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Puffins by Shelty Vick "Li'l Peepul & misc. drawings by yed

Ovy Pai»niz, who dcrated of cash, stencils and times Bob Tucker, Joe Kennedy,
Ed Noble, Tred Hatfield, Aulroy Springle, Viilkie Conner, Shelby Tick, Wray &
Welt - Kessel, yed's mother (who helped with the really dirty work--the assemb-
ling), and Walt Wiilis (who couidn®t contribute cash but whosa mcral support
cerried us over some of the rough days of production. Thaks to all of you,
Thanks too, to tlicse of vou who have coniributed during the past yeat. You
have mad the § what it is.And thanks to you Anglifans who've sent mags in
payment for Q when you can have it for Iree. You're a swell bunch of guys.
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Ad to tae above patrons, Jan Romanoff. Ve may have missed someone else too.
If so, we beg forgiveness. Duwiig productica we mey have misplaced a patron.
We hope not, but wo've misplaced so many things during the last manth.

Quandry VolIX No 1, Whoie Nu i3 1s published every as monthly as possible at the
sign of the wnsigned siga Ly Proeryboo,ltd. which is represented in this region

by the gigzling feschee. The regular moathly issues cost 10¢ a copy but for this
Quannish we wans 25# unlexs you are a subscribar. That being the case you get it
as part of your sub, Subs cgot $L.00 a year and give )2 !ssues. Non--stateside
fans ca have Q in execuenge for a lettar or pote of acknowledgement per issus, All
fanzines (except FiPizines) welcomea ia {teade, All letters considers for publicat-
ion unless the writers meke it clear that they don't want their epistles in print.
Opinions expressed herein are not nec2ssarily those of tlie ecditor or Veracn L. kic-
Cain...the editor accepts no responsibility. Ad spsces 1C¢ per inch. BO¢ per page.
Short satirical fiecticn or fannigh ficiion, srticlea, etc, wanted. We don't need
long or serious fiction, or Avtwork, other thamn cover cormers, ¢cn*ents psge head-
ings, and originel-~type 1li'l people. Return postage with manuscripts is appreciated

Remember the Alamo! See you in New Urleans!!
Lee Hoffiman - editro-publisher fandem's leading monthly
iMrazcogrepn by A.B.Dick Quandry 10¢ per copy
typewriter by Underwood Subscriptions &1.00 per year
the end bye bye Quannish (individual copies)25¢
101 Wagner S3% i3 ! Savennai, Ga. U.S.A.
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"h.ppj O.Ll't;ld&y to us!?
Happy birthdey tc us!"

<
“QUAN- EDITORIAL

i

Happy birthday to us?! Happy birthday, Li'} Quandry!

Our birtiiday and you get thé prasent, yet,

This grecat big issue, of course,
business., It was July 23, 1950 when that
you a new issus of a new vo.itne, We know
ish and fte hopo that none of you won't 1

; our first anniversary in the fanzine
1ret Quandry was mailed.

Now, we send
11 of you won't iike¢ all of this
7 of it, We have aimed at a compro-

nise wheérein ‘208t of you will like most ¢ 15

Gosh, thumbing thru a year's qut; juandrys brings bt . orie8. Like

the whirlwind of activity that qQ sprung abottt four days ' . et ieen the
point at which the idea of a fanzine "som. . transformed itse . .« "eumpencing
work on a publication" and that first is! owed it., There a: ' pzopla
who deserve a toadp from yed: Walt Kems ol 3 ghod-pappy ¢ Jc 40 managed
to get his rame into eve issus ao far 3lieve him to be -tson BO
honored) ; Jcba Blyer,Esq. who pulled u L a tight spot i days;
Len:. Moffatt c:1 I'd Cox, who came thru . we needed help; G.. “6, our
critic, whosz 2l:i<e really helped; ° 4jcCain, who gave u: superiority

cond one; Lionel I: 5. aid got Q6
k¥, puffin-master, ;alLy swell guy;
ormed the sketeto: sh iwsue; all of
e Miritten to us; t. ). _%Dick dealer
12ny others that we cui't 3¢.uibly list
niesion to one arc il tc drink a toast

complex, and -l * Willis who gave us o
on Merwin’u tv: 1:in listing; and She
the @iy, sciunaists whose materi
the readers, especially those of yo
who has bean our technical advisor
them. We thank you. And hereby giv:
to each and every one of you,

There are a lot of memoriec i .ters from

me very much app:

Don Vollheim, and an egoboosting lett ill Hamling. and ‘o Sue time we
earned ourself a tongue-lashing from . nd received inst: . very kibAd and
understanding letter that completely the {impression vy FIL thet we had

built up from fanzine articles abou #'s our first sucscrib-r, Eobty Fope,
And our cop; FaNTASY IN ART

It's a great world, shis fandom,

one of thne few who had faith in th: 34
from Forry Ackerman. And so0 many of
full of really swell people.




More Chaos
e 33! COMES THE REVELATION !¢&!

The trushabout the Hoffman Mystery: The truth is thare is no such person as
Les Hoffman! Now, on the first anniversary ¢f Quandry the editor of this fanzine
feels that &t is time that the truth be rovealed! GQuandry is merely another ser-
vice of PROXYBOO,LTD. Once each month ‘the intrepid Liaster-fan, Walter A, Willis,
goes into a dark closet wherein he keeps an aged and battered Underwood typewriter.
‘He seats himself bofore this typewriter and begins to type at random. When he has
completed the customary 30 stencils and filled in the names of fans who have hired
PROXYBOO,LTD. to represent them in actifandom above the various stories and articles
and at the ends of the letters he had corposed concerning previous issues {how did
you think Tue Hurp. got such rave notices?) he turns thse stencils over to his wife
who is given the honor of doing the menial tasiks such as mimeoing, printing, ditto-
ing, assembling, oetc. for PROXYBOO,LTD. Siac mim3os Quandry and assembles it. Then
tie complete mailing is fldowm to Wult's reprosentative in Savannah, Ga. USA (a Civil
War Veteran who lives in the hills of Ga on a modsst income from sales of white mule)
This representative (who can't read and so dosen't realize Just what he is doing)
deposits thc mailing in what he believes to be a waste disposal unit (which accounts
for the large amount on trash being sent through the Guorgia mails nowadays). In-
coming mail addressed to 101 Wagner Street, is dclivered by the post office to that
address ( a ramshackled old house balanced precariously betwsen two cemetaries )
and dropped into a "mail chute" which is really the opening of a pneumatic tube
which whisks the mail to Ireland where Walt receives it, answers as much of it as
wag submitted by inembers of PROXYBOO,LTD. (You see, when a member of PRQXYBOO,LTD
receives a fanzine he notifies Walt of this fact and Walt supplies him with a letter
ready to mail to the editor of the fmz -~ this may seem like a waste since the lette
ers are returned to Walt, but think of all the postal employces it keeps happy -
and remenber that until a‘ short time ago, each member of PRCXYBOO,LTD. believed that
he was the only member)

Now you know,

SHADOW OVZIR SAVANNAH: Recently a strange event occurred in Savannah. Black rain,
While all of this city was aslecp a shower of goot rained down on Savannah, apparent-
ly fewom nowhsre, according to the locul papers. But sclence-fi ction fans will real-
2i "3 that thore arc several plausably explanations: deros,{2)Charles Fort, (3)a leak
in the Coalsack Nebula. A fourth possibllity is that a rocketship was secretly and
silently launched in this area, showering soot from its rockeis.

OPBRATION CAKLKAF CLUSTER: Report from our stalwart military obsserver Pvt Hank

Rabey, somewhere in the #ilds of ldchigan heas it that he was recently injured in
the line of duty.and hospitalized for over a wsek, Seems he dug a fox-hole and

camouflaged it with poison oak,

COVER AND UNCOVEZR: We mnote that GALAXY has droppned the pic of the Franch girl
from its bacover, TUonder for how long? Also noted: Bill Hamling's choice of
bacover for IMAGINATIOH...good taste or bad ad.sales dept.? Hope it's the former.
On the subject of liadze's covers, we preferred the old ones. The new ones seem to
lack "snap". Wish aSF would get some snap into their covers Too.

Cover of the July SFNL featured photos of the London Con. That §ssue also
went half size. We approve of both. keube you can still get a copy, if you haven't
already gotten one. You xmow the address: Bob Tucker - Box 260 - Bloomington,Ill,
Speaking of Tucker, his new book RED HERRING is out, courtesy kinehart & Co.lInc.

(over again)
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Well, the Quannish is almost all mimeoed and assembled. As of today, August 3,
we don't yet have File #13., <Redd was inadvertently delayed in writing it and it may
not be in the Quannish, We've Lkeld up production hoping that he could make it, but
the test laid plans of men and mice... Our plans seer to beespécially good at going
aglay., -‘But then between ncw and the final session with mimi, the File may come in, so-

We've had a lot of trouble with the paper shortcge this ish. Mostly a difficulty
in acquiring those pieces pf paper printed green or one side and with president's pics
on the other. The local ABDick dealer outdid himself by runnéng out of all colors
of cheap paper this tims, too. So most of this ish is on green-tone white...very
restful to the eyes,..and if you're a sentimentalist you can pretend that it is in
memory of Qffl which was all on g-t white,

Phere's been some comment to the effect that #12 should have been out super-ish,
In many cases it is necessary for the last zine of a year to be the annish since some
subscriptions begin witn the first issue of the ycar. But in the case of Q, #1 was
free so we are able to make the first issue of gur second year the annish, which is
the logical thing. Okay?

Look, guys in Britain aren't able to send money out of the country, so why not
send them some US 2ines ir trade for some of the interesting material being pubbed in
Britain now. Fanzines, prczines, non-stfzine with articles on stf and fandom will all
be appreciatad., There arc plenty of eaddresses in S8z You. And there's a really
terrific fanzine out of BRADFORD now in trade for US zines. PhznieshidGoria from
Derck Pickles,-4l,%ompton St,-Dudley Hill,-BRADFCRD,Yorkshire,-England. A columm in
it by Walt Willizs, artwork by pro Alaz Hunter (of New Worlds) ond material by outstand-
ing British writers. :

Accoréding to JWC there is no truth in the rumor that L. Hon Hubbard is in 2 scni-
tarium in Havana, Cuba., I quote Campbell: ™ Ron Huobard is giving lecturs courscs
one night a wesk in the Witchita Foundetion, and doing rescarch the rest of the time,"
{ (Dated July 30, 1951))

when we wanted copics of a8F we offored Quandrys in trade, and got nothing...
when wic wanted Amwazing,wo offorcd Q's or money. A lad promiscd us & copy but never
sent it, But when we wanted POGO POSSUNM Bill Liorsc (RCAF) and Dick Ryan cam thru.
Can it bs that PO30 is repleocing stf?

