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WHERE THE

% 70R RANBIES, SLEEPILY, ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AND ON Al

A N STAR HAS ARCZE :

Way beck when Jim Bradley came o¥er to run off LYRIC #2 he brought
along & master sheet of drawings by a fellow called Bob Kellogg. The draw
ings wers terrific, and I started slavering right then and there. Jim waw
very unselfish about it; he didn‘t let me have any of the drawings, but. pre:-
iglzed to introduce Bob and I and to try to get some similar 1llios for me end
PSY. Too much time passed, and then at last came the day that I happened
tg be at Jim's house when Bob came over for a few hours. I immediately
commendeered a mester sheet and carbon from Jim's supply and urged Kelleo s
tc make with the pencil..."Do up some of those cartoon-type things you did
S0 . Jim. " And...he did. I was in heavén. You have no idea how pleased T
ves et getting that page of drawlngs. The guy 1s terrific. I said that
Lefore, didn't I? Well....they are.

He drew one character that 1 used as & representatlon of Little

 Wiille on the page devoted to "& Bit of Hebephrenia:" Perfect. Then there
1s the small cartoon I used in the heading of SECTION 8. Ve-e-e-ry nilce.
There are others I am seving for future issues of PSY. A few of the drawings
are just begging for publication, but I'm gonna wait til en article or stecry
pomes clong that will fit with them.

A few weeks ago Jim anc Bob came over to my place and we drenk beer
end talked for a few hours. This was directly after thelr Art class at the
Powsland Art Maseum. Anyway, we talked too long, and it turned out that Bot
was late. But he still very kindly did two of the very best for me. One
of them 1llustrated THE LITTLF BOY WHO LOVED CATS in this issue. The other
7111 eppear next issue illustrating a wacky bit by Terry Cerr. 1 have
kiopes that he'll do a lot more for me...l Just quiver at the thought of the
partoons he could do for some of the material I've got. I'm making no
specific promises, but don't be too surprised if something really {(again)
rerrific comes of his talent in PSY #14.

Jim Bradley, who 1s an excellent artist himself, 1s prectically
ecatetle over a cartoon strip he and Kellogg have cooked up for LYRIC. I've
seen the first page of it, and have to admit it will be nothing but superb.
Even 1f you don't like poetry you'll have to get LYRIC fcr the artwork,

FANDOMS, ANYONE?

It would seem that there 1s a good chance that the bolsterous 8th
Fandomers are going to pull the same stunt that the 7th Fandomers did when
Q dled. BUT, just the other day I received The Word from the fellow who
sesns to have started it all...Bob Silverberg. His letier of comment on the
situstion will appear in the leed-off spot in next 1ssue's SECTION &. ¢ LA
le’ you all hang breathless til then. If'll glve you something to look fox
ward to...or to dread.
PSYCHOTIC #1%, edited and published by Richard E. Gels, 2631 N. Mississippl,
Sorslend 12, Oregon. 10g, 2/25¢, 6/50¢ and 12/$1.00.

Ihie cover 1s by Bob Stewart (of Texas). Interlors by Rike, Kellogg, Rich
B?rgeron and Terry Cerr. Bacover face is by me. Yout 2ll know who me is.
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It is no secret, at this late date; that I an far from
being fandom's #1 fan fiction enthusiast.

But there is one type of fan fiction I recently came &-
erase which interests me very much and which I thilnk
might profitably.be revived.

Fandom in the 1930's was a far different thing from to-
day. A itiny, humorless, and ernest group of adolescents
who worshiped professionsl authors and had implicit faith
that science would somecay make Earth & paradise.

Their fanzines were usually printed (they hired it dome) f
end the materlal was strictly restricted to sclentific ~
discussions snd material about pro authors and stf.

Since s-f had a far smaller circulation in those days and
there were only three magazines, plus one weird one, tc which
a writer could sell his stories, the average s=f writer did
it in his spare time because he was an enthusiast and he had
far more in the way of ideas and energy than the market could
absord, unlike today. Since fandom then lacked the eccentrici-
ties and cliquishness it has since developed,, and since the
fens were only too willing to pay unanimous respect to those
deities known as writers and editors, fandom enjoyed & far
higher percentage of co-operation from the pro field than in
eny time since, despite the fact that from Third Fandom on we
have had many of our own agents planted in key spots through-
out prodom.

Practically ecery top name (and most of the lesser ones) of
the 30's has a long record of active co-operation with fandom
(which, in the cases of Drs Keller and Smith contimues in much
the same fashion to the present day), as compared with perhaps
one out of five who meintains casual relations with fandom to-
day.

One of the most successful of the fanzines of this era, FANTA-
Si MAGAZINE, made & unique use of their liason with prodom in
a form that 18 known by the not very appropriate title of ‘'the
round robin story.'

The most famous exsmple was a long serlal neving to do with a
robots conquer the Earth" theme, which ran over a considera-
ble period, each good-sized installment written by e different
top nzme of the day. The A. Merritt and E.E. Smith install-
ment3 (and possibly others) were lifted out and leter reprinte

.ed as short storles i1n THRILLING WONDER STORIES and both of
these have seen 2 second appearsnce in reprint megszines witain
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Dedpite familiarity with this serisl T 814 mot peallze TARTAIY HAGAZINE
hat dons 1t more than once until two post-mailed FAPA-zines turned up

day. Each bore the same title, "Ihe Challenge lrom Beyond,"
el vo3 2n independent short story reprinted f{rom thet magazine
god co-written by five different authors apieceld

irst one was written by writers who more or less speclalized in
1Y)

The firs

fii2 WEIRL TALES type of thing and very definltely carries that air with
It, C.L. iloore provided an innocuous introductlon in the first two
pags3; in the next two, A. Merritit, apparently stuck for idess, 1lifted

pagss; in

the cilmax from the first chepter of his own "Ship of Ishtar" bodlly
and inserted it, hastily passing it on to H. P. Loveeraft. Lovecraft
w69 an old hard at ayjay eand, while I've never cared for his writing, I
nust say he came through, in this case, like a master. Apparaently love-
crait was zo overflowing with ideas that he could affort to strew them
In a carefree manner in every direction and was willing to do his be=t.
whether writing for an ameteur megazine or for pay.

He tcok over the story with a firm hsand,
used the trifling start given him by Moore
and Merritt end, without dlstorting that

at all, proceeded to meke 1t irrevocably a
Lovecraft story. The theme he introduced

is actually a rather s1lly one but it 1is
typically Loveecrafi and guality lovecraft,
and he went on to embroider it repldiy until
he had produced the heart of the story. One
nas the feellng that he would have liked to
nave finished it himself...he wrote twice as
mch as anyone else even then...and only re-
1&8tantly turned it over to Robert E. Howard,

Howard, as you all know, created Conan the

Conquerer and apparently that was all he could write so he distorted
the Lovecraft story badly in order to meake the herc & Conan-type in-
dividuel. The end of the story wes handled by Frank Belknap Long and
he szeas to have felt that anything Howard could do he could do better,
so ne preoceedsd to shoot the stary off at sn even greater angle then
Howerd and gave 1% a completely out of character close.

