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C——— WHERE THE LDITOR RAMBLEGS O...&0D OF., . AllD CH...AMD CH...

QN POLICY
I heve found, in atout a wvear and a half on the nigh road

of Fandom, that almoqt all fansine editors do not have a sieciiic
type of story or article or wihctever thwt they especiaily like to
feature, The ‘cguer LT he swants to write for tue fonzine, usually
s to jo by fuess, or...wltgr rca\ﬁno severzl izgues,..draw lls
ovr: comcluskons., i ing tue odigor Tor _Lvlfng is quite oltan
o wuste of times; e doesn!t imov vk 10 anhs

A1l editors vant the wory best i e”;ci' vt is, laterial

vimt they wersonaelly thinii is good, Obgec,lvv cthuCards geeningly
do not ecxist. Thus it scers clear thot fansines are tie el ress-
ion of the ucrsomelity of the cditer: nig lilzes wndg dislilles, .re-

o
judices, desires, «ll detoeriine (e cluracter of the fanzine, cnd
also revenl tuive cleuwly the inner wan.

Beloir is a rundewn of tue tive of rotorial tiwi I vant for
PiYCHITIC,

T would lilke vo run onw pioce of fiction every icsue, The
length can run to Thwee thousgend words., The story conteut should
be that wibelh cannot et Tresent be used by the prozines. There
are still tabeo;¢ r(5, situations, wund themes widch Lust seelk
azateur or private LLbJJCuthH. facred Cove, roasted srell over
the fire of satire and ridicule,are iy faverite dish,

For instance, houv vould un clien spy vwhose job proiised to
oep inm on iarth for a long, loug Ttime go about satisfying his sez-
ual needs? :

For anotier, how would our religions react to the calmiy

stated fact, from & friendiy uond vostly superior raee, tiet their
beliefs ele sheer superstition and that there was ne GOD? How
would a singie deeply religious man react? How would you react?

That ~ould noppen if, in the not too cistent future, 2 mini-
i I,7, of 10 rere o ,_eve'uiaite for c“nd1d“cy to ypublic oifice,
with even higlier stonderds for +the nore Lofty national rositions?
Tmagine the debute in tie Congress “nd Senfte rrior to pussage of

iy

a 1) catiorizing csuch @ condition.

If you suddenly were guiuted the pover of invisibility,
v=h-a-t vould you realiy do Jduring those first few iwurs of tie

f st day? snd the first night?

st vould tie Heavenly agents do with o 10, imsocldst ko
vienly deserved, by all wmoral CuflSLlun otaud ds, Lo £o Girvecitly
to ilell and sulfer the :ost intense torture? ihat would tie Devil

do with him?

I coulg sit wore nlil day and type story ideas, snd I waut
tuig tyse of story in uLtU@tlon foriv witi: dialogue, Too often ww-
teur vr*90“s put deowm a iplet for & five to tentiiougsand wvord atorv

and send it in under the innvession that they nave vritten a to“y“
Tis inressicn is net siwmved by editors.
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I I want to run on “ticus article every issue, Articles
dealing with story wreunis 'n sclence fiction and fantasy both vast
and vresent will be warrl. :eceived. Someone pight even try to ex-
;ropolate current Trewnds ani progphesy the "Plot! that will next be
in vogue.

_ Articles dealing wiih controversial subjects, personalities,
or fiagazines.,.,and even fanzines...will be rushed into print. A
fev wages of surer heated anger at one of the uro authors, editors.
publishers, or what have you is always welcome. Incidentally, fan
authors, editors, etc. are zlso fair gaie. 7You people rignt send
in revieus of prozines every nonth, and T wrould pe glad to print the
best in a special column a-la-lhodonagnetic digest. You might even
suggest a nare for it., There 1g plenty of room for jyou in PSYCLOTIC,

I'z looking for someone who will atitend the convention in

philadelihia who would like to write a Report for me. Gotta have
a Con Report or I is dead. Anything at all will do. idaybe some-
Fhingnlike: mient to the Con. 1Iot, Poor seat, cculdn't see. ilent
horte.

. T want to run one or rore humorous iteris per issue. I am
loo.ing for liberal amounts of satire, ridicule, and irony. Also
would liie a bit of nonsense,

Poetry...Q Fateful Hord. In PSYCIOPIC you will find some
of the worst verse and §ogglest doggeral that ever will see the
light of nublication. Yeah...., If there are auny real good noets
among you readers,egainst whow I can lean up close and plead for
aome real good high quality stuff, I hereby lean and plead.

