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SCINTILLA is edited and published by Larry
Ariderson at 2716 Smoky Lene. Assisteng ed
Jeen Drecon. Poebry editor, Orme MCormick
All poetry should bc sent to Orma &t 1558
W. Hazelhurst Strect, Forndale 20,Michigen.

Published at irreguler intervals, but dir-
ectly upon the intervel. Price 10¢, in
the future two sections for 15¢. Will tr-
ede for any zine. Forcign subs for their
meiling retes. Ad retes..1l7¢ per  column
inch. 50¢ Per half column, 1.50 per page.
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I may, in all truthfullness, sdmit that this is the bestiissue yet of
gseilly. It hes slso taken more time and more money than eny of the
rest, and probably any to come. After this, there will be many chen-
gos i1 seilly. First of all, scilly will be in two parts after this.
Gne 7111 be for fiction and poetry, it'll be ditto'd, and the other
v:!1l contein columns and articles of interest to & wider cudience, SO
1 %ill mimeo it. The present demcnd is for less fiction and poetry.
Th.en, there is the meatter of cutting the reost. Columns will not be
¢ver *wo poges long in eny cecse. Trying to keep em below & page. A
few ecolumnists just can't be limited, tho. I guess we'll justhave to
ke exceptions. Just so we never get Calkins.

All of my fan activities are to be limited this summer due to en un-
fortuncte scecident. The accident happencd cbout helf wey down tho
first colurn of my cditorial. I turned on my swivel cheir anéd caught
ny foot on the typer teble end turned it over, kmocking the mica tymwr
over &nd breeking it's back. (I kmow, no ' in its)

Please send me ¢ cerd, ¢ll of you who sub or treade, telling mewhether
you want the non-fiction section, or the fiction section. I'm saying
now -that yeu won't  get both of them for-a dime. They will be two for
15¢ . "Tf Fjou tredé for o more costly zine then seilly, chences -are,
you'll get both scctions, otherwise if not notifiod, you will recicv2
only tho non-fictioen scction. Thet is, if I'm not notified of your
choice. TR - B S

The time has come to unvéil our new cuthor, Robert W. Geil. In this
ish he has thoe only prosec fiction, COSMIC TWINS. Plessc write end
tell us whet you think of it.

¥hy docsn't someono write to the editors of some of the prozincs, get
the addrcsscs of quito a few subbors and meke up & list of fonzines
to scnd thom in hopes of recruiting & fow ncofon? This would Tba: T
projocct for the N3F or somc such orgonizetion. At the scwme time, ono
right include o pemphlet cxpleining fendom (if it carn be &Bnpyiiymhis
would bo ¢ counter meesurc to the dropping of soversl roview polumns,
and might be cven morc cffective. (

A fow of tho latc-comers got left out of thc fmz. roview ' =

this time., Included (oxcluded, thot is) cre Escope,Peon '
Pan-To-SEE, ond onc of thc most promising in & long time
PSYCHOTIC. Tho cd of Psy, Gecis, uses the bostleyouts in
the prosont-day fendom. Wunnsrful, if short.

And who em’l to question thet §hqldy Vick is decd?

on & torturc racki!

your yobbering oditor,
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Tlora was a young womam ramed B-ight

4uie ooeed was much faster than light,

Hae .t oat ome day,

In 2 . elasive way,
ind rotoraed on the previous night.

There was a young lady of Xent,
lhose nose was most awfully bent,
One dey, I suppose
Ste followed her nose,
For no one knew vwhich way she went.

There was a young lady of Riga,
Viho went for 2 ride on 2 tiger,
They returned from the ridc,
With the lady insigde,
4nd a smile on the face of the tiger.

There as an o0ld men of Peru,

Who drzamt he was eating his shoe,
He wicke in the night, ‘
In a2 terrible fright,

And found it was perfectly. truc.

There was a young lady of Diss,

Who said "Now I think skating bliss."
This no morc will she staote,
For a wheel off her skate,
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s+ ¢ INTERSTELLAR ROVANCE w==m

He hailed from Venus,
she came from iars;
They saw each other

on one of the stars;
end thus came %o being
2 dazzling romence,
when they met at 2 wonderful
'Space=Shindig*® dance.,

She'was SO coy,

but he was SO bold -—
those lads from Venus
leave nothing untold;

their courtship was hectic,
altho 2 bit short,

they eloped via rocket
to a Lunar spacceporte...

They were wedded on Saturn
a bright autumn days

spent a brief honeymoon

in the land of Nullea,

Then they settled on Terra,
until he could get

2 Ganymede ranch
for his sweet little pet.

Which just goes to prove
the old Terran lore:

Time and distance
must .yleld to =- Amor.,

emili,

ANT-EATER OF IISTINCTION

The formiphagous aard=vark
Heads 211 the beasts from Fozh's ark.
Yes, Noah Webster favored bim
Because of alphabetic whim.
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This section of scilly is edited by

Orma McCormicke.

Nice job, huh? Sengd 21l

poetns intended for scilly 4o her at
1558 W, Hazelhurst Street, Ferndale 20,
MAR them for scilily. If you

tichigan.

don't, they go {if good) in her mag,
STARLANES—-20¢ a oopy—-—-all poetry-—--
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GYPSY HEART

A gypsy heart is all thé fault she has.
Her thoughts climg high on shining parapets,
And in her soulidshe holds a dream of awesome loveliness.

But in her heart 2 gypsy fire burns bright and
quenchless

Beneath the winter's snow she banks the flame

Ard keevs her dancing feet in blemeless ways.

But springtime plays a taunting melody

And wildly flames the gypsy fire again.

Th:w fhmmer eyes she sees the patterans
and wonders....

“he autumn trumnets tbru the gaudy woed
She fights the leaping flame
and prays for snow to bank the fires again.

= Theda L. Pobst

THE MAN FROM MARS

A stranger called on me last night.
4 chap to whem T had taken a liking

Vher we met in a 6rowd, He secmed different, somehow;"

His speech,-— his manners,~-very striking.

He sa2id he had taken an interest in me
And thought that he would like to call
And have a talk; and so fingd out
If we really were alike at all,

VWie talked of this and that == and finzlly
He asked me what I thought of lars.

I laughtd and said that I was no Astronomer, .' '. f
And knew but little of the Planets or of Stars. X
He secemed suprised. %Really? I thought you knew e
Thet there were many lartians on this Earth.
You may know them by the third eye in their foreheads.
Mars feels she can point to ways of better worth.®
He rose and said, ™7 must be going."
And smilirg, turned toward the gQoor.,
My heart stood still! His thidd eye opened,
And closed. Then slowly opened and closed once more.
Agatha Grey Southern
[ ] L] ] L] L] L] L ] ]
RECALLED
Tensely I savored the silence This is the overture to death
Povn the corridors of my dream, Vias the shattering thought in my brain,
Immured in these grey-muted halls Slowly silence was engulfed
The velvet silence was supreme. As the darkness began to wane,
Devold was I of sight of speech Then I heard a far voice calling
4nd impotent my stomm=sbartred soul Vhich I realized was your own;
To revitalize inert limbs My pulses thrilled to its music,
Or again make my senses whole. Now, you were no longer alone.

Isabelle E. Dinwiddie

WHUPS

I was
"No, you were."
But if I was,
Vhy not now?
"No, "
Mommy, where
Are you? You're
Leost, Mommy.
Moamy ?

Mommy

-—=l,0uise Kriss
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VARLEGATION

Buildings were mzde of varicolored granite
on this amazing, luscent, rainbow planet;

Visitors preised its everchanging beauty,
vaere vegetation shone in ripeling, fluty
smirals

The landscope was pure cpzlesence,
ro.ged with artist tcnes of iridescences
Groani «taking fields of seven~tinied blending

outlined their streets with glories never ending!

secs eof this world with incandescence billowed
trealking on beaches resplendently pillowed,
fiesz2oed with amber, and leoparded umber,
rlundent with peace for inhabitant's slumber.

Natv.e, with color, had been so indulgent,
contrast was creul, and not circumfulgent.

£11 of the people suffered color blindness.
Or was this monotone a loving kindness?

~— Orma McCormick

Bitter Brew

She nulled the rocts of mandragora
Cn a chilly springtime night,

Its scream of agony filled the air,
As it writhed in moon-mrd light,

She took the dandelion blossoms,

Seeds of anise and knot-gress,

Brewed berries of the deadly niphtshade,
Added hen bane and camass,

Calumus root and cubeb berries,
Yarrow and witbh hazel bark,
Chicory root, wild strawberry leaves
That were gathercd in the dark,

These she bolled and strained and boiled agdain

Set some ginseng root to stew,
#dded it with everlasting life;
lade a2 peerless deadly brew,

Fext day she gave it to her lover
Yhen he told ber he was through,
He drank it 211, as a parting cup
And she thought it was adieu,
Then he swore he had never tasted
anything fine as this;
That he wvould marry her tomorrow;
Sealed the bargain with a2 kisse

~— TIsabelle E, Dinwiddie
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ESCAPE

THE younger ones take flight ia
space=shivs
paying their fares in the hiight
coin of imaginction,
LOViES find forgetfulness, uowever
trief,
in a world bounded by their arms.
VHILE the old ones muse at twilight,
of past days,
the middle-~eders wordily discuss
the cause of war and other crime:
in an age of splitting atoms....
THEY "®split hairs.”

e—— Theda L. Pobst

WERTHER®S YOUNGER SISTER =

Heathbell, toll the knell

She has passed who loved thce
VWear a cldud as a shroud
*dst a2 vell 2bove theee.
Viggle=wworm, gently squirm
V'here her swect meat mellows
Take a treat from her feet
For your legless fellows,
Little fish, swing and swish
On her flowing tresses

She would tingle to sec them mingle
With the watercresses,

"She is mad, loves a 0ad,®
Sickly souls are gloating.
Tell them, pray, on the day
They find Ophelia flosting,
She was gay, nelt to play
Little leaves a2=~boating.

~—-=—- Hyacinthec Hill
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the
INDEFENSIBLE
POSITION

V. L. McCAIN

Most of you have certainly rcad a number of the

artioles which have appecarcd since Hiroshima ae
the
ressibility of sirdlar rmtetions ococuring in h=

bout the mutations of the frult flies and

unan stock
Whatever thelr conolusions about the

gally gloomy about the results if they
0CCUres
ralsed on a det of supermen-e=la-wan Vogt
COUPany.
telepathy, telekinsis, etc. which seenm to

ation could kick into activity? What of

ibility and form~changing,

The experts weren't ccmpletely counting out sud
tor

poesidilities, They Just considered 4herm

probabil~
ity of such mutetions, the experts were univer—~
should
This was disheartening news to fans ’
and
Vhat about the many esp powers such as
lie
dormant in the human stock now but which a rut—~
the
new puper-intelligent rdnds? Not to mention s~
uch casual, but useful, little tricks as Invis—

trivial a possible gain to be weighted ageinst

the many more unfavorable mutations.

For, as
they explained, there are a limited (s very li-

rited) number of ways in which to censtruct the

human being more effliclently than the present, |

rodel or to give him some nore desirable new
powerss But thoro are an almost infinite nurm~
ber of ways of rmessing up the job, inyonc wko
hes cver watehed a novice working side by side

with a skilled expert at some Job knows this to
be truec cf other thinge beside the humar organ—
The ways of dolng sonetbdng wrong are cn~

The nurber of ways of doing it right s-

i9n,
dlc 38
trictly 1limited.

This carrics over into many fields including t-
Mest critics are well aware of this ,

Le arts.

which i3 why they resexrve their accoladea for a
small percentage of the totel items which core

under thelr observation.
are not popular peoples
er, the ind scrirmdnating sectlion of the
(by far the dargest portion) ignores then,
people whe should know betder attack the

te 2 haphazard thing at best, and pexhaps

Le a result critios .
The artists revile the
rublio
and
very
furction of criticism although it i3 fairly ea~-
sy t0 skow that without critiolism all art would
not
exiat at all except 28 an occasicnal outpourdng

c? exhubersnoce such as the child who lrprovises

e dancc out of sheexr Joy of living.
Parhaps fandcrm?s ablost critio 4is Redd Boggs

Yet 80 strongly does the anti-critical hias f1-
cw that Redd's name has beoor:e synonopous to o=~
uch of fandom with a mendel ploturce of a warped,

bitter hatchet—=man who has a paasion to tear
dcvm the efforts of othors.

Neverthelegs it is the function of the criticto
select what, ir bis opinion, aro the occasicnal
examples of something done right and when pecp—

cible ¢c try to show exaotly how and shy other
falled to nmeet these starndards.

¥any peonle conslder that a oritic is in a spe-
He is 8o steeped in whatever he
1s reviewing, observing practlioally ¢very con~-
far

clal category.

terporary example of the form, {that he 1s

B

riore scphisticated and blase abcut the whole
thing that the average man for whore 1t was
actually created. What the mar on the stre-
ot £inds stimulating and thoroughly satisfae
otory 15 brushed aside by the orlitlc as comm
pletely lacking in ordginality and interest,
even though perhaps technically sound.
This is undoubtably a valid ldea regarding /
the critic, and it connot be ignored as a
factor in the general lack of pralse one fi-
nds from an honost crltice On the other ha—
nd, the person whe, while st11l new to a fo=
m, finds such a work satlsfying willl frequ~
ently find if he returns to 1t after eaveral
years study in the field that the orltic was
right and the only value 1t Xas left is that
of nostalgia,
£3 one who hag tried his hand at amateur cx—
iticism a few tirmes I, too, have been accus=—
ed by gcme of carpirng over small details and
hyper~criticallty. I rmst plead puilty. It
ip wndoubtedly this tralt of scarching for
porfectlon in everything and being unsatisf-
icd with substantlally less whlolh leads 1o
y attraction toward the field of criticlsm.
But in addtion to the reascns menticned’
above I've fourd an aven better reason why
oritics rerely pralse and almost invariably,
pan.
Iike the human body, which can only be right
in s few ways and wrong in an endless nusber
our languade can prroduce a severoly curtalle
ed nuber of ways of expresglng approval.But
since things can go wrong in so rany ways of
expressing approvale But sincec things cango
wrong in so rany ways 1t is not too kard %o
find something new to say in analyzing a fa—
1lure. The words which one can use in prais~
Ing that which one approves highly are chic—
fly words which Hollywood has rade ridiculo~-
us by over-use. .nd rdlder terms tend to

put the suocess on the same lewvel with  the
‘interesting little story which indcated
the writer shewed premlset, a most wnfalr

verdiots The porson who enjJoys producing c—
ritlcal writing does not like to repect him—
self. For one thing he sounds to rmch 1 ike
the undisorirdnating person who writes to
nagazine edtors telling them how perfect e=
very story was. Soretines this is Just a ner
reader. But gonetiines 1t 13 the pollyanni-
sh indivi duel who likes everything, the lean
and stringy; $he not-~quite ripe; the perfect,
and the dawnright rotten; all equally well .
Such a person 1s undoubtedly to be envied
Ho almcst certainly enjoys life mcre than ae-
verage. But hips corments are of 1little val—
ue to2 the rest of ua.