Jalt Willds wants to know if Georgians:talk likc Pogo and the pessel of swamp-
folk, Nosuh, wo'all is cd-you-cated folks dowm hyar, /e ain'no iggnercnt swamp folk,
ot us'uns,

.iew Southsrn zine; FANTOPICS from Fred Hatfisld - Box €22, Riverside Sta. Miemi,
Flz., . New FAPAzine by Tuckors FANTASY JACKASS. Join PaP4 und got a copy.

We will tnke 16mm movies at the Nolacon if possible. #a'll be glad to let them
cireculatc about fandom when we get back. Britain khas first call. Then other fans will
be wolcome to borrow tiacm., First come, first sorve,.

Sorry this issue is as lata as it is, but wo don't think we've done bad, consid-
ering that we only planned 90 pages. Okay?

3y the way, we will be doing a column in SLANT starting in S#b. But the rest of
the mag will be its usual wonderful self. We also do a regular column for WASTRBASKET.

Tom Covington carn now be reacheds Sia. Tom Covington - "IV Division - Submarine
sdministration - Mare Isiand, Calif. And Joe Kennedy; Joe sennedy,HSSR - 175 Co,25Bn-
Second legiment - USWIC - Bainbridge, iid.

gctober ASF editorial will evaluate dianetics after one year,

Lee Hoffman has been brought to you through tie courtesy of Walt Willis and
Proxyvoo, Ltd. Walt #illis is brought %o you theough the courtesy of Bob Shaw. Bob
Shaw is brought to you through tne Courtesy ol Simak. This is the CBS radio network.
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FAN FILE 10

Were it not for the fact that I have
hot yet got done with my life, I would be
a life long resident of Dover,New Jersey,

a towm consisting of ten churches, twenty-
four saloons, and a reaction motor factory.
I an gix-foot-four lying down, two inches
shorter standing up. I have brown hair, a
mole on the groin, a canary bird which chews
tobacco if you give it to him, eyes the
color of cold steel, countless inhibitions,
and some three hundred books, ten of them
fantasy.

Eight years ago I blundered into
science fiction and have not yet discovered
a way out, Meantime, I have puttered arounc
putting out fanzines of various thicknesses,
and vriting things for magazines, fan and
.pro. Since last fall I have been going to Columbia for a master's degrece and once
had the distinction of being greetad by Genr al Eisrnhower without recognizing him,

I dislike automats, opara, tkousend-page novels, people who regard fandom as a grim
crusade rather than something to got Sun out o7, spectator sporis, ketchup bottles
with unremovable tops, end %he nrospect or getving shipped to Manchuria in the in-
fantry, I like jazz, Heinlein, women wita low--pitched voices, Simak, Bradbury,
steaks, James Joyce, Stapledon, Vip cartocrs, chacpagne, cashew nuts, total eclipses,
Quandry, dogs, and the smell of vanilla.

I am kind to my mother, believe in the inherent dignity of man, and chew gum
all the time when riding motorboats. -

FLASH!!

Due to the United States Navy, Joe
Kennedy is no longer a life-long resident
of Dover, New Jersey,

. L] L] L] L) [ . [ o . [ L] . [ . . . . . . . .

"...You know what this swamp needs?..."




I aad a letter the other day from Chuch Harris, arter he got the Q with the
first few chords of T HARP? Tii VUGIMIS M1 got QUANIRY," he says, "Decent of you
to let Lee get a word in sdgsuays. fegmm. L vonder what he'll say when he sees
the next issue((#.2)), especially if Les has wedged all the rest of the Convention
Report into it. How did it lapper tlai I. the laziest fan writer that ever panned
a »rozing, tooX up such an indece.t amount of sovace in what had been your favourite
fanzine? ((£d.s note: 4s it is rnecessary for Walt to write his column bewore he re-
ceives the predeeding iscue, he was under the impression tha% the portion of the
Convention Kkeport which appears in this issua, cppearcd in the last issue.)) 1'll
tell you, #ay back in the mists of antiguily Lee staried mutteriing about tihis annish
of his. He even took to putting the deadline an the fiaps of his envelopes as if
he had tripped over it on the wey to the mailiboX. A% that tinme it was so far ahead
I viewed it with the same courageous equaninity as I co the dissolution of the uni-
verse, but as the months went by I began to get nervous. I mean, this was important.
This arnish was goinz to be a big thing, the sori of thing you tell your grandchild-
red about, providing they haven't elrzady learned it at school. ilere was the great
evient looming near and I hadu't a wisc cracked. 1 was as worried as a sheep in a
wolf-pen.

Then the solution came to me in a flash. It had been a long time coming, bmt
I still thought it was pretty hot. (It must have besn a thermos flash.) Why not do
a convention report? fhrouzn some slip up on the part of the autuorities the Convent-
ion was taking place in thke luil between issues of SLANT, there wasn't another
British zine with the space to dcvotz to it, and surcly if I liked to read about
Amnerican Conventions they might like to read about ours. It was difficult, because
you can't meke a €onvention sound as intersstini: to strangers as you can to people
who had been therz cr kuew people who had, but I done my oest. I covered the Con-

vention as thorouzinly as scum ccvers a pond, and sani hac< with relief.

But one day * came to my senses with a jerk. Bob Shaw was ths jerk's name,
the fiend whoss cartoon of me in GlO was part of an odious plot to oust me from my
positicn as Irecland's No.l Fan and drive dalph Rayburn Phillips out of business.
¥30b," I says, "I am a silly colwmist. 'Wnat number is thc amhish of QUANDRY?"
"Thirteen. Of course," said Bob, "Any fool xnows that.” Obviously, le was right. A
catastasirophs! I had done my annish piece for lio.1l2 instead of 10.13, and left my-
self completely in the lurch. Well, in a warm swuimer like this a lurch is not a
thing you went %o stay in tco long, so I climbed out and began raciing my brains
with an oid lugeage weck I hLappened to have, It used to belong to an Uncle of Bob's
who worked <a %he Traaiey Depot and had a habit of taking things hdme with him.
Cne night sonzone ra~g < ball in the strset and the whole house moved off, with
Bob's wacle leaning desreicingly out of the first floor window. But tnat's another
story. It ceeis @ it unfair that I should habe to do two annish pieces in success-
ion----you'd think this was soize zine like TALISHAN where cvery issue is an annish---
but it had to be dune.
7 (flip over--the
page that is)



The Harp That Oncc Or Twico (2)

Now I didn't know, in fact I still don't, whether Lee has saved some of the
Con seport for this issue. If he has, I only hope ot keeps in this hot weather.
Anyhow I figured the best thing to write would be something that could be cut dowm
to size without impairing its artistic unity (Haw!) But I'm damned if I can think
of a lot of little self-contained pieces like those in FILE 13. It's a mystery to
me how Redd does it, selecting one topic, polishing it off with a few well-chosen
and sensible words, and stepping over the body oh to the next. I could start with
a topic all rigzht, like John W, Campbell or something, but I'd be liable to finish
up seventeen pages later burbling about something that has no connection with him
at all, like lirs G.O, Smith. The trouble is I keep being reminded of things.

Finally I cast my mind back to a parcel of old fmz I got recently from oldtime
BNF, Mike Rosenblum. And incidently I want to sound a word of warning here, Never
cast your mind about recklessly like. that, especially where there are old fmz lying
around, I zot mine simply covered in dust, aind for some reason that I don't like
to think about, the only thing that will clean it is a vacuum cleaner. However 1
came up 7ith a dusty answer to my problem. 1I was part of an editorial in the second
annisi of NOVAZ TSAxdl, about what the readers 1liked most.

"Jome liked the news ans interviews and articles; they liked
the articles about magazines, about philosophy, but most of all they liked
the articles about fans. They liked to read about fans: about funs in
London, fans in Leceds, in Liverpool, in New York, in Los Angeles."

Now this secmsto mo to be very true. I iile reading zbout Conventions, I go there
mainly to find cut what otier fans are lixe, and if I can't mcet fans personally
the next best thing is to read about the day to day fan life of Sneary or Boggs or
Hoffman---what letters they get, whom they write to, what fanzines they read and so
on---why not do a survey of one week of my ovn activity? I could call it '"Mess-
Observation Report", or "A Week in the Life of an Actifan". So for two weeks I made
notes of all the letters I mot, all the replies I sent, and everything I read, Now,
looking at all that information I hardly know what to do with it. I see, for instance
that I zot 32 letters and 13 fmz, but I only wewote half a dozen letters. and that's
one of the snags. What vith a couple of te.mis tournaments my fanning is even fceb-
ler than the usual summer level, Another snag is that the American mail arrives in
batches and some days nothing happens at all, So I think the best thing to do is
pick a few specimen days and tell you about them. If I know anything about myself

I will digress all over the place so it won't be so differont from an ordinary
column, but [ would stili like to ssc somcone do a propcr detailed analysis of a
weck's fulltime fan activity.

Saturday, 23rd June, 1951, .Letters from Henry Burve.l, Battell Loomis, and the
July ASF.

I might have realised this was no ordinary day. In the first place this was
the day of our tennis club's annual garden rotc, and it wasn't raining. Definitely,
THEY had slipped up. In ths sccond placc the July ASF arrived only three days after
publication date. Not.only that, but it had some good stories. It's lucky I didn't
read them all at once. I would never have got over the shock of finding that they
were all good. What hap»ened? No cheap political propaganda, no dianetics, no
Sprague de Camp potbcilers, no third ratc imi.ations of second rate George O. Smith
---just good science fiction, On top or that, one of the lctters in BRASS TACKS
actually lookod as if it hadn't been wrivten by Campbell. Can such things bo?

Henry Burwell wanted jcrmission to rsprint from SLANT in his SCIENCE FICTION
DIGEST and sincz he said he had writton before without a reply (I never got iSG))
((Probably wont to Icoland, and lixed thu climate)) I answerzd him irmodiately after
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lunch an2 gave him the go ahead. Then I put Batell's lottor regretfully on the file
to wait another éday and went around to nelp with the gardean fete, the organisors of
which were completcly demoralised by the sunshine. I rcmember noticing that Batell
wented to know where I sold (what egoboo!) and whether I had any pen names. Well,
no, not roally. I have an old steel pon I call "His Nibs'" but the fountain pens
have no names at gll. When I want one I just shout arnd they come running.

Rouncd about half past six that everning I sas sitting outsid¢ in my slippers---
somctimes I wish I could afford a chair---when a talegram boy arrived carrying, of
all things, a telegram. I opened it. It seemed the only thing to do.

