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Whee | The #4 1asue or Science riction Digest 1s ready for mailing to tha
lithographers ON TIME ! Several nighta of furious typing, pasting, anipnine
have brought us to the editorial page, which I attempt to leave til last
and darn near left out this trip. I had only planned on 16 pafies in #4 but
whereas in the past I have worried about finding something to f111 them 16
pages, this tima I actually had to decide what to leave out ! And 1t's a
nice feeling, believe me. Three artiats have offered their services to SFD,
Dave Stone, Lichard Ward, and llarold Hoatatler. Harold did the 1llos for
Canley's "Sorry Saurian® in this lssue, 4a well as tha heaading for Willia!
"Tha Immortal Teacup". He waa the first to offer his services, and hence
the only one of the three to appear in this 1ssue. I'll try to have all of
them represented in #6 and you can then render your preferences.

I would like to express here my indebtedness to Vernon MoCain 0
firstly , for spending God-only-knawa-how-many hours digging thru pilea of
moldy fanzines in search of suitable material for SFD , and further, typing
it 1legibly 1into double spaced manuscripts. In addition » Vernon had the
Lemuel Craig article written expressly for this mag , and has promised all
needed assistante in , procuring material for SFD in the future. From this
issue, you may consider him as Associate Editor of SPD, for he will be a
decisive factor in bringing you top quality articles in the futura.

Walt Willis begins his history of British fandom 1n this Lssus
with :nlsxm;m "“1-,}":‘:"“ life of Arthur C. Clarke; you should resd the
segon sta t! t's intended to lead you to beliewe I a
the next installsant) 4 iresdy have

Bob Johnson's auto-blography of OHB appeare herein, accompanied

with the news that his NOLACUl 1ssue was ths next to last
You know the story as well as I......if not, read "The Orb

sadly, ho

Paul Ganley's ®"Sorry Saurian® atruck me as the anawer to these
pleas I've been hearing lately for 'rore humor in atf', If you don't get at
le several chuckles from 1t, I suggest you oonsult the nearest auditor.
1d that dirty word?

Before I leave, I would like to call the attention of certain 1K
correspondents to the beautifully evened edgea of Willia' article...and the

horribly ragged rerminder. I lost my whip.ssssssss
I flewy =

walt your verdict,

OOSMAQ-8CTRECE-FICTION DIGESY, ¢e—edited by Remry U. Burwell, Jr. asd laas Nacauley, is pud-
1ished bimemthly bylShe Atlamta Sei detien Organisatien. Sudseriptien rates are 25g
per aspy - $§1.25 a year or tye of yeur famsine im trade. Britieh suhscriptiems, aise
ehillings per year, are te be sewt te Derak Pleklas, 41 Cempten 8%,, Dudley Hill, Bradferd,
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suley, 57 Bast Park lame, N. E., Atlanta 5, Oa. Advertising rates: Full page §3.00, ha 1 £
mge §1.15, quarter page 1. an request. Ne charge fer simple pre-
peratiem of ads- A eireulaties of 300 eepies will be guaramteed.
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PART OME. PEOPLE

"I shall never break completely with fandom.®
-—--Arthur C. Clarke, VOM #40, Mareh, 1945

Sone years ago Rick Sneary asent a questionnaire to various prominent fans.
One of his questions was wheather it would be a good thing 1f all fana lived
in the same town. With uncommon common sense, most of the fana replied that
it wouldn't, because if fana could talk to one another instead of writing,
aome of the most enjoyable of fan activities would tend to die away, such
as fmz publishing and letter writing. In London, this 1a wshat has actually
happened. It has at once tha biggeast number of fans and thes leaat activity
of any city in the English speaking world.

But London fandom 1s far from being dead, whatever uniind things
we provincial barbarians may say about it from tims to time. Old English
fana never die, thay merely fade away into the saloon bar of tha White
Horse Tavern, where every fan 1in the greater London area congregatas on
Thuraday nighta. Coning into tnis place, tha astounded neo-fan feels like
his American counterpart entering FAPA and encountering the glants of a
former era. But tha White Horse is no elephant graveyard, full of whited
sepulchres fulfilling thair ninimm activity requirements. It is more like
the Elyaian fielda. There, any Thursday night, can be seen our ancastors,
the legendary heroes mentionsd 1in tha Pancyclopedia, alive and fanning
still after their fashion.
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So that quotation was not a gibe. Clarke has not broken with fan-
dom, however little he may be known to fandom at large as a fan. He fang
atill, in tha circumacribed way of the London Cirele, that microcosm in tha
mierocosm. And as everyone kmows who has aver been to the White Hor or
attended a London Convention, Clarke is a very important fan indeed. a0
important that when Norman Ashfield suggested sometima ago that I write a

History of British Pandom, he added, " But then who knowa the full story,
except Arthur C. Clarke? ®

Well, Ted Carnell for one, I should think, but we were talking
about Clarke. I can air my Carnell Knowledge later. At the time he made the
promise quoted above, Clarke was a Flight Lieutenant in the RAP and had
Juast sold his firast story. That was to 0O1illinga' PANTASY, but hias firat

print was "Loogfiole® 1in the April 1946 ASF. In tha
ue Pafty® which I think ia in mone ways the best atf
story ever sritten. Remember? It's ths one that gave you the unaccuatomed
thrill of patriotism for Rarth. But of course Clarke didn't just start in
writing maaterpieces 11ké that. Like most authors, ha must have written
many bad atories firat, but unlike soma, he didn't get them published. He
d1d his five finger exercises in decent obscurity, and sold nothing until
he had confidence in it, Look, for inatance, at thias article in a British
fme called GARGOYLE.

%511 the best authoritiea agree that ths great events of history
habitually pess unnoticed. 8o it 1a in fandom. No cheer arose
(unless it were his own) when Arthur "Ego®" Clarke typed the last
word of his as yet untitled masterpiece, away on & lonely moun-
tain in North Waleas. And yet, this is ths product of three years
labour, grafted onto original inaspiration. Most London fans will
know large alices of it by heart, but for the provincial fans,
one may baldly summarize:

The atory concerna a youth,liaymond,the first chold to be born in
milliona of yéara in tha city of Diaspar, ringed by the deserta
of ths dying Rarth. In him ia the iniative that tha men of Dia-
apar have Ioat, and he sets out in a ‘'borrowed' air-cruiser to
discover what lies over tha far horigon. He finds a race still
progressive in the last fertile oasis of Earth, and with another
youth of that race, he sats out to track down that more adventu-
rous part #f mmanity, that in the din past had gone out to the
stara. &n a planet of a vast artificial saystem of seven multi-
coloured stars they find a monument to the last of their race,
who ha laid down 1ife after exhausting all the lnowledge of
the Unive essece

That story was surely "Againat Ths 7all of Night". And that 1
of GARGOYLE was dated April 1941. & o=

At tha age of 33 Clarke 1s today one of the beat half dozen af
aughors in the world. In the last few years he has also becoms a B3¢, the
Cha " of the British Interplanetary Soclety, and Britain 's foremost
authority on astronautica. As for ths man himself, I have met him only a
ocouple of times and found him very aniable. I can 't really say, on that
aoquaintance what justificatfon there is for hias nickname of ®Bgo", but on
the one hand, 4t has certainly atuck, and on the other 1t seems to be used
with real affection. As for instance, by William F. Temple, that old friend
and aparring partnar of Clarke's, 1in ths following classic of fan journal-
ism. This article firat appeared in NOVAE TRRRAE, June 1938, and was writ-
ten just before Clarke and Temple moved together into "Ths Flat® at 08
Oray's Inn Road, one of the most famous addresses in the history of fandom
and about which I'll have more to say when we come to tha "EVENTS® part o;
this narrative.
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THE BRITISH Fall IN HIS NATURAL HAUNTS
#3 Arthur C. Clarke

Artmr Clarke and his bgo live alone in a tiny divan bd. atg. rm., h. & c.
running water, use of bth. rm., 1in a house in Rorfolk Square, W.2, The
smallness of thias room is a standing joke in the London Branch SFA---thare
1s a tale that Arthur once wore a double-breaated suit for the firat time,
and got wedged between tha walls for three days. So, when one beery night
at tha A.0.D., Arthur invited me to examine it, I accompanied him eagerly.