So dvidt any wonder the oritic, unsdle to t—
alnk of sny new way of expressing approval ,
taken refuge in oriticizing what faults ha
can find and dubbing the rest only taccepta—
ble'?

Right now I am running 4nto precisely  +that
problers The reason for this analysis ofthe
structure of oriticism is to dndicate why
I'ni vnable to fully express ny pleasure but
also to let you know that the superlatives
aren't too stremg in this oase, but too weak
threugh overuse,



What has me happler than I can ever remerber
being previously in ry relationship with sc—
ience=fantagy 1s Lester del Rey's new magaz=—
ire FANT.SY, The cnly vaguely ocmparable cw
ocoagion was the first superb issue og GALAXY
s€mething Gold hamn 't core near matching sinoc.

Iike many others I considered UNKNOWN WO=
R LDS far finer than any other magazine the
£1eld has seen, The orly magazine whlch cv-
er approached 1t was 1ts sister publication,
LBTOUNIENG of approxirotely the gario poriods

Strect & Snith have long turmed a deaf
car to pleas to revive 1t, But now one of
the ccentributors to that magazine has brouge
ght cut hiw cwn publication, deliberately me
odelled after 4te X would never have beliew
ved that anyone but Campbell could ccie 80
close to relncarnating UNKNOWN.

Ls far 2s I'm conocermed every other pub~
lication in the field rales into insignific-
ance when ocmperced 4o this new magazlre,pro=
vided del Ray is able t0 maintain the stan~—
dard of the first issues (And I'nm thinking,
of GALAXY, LSTOUNIING, & MAGAZINE OF FANTLSY
vhen I rake that statement.)

The ragazine isn't perfecte. Almost half
its pages arc devoted to 2 long nevelet Dby
he late Robert B, Howard, which is almost
certainly inferior to any story of slmllar
length carried by UNKNOWN. I, persomally ,

have never been able to read more than two
pages of any Howard gtory, 3o cologsaly dull
do I find his ptories end so badly writtcn,

But the five reraining stoeries are really
remarkable 0 appear in one issue of a pros~
ent=l2y magazines In Campbeld's heyday  he
had no ccnpetitior for the oweam of the crop
Fut that L5 not true todey. I would rate dl
of the other five storles worthy of the olad
UNENOWN. Two marvelous ones, Poul Anderson's
"/ shtaru the Terrible® and the brdlliantly
handled ¥The Derons® by newcorer Robert
Sheckley are typlecal of WNKNOWN at its best.
FINTLSY 15 not yet on the levol with TRKNOWN
2t its prime. But it already 1s well ahea d
of the first half dozen issues when Campbell
was stlll feallng his way.

More important to rme than the quality of
the storles dhemselves is the re~orecation
cf the ffcel! of TMKNOWN in editorial poliey
2nd camenta, and in tye type storles used
snd the way writtens "ishtaru the Terrible®
couldntt hawe been rore typlcel of WX it
written by Sturgeon or De Carp speoifically
for that ragazine in 1942, 18 a sign of
deliglts to come the finest series  UNKNOWN
aver ran, the Harold Shea=dMathematles cf ma=-
fic trilogy 4s to have on additlonal chapber
in the next issue.

T can think of superlatives but thoy don't
adequately describe the way I fecd.

I heve hopes del Rey cannot only continue
his pollcy but improve the quality, although
I dcubt if any magazine could rise riuch abo~-
ve UNKNOWN. Certainly we won't have toomany
Robert Howard stories. The man hag been de=
ad well over a decade and he can 't have left
to0o roany unpublished storieg tehird. This
1s tkte sccond del Rey has printed this yeors

A1 1sn' clear on the path ahead for FLINTASY
(a ridiculously inept titlc for such an oub—
standing ragazine), del Rey does not only
have more ccripetiticn already than Cempboell
faccd but there 13 morxe yet to ccermes Lnother
UNKNOWN=~gtyled mmagazine is scheduled for caxly
appoaranccs. It is BEYOND, edlted by H L (A4,
‘the rap who deprived John Campdbell of his so=
litary splendor as kingpin 1n sf. .Any ragaz—
ine edited by Geld certainly nrust be reokoned
with ag a cormercial entity.

L8 to quality that is another nmatter, It f=
ollowing a walt=andesee policy. It cnoe loo~-
ked as if Gold would dupliocate Campbelltls ed-
itorial style and produce another, perhaps b-
etter, LSTOUNIENG. Instead he prodiced a2 ra=
gazine that was perhaps no better or poorer
than the present day ASF but *different? fram
Canpbelltsy oertainly far inferlor to the ASF
of 194049,

It rerains to be seen whetker Gold can ocre
any closer to a duplicetion of Campbell's to-
chrique in the fantasy fileld. Ordnarily ir=
itation 1s a sure road to sterdlity. In <the
case of UNKNOWN, however, the magazine appro=
ached vhat so many of us regard as perfectlon
in go many ways that to attempt to be 'orig——
inal® in thips field ig apt to produce some=~
thing like FANPLSTIC or the duller issues of
MOF. (The best storles in cither of these r—
agazines usually are quite UNENCWNish. )

One hopeful ormen is that Gold hes arnounced
he wlll featurc wishefullfilment type stordles
which reans they'll tend towards the humerous
and happy=ending. He lces not care for puro
horror. Since, with the natural and inevita—
ble exceptions, on the whole UNKNOWN's best
storics were its hurercus iterss and its poor—
est the horror storles thls could be goode E=
speclally since GALASY's worst fault has pro-
bably been Gold's artistic writing which has
led tc a pervarg dreariness and frequent
triviality in his scierse fiotion. The stor—
ies he's locking for ncw should escape  that
particular cursce

With Gold doubtless able to outdid him on
storles del Rey has a tough rcw to hce. And
T can't help hoping that Carpbell, unable %o
resist the slght of two of his cld HRKNOWN o-
ontributors reaping the frults he sowed, will
convince hils bcssea that a revived UNL N
would be a more profitable iter: than they be-
lieve. Although I realize that there almast
certainly aren't enough good UNKNOWHN——stylecd
storles to support three high guality fantapy
magazlnes, perhaps not even two.

Crne thing I ar: willing ¢o prediocta This
vew influx into the fantasy field will aldrost
certainly tend tc enccurage the move MAGAZINE
of F/NTASY was already raking towards using a
higher portion of sf in relation to its fan=
tasy. (Like del Rey & Gold, Lnthony Boucker
is also one of the better contributors to the
0ld UNKNOWN. )

There &3ill reneing one question. will
the fantasy magazines sell? Or were St.& S,
right 1n figuring they would losec noney on a
fantasy magazine? Book publishers havelearn—
ed to their sorrow thet they cantt sell fantasy



while sf is snapped up. The big postwar boe
o has been almost striotly in sf and is due
to Hiroshima and other scientific marvels,

But I feel Sand I realize this may be wi=
shful thinking) that enough of the people w-
ho have been won to science fiotion have the
icagination and appreciation to enjoy good
fantasy of the UNENOWN type now to support two
or three such magazines though perhaps never
will there be the large audience we now enjoy
for sf.
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[ on Canftin

There are some things that just arentt
discussed by peopley it's not etiquet=
te or sumtkinge.

Touzinsky; Like for instance?

Cantin; Well, like for instance psysilotherapy.
How many well=bred and college-wrought
people discuss physiotherapy in public
and before natural=born infants?

Canting;

Share; I see your point,
Cantin; I don't see yours.
Share; Of course not. I was chosen 'Miss I

don't see Your Points! of "¢ 1953, Besides, Dy
viceral functions are unbalanced,

Nydahl; I never get lost.

Stewart; I fail to see the oonneoction.

Shapiro; Don't feel bads It oan happen to anye=
one. It's in two dimensions anyway.

Watlcins; When we speak of measure, whether it

be of roney, extension, time, orweitht,

we use tems like $$, yards, hours, p-

ounds, rinutes, inches, MICRO=seconds.

(Plug? Plug!)) '

Which brings us back to physiotherapy.

Hey, Cantin, you've grown a foot since

I saw you last and there's a cue if I

ever heard one.

It only locks that way because I'm tal=-

lere ’

English; Ha. Hae. Ha. I thought she was refer—
ring to a physical foot. Ha. Ha. Ha.

Ellison; You were expecting maybe a mental foot?

English; Hae Hee Hae Drool.

Nydahl; I never get lost.

Venable; Of course, we could always spdit atoms.

Shares

Canting

Carr; Sure, lets split tomato atomse
Venable; Why?
Carr; They're bigger and easier to split.

Anderson; Do we have to split em, can't we Just
bruise em and let en go?

Wells; /8 we leave the snmall and beautiful is-
land of Hitchigooney, we hear the mour-
nful ory of the Key-bird..."Rey~rist it's(
cola:®

Nydehls T never get lost.

Hickran; The Uninted States is very conveniently
situated. If it were not where it is ,
people travelling from Canada to Mexico
would f£ind the going rough., Motor sco~
oters with solid rubdber tires would fa=
i1l to float. Irigating to the lungs.
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Riddle; Why is a mouse when it spins?

Watkins; When you come right down to it,
perhaps there are other things in
life besides sex.

Shapiro; Tepends how far you go.

Macauley; Anyway, what business does a pen=
guin have to sprain his ankle on
a'.marshhellow, anyway?

Cantin; Plagiarists are heard and not seen.
Anderson; Spoke like a true natchural bormed
poltergeist, first rate.

Cantin; There Jjust ain't no pleasin some
people.

English; Ha. Ha. Ha. I thought she meant a
physical fooct. Ha, Ha. Ha.

Cantin; Beavers are the best dam builders
in the country.

Nydahl; I'm lostoes

Boggs; I is a captian in the Aiudible Bird
Watcher'!s society.

Shapiro; Money is the root of all evilo.why
do you want $2?7??2

Stewart; MCRO= is good #X#dY fun...

Bloch; Ab comes from the country a=lookin'
for pitfalls.

Tucker; Today is Sunday and they is all
closed.

Harris; Cantin, don't you think it's time
you left?

Cantin; Yes.

HurglerfunkwistulopPeees

((ind a rotten banana to you, too, Ton))

000( o o o( o( o o o o *( #( s('o( o of .( l( t(‘(l( o( o ;( ofe

WHY TONYT YOU BY THE BYE BUY
STF TRENDS

IT*S & DISHFUL. MOR'N THAT, A ML.GAZINE FULL.

SEND YOUR MONEY TO:

LYNN HICKMAN, - 10¢
BOX 184 WUNNE RFUL
NAFOLEON EXCELLENT
OHIO JUST PLAIN
GOOD

‘t.“lt'#"....‘t‘.‘.t““

Starlanes
Starlanes
Starlanes
Starlanes

20¢ Orma McCormick

W. Hazelhurst
,55‘8' Ferndale 20, Michigan
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I should like to trke issue with THE GRE.T HE-
ACTION in the latest Scintilla. I will oon=
cede, of course, that in 1939 most of the fie-
1d wap in an advanoced state of decays AMAZING,
thick but lifeless, succeeded in presenting
perhaps a good story an issue, and this, while
certainly better than today's £MZ, was wupheld
gheifly by the marvelous ability of Nell Re
Jones; VONLER, degenerated into a blood-—=—and
thunder juvenile in whioh any scienoce was pu~-
rely coinoi dentaly however, I ocan see no Jugt—
ification whatsoever for the statement  "pulp
scienoce fiction before the a2dvent of John Cam~
pbell was a pretty sad affairf, The field be-
fore 1939 was not, statemernts in the aforemen~—
tioned crticle to the contrary notwithstandlng
on a strictly Juvenile basis-~~-the person who
ohooses to ocongider such gtories as THE ETER-
NAL WORLD~~Smith(1932), LLNMOST IMMORL.AL—HEALL

(1916 » THE CCLOUR OUT OF SP/CE Loveoraft

(1927 ) or TWILIGHT-—Stuart (1934) Juveniles

rust have a strange 1dea indeed of what oon=
stitutes a Juvenile.

While a dscreditor may, of ocourse, polnt to

the failing years of the magnzines as evldence

that they were alweys thus, it is not hard to

ascertain by examining a sizeable ocollection

that thesec magazines had their better momenis

-—-1933-37 for ASTOUNIING, 1929~1933 for VON-
1927-1932 for AMAZING.

Furtliermore, in my opinion, Gold is not foll-
cwing Coampbell 's vory good edltor——=but mere-
ly reverting to the 1939 TV!S tkpe, the only

difference being in that now he likes to pre~
tend hls magazine is CCLLIERS and adds  Just

enough solence to Justify the name solence x¥s
fiction; in 1939 the edtor of TWS must have

liked to pretend his megazine was AMERLCAN

BOY and continue to add solence agein more to

Justify the title than for any other purposes

SCIENGE FICTION PLUS is not, I believe, try—
ing to set STF back to the 1926 level—though
ttis right very well prove in the mature cf
an amelloration were it so-—-but rerely tring
to print readable and mature solence-fiction,
and not merely taking standare plozs and add-
ing a 1little gobbledegook, then naming the
result STF, ag do most other magazinos in the
field,

// Touche—LEA//

- — - - -_ - - -

I'1l probably be penned for ever printing a STF
quiz, and to0ld that it is only in the lower fa=
nzines, or went out with the '30s, but I really
thkink this particular guy can write a nice quiz.
James ‘dams has had one quiz in s0illy before
this. It was in the last issue. Unfortunately,
the ditto went vad and about twenty people didn-
't get ooplese I think the above quiz is even
better than the cne in lastish, Vhat are your

opiniona?