MEET Mo GREAT NORTHERW RAILWAY STATION GLENGALL STREZLT

7.40 THIS EVLNING BRITISH EUROPSAN AIRIAYS ThAMINAL FORRY _
"Steady now'", I said to myself ond clamberesd down off the roof. I dashed thoough
the front door to show the tulogram to lMadeleine. I think she suspected the moment
she saw me that something was up. ZFeminine intuition I suppose, or it may have
been the fragments of wood and glass hanging around niy neek. I really should have
remembered to open that door first. If you have ever seen a woman who has just been
told to expect an important visitor in less than two hours you'll know what happened
next. I stepped hastily out of the path of the blur of motion and through the back
door. (I loose more doors that way!) Then I leaped onto my bicycle and tore off to
borrow some money from my father and order a taxi. Don't think I spend my life
ordering taxis--~-there was a strike of public transport at the time. Don't ask me
how they knew Forry Ackerman was coming., Then I went back to the house: it was
vibrating rapidly like.a gower station. There were all sorts of things to be done,
apart from moving all the pigs out of the living room. I won't bore you with the
the complications---I haven t decided yet just what else I will bore you with---but
at ine time it seemed to me-that I had spent the greater part of my life knosking
beds t@ pieces, carrying them up and down stairs, and putting them together agzain.
It was a scene of utter chaos and indescribable confusion, something like thé sub-
scription Department of GALAXY

Finally the taxi came and at exactly 7:41 I found the World's No.l Fan stand-
ing quietly in the middle of the railroad station, like a petrified Forrest. I
brought him home in triumph and left him with a copy of QUANDRY 11 while I mounted
my rusty steed once more to tend telegrams to James and Bob. I thougkt of telephon-
ing them, but it would have been rather difficult since none of us happens to have
a telephone. I found they couldn't be reached that nignt so I told them to come
early the next morning and went back to Forry. Yes, Lee; I got a distinct impress-
ion that he liked QUANIDRY. At any rate the first thing he asked me when I got back
was whether he could get his suit cleancd and pressed. I looxed blank, and he ex-
plained that he had got it all dusty Irom rolling about on the floor. And the Irish
are supposed to have a rcputation for making extravagant compliments. As far as I
can see the Americans ara wpay ahead of us. For instance Forry told us later about
one Dr. Keller paid to his wife. They ere both secing.the Grand Canyon for the
first tims. It was a romzntic and imoressive sight. "You know" said Keller, 'when
God had made the world ne thought it needed something lixe the Grand Banyon: so he
Just scored his thumbnzil across it and mads all this." He paused and looked at
his wife. '"2uv," he sazid, "when God made you, dear, he had to use both hands." I
thouzht that was perfectly charmizg, and I stould imagine the Kellers are very
happily married. It will that morc thun dianstics to break up that home.

James and Bob arrived about ten o'clock the next morning and stayed for lunch
and tea. snoether through delayed airsickness from his Iirst flight or some mutated
virus ({or that QUANDAY 11)), Forry wasn't feecling too well, for which we all felt
unroeascnably guiity, out he didn't let it get him dowm. He revealed an unexpected
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talent fcr mimfcry and his irpersonations of various fans were delicious. He alszo
passed in a lot of interesting gossip, parts of which will probably be poppirg up in
this column eventually. Incidently 1 found the reason for that habit I mentioned

he had of going "Murmmm?2. Agparently he had great difficulty in understanding what
people were saying and didn't want to de asking them all the time to repeat themselves
e were a bit surprised at this: after all, we only talk about four times as fast as
he does and of course as I told you we have no accent at all,

In the afternoon I showed him my magnificent collection of books and magazines,
which covers the whole field of science~fiction from 4 to B. It must have taken all
of two minutes. ©hen, showing a leudadble freedom from envy, Forry wrote a couple of
little commemorative pieces for tke next SI4NT, and we set up one of them and ran off
a proof. The other was an unbelievally complicated pun which we didn't feel strong
enouzh to tackle just then. Dcuiiilaess after time has exercised its heeling influence
we will ha abds to foce it again. It was e real punster's pun, as methylalcohol is a
drinker's drink. We thousht it was wonderful, but then we are funny that way, or at
least try to be. It was tuilt up for about 150 words and then crashed about your
ears with horrifyinz uninevitability. ((Okay, Willis, you've sold us the next ish of
SLANT,))

Not quite 24 hours after he arrived Forry had to fly nack to Edinburgh. It
seemed an awfully long way to come Iér such a short visit, but we thought it was worth
every penny of Forry's mcney. I only hove He though so too.

Monday, 25th June, 1951, Letters from sva Jirestone, Russell Watkins, kiax Keasler
Alfred Babcock, and four new sudbbers. alsc FAN VARIETY, COMMITTEENAN, ADOZINE and a
review copy of F.G. Rayer's new booi. Aalso two back numbers cf SIHISTE#RA from G.M.
Carr and a cooy of the LIFGL article from sva. ({(Nothing from the finance company?))

after the mere trickle of mail last week all this is very pleasant, A dam muet
have broxen somewhere., Sometimes I suspect the Post Offics of deliberately holding
up my mail, but I must admit they're not nearly es bad as taey used 1o be., Last year
for instance they had a habit of no%t giving me anything fer days, znd tlien ostentatiou
ly sending up their parcels van with an encumous bundle, tied up with rope in a very
pointed manner, and coataining an extreordinary coliection of swuff: letters and fen-
zines and prozines, and parcels and postcards aand circulars and books === everything
but & medical certificate from the mailman. However 1 refused to take the hint and
they stopped this childisia gane,

1 was rather pleased to get the LIFo article. Thousands of people had written
to tell me about it, byt everyone of them said that since thousands of oeuple would
be sending me the article itself themselves teren't going to bothar. BEveryone, that
is, except Eva Firestone and lianly Eanister, bless them. .1 ses that there is right
enough a plug for SI4NT, not to mention an oblique reference to one of our articles,
but if LIFE thinks I'm going tvo return the plug they've got another think coring.
Their review of fandom is far too slipshod. It's friendly, I agree, but they've got
helf their fact and meost of their terms wrong, as journalists always seem to flo. Vhen
you se2 the boteh newspevers and pafazines meke of reporiing something you know about,
you wonder how much reiance can be pluced in their reports of things you can't check.
However, James is pleased enough with LIFS, They have reproduced pari of one of his
linocuts, so he can nov say thau kis work has appeared in LIFE.

Russell Watkins' letter is in reply to one of mine ahd to the "Let's Clean Up
Watkins" piece I had in § *1. He is so amiable about it that I feel quite a heel,
expecially shace I'm just after firding out that larwin nad jumped on him at the same
time in THE FUYING PAN. Iverybody wents to get into the actd I'm afraid I'm not cut
out to be one of those fearless vicious columnists, relentlessly exposing this and
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_ abuging that. I%'s a pity, because insulting people is en awfully easy way to
write an interesting columa, but I just haven't got what it takes 1o be violently

rude to well-meaning peovle. s i )
e to, wol leg Lan&ygp ople. In fact I don't thirk I even want it. I hand the

Scraping some coals of fire off my head, I notice that \iatkins gently suggests
I should have said in Q what I said in my lester, that I can see his point of view.
Very well, Russell, I can. I cen ueod evervona's point of view, but I disagres with
yours, I can see that soms people are ctviousLy morsally offended by sex in fmz,
just as some are allergic to butter, but I would be very wuch annnyed to see anyone
gobtiag-up--an. agitation to ban butier altogether---even though some of it isn't the
very best butter., No one Is forcing the s*uff cn them, 80 - bttt — L 1 &1 L
diatetic peculiarities to themselves., I tnirk s2x is just as wholesome am invention
as butter, and a lot more Iun. Tt does no hera to anyae, which igs more than you
can say for most human acticitiee. The Tear thase pornography-haters seem to have
is that some young fan might get all stsamed vp after roecding FANVARIRTY and dash
out and rape someboly. You might as well sugzest that whodunits encourege people
to muNie¥.

Talking about filthy fanzirces, I see that an even deadlier blow bas just been
struck by ADOZLJE. It runs an cdvertisement foom a Monsieur Ziegler of Paris offer-
ing sexy magazines like PARIS COC#TALL, PARIS SEX APFELL, LA VIE PARTSIFNHE, PARIS
HOLLYWOOD etc direct to fandom. Wost of these I know, and as part of my service to
my readers I might as ¥ern them that thers is nothing worth reading in any of them,
except of course, LA VIE PABRSSINMN®, which has scme amising articles, in French of
course, in the smme vein of innocent naughtiness as the Folies Bergere. Gay, pleas-
ant light-hearted stuff, with none of the grim seriousness of purpose which extin-
guishes most pornography in Pnglish, Put the otbher magazines are very dull to read.
The pictures aren't bad, though they're all what is known in the trade as 'retouch=-
ed', a custom which probably causes more nervous breakdowns among innocent young
bridegrooms than anything else in contemporary civilisation. However 1 have written
to M. biegler to see just what he has..-~pursly in my capacity as a conscientious
columist of course---gnd I'l1l let you know how I make out., If this stuff ever gets
a wide circulation in fendom, however, I'm efraid it will ruin Rotsle#. People will
begin to meke compariaons, end Rctsler's women are, frenkly, impossible, I'm not
gure whether I'm sorry cr not about thet, but there it is.

If there's one devalopermnt in famdom thesedays that should be encouraged it's
$pée-now-Rabit-of authors sending free review copies of their books %o fanzines. 1
guppose it's a symptom of the growing importance of fandors-—i-diédnlé-pealise héw
big the growth was till I read Harry Werner's article in FANVARIETY and learned thai
the bigzest circulation of thoce femous prewar fmz was only about 40. It's a very
unfortunate fanzine these deys that has a circulation like that. Lven in my fan
lifetime 1'vo seen the influenne of Tanzines growing. For instance as far as 1 know
QUANLRY has a circulation of nearly twice that of SPACEWARP., However, I was saying
that this new practice of autnors siouid be encouraged, and so if Lee doesn't mind
1'11 review fayer'‘s book hecre as well as in SLaNT: I'l like to anyway since I'm glad
to be able to recommend it. '

TOMORROW SOLETIMUS COMFS, by F.G.Rayer. Publishers Home and Van Thal, 36 Gt.
Russell S%.,London W.C.l. Price 9/6 or .50, autographed copies available to fans
at no extra charge direct from the author, ¥.G.Rayer, Longdon, Tewkesbury, Glos.,
England. His publishers have dene well by Mr Rayer; nice binding, good typography
and an excellent dust-jacket DY Clothier of New Worlds. Evidently for your first
novel there's no place like Home and Van Thal. The story ifiself owes something to
van Vogt, but pays it beck with interest--plenty of interest. The principal is one
pantley Rawson who heppens 1o te under one of the new type anaesthetics when atomic
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war starts and lies in suspended animation under tihe hospital ruins while our civil-
{isation breaks up and a new ine starts to form. The first person he meets greets

him with a phrase which is obviously an accepted ritual, "Cursed be the name of
Mantley dawson.™ Even without this fist-hook, Lir .mayer would have no difficulty in
drawing you into his plot of the relationship between the men of the new civilisation
and the vast electronic brain iknown as the Mens liagna. This may seem strongly remini-
scent of van Vogt's Game liachire, but Rayer brings an original approach to the theme
and his trecatment is very different fror that of the maamter of obfuscation., Not only
is his style cursive as opposed to van Vogt’s 800 word flashes, but he introduces no
complications not essential to the rarrative. The standard of writing is high, and
some of the scenes are quite moving. At no place does the plot stand still either,
Altoether a very good buy, especially at the low price the devaluation of the pound
ma<es available to American readers.

