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EDITORIAL ..

Just over six months ago, after seventeen years of sitting on the eidelines, content with
reading stf and watching the antiee of the "lunatio fringe, I decided to join in the fun
and publish a fanzine of my own. Two montha later, the firat issue of SFD went out to an
even hundred unsuspacting scula. 1 thought it was wondarful.....my own zine, sh, ma,,.,.
1 sat back and waited the pasans of praise that were sure to burden the postman,practioced
patting myself on the back a few timm@..ccscce8nd what do you think happened 1 Abaclutely
nothing, you're right. With the exception of a few hardy souls, natably Hoffman, Banks,
Silverberg, Fabun, Slater, Piekles and one or two others, no one even botherad to write
and tell ms what a orudeine I had given birth to. I put a sentence in the editorial ask-
ing anyone having old fanzines to please write, not even a price 1iat from a dealer 11l
Thought I...boy, what a louse THA? iseue was, I'l]l never make that mistake again. But,not
losing heart, I plunged into preparation of §&, vowing to inare both contents and
quality. But the bast laid plans eta....in the middle of #, the Atlanta alub desidad we
oculd afford to put out an offsat zine. 500, I finished the Burks article, wrote a hasty
note to the effect that #2 was a very short issue, @ua to our change of plana, that it
was being issued only one month after #1, instead of three as originally planned, that I
imew it wam't up to smuff, please forgive ms, ete, and whaddya think happened ! that's
right, thase paeans of praise, to my utter astonishment, came pouring in ! "Beat second
issue I ever saw” "Absclutely the neatest m ing I aver saw in any fanzine" "Hoffman's
artiole was tope” and 80 on into the nite...there's a moral in this somewhare. Hanaeforth
I shall endeaver to oinsider each ismsue an absoclite stinker, and 1 can't migs. Ha.

And g0, here is #3. And pl » this IS NOT a seotion of COSMAG., You will note
that there are 16 pp in SFD, as in €, next issue SPD will be on the eover. We ooculd
not deaide on a feasible and mitually satisfastory method of combining aompletely, hence
a separate section for emch. The number of pp in SFD will BO? ba limited to 16 in future
iasuae, excapt for lack of suitable material, C'mom, you would be pros, let's hear from
you. 1 would especially 1like to hear from anyone who ia interested in doing black and
white illos for the next issue. Again, anyons who has ANY old fantines, please write ms.
1 particularly want; GOorgon - Vortex - Puturia Pantasia - Spacewarp - Stardust - Time
Traveller - Fantasite - Le Zombis - but you get the idea....the GOOD sines. And, apeaking
of good eines, 1f you haven't already sent for a aopy of JUANIRY 13, den't wait another
day. This is the long awnited Juannish and, truly, a gigantia, stupendous & eolossal fan
pablication. 100 pp, Kennedy, Willis, Oliver, Ridlay, Shaw, Bradley, Lorraine, Boggs,etc.

Ken Slater, ple note th even adgea, The thanks, howaver, should be to my
wife, Kay, who has spent many a weary hour, typing the final paste-ups for this iame &
1 hope, will do 80 in the future. Since undertaking this, I have notiaed that many of the
printed and offast 1ines do NOT adhare to evened edges. Those of you who think it worth
the extra effort, pl speak up. I'm locking forward to meeting many of you at the
Nolacon, and to thase who won't be thers, pleass bear with ma, if 1_owe you lettera. I'm
outting approximately 150,000 words of Sam Moskowitz, The Immortal Stors onto steneils,
two fingers and thumb style, sc you can see why my time is oacupied.

T11 November lst...best regards. ey
e

19



Planet

of the _;y i rinte—

Chase

+ 1t had resently ruined, steaming
A hot Sun best down through the misty alr

ols of muday water lay on swary sids, Condemsstion on the surious foliage retarmed
:imn to the sodden earth, as quickly as it evaporated.

A parrow path slashed its way, 1ike = red mmake. through the thiok J::‘:;:
Only the wet red olay of the tresk, {gave &=y contrast to the I.mnm“‘“::oﬁmﬂ. - P
forest. Amongst the vegetatiom, the feathery branches of the magn - A
a:.t-d. although the yellow oones of the giaat alub mossss wers quite ;z-mlpmi .ﬂmlmt
for th: path, all the ground was covered by a slippery soss, of a particularly
green.

A showsr of water, from disturbed foliage, heralded the approach of :;:vmﬁ
ereature. ilhﬂ., digtinguishadble fm‘: t.humjungl:; .I:.nnm of ita :“”zn::d » 3
ima)l pushed its way along ths path. awioonrd walk amph
;:::);::l::--hw;lgly triangular head, wquat hpsvy body, sod pony 1;:;’:1:-;)1-;::':.:
far from besntiful pioture. Suddsnly the reptile tensed i.nu; ::‘u :. Satmeen
the arching ferns sppearsd a fairy 1ike aight, s lscy blur od xt ‘.t mgp:”-m."
1descent body in lary flights Like sz animated rainbow, ami e ete o
ot ?.h:e 10, came & glazt dragoafly. With saprising o d, the oclumsy looking mpti
::-pt ’:-;;;Hn soap of jews, snd the brilliest insest ed ts -:?l the \;:‘XMI
groon'er the &1l feliage, At & slow waddle, the ssphibinn passed on it's wmy, ving
the forest once more lifeless.

reir, the violence of the dowmpour momentarily tend-
ing even Q:]h.:o:::;-i:a:::;nd.:hlo. '?er & whils the rustle end M"A::n::“;oom:r:
Jesves filled the forest, Yot as thw shower pasasd, the sustomary o PR
loped the wil On all sides stretched the f?rllt, ucvnr:n‘ : to:... oLl
with true impartiality. Omly the many lakes escaped it's all-embrueing olu
sourrying oclouds completed the sombre seene.