Y I T R N R (R R A R R

N I I T I

CUICQUIZ
by James Re. Adamp
SYNCNYM STUMPEPRS

In the stf titles belcw, one or more words have
been replaced with synonyms for those words.
Study these synonyms (in capitals) then pubsti-
tute in their place the correct words that will
bring the titles back into thelr original form,
In other words, replece the synonyms with sync-
nyms! For example, in title No. 1, ®POINT" mi-
ght be & good synonym:z for "POSITION®. To help
you ouy 2 little, we've placed the nzme of the
author to the right of each title., When you've
finished, turn %o the bottom of the page for t-~
ke answers and scoring chart.

1, The POSITICN Of SURVEY, by Stanley Weinbaum
2. PRECEIING.The DAYBRE/X, by Jchn Taine

3. NAME Him FIEND, by Henry Kuttner

4. VWhat INSI/NE CHEATION, by Fredric Brown

5, The SATELLITE FUDILE, by A. lerritt

6. The SLUMBERTR Is in INSURGENT, by Bryce Welton
7. NMASTER Of The TEMFEST, by Keith Hemmond

8, BELT Of The OFES, by Ae Merritt

9. HORFRID ASYLUM, by Eric Frark Russell

10. The CBSCUFRE GLOBE, by Henry Kuttner

- -— -— — -— - - - — —

MICRO~ The miorozine. It's really a good de~
al, This is LEA 2t the typer. I've recieved 2

issues sg far and it's excellent, Send to
Centip, 214 Bremer, Manchester, New_Hamsp_irePi ”
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We would especially like to thank M. MoNeil for
the 2bove article on pre~Campbell STF. Last is—
sue, we had s well-done article by Mr.Silvcrberg
thet attracted attention. We hope you like this
return-artiocle idea. It is clways more interes~
ting to see both sides of the question., Bye the
by, how do you all like our even right~hand rar=
gins? T think they definitely 2dd to scilly.
Opinionsg???
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CARR'S CRYPT

/
Teriry Lary

¥%oll, it's finally happenedj Larry Andergon Ic-—
volteds He sent my colurn back withk a request
to stop yakking adout San Franoisoo fanas. ({iay
I kave a round of applause at thia time?)) I
tad a niloe lengthy account of s Jim~dandy Loax
{purely lcoal thie time) that we pulled——ehim=
orous and all that. ((Yeak, & all that)) You
wwculd have chuckled and giggled until your eyes
watercds {(An omlon will do the Job quicker &
vheaper)) You would have finished resding it
({vamna bet)) with the reallza ion that you had
read scmething great, something to ring dcwn
through the history of fandem with a bright »
olear note. ({Nete, it might even have deafen—
cd you))

Put your edtor (and rdne) rejected ite((Plense,
cce more rcund of applause))

Yana, stand up for your rights! Don't let this
scoundrel rob you of the privilege of reading _
this masterplece ((?)) of witd Mske him primt
1t! ({If the postoffice says I can))

lpdorson, you're a ond, ((Only wish I werc, I
right be able to attract some girls then.))

I e sensebbbbenbAsesenIpe

Do you like to lock for pen-names too? Well ,
Lerc are a couple I noticed recently, First ,
in the initial issue of UNIVERSE SCIENCE FICIT-
CN, there are illustrations by Herb Ruud and
Be ¥ Tuure Spell elthor of them backwardsessss
And, in the July, 1953 issue of PLANET STORIES
there's a story by eomeore named Kickson Gordon.
Transposcd, ttat's Gordon Mckson, an up-and-——
cerdng young writer from Mnneepolis.

L] ® L4 *
~rember that Yakeoff on Mickey Spillanc (Icky
Spilligore, es David Rike calls him) in STAR

SCIENCE FICTION STORIES? Well, here's a nest
bit frem ®Stowaway® by Mack Reynolds 1nUNIVERSE
SCIENCE FICTION: .

There was a gentle knook at the wardroca  door
and the four of them locked up at the rceasscan
who 8tood there, soriewhat pervous st belng in
officer's ccuntry.

$Yes, Spillans?® Jonny Norseo sald,

-

L ] ] [ ] L ]
The snience ficticn £321d is underdgoing a rarid
okange as far as leaders are oonderncd. Yany

of the top writers have dropped oute A E. Van
Vogt dropped out shortly after Dinnetlecs  ocorme
up (though I've heard he plans to weturn scen),
and Henry Kuttner & C L Moore have been out for
sore time. Bradbury and Heinlein, still ackno=
wlcdged leaders of the fleld, scem %o have grad
vated to the slicks now, Murrasy Leinsier hasrt
written anything of matisfylrg lendgth 1r the
lagt few years excert a medioore novells in AM-
AZYNG, John D. MacDonald hag been almost tota—
1ly ahgent from the field lately, his only ap-—
rearaneco~—aside from a few scattered short sto-~
ries—heing the recent Back, "Ballroom In  The
Sk:y'.

Yho wlll %2ke the place of these wrdters? There
are rany new wrlters 1g the field today tut not
rsany are able to ralse thelr heads above the ma-~
53s Undoubtedly the most heralded new writer cof
recent years is Philip Josc FPamere If he deve-
lopes, he will become one of the truly great wr—
1ters of scienoe fictiony if he doesn t, he i3
doomed to falle He has a definite talent for
creating fasoinating backgrounds, as evidencedds*
by *The Lovers¥, ®Mother®, and SMoth and  Rust®:
however, 2ll too often, he wrltes in a ranner w-
bich oonfuses the reader——%Sail Oni®* is a good X~
smple of thise

inother prordsing new writer is Robert Sheokley,
who turns up in Just about every sclence Ziction
magazine on the market. Hls storles are very go-
odw=go good, in fact, that he was inoluded inthe
all~-star llnup cf STAR SCIENCE FICTION  STORIES.
However, he seems t0 have little desire tc wi”.l”
longer stoxies (though perhaps he hap not feltzw
propcrly situated in the fleld up to now),

Next to Fancer, the most heralded new writer of
the T&eld 1s Deniel ¥ Galcuye, who wxltes ratker
well but certainly is not stertlingly great.Har-
ling seems to thirk so thoe

Another talented newocmer is Chad Oliver, who
graduated from the fan racking via SUPER SCIENCE
STORIES. Now he appears in such magazines ag
ASTOUNTENG SCIENCE FICTION with feature stories.
Other prordsing new writers are Frark M.Robinnon,
Philip K, Mck, Boyd Ellanby, Charles E. Fritch,
Mrisn A dePord, /Richard Vathescn (the best new
fantasy writer since bradbury),\Shexrwood Spring~
er, Gordon Mckaon, and countlegs others  whose
naces slip ny rdnd at the mcrent.,

A lot of artiste’ have been dropping out, too. B-
aergoy, of ooursc, dled recenfly, ard bothe Cart—
fer and Bck are said ¥o bé gone frem the ficla.
Bok, however, has more artwork showing up now {1-
han wher he was illustrating faniasy rcgular ly,
and Caxtler has been appearing in OTHER WORLIS
(whether this 1s new worc or backlog ¥ don't kn~
ow)e Napoli soers to be all but gene from  the
field, since he appears only in WELRD TALES nowe
There are many, nany new artlsts in the fieldy,
The most prolific of thege is Ecward Alexanocer
Ershwlller, whose woxrk appesrs all over the fie~
1d, frcem Planet o GALAXY, under the neres ofmex
Frsh, Emsler, Ed flexander, Viller, and possibly
moree His work is good, but he will never be a
great artist,

About the best new artist is Frank ¥ Freas, ano-
ther fan~turned=pro who seerms to be a cross of
one=<tenth Finlay, cne~tonth Bak, and eightfontls
Froase Hls covers for WELRD T/LES in partioular
are oxcellent.

inother WETRD T.LES find is Joseph Eberle, whose
work is greatly rerdriscent of that of Finlay .
Eberlo has recently begun to byanch sut to other
flolds, alpos

Jon irfsirom is another WEIRD T.LES artist { and
another fan~turned=pro), but he appears rather
infrequently.

Other new irk—splashers are J fxcany (not very g-
oods, Ton Beeclhanm (good), flex Schorburg {  not
really new, but recently returncd o the = field
~excellent for covers), Walter Popp (rather
good, but rot well-adapted to scicnce fiction il-

lustrating;, Srith {pretty good), Bill Ashman
gvcry good), and countless others., <You'!ll be
eeing them in the stf mags yourself,
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UNF]-E\ISHED BUSINESS

I have come to a big fat oonolusion that there
are, no doubt, meny unfinighed masterpieces
in the SF line lying about, thither and yon in
various writers and would=be wxiters® drawers
and desks, Idkewige are oountless others whiw
ch perhaps cnded too soon or mayhap dled ab-
orping. For example » leave us teke the super—
thrlller I onoe started entitleds
JETS AWAY.
eeec:3,076,008% miles away from the Gre=—
en HEills Of Earth, (by permission of  the
ocopyright owner) , Space Offiocr Metaxis gl
arced at his instrument panel and adjusted
several dozen fauoets and other gadgets,t¥hen
leaning back, he relaxed for a momend and
1dly polished the gold mountings on hisspace
, « Patrol Merit badge as his supersunderatom io
Jets out through the silence of space. Peor—
ing inte bis Gernsback view-finder,-he @aw
a alight burp flashing soross the soreen .
Instantly he aléexrted his self and begarn ture
ning dals and things.
%ihal® he shouted into his helmet and well
pigh  deafened himselfs "It oan be none oth-
er than him==or maybe he=Black Beetle Bart,
The Soourge of the Spaceways?dli®
Little 414 he know, however, that Black Bee=
tle Baxt had seen him first and even now,was
maneuvering his spaoe oraft to o position
behind the little Patrol ship, ocentering its
image on his blasting soreen.
Mrfearf,® sniokered Black Beetle as he cal—
ibrated his atomic cannon, disintegrator and
eleoctric shaver, %now I'll blast bim intolid-
tle bitty pieces.?
80 he pressed a button and & d just thate
(IR AENEEIERS RN A 3
You oan readly see, there did not seem tobde
muoch point in contimuing at this Junoture,so
I degan an Aristotilian eplop
THE WORLD OF A-U
The huge earthoraff, Mehuman, after nine ye—
ars in gpace, settled dewn slewly in the ba=
ckwash (it was Saturday) and landed gentlyon
the unknown, unexplored little planet 5omew=
here west of Suez. (203,000,000 miles, tobe
exact, )
Captian Spotiswood signalled his officersemd
each busied himself with his own appointed B
task, by remote or robotic oontrol. [Lieut,
Ambrose tock samples and tested the atmosphe
ere and olimates Lieut. Agnew ocarefully te~
sted the water and soild of the strande pla=—
net Lieut. Alphie tock plotures and made tr—
angorliptions to be heard at a more onvenient
time and Corporal Anderson made a ham gand-~
wich which bhe also tested and the Captaln
dld a exotlo olog dance in his Joy at 2£ingd-
ing an earthlike plapet so mear his home.
Lfter the teats and stuff had been studled
and approved by the Captain, he ordered. the
ort holes opened and the men orawled out.
The designer of the ship had forgot to put
a door in the oraft.)
"We are herel!®™ announced the Captain as he
did a pratfall frem s port hole, landing in
a olearing entirely surrounded by a B8pecies
of bush whose foliage rerinded one of the
hair of an Australian shesp doge

~
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"How true,? agreed >d Ideuts. Am'brose, Agnew and Al=
phie.

8hug-but where?® said a volce from within the bu~
shes and in a trloce, out sprang a native of the
planet who, by some strange oolnci denoe spoke En=-
gl’.aho

Be or she, or perhaps it, was a furry ocreaturs
with five legs, a rotund body and a puuch and so-
mewhat reserbled a mangy kangeroo without a tall=
~w=one who had been sick for some time, that is.
YHowi" sald the Captian, in his best pigeon Engl~
ishe ®™What planet named thio fellcw planet?®
BAsT. ® replied the native, orossing his feet.
"Who, Me?® inquired Lnderson, who always wanted
to get into the aote

®No-not "Who me?, A=U.® returned the native, urcz
ossing his feet.

"Hey who?¥ asked the Captain, beesling his brows.
"A-U," ingisted the pative, stamping several of
his feet.

Who, me?" murmured Lmbrosee

"Who's on £irst?" inquired .nderson.

At thls point, the dialogue began to resemble so=
mething out of ibbot and Costello, so I dsocarded
the first 16 pages and turned to a proposed Brad-
bury imitation called MARS IS BLUE.

This had to do with an exploratory space ship wh~
ioh landed in a depolate, mountainous terrain and
after the ocoupants had dlsembarked and started §
down a winding path, they oame upon an unwashed 8
female engaged in hepging up certain artioles of
female apparel known as bloomers.

Yhen the Captain pointed the girls exclaimed®Mars?
80 the explorer fanoled that they had.landed on
Marg and after several dozen soreamingly funny
pages of mlshaps, it turned out that the ship had
migoaloulated distances and had landed in the
hille of West Virginia and the girl, not underste
anding thelr Yankee accent, had thought they were

* inquiring whose blocmers whe was hanging up, 8o

she replied Marg." (They were blue, I hasten to
mention. )

After ghowlng this to an assoociate and observing
that ingtead of going into bursts of laughterthat
he threw up, I deolded to return Mars to Mr. Bra-
ab and went into other fields.