We toiled up many flighta of atairs: A. 1lives on the top floor.
(Punwy how these astronomers like the roof.) At last we atood outside the
door of the famous den. A. (hereinafter called A.) flung open the door with
a magnificent gesture, and thundered "Beholdl" But the effect was somewhat
spoiled for he'd forgotten to leave a lamp in the light socket, and the den
remained obatinately in darknesa. However he advanced boldly into the gloom
fumbled about and found the lamp (and a few other things by the aoculd of 1%
and had another go: ®Behnld!®

But again an anticlimax. My fault this time. I waan't there. You
see, I'd noticed a small room on the stairs and had to retreat there quite
urgently. It had been a VERY beery evening at the A.0.D. Still, I came back
again aommendably quickly, and at last entered the sanctum. Only juast tho.
Por there was hardly room for the two of us, and A's ego had to be left
outaide on the 1landing. A himaelf generously opened the window and sat
himself half outside it to allow me to look around freely.

Pinned on the wall was a yard aquare photo of the moon. hActually
it was made up of four smaller sections, eaoh of different sizes and parts,
was a moon that bulged badly in the wrong places, and o
d tha other completely and stuck out into apace for sev
mndreds of milea.

al
But A \mew hias craters and rapped them out as I
indicated them:®Tycho, Ariatullus, Copernicus....."” "What's thias?" I aaked,
pointing cut a strange atraight mark in the alps. "The Great Cleft" said 4
promptly. "Queer thing-----theare's no debris in or around it. It's dead
atraight too, like the slash of an atomic ray-gun."®

“Ha! Let's get on to science fiction then., What's your favourite
atory?"

®"One I wrote nyself", interpolated the Ego, poking it's head in
the door. I batted it one and it retired with an even mora awollen haad
than usual. With true scientific indeternination A couldn't decide upon his
favourite story. I ocaught aight of some books piled on top of hia cupboard
and brought them down in a shower of sugar and grapenuta. Did I mention
that A's larder 1s on top of the cupboard toof The firat book I looked at
was "The Moon®" by Profeassor Plokerins. Inpatiently I threw it aside and
Eickad up the next, It waa entitled "The Moon" by Nasryth and Carpenter.
Heck® I sald and picked up the next. Yes, it was titled "The Loon",...this
time by Neilson. I gave it up.

*You B.I.8. moomatic,® I said, “haven't you anything less technical?® A replied

Tamnton, =y bame town. It contains complete sets of WONDER, ASTOUWDING,
and more than 100 other bocks of pure science.” "Darned if I'm going
to Tammton (1f thera 1a such a place) to check uwp on it" I said, 1711 just have to take
your word for it, ®Rere A's conacience mmote him. "Well, to tell you the truth, my AST-
OUMDINO aollection is two shart® he sumhled. The Ego thrust it's head into the room at
this and gave A such a look of atter cantempt that the poor fellow blushed. "A fine
chance to boost yourself without baing detected----and you throw 1t avay, you weak twirp!®




1t remarked bitterly and withdrew. I made anather desperate attempt to make aamething of
Belativity® by Knopf. “Dammit, this is a bit staep® I grusbled, ®Can't you rememher what
books yeu've got at Taunton, wherevaer that 1g7°

°] keep a list. That's the best of having a methodical mind,® answered A, yank-
ing a drawer open. I've never seen such a jumbled clutter of bric-a-brac as was in that
drawer-—buttons, pins, stamps, the B.I.8. cash-bax, cutlery, pamphlets, wool (A darns his
own socks) sardine cans, tram tick s bits of well worn chewing gum, —everything came
flylng out as the methodical mind searched for it's list. There were too, I remembar,
thick files of lettars from Sam Youd and Eric Prank Russell, and very thick filea of car-
bon copies of latters written by A himself, This last file was, I learned, the Ego's fav-
ourite reading material on Sunday afternoanms.

At last the 1ist. It was an exercise book printed neatly at first and then de-
generating into A's wildest scribble as it went an. Against each title was A's rating—-F,
G, V0, ete. There were all the familiar titlea known to every af fan, and many that ware
naw to me, Lance Sieveking's "Stampede® (illustrated by G. K. Chesterton) and Beresford's
%Qods of the Purple Flanet". A. wonldn't venture to name his favourite book, bumt I noticed
that though VVGC (very very good) was not uncasmon, against Stapledan's ®"Star Maker® wvas
Just the ona word "Superb.”

I had another glance round the raam. There wvas a microscopiec radioc set in the
cupboard—-thers was no room for it outaide. But that was OK, For A. While lying in bed
eould swing the cupboard door with his foot, thus regnlating the volume of sound, It oce-
urred to me, rather belatedly, that I cught to 1include a personal portrait of A. in the
interview, So I looked at him. One wust take the bad with the good in a reporter's 1life.

I beheld a tallish, rather clever looking fellow (appearances are deceptive)
whose eyes glinted at me through horn rims with a condescending expression. He looks as if
be hopes he looks 1ike a scientist does A. Ris hair cannot make up its mind whether it ia
dark or fair, 1a perfectly dry and atickas 1ike a wire brush, An over-sealous barber
wandered about in it for days and when the search party found him told an astounding atory
which A. used as a plot for one of his yarna.

He's impatient and highly strung, and says he's not, and given to sudden violent
axplosions of mirth (mostly at his own jokea). This ia sametimes embarassing to we fans
who meet in Lyon's on thuraday ‘evenings, and when he rolls on the floor convulsed in mad
mirth we pretend he isn't with our party, and wander why the manageress allows these queer
people in, The bowla are soon empty of lump sugar an our table too, for A. eats pounda of
41t, ever aince he heard that diabetic persons, (eg. H.0. Wells) are intellectually clever-
er than the average.

While I was thus ruminating, A. snddenly heard the call of the sugar bowl and
invited me ocut to supper. So we tucked the Ego in the little bed (it was ita turm tomnight
—A, was sleeping in the washbowl) and went to the cafe on the cormer, and had scme lump

sugar and erumbly sausage rolls. I had to pav for f. I still don't lnow where Taunton
1s, but now I suspect it's some re In Scotland.