I1llustration is rather a wmoct woint with me. If I use a lot
of pictures, the total wordage gzoes down; if I don't use any, the
zine will look like a repert on the sex 1life of the Horth Hexican
flea. I have six covers lined up, all better than the ong on this
issue, so that department is taken cere of for a vhile, Interior
illustration is largely & wmatter of drawing illes for speficic...
(wou...specific) articles, stories, poems, etc, Hovever, I can
always use a lot of small filler items.,

A1l this may strike sore as being a bit presurptibe, a bit
sn the nervy side, stating that I want thus and so, this and that,
as if I were in a position to demand & choice, I can alrost hear
thenm muttering: "Hetll take what he demn well gets apnd like 1t.®
ar, "Beggers can't be choosers.!

To which I reply:

iy puddle may not be wide
ljor worth a Goddamn thing
But while I'm squatting here
T'm head man boss: I'm King,

text wonthh this space will contain editorials in the first
.erson. Tiird person editorials in a chauny fanzine is upthuuLah-e.
They will range from the sublime to the ridiculous; that is, from
Pogo to Senator Me Carthy.
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terest to our readers. e agvee,
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2 reczived this article frov 1. [ar
1th an attached message seyiug that
2 had left the top off his portable
ne night and the next rorning found
chis ms. He feels it might be of in-
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By
Roger HMar
I am a ghost. MNow, donit raise those eyebrows and sneer. It
takes a lot of ectoplasm tn naterialize a finger, and a lot of spiri-
tual force to push a typewriter key with that finger,

I have been commiceioned by the Ghostly Union to write this art-
2le and see that it is published T was selected because in solid
ife I was a writer. That was not tco long ago, either. I was writ-
ag an article on a famous Hollywood star when our plane plunged into
ne wooded side of a outrageously tall mountain in HNortheastern Ore-
-on. I never recovered from the shock of losing my head,

This article is essentually a gripe

against the modern sorld. You have been
treating the ghosts of this planet in a
mo8t cavalier fashion. No one believes
tn us anymore. Less and less often ale
e able to scare the living daylight out
£ some careless night stroller. 1o
snger is a cemetery a place of crecping
srror, Rather, it is & trightly lit
-arefully tended garden

‘je of the Chostly Union fe2l we have //

valid complaint. Ve lay the blere for /S S
she current state of affairs to tnese so-(&:;;’
~alled "Psychie Investigators', and fo Sclehce.
Jeience especially is our arcen enery Bcience says we do not exist,
hat there is no tangible proof of our existence. AMnd wvhy is there

o proof? Because things are too darned well 111 now days. Dvery-
ilere we go we find lights, Bright glaring .l=zetric lights, Cundle

ght is a thing of the npast. Iven luntern light was a picnic compared
1 the terrible illumination of today.

And the houses. The houses 2f today have been fiendishly designred

o be ghost proof. The houses of today wo not ramble, they do not
reak, they won't even moan in ¢ high vind & ghostly friend of m@ine
rearly drove nimself insane trying to get a creak from a floor He
found out later that it ras solid conerete undcar linoleun

o longer do men build on lorcly crasgs Ligh 0p over the stormy sex




People 'mddle in small tight houses unmindfu! of wailinl
the cellar becsuse there isn'tg any celiar.

They don't mind a rattling chair in the de ted tird floor {

hall .... There aren't any third floors Yon - "

have no idea how frustrating it is to send o - )

carefully chilied draft of air into a roomn, =

only to find that the peo-ie are watching te.e- -

vision and simply tura up the therrostat ok B / I

disgusting. A PAV AR
Once in a vwhile a ghost will breal: ur f F%Z;K \ / /

der the strain of trying fo haunt a modern %35)?} aa

house:, and goes insane., You have had some o k ' J

perience with berserk ghosts, Yowm call thew AR /

Polteryeists, \ﬁ {

I would lile to give you an example of
the unbielief that is plaquing us, Iumnhre:

Fotter, one of our most accorplished ghosts o the oid School, made a
magnificent attempt to instill fear and tre21liThg into the hearts of |
young married couple. He waited until they s.0r: in bed before giarti
He put everything he had into a five nminute series of ahreiks, rhLowle,
mo&ns, groans, rattling chains, and hollow wocking laughter. There wer:
two ghosts statiored in the bedroom to act zs olservers...of tne newly -
married couple.,,of their reaction.,..