One can't heip feel the story would have been better i1f Lovecraft had
been allowed to rewrite the first four pages and finish it himself. But
i¢ 13 en extremely interesting experiment nonetheless and, since fantasy
was far more mature in the 30's than s-f, this story tends to bte much
more smoothly written than its running mate.

The second, or stfnal, "Challenge From Beyond" was opened by one of
the gresats of the 30's, Stanley G. Welnbaum. Weinbsum's very worst
writing was better than 95% of what he had to compete with, tut the
sad fsct 1s that this opening 18 a worthy addition to the category of
'Welnbsum's very worst writlng.® :

The 30‘s produced a large number of untalented hacks and perhaps the

least talented of these was Donald Wandrei (not to be confused with his
brother, the late Howeard Vandrei, who slways wiote under pennsames and

turned out some of the best stories of the late 30's and early 40¢s)

v



s aver for the seeond portion and, iz @ perfod wien complsiely

nd idiotic heroinez were the feshion through stf, prodiae-

es just sbout the crudest charseterizotion of such ever o ses jog PRk Ly
This mas his cheif contribution to the plot, after which he turned It
over to E.E. Smith, high deity of that era.

Smith will never win a Pulitzer prize but there is & sweep and suthorizy
to his writing which has probably been acheived by no one else in ths
field past or present, except possibly for Heinlein. After ‘Wandrel had
messed the story up Smith was faced with a difficult task, but he tidied
matters up somewhat, remedies Weinbaum's snd Vandrel's omlssion by glve
ing the story some actual scientific basis and, in general, pulled ihe
wordage ‘into some semblance of & story.

However, he had to turn it over to another
of the era's more spectacularly bad hacks,
| Harl Vincent. Vincent was present only
_ ~ briefly, and even menaged to bulld some-
i what on Smith's foundation without doing
e too much damage. :

I don't suppose the awe-struck fans of the 30's .
B 30°'s planned it that way but they pulled & ,
master-stroke in assigning iurray leinster
to close the story.

Leinster was one of the esrliest writers of
mature and modern stf, the first to do it
consistantly, and the only one who has
found it possible to continue to the pres-
ent day in competition with the talent
Campbell uncovered in 1939 and the early
40's., He is a very prolific writer and so,
of course, has a ceaseless idea flow. He
has proved, in many slick sales, that he
can write smoothly and has developed an

e ability as a plot mechanic over the vast

S nunber of years he has been at the business
3, thzough tackling every type imaginable.

58 Thus, if anyone could have saved this story, it was Leinster, and indeed,
he did just that. He not only tied 2ll the loose threads together he
produced an ending that was acceptable and enjoyable, quite clever, and
even a trifle humorous! The ending is the most important part of such
a story and as a result of Leinster's yeoman labors this version, de=-
spite its crudities and poorer writing, K emerges as the more enjoyable of
the two.

Having finished with these I was left to wonder just why such an amising
form of fannish endeavor has been allowed to dle out. There are several
reasons of course....less contact with the important pros....less attempt
to ezulate the prozines....the inherent difficulties of the foim, Bt
somehow 1 don't feel these are sufficient to completely negate the vir-
tues of the 'round robin’.

B And 1 would like very much to see some modern fanzine editor who has -
) developed a reputation for reguls® end legible appearance (that’s so %
B >
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“khe contributors will be ®iiling to do the necessary worll wilthoul woriy-
ang whether the fonelne willl foid fipst) ©o revive 1t. 1 s&:2 no reason.

elther, why in modern fandom we should be restricted By the limitations .
fney ned I1n the 30's. I think it would be interesting to run (perhaps
ceding lssues) three different short stories each with about five
: »y2 for each. (It seems like a convenient number for the length angd
Siicrt stories will not scare off or fatlgue contributors like a serisl

for one story you could have it strietly pro-written. Naturally with
cus prssent relatlions with prodom you aren't going to be able to pro-
duce the equivalents of writers of the 30's; such es IHelnlein, Sturgeon,
@iz Camp, Bradbury, and asimov. Instead, I would suggest solilciting
certein people who have been selling professionally and steadily for a
aumber of years but who have evidenced & desire to remaln in close con-
tact with fandom say (to pick the first five names that come to mind)
Bloch, Tacker, Jack Reynolds, Jerome Bixby, and Poul Anderson. Our
second category would be made up of seml-pros. (I think both in fair-
rness to the conirlbutors as well as for evenness of writing, each story
sheuld be strictly compartmented as to type of writers.) This story
shculd be written by fans who have just recently started selling pro-
fzsslonally, say (again grabbing the first five names 1 think of) Msr-
icn Bradley, James llhite, Dean Grennell, Bob Silverberg, and Joel Ny~
c¢ahl. Our last category would be for rank smateurs....those fans who

. nave néver sold anything but who do occasionally try thelr hand at

fiction, having exhibited an acceptable style of writing, and who have
been fairly prolific over a long period of time. I mske all these con-
dltions since this would be a particularly trying form of writing in
which 1t would be very easy to bog down so your contributors need e
fairly good past record, both to show they have a sufficient idea flow
to hendle it and so you know they are dependable and won't let their
co-coniributors down by allowing the story to dle.

#geln let me mention five names at random who seem to possess the qusli-
fications.....Redd Boggs, Art Rapp, Gertrude Carr, Richard Elsberrv, and
Lee Jacobs. There are many other names which would fit.into esch cate-

gory incliuding, I hope I can say without being unreasom ble, my own, in

flie last group. I know I would be extremely Interested in participating
in such a project.

Taere's nothing to prevent a bunch of neofen from producing one also,

but this 1s a very tricky form to work with and the thing that distin-
guishes the neofen from the non-neofan 1s that the former has not yet

proven himself, either for good or evil, and I think the odds against

selecting flve different neofen all of whom would have the abilitv and
willingness to coocperate 1n this sort of project would be very high.

2n=z word of caution. I1f Any of you editors decide to try tne project,
1 would suggest specifylng to each writer that he meke a carbon which

Wp nhould be ueiled to you at the same time he maills the original on to

the next writer. That way if some one poops out and takes the mss with
il@a you can copy it off and select someone else for the next step.

(3 : ===V, L. McCain
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The late great lawyer; Max Steuer, used tc tell about the time in

court when a defendant‘s name was called and the man stood up in the
Jury bozx. ;
"What are you dolng there? barked the judge.

"I was called to serve on the Jjury." came
."the reply.

= "But you must know," the judge snepped, "that
you can't sit on & Jury and Jjudge your own
case. "

“Well," the defendant admitted, "I did think
it was a bit of luck."

And from our ever lovin' readers came these
Wiliie poems:

Little Willle, feeling fresh,
Grabbed & girl and started to blesh.
They went on a spree, -

Now baby is three,
Ang that 1s the way of all flesh.