£ red fiane, & deep roar swept over
Suddenly, seroas the sky streaked an are o '
the farms of the ;;nlt. low over the junrgis sped & shining silver .M.l :‘In:l.l;
lume trailing in It's wake, For long miles it ercesed the Sungle, until at la l-mm
L'“. g eerots, apreat ;zho.;::: ::'::hl’il :ﬂr;ld !:l:d.ctmod towards
and landed on the white comorete aprob. g e ok
the landing placs. As theywnlked, thg
a low building of the same substance as th : et
o in ths Universe where I gsam o
telepathically. This is the onl¥ pimce A et
meTt This, FKor Lal, is the safety valve o
.::'::: Iltlu:y.';::.:::;‘ Kor fal nblha, "It was indesd a looky ﬂ.nd,dl planed,s0
:Mhr te u;v hows that there is ma messssity for any hasgering armout, end, es ywt . ne
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intelligent 1ife." They contimed to the building shead, as they entered, they ware
grested by their guide, “gocd hunting” he telepathed conventionally, "You, Barlon, have
been here befors, and imaw the rules of the hunt, tut your friend Eor Lal muast be told"
"1 an ready" Kor Lal returned.

"Hear and remsuber. You will geo into the jungle armed orly with a rockst gun,
you will be aceozpanied by a guide, and not more than two frienda. You must go an foot
and live on the land. You may kill only as many animala ae you have perxits for. Theae
are the rules of the Commiseions"cecovcscse

Later as they marched thru the dripping undergrowth, Kor Lal had times to aon-
verse with Edinal, the guid ® What sort of animals inhabit this planed, Edinal 7 "
"Oh, various kinds, reptiles, amphibians, insects, and a few mazmala. The reptiles are
the most dangerous of these, Juiet now, I hear an animal in the forest, you'll see soon
enough.” The foliage parted with a shower of water, revealing a large reptile. Kor lal,
as novice of the party, was amceorded first shot. BHe raised his rocket gun and fired.
The smoky trail of a tiny roeket snaked acrcss the reptile’s ribs and with a sereech it
toamed and bounded off.

"After it 1 pathed Fdinal, and the three plunged into the jungle after the
[ 1] ST T P

The velvat blacknesa of the jungle night was held back by the cheerful beams
of a camp fire, built of ferns dried in a heat ray. The firelight shone redly on the
faces of the three bipeds lounging around it. Kor Lal was asking the guids about the
Flanet of the Chase. Edinal replied, "The pecple of the otic Federation have been
ocoming to this planet to hunt, for many centuries now, This planet has provided an out-
let for cur surplus energies, in the same way as the ancients went to a wild land to
hunt and explore, as we coms to the Flanet of the Chase.®

:lo- long will it be before the coming of intelligent 1ife prevents ocur hunt-
ing here 1" enquired Kor Lal. “As you kmow, the power requirements of time travel pre-
vent ua travalling more than three hundred million years into the future, and the far-
thermoet 1imits of cur ressarch on this planet indicate that intelligent 1ife will mot
aprear for at least two hundred and seventy-five million years.®

8uddenly, the earth trembled, t.e three bipeds leapt to their feet. A gaping
orsak ran thru the forrest, sulphurous fumes made them ehoke, then the ground gened
beneath them, and they fell., A thundercus orash echoed marcss the foreat. Then cnoe
again all was atill and dark green, mo longer did the firelight defy the night.......

CogO. QuuOp Qi) O g0 M0 O Lo

The miner swung a heavy pick against the coal face. A thick alabd of g)inting
blaek mineral fell, revealing something whita. Fosaila are sometimas valuable, so the
miner reported his find to the Foreman.....cee.ee.ee

The phone in Frofessor Maleard's hall rang irritatingly."Hello, Maleard here."