The wife shook the mzn awake. “Darling," she said, "Cet up and
turn off the radio in the livingroom. You stunid bastard, you must'!ve
left 1t on.n

The man pot, Up, stumbled arourd the 1 VInsroon once and then .ent
back to bed, He was too sleepy to remember what his wife nad told hin
to do, and when he camps hweik, the voman assured he had done as she had
asked, lhen the %0 observers told old Potter vwhat had hapiened, he
broke down and cried. The last that was ever seen of him vas his slumn-
ed dojectsd {igurs Floating alovly down the roud, Mls favorite rattling
chatn dragging in the dust,

Contrast this 1ith Lhe bpauiiful trambling Ihe rars mentdion of
our nane used to inspira I “ell repambsr a Story Denjy Howe used to
tell about. It actually haprenad to him, or so he Says, in 18c4. Benjiy
vas a Journeyman ghost then,
having lkicked the bucket na-
tout a century previous. Ha
knew his trade like he knew
the official Ghostly Oath. !

e vras lounging around
in a cenetery one lovely darl:
2ight vhen two men started to
valk siiftly through the uid-
dle. They ere taking a shee
é cut hone and wrere plenty ner -
vous about it. Benjy spied
then and then flitted up and

A
FAILURE

‘ ahead. lle hid behind a larg-:
tombstone and waited until
9 they were alwmost upon hirn,

Then he started a low mosn
ol chat travelled slowly un tho
register until it vas almost
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a shriek, He once demousftratbedd

Taey, the two men, stoprped desd in “heir troci s, fGhe.
Then Benjy cut loese with @ barely audlbie gurgling de
in his throat. He seid you could zinost near the bLlood freezing in
their veins. —

it ©to me., Jb is & Tri

el

The men were only Tive fect awvay Irom where he was hiding behnid

thg tombstone. Ile timed it perfectly. Without & sound he rosz up
bafore them, a pale luminescen® shape with two staring eyes of styglan

dariiness. He rose up and seemecd to hang
3 over their heads, ready to engulf them.
b The two were rooted to the spot. ‘lhey
v

¢ wvere paralyzed with fear. 3enjy then
N advanced upon them, bursting out with
o neal after peal of maniacal laughter’,

Tach laugh zoing hijher and higher, I
thiiks it was then that their hearts stopp

% jevised version effective March 3, 1345,

E-op.

ced. That a performance.

Those 7ere the good old days when
being a ghost weanlt something in the
spiritual world. ow. ...
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/ch‘ﬁ& e make one last appeal to you solid
people of the world. Please beTldéve

in us. After all, we believe In you,

//// Turn out the lights, settle Dack, =
open your mind, Hear that...? Feel
that iey breath on the back »f your neci?

BEN(JY ire you afraid?

Ah, C'mon......TRY!

%{The Chostly Qath was included in the original ns. However, to fac-

ilitate continuity we deleted it from the main body of the article
and print it in it's entirety below.)
THE OFFPICIAL GHOSTLY OATH:

{ hereby pledge allegiance to his most
Terribleness, The CGrueszome Spector Genera
And lInholy One. I will further foment
Fear and Trembling, and haunt and howl
when asked or ordered.

So help me Satan.

The ind.

You have now read our ghostly Zripe
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Pl TUE PORTLAND "ORBCOHTALY

C00S BAY, laorch 19 (AP) “
The story of the death of 14 milk cows by electrocutio
n on the Chris Richert 3Sr. farm, south of Pandon,
reached Coos Day “'ednesday. _

Twenty-four animals were in their steel
millking stanchions and the udder cups were in place.
A short in the machine sent the curreant through the
anirals when the rotor was started. TFourtecn of them
vere Imilled outright.