~-~Richerd Ellington

Little Willie, feeling fresh,
Grabbed a girl, and tegan to blesh.
Her GRUEsome mete came on the scene
And Willle turned a littls Bleen.

---Howard Lyons

Little Willie, horrid brat
Kicked his sider into a vat
Sister said, "a&h, fine as wine."
It turned out to be VAT 69.

-=--Howard Lyons

i Overheard in a Portland store: "We're a non-proflt orgenization.
g We didn't mean to be---but we are."
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/  Imagine an America where the great advertiz-
) d i~ 1ing agencles have risen to the position occu-
a4 i pled by the Russian Communlist Party or the
i Catholic Church in the Middle Ages. That 1is
~ the theme of THE SPACE MERC'ANTS; first
-/ ! published in GALAXY as GRAVY PLANET,

Mitch Courtenay haed risen from advertizing
copy-writer to right-hand men of Fowler Scho=
ken, 8 publicity magnate of the 2--th cen-
tury. He is quarreling with his wife, Kethy,
8 brilliant surgeon, who objects to doping

_ / ZBeffger<7“ coffee with hablt-forming elkslolds. To Hiteh,

ey

‘ a whole-hearted supporter of hucksterism, any-
oo\ thing which increases seles 1is ethical.

4o Jack 0'Shea, midget space pllot, has Just re=
. turned from Venus and reports the planet hen be rendered habitable. INiteh
~ is entrusted with a campaign to secure an lron-clad monopely of Venus for

~ his own firam snd to sell the planet to the American public. The cawmpaign
~ does not go well, largely because of sabotage by Runstead, who is a con-
 servationist or "Consie."” On a trip to Antarctica, Runstead has ditch

* shanghaled and shipped to Guantemala 2s a contract laborer. Here Mitch

. | nekes comdact with a Consie cell, and joins them with the intention of be-

.+ traying their organization. :

.~ He escapes to New York, where he discovers Kathy is the head of the hated

.~ Conservationist underground. She wins him over to a scheme to highjlack thne
. expedition to Venus and staff it with Consies. The story closes with the
' expedition about to blast off. y AL

. liiteh was childish, vein and completely ignorant of 81l which did not con-
~ cern his Verr lmportant Caresr. Kathy's hold on him was not that of a mate,
= but that of & mother substitute. A reasonadbly bright spectral tarsier could
"~ have escaped from captivity in Guantemala with fer less trouble than HMitch.
" The authors plainly intend him as a satire on bright young careerists.

ﬂa 'Tnere are & number of diificulties with respect to the picture of soclety
drewn in THE SPACE iERC.IANTS. First, however, this reviewer wants to con-
zratulate Pohl and Kornbluth for anticipating Sir Charles Parwin in drawing

i-u.vivid picture of what happens when population outruns natural resources.
The GALAXY version of their story was published before THE FIRST MILLION
e YEABSO

ff' The first difficulty is: what has become of Communism? A system which dom-
- Ipates half the world and keeps the other half in turmoil does not vanish

~ without a trace. ln considering this, it occurs that there are certain ad-
' vantages in meking the hero ignorant and self-centered. Mitch could hevea

u B
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seen & crater pade by a Russian !-Bemb which wiped out Chicego and ig-
nored it, I1f 1t couldn't be used in advertizing.

How was the present trend towards greater governaent control reversed?

dow vas the United States Constitution amended to give not merely actual
but legal control of the government to a hendful of corporation magnetes?
What happened teo the lstor unions? Vhat had become of the honest side

of the capitalist traditlion, the side represented by the Better Buainess
Bureaus and Sears & Roebuck‘’s money bdack guarantee? Mitch is not inter-
ested in these guestions, therefore he does not tell,

There are even more fundamental questions: Could the sdvertizing sgenec-
ies galn the ascendency described? After all, many peopie are allergic

to high-pressure selling methods. If the Kremlin, with the world‘'s most
ruthless police force at its command as well as & monopoly on information,
is still unpopular with the Russian peasants, it is very unlikely that
Big Advertizing would gain the position depicted. It is possible the

&bsolute power of advertizing was a figment of Mitch's imagination.

Could the Conservationist movement be forced underground? Not all busi-

ness aen are irresponsible lmcksters out for a fast buck. The Conserva-

tionist movenent was founded by Teddy Roosevelt and shares the glamor of

bis tradition. The sheer mnilitary neccessity of conserving rescources

during peace would make intelligent military men conservationist, and

history proves & merchantile aristocracy is wise in avoiding a showdown
struggle with its own armed forces.

:
i
:
;
!

Again, would local police, staffed and run by private detective agencies;
and subject to corruption and the vagarfes of local polities, be equal te
carrying on & struggle with an intelligent fanatie underground? The pro=
bable result would be that the Consies would soon control key positions
by infiltration and in e few years Fowler Sehoken, J. B. Taunton, et.al,
would be staiing down the muzzles of rifles in the hands of firing squeds.

The commercial feud is veryunconvineing. idistory shows thet a commerciil
aristocrecy must maintain greater solidarity that any other governing
body. A society in which leading business men went gunning for esch othesr
would soon cease to be controlled by business men.

OERE, TrE e N ey hat

-

T

An interesting speculation is the division of suthorial labor. The best
indication is that the plot has a family resemblance to that of THE

- SYNDIC, written by Korbluth alone. It seems probale that Kornbluth did
~ the rough mork, while Pohl did the polishing. &1

IHE SPACE MERCHANTS is satisfactory as a thriller, or as s satire on =

' Emck:}?rs. but it is hardly e convineing gicture of a futube society,
L suiiers from a defect common to much of the work of authors associaty
€4 with GALAXY: that of sacrificing logic and credidility to a slick
; - T ': s PR
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V. L. McCeln, Box 876, Kciiogg, Idaho.
Cick-~

"Fie!" say I to Redd Boggs, and furthermore "Pfaugh! You sixr
are e hopeless reactlonary, completely incepable of apprecilating the
glories of the new and revolutlonary." Were this the age of duello it
would be pistils at dawn. (To prove I heve stamen-a.)

It 1s not I who have missed the point, but Mr. Boggs. I quote from my
own words a3 published in PSYCHOTIC (to what more authoritetive scource

could I turn?) as follows, "I...mutated the breed into something high-
er, nobler."

Here is the true point. Common ordinary single line interlineations
are & thilng of the past. Onlu hopeless fuddy-duddies would waste thelr
time on this outmoded form since the advent of the wondrous meccainter-
lineation. It was in recognition of the fact that the new was a com-
plete departure from the stodgy sameness of the old that I christened
them mccalnterlineations.

And in proof positive that mcceinterlinestions are a fait ecompli, de-
splte the picayune criticism of Mr. Boggs, may I point out that mecailn-
terlineations have already appeared in such magazines ss PSYCHOTIC, RE-
VIEW, %NSIDER. and BIRDSMITH (all the leading publications, you will
notice).