“This 1s the manager, Fastlake Colliery."crackled a voice. “Wo've disacvered

::m hupan skeletons in the Carbonifercus layer, at least we think they're human, we
ought you'd be irterasted. Like to come over ' "Very much s0." 1 rofe-
ssor. "Thanks for calling.” & P o e s

“PLANET OF THF CHASE®" is a Sciemae Fiotian Digest original story.
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WHY ARTISTS GO BUT GREY

BY HANNES BOK

Bome re ago, & friend of mine ditched his current girl friend . Be was an addiot of
n:un:‘uu:g.i\mu, Bruelner and ¥ahler. " We were talking about musie, * he explained
"and sha told me that the most beautiful and profound music ever writter was---- Vieter
Berbert's 'Ah, Sweat Mystery of Life'". I could see hie point. Bot, besause thers was a
¢dma when I thought that ° In The Balls Of The Mountain King * was the most beantiful and
profoond misic ever written, I oculd sympathite with the girl. . .
And so, when 1 read some of the gruesoms slosh sent inte ® Readsrs Lettars

departments of fantasy magarines---and am tempted to go out and hang myself———I hark back
to the days when I, tco , didn't Imow any better. In fact, 1'11 go so far as to tell an
embarassing tale about myself: 1 flunked Publie Speaking in High Sahool becanse at the
end of the term, I got up and brilliantly narrated hew I had eoms ta the ecnclusion that
Norman Rockwsll, and Marfield Parrish, wers better than Michaslangeloc , and Bottieelld
Rembrandt, Darer, and E1 Oreco.

I Jmat dida't kmow from nothing.

My ears Inrned in sympathy yesterday for soms studants of a radic school, who im a bread-
cast over station WLIB , tald the world that they were potenmtial dise jockeys. I dem't
thisk mmeh of the sehool they attend. Such voices ! Acoents from Lower Slabbovia 1
And, one of them said, in all seriocumess (ah, eehc 1) that aomposers of such little gems
as Mona Lisa, Sam's Song, and Stardust, are better than Mosart, Beethoven, Bibelins
and Chaikoveky. Be used the same reascns that I used in my publie speaking nose-dive. Ve
both had the idea, that asince these mcderns wers equipped with the experience of their
forbsars, plus originality of their cwn, they just had to bs better. Ah, the optimimm of
youth | We were saying that if an idiot studiss undar Da Vimei, his own talents plus Ma
Vinei's mst result in work surpassing Da Vinei's.

We jJust didn't kmow from nothimg.

And the fans who write in that fentasy illustrator Doakes is better thas stadgy
©0ld Rembrandt amd Rubens--they fust dan't Imow from nothing either. Let ue hape that they
will learn better as the yeara go tromping alomg.

In the first place, most art work appearing in pulp magatines bears small resemblance te
the original drwwings. Yes, I said drawings, besanse the method of reprodueing art work

2

(emsept in sover piotures; rules ocut the use of painting. Interior illustrations in pulp
magatines are what is kmown as " line cuts Thus at the ocutset , the artist ia bogged
down with limitatiocns. A line out reproduees only pure blaek, whether a solid
fine hairline. Thus, tha artist if he wighes to nee greys in his pietur
them, by spreading cut in a white area, a lot of tiny dots or hairlines--achieving a half
and half mixture, which the aye blends intc an approximate grey, and to achieve a uniform
grey, or a subtle from black thru grey to white takes a lot of time and patient effort.
If you don't believe ma, get cut a pen and try it. Only a superlative craftsman like
Pinlay can get a range of more than three greys. The average pulp illustrator rests wll
content with pure white, one grey, and pure black.

Therefore, kmowing that he is limited to white, one grey, and black, the artist
miat eonfine himself. He can't be subtle with his use of tone and value--it won't repro-
duee. The most he can do, if he is a bona fide artist, is to stylize his pleture, sc that
the laek of sublety isn't missed. And sc, his work is always "cont ® thru no fault of
his own. How then, oan it posaidly eompare with--say, Blakeloek's Brook By Moonlight ?
It can't !}

Sow there 18 a better mathod of reproduetion Imown as halftane, wherebdy the
engravers magic ocan reprodiee any grey that an artist oan eack up., But, unfortunately
halftones have a hadit of darkening the effeat of the original, sc that areas intended ta
be pure white will coms ocut a soft grey. This can bs remsdied by carefully datailed work
on the part of the engraver——etohing cut portions of the mstal plate. But, it's expensive
and about expense, more later.

It's necessary to use " line cuts " in pnlp magazines becsuse of the quality of
polp paper, which is only a slight step above bathroom tissue and blotting paper. It's
both toc soft and coarse to take ink propsrly. Consequently, artist Doakes besutiful
blaek areas generally print-up as grey cnes, and spotty grey ones at that, not a bit likm
those in the original. Bo, you can see that pulp reprodiations have little likenass to
the original drawings. How, then, ean you tell if the original work was good or not 11

Comes now the question of tima. The editor summons you to his office and says, " I have
five piatures for you to do by next Monday. They've got to be sent to the engraver, them,
80 don't fail me." The poor artist may not have worksd for mopths, becsuse the magasine
was & bi-monthly and didn't ears to vee his work in avery issue. Here he 18 stuek with
five Arawings to bs eonceived and executsd in two weaks time or le Contrary to popular
myth, artists do not turn a orank and thereby produce a pigture., Covering a sheet of
paper with pen or pemail takes tima--and the more carefully and artfully covered, the
more tims it takes. Covered with what ! With (let uas haps) good draftmanship and original
conoeption.