Thursday, 28th June, 1951. No mail at all the last #wo days, except POSTIMORTEM ON
FANSCIENT from Don Day. ilell, that's one way to get rid of your old back numbers,
Today there was a postcard from Charles Lse Riddle, letters from Chucli Harris and
another new subber, and a circular from Alan Hunter aboutthe new Fantasy artists
Group. Also the poetry mag LA PETITE and my own copy of Q 11, Just in case thers

is some suspicions person suspecting that everything in this column isn't one hundred
persent accurate, the copy of Q 11 1 showed to Forry ickerman belonged to Bob Shaw.
He managed to get his six Hays before nine, though both were mailed at the same time,
I must say I don't like the look of this, I shaw Las got control over the Post
Office I fear for my ,osition as Ireland's No. 1 Fan.

riddle's postcard had on the front a picture of a beautiful Hawaiian girl in the
traditional lack of costume., I expect there's a messafe from Riddle or something
on the back.

The new sub was one of those beautiful 25 cent pieces., Just fancy, real hard
currency. I have $2.75 now which I keep in a little box. Every now and then I take
it out and gloat over it., Not on¥y is it so precious that 1'll probably never he
able to make up my mird exactly what to do with it, but it has the charm of forbidden
fruit, Apparently you're not supposed to get dollars through the mails, and every
now and then the Post Office opens ore of my letters---Shaw's agents again, I suppose
---and seal it again witk a babel marked "Customs and Currency Control". But they've
never found anything yet.

LA PETITE is a curious little mag, edited by Genevieve Stephens, 530 Moyer Ave.,
Mich., and mimeographed in white ink on blaci paper. Ordinarily I don't care much
for amateur poetry byt then I get this mag for nothing, and 1 have no objection at
all to free verse. Here's an intriguing little thing by one Clayton Hoff.

EVENING IS 4 LOT OF TIORK

Tue night is shovelled
slowly on tihe world
end patted down

very cerefully into all
the little crevices,
acd thea the workmen
stand back

to light cigarettes

and chew the fat

while ‘the man in charge
looks on and puffs

on a big black cigar

we call the moon.
12 (over)
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Another new cosmology!

Chuck Harris's letter was the one that started off this column, but don't hold
that against him. Chuck is an English fan who writes some of the best letters in
fandom: they have to be or no one would go through the soul-searing experience of
trying to read them. Though I keep telling him his writing wouldn't be so bad if he
would only remember to move his pen instead of pulling the paper to and fro underneath
it. But, as if to show that there is some unsecen power working for rignteousness,
Chuck has recently acquired a typewriter: obviously the Hational Health Service has
decided it is a more economical proposition to obuy him one than to supply all his
correspondents with free spsclacles. No loager will Chuck's friends wonder whé has
been mailing them maps.

Monday, 3rd July, 19£1. A most amiable and pleasant ketter from Rick Sneary, from
whom I hadn't heard for some time. uick usually writes a good letter but this is a
masterpiece in its quiet way, so casual-secming does he meke his introduction of the
subject of N3F. -No wonder hs is Presidents; Truman himself could take a lesson or
two from him. 86 doesn't even threaten to come over and punch: my nose. Instead he
mercly suggests gently that I might have turned over my critisicms to him instead of
airing them in public. Well, of coursc he's quite right. Aall I can say is that U
did mention them to two other pzsople who sezred at the time to be mixed up in N3F.
Moybe they were just mixed up, period. At any rate they immediately burst forth into
a fury of inactigity. The trcuble with N3F, a5 hick morc of less admits, s that it
is in danger of becoming a sort of burcaucracy, with no one burcaucrat fully aware o
of what the other is not dcing. Hick makes the point that is is a good thing to have
a lot of officers bccausc ths loss of one no longer causes a complete collapse cven
in the highest places, Woll, hie's probably right, but morc ozgenisations dic away
slowly from lack of public intercst taat collapse suddenly in mid-stride,

One Louisc Undershot writes from California to say that she will be in Ircland
and at the suggestion of Fabun's is gding to look me up., Taat's nice. If any othcrs
of you are going to be in Irsland this year, turn left over the bridzec where the boat
docks and I'm the First Fan on your left. Don't whatever you do turn right: that
will only take you to Bob Shaw, Ignoroe all those signposis--hc put them up himself.

Bill Veneble airmtils the glad news that I have becn voted by readers as the
columnist they would most likc to scc in FANVARIETY. Not the rcaders of QUANDRY,I
hope and trust. I ulso hopo he doesr't say this to e¢veryone he wanhs a column from,
or I'll get into trouble 2gain for quoting people's letters. ALl these misgivings
date back from my early struggles, end now that I am where I am today, where ever
that is, a2t the cost of so much blood and tezrs and sweat and 75c in bribes to the
rcaders of Fv, I look back on thcm and resolve rnot to letmy succoss go to my head.
It was way back last fail when I wrote my first artiecic for another fanzine. I wrote
threc of them and airmailzd them off the three representative fanzines. I didn't
expect any cablegrams but I did hope for a reply. But no. Weeks drazged into rmonths
without even a rejection slip., ILventually it turned out that two of them had immed-
iately suspended publicetion. Over-sensitive, obviously. %The third was made of
sterner stuff, and stirugzied on. Evidently its noble ed was trying to £forgive and
forget. After six months £ wrcte hurble letters all roumd. The new editors of one
of the zines apologised for the old one¢ and ran the article., Another faned apologis-
ed too and assured me n¢ hed folded fwom purely natural causes. The third apologised
for having mislaid the artfcle, and rar it. Altogether the ex,ericence was almost
purc oobogoe---egobdoo in revirse.

another page yet
e ( page yet)
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sbwoV oy Thea: Taelgd o 've read here and there I gother that this sort of un-
happy expcrience isn't as uncormon as it should be. Ir fact, speaking now as an cd-
itor, somectimes it seems th me that most faneds are far too inclined to think they
are doing cutuors a fevour by pricting their stuff. But why on earth should anyone
writc sometking for rothing? FEspecially, how can a faned cxpect to get materiad of
professional standards unless he offcrs his writers something in place of the hard
cash they mizht get from prczines? The only thing & fanzine can offur is helpful
readers’ comments and critisisms, or if you like to be crude about it, egoboo, The
more of this a faned can provide, the more anxious authors will bo to write for him,
and the better material they will turn out, Thc bettoer matcrial they turn out the
mora subbors the zinc w7ill get and the morc cgoboo the faned will be able to provide,
and so on. A good zins wiil automatically tend to zet better and a bad zine worse.
The direction they go largely turns on what I might call the egoboo factor, I know
I'm trespassing on the fisld of liaster Fan-Mathematician, Lee Jacobs here, but 1
would fefine the egoboo factor as the proportion by which the faned can increase the
ppparent circulation of his zine in the eyes of his authors. Other taings being
ocqual an author will prefer to write for tie zine witan tae larger circulation, but
the faned can maue his circulation loom larger in the eyes of his authors by extract-
ing the maximum of cgoboo from it. Cne way to dc it is to have a large letter sect-
ior, but it's not essential. For instancs, SLANT won't have a proper letter section
until the next issue, when wa'roe going to run a mimeocd suppliment, but we had a
large egoboo factor cvsn witii a circulation of less than 200, This was becausc I
did everything I could think of to persuade readers to write in---competitions, short-
term sudb rates, offering things for sale, sonding out guestionmairc forms, being
obscure, beinz controversial, writing letters with Uhu mailing---and when the rcaders
had w7ritten in I would copy ouwt all of their corments on each story and scnd them to
the authors. I'vec besn told 1 was the first fancd to do this, and I can hardly be-
lieve it. It may be a lot of troubla, but surely it's. worth it to gct f£ood material,
and it sccms to work., At eny rate, I've scen not only SLANT stories appearing in |
prozines, byt SLallT rejects. A4And a good many storice in cther frz Jook otrangély
familiar., Pardon tle ostuntation---I cnly manmtod to prove my point. ((ir Willis,
do you intend to pay for this advortising spacc?))

Today's new subber kindly pastes on the back of his letter a copy of out last
roview in ALAZING, I can herdly beiieve it, but Philiips has done it again. In the
first issuc I ever sent him there was a miid iivilec pun abou. my grandfather having
been a prianter and I haviing merely rcvertsd to type. An irnocuous little thing,
compared to some of the monstcrs I have created, but it must kave left a lasting
impression cn Phillips. Id every revicw but onc in the last two years he has quoted
it, Less &nd less verbatim cach vime, but tiacre's no doubt he got the point all
right. It recgistered. I con just imagine Rog that first time, reading solormly
through the hecap, restapling tidily the last disintcgrating mimecoed crudzing, and
going home to a quiet rcad and a smoko and tihcn to bed. about half past four he
wakes up screaming hystcrically, "Rcverted to type! Ha Ha Ha. Ho Ho Ho." Alarmed
thc neighbors send for a doctor., '"Nurse, the hypodermic." At last he quiets down,
save for an occasional tortured murrmr, "Grandfathcor,printer,type.'" The neighbours
go back to bed. But Kog is never the smmc again. I can tell you, I'm dead scared
to make anothor pun in case it kills hin.

