories that sount, teoc.

The first story is A CROSS OF CENTURIES, by ths late Henxy Kubtner, and it may bhe
the story thal saves bths embire book from mear-sxbinctiom and total nom=distinection,
T4 deals with ths depthe and death of an Tumortal, and how demnably and terrifyingly
hard it 1€ to expunge from the fubturs of Men the will to kill his fellowmen. It is
nandled with a feeling of reversnce that is seldom shown by any writers in the science
fiction fisld, This stbory is an excellent exaipls why the readers of sclemce fiction
will sorely miss Henry Kuttner.

The second story is by ancther man whose pen has been recently stlilled by death =

Cyril M. Kornbluth. This is a story of a little under three pages, but it has the
typically stinging ire of the Kermbluthian satire. Although perhaps a bit overdrawn,

it is still worthy of note. Fritm Leiber gives us SPACE~TIME FOR SPRINGERS, which

may appeal to those who have a fondness for cats with an I.Q. of 160, and stand on the
brink of seif-revelation. And while the tale 1s clever, as Leiber almost invariably
is, I didn't particularly care for it MAN WORKING by Richard Wilson started off as
though it were going somewhere, and then didn't. Lester del Rey's HELPING HAND is a
bit long for the story he has te tell (nearly 23 pages), and although the development
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is fairly well dome, the ending seems rather pointlesse...ocr perhaps mors aptly &
stersotyped bravery. THE LONG ECHO by Miwiaw 4llen deForde....l wish the guy bhat
started this echo had just kept his mouth shut and I would have been spared the
whole dull affair. Then comes Bdmund Cooper with TOMORROW'S GIFT, concerning an
integrated man in a controlled=society of the future who bacomes unintegrated. This
fellow is slated for a pre=frontal to take care of his distress, bub he isn't surs
whether he is going to get it. Neither am I sure = only Edwund Cooper knowsz, and he
isn't telling. And believe it or not, it makes an interesting ending. Damon Enight's
IDIOT'S STICK is a l5=pager Hhet is one of those eo=so type stories that consistant-
ly sell, are consistantly read, and about which the readers consistantly wonder Wy
the editor bought it. And if I debtailed the story here point for point; you would,
one and all, comsistantly be miffed that I wasted your %imsc...and I wouldn't want
you to me miffed,

Lastly comes a L9-page movelet by James E. Gumn entitled THE IMMORTALS. This is
strangely a good novelet that in the aftereanalysis is wnsabisfying, The plot is
nothing mew and definitely of the Guonecubt, It is about a doctor in a Medico-cons
trolled world who is sent on an ill-fated mission by his superior. Running trus to
form, the hero=doctor meets with many obstacles, dangers, and adventurss in trying
to reach his deadly destinatiom. And as ome would expect, there is the girl of the
storys she is diametrically opposed to the hero and his philosophy, and he to hers,
but naturally both are attracted to each obther. The supporting cast of such thrile
lers are usually interesting, and in this case they are often more fascinating and
intriguing thab the central characters. As I said, this i8 a goad novelete fast in
pace, adventuresome, with entertaining characters and interesting stmosphere s=e=
but then you discover that you have already read it, Not the exaet story by the very
same author, but leaf back into THRILLING WONDER and STARTLING STORIES of the 1950's,
and you will find its familiar pattern purveyed by many....Jack Vance, Fletcher
Pratt, Philip Jose Farmer, Kendal Foster Crossem, and our present Mr, James E. Guam.
And with the reading of its final page it is thies "samenasss" that leaves oma with a
distinc*% tinge of dissatisfaction. Of course, the hero wins. {In case you were wone
dering,

So in the final accounting of the stories themselves I count thuslys
G00D: Two (Kuttner and Kornbluth)
FATRs Four (lLeiber, del Rey, Cooper, and Gunm)
Below Pars One (Knight)
LOUSY: Two (Wilson and deFord)

This is not the impressive tally that we have come to expect of a STAR anthology
by Pohl, One possible reason for this unimpressive showing for STAR No. L4 is the
short=lived appearance of the Pohl-editéd STAK SF magazine. I suspect that the sto-
ries of the STAR No., L are the remainders of the ones bought for the magazins. A4t
the time the magazine folded the second issue was all set up, type set and in galley
form and ready for the actual printing. The cover had been done and the plates for
it made., From this outlay of expense only one thing could be salvaged = Bhe stories,
This was done, and comsequently we have the presemt STAR SCIENCE FICTION NC. bo Im
all reasonable fairmess, one can not blame Pohl nor Ballantine for trying %o recoup
their losses from the magazine by issufng the already paid=for stories in the bosk
form, But it is regrettable that a superlative series of anbthologies was interrupted
by this commercial expediency. May STAR SCIENCE FICT ION NO.5 come soan to pub No. b
behind it.