1 don't Imow about the other {llustrators tut 1'l11 tell you about ms. The
editor's given me & story in which not a darnm thing happens until the last paragraph,
wherein Our Hero finds he ien't a man at all, he's a robot. Bow ean I possibly get a good
drawing from THAT ! I read the fool mamascript four or five times looking for a loop=
hole. All thru the story, nothing has happened by way of dramatie action, exeept variocus
eonversations the hero has held with varicus charaeters. B8hould I show him arguing with
the hercine, as described on page 10 of the mamiscript ! No, of ecurse not--he LOOKR a
human being, even if he isn't, and if I show two ordinary human beings arguing, whare is
the fartasy ! It eculd illustrate any ordinary love story.

Well, I eertainly can't show the heroine arguing with a robot--for one thing it
will give the end of the story away, and basides the herc looks exaetly 1like a human--
readers will write in and complain that the artist has mada a mistake. What would you do?
Well, nc matter what I finally do torn out, the readers write in and complain that Bok is
slipping — this illustration isn't very fantastia. As if Bok cculd help it. He might
submit a fantastic piature which didn't illustrate the story, tut in that case, both the
readers and editor would object.

In which quandary, Bok thinks and thinks and thinks. Somstimes 1t takes days.
Scmetimes he pulls a rabbit cut of the hat and does manage to turn ocut an illustratiom
which is fantastie and yet fits the story. Somstimes. But, what can he do when he has
five pietures to tarn cut in less than two weeks ? And suppgaing he does have a brilliant
idsa--how meh tims can he davote to careful axeoution of it ? If he Just serswls it oo
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papar, readeras kiek becanse hia work is 'erude . (They kick about his "erudeness’regard-
less, aince the finest 1s often loused-up by the ink nct registering en the coarse pulp
paper.

And, if this lan't encugh, soms editora think they're artists. They hire a guy
on the strength of his past performace, and then proeceed to dietate how he shall inmterp-
ret the story (often they tell him to illustrate a certain paragraph on a certain page)
and just how to draw--the girl must be 6o many inches high, her costums must consist of
turlesque - theater bre - plates and pantiss rather than an {maginative ecneeptiom of
future fashione; the hero should be ocver there, and doing this or that, and the dragon
shouldn't have heartshaped scales, he should have triangular onss,eto, ad nausean. Oh,and
don't draw this in dry-brush--the medium you speeialize in. Artist Joe Blow
dry-brush work in the sams iasue, and wa want variety in techniques --so instead

of the medium you handle best, you mast draw this pieture in gre

-peneil 11

Comss now the question of salary. Most fans who disaunss pulp illustrating with ma are
flabbergasted at the priee I get. Generally, the doorbel]l rings, and as I open the door,
a youth or damsel says plaintively, ®0h, you're not Mr. Bok 1°

"] sure am,” T say. "But I thought you were about sirty, and with lank yellow
hair hanging over your eyes | And tall and stocped over (i

They soms into my ome ruom eombinatiom workshop and living quarters, and loak
very downeast, Eventuslly they confess why. Seems they figured 1 got §500 per pleture
for after all, my work was published in a magasine and “everybody imows"  that pecple
whose work appears in magarines gets at least §500 per pieture. And if 1 get $500 per
pisture, why am I living in this shoddy 0ld tenement and wearing regs ?

The answer 1s simple. I don't get §500 per picture. I 0 get a heckuve lot
more than 1 did in pre-war days. Back in 1940 and L1, I got $5.00 per pietanre from near-
1y all sagarines exoept Pamous Pantastis. They paid ma 910 § Yop prica | How, the
average payment per pisture (obtained by ad up and dividing up what ten fantasy mags
pay) {s §20 per pioture. Covers average at less than §75. If an artist were laeky enough
to get aix covers a year, he'd earn all of 4,00 or less !

S0 you ses, the aversge fantasy-pulp illustrator ia foroed to tnrm ocut as much work as
posaible, darely to keep alive. If he's real artist -- that ia, 4f he wvalues quality
above the necessities of 1ife == he turns cut lass work, beemn it requires tims and
earefnl thought to produce high quality work. And even if he'a & hack, and whapps aut
pietures as fast as ha can, he'd have to make 20 ecvers per year, or 75 half - page
interior drawings, to earn $1500 per year. 1 suggest you start eounting the works of
artists in the magasines and figure up their yearly

And so, how can pulp illustrations even equal, let alcne rival, the works of
past masters, many of whom were subsidised by kings, and eculd take years to turn ot
one ploture ! 8o Pete Pan wiites im, “Doakes” {llustration for THE GOOZLED OPSTERB1a
better than Van Gogh 111! Yea to one, Pate Fan never saw a Van Gogh, exeept in a lousy
reproduction. (I hated Van Gogh myself until I saw his originals -- wow, what a differ-
ence | Pete hasn't even seen Doakes' original for the THE GOOZLED OPSTERS; he is jud-
[ from a cheesy reproduction an bad papar. I'll say cne thing for pulp paper,often it
ma¥es a bad pioture lock better than it really ia.