"The other ten haven't given mmch milk
since then,” llichert said,
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From "Letter fron ashiungton®

"There is a story circuliating here

about a squirrel wheo caie uw.on a rabit frantically
digsing 2 burrew in the ground. The snuirrel asked
the rabbit what all the frenzy .as about. "y (od,
.aere bhave you been?" the rabbit said. 'Haven't you
heard weCarthy is zoing to investigate all antelopes
next ronth? If I were you, broiher, I'd be louiting
for the hnighest tree I could find." M"Are you crazy?V
tae squivrel said, "I'm no antelope, and neither.are
vou,'" ¥Thatts right,” said the rabbit, but I'm dig-
zing anyway, 1 don't know how I'd prove I'm not an
autelo e, M

20N e L e o2

TR WTILE" MAGAZIWS

In St. Peter, ldinn., the weekly Her:sld
ran a classified ad: MIAITED: Man to handle dyunamrite.
izt be rrepared to travel unexyectedly U

Farevell to thee....
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PROM MG, 00T TO TJ2ITE DOGCERALM
By Jichard 3, Geis
1 IHDABADER
flosels is red.
Vidletis is blue,
My dress is coppletely transparent;
And Joutre wishing my chemise was tuo.
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L ProO%ine Polghots

- By FRAICIS EORDNA
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SOMETHING ABOUT HOTIING

In the Hey 1953 issue of QTR JORLDS, one lir, Raymond Pulr-
er stood on his sozp box agnin., lNow, do not get me wrong; I do not
mind people getting on their soap boxes, But when they begin to
shout inane remarks such as: "Let's ston military production and for-
get about the Russians!, and then go on %o say the Jussians woulduit
do anything anyw ey...wvell, thztfs just about all I can take.

Had Mr. Pelmerts suggestions any logical thinking belind
them, I would not be writing upon this subject. -They contained nc-
thing, for Mr, Palmer, in voiecing his opinions, used some illogiwal
logic. To reach his conclugions he compared us (the United States)
as a small and undefended child (assuming in his editorial that the
United States disarmed, of course) and Russia ag the big, armed boy.
Thus he states at the end of nis editorial, the United States being
unarmed and unprepared, Russia wounid not avtack,

"Repember the lcid you couldnit hit because he wouldntt de-
fend himself? You called him yellow then., Eut just the same, he
DIDL!T GET IT!" are his exact words, and there is even some ltogic
in that.....barring the fact, however, that every boy is nct exactly
as lMr. Palmer thinks. Dut jou camnot withold that fact! Mol every-
one will stop melesting a boy who refuses to defend irmselfl.

In one vay I envy ir, Palmer!s idealistic view of youths...
and I am very happy to know that he has never had the pigvleasure
cf seeing an undefended boy get hit, Dut [ have seen it done, and I
mist sorrovwfully admit that in almost every instence when I cape upon
the scene of a young man not wanting to fight, this idiotic youth got
Hell beat out of him, It is not a wonderful sight seeing a boy get-
ting kicked in the face, punched in the stomach...merely dug tc the
fact that he did not wvant tc fight., I'm vondering where v, Palrer
was rearad. Truly, it must have been 2 hoven., And Itm also trying
te fathom how in the world lir. Palrmer could not discover that sueh
things happen...or is it thet he didn't want to discover these inci-
dents?  If it is the latter, I am in iore of a dilerma anent R.A.D.

Look baclk in Ifistory and you'll note that &lmost any cuiturc
vhich fajiled to protect itself against invaders was crushed. 4nd
anyJay, one camiof compere two yvouths with two nations., 3uch
analogles are for lazy minds and are never accurate.

The Ind
~8-



The execution w2s to take place the. r a
had_commitied. She most hoorible of 231 deehs, Pbat i
couldn't be. helped,® he yelled as they led him to his cell

He brooded about his deed all day, but still e
gloated over the fact that he had done it.

"Why," he said to himself, "I did the thing that
everybody gaid couldn't be done. That wasn'i alloved.
Youtll get in trouble if you do 1it.”

wot T ds¢ do 1t," he chuckled gleefully. ©°T did it, |
I DID IT," he yelled to the hare cell walls.

The Day davmed bright and clear. & beautiful any Zeo l
a n execution, The State was always right, 2nd he had gone
zgainst the State. Teleview cameras were set up Y dmperibe|
the event as a lesson against anybody else who would dare
think ofi doing such a thing. The prisoney was caln, sk,
and ccllected, lie was to be given an old Tashioned execut
ion because of the horrible nature of his criwe against tre
State.

The sentence was carried out. The trapdoor ¥Was
2. The rope tightened. The prisoner died on the galiovs.
Fis crime had been punished by death.