e o o = Al Andrews



ICHABODINGS  No. 2

on great old fans

it seems that every time 1 plck

up a fanzine these days just aboub
somebody is griping that so and so

a fan kasn © beern active in a long
time so howeum everybody still likes
him they gec on to say that the oid
fan if he ism t asctive enymore shouldn t
be held ir such highesteem to these
fen i womld like to give one long hearty
humbug it Is like this fellow fen
every fan grows old and sooner or
later grows a bit tired of fandom

it iz then that the old fan starts
having short pericds of gaf"la now
gafia is a deedly narcotic once yom ve
started on it it iz hard to step and
not oniy that but you begin to need
larger and ilarger deees that is just
human i mean fannish nature but dore ©
forget that gafia will happen to you
someday that gafia is & narcotic and
those addicted cannot be helped and
remember most of all that gafiated or
no the blood of a true fan runs
forever in the old fan s veins

ichabod
PAGE 33
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Where to start....dunns,.. ok, wsll, letl's just grab a letter abd veglosg

DAINTS RIBENTEKS Latest ProF locks a bit sloppy, with oceasional lousy repro aud

unjustified margins, [ 1811 apoicgise for the repro, Wt as far as
I®m concerned, justified margins aveult worth ths effort,..BEP] The cover is a g858er
Reminds me of the sai case of Lyle Amiiu, who, as I recsll, onee sebt a mabeh te kil fis
of GALAXY, Myself, I chouse less wastatul ways bo dispose of mags, T seall or trads,

TRE DEAD THAT WALK stiould have stood dead, 3t gsams, &nd Alan Dodd should have
stood in bed., [Eut who wanks foobprints on the bedclolhes? . HEP] Reviews of ghastly
movies tire me. Ifm wrejudiced, is #lls T simply dontt even wanh to hear abomt the damn
things, [This seems to be the majerity opiufon, so theytre droppetiee.BEP]

Ttemsz of the "Shaksspeare TiswsSso.¥ type sre a dime dozan, Ifve seen sowugh to
be thoroughly disintereshed, [Weere? I haven?t seen any tut my few oub of the SFPosh,.BEP]

The Bit on Draculia was quite good. So was the Phoo Muncho review, In & routine
wHy, at least, Fleicher Pratt biblie of little intersst, Cerlainly T wiil not go forth
and look up all these Items,

THaudy Culture® was pricaless, 8 perfect satire = words fall mee T soail treas—
ure it through the veare, Sush things turn up once in a while and comvince me thab fare
zines are werth getting,

F, M, BOSEY ProF #e youlre making mere headwsy with the dittomonsters mosd pagee of

our copy easily readable, and a few are absolutaly top-grade repro. I dontt
think those things gver become thoroughly tame and consishent, thoughs it Sakes constaut
vigilance, and gidid they?ll goof you st a momentls notice,

Copies to reviswed-rfansdss it's sort of the custom, bubt mob 1008, No reassn wky
you can't set a pelicy of your ewn cholce, long as you spell It oub and oSremlats It.

T 1ike Dodd btetter on other things than movies, This is a slam ab movies rather
thaw at Dodd; there are just too damn many movie-review columns (pogsibly becsnse there
ars too many menster mevies, T suppose. Oh, well, Tockey goes to see them.)

Buck continues to get off some good remarks in his reviews, and leans wver backe
wards to aveld being unfalr with respect to his indifference to faamnnish maberigl (Rat-

- ing, 6)0 ‘

Like these Shakespeurs deals, Brics,

See, I told you Dzdd was better on other things, besides movies, Even on goiug
te mowiss, hels wettar, Tou see?? R

41 Andrews 23 quibte dk@ighbish on Fu Manchu (maybe weld bebier call him &
andrews?)

Good Lord, I hadn® pealized there'd been sc many Gavagarls Bar whories. I4'We
guessed 7 or 8, instead of more than twice thab, These biblicgrapkies carvy gurprises.