4nd L must not forget to mentlon the one aboutthe
world famous solentists who had spent years and

. years in his attempt to dleocover the perfect cure

for all the 111ls of mankind--a disoovery that wec-
uly bring health, long l1fe and many beniits o
markind, So, Just as he wasa on the verge of per—
feoting hls life~giving £luid, he d ecided it ne-~
eded one more ingredient, so, tilting a amall bo~
ttle, he let drop one trickle into hig preciou s
fluid. So it exploded and biew the earth 4o pleces.
likewige, there was the one I proudly entitle 4
“10,000,000 BOX TOPS" whioh wag about scme 10,00~
000 ohildren of earth sending into scme manufa=
olarer of WEBET ROOTS-_That Debtor Gesuny. In
return, they each got a replioca of Captain Rooti=
es msinte%rator gun.In trylng out their new dfuns,
they turned them on thelr doting parents and
integrated them into atcms.Seemed as though the
guns_really worked,
It also seemed as though I had read something li-
lf? that somgwherg once, 80 to be safe and not haw
safe, 1 t up.’ And again, speaking of un=
finlshed things, there is THIS articleciecs...
Hoprdy— 4ha <nd
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Lerry Balint;
Dear Larry,

T tock Scintilla over to Ron Ellik's house
last Sunday so I don't have it and oan't say
much ag I thumb thru the thing as I um11¥
do, He's reading it along with a stack o

other zines to review in X¥lantis, His col~
ume,

What I do remember 1s thigwwe=eseyou're repre
oduotion was very good., Except in minor sp-
ots where the print didn't come out. The en=
tire deal was very neat and only wish I cou=-
14 bave done as well when I bad my hekto.
Don't sorsam, I know you have a spirit dup.
I'm not entirely stupide I don't think,
Everyone else does, tho,

Fantastically,
Larry
Lyn» Hickmanj;
Dear Larry,

Recieved the two Aissues of Scintills. En~-
Joyed them muchly. The only thing I reall y
dislike, is that you wuse too much reprint
material from other fanzines. Hate to read
something again I read not long agos Also
noticed you (used) the 1il £fly +thing frem
STF Trends although there was no credit line
Your magazine is certainly improved from the
first few issues you sent me, Will look for—
ward to the next issue.
Yo's,

Lynn
((we1l, Lynn, it was like this about that
11l fly <¢hings I had heard 1t before, so
I ddn't assume you thot it original with

ient in Latine, et ego amo legemwe alium lat~
inium, sed non plurimim, Latinus meus pes-
simus est, seb habeo tempus bonum dum soriboe
in lingua 1lla, Vale

Yours TRULY is going into business with Kend
Corey on his A LA SPACE. Buy a oopy, 15¢ at
bex 64, Enid, Oklahoma¥she

Watoh for same interdMdnl oneo=sghots from
this area.
Sincerely, .
Vic Waldrop
JTe
((Have heard that the nmext A LA SPACE has b-
een delayed, not folded, but discontinueds))

Bod Silverberg;
Dear Larrys

Let's Just say I was flabdergasteds I've
never recieved quicker service from any fan=
ed; seven days after I submit the artiocle, Y
recieve a ocopy of the magazine containing it.
I was also somewhat awed to see that the th=
ing I had spent a whole afternoon on tool up
Just one page of your new type,

Solilly #8 was very good ; the qhange in your
mag lately is remarkadle, The format is ju=
st a bit sloppy, as in the early large-ssige
Sships; we were both learning tge ropes of a
new format, and it +takes time, I trust as
soon as you've got your new typewriter under
ocontrol, you'll be turning out a mag which
looks as fine as your oontents page layout,
KL you take time and Justify your right~
hand margins, your typeface will look most
Professional. ((Well)) I think the justifi=
ed margins had a great deal to do with Sshl=
p's success; it gives the mag an air of ocon=

your zine, Sorry if I offended.))
Terry Carr;
Dear Larrys

fidence and poise.

And no, Sixth Fandom is not quite dead.Sship,
vhich aotually dates from fifth fandom, is ste
i1l very muoh alive ; Oopsla , Opus, 0, of.,
all seem to have faded away, which is a pity.

~But so long as Sship clings to lif e==and it's
"a lot more alive than moste==Sixth Fandom will
oontinue to live. And SOL, though hardly in=
fleuntial, is still alive, and STF Trends. And
Utopian, and Peon. We're not through yet.

Sincerely

Bob
A ]

Morve Snyder hed a very long, very tearing lete
ter about here, but unfortunately, I don't have
the space to print it. It amounted to the fact
thet scilly was unreadable, uncouth, and he' 4
Just love to see it fold. Noticed, tho, he & d

Comments on Sointille now: McCain was inter—
esting, McCormiock amusing with her story, Wel-—
ls interesting, "As I See it" thoughtful, the
poetry average fan=poetry(which means I didn't
lixe it) , the Bergeron fillers were good and
bad (best on page six, worst on page 18), the
cover famdllar...((If it's good enough for
COLLIER'S, it's good enough for scilly))
muchly left out here
0ld Fandams never die, they just fade awaye.ss

Snurfeee

Aw, now I've made myself ory.e.

Sinoerely, encloge two bits for & few more issues. Oh, ye~
Terry Carr ah, he elso mentioned the cover as being asinine,
sfafofefsfofafofofofsfolofofefofsfofofsfofefsfs{  the contents page as demented doodlings by a 3
Vic Waldrep; year old obild, and s few more scathing remaris.
Thanks, Larry, ’ :

Yell, Marve, old kid, you also know what to do
with your opirnions. Scilly isn't quite yet pro,
not even a really good fanzine, dut we sure heve
a heck of a' 1ot of fun pubbing it, Criticisms
are weloome, but not adored.

yabbeditor

Thanks for Scilly #8, and thanks to Charwel=
1s for thegoboo in his columm. Love yo all's
moro typer,

Dic Charwells eum esse melorem in verdba fac=



Charles Wells

I had me a colunn half typed out already in
which I reviewed several British fanzines, but
when ed. fnderson told me +to hurry up and get
the column to him I locked it over and threw
it out. Vhy? Beoause +this isnt't a review
oolumn, or is it? But that means now I gotta
“litzkrieg this here thing out in one day-——&if
hoadn't  decided tb throw +that other colum
sut T wouldn'™ have to do thats If he hadn't
of told me to hurry up I wouldn't have noticed
that I was devoting nearly all my columm to
three British fmz and you would have been
reading o review right now instead of this
tripes It's all Anderson's fault, ch, folks?

Yo interparenthesesed cracks, Larry.

&#So T can get slong without parenthesses, la-—
zybones. Yo jus so slow, anywey.#&

I'm beginring to think this microcosm we so
lovingly call fandom is being irvaded by mon——
sters from Outer Space, or something. What I
mean iss lookat all these lil tiny zines conme
ing out +these dnys. First, there was Terrry
Carr and Peter Groham With all their postcard
size zines, and then was don Cantinfs MICRO-,
and just todey I got = new zine entitled STIg-
My, from one Ronald Fleshman, 403 Fast Mel-
Lorne Aves, Silver Spring, Md. There's &
plot., They are sending out those small zines
co we'll try to read them and go blind, and
they theytll invaied This is similer to the
irvasion of Bob Stewarts that's golng on ot
this very moment. Wonder if therec's any oon=-
nection? 1

for the

Zno gaurde, fans! Gird yourselves

attock!?

Soon after writing that last instalment of SW,

T decided not to organize that political perty

after 211, Too much trouble. Besides, nobody

wrote in saying they would be interesteds So,

there vill be no Seventh Fandom party. I cry.

I» the 1last issue of Scintilla ( does +that

rome  sound fardliar? ) Vernon MeCain in his

20lurm goes on a tirade against dictionaiies.

Well, just let me say here that that 1is what

Lt'gy allus believed, +too. Dictionaries are

not alsays behind the times. thog sometimes

they are just plain wrong. Often they will de—
fine or prorourse 2 word in a2 way that it hasd
never been used or pronournced in any period of

the history of the language. 4ind unfortunnte~
ly, very o#ven Just becausec of that, that

usage will besome correct just because the

dotionary scys so., Take the word ain't. This

word wos origirally the perfectly good con-
traction a'n't, for AM NOT. It is still used
that way in Britain. But because 1t changed
its pronunciation to AIN'T in fmerica—a per—

fectly natural shift-=—and because it came to
be used in other persons and nuvbers o8 well
es the first persen singular grammerians and
Hetionary maokers alike forbade it from the
lengunge and eventuclly had their way, in edu-
cated speech, at least.

There is no particular advantage in saying;
I'm not

youfre not (you aren't)

he's not (he isn't), etc.

Vhen one form would suffice for 21l thesver—
sons;

I a2in't

You ain't

He ain't, etc.

But the grommarians didn't consider that.

They ddn't consider +the spirit of the lang-
uage or the tendency toward leveling irnflece~
tions in the longuage when they niade us say;
it is T

whe 1 the people wanted to say;

it is me.

ind the grommarians  don't have ledic on their
side ot 2ll, as they claim dhey do. It isn't
logic that tclls us that we rust use the nomi-~
native case after the verb is when we use the
accuastive after 2ll other wverbs, with =2a
couple of excepticns. Ner is it logic that
we should say;

the reascn is that....

instead of

the reasor is becausc,...

In both such cases the only reason we¢ are sup-—
pesed to use thosec oonstructions is because
the Romans did when they spoke Latin, and the
gragmarians  regarded Latin  os a logical lan-
guage, which it is not.

They say we should not say;

I dan't do nothing

because it 1is not logical. Now in this caose,
the preblerr is open to two irterprctetions.
One is that +the +*wo negntives coancel each
other and tlc above sentence really nicons;
I &d sorething,

This is whot the logiclians claim. But there
is another interpretction, that the nrepatives
strengihen etch otherse ind this is what =
person means 1f he chonees to use 2o double
negative, and sirce it is what he reans, vhy
call it illogical? Mot ever the riost logica 1
Judge, wher confronted by a creck who ways hot-
ly; "[ didn't do rothing, yer Lonor."

will take that 2s an admission of puilt and
lock the crock up just becnuse sare  grarmar—
ian said his two negatives canccl each other,
The judge knows what the drook neans, the jury
knows what the crock means, in foct everyune
in the courtroom kneows what the crook rewns
and acts accordirgly. It would be highly
illogical to do otherwise.

over



But enough of this. One last ¥hing; don't get
the idea that I am 2dvocating using the dougle
negotive or saying Aain't; I am simply saying
that there was no real justification in try-
ing to abolish them frem the language. liow
that they are abolished in ecducated language
nt least we should rot wusc them until the
srarmarians  staxyt teaching that we shou 1d
again.

went and made me do,
toke ro backialk from

Now look

Vernons I
you, 5ecCa
((Betcha anything, you'll take i% from Shelvick))

whet you have
ainft gone

——CVi
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WELL, I guess here's as good a place as any to
start reviewing fanzines.

KOMET #2-—Xarl Olser, RFD #2 Allendale, N. J.
15¢ thisk., 3/25¢. This is the mogazino, whi-
ch, until closely &xordined, reserbles a great
decl SOL. This is not becouse of material. I
think the material in KT is sorewhat super ior
to that of {SOL, but they are put out on the
same type of lialf-size rmimeo. I would rate -
ish of XOMIY =s greatly improved, and very much
worth whileld

SEV..GRLM #le--Van Splawwm, 4942 West Pine Blvd.
St LouisB, Missouri. Sevagrar:i is a2 nicely dae
little article, 82x1l, with the clearest of

duplication',..r:ﬁ.meo. Most of the material re-
prirt., This zire, if it ever gains a fow pag-
es, ond gets o little original meierial could
ge placess. ,00PS, nearly forgot.

ZONFUSION $15=—=Sheclvick, Box 493 Lynn Hoven ,
Florida. You 211, by this time, have heard of
df. It's the present leader of the field of
VS zines, ar¥ I'm afreid will be until QUANDRY
returns, Thish runs about 30 pages of near ly
minmeo ' roterial. Cover vis a wicked wonan
with her pet ug=-ug, Wetch cf. for 2 new nove-
1ty..."Whots In The Bag.," It is 2 small papcr
bag wit soup'n in is. The current rumour is
that this will introduce = new gine:nexiisl:.

OMEGL #1-~—-~Keith Joseph, 105 Richland Ave,San
Francisco, California. Omeda rinkes 2 good im=—
pressicn arriving in the neil, mainly due to
some plagarized POGO cortcon figures cn the b~
ack page. Legal size. The meterinl, what you
con read, is fair. The duplication, brightbut
sloppy..scolored mimeo ink. OGuote from O megeo
"The Fonzine To End A1l Fanzineso " let’s just
hope it ends itself,

BOO{——0re of the Bob Stewarts, 274 Arling ton
Street, San Francisco, Califormia, BOO storts
out with o superb blue mimeo cover, but goes
on”. to reveal poor mimeographing, poor rmateri—
al, and sub=stonderd qualitye. My 2dvice to
Bob is to wait for a 1little better materinland
to improve the stencil typing. Sorme art fair,
but ricst indecipheradle,

BREVZINE (I prefer to leave off the "AIWENTULES. )
* Vol 2 No 4—Fantasy Pocketbook Publications, 5081
West 18th Street, Cicero 50, Illircis. Brevzine,
concerncd mainly with fiction, is a nice excepti-
cn to rwost fiction zines. It doesn't stick sire-—
ight to fan ficticn....just SF stuff, but uses a
few off-trzil stories. Very neat rimeo job.
Buys...10¢ 3/85¢

STLR ROCKETS #3—cddress and nearly 2ll of inte--
rior matter unintelligitle e to pbor mincoing.

MLZZAPPE $2-~—Wolter E Samurs, 927 Soquel ive. ,
Santa Cruz, California. Mainly concerned with a
long fiction piece by Retlaw Snevets, tkat should
have boen forgottens Good format & duplication.