The warden turred to a guard and made the vemarlk:
fool!. Why couldn't he have done like everybody elee? Yy,
oh why, =2ouldn't he have signed his name in ink like evVery
body else? Why did the dumb jerk have to use a pencil?

g

This is the End

-
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BY TERRY CARR

This coluun is, I believe, something new In fanzines: a colurm de-
voted entirely to fanzine artwork.. Pon't lcok at me, though: it
vas yed's idea. I liked the idea; hence, here I am.

well, let's take a look at sore of the new issums of fanzinas.
wirst, there's Eob Stewart's BND! The cover is a Four-color mimso-
graph Job...turned out rather well. PRob introduces his own brand
of 1i'l peepul this issue, called hoobs., Cute 1itl critters. In
BOO!!'s art section there is work by lizurice lemus, Roger Canales,
Ray Thompson, and yhos trooly. Best of the lot is the one by Canal-
es, pbut the reproducticn on it is horrible. Thompson's is worst.
Tiiis fifths issue of PDOO! is the lest that will have me as art edit-
or. From here on in T'1ll be assistonk editor, and Canales art editor

Jext on the pile is [orian C,. Rrownet!'s VARATIONS. Normants areo-
work has fallen off this issue. The cover by Jack Harness is a
Lhiodge-podge of rather meaningless lines, and the ingide front cover
by Paul lfyszkowski is done rather poorly. irt Huseboe has a mean-
ingless bunch of lines on paze 5 that he calls artwork (and in this
case, when I say "meaningless bunch of linez™, I mean hrecisely that!
..»I certainly don't, Even Richard Bergeron, about the best artisv
in fandom todaiy, fell down on the Jjob and turned in a couple of hacl -
ad-out drawings. HNaaman Peterson, a very promising newcomer, turned
in cng of his rare bad drawvings to top the whole issue off. This
issue's artvork comes nowhere near the nigh standard that had beern.
set in earlier issues.

orma McCormick's STAR LANES is up next. Cover is a beauty by
Ralph Rayburn Phillips...and a terrific stensilling job, too.
Bergeron has a floeck of small sige drawings inslde, and quitie good,
too. Garth RBentley illustrates his own poem and comas up with a
cute 1i'l oetopus. Hancy Share, STAR LAUESt official staff azriist,
turns out & few drawings which range Trom nnor To pretity good.
Phillips?! cover far outshines the interior artwork.

SPACESHIP gets a mention now because of the cover on its fourth
anniversary issue., Itts a photographie joh dons by Dean A, Cremmell.
Called '"The Tmmoxrtal Crew", it has a photo of a chold in the botiown
right hand corner and of a skeleton in the up .er left hand corner,
with a drawae in spaceshin in the middls, Were it not for the fact
that Grennell fouled up the drawing of the svaceship miserably, thir
would have heen a great cover.,

~10



ity review of fanzine artwork would te couprete, nes relly, anless
CONFUSTIN v as in there somewhere, The cover of the is:zue at hand is
a2 three color mimeograph job by Bergeroen...looks very good, too. In-
side are various drawings by ShelVy hisself, one by Sol levin in three
colors, and a comical strip by Bob 8haw, Perhaps I shouldn't review
this, as ités not necessarily artwork, but...eh, why not?

A new Jag that is carrying on a crusade for more filler drawings
io fanzines i1s M)T®E, published hi.monthly by B8b Peatrowsky. INITE is
5 half-sized dittoed zine, with & filler on practically every page.
naad filiers, too, most of the time in two colors. The cover here is
Ly Nave Hammond, but is not too clear., Tnside, though, the artwork
stiines (no, he doesn't use day-glo ink).

1 7ot the first issue of a fanzine the other day that pronises
to Le tops pretty quick, Called INTINITY, it's pubbed by Charles
Harris and Eob laurence on & hecto, and very excellently, too. Their
use of coloe' is gparticularly good. The drawings, wiile not Deathless
irt, are lively and colorful, Puture issues of IIRINITY, T am told
+111 be wmimeographed, but tlie drawings will continue to be dome on a
heetograph, .

¢ince the death of FAICIEUT and COSHAG/SCIEICE FICTION DIGEST,
about the only photo offset generzlzine left is DESTINY. On general
principles DESTITY is one of ths top fanzines in the world today, but
on art, where it should shine, it doesnt't. Tiie cover of the current
(at this writing May 29) issue is a very poor halfione that looks
terriffic at first glance My advice is for yeu to glance at it once
and then dontt look at it again; you!ll be disappointed if you do,
The artwork inside is by Paul Powlesland (poor), Relph Raybwrn Phill-
ips (ultra weird, as he advertises,..and good), and the bacover is by
obert B, Beiney (rather poor). Perhaps this issuets artwork is in a
brief slump, for it hardly seems likely that such an ezcellently pro-
duced fanzine would not have better artworx than this.