Jokn Berry has golved our problem ! Letfs all of ne plant carmt sseds to the
north of we and cabbage seeds to *he seubh (fush the reverse of the solubisn in ¥he
story), and glow down the retatior of the eartbh, s0 that we will have more time for
Tanac ! Elimor 1s out buying & few packets of seed, right now, T don' ses jueb how 3%
works, but the Chief?s word is good enough for me,

[1 have since made even more headway with the diptomonster = - I threw the dam: thing
oub § Muitilith is scmewhat hetter, methirnks, Policy statement or review copies is set
forth in the editorial section this time; now all I%ve got to do is circulste it.
. I'm afraid the cabbage-carrot routine wen't work unless we use seeds frow
GLAMISSS VI, 4 shame, too. I could use the extra time.
*al andrews? has had wolumns of book reviews In 3 ProF's now, Sc far kis eoiumn
for this time i80S IMseseoooel WONARTe 000000000 - BEP]

PAGE 34,



ROD FRYE I enjoyed the lstter column snd the fmz reviews the best, aside
editorial. The bibiidgraphy of Flstcher Prath was srary Sanformet
I would have enjoyed a bicgraphy mush more, Thad eculd bs an Sdea o work Exiaty
any type, it would seem; would enjoy life sriicles oz pros, LWhet would one wae
scurce material? Tt would not be worthwhile to miil imformation from ths owecasiors’
pertraits in the prozines, and if more detaiied information or the author is givTe
4 nen=SF magazine, yould ueed =il kids of permission % wuse 1t, besides the thg
the same source would be availsble to any fan interssted ic raading
In particular, for Fletcher Pratt, thers was an sxcellent writep o G
for 1942, besides the other biog sketohes listed in the BibLi0e s HEP |
What was that burning on the cover? Fanzmines, or mensy? | A vearls acwemrlated

0.0 <

correspondence f£iles of a faneditor,.,BEP]

g

TED WHITE I have here af hard ProFANity, the zine uy postuan alware looks s iwlos,
[ Serves him nb, say I...BEP] The dittoing is still abominable, and +hs

paper wozse, Yel, It say wag an improvement over the last three lzsues in forwst,

comtimiity, and quality, It ig still nothing to rave aboot, Wt the japrovsmsnt s

steady and promises that by the time youlve reachsd your eigebh fssue, vou may have a zins
to ba proud of. (The firs: Issue of STELLAR “hat T liksd was #ooe)

Your letter column ssems anemic, and outside of wondering what fa
Roach publishes [ INFO THE HAZE], T have only one ccmments Ve low 92+t mas:
in France, where dittoing has reached s high pedk of perfection, The veilow carbons
which have found their way inte this country have wome mestly t'rom the Liusrds, bhrough
either Eney or the Youngs. There ig an Americarn yellew available from some company, ot
it prints a light and dirty brown. T think there are slsc genuine brow magbers gwval’l
able. Technically, sny sclour can be achieved, since there are hecho~pencils svailable
in over twenty colers, and ditte is Just an extension of heeto, (Hecto pensils glve a
good Limited mumber of copies from ditho, to...)

Coulson!s reviews ars, as usual, So=30 - neither specta
Sort of drab, and worth while really just as a check up on what!:
ar. insight intec Coulsonis mental processes, I%e been waiting f
Yo point out to this Russell Broun that Harry Warner nasg heen pubil
HORIZONS (note S) sirnce 1941 or S0, ut 80 far mo one has. Likewise,
tho that zine isn’t reviewed here, has nc one told the editors of
PERTHELION that Ron Parker published five or six lesuss of that
zine in SAPS and the Cult? T reference ko the firsgt pars of
this paragrapr, how can Coulson give g W70 pating ‘o bobh
IWIG and INNOENDO? Not only is INNUENDO bigger, and with
nearly all excellent stuff, but TWID gtill pablishes &b
least 50% neowzine crap (like Pearsonts screwy mideg, s ),
INN bas it in sheer weight, md in vercantage of pood stuti,
T think Goulson is foelish to review SAPS and FAPA zines iike
AGHAST, BACK BLAST, and DIASPAR, toc, especlally sioce
AndToung has no copies of BACK BLAST avaiiahie. | Ttve been
meaning to date these letters; this one was Dec. 11th, . . BEP]

°

it

s

B

G.M. CARR Dec, 11 Great improvement in thish =- it was

entirely legible, at least as far as
the reproduction, The only parts I found unreadable were die
strictly to the nature of the writing,...