Monday, 9th July, 19£l. Nothing elsc vcry intcrssting haoppened last week, so I
b=1ld this up till todey im the hope of geiting an interesting late fmz to review. No
fzz in the morning mail, but anotker interestini letter from Chuch Harris. "eeo..
Horewith INCINERATICNS. The most disgusting fanzine I have ever read. Be sure to
let me see any future issucs...Never again will I send you a 'personalised®™ epistle.
At least I did write in ink. OUne day when I feel really mean I'll use my ballpoint

{over again yet)
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4 Ju Sbi Ldhew mowe JUWD4 Tauly witl: my pemaanebhip, Zlsberry, being nicely
broubht up, only asked why I didn't type it. His letter was addressed to Frank
Horres 90 Moxey Rd., This really hurt---I'd written the return address in cepitals
evesasadad o letter fri Derek Pickles with a N3F membership roster. Unless Willss
is a psuedonym ror K.¥.Slatver you are not a member. (I am) I will still write to
you, solely because you putlish SLANT.....my TOMORROW SOMETIIES COMES came yesterday.
Wasn't bad at all (no charge for patronage.) A lot of it sounded reriniscent of Van
Vogt, expecially the Mens lagna. This all sounds very lukewarm (v why luLowarm? why
not Motthewwarm? Is there a reason?) and actually I'm most enthusiastic about it.

It's far better than THcEE SIBED TRIANGLE and PURPL: TWILIGHT, which makes it the
best postwar English fantasy. Can't remeaber anything clse I prefsrred to it. GALAXY
should be interested in it."™

Monday afternnon. vell, therc's no doubt abcut it this time at all. S8ailing along
in its mimeogrephed mejeety tlrough the broken pans in our front door comes tho
third issue of PHANTULLAGCLIL (Dcrek Piekles, 41 Compton St., Dudley Hill, Bradford,
Yorks, Threc issues for one prozinc.) I would have preferred fur tha rceaders of
QUANDKY to know noth:ng at £lli ancut tais zinc and vice wersa beccause I do a colurm
for betk and I might be ablc to use the same jokes #wice und save the wear and tear
on my grey ratter. A4h well, This is 2 speciz2l Convention Issue of PHANTAS (.nown
to its deadly enemies, the LONDCN CIRCLE, as 'Phat!') which makes it the second fan-
zine after @ to cover the Convention, (Though NZWSSUOPR did have a muffled report,)
What are things coming vo when amcriczn zines scoop Eritish conventions? There are
articles ebout the the Con bty Pickles, Bcb Shaw cnd myself (I'm afraid Bob's is very
good indeed) with excellent cartocns by 2lan rdunter and Siaw. Also stories by Clive
Jackson =nd Peter Ridley, also attacks on my from Slater, Clarke, and Tealby to
which I have replied so trenctantly that I'm begimaing to have qualms, In spite of
vhos thnis is a very good issus,.
--=- NWalter i. Willis
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SPRA ES

It is really too bad, when you think about it, that fanzine editors
can't use boiler plate,.

N
1

~

-

If you've ever lived in a small town, and subscribed to the local news=
paper, you kmow what bbiler plate is. It is those 1ittle items of useless infor-
mation, from thres to a dozen lines long, which small newpapers use to fill space
with, These items come already set LD in type, cast as & golid piece, so that
whenever the printer finds nimself with a geping space while making up the page-——-
presto! out comes the pbiler plate, and readers are duly informed that the first
steamedriven sausaze grinder was builv in 1733 by Cornelius Vanderglutz, or that
the white-scrotumed mongoose is almost extinet in Transylvania. Some years 20
when I was a bright-eyed young fan, 80 desperate to own a typewriter that 1 was
willing to go to work, I got a job in the printshop of the Dover Advance (Northern
New Jersey's leading twice-a-week neaspaper), which is how come I know about all
this, God! I practically broke my spine lugging cases and cases of used boiler
plate to the Express Office, and always returning with fresh cases and cases of
the stuff, hot from some foundry in Chicago. Iany an issue S g
the paper comsisted of alrost nothing but little paragraphs
goberly declaring that eggplant is delicious when fried in
mustard, and that the natives of Edinburzh noller "gardyloo"
before hurling slops inyo‘-the street.

So like I say, it is really too bad that you can't
use boiler plate with a mimeograph, ¥t would save fanzine ed-
itors planty of headaches. As anybody who has ever put out a
fanzine knows, articles and stories absolutely never como out
evenly to the bottom of the page. There is always an inch or
two of space left over, which the stenciller doesn't know what to do Wwith. Fan=-
zine editors, ingenious creatures that they are, have tried all kinds of things to
£ill up that left-over inch or two. Some compose peetry right on the stencil. There
is no more effective way to get rid of readers., Some crack jokes., Some plead for
material, 8ome throw &n a plug for the next convention. I have never yet heard
of a fanzine editor who had the self-restraint to just loave the inch or two blank.

O—*

- ‘But as Jack Speer has observed, lots of times the fillers in fanzines
are much better than the material. There is a certain freshness, a certain spon-
tanetty about fanzine fillers, particulamly those which are made up quick, Some
fan editors, of course, really work over their fillers. They very carefully pick
out all the tid-bits of unconscious hurzor whéch they come across in prozines and
other people's fanzines, and jot them dowm, and save them, and print them with
funny remarks underneath. Tucker's Le Zombie was feamous for fillers like this.
Every issue contained lots and lots of them, every one entitled a department---
"LeZ Lifted Eyebrow Dept", for example. When I started publishing Vampire I tried
to do the same kind of thing, only indtead of aalling the fillers 'departments' 1

called 'em'cormers'. The soul of originality, that's me.

(more over)
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Phis sort of filler is lots of fun to cook up, though. and it seems
surprising that it is done in fanzines so rarely these cays. There are sO many
things that get into fanzines and proz which are fuany but aren't meant to be,
that any fan-editor can find glorious filler galore, with only a little looking
around, For the past year or so, I have been keeping an old shoebox in which I
have been putting all the items of uncdnscious humor which I bave noticed in my
not-very-extensive reading, with the idea of using them to fill up a fanzine some
day., But right now I don't have any intention of putting out another fanzine for
a good long time, possibly never; so rather than allow the contents of the box to
go to wasto (and fanzine fillers spoil rapidly unless kept in a cool,dry place),
I might as well set down evervtaing in the oox right here and now. Not all of
this stuff is items of unsonscious auwoT, of course, In fact, it is questionable
whether a lot of it is humor at all. Anyhow---~

Kigh%t smack &én top of the box i$ tear-sheet from tne November 1950
issue of Ruture, There is a circle drawn in red pertcil arourd a paragraph from
"Carfidi Shall Not Die":

"he barrite~rifles flashad. At the apex of the buller stream from
five rifles, was the being---unnarmedd She stood, tascarred and untouched, as
shot after shot bounced helplessly off him,"

Now there is a necat problem for Dr. Kinsey...

Underneath that, we find a slip orf yellow paper bearing the observation
that packages of Bstty Crocker Party Cake Iix now carry gpecial instructions for
baking in high alvitudes.

And here is a truly profound remark which Ron Christenson made in
Ergorgerp some years back, and which I thowght was worih peprinting: "I all the
fan publications ever issued in the world were piles up in one stack, they would
fall over,"

Plumbing down deeper into the box, we ceme across a limerick by Jack
Towber: :

An amceba naned Joe and his brother
Went out drinking toasts to each other;

In the midst of their quaffing

They split their sides ladZing

And now each of them is a mother.

Covered over by a few strands of spiderwedb, we find a clipping from
the NBw York Times Book Review for Decerber 17, 1950. The Times critic, review=
ing The Bridge of Light by &3 Hyatd Verrill, ends up by cormenting: " This is ob-
viously literaturs of escepe, bub any ovcupation Irom ghich onz would escape to
this must be painful jndeed.™ I don't know why this struck me as funny.

Now here is a little story of my own composition, which I had long
since---thank Ghodl----forgotten, It is complete 1in two paragraphs:

"Once upon a time there was a philosopher who loved to read DesCartes
day and night. His wife was a &8loppy shrew, People woald say to him, 'Why don't

{con't over)
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you get rid of so messy a spouse?? But he always replied, 'Aaah, no, if I were
to divorce her, the legal procecaings would deprive me of ruch valuable time
which I need in order to read Docartes.’'

"In other words, he was putting Descartes beforo divorce,"

And here is a sketch for a cartoon. 4 is a remarkadbly good cartoon,
because it would be ensy to drem, 4 %tormbstons atands on tha h:=izcn, with otvher
tombstones and crcsses, slightly cockeyed. ell erasund. Thesro 4s & crescent moon
in the sky, and bats are flyirg. On the tom:stone is the inscription DO NOT OFEN
UNTIL XMAS. I wonder wiay I saved this. s

And here, tangled up in a pile 2% shoelaces, is an excerpt from DAWN,
a fanzine which used to be just crawling with exferpis dying to be excerptied. It
is a quotation from a letter by one Kursis Wcllgien, of Hot Springs, Ark.:

"Closer amd closer we who dare to dream of that which is beyond the
purple curtain of uncertainty, men with minds write yarns ebout things that scare
the hell out of us...AND suddenly coms trug, Cne of us must 1ift the cursain. For
beyond lies the gleaning stone. Thess fatheads in Washingtor...Russia...and other
places...are looking for. It is the mind that ‘makes picturas of tlilings beautiful
and later created are injoyed by all men: It is tas mind thet seesc a picture of a
little silver tube full .cf gaseous vapor...and Low wher dropped from a guided
missile spells finnis for us all."

Spell finnis again, bub.

Next we find a hunk of a page ripped out of The Stf Trader, volume two,
number two. A gentleman in Farrell, Pernasylvania, advertises that he will trade
science fiction books and mszazines for tropical fish, ahhh, disillusionnent...

And now we scrape the bottom of the box. The last lonesome bit of
paper to meet ou¥ gaze is a circuiar sent out last year by Writer's Digest, announc-
ing their anrual chort-:story contest, The prizes are complcetely fascinating. IT
you cop second place, for imscance, you get a canoe trip down the Ohio River, all
expenses pavd, Lord help you if vou're not accustomed to the ruzged, outdoor life.
Brize nutbisr eighicen is Ha Lucullan feast for you and a fow good friocnds." Somehow,
this sounds ominr s, PBut nrizes nineteen vo thirty sound more sinisteor yet., If
your writing acilitics place you in one of those spots, the Digegﬁ_will pay Rail=-
way Express charges on all th2 bonk manuscripts you ship for a year---am many as
one a month., Ye gads, whcever wins such a prize as that will really have to work
his posterict off. But if you plase fifty-first, you ¥ill receive a subscription
to "any bright country weekly in your state," I don't know about your State, but
that prize would zsertainliy baffls me. All the countiry weeklies I «mow are nothing
but boiler plate,

But my real favorite is prize fifteen. This is traly the ultimate in
something or another. I have got to guote you this one in full:

"peace and serenity are within you alone; and not our gift to bestow,

But, like many things, peace is the child of circumstances and we offer you the .
- -

(con't over)
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prize of amiable circumatance, Arrangements have besn made so that the 16th
prize winner may srend 1.0 days at the llew llallaray . Abbey, a Treppist Nonstary
in Iowa. If Gesired, you may have a 'cell; a loaf of bread, and a cheese;' or
if you prefer the amenities of lifa, you may live at the manastery's Guest House
where ledgings are quite comfortahle. We pay ycur train trainsportation to and
from the Abbey. If you tire of seclusion, yeou may werk on the momastery's
beautiful farm. Open to male prize winners only: any race or creed. The monks
are hard working, quiet, and weil edvcated, If you win this prize, you're in
for a treat. 1If a weman wins the 1Gth prize, we offer her food of a different
kind, for the spirit. A new John Fredrics hat every season for a year. . "

A3 all dauntless short-s%ory contestants climb into their hairshirts
and prepare to hitch themselves tc the plow, let us quietly pitch the entire
shosbox into the nearest incinerator, and pitch a lighted match in, too.