Comes now--estheties. Pete Fan raves over Dnakes' illustration, which shows a realistie
woman (aopied from a phato in BATHING BEAUTY MAGAZINE and "sade fantastie” a snaky tail
eopied from YOUE WILOLIPE MAGAZINE and further faneied up with a lot of tubbles and
atars that have nothing to do with the story--they juat look nice) This saya Pete Pan {8
real art. Petea alsc writes that because the 0OOZLED OPSTERS waa a time travelling yam,
it's no good, becmise B.0. Wells wrote a tims travelling yarn years age.

What Pete really likes is the subject matter of the pioture. Or the technique.
Be thinks he likes the drawing--only artistically speaking, there ain't mo drawing. Art
ia easentially interpretation, waking a eat seem ocattier. TYou don't interpret a woman
by drawing her as the BATHING BEAUTY MAGAZINE camerm s her, you interpret her by
saking her softer, fleshier, more feminine--or by making her attamiated, more ethereal.
not of this world —- or by macentuating the lenth of her nails, the slant of her eyes
the ainister aimiosity of her aurves.

k-1

The fast that the pieture may be entirely without pattern doemn't faze Pete.
He'd anieker at a house built without blueprints and im wvarying etyles of architeeture;
but he ham't the sense to realize that a good pieture, 1like a good btuilding, moat
follow dafinite laws of strueture. Often when I try to explain composition to Pata Pan
and his 11k, I's greeted with, "Composition ? What's ecomposition 1" and yst, Pete with
no kmowledge of asthetics whatever, thinks Doakes is better than Rubena. who drews ugly
fat old floosies. HNe's 1ike editors who think that "action in a picture” eonaista of 17
fist-fights going on at cnos. Thareas a gocd artist can convey an exeiting feeling of
action, altho the drawing eonteins Just tha head of a girl mmiling, by the use of a
dynamie 1ine. Pete and the editor arem't really talking about astion, they're talking
abaut subject matter, human interest, coiation of ideas. Yo hear ms talk, you' d
think that all pulp fantasy illustration ia louaye And yet, I Imow a lot of it imm't.
A great deal of it is far too good for pulp magatines--wvrth far more than §20 a throw.
Some of it balongs in expensive bocka. A very little of it belongs in Museums.

Let's talk about teahnique. Artist Smith can't draw worth beans. He can trece niee pretty
girla cut of movie atills, however, and swipe Artiat Jones rocketship from an old iassue
of GORY SPACE STORIES, He pretties them up with a super-fanecy technioue -- all kinda of
trieky stipple work, delicata ercas hatch, brilliant scratehboard ezercises—all derived
from othar pen - artists who in turn derived them from eighteenth century engravings on
metal, and medieval woodout,

Pete Pan may agree that the girl and the rocketeship aren' t very good, Mt the
"pioture” is superd, he maintains, bscause of the wonderful technique. Yachnique in it
self ia nothing. Nobody in his right mind would applamd a planist who, at a concert,gives
forth with a balf-hour rendition of finger exarcises in brilliant technique.

Yeabnique 1s BOW you say a thing--the language in which it's ccuched — and
Af the artist isn't saying anything (that ia, offering creative, Iinterpretive subject-
matter) he is simply saying nothing in a very brilliant language. And if a spsaker got up
an a platform and delivered a lot of doudble talk with an Oxford sceent and all sorts of
marvelous modulation--it would still be double talk, aignifying nothing--except that the
speaker thought that he eauld "put cne over® an his listeners.

Bvery fantasy artist I've talked to says he has received a letter of this sort:

“Dear Mr. Jonea: I 1iked your pietnre for SCROBHLE MY OWLPS in the May 1872 ismue of
GROESOME STORIES. Would you please send it to me! Thank You. Yours sincerely.
Pete Fan

Altho Pau.l‘u doean't usually olose with “yours sineerely” — usually it's PAN-atically
youras, or The Watcher by the Wailing Well, Pete Fan." or "The Bug-eyed Pantasite, Pete
Fan." -- something real cute and individual, letting Jones know that pate is a real ahar-
acter, Pete is different, Pete ia somebody.
. . &t the cutset of his career, makes tha mirtaks of sending the drawing, snto-
graphed, for Peta's acllection. [Does he recsive a thank you note ! Of course not. Jomes
ocald have sold that drawing to a private ccllector, theraby maybe augmenting his pitiful
fantasy-illustration wages. In other words, he gave Pete Pan a drawing worth money. Did
Pete ever give Jomes anything * As a matter of fact, Pate wrote three letters to editors
pamning Jones work. But Pete wanted to impress his fellow - fans by having an original
Jones, something nome of them have, and nyssah to you, I'm Pete Fan, I am, I've got somm-
thing you ;u't ;cln, nymash to you, I'm better than ywmu .

cnesy later discovers this drawirg in the possession of John Pulp-readsr.
paid Pete Pan ten bucks for it. Did Jonesy get lnyt.hpizg out of it ? of cou:n net: J::
Pata Pan got ten bucks for it without any work. And yet, Fets tells averybody he's eraiy
about fantasy and fantasy art. Seems to the varicus Jomeses ecncerned, that Pete ia mak-
ing a racket cut of it.