("The Immortal Teacup" will appaar regularly in SFD henceforth)

-a it - aree o - SR R
Robert W. Chambera Science Piction Digest #1
990 No. 10th Streat HANTS and
Coos 3ay, Oregon many othar fanzines.

Send 1liat of your itens.

OPERATION FANTAST

Operation Pantast 1ia taking advance orderas for 'THE SAIIDS OF MaRS' Aartimr C.
Clarke's latest interplanetary novel, to be published in October, at yl.50.

Mr. Clarke, perhaps best known to fandom for 'PRELUDE TO SPACE' in Oalaxy
Novel #3, and his novelette 'WOAINST THE PALL OP NIGHT' in Startling, Nov.
1948, has now jwritten an equally realistic atory of the firat colonisation of
Nara. There are no Martian prince » no BEMa, involved in ths maiden voy-
age of the "Ares". Inatead, there the plain facta which have to be faaed
by the colonists, on a planet with a hostile environment, an unbreathable
atmoaphere. There is ths indifference of the homs world, forgetful of the
trials of the firat men to dwell on another world, now that the firat glory
of conquering space has passed.

However, adventure and excitemsnt are not lacking - nor 1s the tale short of
humour, as the efforta of the not-so-heroic hero, Martin Gibson, to avoid
adventure make possible opportunitieas for Mr. Clarke to exercise both his wit
and his dramatic ability.

Orders should be sent to Philip J. Rasch. Members may of course obtain their
copiles on 'exchange' terma through normal channels.

OPEHATION PaNTAST

WaliTS

600D CLRAK COPIES, WITH CUVERS, OF TLE POLLOVIIG ISUURS OP ASTOUNDING
SCIENCE PICTiON

1940 - Jan. Feb, Mar. Apr. MNay. Jun. Jul. Aug. Nov. Dec.
1941 - Jan PFeb. Mar. May. Jul., Aug. Sep. Oct.

1942 - Jan. Mar. Jun. Jul. Oct. Dec.

1943 - Mar. May Jun. Jul. Aug. Oot.

1944 - Mar. Apr. Jun. Oct.

1945 - Jan. Peb. Mar. May. Sep. Oct. Nov. Dec.

1946 - Jan. Feb. Mar. Apr. May. Jun. Jul.
We offer cash: 50¢ a copy for years 1940 to 1944, 40¢ for 1945, and 35¢ 1946
Or you may have one of the following books for any three coples:

TOMORROW SOMETIMES COMRS P. G. Rayer (a-f novel of tomorrow)

THE SANDS OP MARS Arthur C. Clarke (interplanetary novel)
Both books will be despatched from Britain, brand new, in dust Jackets.

Send a card listing the magazines you have, and whether you deaire cash or one
or both of the above books, to

Pnilip J. Rasch,
567 Erakine Drive,

Pacific Palisades,
California.

DO NOT SEND YOUR MAGAZINES until wa send you mailing instructions and payment.

——
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THE SORRY
SAVURIAN

By W Paul Ganley

As the sun nudged ths forty-fifth degree of it's arc in the heavens, it's rays
finally dispelled the thick blahket of clouds that hangs like a smoke screen over the
surface of Venus for two-thirds of it's rotation.

In the engine roam of the interstellar freighter S.S. Mandalay, the Chief
Engineer, a tall middle-aged fellow who claimed the name of Ethan Dewcastle, was busily
at work. A bottle of Venusian whisky stood ready at hand in the avent the dilligent Mr.
Dewcastle required psychological assistance in his task.

Judging fram the level of the liquid in the container, Mr. Dewcastla had cer-
tainly required a goodly amount of assistance. At length, having dispatched the last drop
of his assistance, Dewcastle prepared for the routine task of concealing the evidence.

"Well now,® he told himself shaiily, "what better nse for this superb example
of plasti-shaping than to bestow it upon that cutatanding First Mate of the good space
ship Mandalay? No doubt he would appreciate the gesture, kind soul that he is, and get
himmelf fired.®

It was worth the trial, however, so Mr. Dewcastle got to his feet and preparsd
to descend upon the empty cabin of that jovial companion, the delightful First Mate Branaon,
whose latest injury had been merely the fact that he had been allowed to go "ashore® while
Dewcastle was left holding the bag. The door was locked, of course, but to a man of Mr.
Dewcastles manifold accamplishments, that proved no insuperable difficulty. After a mom-
ent it slid immrd,

"Sure, now, and that Venusian whisky must!'ve been a bit too strong,® he said.
"I'as thinking I'm seeing things here; and while I must admit there is a strang reseamblance
to Mr, Bronson, it does seea to be a mite greener around the gills, and it's teeth are a
bit larger.®

"Well, don't just stand there, Mac,® said the thing, "come in if you're coming.
What's that you got there? Venusian Dew? Can smell it a mile off. Oh, I'm Jake."

t?" Said Mr. Dewcastle blankly,

SCIENCE FICTION DIGEST

said the monster.
s Schmake,® said Mr. dewcastle, recovering his wits, "What are you doing

here amynay?"

“wWhat are YOU doing here?® the manster countered. "I bet you're Castledew, Mr.
Bronson warned me about you, Said you were alvays drunk."

“Is that so now?" Mr. Dewcastle sniffed. "Let it be imown to all--even monsters
Ethan Dewcastle is never drunk.”

"Then what!s that Venusian stuff you had there? It doesn't look like you left
much of 1t.*

"Huh? What? Oh, this.," Mr. Dewcastle had suddenly recalled the nature of his
arrand.

"You should have left same of it for me. But then Bronnie would imow I was
taliing to you."

“What d'y! mean?" Mr, Dewcastle inquired sagaciocusly.

"Who else would have Venus Dew?" the monater said logically. "Bronnie----
that's what I call him when he isn't around----hid his stuff so I can't get at it any more.®

Mr, Dewcastle pored over this bit of information. "He's got Dew? But that's
against the law, Yeasir, he'd git in mighty bad trouble. I never would have thought it of
hin. He was alwvays a careful, law-abidin! critter. My, my." Mr. Dewcastle shook his head
sadly at the thought of his fallen ideal.

The monsater suddenly jumped up and Mr. Dewcastle sauntered over behind a chair,
“I just thought of aanething," Jake exclaimed.

“That's too bad," said Mr. Dewcastle. "Er--not hungry, are you?"

The monster ignored this. "Bronnie said I should keep hidden till after he
cama back. Now he'll find out I talked to you. Hey, can you do a pal a favor?®

"Well, now," Mr, Dewcastle said doubtfully. He was muaing over the situation,
and trying to find the flawa in it that he could turn to his own benefit,

"Don't tell anybody about me, huh? Pretend you never saw me? Please?® Jake
grimaced petulantly,

"Perhaps® Ethan said, casting his eyes about in search of a suitable resting
place for the Venusian Dew. One of Mr. Bronaon's jackets lay looped over a peg. It was
reasonably conspicuous, and as he wandered over to it, Mr. Dewcastle muttered;"Just wvhere
did you come fram anyway ?°

"Antares II" said Jake, "I uas captured and trained by a trader. Broaonie won me
fros him in a game of poker when I was drunk.”