So you see, it's really easy to find fillers for fanzines. Tou
don't have to fill up that extra inch of a stencil spacc with a big SOUTH GATE
IN *58.

4nd if you want to fill up the space between the fillers as well,
there's always another thing you caa do. Just write an article telling
people how to fill space in fanzines.

Like I just did.

i ¥
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aaytaing could

happen on a P TP
big game o
hunt...
and it
did?

The guide stopped vhe time-mach. ™We'll have to g€¢ on foot from here, Mr

Rickard." He reacned inso a compartment on the dash-board. "You'd better smear some
of this ofintment on your face and legs. It'll keep the insects off."

They stepped from the gleaming metal of their transport into the twisted en-
twined growths of the jungle, The damp heat contrasted most unfavourably with the
regulated atmosphere of the vehicle., Mr Rickard felt inclined to turn back to the

f
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luxugies of civilisation, after all apart
from the discormforts there was g certain
anount of danger attached to big game hunt-
. : ing even with the most modern vweapons. Yet
by p eter J r d,e y to go back witiiout at lcast one trophy

would be to bring his wife's tongue down on
him, On the whole Ir Rickard decided he'd
rather risk the hunting.

Withdrawing his mind with soem difficulty from a picturz of his wifo's wrath
at an empty handed roturn, Mr Rickard concentrated on his immediate surroundings.
He wgs g£ollowing his guide down a narrov lane of soggy mud, on either dide of which
rose impenetrable banks of foliage. A kind of green gloom hung over the whole place
like a foge. Occasionally there would come from the jungle wierd screeches and bell=-
ows, and once lr Rickard saw the walls of the lane agitated by some animal, which
went away, however, when the guide shouted at it.

Feeling the need of some human contact, #“r Rickard closed up to his guide and
spoke., "Was that a dangerous animal?"

"No" replied the guide in the same instinctively lowered voice that his employe:
had used. "This is just a small game track, We won't meet anything really worth
while until we reach one of the main tracks." '

Mr Rickard nodded his comprehension, & little out of breath. The guide slowed
his pace a little, noticing that sweat was running down the podgy white legs which
protruded rather pathetically from a pair of oversized bush pants. "We'll make our
base camp on this bit of rising ground ahead," he remarked. "I've camped there before
there's a concegte hut for hunting parties and a spring of water.”

Mr Rickard nodded again, he couldn't see the rising ground of which the guide
spoke but the prospects of a rest in the forseeable future pleased him.

The guide sniffed the air. "Eello, " he said. "There's someone there ahead of
us, I can smell cooking. Still there s plenty of room, and we can use our tent."

It was obvious to Mr lickard thet the hawk-nosed guide had a superior sense of
smell, for her could detect nothing but the heavy daip smell of the vegitation. How-
ever he manfully hitched Bis rifle to a rniore comfortable-position and increased his
pace to suit that of the guide,

Soon the path started to climb quite steeply, It was hard to climb in the slip-
pery mud, and more than once Mr Rickard would have fallen but for the guide's sirong
arm. Finally the dense undergrowth began to thin out, and they could got an occasion-
al glimpse of the sky,

"Nearly there," said the guide encourazingly to a wilted Mr Rickard.

Quite abruptly they burst out of the thinning jungle into a clearing, in the
center of which was & cup-shaped concrete hut. Two men were sitting round a fire,
evidently cooking.

Mr. Rickard plodded happily behind the guide towards the irmediate prospect of
food and sleep, suddenly he was brought to a stop. He stared stupidly at the zuide's
broad back which bloeked his path, then pcered round the obstruction at the men by
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bl L1.¢, 4nBT WOS¢ Juse iien as far as ae could see. Greatly daring, he pushed the
guide in the small of the back, ®his manoeuvre elicited an exclammtion of "My God,"
byt no movement. The smell of cooking wafied enticingly to lr Rickard's, nostrils,
forsaking the guide, lhe trctted forward, sniffingz,avidiy.

The taller of tihe two men by the fire stood up as he approached. Mr Rickard didn't
give him even a glance. His whole attention wss centered on the food cooking seduct-
ively over the blaze. The standing rfigure uttercd a gurzlirg oaikh and assumed a
similiar stance to that of lir Rickard's guide. His comppanion peered at lir Rickard
in the same short sighted manner with which that gentleman regarded the food, thew
he too lsapt to his féet. "Lgad," hoe sguesied.

4t the sound of %is own faverite cxclamation IMr Riskard looked up and for a moment
thought he was staring into a mirrcr. "Egad," he shrilled. "Twins."

Unlike the patient reflection in the mirror this image moved of its own volition,
i1t cleared the fire in an ungainly leap and glared into Mr Rickard's face at close
quarters, evidently as surprised to find its alter ego as was Mr Rickard.

"It's impossible" :mttercd the doubles simultaneously.

Mr Rickard's guide recovered and strode up to the fire. The second Mr Rickard
stared at him in awe. "It's quite impossible" he reiterated without much assurance.

"Impossible or not, it's happened." stated the guide with some af his usual aplomb;
"30 let's have some food farst and talk afterwards.,"

It was a memorable meal for Lr Rickard, despite the fact that lLe had never tasted
better food, and that keeping the meal cn a plate balanced precariously on his knees
required most of his a.tention, he couldn't help takirg a few sly looks at his count-
erpart across the fire. '

Having at last appeased his unparalleied hunger Mr Rickard wiped his fingers abe
sently on his bush pants, ana looked arcund. ;

"This kind of moetinz has baen theorised about, but I zuess nodody really thought
it would ever happen.' openod lix Rickard's guide.

Bveryong agreecd. Silence fell,

"There is the question of names," announced the second lir Rickard, ™I presume yours
is Thomas Archinbald Rickard?” he aimed this question at Mr Rickard.

orYeS r "

"Jell, then I suggest that you shall be called ilpia, and myself Beta, other-
wise this is going to be the rmother and father of all mix ups. Tn the same way your
guide will be Garma and mine, Dalta."

"Mhis is all very weli," protested the newly named Alpka, "But I want to know how
this has happened, "

"Your guess is as good as mine," retérted Beta.

The Garma gkide cleared his throat, "I've got a theory,' he announced pertentously.

{con't over)
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He paused a second and Aplha Rickard almost started to applaud. "Parallel Temporal
Universe," he copcluded.

"Rubbish," shouted Beta Rickard rudely. "You can't separate time and space
}ike thatl"

"miell, I supnose you've got a better explamation," bellowed the Gamma guide,

(]

"ot yet," said Beta slowly. "But I will have!™ he added defiantly.

"Supposing that when time travel first began, it split the universe into a
number of separate dimentions, each with its own time and space but all sharing a
common past,'"suzgested the Lelta guide,

"§e could check on that to a cartain extent,"” said Alpha.

They did, Comparing histories pre-time-travel and post-time-travel. The con-
clusions supported the Delta guide's nypothesis, their histories before the incept-
ion of time-travel they bocan to diverze,

Gradually frem world events the two pairs worksd their way down to personal
matters.

"You still live by the Sea?" queried Alpha.'

"Yes, in the house Lad left me. And you too?"

™fouldn't leave it for the worlds. How about your work? I'm in the travel
business, booxing agent, you know."

"Same here. I bet you've even zot a huge and horrible poster ordering every-
one tc 'COME TO BEAUTIFUL MARS' and that you amuse yourseif by picking out the honey
moon couples for Venus,"

"Not quite; my poster says *COME TO LOVZILY VENUS' and the honeymoon couples go
to Mars,"

1
Both chuckled reflectively.

Beta spoke azain., "I supposs you're married?"

Alpha's face dimmed. "Yes, worse luck," he bemoaned, "My wife is an absolute
shrew. I wish 1'd never married at all, Not a moment's peace, Always nagging me
to do things. I wouldn't have come on this trip, but she wanted the head of a
tyranosaurus to hang in the bedroom., Heavan Xnows why, it's tha fashion I suppose,"

"I've got the laugh on you there," chuckled Beta, obviously pleased to find
something in which he could better his counterpart. "Ly wife's perfect, Gentle,
sympathetic, lovinz and beautiful. I don't kmow wnat I'd do without har."

¥
Alpne Ricxard felt pangs of jealousy shoot through his belly like indigestion
at its worst. Funny, he thought, that joalousy should aifect the stomach, but then
indigestion was often namecd heartourn., He stopped his mental doodling and the con-
versation continucd.

They talked far into the night. It seccmed that their respective worlds were
not groatly differcnt as yet, but were tending to further divergence at an-incroas-
ing rate.

$over)
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} "Probably," said Beta. "Likc the
law of falling bodics, you know, thirty-
two fcet per secoud per second."”

The moon had risen now and shone |
palely in the dark sky. Under the in=-
Fluences of the exotic surroundings and
a full stomach, alpha Rickard murmered; &
"Isn't it a lovely sight?" i

"Eah, you and your conventional
standards,” snapped Beta grumpily. "o
the Devil with the moon, I'm going to bed,"
With that ne svumped off the the concrete
hut and slammed the door.

Alpha's guide had erected their theemo-
tent and was already asleep, so Alpha turned
in too. For a iéng time he lay awake taink-
ing how much he'd like %o de in Beta's shoes,
with a loving wife waiting for him instead
of a nagging shrew. Mad schemes for either
killing or marooning Beta and taking his
place ran tarough his mind until he feli
asleep.

Alpha slept through all the AR ...}ﬁﬁggf
maniacal noises of the night, disturbed only by dreams of his wife. He greseted the
morning light thrusting through the transparent fabric of the thermo-tent with an
oath., Waen his guide turnca him out of bad with a cheery good humour, he discovered
a surly fellow with a surprisingly extensive knowledge of the coarser phrases of the
English language.

A good breakfast however soon restored most of Aplha Rickard's good humour.
He even wished Beta and his guide good liuck when they starcd out to hunt.