In fact, as the originator of this magnificent new art form 1t isg so
far beneath my dignity to answer such cavilling that I shall tear up
this letter prlor to mailing it to Mr. Gels.

The defense rests.

((Yagaa... You cen rest, Vernon, but I'm the one who
had to spend three hours sorting out the pleces and
putting them together like a Jjigsaw puzzle. Hereafter
how about letting me tear up your letters when I'm
through copying them for SECTION EIGHT?))



V. Pac. Nowell, ©528 Gezutiy Ave., North Hollywoce, Lalifornis.

Jfesy Rishard:
out if you zen hold to the standerd equalling 1sh #11 or betier, you'll
neve 1t made.

i neesd some information. Am compiling e history (short one of course)

of solence flction mags, but my knowledge of many of the mags betwsen
esrly 1953 and the present time is limited. If any fans can send me

some information to the following effect, 1t will be appreciated: in

what month and year did SPACE STORIES end?; did ROCKET STORIES end?; did
WEIRD TALES go to digest size?; did FANTASY FICTION end?; d4id TOPS IN
SCIENCE FICTION start, and when was the last issue?; did COSMOS start,
and has 1t ended?; did DYNAMIC end?; did VORTEX appear on the stands?;
¢id SCIENCE STORIES end?; did 2 COMPLETE SCIENCE ADVENTURE BOOKS end?;
when ¢1d PLANET go quarterly?; when did the Standard mags go quarteriy?; |
is UNIVERSE still going? -- on what pubblng baesis? It seems iike quite
a lot, but while I have estimates on some, I would prefer as much exeat-
ness as possible. ©So, if any can answer the above for me, I'd apprecisie
it, end will acknowledge thelr help in the srticle.

((Gads but 1t must be a terrible 1life you lead, Faul , “cut Offis
from civilization, living in the wilds of darkest .loliywocd.&

with the nearest comprehensive newsstand hundreds of wiies
away. 1 note, however, that the Pony Express gets through
to you pretty frequently. You might try sendlng some money
to James V..Taurasl, 137-03 32nd Ave., Flushing 54, N.¥. end
inquiring sbout back issues of FANTASY TIMES. I feel for
you, Paul, but I can't..quite...reach...you....

But, to get back to your letter---))

“Why Not Blast The Crudzlnes?" by Harry Calnek: somehow, while reading
this, I got the impression that Harry was glencing from his typer to an

%ﬁen copy of DIFFUSE #l. Perheps it's a gullty consclence on my part,
ough.

"Crudzine" to my way of thinkinking, i1s an optional term. I've read re-
views on "crudzines" which I thought had lots of promise. I‘'ve also
called promising fenzlnes crudzines myself. There 1s no set definition
of a crudzine. That's because the popular conception of a crudzine is
rare. l've seen ONE crudzine in my day that was truly a crudzine...and
yet doubt i1s intermingled with my opinion. It was hectoed in one color,
almost faded out, and handwritten. I happen to know that the editor of
same was a rather young fellow who probebly hadn't a great knowledge of
fans and fandom yet, mich less fan editing. My doubt persists on one
basls....the fellow may meke a good editor later, after galning exper-
ience. He started too early.

I

Until someone can come up with & concrete term for what constitutes e
“crudzine", let's not argue about how to blast or not blas:t then.

And one last word: whét makes & good reviewer? Sure, any and every body

has opinions, but what type of person does 1t take to review s z1

I was beginnlg to fear for P5Y's heelth a few issues hsck, ©
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36y tc an audience of perhaps 80 to 150 resders, "Do buy this:® or
"Don't buy that!"® I would venture to say thet a good reviewsr is more
s¢axree than a good edlitor.

({It seems & shame to admit that "thinkinking" is a tyno.
but admit it I must. :
You do raise & legitimate point, Paul;, in saying

! thet an exact definition of "Crudzine" is lacking. But
I spot an error in your thinking when you qualify your
Jjudgement of the crudzine you cite as an example by gay-
ing that the fened 1n question is young and might make
e good editor after he has gained experience. Sure, grant-
ed, ete., but you were Jjudging & specific issue of & gpecif-
lc fenzine, and as such it should be evaluated as a finish-
ed product and on its own merits. You'll hoplessly bog
down if you consider the 1fs, maybes, and might-heve-beens.
I1f an 1ssue ig bad, then czll it bad.

A %"erudzine" might be defined as simply a fanzine thet
is badly or carelessly duplicated which contains badly
written material.

A good reviewer 1s perhaps anyone who can best evelu-
ate a fanzine and compare 1t to the best in the field. The
rub is that very few revlewers use what might be called e
correct set of values. Some may think reproduction all
important while others stress meterial. Still another
group may think layout and format the most vitsl. A8nd, of
course, there are many who swear by the editorlal "percson-
elity.” And so it goes. The best qualificetions a review-
er can have are Experience, Background, and Objectivity.).)

And now we come to a special feature. Dave Rlke recelved a clrculer-type
letter in the mall and sent it up to me for my edification. L wasn't

that ?ungry, so I am presenting it below for your edification. (Love that
word.

Dear Shaver Mystery Club Members, Fans, and just readers of ny
stories:

No doubt you'll be gurprised to hear from me after all these
years, but something lmportant has happened, and I want you to
know about 1t, and also want to ask you to help. As you know,
when ny Mystery was .going full blast 1n AMAZING STORIES, we
were beginnig to gel somewhere; then Mr. Z1ff ordered the whole
thing killed (because, he saild: "a reader had written him a let-
ter complaining hecause 1 dlsagreed with Einstein--and tha+%t®s
going too far; we don't disagree with Elnstein!"). Well, after
that I got nowhere, fast. Hcowever, now there is a chance that
we can finelly get going again.

Ray Palmer has started a new magezine celled MYSTIC, and al-
though he's having a tough struggle in these tluwes of bad mage-

zine sales, TV and s0 on, he's getting his fifth issue out. Now
he wants to give the Shaver Mystery its chance sgein, and this

N ST L Ll L ey LAY



:éét“the ffc*;;ﬂ. bul place the My :
Ay . L TeT, ins ier nz 4t J&n be uéde fattua‘ )
L knuw proving the Mysterv is virtuelly impossible. but we all;
Know that it is somevhing ilmportent, and shouid be orougnt out i,_
‘the open- If eny knowledge is to be gelned, and anything done au&l

bout 1it, it must not be bquelched as 1t was before

Ray doesn't exactly agree with me in everything, end I don't f‘rom1_ “::
on other interpretations of the Mystery (such as spirits, etc.), ?‘_:

but that's to the good, and maybe we can untangle 1t with a resl
good arena available for argument. MYSTIC'S dlscussions culimn

‘(remember the wonderful discussions column in Amazing?, can be the \,“

nottest letter section of any magazine in the country. Pay, unlike =
Mr. Ziff, will give every one of us the right to have his say, not o

only the Einsteiners. FElnstein may be right, but tha?® do “n't ma5n~_“

eyerybody else 1s wrong!