The last itvem up for review at the moment is another newv zine,
this time called SEVAGRAM (it has just occured to me that :oweone
should put out & fanzine whose name can be typed with the fingers of
one hand, thereby saving the necesszity of pushing the shift lock for
lagy columnists like myself). Van Splawn puts it out, and has sowe
nice artwork in It. Van does the cover himself, and capably, too..
The inside artwork is by Bill Price ( who recently so0ld & drawing to
debula S-F, the new Scottish prezine) and Van Splavn, Cood stuff,
and well reproduced.

An item of probable interest is that the cne-shot OF MONSTERS AND
BEHS, containing twenty drawings hy Demnnesa Morton, will be made &
part of BCO!'s first arnnish instead, and will be produced in multi-
colored wmimeographiug. Dennesst!s siyle seems to by a cross between
Bdé Certier, 'alt Disney, and Denness YMorton. I consider hin fo te
the best thing to hit fandom in a good while.

LT

(1 like to be different)
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the Y M,C.A. restruani and stared un-
seeing &t the morning menu,

"May I join yecu?" The honey ton-
ed baritone brought him back to real- 3
ity. He stopped remembering last %
night and stared at the tall almost <
incredibly handsome men who stood po- <
litely before himnm. -4;

hSure, I don't owm the table.! 4,
He locked curiously at the man, the ¢
intruder, and was suddenly conscicus e
of his own unpressed pants, his g2
open and dirty shirt. The other f;
was neatly, conservatively, correct- e

) / i
Roger Bailey sat at a table in 'M%i

ly dressed. T~
T¥ou den't look as if you slept

well last night." The other scem- ==
ed to be friendly, He smiled. e

Roger ignored him, closed his
eyes, leaned back in t{lie chair... §§f
and rememberead,

He remembered the darlk almost
lightless room, the hard cot he- %
neath him, the cacaphony of snores =
from all azrowwnd him in %he fifth. =
floor dormitory. Ke had been bum- <, fU



ming ~“round the country for two years now and e still couldntt

steew bno well on Y,i5,C A, cots. ko couid afford a room? Ie
“isted for a moment that he hadn't left his howe in Dastern Ore-
o, it only for & moment "Damitall, hevern't you fed those

chLoexens yet?" IMYeulre seventeen, youlre my son, and by God you
w4 oo oa little more york around here instead of reciing thet
s trash v o, he vasn't sorry.

e tnen he was in the dormitory again, remembering the
seyy Lightt bhat formed in the corner of the room. and no one

n.8€ a8s awake. Jle remembered the figure thaet had formed in the
Li bt Tf was like a motion victure vithout sound. Jt was =&
wnuan witn only & few wisps of clothing covering her body. Dut

sne was like no other woman he had cver seen She had blue hair,
sust like tuat she had blue hair, And her hips vere way too hig.
A. aer face had been so beautiful that he had stared and almost
firgotten to be afraid. Then she had begun a sinuously suggest.
ive dance, and her hands stripped off the wisps offl cloihing, and
he saw that she had three breasts,

hhis body had been rigid, paralygzed with fear. There had
been cold sweat, fast shallow breathing, and his belly tied into
a =not that weighed & tomn.

The dance had continued, grown more wild, more chscene,
Je stared at the light and form and couldu’t move. Then, minutes
or aven lours later, the dance euded with one last convulsive
movenent and faded into nothing., The room wag dark, the other
men 3till snored and coughed and shifted in their sleep_ Then
e had collapsed to the pillow and relieved the aching arms
which had propped him up fer. .lLov long?

1oger opened nis eyes and looked at the hendsowe man
with the honey voice, He noticed that the handsome man needed
s shave. His chin and jowls had a blue cast. Roger's eyes
widened, and he stared in facinated horror at the small lock of
lue halr which peaped from bensath the black euris of the obher.

ffe heard the common ordinary sounds of the rectaurant.
toe faint noises of traffie through the closed windows, the sharp
tut distant sound of & ping-pong game in the lobby, Sunlight
streamed in the windews and btrightened the grey walls, the worn
linoleum floor. We heard these things, he was aware of thew, he
tried to eluteh them to him., e tried to wrap them around him
a& 4 rrotection agalinst this man bafore him.