Worse still 1a this letter, ccsmon to all illustrators:

"Daar Mr. Jones: I fust adere your gar,

gecus work. Will you please make ms a aover for
fan magazine, DISGUSTING ? I'l] need it by June temth. ( The letter is postmarked ya:.'
£ifth ) Thank you. Yours STWMFPstiocally, Pete Pan.

25




Jonesy, earning fust encugh to pay the remt, is supposed to drop everything and spend

week or two, doing samsthing for nothing. Even if he cauld turn out the drawing in one
day (and I don't kmow ame illustrator who can) 1t's still a loss of tims and momey.Do yon
think Pete Fan would give Jonesy a days wages if Jonesy wrote in to Pete and asked; "Dear

pl ® Het on  your
1ife 11 And supposing Jones does send Pete a specially drawn acvar. What happens ? Pete
doesn't frame it--he rams tacks thru it, hangs it on the wall til its emoked-up and fly-

Pate: 1 adore your fannishn e send me a days or a week wags

spacked, and has to be thrown away. Or scld to some other far.

So finally, when Jonesy in self defense aska for paymsnt of any drawings that
Pete Fan requests, Pete dencunced him as a mansy-mad locuse to all and sundry. Cute, too
is the editor, who has received a letter from Pete Fan requesting a Jones original.
Jonesy has to fork over if he wante to acrtimie working for that editor. It dossn't cost

the editor anything to be nice to Peta.

It's a great life. And yet pecple wonder why I'm trying to quit fantasy, and

get into soms other field of art.

Honnes Pox

The preceding artisle, "Why Artists Go Bt Grey” originally appeared in °THE EIG ®0°",
edited by Las and Ea Cole, 61 Norvell St., El Cerrito B, California. No price listed.

o\

{ W

IS BEING LEE [HOFFMAN

Shortly befors Labor Day, the celsbrated WANnish cams cut -- the anniversary
iasue of WARIRY, flagrantly publieizing the successful conoclusion of its first year in
fandom =- and, ineidantally, yed Lee Roffman's 19th Birthday.

0 §#1 was suffered forth fron the ailing womb of Armstrong College's aneient
mimsograph, which has faithfully turned cut every issue since. At firat, the iames ware
only lsughingly referred to as readable, and more than one fan pointed cut the illiter-
acy of yed in leaving cut cne A of QUANIRY. Now, the A =-- if thot of at all =-- 1s aam-
sidered an entirely useless and unnecessary accessory.

Asked the reason for such apalling, replied Lee to wit: "it's like the guy who
namad his inn the “Bight Bella" but painted only seven bells on his sign." Lee's eyss
twinkled. “You'd be suprised how many people went in to point ocut his mistake — and
came out his best customsrel®

JOANTRY rapidly gained in popularity and legibility —— in faot, you can now
read it! Of eocurse, it helps if you subsoridbe. 7 is about the clcsest thing to a monthly
ever to hit Faniinia, and is 10¢ per, or one buck for the year.

But most of yoo are familiar with JUANDRY. Many have been lueky encugh to have
d soms of the fanzine material by - lined:
Lee Hoffwan. They are familiar with Lee's intriguing and highly eontagiocus sense of
humor, mich of whieh you see refleated in Lee's fuatly famed 11'l peepul.

So this space is a short tribute from the staff, the editor, and wyself to ome
swell peoples — ane of the weaker sex's greatest contritutions to fandom - Miss Lee
Roffman!

=— Shelby Viek



——The Poet—

BY LIN CARTER

Tae Poet t by his window and looked out on the mmle-besmirched eity of
Lendom, And as he . he wondered on the eity, that for all it's size and richnes
a0 ugly, and that the dreams in his brain, for all their weaimess were so bemntiful. And
bhe was ead.

As he sat in his dreary garret, and pondared on bemuty and man's futility, the
Moon rose up from her palace of white marble beyond the worlds rim and flocdad the eity
with her milky light. And Lo ! the dralmeass and weary ugliness of London vanished, and a
new eity sprawled there, laved and gilded by moonfire., The great, swkward towers loomsd
against the stars like silver pyrarids from some lost Atlantean metropolis, and the oity
was transformsd into a wonderland. The Poet smiled sadly, and fondled the thought that
for a tims, the world was beautiful again.

But then a oloud of scot, from the roaring factories, smmdged across the sky
and hid the Moon. The sea of white e melted into the night once more, and the oity was
London again, and again ugly—and the Poet wept at the transformation.

As he sat there weeping, a miracle happened. Ome dim ray of moonlight filtered
down from the smoky heights, and bathed him in it's cold bemty. Prom the dirty fogs that
ehoked London's cramped ways, a wisp of mist drifted past and esught the radiance and was
transformsd intc a web of floating fire. And as the Poet watched, spellbound, cut of the
mist and firemcon, a Woman was born. A woman...lovelier than Trojan Helen...born from the
moan, like lehtar....

"Who are you ?" he whispered.

She smiled and it was like the moon breaking thru the clouds. She stood there before him,
paked and onashamed and holy, with her hair floating about bher 1ike a net of 1little
arystal flames, and an snra of moonlight glimmering on her pallid skin. When she spoks,
her voiece was soft as a breast of cleuds.