So, whet I want you to do is sit down right now end fill out the

coupon I've placed at the bottom of this letter, and subtszribe to
MYSTIC for at least 12 issues (i1t's publlished every other monthi)

and better, for 24. You get 1t that way for 25¢ per copy instead
of the newsstand price of 35¢. You save $1.20 on & 1l2-issue sud-~_
scription. The magazines come to ycu in heavy envelopes to 1uour
good condition. Ray does thilngs that way.

Incidentally, MYSTIC 1s a combination of faect storles, articles, =
theory, and fiction based on fact.- It's very interesting reeding. g
but what I want to see in it i3 the things J've got to tell the ¢

-%ﬁ&grﬁi

world, and they must be told! I've been pretty discouraged in the é»-

past, but this may dbe my blg chance. So, will you stand behind me *
as you have all these years, and at the same tlme stand behind Ray

Palmer? Belleve me, he needs help too! ©Subseribe right now, and ¥ |
send the coupon and your check DIRECT to Ray Palmer, Amherst, Wis- 8
consin. I'm depending on you. And thanks very much!? -

Your old friend,

RICHARD S. SHAVER

Rt. 2, Box 39

Amherst, Wisconsin.
It would appear that RAP is in serious financial trouble indeed if he h&wﬂ
now turned to the Deros for help. I trust you will all stuffi money into
_arge envelopes and mail it to the poor man. After sll. us fans should

et least make sure he pays Grennell for those stories. T'would make ‘or_:f"

blgger and better GRUEs.

-
g

Ron Fllik, 232 Senta Ane, Long Beach 3, California.

Deallichard: :

She dldn't come up; its surfece was clear.

Willie had kilcked her in the LASFS beer. Ve
s

~ Oh, well. That's just my ending to Thompson's thingamarottle.
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#War Shest The Crudzines?® "Why Not Blast The Crudzines?" Why the hell A
worr, evuut the crudzines, sez Elllk. You remember, I:‘ki SURE, the ifipst

ish o FANtastlc STORY MAG....I do, only too well. Anywee, I like to

think T have gone a bit since then, and have improved my zine somewhat.

A cruczine, even a poorly mimeo'd, cover-with-the-name-sparawled-all-over-

it thing like mine ¢ become something good if it takes 1ts time. Just

you walt and see. yah. It takes timg, not blasts or compliments.

Jusi to show how far my zine hag progressed---well, name me another re- .
orint fanzine published in Long Beach that has Shelby Vick as ass't ed.

If you think I'm kidding, weit'll my sixth issue comes out in July, or
w»lte Shelby himself.

2ly way of getting a plug, eh wot?
((Yeah, you're a clever one.
I'm glad to hear that Vick is helping you out. He (o

unquestionably can provide many many excellent articles
from his fanzire flies which deserve reprinting.))

- Herry Calnek, Granville Ferry, Nove Scotia, Canada.

Dear Dick:
Supposedly, every faned does work hard on his zine, but appar-
ently hard work does not pan out the same In most cases. First you must
¢eifine what you mean by hard work. Do you mean he sweats over the pre-
cess of typing stenclls wiih index finger? Ioes 1t mean he works hard
¢ranking mimeo or ditto? Doss it mean he works hard trying to get some
good materlial for his effurty I suppose you have Lo take all these into
¢onslderetion. From personal experience in several years of aircraft
construction work I found thet one man could work like hell dolng a Job
and do a good job and do twice as much as any cther worker. The man
next to him might work iwlce as hard and do one helluva pocr Jjob and not
nalf as much. And so it seems with Jjust about everything. You can't ‘
Judge anything by how hard it 1s worked at. Work expended 1s meaningless
1f the finel product turns out to be no good. It 1s only wasted time and
energy, and Ghu knows there is that in abundance in fan publishing. -

((Agreed. It 1is the faunzine that finally plops into the mail

box which should be Ji dged, not the good intentions or
good excuses that the fened sends along with it.))

= ik _ - \ "
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Forward----- Probably the most common occurance in the stf fan/pro
¥ ' world is what is modestly labeled as a science fiction
convention. Listing the number of such conventions -
annual, local, world, etc - since the first one in
Philly 1in the year of 36 would be pure guess work;
but the number would very definitely be in the hun-
dreds. -

In all due sincerity I shall now modestly label this

Year's Fan Vet Con - which took place on April 25th

at Werdermann's Hall in New York City - as undoubted-

ly and by a clear margin the very worst convention to

g{eritake place in the length and breadth of sclence
ction.

THE TRIP DOWN

: The alarm clock sounded its dally recital in the
Kessler domiclle at the uncouth hour of 7 A.M. on a warm Sunday
morning in the latter part of April. Washing and dressing in un-
hurried leisure -~ if there be such - I awaited the arrival of Glen-
side Penne's top fan (by N3F vote yet), John Fletcher -~ known a3
Fletch.

Belng of & bright and high mentality, Fletch announced his srrival
by breaking the peaceful bliss of the early morning and leaning on
the extra-loud horn of his Buick. We left 76th Avenue in low gear
with the lingering curses of the now awekened neighborhood echoing
in our ears.

Arriving at the Greyhound Bus Terminal we parked the car and im-

patiently awaited the 9:30 bus. During the interim we gulped down.
several cups of coffee and doughnuts at the coffee shop next door,
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A4 Fieteh sulled the prize bit of asking the waltress fuor 3 wet reg so

SiEhat he could wipe the dcuglmut Jelly off nis stlcky hands. The walt-

Lis

ress ered us closely, first glancing at the "I DON'T LIKE McCARTHY" but-
ten peoniaently dlsplayed on my Jacket, and then looking at Fleteh and
k7 ter head several times in perplexlity. Miracle of miracles....
d him a wet dish cloth.

&r
2
aEnae

J15t tnen the loud speeker warned us of the arrival of our bus end we
dnshed out and secured seats in the rear of the bus. After an unevent-

1 ¢ide of reading WRITER'S DIGEST and MAD we entered the fair city at
sut 20 of 12. Being slightly ravished we mede our way out of the 34th
Street Terminal and looked for the nearest place that displayed a fair
gasntity of food. Upon replenishing ourselves with ham/cheese sandwich-
es 2né wllkshekes we entered the nearest subway entrance and asked for
dtrections to our destination. Leaving the subway at l4th Street we
walked to 3rd Avenue at E. 16th Street where Werdermann's Hall is located.

5

THE CON_PROPER

As we entered the con room a shabbily dressed gent wallowed
up to us and I reached into my pocket and grop-
ed for a dime as I thought him a recluse irom
the bowery; but instead, he asked us to reg-
ister and I recognized him as James V. Taurasi.
Ray Van Houten was handling the registration
and we spoke a few moments about the con.