I love the sense of mor of whoever it is thab writes
up those Fan/Buok Titles == i,s., Resders Guide to Perindic
Llliterature and Reauthored Bogks. Woo is EA? [ Esmend Adams,
the terror of the Rocket City...BEP] Th is an wnusual thing wher: GMC bursts cut with a
guffaw of laughter after all these ysars of perusing fanzine humor, but thatis whel hape
pened when I encountered the above, "Phe Effects &f Cem Cutting, " indeed ! Well, nohody
would know better than the "author" credited..... Alan Dodd came throogh with a good

7,
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BLESSINGS AND CURSES (Contimed)

L oney, t00 == with the ".,smog in one and OMC in the othsr..” wisesrasic, X0, good, good.
Chesez 1 Ail that work 371 meac the biklicgrapny on Fietcher Prabd - and nere gll
the time T thought he wae & pen name for Henry Rattosr... Hmmm. Tt just gess fo sbow,.
d \Show what, 1 donl specify =-) {Show cfl, probabiy = In one way or the other...REP]
Witk refersnce fw the questicn of wnethsr %o =and = copy of the raview Uo the
editor of each mag reviewed toerain, I think it is mich better fan pelisy to semd 3 copy
vhether you get an acknowledgement sr us', Aftsr g1l, it is the cushomary fan wractice,
and in these matters unless you specifv in advance fne nature of the responss you egpect
to get, the other fallow is quite likely to feel affronted If you go ahesd and wse yoar
Judgement withou giving him 5 chance.,
%o othe resident Dittro..® Ges, Miss Faine sure gebs arouad, doesntt she? Last
I heard, she was re~lsguing SHANGRI-T.IAFFAIRES for the Lasfass .... (Caiiforuis Brac.cl,
that Xs. Not the Liverpocl Scciety, Although with her capacity for tea,
shetd probably e right at home there, tor.) {Unforbunately, shels gtill
in Csliforeda. Guess I have to change the editorial Hitie,.. EP

DONALD FRANSOK Dee, 14 The things Rlch Brown 1z barniag on
the ecever look Soo smsll o be fanzines,

mix3T be piles of mengy. ‘

AL Andrews? hobby article on tools of Pu Maocko useful,
Saves 39 - go te library and resd old Fue New Fu oo SETGATto
LOUCH 33 But aceording to S.7.Pereiman, 014 Fu not ek good,
slftner - he waid so In The Ili-Tempered GluTlehorde.o.ol? i
PoL AVD : Gonftest « T puzzled over this for thirfy-six hours, then
1 deeided 1 dian® want the books,
Tremendons atory by Jobn W, Berre. Jr.

. BOB BRINEY Dee, 19 Thanks for the copy of pF #i: zn enjoyabie Lzsus, B pecially
the Shakespesre bit and Dedd s movie (?) review (9. B
Ne corrections or edditious Yo the Pratt bibiiog he's ons athor I never pald

mich attention to, exeept in kis collaborations with de Camp. The oxly things of ki

oF 0os
(selo) I ever resily liked were his two Viream-world® fantasiess WELL OF THE UNICORN
and THE BLUE STAR, (Howevsr: yoa did lesve out the reprint appesr azce of The Dea®h of
ITron in WSE #l...) T found, seversl dsys or so afber mailing eut #, that I cmiihed
several Pratt stories sppeering in the Standsrd pubs around 1950-33 — thees cr four
of them at least, One of these days, IVil get a complete bibline Muybe. ... SEP] .

Have you seen the ®Bine Kuttoer bihido put oub by Karen Anderscn? Really a guod
job. (Bmong other things, it turss o AE didn® write any of the "Will Garth® books =
Welimar, & others did them,)

BYLL MEYERS Dew, 27 A pleasant Jetter ocolume which needs edifing culy in a few

places, The letters wersn'™ sxactly jewels. the, Were thess
six letters the only ones you got or the last issue? [Just aboml . FEP] Tf =0,
suggest you take up shumgecnllecting and forget this fanzine foolisaness. (I sb
econsult Charles B, Harris immedistsly en the matter,,.BER]

Dodd?s movie review wase worss than he olaimed the movie reviewsd Ho ba, meat-
1y tecause of its trits complainta about the Low budgeh, sickening plot, ete, Surprised
bt he didrtt end it with the ™ot wsrth +thea prize of the popeora® bit. Ok, weli,
mayde 1t WAS worth the prise of the popcorn...BEP]

8l%s department was good, and written in his inimitable style, but he saffers
from the same thing your 1llastrious Twz reviever does...more deseriphion than oplne

1 ion, If a book Isntt werth reading, I see little sense In golng over 4 complets ro-

. sume of the plot and finishing up with a %Se 3% lousy, see !I%¥ Al would do well to
make a study of “he damor knight methed, [Let's you and Buw argue ! aa = dk? .. <BEP]

1 The humor in YHanty Colture® wasnit enomgh to eff-set the amoun® of serious
wordage #ound thersin., The high spots were worth the trouble, the., Best thing i the
issue aleng with the Re-futhored Books aznd the Atom ilios.