Mr. Dewcastle did not camment on Jake's insobriety. Instead he asked logically,
"Then what have you been doing since then ? It's been two weaka since we stopped there.®

“I've been in my cage" tha monster explained, Bronnie is going to bring in an
enpty box today, and make everyone think T was in it. That's why he wanted me to stay out
of sight. Have you got anymore of that Venusian Dew 7"

"Listen® admonished Mr, Dewcastla. "Hear that ?® A faint voice raised, drifted
in thru a half open porthole. "Couldn't mistake that voice, even when there's a foghorn
around, And he's with the Captain. Couldn?t be better."

Mr. Dewcastle drifted towards the door.

®"Hey, wait, neighbor® Jake said. "What about me ?°

“You ? You stay there" said Mr. Dewcastle. "Don't worry. Your secret's safe
with me.® He opened the door and scanned the corridor. It was empty. The gnarled voice of
the monster came after him., "Thanks, Castledew, you won't be sorry tha--*

The door clanged shut, the lock clicked, and Dewcastle went merrily on his way.

"Dewcastle 1" The voice was raised in high rags. Mr. Dewcastle observed sadly that Mr.
Bronson's blood pressure was hitting a new high. He turned with great sorrow, and addressed
the First Mate.

"Mr. Bronson, have you been getting yourself drunk again ? You have shamed the
entire vessel, sir, by allowing yourself to be sean in this condition. Oh, Captain. Have
you seen Mr. Bronson here ? Look at him, sir | Would it not be a good idea to confine him
to his cabin ? The Mandalay ir not a haven for low drunkards,.®

"DEWCASTLE |® Mr. Fronsan shrieked again, as Captain Pratt ambled out of his
cabin and towards his onder-officers.



SCTENCE FICTION DIGEST

*It will do you no good to plead, young man" observed Mr. Dewcastle soberly.
5You cannot shed your infamy 8o easily, Never would I have thought it, never. why, even
an infant would-—-easy there | Lay your hands off me |®

=Steady, Mr. Bronson® snapped the Captain,

2Phig—-Thig——=" the First Mate choked and turned back to Mr. Dewcastle, whao
was still shaidng his head sadly, "you put that bottle thare 1"

®Ah, the poor man. His mental stability is impaired from drink. Captain, will
you take him in hand ? But do not be too harsh on him.®

Mr. Bronsan gritted his teeth in agony.

aLookl® announced Mr. Dewcastle, pointing dramatically. "There. There is proof
of Bronsan's infirmity. Even we can see 1t.°

Jake had wandered out into the corridor. He spied his master and his new friend
at the other end of the corridor and toddled forward.

"Hey, boss, is this Castledew ?" he asked jauntily.

Mr. Bronsmon looked frantic. Ha smumbled samething under his breath, then found
his voice. "That's Jake"

Mr. Dewcastle patted him softly on the head, He got his hand brushed down for
his pains. Bronson went on "He's a pet, not very intelligent, but he can talk. I just
brought him on board.”

Captain Pratt cleared his throat. ®It does seem aa i1f wa have gotten off the
subject. Mr. Bransan seama to be in trouble, as Dew is forbidden off Venus, and this
might be conatrued as an attempt at swuggling. However, there are certain---"

a7tlg Dewcastle]® broke in Mr, Bronson. Dewcastle sighed deeply.

= My, Bronson | You will remain in your quarters for the remainder of our stay
in Venua, Mr. Dewcastle, you will remain likewise on board. There ia aomething I do not
fully understand here, but I think I underatand enough,.®

"But Captain Pratt,® Mr. Dewcastle said. “surely you can not penelize me for
the indiscretions of our mutual friend, here.® Jake patted him an the leg and he leaped
ten feet away. "It is not democratic .*

But Pratt wvas adamant.

The reason for Mr. Bronson'a secrecy anent Jake wvas not apparent. Mr. Dewcastle
amused humself by caoapleting his newest invention, and by drinking the Dew which people
insisted vas responaible for the first syllable of his nanme.

Al his supply of Dew did not outlast the journey to Earth, vhere the remain-
derof the cargo was to be unloaded fram the ship. He bacame morose. He did not even enjoy
the nightly poker which the officers indulged in. Especially he did not enjoy it as he ea-
barked upon a prodigious losing streak, and ere half the journey was aver---journeys between
stars since the powerful interstellar drive could not be used in a star system---he had lost
all his pay to the most hated Mr. Bronson.

Docidng in an Eargh port was no different fran dockidg anywhere e, except
perhaps that efficiency was a little greater. The tedious work of unloading the {smense
vessel had begun, and Mr. Dewcastle was turned loose on an unsuspecting Earth for the first
time in three yeara.

A survey of taverna—-"To get the lay of the land® was always firat on the agen-
da, and thia was no exception. However, Mr, Dewcastla's fondest hopes wera blasted.
Venusian Dew was uncbtainable, except at the fantastic prices that resulted fran the tea-
perance ban imposed on solar system traffic,

And Mr, Dewcastle was moping disconsclately in his ninth barroom when his mind
first began to shape the first tresulous patterns of a plan,

It was getting late. The maon was up in the sky somewhere, raging impotently
at the ourtain of dark clouds that cluttered the horizon. The old-fashioned fluorescent
bulbs painted old age over the swart features of the two bartenders and the three or four
other costamers.
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Mr. Dewcastle vas bored, To be sure,
there were other potiona to imbibe, most of
them hame-brewed, the rest smmggled in from
other portions of the galaxy and available at
fantastic prices; but there was no substitute
for the Dew. And as we have mentioned, Mr.
Dewcastle had been unlucky during the voyage.

So he faced the unfortunate choice
of spending all hia money on ome bottle of
under-the—counter Venusian Dew or spending
1t all on a normal ane day consumptian of
inferior stuff.

Re sat considering the problem Mor-
osaly, when ane of the bartanders ambled up
to his table and cleared his throat hesitantly.

"whad d'y! want|" Mr. Dewcastle
barked irritably.

"Baggin! yer pordon, sor," said the
man, "but you wouldn'! be a mem'er of the Dew-
castle famly, any chance?®

Mr. Dewcastle surveyed the man,
vhan he did not remember ever seeing before,
=t i poasible,® ha stated cautiocusly. "Why"

*] uata ship ocut, sor, wvith a Dews
castle, name o' Orfrsm. Water shippin',
though.*

Akr. Dewcastle leaned back. "Ah
our family, he ia. Ever since he turned
shamed." He drained his glass sorrowful

"1 onneratond,™ sald the barte

yer from the Mandalay, right?"
Mr. Dew gla inclined his hea
"Han’ acr a ruror t'other da

here, feller nane of Schultz, plans t'ge
Just mayba---*
"Enough|® thundered Lr. Dewcas

be a party to such doinga? Be off with you!

you conaidering paying for the shipment
The Bartender smiled. "VWell,
"Hm," puttered Mr. Dewcastla.
dozen. Well, that seems a good price.

be done.

yes, Ephram.

The black sheep of
to drink, the family name has been
1y.
nder.