_Shows promisce

MICRO—£3 Don Cantin, 214 Bremer, Manchester,
Ne He There's sex, then therc's sex'!s best rag-
azine bocster..,Mcro. The cover is as corny as
they come, 2 "three dimensional" jcb, Just one
rore hunka corny sex. Tone on a postcare min eo
with superb results. BNF's flock ther by the
scores, ..wunner if the sex has anything t- do
with 1%? Contents are very good, with very good
11les, but the cover detracts fraa the whele is-—
suc. 10¢ 3/25¢

VULCAN #2

% TerryCarr, 134 Cambridge st., San
Francisco, Califorria. V appears t2 be an over—
stuffed, poorly-mimeo'd, dramatized editien of
the Ladies Home Journal., It has all of the thrll
of an issue of the National Geographic, with . ~
lot more poetry., It's bright, with three or

colors of ink, and even a nearly readable photo—
lith page, with a coupla ditto'd pages throwvm in

Just for variety. 10¢
SPLCESHIP -3 21-~—-Bob Silwverberg, 760 Mort—
gomery Street, Brooklyn 13, N. Y. The last 1ish

of Sship was the fourth (?) annual issue. It wes
superb, a2s usual., Had a2 photo cover, %tape bind-
ing, and meny other such welcome features. The
cover was particularly impressing, along with a
long article on H. G. Wells, DBuy this'n for su-
re. 10¢ 3/25¢

ASFO #2 ~Jerry Burge, 57 B. Park L=2ne, N. E.
Atlanta 5, Georgia., This zine, the embodie ment
of C/SFD, is just as nice a zine as the fielden
produce. I know you'll all be disappointed to
hear that T on Mrcauley is dropping the editor-
ship of ASFO. He's moving to another locetion ,
but there, he will revive the old COSMAG. Cor—
rection, you should now write to ASFO, 415 Pavil-
lion St, S.E. Atlanta 3, for ASFO. 15¢

SOL #8 ~-—Drve Ish, 914 Hammond Road, iidgewood,
¥. J. Sloppy mimeo job, as usual, but the usual
interesting material. Letter column is particu-
lorly interesting this time.

FANTASIAS §6memmnaer Deve English, 63 W. 2nd Street,
Dunlirk, M. Yo I can't see why Iove picks this
dark, dingy color for paper. Sloppy mimeoing,

ot that. Sorta funny review of fandom by Nelson
in which he f2ils, not quite misercbly to portrey
fantomn truly.



VENATIONS—Normn Browne, 13906-1014 /venue, o PLON® - 27===Charles Lee Riddle, 108 Dunham
Edmonton, Alberta, Canade, This is the unig- B Strcet, Horwich, Conneticut. Thish of Peon
ue pay-cs=you=-recieve magazine. Norman lcav- . as usual is nicely prepared and interesting
eg the price of the mag up tH you until you . with its all=over coverage of fandom. The
heve read the mg, This lost ish had helow + mimeographing of this zine mekes it ome of
average multilith arbwezk, but the lack of ¢ the best mimeo'd zines in fandem. 15¢ 12/33.
artwork is made up for by nuerous superior s
articles. No set pri-. ? «  FANTASTA 3% 3( 7)==larry Balint, 3255 Golden
; « Avenue, Long Beach 6, California, Nimeo®d.
STF TRENIS 4 12———Lynn Hickman, Box 184,Nap= + This is one of the shorter zines, in which
oleovn, Ohio. STF TRENDS, one of the few sur- » I make a few scilly remarks about airpla ne
vivors of the 6th fandom, presents a  below- + plants, Pob Stewart has Cregg Calkins all
par issue this time. It is mostly letters , + wound up on OOPS, and meny othcr vari~happ=
end lacks its usual careful varityping. « enings. 5¢ 6/25¢
Maltilithed, 25¢ $1. per annum. A
! . REVIEW /5 wews=Vernon L. McC2in. RF D ¥3,
FIENIETT. #3-—Charles Wells, 405 E. 62 St., « Nampa, Idaho. Now, Vernon®ll probably kill
Sevannah, Georgiae The usurper of 7th  fan= + e for printing this review of REVIEW, but
dome, The Q of 7th fandame Charles’admirably + I think it must bec dome. Rev has a  +total
repleoes her Highness, LeeH with his quiok #t, » circulation of 30, It is kept this was as
outstandimg imagination, and general superior . a benifit to the travelling author and cdi-
quality of materizl (I'm in it) if not  dup- » tore It is strictly for trade, no subs or
lisntions Cherles finds out (or so hethinks) « saless It's ditto'd, and has reviews of a
who wrote & published ENIGM., last mystery « fgood many fanzines and most of the  better
of Carr's Crypt in scillye. It turms out tobe « prozines in it. Recommended best stories ,
Lt Wesleyl! I must admit, my column is  of « and many other features, including letters—
superior quality, you know. Don't you? Mzt~ » towthce=editor, Rev has no artwork and a v-
erial by Cantin, Anderson, Cantin, Russel, e cry simple format., It's the innards thaot
Cantin, King, Cantin, Parker, and then theres « counts, boys. For trede only. {VYou should
n little bit by Cantin, too. 10¢ 3/25¢ « have heard Bob Johmnson of OFRB kick about t-
« rading ORB for it!d?)
PENDULUM % 7——=Bill Venable & Don Susan, 610 a
Paric Place, Pittsburgh 9, Pennsylvania. This . SCIENCE FICTION £ May=—Therc's no denying
Pendulum features the litho cover by Bergeron « where this baby goese Although it does ap~
end usual bright contents page. Somp'n by « pear on the newsstands, can you deny that 2
Clancy, Gibson, & others. Pendulum in one of « fanzine of the truc o0ld gender is back? Ve
the more-~secldom, but better fanzines., 15¢ = hope that this fanzine will be 2 great suce-
« cess, and it vill, if it'll only get some of
SCINTILL/ 4% Be==Me, Here, Very poor dittoing « our superior fan fiction. 35¢
Jjob last time, but on the whole a well-~filled +« ({Apologies to M. ltNeil at this pbiht)))
igsue. Tesn't say more for fezr of boasting. o
- g ' * As surely a5 we stonped in the last column
* we'll try to stop here, but therc'll proba=
* bly be same laggers that will get in befére
CA A I A SOOI RN EI00REIENIENRERDOENEANEORIEROA Y the stencil is un.

Adiose
WELL, HE'S DONE IT 4GAIN...

Fritz Leiber, of course. He's reaffirmed my
conviction that he ranks among the bighest in
the present~dzy field, if not the  highhest.
He's monaged it with a short story in  this
Gelaxy for July called 4 B.LD DAY FOR SALES.
This is one of the best short stories of 'S3
and in my estimzate, the best so fare See
what you think.

e Aram T
H . Ol

SOVERTISING

I sometimes wonder what fans must think of
me soattering my editorial over the pages
like this. I think it's a better method
than lumping it 2llin one bunch. You can
say what you think befors you forget it.

By the bdbye, I can really, truly say somp*® n
with the editoriel ™we® now. 7Yep, I've got
an assistant editors Mss Jean Dracon, ple
eage step up and take 2 bow, She promises
to meke me divide my words correctly, not
as I usually do. Then ther's the matter of
durmying up a presentadble page.. . She
edited 2 sohool paper & annual this year.



ROBEJ f\/ G/—\JL

CHURL, the viilage half-wit, halted in the ga-
therinyg dusk as he ocare abreast of the colum
of villa:s‘ers nlodd*ng in from the fields, Kis
eysc Ziramed with ofiear purpose as he eagerly
soanned the line of weary marchers. Then adr-
uptly a duil £ilm seemed $o drop cwer his eyeos
Jn awkwerd siump appeared in his broad, powep
ful shoulders, The livfle yellew dog #mying
al his heedls lodked wp with an eager whine,

The end of $he lime -was &rawing cGoser, Chuxl

Bew thet Welder -was .next 4o the end. Behind -

him was Vaige, and dxrectly dbehind Vrigg stal~
Led a Venwsian Galut, an eleotsdo whip in bis
hands, rear gaurd for the colurm. For a mom=
ent Churl hesitated. Walder must be warned
to be ready tonight, but with the Venusian so
closeeess

Churl slouched oarelessly toward the line, his
eyes dull, his mouth hanging open, ready to
utter one word that would let Walder knowe. Too
close.

The Venusian sprang forward and struck at Chud
with the whip, & sidilant ourse upon his 1lips.

Churl ocowered back as he felt the shock of the
lash. The line of marchers went stolidly on=
ward, though Walder slowed his paces Too well
they knew the penalty for interference with a
Golute=too well to risk death by even a show
of curiosity.

"Fo0ld? the Venusian hissed in his native ton~
gue, "Would you oross the path of Gursk, Golut
of the village?®

Churl cpwuraé efen tore, but- the iction brought
bim closer to the scaly skinned reptillian or-
eatures The little yellow dog trotted casual=
ly behind the Venusian, wunocticed. Churl spr—
ang with a swift, oat=like leap, his head cat=
obing the Golut in the middle, sending him sp~
rawling over the dog's back. Churl's hands
closed on the soft throat and oclung there until
the creature stopped thrashing and squirming,
When he released his grip, the 1little yello w
dog sprang with a savage snarl and tore at the
Venusian's throat until it was utterly and
thoroughly deads

Churl orouchbed in the gloom as Walder hurried
back to him.

9Géod Lord, Churli® Walder whispered, " This
is no time to take chances like thati®

T had to see you, Walder, and I came too close.

He would have killed me."

L hope it's dark enough," Walder said., ®We
are within the scope of the *visors here,
If one of them is watching you are out of
luck, "

"No matter,® Churl laughed softly., "Word
has finally come. Their last space ship is
lost in the void, and with it the knowledge
of how to build another.?

Are you sure?"

"I am certain. Shawn has been 2t the ‘vig=
or for nearly three months, intercepting-

their messages from the Emperor at the hot
springs of Craddo. He waited until <hey
verified the loss absolutely, until it was
certain that the ship's feul supply wculd

‘have been exausted. He has just broughtme

the word."

Walder's eyes sparkied as he gryipped Churlts
shoulders "Our moment has come to strikel"
he sald. "Tonight at the place, we will
finish ouwr plans. Spread the word, Churl.
I twst, get back in line before I am missed."
Walder raced away in the darkness. Churl
and Rikkl, the little yellow dog, f£ollowed
swiftly behind him,
Nz

C\

)&ﬂ

A thousand years, 6Ghurl thought, were about
to be avengede The Venusian invaders had
made slaves of earthmen with their fantasgtio

_ science, but earth living had made them soft.

Even the master race on Venus had lolled in
luxury bought of earthmen's sweat for so lo=
ng that they had lost their creative, dlab=
olical cleverness. Too late they had lear—
ned of thelr loss, when they sent the only
Venusian who knew the seoret of space trave
el on his voyage of death. No more of them
oan ocome, he thought exultantly. There re-
mained only the problem of killing those w-
ho still ocontrolled the earth.

It was with that thought of ultimate victory
gleaming in his eyes that Churl came sbruptly
to his senses as the line entered the rutty
street between the village huts. He found
himself almost directly behind Walder and
Vrigg.

And on either side of him a Venugian has sil-
ently stepped into sight. With & sinking hee
art Churl realized how. foollshly he had given
himself away, The hope of vigtory hadin a

moment wiped away the workk of a lifetime.They

had seen him at a time when his gaurd was dow
wn, when he had forgotten to play his lifelong
part of half-wit,



In their ominous silence he also reoogr.xized their
knowledge of the deed he had Just committed.

Churl psused in his stride, no onger attempting
to fool them, He was, instead, tall, clear eyed,
full of vitality and intelligenoce, As the Goluts
closed in on either side of him, Churl -sew the
uselessness of attempting to escape, and stood
quietly as they menaced him with their w§ips. One
‘of them, taking no chanoces, drew his zenwray gun
from his belt and held it ready in his hand.

He was brou=~

At a sharp commano, Walder stopped.
taken

ght back beside Churl, and the two were
without 2 word beilng spoken.

With an exultant leap of his heart, Ghurl reallz~
ed that they were being taken toward the prison
huts instead of directly to Rissla, High Golut
of the villages ~1n the prison huts there was a
chanoce.

Walder turned his head toward Churl with a quest=
ioning glance as they approached the huts.

"Recember?® he whispered.

"Yead"
L] L] [ ] [ ] .

Churl crouched in the darkness of the prison hui
and watched the sliver of a new moon as it desce=
nded behind the mountains.
eeping in pools of warm water in their metal and
plastic government building, so sure -of themselfes
that they left their prisoners only under the gau-
rd of automatio televisors so set that the appear—
ance of a moving humen figure would dlredt a zen=-
ray projeotor unerringly upon that figure. I% was
an effective gaurd. An invisible vibration in the
ultre=violet range operated the televisors. No
human being had escaped from the prison huts in
centuries.

When Churl saw that the last light of the moon had
faded, and total darkness was blanketing the ville
age, he dug carefully in a corner of the Jjut until
bhis fingers found a small vial hidden there long
years ago. He stripped off his tunic eand  rubbed
the ointment in the vial over his entire body. Ri=
kki, the little yellow dog, got up from his pla ce
in the corner and came over to sniff curiously at
the ointment, then went back to sleep.

In a few minutes Churl stood, olad only in a 1lbin
clotl, and stepped to the door of the jut. He hes=
itated. The vial contained a substance which abs=-
orbed the wltra=violet rays without refleoting th-
en, enabling a man to walk through the +televisor
beam without activating the zen-ray projeotor., But
the vial had been there for many years. Would the
olntment still be effeotive?

The chance was t00 great, Churl reflected, and the
Stakes too high for any errors here. He valled R=-
ikki to hin, and ina moment had rubbed the remai=-
nder of the ointment into the dog's fur, ocovering
him completely. Churl bugged Rikkl to him for a
moment, then toock him to the open doorsay.

"Go, Rikkl1l® he shispered, %Go to the Place.®

Like the lash of an electric whip, Rikki had dash=-
ed through the door. The ointment began to gdlow
with floumegcent light as the ultra=violet struck
his body. Churl ran to another hut in the prison

The Venusians lay sl= .

cirole. He found Walder struggling on the floor,
his hands and feet bound.