"My nams is Romanee” she said.
He went slowly to his Iknaes bafore her. "Then you are not dead” he whispered. "I was mure
you were, for the earth ias no longer beautiful; Arcady is no more, and the msrmids are
gone from the placid seas, and the sculs of men are dead.”

She stretched cut one hand, and toueched his hair with a caress as light as the
stroke of a dove's wing, “No, I am not dead. I can never dream so long as men shall dream
and men ghall always dream....e.”

There was a silence. He kmelt adoringly at her feet,and worshipped her wordless-
1y. ®Why have you ooms 1° he asked.
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2y gome for you" she whispersd, and the moonlight shone softly thru her sable
bair. °1 gome for you, for the world has forgotten her posts, and no longer neads ":;:'
Coma, and I will show you the lands of which you dream; Comse, and we shall sit by ma L
fountaing in the moonlight and watch the uniecrns as they coms to drink; and I will take
you to the cities where Beauty is enthramed. .Rcoribaal, the Magnifioemt, with her
Jasper domes shiming in the light of an opal moan; Andro-Sathim, where Utha Kad rules
from a throne hewn from the heart of a giant rubyececel will show you Fhysyrium, and Xash
and Ith, with har towers of scarlet and purple, and fly to the stars astride hippogrigs,
and visit the lands of far lkrancs.....oh, come 1°

God, he whispered, ean euch things be 1

“Listen «thers, the nightingales sing in high walled gardens, while a princess waits
for her lover; and still the gilded barges ply the Orient seas in search of Mariabar, and
the lales of Spice; and belted and alad in furs, you shall kunt for griffins with a young
prineess in the 1oy wastes of the North....Oh, eoms, for amaranthine Homer etill sings in
the pensive evening, and I shall weave a wreath of laurel for your hagr, and youo shall
sit on goldem thrones in lands beyond the evening star, and dwell in Paradise forever emd
eVer.cacess”

He said no word ut rose and took her by the hand.

When they found him in the morning, in the small alley beyond his shattersd window, he
was quite dead, and altho he must bave suffered intense pain, his lips weres curved in a
smile, and his eyes were the eyes of ona who gared on Parudi

The End

“THE POET" By Lin Carter, originally appeared in “GORGOR", Volums Two, Bumber Pour.

oY RS ALL

Soms tims ago, we began seoretly to oirculari:e new fana, getting their namas
from the prozine letter eolumns. "You too can be a ENP 1" we said. "You want egoboo ? We
can sapply it. Por modest f. we will do your fanning for you. We undertake all the
duties of an aotifan, letters in your name to prosines, fanzines and fellowfans, and pub-
lieation on your behalf of anv type of fantine. Why work your brain to the bone when you
can make use of our specialirzed services ! Write at anee to Proxyboo, Ltde..”

The project was an imnediate sucoess, and the time has coms for us to make a
startling disclomure., WE ARF PANDDM | Daily for some years fleets of vans have brought us
sacks of letters to be anawered on cur battery of typewriters, and taken away great staek
of Panscients, Gorgons, Opsration Pantast, Slants, Spearheads, eta, for distribution by
our customers, with countless lettars, articles, ecclumns, staries, pcems, artwork, editor-
ials, eto., oarrying the names of Aekerman, Boggs, Laney, Groasman, Sneary, Riddle and
dozens of others, each of whom thinks he is our only oclient.

But all this mist stop. Aftar today we regret to amouncs that there will be no
more fandom,axcept for some poor wretches who were unable to keep up with their paymenta.
We are worry not te be able to finish off cur various controversies. like Laney-Mstchette
and Banister-Boggs (especially when the bidding was getting so high) tut pressire of work
has foroed us to elose the fandom departmant. Our prozine cormitments are getting far too
heavy.

(Prom SLANT #,, Waltar A. Willias, 170 Upper Newtownards Rd, Belfast, No. Ireland)
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LETTERS

Hoffman Kothing, Inc.
101 Wagner St.
Savannah, Ga.

Duar Henry:

It ia only with the utmost self-cortrol that 1 refrain from replying to
R.J. Banks reply to my reply to his article with an article. (How ym 1ike that sent-
ence?) Little did T realize until I read ¥r. Panks EN GARIE that you are an ineom-
petent editor. Unfortunately, I had taken SFD to be a fair measure of your ability
tut now 1 am informed by Mr. Panka in FN GARIE that you are not a very good editor,
aotherwise you would not have printed my artisle, Bob Silverbergs artiele, or FN GARIE
iteelf. And, now, 1 realitze that it was sheer incompetence on your part to print
OVER POPULATION in your first iseue. Sir, mccording to that eminent fanzine editor,
who has published 6 whole issues of his notable UTOPIAN, at a loss of ural! $27 per
issue, you waste the space in SFD. That is ineompetence. 1 quate Mr. Eanka, "If Masrs
Silverberg and Hoffman had read my article earefully before flying off the handle,all
this wasted space 6could have baen davoted to good reprints.® WASTED SPACE, mind you 1
What right have you, ¥r. Burwell, tc waste space with sueh trash ! Just because your
readers might enjoy it as much as you did is no reason to print it. After all, SFD is
a reprint magarine 1 The mare faot that material is entertaining 1is no excuse for
you to use it. Hear ma, eir, this ia the word of R.J.Banks, who replies with scholar-
ly waated space to blathering space.