"0Own this place her now. Say,

d shortly.
y. Seems one o' our compeaters,
t a shipment of Venunalidn Dew. Now

tle angrily. ®"Do you think I would
At once. Ah, Just what were

if it were, well, devertad?”

say Two hundred for a dozen bottles."
"As you say, Three hundred for a
Perhaps---well, I'l]l see what can

Yes, indeed, if somecne is smuggling Venusian Dew into Earth, ie

1a my solemn duty to unearth tha scoundrel and seize his ill-gotten gains.

Tell me, when will the transaction take
"1 hord that they were gonna g
"H-rm. Well, then you show up
take care of everything. Ah yes, your n
"Willie Schantz.
®"Perhaps two,” Kr. Dewcaatle s
duty.y.”

See you tonight thenl

place?”

o after it tomorrow morning."
at about eleven tonight. I'll
ama...?"

How many dozen?"”

aid. "Yes, this is my righteocua

Since it was already three A. M., Er. Dewcastle collected his fac-

ulties and acampered along toward the hu

When he awoke later that morni
afoot, and after a few moments of solid
of the barroom conversation. At eleven t

ddle form of the S.S. Mandalay.

ng ha recalled that something was
reasonin;, he dredged up the memory
hat evening, things would be happening.



He prepared a little note, slipped it in an envelope, and mailed
it to the custom's bureau. The afterncon mail would bring it in, and mean-
while br. Dewcastle did some anocoping.

Behind the bunk of his cabin tha ship's air-circulation ayateno
opened into his room. In space it provided a constant fresh supply of good
alr for every portion of the ship; but now like everything else it was set
aside for overhauling.

It waa large enough for a creeping kr. Dewcastle to traverae, and
he hsd not far to.go. br. Bronson's cabin was only a deck below.

Hde peered through the twiasted ateel meah and observed Jake in the
act of poking around in a case of shoe polish. No one elae was in the room.
¥r. Dewcaatle curled a finger around the acreen, then withdrew hia hand
swiftly.

7 The clump of footateps announced the appearance of Wr. Bronaon.
Jake heard !t too, but too late. "Get away from that," Mr. Dronson shouted
angrily, "how many times have I told you not to poke in there. You whisky-
sotll"

"But boas, I need a drink."

"Don't let me hear you telling anyone anything about that box. and
liaten, you'll get enough soused when 1 take you alonsg, with me. Ve'll make
the rounds of the taverna. Vait'll the boys see youl®

")ore poker again, Bosa?"

kr. Dewcaatle's .handa clenched at this.

"Yeah, more poker," MNr. Bronson grinned, "I gueas you deserve your
reward. I c ned out Dewcastle completely, and everybody elsg too. low,
come on, get away from that."

Mr. Dewcaatle held in his ahriek of outrage only by asuperior dia-
cipline. He grew white, red, green. He crouched there in anger and frua-
tration. .nd then hs turned and made his way back to hia own cabin.

kr. Bronaon deserved all he would Le gettingl he thought viclous-
ly. Imagine, cheating at pok with the help of that blasted animal. He'd
forgotten the thing could talk, and could probably understand how to play
poker, tooll

MNr. Dewcastle waa quite furiouas, but he calmed down sufficiently
to conaider eventsa,

So Lr. Bronson was carrying Venusian Dew caroflaged aa shoe-
poliah]! He'd rather suspected those cases of polish...

lHe atrolled out onto thie small open-air deck that was laid around
the hull in port, watching the work going on.

At aix o'clock that evening the cusatoms people clambered on board
with a warrant. Wr. Dewcastle was seated, playing poker with lr. Bronson
in an amiable fashion, and losing what little moner remained to him. The
door burat open without warning.

ich one of you ia liate Bronson?" one of the men barked.
"Why, he 1a," lr. Dewcastle said softly, rising. ™Mmat's the

matter?"

"Government buesineas,® said another of the newcomers. "Come on,
Bronaon. You and that little monster of youra. You're under arreatl"

"Arreat!" Lr. Dronson atood up indignantly.

narrest?” lr, Dewcastle echoed. "Mr. Bronaon, what have you done
now?"™ Mr. Dewcastle caught a betraying glance toward the corner where the
boxes of "shoe polish" were lying.

"Come alongl" The man atepped close to Bronson, whiapering, "Okay
we've got your letter. Flay along." Mr. Bronson opened his mouth in aaton-
fahment. Mr. Dewcastle heard the swiftly-spoken worda, and he smiled.

The men bundled Lr. Bronson and Jake out of the cabin, leaving
Kr. Dewcastle aitting there.

Thoughtfully he went over and inapected the box of shoe polisan,

"hell, now," he ruttered. "kr. Bronaon a criminal. Ly, the type

of men one muat associate with in this bualness

of men one must associate with in thia
businesal®™ He opened one of the bott-
lea and sniffed the contenta,

His eyes roved to the air-
circulation vent. At eleven that night
he would be quite prepared for Willie
Schantz.

It was almost midnight when
Mr. Bronson returned to the sahip. Cap-
tain Pratt and ir. Dewcastle were
awaiting hia posaible return. "Here
comes the low criminal, now,"™ Mr. Dew-
castle commented.

"Quiet, Xr., Dewcaatle,"
sald Mr. Bronson. "Look at thia!" He
showed a roll of green billa, all new
and crisp.”

"What happened?" Captain
Pratt asked. Lr. Dewcastle had a
funny sinking felling in hia atomach.

"The customa people got thias
note. I didn't write it, but that's
between ua., I wonder who did."

The Captain read the note
aloud: "Gentlemen: For fear of re-
venge upon my person by frienda of the
below mentioned party, I ruat request
you to with-hold my name. I have been
compelled to aid a rebel exile of thre
planet Puur in his eacape from his pur-
suers; compelled againat my will, I
am the late of the $3 handalay, recently docked in llew York from Venua. Arreat
of thia transgressor w pet me in much trouble, unleas you alao arreated
me and hald me for a few hours. Quick action would be appreciated. Thias per-
son, familiarly naried Jake, is a dangerous alien. Haatily, Mr. O. Bronson.

S. S. kandalay."

"I don't get 1t?" sald Captain Pratt.

"Leither do I," sald Bronson, "but the police checked the letter. It
wasn't complately correct, but pretty close. Jake was actually a dangerous
criminal from the planet Ertyyuiop. There was a five-hundred dollars reward
out for him. Well, toodle-ool"

He turned Jauntily toward his cabin.

A minute later, with Captain Pratt having turned in, Mr. Dewcastle
heard the outrageous cry. It provided some measure of balm for hia aston-
i1shed soul. "DEWCASTLEI"™ cane the shout.

A feeling of almoat satiafaction cama to Ur. Dewcastle at that. It
could be only one thing; Mr. Bronson had inspected hia cargo of "ahoe
polish" and had found that it was a very good grade of, Naturally, shoe
poliash.

TIZ BYND

"The Sorry bSaurian"” 4is a Sclence Piction Digest original story.
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THE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL-

A LOST ART FORM?

BY LEMUEL CRAIG

The above title 1s actually a misnomer aince thia article deala
as much with the fantasy novel as the acience-fiction novel. However, we
are referring to the sort of atory made faroua by John W. Campbell in ASP
and UNKNOTN and not to the anenemic inbred product of the more econventio-
nal and traditional hard-cover atyle of writing.