Cnarles Herrls and I spied each other simul-
taneously and we had a long bull session on
the past Philcon and allled subjects (mainly
the incldent when I sold a copy of FAN WARP
to Isaac Asimov and didn't know it was he.
It11 never live that down!). I introduced
Fletch to Harris and he took a photo of the
two of us. Harris mentioned writing to Ceis
requesting to do the Fan Vet report for PSY,
pbut lost out since I had my bid in first.
I'd like to state here and now that Charles
Harrls may cover all future Fan Vet Cons for
PSY as I am one lad who won't be attending
one for a hell of a long tlme.

Cherles then introduced Burton Beerman and the fannish gabbing continued.
As 1t was & rather warm day Fletch and I excused ourselves and journeyed
to the bar to become properly lubricated. - We introduced ourselves to two
New York fens who were seated there, John Clossom and Marty Jukovsky. Af-
ter a sufflclent length of time we re-entered the con room, only to be
disanpointed in seeing that no pro writer, editor or artlist haa yet arriv-
ec. At this time last year the room was chock full of them.

I noticed & nlce looking blonde sested by herself and I walked over and
took pdvantage of the situation. After speaking to Trina Perlson for &
few minmites a whole row of fans, starting with Beerman and Fletch, wander-
ed over end I had to introduce my lovely discovery to the mob.

Van Houten had made a previous announcement that th -
1y delayed until a few more notables arrived; Eow h: 2;212°§%go§§u§l§§§t



calied tne Cuol Lo order. hlle he was speaking Calvin Thomes beck made :
his eppearance along with his mother and & friend. I shook hands with $EEE: |
Cal and sat and spoke with him during the first part of the con. He told = §
me that he was busy agenting the memoirs of the fellow who had come with =
him. His friend had served with the Nazis--against his will--during WW=-IT
and the book also deait with his experiences in a concentration camp in
the U.S. 1t sounded 1lnteresting if not salable. Van Houten introduced
the first speaker, Robert Frazier, whose talk was a big plug for the stf
course of which he was co-instructor for the City College of New York. '
Next came Thomas S. Gardner, a gent with a delightful deep southern agcant.  #
I never did find out what hils talk was about as I was too busy speaking ¥ 1
with Beck on the fan fiction anthology he was editing. Beck has nasrcwed 3
down nls selection of amateur stf fiction to about 30 or 35 pleces., of -
which 17 or 16 wlll be chosen for the boock. All authors will be paid by

the publishing company. I1'd llke to disclose some of the fans who are an =
Beck's list but feel 1t's best not to a&s 17 or so will be very disappolat=
ed. =" N

5

At thils point Evelyn Gold end Marty Greenberg
entered the room; this somewhat enlightened the
atmosphere. Then Willy Ley, the Guest of Honor,
geve an excellent talk on American and German
developments in the fleld of rocketry; in fact,
this was the only good thing about the whole con.
Harry Harrison spoke about SCIENCE FICTION AD-
VENTURES and the possible revival of SPACE; his
plans sounded promising but not very plausible. .
Cal Beck got up and spoke of a new club he was
forming on the Fast coast, The American Science
Fantasy Society. Then George Nims Raybin spoke
on the 5F Clircle in New York.

A short intermission was called ané John Clossom

and I went to a public telephone to call Karl ,

Olsen and iind out where i the duce he and Ish were hiding themselves. i

No one was home so we ventured to the bar where I spoke to Shel Deretohir
who I had last seen at the Philcon. : 2
The auction was now sterting so we entered the main hall snd sat down. Ea0n
¥msh made hils entrance, soon followed by Sem Moskowitz and Deve Kyle. g |
loskowitz showed me & copy of his anthology EDITOR'S CHOICE IN SF®, which = |
hes a fine selection of stories but e poor dust jacket cover. In fsui, Lhe
20ver that artist Paul did for THE IMMORTAL STORM is much mich betrer. R 3
{Concerning the STORM -- Sam informed me thet the Atlants group hes hegd - §
a8 series of unavoidable delays in the publishing of the book but everys e
thing was now cleared up and the STORM would be out in June.)

1 then spoke to Dave Kyle for a while and we later watched the progeedings = |
of the rather incompetantly handled auction. One cover painting (pu?portq;; !
ed to be Bergey's last magazine cover) had Just gone for 10 bucks, the
highest priced item at the suction. A ten minute break was cslled end I
renewed my .acquaintance with Charles Lee Riddle who had arrived a few

minutes before. :

iéﬁqhin-introduced me to a hefty broad by the name of Gilda Who‘ﬁas L
eiﬁfgfoadfshquld be broad. The ten minutes pessed ; g

a3 |
:f‘as,t;y_‘and!-t'},fig am W
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‘oat of McCarthy and the communist doctrine.

Tanrasi offered for sale - at bBlg
a copy - coples of the forthcom-
ing 1ssue of FANTASTIC. The fan
next to me rushed up and secured
a copy and on his way back I en-
quired why he pald 50¢ for a copy
of FANTASTIC. ‘He replied that
: a2 L ~ —=Z=>=_he could review it all tke more
e R G e earlier and I found him to be
Heriry Moskowitz. Hank told me
; that 1% was his practice to remain
you must 1 earin unknown at conventlons and not
* hegd'so muen:” to let anyone know who he was.
: He alsc was slightly statled %o
find that I was Lyle Kessler: he
i said he expected me to be an ei-
derly man with a slight dictatorlal complex (he had recelved this im-
pression from & letter of mine concerning the Philcon which appeared in
Normen Browne's now defunct VANATIONS). :

Someone introduced me to a led with a glass of heer who went by the title
of David MacDonald :

James Teaurasi, bearing a large cake, announced the cake commemorated
THRILLING WONDER STORIES' 25 years of existence. He apologlzed for Sem
Mines' absence and then drew in a mighty lungfull of air (along with
other assorted odors that were present at the con) and commenced to blow
sut the 25 candles. This he did very nicely along with half of the
frosting which ended up on the clothes of the attendees in the first
couple rows. He gave the cake and a rusty pen knife to Trina Perlson
and asked her to divy outlpieces to the gathéiethg. Trina cut the cake
into separate piecces and I was one of the lazky few to get a piece. Dave
Evle took & bite of my cake and we waiched the auction continue a few
minutes until Taurasi finally announced the end of the con.
AFTERMATH Y |
‘After these glad tidings Fletch, Hank and I went to the hanl
to see if we could gather enymore fans to go out and have some SUpper .
We saw Dave Msson whc had come to the con by way of a hicycle...a real
fen's fan he. A perty of us - lncluding MacDonald, Moskowltz, Jukovsky,
Deretchin, Closson, Fletch and 1 strolled down the streefs of N ¥. look=
ing for & sulitable restaurant. : AN =

A diunk hobbled up to us in want of a handout end-we hahded out, Fletan
%o h14. . but the drunk was slightly sober and handed Fletch back to ws-

Wig f£inally ended up in an automat. end after varlous escapades, we finisi-
=2 -eating snd walked -scross the street to Unlon Squere. We were one snoOr
as MNacDonald had left for home. :

Teion Square 1s known throughout the world for its famous impromptu so&p-
pox speaches. After listening to people speakKing on McCarthy. the Geneva
Conference and the merits of communism we declded 1t wes time to act. I
tolé the boys to back me up as 1 was golng to get up and blast the hell

A 1little nervously I got up
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and spoKe. end by sheer common Sense
end double telk the commies in the
crowd lost thet round. ZIntwlned in
the talk were verious phrases from
the GETTYSBURG ADDRESS, the BILL OF
RIGHTS, and THE GREEN HIILLS OF EARTH,
Honest! When things had reached a
feverish pitch od screaming back and
forth we folded our tents like the
Arabs and silently stole away:

We walked the streets to Hank's car,
laughingly reminiscing over the Unilon
Square incident. John Closson kKept

us close to tears relating the vearious
ways we could upset the speach-meking
thiere. We'll heve to try it someday.