“Thank God," Walder breathed., "They sure weren'?

taking any chences with me,"

“"The ointment is still good,® Churl whispered as
he untied hime "Is there a vial heref®

“In %he far corner,® Walder answered, rubbing bhis
wrists.

e ] ’c':r-':an‘:\—-/b—— -'.""_‘"-\

Churl's swift fingers dug up the vial, and Walder
cast off his tunic and rubbed the olntment over

his body. Together the two men walked out of the
Jut and into the fields, like two ghosds in  the
darkness as their bodies glowed with weird light.

The Place was one of the circular ooncrete mounds
used as homes by the anclents, but converted to
grain storage by the Venusians, Witbin the place
the villagers had hollowed out and roofed in a
false room. A tunnel led into it, its opening
ocleverly oconcealed ina clump of bushes. Over a
period of almost a century this meeting place had
been used, No trail led %o the thicket becauset-
he villagers were careful to take a different pae
th each time they came.

Nearly two hundred of them gathered in the ci#Hn
light as 6hurl and Walder tock their places at
the head of a large table, Behind them gleamed
the tubes and wires of scme strenge apparatus ,
almost £illing a fourty of the room.

Silemoe fell among them as Walder rose to his fe-
et and held out his hand.

"For a thousand years," Walder began, "The Vsn.se-

"ian oconquerors have held the peoples of the eas:h

in slavery. During that time they bave slowly &

estroyed what earth once knew of freedom, science

and happiness. In 80 far as we know this little

village alone of all the world has kept alive a

spaxcnof the soientifioc knowledge of the Golden a-~
ge. “hat spark has been carefully tended through-
out these years in the hope that swme day our con-
querors would relax their grip, or lose some of

their sclentifio knowledge, enabling us %o strike

in veturn.

"That day has come," Walder announced simply.

A 8tir of movement and whispering questions ripe-
pled over the villagers.

“The day bas oome a little sooner than we antic-
ipaged,® he continued, "beocause tonight th:n °



Venusian overlords have semsed that our friend
Churl is something other than the half-wit he
has played among them so successfully since he
was a childe Tonight their thidr heads under—
stood that Churl and I have been playing a da=
ngerous gdame with them." He paused, and smil=-
€d with rare humor. "We are to be brought +to
trial tomorrow. Tonight, of course, we are o=
arefully gaurded by televisors.?

The villagers stirred again. They knew what
"$rial" meants -t was an occasion of holiday
for the Venusians, and anyone unfortunate eno=
ugh to be 'tried! became the victem of the
bi deous torture and oreulty of the "psych-sti=—
mlator®,

Walder sllenced them, %"You have all been coa=
ched in your roles for this day. If the plans
I have for this machine,® he indicated the
apraratus behind him, "if this does what I ex—

pedt it to do, our task will be easy. But time

has forced our hand. Churl and I must complste
the apparatus tonight or our ocause may be lost
forever,® Walder held both hands above his
head in a gesture of benedletion. Churl rose
to his feet, and the villagers stood silently
with their right hands over thelr hearts.

In one soft yet mighty tone, their volces rose
with Walder's.

"We, the children of Earth, pledge our hearts
and our hands to free the world from oppression
to destroy those who oppress us, and to restore
freedom and happiness to mankind. This is our
pledge, to which we give our lives.

Silence fell over them as the organ tone . of.
their combined voloes drifted away, and they
boged their heads in :prayers

Churl and Walder bent over the machine. The
earthmen filed out of the tunnel and returned
to their huts, except for Vrigg and a few oth—
ers who remained to watch.

Under the intersecting rays of two projector s
a large glass tube of compressed hydrogen beg-
an to glow as the platinum grids at each end
recieved the current.

Aoross the room stood the other unit of the
machine, with two modified ioonoscopes focussw—
ed upon a live rabblt which sat upon a small
glass~enclosed platforms The 'scops were set
at perfect right angles, one faoing the rabbit,
the other above it.

"Ready?® Churl whispered, and stepped to the
ocontrols of the ioonoscope unit,

He 'pulled a lever down slowly until the bubes
began to hum and glow with internal fire. 1In
less than a second the automatioc switch shut
off the power., The rabbit shook itself and
locked around dazedly., Churl stepped to Wale
der's side at the projector,

Within the glass tube another rabbit was go-
ing through almost the identical motions. Wa=
lder unhocked the grids and removed the endof
the tube, sliding the rabbit out into his ha=-
nde It struggled, and tried to0 escapee————g
living, breathing replica of the animal whioch
had been under the rays of the ioonoscopes.

Churl and Walder locked deeptly into each ot~
er's eyes,

"You have done it, Walder,® Churl said simply.

Walder himself seemed slightly dazed as he lo=-
oked at the live rabbit squirming in hiw hands.

°T was sure it would work,™ he smid, "I first
thought of it you remember when I read the
old history bocks which told of the furious e=
lectrical storms which alwaye ococurred during
the early battles between earthmen and Venusi-
ans. Thelr zen-ray guns, when used against o-
ur own Korskin ray dbrought about some kind of
electrical disturbance."

Vrigg and the other villagers stood goggle=ey-
ed as they looked at the rabbit which had mir-
aculously appeared in the to e,

“T don't understand,® Vrigg said Curiously.
Walder turned to him and shrugged.

"I dscovered,® he said, "that when the aen=ray
and the Korskin ray intersected each other they
established a momentary force field at the poi-
nt of interseotion. I found that the force fi-
eld oould be transmitted as an eleotrical impu-
1se much like 2 radio or television ¥ibration ,
but that it reproduced not sound or 1light, bbut
the structure of matter within the force f£ield
at the point of intersection."

Churl nodded. "You see, Vrigg," he sald, indio=-
ating the rabbit, "we ‘'scan' the rabbit from 2
drections, one with the zen=-ray and the other
with the Korskin ray. 4t every point of inter—
gsection the force field is produced and trang—
mitted to the projectors. The projeotors in
rgtorn, “seén’' the tube of ocompressed hydrogen
in exaot schronization with the original impulse,
and reproduce the force field formed at each po=
int of original intersection. In the space of a
second or less the two iooniscopes have complet~
ely scanned the rabbit in four dimensions, and
the projectors have exactly reproduced therabbit
within the tube.®

"Exactlyd® Walder oried,

Vrigd and the other villagers swallowed and nodded.
"So you can make all the rabbits you want out of
one rabbit," Vridg said excitedly, realizing the

possibilities of having enough meat to eat for a
change.,



Churl grinned at Walder and agreed with Vrigge.

"But now," he 5aid, "we have more work to do .
Go back to your huts and prepare for tomorrow.
L] - - L] -

Fissle, High Golut of the villag, sprawled co—
ntentedly in his pool, his eyes busy at the
‘visor screen examining several messages rece=
ntly sent to him from the Emperor at the  Hot
Springs of Craddo. fimong them was the mess::*.ge
pertaining to the loss of the space ship. Ris-—
sla, who was unusually paunchy for the slender,
reptillian Venusians, smiled with peculair sa-—
tisfaction as he re-read that message.

In cormon with most earth-born Venusians, Ris=—
sla felt at home upon earth, and knew no part—
icular love for the mother planet. No eaxth,
and knew no particular love for oentaries, and
colonists had ceased coming years before when
the decline of technical knowledge made space
travel more and more hazardous. To Rissla, e~
arth was heme.

ind now it would a2lways remain so. No more V-
enusians could be sent to earths And it meant
that Rissla's ovm perscnal dreams would have 2
chance of coming true, He rolled over in his
pool a2nd touched a switch, dbringing an imagem
the screen of the Craddo Hot Springs where
the Emperorts Palace stoods In that scene Ri-
ssla saw the fullfillment of his own dreams of
perscnal power and glory—and ccoafort, where
pools of naturally bot mineral water provide 4
an environment even rore suited to the Venusi-
an physical self than the naturally hot, swam-
Py climate of Venus.

Rissle switched back to the message, and smil-
ed grimly., In it he found the answer to  his
problen, the first nractical opening that wou-
14 lead to the ful¥illment of his desires. He
flipped the switoh once more, and the 'visor
re—enacted the dlscovery of thea dead body of
Gurgk, his lieutenant, and the capture of Wal-—
der and Churl. Here ag2in Rissla found a blo~
ck that would fit into the structure he was
planning.

i buzzer sounded softly., Rissla touched a bu=
tton, and the screen blanked cut. In 2 moment
it glowed again, showing the ugly, distorted
face of Vrigg, one of those freaks of the Ven-
usian conquest, a half-breed, Vrigg was enou—
¢h of earthman to pass a 8 a human being when
fully clothed, and as such Rissla found hin
useful.

Well, Vrigg?" Rissla said softly.

"] followed them as you suggested, Excellency!
Vrigg saide. "Then went to cne of the storag e
kuts toward the mountalns and went insdie thr—
ocugh a tunnel. Several hundred villagers went
ihore alwolot

“ned " the Golut exclaimed. "™What else digd
TN Learnie®

"they plan scme kind of trcuble a2t the +rial,
Vhat its nature is I didnot learn. Their pla-
ns were already made."

"We ocan be ready for them," Rlssla chuckled,

Lnything else?"

They have 2 very pecullar machine," said Vrigg,
meith which tyey can make rabbits out of noth-
ingness."

"Rabbits?® Rissla sat up with an urgent  lock
in his eyes. "out of nothingness?"

"I believe they reproduce another rabdbit," Vra
ige said. "They explained it, but I couldn' %
understand. It was something about ' scanning’
the first rabbit so that it also appeared in a
glass tube in the other machine.®

Rissla scratched the astrophied crest at the t-
op of his head. "You have done well, Vrigg .

This is important enough to ask the Emperor to

send his personal gaurd here tomorrow for our

protection. I shall 'vise him to that effect

irmediately. You, Vrigg, will be ready wit.

our own plans Let none of the Emperor's Gaurd

escape. Then our own gaurd will take their w—

eapons and uniforms and return to the Palaceat

Hot Springs. Is it not simple, Vrigg?®

"Wery simple, your Exdellency," Vrigg answered.
"But do you not think the villagers will cause
trouble?"

"Under the threat of the big zen-ray projector™
Rissla snorted scornfully, "They will be egquale
ly within the range of its sweep as the Emper——
or's gaurd. What matter if they alsc perish?®

“Fine." Vrigg exclaimed. "™ind you will not fo=-
rget that I am to be cheif of the gaurd?"

"I will not forget," Rissla said. "but now ,
Vrigg, call in six Goluts. We have work to do.

When Vrigy and the other villepes had gone,
Churl went tc the back of the room and opened
a door into the grain storage. He threw aside
several sacke of wheat and uncovered a  large
glass tube, which he carefully carried in his
powerful axms to the work bench.

The bube was large enough to easily hold the b—
ody of a man. It was a huge acid carboy which
they had discovered some years ago in theruins
of the Ancients. Churl and Walder had cut off
the ends and fitted them with caps. Into thes
caps they had yet to place the platinum ¢rid s
which activated the hydrogen sufficiently +o
bring about the reproduction of the living irew




They unfastened the oaps and began the deligate task
of installing the gridse In a matter of hours it
was finished, and the pumps hummed with life as they
filled the tube with oompressed hydrogen.s Outside,
the grey of false dawn was begimnning to steal over
the sky. Anxiously they weited as the pressure gaue
ges mounted, until finally it was regdy.

Welder stepped to the platform of the sendercand sat
upon a low stool.

"No, Walder4®" Churl oricd, "If one of us must tryit

first, it is my duty., If anything goes wrong you
will still be here to carry on the work/"
"I'm an old man, Churl,® Walder said softly. My

life is about at an endes I want to make that end as
useful and full of meaning as I can."

"Let me go first, Walder. We both must go if we are
to escape the "trial®, But if anything is wrong,you
ocan remedy it in time."

Reluctantly Walder got down from the stool and al=
lowed Cherl to take his place. Vordlessly he setthe
controls of the receiver and stepped to the master
switoh of the Sender. Churl felt a mounting fever
of excitement sweeping over him. He tensed as Val~
der's hand tightened on the switoch.

A blinding flood of light swept over him. A searing
burning £lash penetratrated every fiber of his body.
The second seemed an eternity of exalted suffering
that yet was not suffering, He shuddered and pulled
bis shaken body together with an intense effort of
will, Walder bad stepped to the tube, and Churl saw
bim dimly. He shook his head as Walder became a
blurred image, seemingly visible from two angles at
once. He could see Walder's back, and at the same
time see his face, He concentrated on the image of
Walder’s back, and the other faded somewhat., Walder
moved slightly, and Churl saw the tube, Within it
he saw himself, looking at himself.,

HIMSELF.
It was more than an image. It was himself in anoth-
er place.

With a ourious sense of what would happen, hethought
of soratobing his head, yet his own hands he held
rigidly at his sides. The image in the tube, obed-
ient to his thought, soratched its head.

A fceling of oppression swept over him, and he gasp-
ed for breath.

"ralder,” he shouted,"let me outl® I'm suffocating!®

Valder turned curiously to him as he shoutad, and
the imge shouted soundlessly from within the tube.
In a moment he understood. Ferverishly he unhooked
the wires from the ends of the tube and workdd at
the olamps that held the ocaps.

On the platform of the sender, Churl had the curious
sensation of being able to breathe freely, yet of
feeling the sense of suffocation sweeping over hims
He fought to clear his own mind of the panic that
clawed through the brain of his image within the tu-
bee It was bhimself, his own mind thinking there,and
yot deepin kis brain he realigzed that it was an

image, and that he must olear his consocious—
ness of its thoughts,

He Jerked to his feet, confused by two vig-—
ual images in his brain-—two minds at worlk

within one, struggling to free himself of

the seconds Dimly he realized that the image
mst be freed from its suffooating ohamber

before his own mind could be brought into ol
arity. He stumbled toward the tube,reaching

for the clamps~—stumbled and fell, becau se

the eyes within the tube saw a different ime

age than his own eyes, and yet his mind oould
not clearly distinguish between the two.

He fell against the tube, sending it orashing
to the conowete floor.

