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Well, thish weni together fastly,. With a decent size type face, it
seems like it is a much leas pzinful process, Ve kept our Droque and nale ;
: - thish the same size as last, Sweet relief, I hope/yoa all like the : '
iype face, It is faintly reminiscent of printing, 0h4 {or same - 1#ing be%lde§4
this purple goo,... '
Bet you all thot there wouldn't be another issue ol svxlly for ‘months
and months, didn’t you? Well, there wasn't, was there? Hoo Haa, iy, ‘
fur book review cofwmn isn’t present this issue, I got & lﬁttex from \
the good doctor t’other day asking if I°d  ever printed hJ, Jirst nne, or
wanted a second, Now, Doc. I'm positive I sendl you a letter, “and you were
definitely sentl a copy of the Iaqt issue, Complaintive, come forward,
Theda Pobst was swell, She sent in GIVE uC SPACE, which is orinted
io "ards the back of the mag, and numerous small poems, Some may hs»used i
as fillers, Thanks for the support, Theda,
The Whimsical Amateur Publishing Asseociation is coming rlght along.
Anyone wanting o inquire about membership oniy has io send me a request
end they '11 receive all literature I have on. it, Everyone seems so en -
theusiastic over it, Just us little Whimseys, I guess., 1Tra,.la . la,..
igodle,....treeeii,....oh, we ‘re all crazy, I just seem to have a litlle
more fun at it than the rest of you, :
I hear that Bob S@lverberg has gone pro.,.a juvenile to be published
in a few months, He must have taken the advice given by ilack Reynolds in
Spaceship, and reprintied in ihis issue, Luck to you, Lob, but keep Sship up.

seeya all, ,soon, I hope,
larry s
SCINTILLA is published by ROBOT PRESS, ediied by Larry Andersom, 2716
Smoky Lane, Billings, lontanz, Copies are a dime each, three for two bits, -
A1 contributions will be appreciated ard paid for by one copy..or two,~
1°m generous,,of the issue in which they appear. Bimonthly publicatien,
or thereabouts, Don"t be afvaid....,.weire not human,
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JOANNE ¢(JOAN?) COOPCR

Joan sat in the high school study hall, staring at hexr literaiure book
and wondering whai io do about supper. The big {rzezer was empty and she ‘d
finished the last bottle of jhoree thai morring, The thought of thai bvely
crimson liquid quickened her pulse and lified her head in a way ihat brought
approving glances from several boys around her, Joan blushed,
“Well," she thoughi, "why not? 1 wani some dinrav--Gramps said I could
use my own judgemeni, And this is Friday.” She smooiked her full aqua
skiri and was glad she wore the sleeveless scoop-necked sundress which ¢
rhowed so much of her siraight tan back, Openéng hev purse, whe took oui a
small mirvor and a comb and smoothed and fluffed her skort golden hair, The
interesied eyes of the boy sitting opposite the seat behind her met her
purple eyes in the glass anc she blushed again at the mivrored thought, e
For a moment her resclution weakened. but thoughi of the empty freezer
at home and her grandfather's pariing assurances thai she was old enough to
take cave of everything herself bolstered her courage, ‘
Turning around, she glanced reproachfuily at the boy through seft long *
brown lashes, He whistled softly and she looked back ai her literature book
before the study hall teacher should see them, _
She gave an impatient little flouwnce, wishing the bell would ring. It
did, Carefully dropping a small, unimpertani ®oiebook whe jeined the rush
out of the room anc weni down the hall to her locker, Dumping in her
books and grabbing a short jackei, whe slammed it and walked off just as
the boy from study hall came toward her,
Nutside, she hesifaied for a.minute before walking toward the park
in back of the school, It was crossed by a path used by many students as
a shori cui, Joan usually enjoyed the walk, but today she kept wondering
if the green care of the boy from study hall would be at the other end of
the path,
It was, For a momeni she felt like ruaning away, like walking proudly
past him, like ignoring him.,.she walked ahead, limping séightly,
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Further on. she stopped and gave a convincing pantomime of removing a pebble
from a small yellow shoe, ui of the corner of one eve, Joan saw that she
had an interested audiencze of not one, but iwo,

Joan wouldn't stop now, Changing her direction slightly, she walked
away from the front of the car. The study hall boy leanec out, ‘Hey, Joan/
I have something of vours,’

Turning. she looked at him wide-eyed, "How did you know my name?” :

He grinned and waved ihe notebook she had dropped. "You lefti this
in study hall, Besides," he winked at his companion, a boy in her Englisk
class, "1 have ways of knowing, Want a ride home?"