The smile was no looger friendly. A hand tucked the tell-
tale lock of blue into place heneath the Tlack. Wit has ween
@ long time sinea ] have been home...too long. 1 gshould aot bave
allowed myself to dream. It's odd how you humsnz can sce our
Areans. But only fair since we can read your minds,...Y The
pan aid not smile now, "I'm sorry,.¥ he said.

1oger knew one second of terrible mortal faar. Wor a
brief lnstant he knew a terrible agony as his mind was wiped
clean of all mewory. He sat, bis body slowly losing ity balauce
and position on the chair, M1z body reacted to the pain that
still lingered and began to whimper. It fell from the chair and
started to ery.

the amd
-13%-



laughed at rusty old Robert.
ancisnt to lift up a truckin
slow tc outrun a2 bulletih
trus.. .he now had to duck.
\\1 Robert's 0il ran fast in anger,

He fluently cursed the new robots,

Rusty Robert slipped into the zhed.

—=~R.B.G.

e

e | e
‘(::, T - “Fh

Dark smok? hoiled up from hwis stack,
Vowed death to their leader named Jack %\
One night when Jack's motor was idling, [f§

In the morning the otlhers found pieces,
But they never found Jack's shiny head,
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The third dimension in movies hit Portland not too iong
aro, and one of the polaroid pervetrations was a so-called science
fiction thriller., "It Came From Juter apacel!, and for my money 1t
should have stayed there.

after worl one ednesday night about a wonth ago I dugi-
fully walked up the street and cautiously approached the Froadway
mheatre where ICFNS was playing., This was opening night. 1 was
~n hand to take the measure of ks lead of f picture from Ilolly-
:00d in 3-D science fiction. 1 received a stagrering blow to The
hip as I faced the ticket window. Tt would cost me 1,25 to enuer.
T reeled und faltered in mid-thought. forely the S-D novelty was
being milked for all it was worth, I noticed ohat the price for
nolaroid plasses was sixteen cents. I hapiened to kicw they vere
sodd to the theatre for ten cents. Then they even vant you Lo
«ive them back. By the door was a cardboard harrel with sign say-~
ing: "PUT USZID GLAS3ES IIREY. After the show I kXent mine, A
womento, Pesides, Itd paid enough for thew,

The next complete show was due to stari in about rfifteen
Ldinutes. I walked about the lobby and settled im an incredibly
hard leather chair. I looired about me. lost of the people present
sare young or youngish; zll vere seemingly under forty. liost were
5>f high school or college age. T cnly saw three or four while I
Tas inp the theatre ko might be called elderly. They didm't look
happy.

I sat thers...wailting T"he others smiled at each other
self-consciously and twiddled with thelr glasses. The sound effects
and musie of ICFES are truly inspiriang. Sspecially if you aren't
viewing the picture at the time. Veird rmusic. 8tolen, 1 think,
from "The LOST WIFX END!.

At last it came time for us to enter and take seats, A
2rey haired old lady was sitting next to the seat I occupied. She
{eaned over as the comedy ended and said: "Pardon we, is that &-D
zoing to be on next?®

nVes," I said.

m’el 1," she said in 2 decisive voice, "I don't want to
s2e any more of that."”

~he rose and depvaried, and J vds laft ith the distinet
impression that she had somehow gotien into the wrong theatre.

The polaroié glasues made for viewing 3-D were nol manu-
factured or designed for those wovie patrons who wear specs,
Necidedly not, While waiting in the lobby I nad exrerinented with
them. T tried shaping the pile cleaner siems around Ly ears as
with regul ar glasses, bubt it didnft work Toco well,. ! then wrapped
the nipe cleaners tightly about the sides of my own glasses., A
Lit of further pushing and hauling and the polaroid ovals were
ccntered over ry lenses. They darken the picture congiderably.