During ths laat few months I have been reading the early isaues
of what was probably the greatest af or fantaasy magazine of all time,
UNKNOWN. I hove found it a highly enjoyable process, deapite the fact
that many of the choliceat morselas have been reprinted in one form or an-
other and are thus already faniliar to me. The magazine abounds ip what
the fan regards as 'classics'. Probably more atoriea have been antholo-
glzed from UilKNUVilli and the magazine has maintained a higher per iaaue
quality than any other af or fantasy pulp including ASTOUNDING and GALAXY.

But the cholcest of the choice, the moat delectable treata of
all in ULKIOWi: are thes novels. Several I had previously read. Many of
the othera I had heard of by word-of-mouth praise for some time. GOene-
rally speakini, these stories fully lived up to the encomiums heaped upon
tham,

Here were the greateat worka of L. Sprague de Camp, L. Ron
Hubbard, Eric rrank Hussell, and H. L, Gold. It muast have been an excit-
ing thing reading UNKNOWN when these stories were new. Dut that brought
up a point; all these writera are still writing today or have very re-
cently quit. If thia was tneir product in 1939, how much better could
these authora be expected to do with twelve years experience?

But a look around will suffice to show that this logical result
has not ‘come to paasa.

Thia caused me to make a thorough exam!nation of the output of
1939 in UNKIO\ and thes novela published in the last twelve montha.

In the firat twelve issues of UNKNOWN (March 1939-Feb. 1840 )
fifteen novela were publisned. Of these, seven need not concern us.
These seven represent either subatandard writing (Steve Fishar'a KETURNED
FHOM HZLL), the adventure story in a fantasy setting for which Campbell
had a weak spot and which he found most eaay_to obtain in tha early ex-
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perimental days of UNKNOWN (PLAME WINDS by Norvell Page), which bore
1ittle of lasting interest, low-calibre hackwork (Hubbard's THE ULTIMATE
ADVENTURE) and one gripping non-fantasy, SOLDiBRS Or THE BLACK GOAT.

The remaining eight, or over half, almoat unanimoualy deserve
the muchly owv sed term 'claassic'.

Thay are:

LEST DAHMKNERSS PALL - de Camp DIVIDE AND RULE = de Camp

BINISTER BARRIER - Russell THE OHOUL - Hubbard

NONE BUT LUCIFER - Gold and de Camp ENCHAXNTED WEEKEND - Mac Cormac

SLAVRS OP SLFRP = Hubbard DRATH'S DRPUTY - Hubbard
‘Darkneaa', 'Barrier', 'Slaves', 'Divide and Rule', and poss-
ibly 'Death's Deputy' have all seen hard cover appearance. (Por the ¢cla-
rification of the reader, the above liating 1a in order of my own perasonal
preference.) Probably the only reason "None but Lucifer®™ never w a book
edition was becau it waa too dated, although that would appear an eaay
matter to fix. ®The Ghoul®™ ia much superior to "Deputy" and will perhaps
appear eventually in book form. "Enchanted Weekend®™ ia a bit too short
for so0lo hard cover appearance but was reprinted in FRUM VH{IUWN WORLNS,

Thia writer ia not an admirer of L. Ron Hubbard but he must
admit that the Hubbard of 1939 waa a far asuperior writer to the Hubbard
of recent yeara, De Camp also was much more adept in the use of hias type=-
sriter then. I don't think that anyone will quibble greatly at the liat-
ing of the above atories aa truly outatanding, if not 'clnsaica’'.

Now let's look at the laat year. te have been deluged with
magazines, many of which have quickly folded. But how many print novela?
There's ASTOUNDING, the old atandby. But AS? hua only printed one novel
in the laat year, "Ths Hand of Zei". And none of de Camp'as Krishna series
compare with hia early output. Rvidently the book publishers agree since
it 1a hia early UNKNOWN novela which keep appearing in print.

It i{s not surprising that ASF decided to drop serials for a
while, since immediately preceeding "Zei", they had publiashed probably the
worat serial ever written by van Vogt and juat previous to that the para-
noid Hubbard novel, "To the Stara”.

One has to go back to 1949, the November 1ssue when ASP atarted
two serials aimultanecusly before you find nnzthing comparable to the
above novela. That month ASP began Aaimov'a "--And Now You Don't"™ and
Heinlein's gripping “Gulfr®,

Thare 1a OALAXY which has been licking ASP at ita own game in
moat departmenta. Thay have run three serials, "Time Quarry," ®Tyrann®,
and "Maras Child". The first two were ASTOUHDING rejects, and read 1like
it. "Mars Child" was an admirable attempt to bring realiam to stf along
the saxe line as Clarke's monumental "Prelude to Spa Both the Clarke
and Judd stories succeeded in their attempta at realiam but falled dias-
mally at tha task of providing entertainment at the same time.

OALAXY SCIENCE PICTION NOVELS 1a a praiseworthy attempt to pre-
sent full novela for a Qquarter that would cos .00 from the publiasher
or else have never before appeared. Since Street & Sm'th hold the copy-

S —
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rights on moat of the beat stf of the past, GLLAKY is now sateeriny; toward
the latter course. Unfortunately, the pay ia smaller and more of a garble
tran selling a novel for serialization to UGaLAXY, and the result seems to
be that the beat writers are digging out the beat of their old rejects
from the trunk. Hoat of these are probably yarna shich Campbell couldn't
see buying for serialization in aSr. Since ASP used to have an extremely
high atandard of quality, thias doesn't meun the atoriea are bad. Some

of them are quite readable. But nothing you're apt to deacribe glowingly
to aume neofan five yeara from now.

STARTLING publishes six novels a yeur. In the puast they have
come up with gems like "What Lad Universe", pon Shops of Isher™, "The
Lawa of Chance", and "Thes Kan in the Iron Cap®. This last year the best
they've been able to do 1a some highly enjoyable space opera by Jack Vance,
But don't ask me to try and remember any of the titles.

Duplicating GALAXY SCIENCE rICTION OVELS 1s Piction House' ‘rue
CCUPLETE SCIENCE-ADVEWTUKE 30UKS. Tney seem to have enoountered exactly
the same pitfalls except that they pay leass and are getting corresponding-
ly poorer material. But we owe them a vote of thanka for making i.aimov's
fine "Pebble in the Sky" available at low pricea.

Ziff-Davis is usually ignored by the more sophisticated fsana
but such well known atories as "Pour-asided Triangle", and "The Star Kinga"
(apace-opera, true, but what aspace-opera) have appaared in AMAZILG.

These bulky magazines off much aspace and fairly good rates for long
atories. Only the editorial policy of catering to ndolescents keepa the
quality at such a poor level.

And at!ll, deapite their poor reputation, the laat two novela
to appear anywhere in the field which thia writer would rate along with
the UNKWUWN titans, appeared in FLNTASTLC ADVFNTURES, but not in the last
year. In early 19560 they printed "T:E -DREAiXING JSWELS" (which this reader
conaiders the beat allaround rull length novel he has ever read in either
the fantasy or asclence-fiction fleld) and "You're All Alone". But recent
novels have been the usual blend of mythology-cum-sex-and sadiam.

FFM, being wholly reprint can be ignored.