His image rolled free of the shattered glass

and got to its feet, breathing deeply with
tortured lungs.
Churl lay for a moment, dazed from his fall.

As his thoughts oleared he realized that <the
tumult within the mind of his image had oclea«
red, and bis own brain was onoe more in oom-
plete control, both of himself and his imagde.

"Soatterbrain," he said suddenly, sitting wup
an¢ looking at himself.

"Sorry,® said the other, "You would have done
the same."

Churl got to his feet. Valder stood looking
at the two men for a long moment. In hiw ey=
es was a peouliar light of triumph, but with
& touch of deep suffering as he observed what
Churl had not yet realized—the tube was sma=
shed, and they would not be able to get anot~
her to replace it. Walder shruggeds

There was, so far as he could see, no differ—
ence wbatever between Ghurl and his image.Th-
ey were 1dentical to the last hair on  their
heads, and as he felt, to the last thought in
thelr minds.

"Can you oontrol him, Churl?" he asked.




Churl grinneds "We are both 'ME', he sald.
"1t11 call him Charl so you will rkmew.s us
apart. I know his thought, and can diredt
him movementses Charl, '"he remarked to him—
self, "Pinch yourself,"

Obediently Charl pinched himself, though w-—
ith a self oconscious grin as he roalized
the absurdity of swch an outlandish request.

"Cuchi®” he said.

tT didn't feel it at all,® Churl said,"Thou-
gh T felt Charl's sensation of the idea of
pain. ¥

Rikki, who had teen sleeping under thc ben--
ch for some time, stretched and yawned and

got to his feet, He walked over to Charl
and stretched out his haed to be soratched.
As he turned, he saw Churl standing near V-
alder.

Rikki stiffened, and backed away from Charle
He went stiff-legged toward Churl. Halfway
between the two he stopped and locked first
at one and then the other, He whined exci-
tedly and then started dashing madly betwe-
en the two, yelping and barking in a frenzy
of exclitement.

Churl laughed. It was, he thought, Almost
impossible for Riklki to distinguish between
himself and his image,

But Rikki finally quisted. He went toCharl
and smelled him ocarefully, and licked his
hand. £t Ghurl's feet he did the same.Fin=-
ally he stood looking long at Churl, then
went to his side and lay down with a conte-
nted sigh., Charl knelt beside him and str—
oked his back. Rikki wagged his tail and
licked Charl's band, but would not budge
from Churl's side.

Charl straighteneds "There is a differen=
oe," he said., "“Rikki can recognize it."

Walder turned to Churl. ®"Do you feel any
bad effects from the rays?" he inguired.

""o", Churl renlied., "It was ursleascnt
for a moment, ard left me dizzy. Sut part
of that wzs my confusion at being able %o
sce from two pairs of eyes, and feel the
scnsations of two of myself. There isn't
anything wrong with me now. It's your
turn,rWglder. ‘¢ both have to stard trial!”

“gldcr shrugded and indiczted the smeshed
tube.

"I guess I'll bave to stand trial or my own,"
he said. "'e couldn't replace that tube in years
yeers.”

Only then did Churl realize the enormity of his
accident. I'or the first time he recognized the
fact that he had broken the tube. 4 sinlring
sengation settled in his stomach 28 he looked
et the shattered pieces of glass.

¥alder burst out laughing.

Churl turned to him, incredulous. "Vhct are

you laughing 2t2"

1;alder nodded at Chzrl. "Both of you looked
so downcast that I couldn't hel» laughirg,
7t is bad enough to sce you looling sad, but
to sce you looking twice as sad struck me
funny."®

Churl and Charl grinned, Chrul turned to the
shattercd pleccs of gless on the floor and
began examining them. Charl, remembering
sometBing, examined his left elbow. 'ith a
ory of excitecment, Churl picked up 2 piece of
curved glass and held it out to Charl. "You
sce?", ke said, "m. clbow was stickirg out 2
little, »~nd you felt the sensatiom in yours
vhere it touched the glass.®

Fystified, ialder loocked at the two men, twins ;-

" so identiczl that they thought the same

thourhts and undcrstood each other so comdlete-
ly that vords were umnecessary tctween them.
Tviins not of earth, Walder trought, but of the
Iiniversc. Cosnic twins.

"What is it, Churl?® he szid.

Churl held out the niece of glass. In it his
finger traced a denression that fitted Charl's
elbow precisely.

"I thirk, Valder, that we have becn blind
fools. ‘. assumed that compresscd hydrogen
wes orly the thirg that would provide the
necessary atoms in the simplest state that
could bec re~formed by the force field into
the structure of the ori:rinal subject. ™ut
loo™, “alder, tkis niece of glass became
nart of Charl's elbow."

“'alder recognized the point instantly. "You
think, Churl, th2t any substancc that is
dense enough could be uscd 2s the medium of
reproduction?®

"Certainly,"

Charl moved swiftly to the back of the room,
hollowved out of the center of the wheat
granary. He opened 2 door and dragfed out
several sacks of wheat, throwing them down on t
the platform in front of the reciever.

"There you are, Wizlier. Your twin shell be 2
sack of wheatl®

"Gét on the platfomm, ' alder.
is almost here:!"

" uicklye=Day

Walder sat on the low stool. Churl moved to
the reciever while Charl took the controls of
the eender., Doudbtfully l.alcer lookcd at Charl,

°Chrul,” e called, "Are you- sure that Charl
is-—ll

"Certairly, *‘alder," Chrul snapnede "Cherl is
myself over again. In a moment you will krow¢"

"ithout a word from Churl, Charl pulled the
switch ard 2 flash of wierd, blirding 1ight ene
veloped Vialdcr, In an instart 1s was all over,



Another VWalder sat in a pile of wheat in
the reciever, Slowly, hesitantly, lalder
locked at this image of himself, Likec
lodcing in a mirror, the two smiled at
each other,

A1l four of them began to laughe Velder's
twin got up from the floor and the four men
brabbed cach other's arms and danced around
in 2 foolish, hysterical circle as they
rezlized that their drcams were about to
come truec,

Tielder stopped, breathing heavily. %Do you
rezlize what it means, Churl? We can pro-
duce an army of ourselvcs that ill wvripe
the Venusians from the caythi We can pro=-
duce our amms, weapons, foods, everything
that we nced to destroy them,"

"Therc is one thing," Walder's other self
reringed bim, Mie do not yet know howr long
the imege will last~=svhether or not it is
2 permenent being or a transient thing,
Time alone can tell that, As for myself, I
feel ags though I were just 2 dream instead
of 2 real, living human being.® e turned
to Charl, "Don't youfeel it, tooe?"

*Yes,® Charl sald quietly. "I, too, fcel
as though something is lacking in me~=it
is a grcat feeling of instability.?®

A sound caught their ears. A sound within
the tunnel leading to the insdé the of

grarary.
A sound vwhere no sound should be,

Churl and Welder raced to the small door

from which Charl had taken the sacks of grafn,

Rikkl followed close upon their heelse

Sbortly efter the a2lien sound from the pase
sageway had reached their ears they were
burrowing into the sacks of wheat in the
storage room and covering themseclves,

Charl 2nd ¥Walder's image stood by the broken
tube, aware of the roles they must play
without word from their original pattern
selves,

The door burst open suddenly and the two
imeges turred ip mock suprise to face it.
Rissla, Righ Golut of the village, entcred
pompously, 2 Zen=ray gun in his hande Be=
kird him crowded a half-dozen other Venus=
ians, and last of 211 came Vrigg, the half-
breed.

Rissla coughed lightly and carressed his
paunch vith a scaly hande "Intercsting,®
he murmurred, ®Amazing that any of earth's
0ld science sbould have survived so long,
Is this the mechine you saw, Vrigg?

%es,Excellency, That is their machine for
producing rabbits,®

Charl glanced quickly at VWalder's twin,

They both caught the implication of the informer's
vords.

"Rabbits, yes.® said Charl,

"But for the fact that it has been smashed,” Viol-
der nut in, ™vc would bave had the means of feed=
ing the worlds Fresh mezt for all, Yo more fam-
ine and starvation. Our lords,® he bowed slightly
toward the assembled Venusians, ®would have ine-
deed had thc world at their feet had our experi=-
ment not ended so #sastrously.® He indicated the
shattered glass with a sweep of his hand.

Rissla laughed harshly.

"Fools,™ hc said, "your attempt at dissimulation
amuses me. I kmow, even if Vrigg doecs not, that
what can reproduce 2 rebbit could also reproduce 2
maene Fortunately we have arrived in time." He
turned imperiously toward the Venusians behind him.
"Destroy the mechineg!®

Threc of the Venusians stepped forward toward the
machine. A rebbit hopped from beneathe the work
bench and fled to a2 corner,

"Excellencyd® cexodaimed Vrigg, his eyes on the
rabbit, ™Wc need not destroy it. The tubec which
produced the rabbit is gtill thered®

Rissla stopped the Goluts with 2 wave of hig hande.

"You are right, Vridg. With thesc men in custody
we shall nced not to destroy it. Besides—" his
volice lingered as a new thought entered his ming,
T may yet find a use for its Bind these men,® he
ordered, “and take them to the prison hutw again,
This time see that they are gaurdeds Ve must take

no chances,"

The images offered no resistance as their hands
vwiere bound and they werc shoved roughly into the
passagdevay., Dewn was lighting the sky when they
stepped from the tunnel into the ficld. Rissla
ordered two Venusians to stand gaurd at the entr—
ance and marched off with t he prisoners.
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Cherl and Vielder's imege were - unguestionally
Churl an¢ Walder not only to tthevcn¥Vebuvipns,
but to themselves. They were acting precisely
as Churl and Valder would heve actcd, with the
possible exceptior they knew they must s2CYri=—
fice themselves and their temporary, strendely
born lives upon the altar of freedom fforthike
humen racce.

They werc flung roughly to the ground in tiithe
prison huts ard two Venusians were set togduxd:
them. Ls day broke, they noted the activityin:.
the village square in preparation for the com=
ing trial. To the vill: gers it was a2 hhdlidsy
of sorts, though they were forced to clean the
squarc and erect the temporary seats much like
a2 circus arena, Stolid and undemonstrative as
the human race had become in its centuries of
oppression, there wes yet a spark of hatred
for the Venusians that could be brought v very
close to the surface by the atrocious tortures
of the "trialf.

Viith Walder's words of last night ringing in
their ears, the villagers who had attended the
mecting 2t the "Place® went about informingthe
others of the planned uprising. An unrest se~
ttled upon the peoplec, so that more than once
the Goluts were forced to uge their stinging
electric whips, which could be controlled in
the intensity of their charge to kill a man in
2 blast of energy or mercly shock him lightly.
As the sun raised to the zenith and the unrest
became more pronounce, Vrigg bimself manned
the zen=ray projector so that it could sweep
the entire square,

Vhen the Emperor's personal Gaurd arrived 1in
response to Rissla's request, they werc arran-
ged inside the arena so that they would be sure
to be within the range of the projectore To
M ssla the sacrifice of earthmen who would also
be in the way was of no consequence, On “:¢H¢
contrary, it might be wise to get rid of many
of them, since this village in particular had
always been a2 troublesome spot, Rissle loung-
ed on the balcony of the government builingg ,
overlooking the arena, sunning himself and wa-
ming in anticipation of the coming cvcevents.
¥ith bim werc several of his most trusted leu-
itenants.

g
Walder and Charl, in thc prison huts, saw the
disposition of the Gaurd with sinking hearts .
Their presence meant possible failure for the
revolt. If not failure, at least the ocertain
imowle dge that many of the villagers would ne=
ver live to see its success.

As it was, Charl had dgrave misgivings in his
hearte Sincc he had been separated from Churl
for meny hours the int.mzte mental contactthat
they had a2t first felt had d&rindled, so  that
nowv Charl could not be certain that Churl cou=-
13 2dvise him or direct bim if necessary.

Walder's twin also felt its ™I secm to be dri-
ftirg away from 'myself' more and more,® he
saids ®And yet in another sense that can't be,
becaugse I am Welder, even though I'm an image.

"I believe,” Charl said softly, so thet the
geurd could not hear, "that our existence
will not be permanent. Ifeel it so strong-
ly that I am beginning to get anxious about
the trial. Let's start something so they—
*11 hurry up and get the trial sterted.

Accordingly the two images struggled at th-
eir bonds until Charl monaged to loostenthe
ropes eround his wrists. The gaurds were
so intent upon the activities in the square
that they did not notice, Charl quietly u=-
ntied Welder and they crept to the doorway.

"9alder,® Charl whispered, "let's each take
a gaurd, That will be two more gone, and
nothing worse can happen to us,®

tfalder agreed with 2 silent nod.

ILike two cats springing out of the darkness
they launched themselves upon the ursuspect-
ing Vepusians. Almost instantly they had
twisted the startled heads of the G6latss
around and snapped their brittle necks.

Pandemonionium broke loose as the two men
streaked between a row of huts toward the
open fields. Some of the viliagers took it
28 a signal for the general attack, and
threw themselves upon the nearest Venusians,
Vrigg swung the zen=ray projector towerd
them, but Rissla shouted a command and it
was not usede Instead, the Imperor's Gaurd
were sent in hot pursuit, mounted om their
gravity balanced unicycles. It was a mat-—
ter of moments beforc they were overtaken.
Charl and Walder stopped without 2 strugrle
as the electric whips snapped around them,
and they were taken back to the arena.

As they passed between rows of huts again,
Charl glimsed a flash of yellow, Rikki,the
little yellow dog, had dashed away from the
Venusians as they approached the huts.Caut-
iously Charl looked around for Churl, In-
stead he saw another flash of yellow where
Rikki could not possibly have gotten so
quickly. Walder's image saw them too. He
turned to Charl vith a question in his eyss.

"Everything is all right," Charl whisbercd.
"If there is more than one Rikki, there are
sertainly more of use"

Walder could only nod in agreement as their
captors shoved them roughly into the arena.