She steoed with her hands behind her, swinging her purse; "But 1
don "t know your name,"”

“Bullcan introduce us,” He smiled thoughtfully,

The other poy got out lumberingly, “Sure, Uh=-Joan, this is Bari
Hanson, Bart, this is Joan O0‘Hara 0°Neill,,., she‘s Irish. "

‘No," said Bart, ‘“Well,K Miss Joan O"Hara O'Neill, will ye ne' he
afther acceptin’ me offer o‘e vide?"

She laughed wish silver bells and curtseyes. “"Thank ye, koind soirs,
that o1 weel, But." she added, "I'm not that Irish.” She cliimbed into
the froant seat between tie itws boys., "I live at 1732 Laurel Drive,”

"You ‘re new in school, aren’t you?” asked Bart. '"Where'd you go
before 2" e

"I went to Three Pines-~that's a girl’s school in llinnesota~~~
lost of my life, until Grandmother died, Then Gramps brought me out
here and put me in a public school--he didn't approve;of private schools;
he said that I was old enough to take care of myself.apd learn io cope
with Life,” She gave a wistful little sigh. "“It‘’s lois of fun, except
he s always oui of town on business trips and it's so lonely when he's
gone, v
The boys looked at each oiher over her head and Joan had & momentary
qualm, Then she felt what they were thinking and her eyes widened in
shocked anger, Bart asked, "Is your grandfather out of town naw?"

Joan breathed deeply and smiled to herself, This wasnft so hard,
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“Yes, he won"t be back until tomorrow nighi. ilrs. Kersey--she lives next
door~-says 8e& shouldn't be gone sé& long, She's always coming over to
make sure I'm behaving all right, as though I weren't grown up at all,
Why, sionday Trish Conover came in after school--Gramps had just lefte-w

and ilrs, Kersey phoned as soon as we got in ihe house and, scholded
me for fifteen minuies for bringing anyone--even a girl--in when Gramps
was away, 'It's all vight io walk home with someone. my dear’, " she

mimicked in a dry, precise voice, "‘or even to vide home withsomeone you
know quite well, bui never ever.ask anyone in when your grandfather is noi
here..* As if I were a baby or mentally defective,’ So Tuesday and Wed-
nesday---we were do%ng the partnérship prejeci in Oregon History--Tiish
came up the alley and irs, Kersey didn't see her' at all, ‘The old bat "

Bart Grineed, "™Well, Joan, since nobody 's' home, why not have
dinner with us?  We couldge for a ride afterward and maybe tok a drive-
in movie, Would you like that?” .

“Yes," she said doubtfully. "but if I don‘t go home. Mrs, Kersey will
ask questions, And I should bhange my clothes.” She looked up = at them,

"But it sounds like fun, " :

"1 know what, Joan," Bart smiled, "We'll drop you off at this cotnev
and park several blocks away. so no nosey necighbors will see us, Then
we ‘1l come up ihe alley--whai ‘s your place like?"

- #* % & = B % & kS

Ten minuies later, as Joan in her white peiticoat and slip, was sitiing
on the bedroom floor wriiing in her diary. she heard the back door open and
the boys come in. They were talking as they went down the hall and the
words “Liitle Innoceni" and “maybe pick up some beer or something” fleoated
up the hall,

She heard ihem open the door and go in and heard the muffled click as
the door auitomatically locked, Her finger hovered over a small bution sei
into her dressing iable; then she bit her lip and pressed it, cutiing off
the boys ® esclamations,




There was a rumble of machinevy far beneath the house and two short
stifled screams, Joan smiled and zeturned to her diary,

Five minutes later, the disiand machinery stopped, Puting down her
diary, Joan walked up the hall to the second-from-the last door on the left,
Pressing a switch which unlocked the door, she went into the small, square
room, She turned a dial set behind a paaei to OFF and turned to a shelf,
which was filled with neatly wrapped packages and some waxed-cardboard
boitles, Kevin touched another button and wheéled legs appeared under the