With his own guide in the lead, Alpha was soon on ivhe trail himself. For some
time they followed a,track identical in every way,to Adpha's senses, with the one
which had brought them to the clearing. But cventually vhey debouched into a much
wider trail, dscply imprinted with huge reptilian footprints and tail lines. Filled
@#ith water from the night's rain, thesse rasembled nothing mors than small lakes and
canals.

“,ha," muttercd the guide, studving the spoor. "Tyruno, Stego, liegulo, and a
couple of Iguanodon. The tyranosaur was after the jguenodon, I should imagine he'll
nave caught one of them about a couplie of miles further on. If we're lucky we'll
catch hin esating his pray."

Alpha's hopes that the dinosaur would have bolted 3t 's broakfast and gone on
its way werc destroyed when his guide motioned him to be quiet, and to unsling his
rifle., The soft mud made walking githout muking sticky noises impossible but. tho
slight sounds the two men made werc completely drowmed by the hideous squealing
and growling which shivsred through the thick undergrowtih.
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Aplha's first sight of the beast was unnerving. Of a sudden huge triangular
head, loosely covered with crinkled gray skin appeared above the vegigtation. It
uttaored a sereech and disap.cared again, tkough not before Alpha had noted a mouth-
ful of testh of a severe ubtiliturien design, and the copious amounts of blood smear-
ed round the animal's jaws. His pace slowed abruptly. ie trisd to imagine that
horriffic visage glaring at him from the bedroom wall, and shivered.

The guide bent ctkcse to him and whispered. Mie'll get as close as we can to
fiim., Then I'1l shout. As he turans his head let him have a shot in the neck just be-
low the head. Le poison will take effect mest quicaly from there." He unslung his
own rifle and checked the mechanism., alpia copied him., "Now, down on your belly and
crawl."

The mud thrcugh which shey crawled, besides having a consistency very similiar
to best glue harboured innumerable industrious rmites which took this unparalleled
opportunity to transfer thefr activities from the unproductive mud to the fairer
fields of Alpha itickard's body. Because of these things the stalk, which Alpha had

touzht would be conducted in fear, waes in fact undertaken in the very different
emotion of irritation.

When the zuide rose :nd shcuted it was with considerable pleasure that Mr.
sickard discharzed nis gun atv tioe,so far, inof{fensivs restile. The fact that he miss-
ed didn't deirsct from his satisfaction, especizlly as the guide's shot, whieh prud-
ently followed his uwn with herdly cng tine iapse rellef the giand waile it still
scarched fer the autnor of the noise which had startled it.

His guide ook several picturcs of lir alpha xickard vosed heroically on top of
his immense troohy before spraying the corpse with a preparatucn that performed the
twin dutied of preserving tie carcass, and putiing off tas scavenzers. Mr Rickard
left tae scene of action wita soms rezrets, consoled only by tae thought tiat his
trophy would be safe cnough until the taxidermists arrived.

The rest of the dey was spent in toaking movies of various denizens of the jun-
zle, a procesding that was by no meuns as dangerous as Alpha supposed, since the ...
larzer reptiles completely ignored enything as small as e msn, and the zreatest dan-
ger was that one of the giants might ascidently tred én tvhe huuans.

Unbeltnown %o alpha, nis guide had made their trek circular, so that as night
came on theydidn't have far to go %o rezach camp. This time no srell of ccoxing greet-
ed them. They lighted a Tire, nad a hearty mea®, and turned in, still without a sign
of tneir couaterpartis,

"] expect they went too far, and had to camp out fot the nizht." suggested the
guide.

Next morning Beta's party was still.missing. The guide suggested that they
should follow Beta's tracks in case they nceded assistarce, since the direction of
their own foray was irmaterial.

The trail led along one of the narrow patis with wiich Alpha was now becoriming
well acquainted. This path however soon cliuwed out of the jungle onto tge less -thic!
ly forested lower slopes of a mountain. Once odht of the Sungle Beta's tracks struck
off from the main path almost at right anzles.

"DPhougzht as much," muttered the zuide," They'rs mexing for the salt lick."

As they mounted a slight rise, the two men could sec a swathe several hundred
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feet wido stecamrollered through the bush.

"Stampede,™ explained the guide. "Herd of Stegosaur must have winded one of
the carnivarous dincsaurs,"

"Pheir tracks lead right into the path,™ said Alpha. "You don't thlnk they
could have been..." HIs voice quiwvercd away,

The guide plunged forward without answering. Altha became aware of a shrill
toneless shrieking. As they approackod a fow cmall flying reptiies flapped away,
still uttering their winerving criez, The bedies wersr't a pratty sight, though °
they were by no means as badly damaged as Alpha expected.

"queer, isn't it?" said the guride, "That the most curious meeting in history
should end this way." He stared pensively at the bodies. 'Well, it's no use standing
here look#ng. We'll go back to vamg.Then I'li get the. antl-orav stretcher and come
back for these itwo., You needn't help, Mr Rickard. I'll be able 0 manage easily."

The fat little man protested feehly, but he didn't want to see those smeshed
corpses again, and it was with relief that he saw the guide gtride cut of camp tow-
ing the stretcher tehind him,

He sat outside the hut, thinking zbout death. Thien he put those thoughts
away and starsed to get a meal together. Whiis he fussed with the cans tfe idea seep-
ed into his minde. A and B, identical dut for thdir matrimonial differences. B is
eliminated, aliowinz A a cihoice of envircaments. Last night he had even considered
killing B so that the substitution could take place. Now Fate had dropped the whole
thing into his lap. His wife certainly wouldn®t miss him much. And she could live
very comfortably on his mouney for the rest of her life. D3Seta's wife however would
be desolated by the loss of uaer nusband, aAfter all,rationalised Mr Rickard hypocrit
ically, I am really husoand to both of them now, and it is only right that I should
go to the one who needs me most.

By the time the suide returned with the sheeted stretvher, Mr Rickard had :.
readied a mesn and made up his mind. The guide, a somewhat blasé character accepted
the situation, and a few Lundred credits with equal equanimity. Having dowmed the
meal he set off for Hr Rickard's Time-mech, towing the corpse of Beta, and rcehears-
inz a suitable story.

Mr Ricikard followed the tracks of the deceased pair, now threce days old but
preserved in the firm mud. He left thc corpse of Beta's guide in the hut.

If tihie B Time-mech was any different foom his own, Mr KRickard's inexperience
eye didn't notice it. Since the contrels were pre-set it required but the touch of
a button to start the machine. A podgy,sweating finger preformed the job, and Mr
kickard sat dowm with the realisation tiiat he wag cormitted to a course of action
from which he could not turn back. He had decided to cover any small discrepancies
by usinz the age old excuse of partial amnesia, plausible cenough in his case. He
waited in the hwining machine, turnéng over in his mind all-that he could remember
of his long conversa%ion with Beta.

He was hustled from the machine into Quarantine without a chance to test
his masqueraste, As he wandered naked throuzh the numerous ray:bathes Mr Rickard
felt the awful uncertainty that always fcllowed an irmportant decision. Dressed in a
white, aseptic srock he &at on a cold plastic bench facing a microphone, which woulc
be his only means of.communication with the outside worid for several hours. Occasio
ally the instruzsient would belch either instructions or encouraging statements as to
the progress of his decontamination. At last he was informed that he was officially
"Free foom Infection". A small chute in the wall opened and a suit of clothes,which
he presumed had been lefi at the Quarantine Building by beta, for this purpose thump
ed on the fdoor beside him, They fitveé perfectly. 26 (over again)



No Robbery (8)

A Cour ogencd znl he wallod throuzh into an olec.,.where he was igsued a"Jorii-
ficate of Salubrity". The cleak who preformed this duty smiled at him and salds"The
reporters are waiting outside, Mr Rickara,”

Mr Rickerd resuraad the smile while bhe mentally ran cver his story. Then
bracing himself he stepped into the outer room.

The underzurrent cf talk ceased as he appeared, then redoubled.

"low about a statement....?™  YIid a dirosaur kill your guide?" "How did
you escape?"

Mr Rirkeré *old his story simmly, and answersed thelr numerous guections,lylng
only whers ahsclutedr resessaty, Ml aSor™, built cn a ffirm bazis of trutk,was unhes-
itatingly eccepted. H2 erciosized v¥a%t he timself nad egzared with juss a bump on the
head, preparing ihe wey for hie srmesia, shitlé 1% bessue uecﬁ al. Bveutuvally they
were scuiarlien, A3 LhAy trocred cut cme raized a lauste by arking:"Anyiting to say on
tho subject of ccuventional éztlelic simudavras?” Everyone laugped,ard Aiprha joined th
them uncomprehendingly, "Later, psibaps," ke eiadad.

The clerk with the smile pecpped ic &3ain."Your wife is waiting outshde."

Thanks." He tried not to hurry too nel, his legs trembling with anticipation.

There were geveral womAn in the ﬂcr”ruorc Mr Ricirard eyed them for a sign of
recogniticr, One o tha2m glaiced at him curscrily, whila the other two ignored him.

There wes a sournd ¢f running feot wehind him, He felt the weight of a body
against his, and two erns enciv:iled his ne:l, lle turned to look into the face of a
Venusien Ophiomorpk. A scaly nose rasped nis chln, while green expressicnless eyes
bugzed at him, The "thing® spoke, in a h.ussing veiceiDariing,Darling, you might have
been killed, I'll never ley ysu emay Irom me agaitc.?

She unsheathed khands full of lecag claws, and pulled him close,
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PROFESSOR AUERBACH'S ENCYCLOPEDIA OF ORIGINATIONS

No. 62945987065

"WORN AS & Evidently, my friends, you would like to know the or-

FRAZZLE" 1ginetion of the term "worn as a frazzle", or another
usage, "worn to a frazzle". 1In order to understand the explane-
tion, we must go bock intc history to epproximctely the year. 500
A.D. This term was introduced into the new world when the mater-
iel of the samc name was atundant. The frezzle rescmbled a plece
of cloth that zrew on e lLush. However, in reality, it was & pilece
of cloth that grew on a busk.

The frazzle was at first belleved by the pcople of Peking,
(I1l.) to grow as worn as one. However, clcser observation re-
vealed thot the frezzle grcw as unuscd and as unworn as not a
frazzle.: ' !

The frazzle would zrow out transparent in it's early life.
As 1t grew on a tush in the open, animals, insects, pests, and
other types of people were constantly brushing egalnst it and
wearing it down to a frozzle. As 1t grcw worn as a frazzle, the
frazzle beceme less and less treonsparent, whercupon the people of
Peking, (Ill.) would find the frezzlc as worn as one.

SEA LIFL CF THE FRAZLLE

This, ¥s''a'wery-interestlng espect of the (frazzle. . It 1s
found that there are three sexes in the frazzle, namely A, B, and
C. This ¢liminates the hackneyed treleangle so often founéd and
mokes 1t a guadrupcd.