To enjoy ithe cartoon and newsreel T had 1o take off wy glasses
entirely. Then, of course, everything is a nearsighied hlur,
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with 6-D. W2 wsre shown a short
masical in ui@ae dimansions which

7

segtured Rus vegan, King Cole,
and a troupe of muscular men witn
WO girls all of whom jumped oo
siringboerds, catapulted through
space, ana landed in elevated pre-
carious chairs suprorted by othars
of trne group. The one memorable
.oing ahout this added zttraction
“as the BESY way Russ Morgan slid
che end of his trombone down into
~he tentl row of the zudience,
The introdyetion of ICFOS
W15 spectacular to say the very
reast. TFrom ont of the starry
weavens blundered the fiery form
f a great ball-sheped space shin.
vais roaring, rushing, flaming
siiing hwrtled ltselfl out of the
ccreen and into eur ccllecbive
£ps. TIhnsrving. There was a
riase, end then we were tcld in
bioelk letters that really vere
i~cked, that what we were viewing
warL "1t Care From Outer Space
Aichard Carlson played the

leac, that of a free-lance science
wril.r who needs roney so that he
can 13vry the pretty school teach-
er pliyed by Barbara Rush. They
are dlscussing the Problen one
night vhen this meteor-like thing
arrpears os descriped above. It

burie' itself in the dessert near -
by. I Jorgot ©o mentism that the
gecene ‘2 laid in the “outhwest.

~,

o
<

o unle rout out a friend
wvho owis a helicopter and zre
3_[] DE L p CHR First 1 visit tle cwvater. The
ol early lizht of acwn sihovs the hero
siipping ¢nd sliding down inio the
icle whii: the friend reassures
the prett, school teacher. A port

has opened in the ship and we szee

an eye e wateh the nsro sliy
and slice through the eyo of an alien, This Tttt Ls prcbably supnco
o¢d to scare the liver out of everyone, but we 3 left cold, UWeirc

rmusic is much in evidence at tnis point,
The hero spots the open lock and then . avalancle starte,
The hero ducks for cover, and so does the andierrz., This was the
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most vivid demonstration of 5D in the =ntirs ziciurs: The .
sudisnce ducked thosge. bounding houlders. They really -eme »igat
out at ycu. A man isa’t safe anywhere.

Of course the avalanche covers up the ship. ancd as
could be guessed, no one else will believs +he hero's wild stoy;
zbout a svace ship except the school teacher. This schoel teacher
never did go to school, Dunno how shw. expected to keep har job
the way she traipsed around the countryside locking for monsters
with our hero.

The story is credited to Ray RBradbury. what a pity 1t
wag sliced and slaughtered as it ymst have keen in the interasts
5f what the movie makers call "good B.0.". The only recognizable
Eradburyana was the attitude of the hero towvard the a liens. His
nyou leave us alone and we'!ll leave you alone" philosophy was
probably considered revolutionary afier the Wkill the damned thingh
credo in "The Thingt.

Anyvay, the alone and laughed ai
cuarters of the picture trying to meke pecy 3
tence of the ship under the rock. leanwhile the things emerge and
take the form of tovmspeople and hurry about stesling materials
for the revair of their ship. They bhad a forced lending, it seems.

At the last minute the aliens ere protected from the
posse led by & sherpiff, the hero and his non-teaching school teach-
er are reunited after she had been held hostage by the aliens, the
giant space ship thunders up through tle dirt and rock and roars
up into the starry night, and the picture ends on tha hopeful note
that perhaps one day the aliens would cowme bpaclk whon tle peoples
of . Farth were ready for contact with the rest of the galaxy.

Richard Carlson did a wery good job as the hero. He
carried the rest of the cast with his sincerity. Ile aust read
science fictfiom niwself. It is to be noted thzt in tne piciure
he bears a striking resemblence to Ray Pradbury. Bven dresses
like him.

spends three-
ieve in the exis-

The monsters in this space epic are from himpger. The
speeial Tffsctus boys in Hollyvood have yet Lo come up wyith & good
BR. These were patently fakes.. I don't think they cerrified
anyone.

This movie was just another poor affort with ithe added
zimiiek of 3-D to lure the novelty seelers. I% was formla, bkeck,
and too domestic. The wmozuls sesm to fear getiimg oubt inbo deep
space.. They probably fesl that the rcredulity of the audience has
to be babied along, not sirained in the least it real science
fiction, and kept down to earth,,.literally.. A1l the S5~F movies
made tims far have been laid in the present or very, ¥ary nezr
ruture. The audience is never aliowed to lose contact with the
realness of everydey 1life.. Alien civilizations, fuiure histery,
and other planets arw apparently felt to be too much Tor the zver-
age movie goer tc swallow.. Petter to be safe than @orry.

jjext month there will bhe a review of someihing called
#The Reast From Twenty Thousand Fathoms®, ILeastways, 1 think that
is the title.. Could it be an adaptation Irom that Rradbury sTory
that appeared in Colliers 2 year or sS¢ ago?

o hun. Movies is worser than ever,
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