- shelf, which became detached from the wall, She wheeled it down the hall
to the kitchen and, putting a ruffled apbon on over her petticoats, put
the parcels neatly in the large freezer, Standing back, she looked ati it
with satisfaction,

A very ancient glass boitle, with Jhoree barely visible on 1t in gold
letiers, stood by the sink, She opened the iast was container and poared

the contents into the bottle, which ske set .in the refrigerstor. The liquicd

left in the coantainer, she put in a small glass, Throwing the empty bottle
in the garbage disposal, she tock the glass back to her room,

She sat on the floor in a swirl of dainty white petticoats with the
sun highlifhting her goiden hair and the drimson-filled glass which she
sipped contentedly now and then, Licking one 1nkstalued finger thought~
fully, . - she wrote in the diary: "Getting dinmer wasn’t hard after all,"
For a moment, she thought regreifully of the missed date, but rememberance
of their intended actions mace her laugh, Surely there were nicer boys in
school; she could date them unt{il it was time to go Home, Chewing her pen,
she looked at the last line in her book and added, "A b1rl must eat, no.°
matier whai happens,"

Joar took a last long sip of jhoree, enjoying its thin richness, Then

she went '~ to the kitchen to stact dinner, Gramps would be proud ' of her,
g
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» MACK REYNOLDS ‘ veprinted from Spaceship

I've come to the conclusien ghat if I've acheivex any popularity at
S all among the fans in the year and 2 half that 1°ve been doing SF stories,
it is largely because in me the average fan sees a kindred spirit, He
sees a guy that after avidly reading sif for years finally buckled down
and tried to write it and eventually staried selling,

My first siories were just a tiny wee bit better than ghose you
find in the better fanzines, and evidently my luck in breaking inso ihe
pro field is evidence to a good many fam writers that he too has a pretiy
good chance,

Ai any vate, during the past year I‘ve got a good many letters from
fans, a large percentage of them asking for advice on writing and market-
ing their stuff, Ifve got a good many manuscripis, also, with requests

s to offer criticism, Unless I'm pariicularly pressed with my owg work at
the time, I do what I can with these, almosi always make the same sug-
gestions, since ihe manuscripts almest invaviably have the same shori-
-comings, and send them back wiih as much encouragement as I can,

So. with the idea of saving wear and tear on my Civil War model
typer, «nd paper and postage, I'm going Lo sum up the advice I most usually
give to the fan wriier who is irying to make his first sale,  And, who
knows, I've never yet met a fan who isn't irying te go pro,

First of all, I°d suggest you not try to aim too high, Unless you 're
a geniusx I doubt if you're going to sell your first §tory io COLLIERS or
the SATEVEPST. In fact, I doubt if you‘re going to sell it to ASTOUNDING,
GALAXY, or ihe ilAG of F&SF, If you are a genius, you might as well stop

‘ reading this now, because I coubt if there is going %o be much in this

little article that will interest you, I'm writing this for just plain
ordinary guys—=-like me, *
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No, I°d suggest the makkets that don‘t require the excellence the
bbove magazines do . I°d suggest you slant your story toward PLANET 5
(which tock my first story), OTHER WORLDS, IMAGINATION, or the Ziff-

Davis publications, The rates aren’t as good, but you have & much
better chance, and the editors of these publications are moxe than
averagely sympaihetic,

And I do mean slant, by the way, I find that the usual tyro makes a
policy of writing a story, sending it to the best paying market first—
when it bounces, to the next best paying, and so on down the line, There
are some good arguments in favor of a writer's  just sitfing down and
doing the best story he can and then worrying about the markei latexr, but
I suggest strongly that if you're anxious to make your FIRST sale with
all the ego—boo and satisfaction that goes with it, you deliberately write
a story for one of the above mentlored mags,

Slaniing isn't hard, Pick your magazine and study the last half-
dozen issues of it carefully, Dope out justi what it is that the editor
likes best, and write him & story as. neaxly like the stories he’s been
running as you can,

Take one of the well worn themes, time travel, the first fisit to
the moon, or the first visit of exira-terrestrials to Earth, the threat of
destruction to the human race because of its scientific developaents=—u~
that sort of thing, Try to gei a new story idea, a new gimmick, some new
bit of business on one of these old themes, and write it up as best you
can,