PAGE 36,




ol PROFPANTY

up with everything 2

library, Thatls what tThe cover means LM“{
lot burm, [No, I be Znclined o

Another r:p_m '&@ he sdded

of FRANKENSTEIN 19 ) 3 '

recl never geteg

reeounts dnto .,s;.tro

M Manchn? Itve 0?“";91‘*

one of the oriental wrssilers

de to "&*"t-ﬂ p@fl'% ce whf*n TLm-W o

ALAN DODD Dec. 23

pre=war ar‘* 4,(»11-‘” f\f‘ ":.;1.' mag 2 seem £
dicted the attack on Pedr Ha rmwu 7\

HAUTY CULTURE? Now,
titles, Bul the Berry st
from the pain points of - have
the corn of the ghory if v I me
points e)f” the satire — olmk r"f-‘dﬁ 3 000 BHP]

Rk

AL ANDREWS Dec. 21 ind vare K
r»ar‘i;'§’@1*:;’3° T R F’DT‘}’""'R k&q .
itol""g “?Ie N@%b'y ng st "“"1 ’Yic‘-ooeoer(a’{ efran
planet that way,..BEP]
ILLITERATURE: fannish, *mbt some wer
FROM GREY TOME=-STONES: "Fg M‘amz}w
pointed with the resulbs of sald o
is going over with a :?eanuwiwg bhudo Mes
to the conteste=riddle when he wag here far ““h«, wesnh 3
that I would nob do SCecoo.e.s8ines there wag noth l,f‘{? it
sell him the answer so he could win the beosk :
isn®t any way for a nardmww king contegt=I{xar
test and give away BALL Meyers, [P0 the loser, r arbe? MoB
THE CAUSE OF ¥T ALL & HAUTY CULTURE were o FEDLT cm“{m“
panion pieces, And by Weonmtrived® T dontt memn P
to have an suthor to write & gtory to satisdy the B3
bumoreus and almost hilarious at pednte and for s qa.L.@ss:au 3]
Berry writes me a letter resming me oub for ealis ng his gbory a Ypuick
etuality 4% took him nine yesrs %o write the mas

&

LECR,

MIRTAM CARR Jan. 5  JLLTTIERATURE was =z lick, (8y the way, T wrobe MHow

Cireumvent, the FAPA w-1, Bsb How To Do the Same o the Guld
THow Po Gebt Terry Carr to Join SAPS, " Wow o Marrv a TAFF Candidabe, am mEY
like "Life With Publishing Gl.—mﬁmweow) [ e ﬁ@? And T thought

Jant
bunch of middle-aged types trying o act fannd oeowic*}’]
soking in persenaliby

Tho you don't ssem to be the leash bib
what T ga?,hcw in your apparent varied interests as di

s

mag, and in your sommente, your editorial just doeant®
a chore to write? [4 verv shrewd obs wa\mrm = = T have fndeed ;
Plenlt to write in pawt, PTOFANL Ve, in all probability due greatly %o

ning for them, This time giffs mp:mvemeni T Rop€o oo BEP |

Dodd was vaguely enjoyalbla, Hay, you dig The Soresrc
eall me J, W@l’ﬂing‘h@ia Wellss, saw ]

Tell Donald Franson thet PUNGH is mest cerbafnly et Britaists MAD,
had the same type lsy out and been the seme tyyp@ mag for over 7C years, Toa
more aptly say that THE NEW VOBKm is Amerieals P‘!’i\sG’Ho

Hey, like I don't always dig Berryle sbud

'y Good Man § | Liks,




-

RICH BROWN Feb, 1959 ProF is @efinatelyr g=thing beiver (the materislts sharting
to cateh vp with the £iilers fn enjoyability, anywv'}g and the

reproy, tho a bit spotiy, is Impreving along wit e razt ”t the mag. My only sugges-
tion would hez get some arb. | ot nine different by walch dya LikeP...! REP]
Otherwise, I%m =*ill enioying Doid, Couisen (who I, ps«r~omauyg tnink is cns of the best
reviewers in fandom), ana Anc:*r:m .tie..*ryﬁ New Fiction Lu Fine, Fine, Fine, ,40‘“‘% Tire,
whick mdkes it steriing, (The rest Is eopper, wou krow, Hriee, AU that etill fits Berry.)