A short avcrage 1life of a frazzle is given below.

The newly born frazzle, lct us sey, is A. Is A whet?, you
ask. Why, sex A, stupid! &4s fruzzle A 1s growing, he fcels a
sudden urge to look for frazzle B. Whercupon he tells a Bee
(which happens to be conveniently near) to find him a frazzle B.
The bee tells frazzlc A thet he doesn't believe that there 1s such
a thing as a frezzlc bece. Which, of course, brings upon a fizght
between frezzle A and the bee, es he. thinks that frazzle A is be-
sarcastlc about a frazzle bee,

Tiring of fighting with thc bee over a frazzle B, frazzle A
suddenly dccides 1t would be e lot less trouble to find a frazzle
C. Nct seeing o frezzle C, which he wishes to see¢, he stabs him-
self to decth. Wnich lecves frozzles B and C to mate without any
bcther from frazzle A. Isn't this inte¢resting?

Now that all of you kncw cbcut the frazzle, go out and tell

your friends cbout it. I'm so tired from this lecture, I think
I'll 2o home and go to bed. Why I'm worn to a = = - - -

# Inccase you are confused, we are speaking of the frazzle, of
coursc.
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Book Bargains

Recent Books In lMint And Excellent Condition

CAMPBELL, JOHN W.: THE MIGHTIEST MACHINE 1st $2.00

THE LICRCDIBLE PLANET 1st 2.00

IE CAMP, L.SPRAGUE:; LEST DARKNESS FALL 2.00

DIVIIE 4ND RULE 1st 2.00

DUNSAY, LORD: FOURTH BOOK OF JORKENS 1st 2.00

HOWARD, ROBZRT E.: SKULL FaCE aND OTHERS 1st 3.50
HORN, LDWARD NEWMAN:FuSTER, FaSTER 1st (4 jazz Pan) 1.00 °

HUB34RD, L. RON: DEATH'S DEPUTY 1st 1.25

SLAVES OF SLEEP 1st 2.00

FAURE, RaOUL C.: MR ST. JOHN 1st 1.00

RUSSELL, BRIC F.: SINISTZR B4RRIER 1st 2.00

SIITH,E.E, SPACEHOUNDS OF I.P.C. 1st 2,00

SiITH, GEORGE O.: PATTERN FOR CCNQUEST 1st 2.00

Venus Equilateral 1st 2.00

SILVE: EASTWARD IN EIEN 1st .75

TalNG, JOHN: THE COSLIC GLOIDS lst 1.25

VaN VOGT, 4.E.: BUOK OF PTATH 1st 2.00

_ WORLD OF A 1st 1.00

WHITE, T.H.: THE ELEPHANT AND THE KANGAROO 1st 1,00

MISTHESS 1iaSHALI'S REPOSE 1st .75

WILLLANMSON, JACK:  DAAKER THali YOU THINK 1st 2.00

THE LZGICN OF SPACE 1st 2.00

Other Books

ERTZ, SUSAN: WOMAN ALIVE ag new=-beautiful silver foil jacket 1.50
story of one last woran left on earth
SLOANG, WILLIAM: THe EDGE OF RUNNING WATZR 1st v.g. great story 1.50
LEWIS, SINCLaIR: IT CAN'T HAPPEN HERS VeZes fine future war story .75
BL.ACKVWICOD, ABGERNON:THE PROI{IISE OF AIR eX. d/w 75
THS rXTRL DAY 1st v.z. 1.00
BURNETT, FRANCIS HOLGSON: %HEZ WHITE PEOPLE ex. 1st d/w 1.00
IE CAMP, L. SPRAGUM:LAKD OF UNRRASON lst mint d/w 1.00
MACHEN, ARTHUR: THE HOUSE OF SOULS GD. 1.00
CAa3cLL, BRANCH: SILVER STALLION V.8 1.00
CAPuK, Kidiil: KOKATIT lst v.g. great s-f yarn 2.50
o ABSOLUTE AT LARGE st ex, dfw ditto 2.50
POTTER, MadGaul; ISTLR OF BuBYLON st ex., d/w ancient Egypt 1.50
HOUSTON, M.RB,: TE® WITCH AN let ex, d/w Blue Ridze idtn wierd 1.50
HULE, CYRIL: STRELT OF THE MALCONTENTS as new d/w lst shorts2.50
“DD{SS0™, E.Rs STYRBIORN TH= STRONG st v.g. borderlime . 2.60

ILURAICE, MICHZEL: NOT IN OUR ST.RS 1yt v.g. excellent and rare wierd 2.50
ONIOLS, OLIVids . COLLECTED GHOST STORIES lst V,G. RARL Great Volume 6.50

LE FalNU, Jo SHORIDANs MaDali CROVL'S GHUST 1st v.g. R4RE 6.50
above and cthers i STLBLE FOi NIGHTMARES 1lst v.g. RaHS 3.60
STOCKTON, FR4NK R,3TH:E VIAZIER OF THE GREAT HOBNED ALEAANDER lst v.ge 2.50
WHEATLEY, LDENALS: ©HE DEVIL RIWsS OUT rint d/w 1.50
ENGLAND, GROfG: ALLAN: THSE GOLDEN BLIGHT  1st do to v.g. 2.50
DarKNESS aND DaN 1st ex. RaRE 12,50

4ll of these and many others from the F. and S.F. BOOK CO., 204 Rice Ave.
STaten Islard 14, N.Y. o « « Wirite for aataloguess,
And mention Quandry please.
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MAGAGINES

ASUOUNDING - -, HISKD TAIES
Clayton Astoundings (1931-1933) - &1.00 1opes $4.00
19335=1935 "~ ¥1.50 1927 - £3.00
1936-1938 $1 .00 1928-1929 §2.00
1959-1946 .75 1930-1933 $1.60
1947-1988 .50 1934-1936 &L.00
1949-1951 .40 1937-1938 a75
19391940 .50
UNKNOWN WQRLLS L941-1945 o D
1#1 diarch 1939 §2.50 1946 to dsto .30
1939-April-Juna 2.00 :
1939 July-Dec 1.50 F, F. M.
1940 1.50 1939 : $1.00
1941-1943 1.00 1940-1941, 1943 .75
1942, 1944-1945 50
PLANET STCRIES 1946-1947 . «40
141 1.00 1948 tn date .35
1$2 75 oy T
Aemander Vol.l .65 F. N. .
Vol 2 .50 1# 1 (July 1940) --1.00
Vol 3 .40 1#2-1#5 Rom, pre-war .75
Vol 4 to date .35 1948 to date .85
WONDER STCRIES AMAZING STORIES i1
1929-1952 %% Sept 1926-1627 . 1.75
1933-1945 .50 1928-1929 : 1.50
1946 to date .35 1930-1932 1.0
1933-1938 (April) . .65
WONDES QUariiqLILS Jure 1938-1.45 <40
Vol 1 and Vol 2 1,50 1946 to dato . «30
Vol 3 and Vol 4 1.00 2 fre
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES
AUASING QUALTERLIZS Large Size Issues (9) .60
Vol 1-Vol 3 2.00 1940-1945 4N
Vol %-Vol 5 1.5D 1946 tn date M e
Vol 6-\Vol 7 1.00
MARVEL SCIENCE
STARTLING STORIES L IR o SR 1.€0
Yol ‘1451 .75 1 #3-1 #5 _ .75
1939-1945 .50 2 f#2-2 #3 ] .51
1946 to date 35 _
_ DYNAMIC SCIENCE
" AVON® FANTASY «EATLRS Botli issues each .75
Vol 1 #1 3 .65
Vol 1 $2 .50 SUPER SCIEKNCE
Vol 1 %3 to data .40 Pre war issues A 5N
' Yost ‘war issues AOD

ALL OF THE FOLLOVING AT 354 BalH -
[LAGINAGION, FATE, OOT Or THIS WOLLD,
[ AGAZING OF FANTASY AND SCINIICs FICTION,
POST WA FULUREK, WCRLDS BEYCKND, FAIIASY
STORIES, FANDASY BCOUK, OFHug WORLDS

" ALL OF .THE FOLLOWING AT 6C¢ FACH
Astonishing, Comet, Captain Future,

i 7' ALL OF THESE AT 40¢ HACH

- COSIIC, SCILNCE FICTION, SCIENCE .

: FICTION "QUARTERLY, STIRRING SCI-NCE,
Tixst & Large size 1.90 FUTURE FICTION (Pre war) -

w4 ‘oL +50 ARKHAIS SAPLER ~ $1.00 each
F & TS BOOX CO. 204 Rice Ave., Staten Island 14, W.Y. (30)

NEJ HCI®LDS




Installment III (Conclusion)

After the buffet all the fans whe were still alive were propped up on chairs
to listen to John Keir Cross talking about nis troubles in trying to put sf over on
the British Broadcasting Corporation. It.was so oorplicated it sounded like the
World of Null-BBC. lir Cross was so eloguent, and the spirits of the fans were so
cowed by the buffet, that no one asked how come that Mr Cross had made such a lousy
job of the sf seriel he wes allowed to produce on the air. Tdo OTHER SIIE COF THS
SUN this was, and the entlcr, Pevl Capcn, was down to speak as well as Cross. Evident-
ly he didn't think he could do it, for he muibled some words the only ore of which
was distinguishable was 'larynsitis' end sai dom egain. 1 was furious about this,
since this was the only way I could think of getting out of making a sppech myself,
and now Capon had spoiled it.

I left at the end of this, and missed a talk by frthur C. Clarke on television
and sf. I'm told he was very good, end I caa well believe it. The man is a genius.
In fact he has been heard to admit as much himseif.

#%hen I got back, feeling a little better (J think the trouble may have been
something I didn't eat), there was & film show goinz cn. There was supposed to have
been a guest author's session at £:30, but tbingz wore Trunning ec lete everyone had
forgotten there ever was such 2 thing as 8:30. Besides taere were no' gues’ authors,
which would ha¥we maide things a little difficuli. The show was of a silent version
of TH: LOST WCPLD, a fild atcut prehistoric monsters. It was a bit of a prahistoric
momster itself. Hewover parts of it weve quite good. For instance the-e was a terrif-
ic battle belween “w. great monstiers wWho aet heere been all of 16 inchos Digh. It was
ame-inspiricg. s% on& aoment, I thought oce ol LlLi<in was actuaily gulng to kaock a
piece of plastns 2t'[ ta2 atlher, In. +he cosmer Avtbur €. Cilarks wus busy jeckying
dises for inclaen el musis. Cecacgionelly the reiua ¢lipped and tne music sovnded
more accidental thsn .oos2<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>