MAKE THE FIRST ONES SHRT, Time after time fan writers will send me i
novelette namuscripts, Frankly, I thimk it very unlikely that your first
sale will be a long¥; you have a much better chance of seliing something.
three thousand words or less in length, ‘

The established pro writers wriie the longer lengihs and very seldom
waste story ideas on short shoris, Why should they? The experienced
writer can take a short short idea, add a sub-plet or so, and expand it
into a noveletie, With word rates what they are, few pros want to waste
thei# ideas on short stories,
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That *s what gives the iypo his besi chance, All editors need shorts
and short shorts to balance out their magazines, 1f the established pros
don‘t write them, then they must turn to the tyros for these shorts, Ly
the way, don't expect to make any money on your first sales, Rates in the
lesser mags are very low, As a matter of fact, I just got a check for a
story the other day, which came to exactly $12,60.

Now this suggestion is going to be the hardest of all te take. I
despair of convincing all you writers-to-be of the importance of it:

DONT SEND YOUR EARLY EFF/RTS TO THE PROZINES AT AIL.) You should
write story after story, and stury after siory. before you ever inflict
any of them on an editor, It's very poor policy to get an editor in the
frame of mind where he holds his nose every time he sees something with
your name on it, Don’t send bim anything until you ‘re pretty sure he's
going to like ii, _

Take these first stories you write and stash them away in a dark
corner, Six months later take them out and reread them, If you still like
them, do a rewrite job and polish them up to the best of your ability,
Then stash them away for another six months,

A good many fans know at least one or iwo pros, If you can, ask
one to read it dver, before you send it out, the manyscript that you think
has a chane, He'll *  undoubtadly have some pointers té m ake that might
make the difference in wheiher or not it sells. I don’t mean that you
should expect a pro writer Lo go over everything you do and spend his time
giving you a free course in writing, But most writers I've mei are pretty
nice as far as giving a newcomer a lift, Wait until you think your stuff
is good enough to sell, and then ring in your pro friend to" ‘. give you
an opinion,

A word about agents:
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Forget about them, ‘A good agent doesn’t want to be both8ced with you
until you've made your first sales; and a poor onme is only interested in
getting reading fees from you, Send your first siories directly to the
magazine., Afier you've made a few sales, then ask one of your pro friends,
or one of the editors you‘ve seld te , o reccomend an agent,

As a writer without an agent, you‘ll get your manuscripts read by
ihe editors, They're always looking for new writers., For onme thing they
can get siories at lower rates from agentless newsomers., The first two
stories I sold to Sam ilerwin brought me a penny a word, Shortly afterward
I acquired an agent., Harry Altshuler (very good, by the way--particularly
in the stf field) and my Standard Magazines rate immediately went up to a
cent and a quarter, -

let me see, is ihere anything else I should pass on to a would-be
professional? _

Yes, there is. I've found that there are three requirements for
being a writer, A tweed coat, a pipe, and a wife that works,

~=llack Reynolds

i
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GIVE LE SPACE

Out there in space, you're in disgrace
If you don't carry exiras, )
ifatter of fact, you won't attract
Unless you‘re ambi-sextrous,
S And even ambi's noi enough...
FIVE sexes arve ihe real McStuff,

i i,

{ . - They sproute new parts with such abandon
§ A The EARTHHAN hasn't a leg io stand on

- " And as for having just one HEAD,
‘Vﬁ;ﬂjf*ﬁ BODY might as well be dead,

7 § ' The SPACEMAN LOVER when he sins he

3 Certainly must outkinsey Kinsey,

-r= Theda L, Pobst

|-




- 3 T s
] (4 »

sBugoo) aeau,,

*USEL Y or99weg
SAY pIerreq grec
R e

P01
\Y Al
i DI B TR spaaneb abeisod uaniex
ATUO J9j3iew pajurad
[TBW SSBID PALYL

/ *quoy ‘sBurTTI g @

J euwy Ajows gy)z
/ SSHYd J0903¥

a4 = & b

e Q .ﬂ !

ol o " 1

i =B v
® 8T o7
oh 838 N

DR R ¢

® 4.9 H 4 }

Twume |

+ G unag A