I den't remember commenting ot wpe of Roachls 2ives, Tn fact, to my memory, Ilve
never received one of Reach's zines, Not that T could care less. He's the type I'm gett»mg
avway Trom. Hels a fair reprer:e’nto,qurca of the wpescming 9Pk Fandom that Ttve been taiking
about for sc long, the one thatls so much like Tth, T can't place Vince as a 7tk Fandom .
character, not by nams, arywsy, tho I might bazard a guessthat hel's g fair combiration of
Harian Ellison and Peter Voreimer, TPm gizk until T want to helch of fans telling me in
cold bisck and white (or fn thls za3e, parvle and white) uow grest they and their zines
are and if you don' agres then go to nsil. Well, I% geing to the APA'sy let them pet
their agos, I don't care. Critleism, sven construstive critielism, is below them. Bah.
This mach IPiY says 1f z fanzine stinks, in my opinlexn, [0 demn well going to =ay it
stinks, and if T think 2t's good, [VL1 dswn well sy sa. IPIL conbimus to Sell p=ople
wnat T think Is good, what I think I3 bed, and whdr 1 tuirk will suffice, ITLl be my own
kind of pixticalar prmudws‘ I011 seb myssld up as judes (whea I comment) and jury (when
I review), I damned if T0i% rave over weud, T »jr“r.,“": care 1f Tlacent wanbz to pet his
owr ego, i If nels going fo do it da potile, I%m gring $o Lok down on him for It; and
if he sends me his crvdzine and sxpects me to peb bis egr for him jusht because He Hao So
Honored Me by presenting me with thet selfesams omz,d»l ne, hals gob ancther thivk coming.
Bab, necs., I mean 1ike Roachs the typs whe whink they're the Big Wheels., Hoo

ES ADAMS Mz, 1 T do ®ake Issne w m gs T notlee Pransemts YPUNCH is the English
MAD, ® Giniy what tasgnemy. PTNCH is too fatmious for such treaie
ment, Dig up the 12 Klex Atkinson articles on Amerlca (with Searle $llees, too) that ran
in Oetey Nowe, and Dece, I think, This) MAD has nob. Nor amy of the rest, HIMHIG came
closer, but wae still no PUNCH, [ Alan Dodd sen® me the 4%kinson sriicle om Florida, and
I agree, ttis good Indeed, ¥ don't thi=k the two « MAL =amd PUNGH ~ should be compared,
mainly becauss they're rot the same type of mag. Idte a ~&se of sabire Versu| moIw-or=
less etraight humeur, and sach has 1is placee..SEP
And letfs semd Berrw back Yo faanfiction, | So whe ssid hetd left? ,..BEP]

SID BIRCHBY Jaw., 21 Dept, of Slwictesyed Snobs I dern®S qualify yeb, tut Jay, my
wife, does, T think. In a film 28iied YTaming Satton?s Gall,..

4 really corry B picture showing localiy lash month, therels an open—alr scene where
the herc, a city=mar on a buntin? teip, s}‘@cwo at a flighd of pheagants, He trings dowm
two, and the giri-friemd winnles her spproval apd runs o pilek them ap. When she doss
st, they are stiff already. [That quaiifies §....REP]

Doddragview No one iv fandom does film revisws quite 30 well as Alan Dodd, these
days, Fiils s Long-felt warh, Bi ity he hasn't aay wortiy £ms te taik abou‘%o Bat, that is
hard¥y his fauit,

Geulson on fme reviews, Most ¢t the fm» wentioned T never ses, but one that I do
is Aporpeta. T think foulson iz a 1it4le hard on Sandy Sandersen Lo sgying Shabt fappams
ently he is a wer ry piee person as i_ong a8 he gets everything his own waw.?! My dedr Robe
bie, so am T, &nd aren't you® [Ars you sure youlre not Penelops? “u}'}’]

Shakespears and the WSFS Thing, I too am sick of the matter.

Jour r:on‘tasie I cantt de it.,

Berryart., Woat s fichion-factory that man is} Good reading, %oo.

[SICSICSICEICSISILSICSISI8] PaGE he 38+, and THE LAST,

THE END OF PH*RRO¥FR¥ el RT®Y FIVE



-

Ssetigyy)]