It 1a hereby suggested that Mr. Banks, who says that almost any young fan
who set himself to the task , aould prodice another SPACFWARP or LE Z, be given the
opportunity to do so. Unfortunately, I do not have a complete file of either of the
magazines, but I will gladly lend Mr. Banks my oomplete file of NEXROMANTICON, if
after a few weaks of study, he will prodice a magarine of equal quality. Or, if an
ineomplete file will do, 1'11 lend him my colleotion of VAMPIRE (which lacks two
fsmes) on the condition that within cne year, after reading and studying them, he
will prodnce five more issues of that zina, all of whish uphold the quality standards
sat by Joe Kennedy with lasue 45,

As to my own "arty 1ittle 1ine®, which doemn't seem to suffer from the faot
that I h an interest in the stage as well as in fandom,yws, I would keep 1t going,
but just what prompted Mr. Banks to say so, is beyond my feeble imagination. Here is
his statement: "Lee says if my plan went into effect, all fen would be able to buy
the big ten. If this happened, there would be no need for SPD. Lee 18 acrrect as far
as his logio goes, yet Lee would be in the forefront.® What other kind of front ia
thers ! "He would keep UANIRY going, and most of those from whom Bob says I'd be
swriping egoboo would keep up their sines.” Row far does my logie go, Mr. Banks 1 And
what system of logio do you use ! If you are Making soms obsoure compariscn to
suggest that the incompatent editor of SPD would continue his publication, although
there would be no demand for a reprint zine, I see what you mean. Burwell would ne
doubt ba so foolish and ineompetent as to eontime publishing, when no one would uy
or read his tine. But, there ia soms possibility that his sheer ineompetence would
save his sine, for he just might print some more spacewmsting original articles cut
of utter stupidity and eonsequently,he would have something interesting to offer read
ers who had already read everything in the leading sines, from which he'd be reprint-

ing,

The prosecution restec..s.

Dear Henry:

1 got the copy of SFD this morning, and am more favorably impressed than by any
Dow magazine 1've seen in some tima. I have recently been afflioted by the disease of
blase-ness, which socner or later strikes all fans. It is getting next to imposaible to
Pry subaoriptions from ma for new faniines, and almost as difficult to get me to take the
time to write a letter. I found considerable of marit in your =ine and a few things to
pan. A1l in all, mich better than the 2nd iague of most sags. And, nowing that every fan
editor dalights in detailed eriticism, I'm going to dissect the iame for you.

Pirstly, the mimeography is superb. Some of the finest 1 have ever seen in any
fanzin oyou showad good taste in using blue inkeesee] have yet to see a mag use blue
ink which didn't look good. Moral; All mimeod fansines should turn blue.

eseectloc a digest, or reprint, magazine idsally should be better looking, and
feature supsrior reprodiotion to the mags whose material it u scesesgaing offaet will
bring a bunch more magazines imte aceeptable hunting grounds. for new articles, 1if
you can get good ones 1ike Lee Hoffman's (if anyone doesn't already kmow it, I adors Lees
work) print 'ea. A GOOD new artiole ia always bstter than a good OLD artiel o1 didn't
read the Burks ole over.....however, 1 am glad to see that it ie now available in leg-
ible form, letter oclum adds mich to a magazine, keep 1t, but limit it ta two or
three pages...and plesse, no letters reading "Read your maga:ine today. It's wondarful.®
or "ditta. It stinke.” These interest an editor Wt no-one else. The rest of the space
@ould be bettar devoted to reprinting somsthing by Walt Willis or Hoffmanee...

Sineerely,
Varnon MeCain.

Pditors note: Yermon assured ms his letter was the emot t. that I shoulédn't us mt
I just had to get in that part about the blue ink. One fan ocontritutor to this ismie)
wrote “Idon't care mich for the blue ink (for no logical resscn whatscever) black seems
to me somshow better." Self-justification and all thatee.eeeses

No CormrmenT _

PIRST CALP PROM TRANSFLANTED EGG IS BORN

Up in a dairy barn near Madison, Wisaonsin thers ‘s a spindly-legged Holstein
calf that was born nine months after its mother died.

This calf is the first living proof that fartilized eggs from one cow can be
successfully transplanted into another.

In the Wisconsin experiment, conducted by the Amsriecan Poundation for the Study
of Genetias, the calf's mother was slaughtered a few days after she was bred. The ferti-
11204 egg was transplanted into the reproductive traat of a "foster mother,"share it grew
naturally.
Eventually, soientists believe, it will be possible to take many eggs at a time
from high-prodioing LIVING mothers, tranaplant them into lower-prodieing foster mothers,
and thus step up many timss the oumber of calves cur best aows can “have.”
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