Arriving at Hank's car we jumped in and rode the streets of New York
until we reached Dave Mason's domicile where

the boys were heading. We bid good-bye to

them and Henk then drove us to the Bus Ter-

minal where we sat and spoke with him for

a whille.

Henk hed recently broken into the pros by way
of the LONDON MYSTERY MAGAZINE and another de-
tective magazine from ebroad.

Fletch and I sald good-bye to Hank and climb- b
ed aboard the bus for Philly. Even thousgh tie ———.
Con wes a complete flop we stiil had a heck of
& gond time with the fans from New York and
there-abouts.

---Lyle Kessler.

o ~
0 ARG

A Once-In-A-While Sort Of Thing Conducted By Rich Lupoif

“They tell me you're putting out & new sclence fiction magazine. lay
1 ask why? After all, there are better things to be done than to add
another magazine to a market which 1s already overcrowded: I began
reading stf in 1933, when there were only two magazines on the narket,
and it's my candid opinion that the fans end the poor long-suffering
newsdealers were & lot better off then, because what was lacking in
quentity was wmore then made up In quality.

If you had something new to offer...but you haven't, any more
than any of the other mushroom magazines have....

---letter from M. Smith in February, 1940 ASTONISHING.
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Once upon & time, not too long ago, there lived a little boy nemed Henly. = 8
Eenry Spence Rodmungton was his full neme, but everyone, including RIS
‘mother, called him Henry. Who would weant to come out on the front porci, |
cup their hands, and yell down the street, "Time for lunch, Henry Spence =
Rodmungton! Oh-ho, He-enry! He-enry Spe-ence Rodmu-ungton, lunch Lo
ready!"

No, they just called him Henry.

No one could have guessed what would happen. It was not even a quarter- =
formed inkling in the back of anyone's thoughts. That 1s to say. such: a i, §
thing had never been seen in Henry's town, and there was no reason to berg',
lieve 1t ever would be seen. Further, they could not even conceive of :
such a thing. Henry, 1indeed:

Mrs. Rodmungton heard the news when the fire truck screeched up to Thie SN
curb in front of the house. The firemen clumped over the azaleas, and up
to the porch, where they pounded the front door. "Mrs. Rodmungnetton?" = ¢
inguired on of the firemen. U |

»

"Rodmungton," corrected Mrs. Rodmungton in a soft, winning voice. ]

"

:
¥

o
4

"Yes, yes," the fireman aquieced impatiently, "your 1little boy, uh, whav
his name...?" ;

"Henry?" supplied Mrs. Rodmungton. et
"Yes, yes, that's the one. Well, he's up a telephone pole at Spruce andss
Seventeenth, and won't come down. Says he's a cat or something. We don'd |

“want to talke a chance on causing him to fall. You better come ‘long with
us end telk him off thet pole. He's holding up traffic and everything. = ]
You can ride in the fire truck with us." S

So Mrs. Rodmungton, whose ancestors had dipped bilge-water from the hold-ﬁ
of the Mayflower and never would have approved of their descendents climb=
ing telepnone poles, went with the firemen. They howled and screemed down
Terrace to Elm, turned right on Elm 3nd bolted stralght-away toward Seven-
teenth. They turned left on Seventeesnth and sirened thelr wey til they =
sighted the crowd around Spruce. There was no doubt about it..  Plainsases
linsey-woolsey, there was Henry up on the pole. '33 :

The fire engine braked to a dead stop and Mrs. Rodmungton, very casuai;ﬁﬁll
~ as though this happened every other Wednesday, stepped down and walked .




' through the erowd to the base of the pole. "Henry," she sngpped, “ery

succlnetly, "come down here posthaste!" She sald 1t in her very hest

This-Is-The-Volce~The-Chlld=Psychologlsts-Advise tone. Henry meowed.

Necdles to say, Mrs. Rodmungton was taken aback. Squeals, screaches,
cereams and simpers she had heard from her son at one time or another,
2ut this was the first time for a meow. Henry did 1t ageln, just to
proeve it.

Without further delay Mrs. Rodmungton spewed forth prodiglous amounts of
tears, her ducts opened til it seemed the town might heve to meke for the
1111ls. It was, some say, the show of shame and sadness that coaxed little
Henry off the pole. As his mother stood below him showering tears which
ran off the firemen's rubbercoats in rivulets, Henry deszended.

Kittycat fashion.

He dug hls fingernalls into the rotting telephone' pole and skittered down
rapldly, landing on all fours; having dropped from'a height of five feet.
Heary erected himself and shyly came to hls mother's side.

She tooiz her clenched fists from her red and swollen eyes end staréd at
Henry fcr a moment—-—then she began to cry again.

The 1ittle boy stood beslde her for a moment, trying to understand why
0ls mother was still crying if he had come down. Then he mewed, very
coftly. drs. Roduungton's uwouth, a singularly rock-ribbed portion of
ner anatomy, rapldly descended to the general vicinity of the first but-
ton on her seersucker sult.

little Henry, brown eyes shining, tcusled brown hailr giving him an air
¢of willd happiness, nose cool and moist, laughed gally. "Oh, mommy, you're
20 funny "

Mrs. Rodmungton grasped Henry's arm firmly and dragged him the thirteen
blocks home.

FEe A &l Atk F33

Paquiris' always provided a stablllzing note, and Pembroke C. (for Colbey)

- Rodmungton fingered hls with respect for that note. After ten hours in

. ¥ X

-

the real estate firm of Bummelhels, Sackxnay, Dignin, Dunn, Grennel, Thirt-
water and Melba {(Rcdmungton was third in line to be added), Pembroke was
exhausted. Now to have come home to something like this.

He hearumphed imposingly, "Let's try that agaein, Millicent. Just exactly

what did Henry do today?" He ralsed his eyebrows in expectation, much
as KEr. Seckxnay might have done.

Mre. Rodmungton smoothed the seersucker skirt over her knees and said,
"fle climbed & telephone pole at Spruce and Seventeenth, first, and then
meowed at me. Then when I got him home..."