This leaves only the non-pulp field; slickas and originnl booka.
From the slicks we get such outdated and unacientific traah ua "Day of
the Triffida” and since "Pebble 1n the Sky" and "The Big Eye™, none of
ths original boocka aseem worthy of attention. I have had no chance to
read "The House That Stood St1l1l"™ but reviewa indicate that it can be
safely ignored.

The end result? Not one novel publisned between Sept. 1950 and
Aug. 1851 can be compared with the eight novelas produces by just one mag-
azine, UNXNOWN, in ita firat year of publication. In addition, this was
the time when Heinlein, van Vogt, and othera were riding high, wide, and
handsome in ASTOUNDING: and I underatand CUMET and SUPER SCIELCC turned
out a few novels worthy of permanent attention somewhere in this period.

Since I originally made this examination of the fleld, the ait-
uation has changed slightly. STARTLING made a resurgence with Eric i'rank
Kussel's "The Star Watchera®. This was equal to neither "Sinister liarrier™
nor "Dreadful Sanctuary® but it easily placea as his third best novel and
with a bit of editing could have ranked along with them. It will not be
surpriaing if this appears in book form acon.

And the new Heinlein serial in GALAXY had a moat intriguing
firat part. This could be another Heinlein novel in the grand manner,
But science-fiction serials are notoriocua for promising far more in their
firat 1ssue than they later deliver.

Even so, two novela from the entire field is a pretty puny com-

parison to the eight novels produced by one magarine twelve years ago.
And that was under very similar af boomtTme conditlona.

That has caused the decline? It ia well-lmown that many of the
UNK%CWI: and ASTOUNDING novels originated in the fertile brain of John W,
Campbell. A mediocre writer himaself (except for "Who Goes There?"), he
has one of the clevereat minda for concocting a plot gimnmick ever seen in
thia buaineas Another adept at this angle was Sam Merwin, Jr. But
Campbell has ndoned VLi}JIUML, dropped serials in ASF after a seriea of
mediocre ones and seems more interested in dianetica than fiction. Maerwin,
another madiocre writer, hus abandoned editing for free-lance writing. If
any other editor 1a capable of duplicating their perfornance hes has not
yet shown it,.

The same writers are atill around and grinding out wordape. But
the wordage doesn't add up to "Leat Dariness Fall", ™Iniverse", "Slan®,
or "Fear"™. The ruasic buainess has a saying that a aingor always sang bLeat
when he was still hungry. kaybe our topnotcheras are too proaperous, now,
And we've hit a slump when there are no newcomers capaeble of taking over.

But if acience-fiction 1a to progreass, we muat asurely continue
to produce outatanding novels. Novelettes and ahorts are being turned
out at a tremendous rate. The quality is high, perhapa higher than ever
befora. But novels are the Lackbone of any field of fiction. It takes
many a Bradbury short atory to equal the impact of one "Slan" in making
a convert to the acience-fiction fleld. &n anthology can cutch somecne's
temporary Intereat, but it takea an "Inconpleat Enchanter" to attach tham
incurably to the fleld.

My personal favoritea (and I find it hard to say which I 1like
best or leaat) are "The Dreamniny Jewela®™, "What sad Univerae™, and
"leedle™. I've read dozens of novelets and many many short stories I
liked equally well. But when someone new to the field wunta-auggestiona
as tc what to read, I wouldn't tlink of steering him just to "With Folded
anda", "Goodnight, Mr. Jamea"™, or "Who Uoes Thare?".

There's nothing so impressive to the new reader as a good over-
all novel. There's nothing more satiafying to the old reader for a pood
nicht's reading than that same novel. kind nothing paya the author ao
well. So, damn it, let's get a few wortlmhile long atories for a change
80 we can quit living off John V. Campbell'as twelve year old ideas, and
everybody will be happy.

(The preceding article 1s a Science Fiction Digest original)
i i (L) Lol HP e 4 s M [l d

Semator Pong Wanders:

Just vy 1t ia that magazine {1lustrators invariahly put large, round
breasts on female robota ?

(from “B.T. Ma mag" April 15L%)
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THE urb anp |

by BOB JOHNSON...ooves

--But rdenry, dear boy, you said a 1ittle after the :olacon! - and
here sandwiched 1llegally within the printed-nmatter-only is a note which says
"Wha Hoppen to "The Orb and I"? --Simple...I hadn't written 1t yet. Whaddaya
think this 1a gonna be? A great literary masterplece which I shall revise ad
infinitum until the middle of September? --Not thia boy.

Well, here it ia, for the edification and enlightenment of the fan-
nisn readers of SFD; I hope you like 1t. It isn't particularly for Laughsa,
but a pretty thorough account of ths high-sopts in trialas, tribulations and
successes of one of fandom's moat unusual magazines: ORB.

ORB 1s now nearing the end of itas tether. In a way I'm very sorry
to see 1t go. I have loved almost every mirmite of it, and ths enlightenment
about printing methods, anateur journalism, and the general taste of fandom
has truly been worthwhile. In R.J. Bank's recent SFD article, he mentionsa
losing $30 instead of U27. He's lucky. If I continued ORB as a ‘'hootchzine',
I'd lose about $100 inatead of {99.50. ORB 1s, obviocualy, a treas expensive
hobby. And, contrary to the lmpreasion I give many fen, my family and I are
anything but wealthy. I publish ORB with mny own funds. I make $ll a week-
§7 take-home pay. If OHE 1a published every three months or =0, you can see
that I have to do some very fancy odd-jobbing to even keep the collector's
agency away from my heels.

This latest 1ssue is running about "265., --It'a the Nolacon ORB,
with all the pro material. It will never hapoain again, though, even 1f I
could manage to continue OKB. 1It's been in planning for aix months or more,
and knowing fandom, i1f I sell avery copy, I'll feel faint. --and lose only
about ¢150.

=-hAnd to think that only a year and ten monthas ago, the firat ema-
clated issue of ORB appeared with a bill of 7 from the offaset printer! It
all happened thisaway:

Back in the middle of '48 a group of Greeley kids, whom I was trying
to convert into fen tried putting out a fanzine entitled LUKA. The econd 1a-
sue, due to the efforta of one of our members was never released. I a asked
to reaign because I was doing too much of the work (1) and I then told the re-
mainder of the then-thinning bunch that it would be a cold day before they saw
me again. That winter it was 26° below zero. --It wasn't cold encugh...but I
began to get an idea,..(cold weather has alwaya addled my mental processes.)
The reason why LUNA a 80 little auccesa due to too many cooka languidly
trying to mix ingred 8. 80...9hy not aomething new? Something with a Latin
title, like LUNA, but somethins of a laetterzine...more like DAWN. (Yes..ORB
was originally designed as a replacement for the even then fading DAWN.) And
80 1t was conceived. OHB - "with an eye on fandom.” I asked a friend for a
atory--one hs allowed me to reprint from a f1.end's fanzine. I asked John

Orosaman for an illuatration for the cover, and a friend for an interior, and
set out to do DAWli one better. I traced ths cover, typed the atory, a couple
of poems, and some letters I had requeated from fen on paper plates, and hied
down to the offsetter. --Oh yeas...since paper plutes are not eaaily adaptable
to the atipling proceas, I atipled a poem illuatration Ly running a grease pen-
061l up and down the perforations in a sheet of stumps held against the plate.
(the naivete of neo-fen!) He turned the finished product back the next week,
and I went wild with joy. In my egotism, I thought I was even givin; the GURGON
a run for its money. See parenthesized remark above. --I also got a contribu-
ting ed. by the name of ilanson, but he dropped out on #2 8o enuf of him,

Even now, that firat OHB looka pretty good to me. It was rather neat
and artistic- and with a purpose, to provide intereating, artistic fan-slanted
entertainmant (and at that time, controversial lettera). I thought I waas doing
pretty hot atuff. Unfortunately for my ego, the recipienta of the firat isaue
moatly seemed to agree with me. Happily, I only sent out about 30 copies(most-
1y samples) of #1. The subacriptions didn't exactly flood in. A drip is more
like 1it.