"He what at you?" interrupted Pembroke rudely.
"*Meowed.". ~
"Homm, continue," commanded Pembroke, assuming a speculative aip
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A |
saere when L goti himThome,® went on Mrs. Rodmngion, *he refusedelils < é
vacicers and peanut butter, poured his soup out on the floor, poured his |
milk into the empty bowl and begen lapping it like a...llke a...well, 1ika
a cat." She paused, but not even the customary hmmm came from her hus-
sand. "And just before you came home, I caught him spitting at Arthuz,”

she sald, pointing to the mange-ridden Pekingnese in the corner.

%Q Pembroke C. Rodmungton fingered his daquiri, his chin, the arm of his chaixz
. and his wallet, in that order, and sald: "Take him to the psychiatrist.”

o 3 Fee 363 3t "
8 Mrs. Rodmungton apologlzed profusely, but the thin red lines of welts left

on the doctor's face, hands and ankles remained. "No doubt about it,"

‘ said the psychlatrist with a faint Austrian 111t, "your zon is suffering
% from an acute traumatic hallucination, brought on oztenzibly by maltreat-
‘ ment zomewhere along the lilne...." He fought off Henry who splt and hiss-
ed momentarily and then clawed wildly at the good doctor's person. The .
Doctor preseribed several things, among them & lack of baths and en abun- y |
dance of riboflavin, end indicated with smugness that Henry would be back

to normal in so short a time, that it might be termed, "The Cat's Pajama's.®

.

e HI 3¢ W et
Three weeks later Henry was shedding.

- lirs. Rodmungton had developed a distressing tic in her left eye, and Pen-
-ty broke had dropped to fourth on the list of addees to the company trade
name. In addition, the entire town now referred to Henry as the cat-kid.
This displeased Mrs. Rodmungton.

2 Then it came. The straw, you might say, that layed the mighty camel low
with broken vertcbreae.

It was on a Sunday and the Rodmungtons were surrounded by the circle of

- friends they had carefully cultivated (and which had of lete become small-
er) sipping tea and dropping almond cooky crumbs in the deep purple pile ;
rug, that i1t occured.

They sat facing each other in the living-room --- Pembroke could not vet
afford a "drawing-room" --- with someone expostulating sirily on the rels-
tive merits of Boult's direction of Holst's “The Planets! when the back
door linched open and Henry padded aeross the floor. \

He foot-over-handed i1t into the l1ving-room and meowed out of the coruer
of hls mouth. Out of the corner because he was carrylng & kitten in his
teeth.

Ry =S T

Mrs. Rodmungton notlced first.

She leaped to her feet and screamed.

sl e

Then the guests saw 1t.

‘They gaped and gasped as one.

Then Pembroke, who had had hils back to Henry, turned and saw it.




s%é " he bellowed, the blood draining from his face, leaving 1iv
iing old pewter ware. He bagan to blubber.

edonry, Henry, my little Henry," foamed Mrs. Rodmungton.

© . JPembroke recovered himself enough to rasp out of the corner of his
- meath, "Don't make a scene, Millicent!"
. *Pembroke, I must tell you!" it was evident Henry's mother was at the
. hreaking stage. "I loved once before you! Please forgive me! It was
. = gay. mad Tlirtation with an alley cat. A blg tom named Tom."

#lord!" crimscned Pembroke, shaken to his purliten heart, "There's €v eil
a neme for 1t, I believe. Oh--oh--oh, dear me!" He fainted.

lirs. Rodmungton collapsed on top of her husband, a shivering hulk,

sobbing her remorse and hiccups. | e
Henry crouched on the deep purple pile rug, the little kitten with - 8
the big brown eyes and tousled brown hair, clenched by the nape orX his b

_ neck, in the child‘s mouth.
Henry meocwed:

---Herlen ¥llison

KNUET - PRl R e P

Lae dbes S Sl BiaiNO T, LISDERGe! PV ens e
&
THE CONVULSIVE FINDING :
Our stupid Willie indulged in sin; 2

He drank from a bottle labeled "GIN."
But soon discovered that bottle had been
The one his mother kept ammonia 1n.

---R.E.G.

OLD JOKE

wWillie, with intent to kill,
Flang poor sister down a hill.
gy But though her chest was split in half,
d She sald, "It only hurts me when I laugh."

I-_-r_' F . -""RoEeG:




1-—'_‘ ] ] msR 3

A ey’ Ay : g/. ) i :
s T - e - *\f jf/’m,‘(”, WHERE THE FDITOR, WITH A ZLIGHT

AUZTRIAN LILT, CONIINUES TO RAMBLE ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AND ON AWD 0% 4

OH. AEOEY

Tn PSY #11 Vernon McCain let it be known in his column that he hed
some extra copies of his FAPA-zine WASTEBASKET available and would send &
f0py to anyone who dropped him a card. The lssue contained material by
Bloch, Tucker, Warner, Burwell, Bok and contributing editor Walter Willis

= Three days ago I received the lateat REVIEW from Vernon plas a short notsa.
i I reproduce below (sob) the note.
i

"Ha! You'll never sell me any ads in PSYCHOTIC........
I offer that issue of WASTEBASKET free to all comers and
list contents including Tucker, Bloch and Willis plus
other equally big names who are perhaps less well Known
to current fandom and you know how meny requests I got?
Precisely three, that's how many. And me with ebout
forty more coples of 1t left here. I hate to throw
them away but I'm damned 1f I'll send them out at random
to fans who might not be interested. Maybe I should send
off review coples yet.

You'll never go into serious competitlon with SCIENCE
FICTION ADVERTISER with this kind of results, pappycecccs:"

So here I sit covered with mame and shortification at the thought, nay...
the proof, that the advert rower of PSY 15 so low. Me for the ashcinth
and sashes. Oh...(sob), pess the bitter cup...

" -

WHAT YOU SHOUIDN'T MISS

Is a new fanzine from England titled BEM. FEdited by Tom Wnite and
Mal Ashworth, it features material by Walt Willls and Ving Clark. Iiadeed,
Wlllis, with an article cclled "How To BNF Without Tears", and Vin# Clark,
with a column titled "The Nlneteenth Eye From The Left", prscticelly stesl
the the mag away from the editors with thelr superb materiaml. I recommend
this to all and sundry. Adresses are:

]

§
§
}
i
,'-.

Tom White Mal Ashworth

3, Vine Street, 40, Mekin Street
Cutler Helghts, Tong Street,
Bradford, 4., Bradford. 4.,
Yorks., ENGLAND. Yorks., ENGLAND.

They welcome exchanges and materisl and lett ers and subscriptions. Subs
for us Americans are '...one (mint cond.) U.S. prozine for two 1ssues.”

AND SO TO BED
Goes PSYCHOTIC #13. The last page 1s done and the mallman 1s due in

8 few moments. I nov lesve you to your own devices for e couple of weeglce . §

ei
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