The next issue I tried getting a little fancier--got a Gaughan 1llo
from the Neff mesa-boo, Due to 1ta execution it had to be put on a metal plate.
That'as when the worries--and rewards atarted. The ish was in places, good, but
moatly icky. It neat, though...and that made an impression. Boggs made a
few anide remarks and Dob lost his hat as usual. Since that 1ittle epiasode, it
was repeated to me that Bogga labels me "the moat temperamantal editor in fan-
dom." I rather think ha's right. My paychological make-up includes one hsckuva
dash of pride. That OHH also made an impression on the Weld County Credit hu-
reau--whose letter department printed OH for me. They offered me a job...ask-
ing me to do direct-mall work for them, and deaign covers for the bulletins.
Thay rather misrepresented themselvea (for whicli I never forgave theu), but
I took ths job eagerly. I made 35/ more an hour than I have been making
while previoualy ushering at tha local popcorn palace. I waa overjoyed at the
opportunity to make money and do the two thinga I loved moat. Artwork and Oitd.
The Credit Bureau bored me, though, and I wasn't exactly indispensable. The
bosses got tired of ma, and when the opportunity came to let a girl take my
job full-time ratner than my part-time work, they snapped it up...snd there
went my job. In the meantime, ORB had grown iAto a prodigious investmant,
using a huge amount of 1lluatrations and photographa. It was #6, produced at
the Bureau that caused the mild sensation at the Norwescon. At the time of my
1leaving the C.B., with #7 completed, and partially in the maila, I had a bill
for §20 still unpaid from the 490 1t coast me to get it out. Thuas, I was in a
poaition to commit suicide on somebody's dooratep. (no unkind retorta, peasants)
During that interval between two and aix, I collected a lovely backlog of ma-
terial and artwork, and found a few pros looking surreptitiously in my direc-
tion., All of which made me very proud, and didn't help pay my bills a bit. I
got a fairly large monetary present for Chriatmas, from a relative, so wasn't
hauled off by angry Creditors then. Also, near that time, I wangled a Jjob at
a local record shop and manazed to start saving for a next ORB, for which I
thought I had enough material but somehow a friendship from the ‘'orweacon
got me a story from Vernon Me , rather amateur, but showing promise, and
praise of a poem by Betay Curtis atarted a long friendship by nail, and even=-
tually a atory from her, and so I ditched the original plans for /8. In #7,

I had finagled a ahort from Emil Petajla, a semi-pro, mostly through sheer brass
and now I had a Curtis story in #4. hole 1sh, surprisingly coat me lesa than
$70). 4nd surprisingly enough, I suddenly found ORB was a very "arty" little
magazine. Of course we weren't exactly trying to be NYTILESish with that
black, pink and gold creation on #6's cover, Lut it was only an attempt at a
cover like a new mayg, FLalK, had been comlng out with, With #8, thoush, we
were but definitely in the avant-garde awim. OUHRH vowed to be the artiest fan-




zine ever to hit the maila. We undoubtedly achieved it. It sold completely
out. To my lnowledge, this has happeded to few fanzines. The individualiats
in fandom were beginning to look on ORB as ths place to howl ORB atarted to
pay for material for its super-duper #8 Nolacon ish.... We re now, but de-
finitely, the FLAIR of fandom. --And I was loving ery minute of it. Ella
Lee was keeping sucn a big load off my back with helping with the typing, and
I was able to devote more time to production. Than we got #9 started. We
even purchased a full-color cover from Prank Freas, prominent fantasy artist,.
Over 365 was spent for material. For a fanzine, this was suicide...but we
(editorial) thought URB %g&t_ be able to grow pro if it made a big enough
aplash at the lolacon, a we garnered enough subscriptions. About ths end
of this big whing-ding, I realized that the Job was growing expensive beyond
reason. We printed the astories and the flluastrations, but the full-color
cover was vetoed for the present, for lack of {100, I did everything from
paste 1llustrations to slip-sheet behind a violently pounding Kluge press.
--And suddenly that was it. I was just slck of the whole mes@c...

I wouldn't give up a minute of ORB for anything, but now that the
mag 1s lapaing Lack to normality, I can't possibly entertain ths thought of
doing anything like #9 again. ORB may continue
but #10 1a the last that shall be published on a fairly regular basis. And
certaily the last time I shall try to be so pretentious ia #9.

Bill Warren hus been a wonderful letter editor, and has given inval-
uable assistance, and Ella Lee has been wonderful about helping with the typer,
and they deserve a vote of thanka. One more issue is definitely planned, (#10)
which will probably resemble #8 in format, but will parody, AS, FUTURE, OOTWA,
etc. It'll be called "the timd-and-blunder issue."

After that, maybe one or two 1ssues a ye ‘Tus® enough to keep the
subscribers happy. It's Leen a wonderful adventure--bu: I'm Just all pochad
out; OHY keepa denanding bigger and better things of ma, and I lack the where-
withal, not to mention the contacts, to keep it growing. Lkaybe much later,
OHB will go pro, and become a cross betwaen FLalit and PANTASY 800Keeee.

But don't hold your breath.
cesseeeHOR JOHNSON

at highly irregular intervalas,

|
|

Dear 8FD: THE TRUTH IS OUTI

I had pilctured one Henry Burwell, inky fingered, toilworn, fever-
ishly churning sheets trhru a duplicator with one hand, whilat the fingera
of his other hand (he has but two, I believe) flew wildly over the keys of
his typewriter...... Now, in my visualisation of the coamic all, the true
scene appears.

Burwell, blood-stained stock whip in hand, evil grin on hias face,
reclines in his easy'chair, aipping gin, watching the production of his fan
zine. HIS fanzine? Kay Burwell's fanzinel!

Notice the oblique references, tha crumbs dropped from the rich
man's table. "The thanks should go to my wife K&Y..coeopante-ups and other
laborious dirty detailas by Kay Burwell,"

Poor Kay. I pity her; tired, mmngry and tearstained, she bends
wearily over ths typewriter (probably purchased by slave-driver Burwell out
of the housekeeping money) berumbed fingers pecking at the keya, while
Burwell raves "Slater sald smooth edgeal Call those even? Do it again]®
Kay murmurs wearily something about dishes to wash,..children to feed...the
atock whip lashes out and once more har fingers take up the tortured tattoo
on the keys...and so it poes on...artwork to fit...headings to paste On....
envelopes to address....iIS fanzine? Says who?

Yours sympathetically,
Jovoce Slater.
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