Rigsla leaned upon the balcony reiling ove=-
rlooking the square as the two captives wax
brought in. Vithin the center of the arena
a wierd machine was brought into place. It
was the devilish "psych-stimulator"™ which
could be used to control man's ming, sand
force it into horrible patterns, forcinghinm
to admit or deny anything whatsoever at the
pleasure of the operztor. Under its inflee
unoe any form of pkysical torture could be
patterned upon the victim's nervous system,
so that he could be made to feel that hewes
being burned or frozen to death,
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The few who hed escaped 2fter trial by the machine
wETe never again normal humen beirgs. It was in
certein respects like an axesution chair, in whie
ch cortrolled voléaege set up a fleld within the
subjeot-s brain. Selective indlcators could probe
whatever portion of the mind they desired, and
under the charge of eleciricity, a2lter it to their
will. '

Charl and Vialder wers seated helplessly in the
strong <hairs, the head plates z2djusted into pogs
ition 2rd the armx and leg bards clamped tightly
dovmn.

It wes while held almost rigidly in the chair that

Charl observed the placing of the zen=ray pewcjec—

tor, and the dsposition of the Emperor's Gaurd .
fe also noted that the local Goluts were strongely
absent from positions near the Caurd. He divined
the truth, and waw also that fully balf of the
assembled earthmen woulé come within the cweep of
tke rays,

The moment they were left 2loce, while the Venug—--
ianz went about gquieding the villagers, €hzrl oui-
1ined his thoughts to Vigller's image.

Plook, Walder,® he exclzimed, "Rissla plans on wip~-
ing ouvt the Gaurd! We must find a way to warn the
vitlagers!®

Walder‘s imge took in the situation with 2= dance.
1f we could create a disturbarce, something nLogst
the men out of the way-—"

"oy not yell at the Gaurd,” Charl suggested,” and
warr them of the prujector?”

"~rod erourh, except that we will be so muck bet-
off 1€ we cnr find a wey to let Rissla go thru
witn 50<  lar without burting our own oeople.”

’ P

hart acud arownd purridiy. The crowd wes qui-

etiny, 21 d idssla bha giver 2 signal for the pruc~
«dir 8 Yo start. . Zaln Craxrl ceught a flash of
_')"‘l",r)w in the edres of the crowd.

"‘.'.‘a].dc!‘,” he gxied, "RINKI——"

Lwcherang ©.1 the breath he could muster in L3k po-
ke L - - '-‘ .1

werful 108, Chail blasted the quiet arena with a

mighty sheoks

FUE Tewma® the sound belloweu Loy pevoal
[rT4 CHARGESR

P o e 1Y
PERCN e

the arena, "CHARGL,

Fidci, the Mktle yellow dog, hears the — crmand
tnat had been drilled into him giroe h? s f: pup~-
D.Y- He charged the Vemsians withx ali the veroc-
ity he could rmsters

ot one Rikkl, but @ dozer:

we vdng  in

s 3 &l
vot a dozen, but hundreds? They © g i Boah

from the huts where they had ridden,

the fielss with exsited yelpirgs 2s t 1 - abargedtid
" K ans. The villagers. <& . as aueh
startled Venusians ¥ sV e

by suprisc as were the Venusians,
=TS smale sealts. e

Rissla laoked dovm from the haleony with & shre-
nge wender in his eyes. de realized that sumew-
howr the machine wag teing ured, and tint Zip 1l

ang wag in dengders Hig uyes sought one ouliid o

ts o« the village, ond the #1lelds whener "2l co-
me ths multitvds of Liftle yeliow gega. In wus
thick growth of the Jields many thingn =04 be
hidden, ard the Goiute were 3311 la oe pess  4he

zrena, He had not thought it ascessavy wc
a gaurd around thz villlge.

fti=bng

Pleoegla sent a Vernusian from his side to seft  out
2 gaurd; In the wrena the Fap:reor's bLzoop:

met in furious fighting wisk the g
Charl's theought, the villagers had ol
the stands and were williag croung ont
ering and yeiling at the mmitiitude of Jemonzical
Rkki's thal swarmed over the Venwaleng

Rissia 1srkced down: upor the two halplezss
orisoners iu the center ol the aresc. ¥ gy
Venugians were in as much denger as 4the °

DS OED

Geurd, whome he wished tec desirvy, ¢ ¥ would
have allowed the dogs to figot on : Tested,

ta it wag, a plar snterved his mind. VM §

could bring the degs to the fight re L uld 2lya
send them away at & comaend.

And R.s=zla knew hew to nzive ki iasie 1l copp~—
ande. [

4t the enclosed zoatrsl panel of 6 SRTERA LA
vlator ¢at a Golut, safe from the do_ Pleele
touched a buttor at his side., The Sol = 2k th e
sontrol nanel looked uv ag the tuzny (gnailled
to him. Franiiecally Rissla yelled ase oeders |
but the din of the £ighting dogs wms zo loudtbat
the Golut could net hear, Riugsla sprang tc is
feet znd woved hig amms wildly, dndicaszing  the
two men strapned to the machine.

The Golut widerstood.

Sc, at the same time, Vrigg nmisundsrstocd.

Atap the plastic huilding, Viigg thourhb:i thazt Ri-
ssla had given the zignal for the use of the pro-
Jestor. ile had been aanxiously awalting that eige
na.l, b=ing as mush 2frzid of tid degs nimself a6
shough he were @ full«blooded Verusizn.

i thres 1he switceh and swuag the but projece-
LOr rorens the norena,

Withip 1 ¢ pail of its yayy the Venvsiape drepp=d
“ke fliou. The little yellew dogs clanppeacedin
I gestrice, and in taelr pluaces appearad simli p--

ilss of wheat.

Risila stared »ith osen mouth at ths destiuction

mourting beloy hime The few of the smpersr's Gae
#rd ho had =sceped the Pirst withering blast st—
opped £.+ a memont ig shocked surpzise as z

gaw their nomrades dropping, zud saw the 1ittle
yellaw dogs sudderly turring inte piles of whe

It was too much. They broke raaks and run.

Rigsla caught 2 ¢ingh ol movermen® amonpk the Fiha.
He looked down 2% he center of ths avema T

saw Churl, bde prdcover, stlll stremoed il e
Vot iR Gt bl ta g Appt o scenl CThoasl sop betmee |






Even 25 he raised his zen=ray gun and trained
it upon Vrigg, another blast from the projec—
tor swept the arena and caught the rest of
the favrd, Vrigg toppled from the wall and
the projector sputtered and wernt out.

11414 shouting broke out among the villagersas
the lasy of the Gaurd dropped. Among them had
suddenly appeared Churl and Walder, the tvtwo
who even now gat strapped to the chairs of
the psyche=stimulators Churl and Walder in
multiludes, urging them on to strilke at  the
Venusians,

They swarmed in from the fields and from the
outskirts of the village, armed with ray guns
and knives.

[ssla knew that his doom was upon him., There
viere too many Churls docked in combat withbis
Venusian tropps, too many little yellow dogs,
and more to come., Countless thousands to
come if necessary, unless the machine couldbe
wrecked, His hope of earthly domin tion was
t1utered for the moment, but unless he could
‘gsiroy the machine he kmew that the hold of
sh2 Venugians upon earth was doomed for all

Aoy

[ 030

Rissla turned his hate-filled eyes upon the
twn prisoners in the center of the arenas He
lif%ed his projector and trained it upon Wale
der. helplessly strapped dovm in the ochair.
This much at least he could do, thoughtHssla.

Walder glanced up and caught Rissla's eyes
as the intensity of that gaze struck hims But
before Fissla could press the trigger, VWalder
Gaeped and stiffened=-=and vanished. 4 plle
of wheat took his place upon the chair,little
streams running down its sides and settling
upon the ground. Charl gasped, and realized
that Walder's feeling of instability hadbbeen
too well founded, that his ovm existence could
be only a matter of minutes.

With a cry of rage, Rissla flung the projector
awaye He turned and ram into the protection
of the building.

ithin the 2rena the villagers had rallied a-
round the countless images of Churl and Walw
dcr. The frightened Venusians fought valien=-
tly, but they were so hopelessly ooutnumbered
that thelr destruction was inevitable.

Charl, strapped in the chair, looked aboutfor
Churl, 4smong the images he thought he would
ye able to detect Churl, but was unable to do
300 His brother images realeased him.
‘Churl,"” he cried, "Churl, where are you?"
Me are Churll!"™ they replied, "You areChurl,
Why do you need anyone else?"

™ie die!" Charl Shouted. "Already Walder' s
®irgt image has gone. We cannot live, L but
Chaorl can. HRissla has escaped, and he must
be caught. Churl must be told so that he can
live for us and finish our taski"

"Churl is at the machine2™ they shoute in an~
Swers

Charl started through the ficlds to the Piazpe.

A strang urgency was upon bim, for he fel¥% his
hold upon life slipping, and he knew that his time
weg ghorte Churl would lecarm of the tcmporzary
nature of the images soon, but he must know now,
so that he would not place too much reliance upon
them.

Suddenly he stumbled, and felt a strarde sensation
sweeping over him., He knew again for an instant
that close rapport that had existed butween bime
self andChurl, In that moment he was aware of
Churl's thoughts in oontact with his own, and knew
that everything was all right. Churl understood.

VWith a gasp of relief Charl tottered, and vanished
in a puff of hydrogen vapor.

Within the plastic government building, Rissla ran
swiftly to the visors, to warn the Emperor at
Craddo Hot Springs. Down deserted corridors he
flew, the sound of the conflict outside ringing
in his ears. As he turned the last corner to the
pools, two figures of Churl appcared at the other
end of the corridor. Rissla cursed, rcaching for
the ray gun. And rememberod that he had thrown
it away. He fumbled at his bclt again as the two
images bore down upon him, and drew out an elec-
triclwvhip « Swiftly he turned its force full on
and lashed out at the rushing images. They ducked,
bur the tip of the lash struck one of them.

Kssla vaw 1t gisintigrete into a pile of wheat.
Vith an evil ¢grin, Rissla flicked the lash at the
other, who was even now on his knees. The lash
struck, but its full charge had been spent upon
the first image.

This image id8i1 not disintigrate, It flinched, but
struggled to its feet and chargfed Rissla, head dowz.

The venusian flung his whip awaya nd readhed for
the oncoming Churl.

He was caught in the middle by that charging fig-
ure and sent ocrashing against the wall,

Churl, the real Churl, rolled to onc¢ side. Rissla
straightened with 2 grunt and staggered to his
feets As he started to run, Churl's harg reached
out and caught a2 let, sending him sprewling.

Rissla gave up any thought of reaching the visors,
and arouched, lizargd-like, onall fours as Churl
stood up and faced hime.

"There can be no escepe, Rissla," Churl said.
"Earth has been trodden beneath the feet of the
Venusians for the last time. Your men are all
deads. Give up, Rissla, and we may yet spare yqur
lifed®

Rissla hisseds And answered.

His answer was a2 lunge from all fours at Churl's
feet,

They went down with a crash upon the plastic floor.
Rissla‘'s scaly fingers sought his throat, and Churl
felt bhis senses reeling as the breath was out off.
Churl twisted with all his strength and broke the
Venuslian's holds They got to their feet ang c¢clin=-
ched again, Churl sluggkng at Rissla‘'s paunch and
RM3gla holding tight to break the force of the Plows.



The Venusian thrust his leg behind Churl's and % The earthmen were whooping and shouting with

tripoed him. They crashed to the fldor again, Joy, dancing around in the arenaz, =nsrRli-iag

with Fissla'‘’s weight full upon Churl. the hated psych stimulator into frgfmesis o
Here and there a2mong them ran a few Rili's

Churi ley still, stunned. Rissla gasped for and a few of their owvn images,

treath 2nd sat up, batred raging in his eyes.

Slowly ae grasped Churl's throat and squeezed. But even as they watched, the images  bedan
dropping into the piles of wheat of "shichth=

4 littic yellow demon appeared from novhere ey were formed. In a few minutes allaf them

and leunched itself upon idssla's back. were gone,

Rikki, thc little yellow dog, was seeking bhis Upon Churl and Walder there descended a pec—

raster, and had found hime . uliar feeling of personal loss asdeashhimege
of themselves disappearsd. The villagers

Helplessly Rissla released hlis grip uponChwl?s quieted down finally, and Churl and Walder

throat and attempted to defend himself against stood there as the quiet descendcd, end the

the doge. sun sank toward the mountains,

But Rkki, seeing his master apparently dead It was, for a moment, almost with lonliness

upon the floor, fought vAth but one purpose,ard that Churl stretched out his hand a2nd spoke

without thought of his ovn personal danger.His goftly,

teeth closed upon Rissla‘'s throat and stayed

there. Tt seems so little to do after it has been
done, Walder. So little that we do that me=

rissla clawed to his feet, »ulling and beating ans so much to humanity upon earth.”

2t Rkki‘'s-body. The more he pulled, the tig-

ater Rkkit®s teeth clamped shut, until finally "It has always been thus,™ Walder answered,

the Venusian slumped %o the floor and Rikkil placing his band gently upon Churl's shoule—

-ipped angd tore at the hoted creature u until der. "There is an o0ld saying that I have

Riszla was 2 shapeless, sodden mass upon the Tound in the writings of the Andients. They

£100r. saidg,

* SO FEW DO SO MUCH FOR SO l4ANY$ +
“hen Kissla was dea2d, Rkki crawled to where

his master laye. Softly he licked the silent
faces Churl stirred, and sat erect. He looke
cd at the dead Venusian and then at Rikki.

tttttttettt b

“Ile've dene it, Rikkil® he saide "You and I t h
and Walder have done what mankind upon earth t h
bag prayed to do for a thousand yearge" t hhhhh  heece
t h h ecece
Fikki looked up 2t his master with adoration, t h h eeeee
but without understandings He knew only that
he had done what he wented to do. And witwith
tnat knowledge in hig heart he died at his
raster's feet, EEEEEEEEEE N N TDDDOLD
B NN N D D
walder came down the corridor toward Churl, a E N ¥ N D D
ray gun ready in his hand. EEEE L N D D
E N N N D D
‘It 's all right, Walder, " Churl said. "“Rikki b0} N N N D D
9t bime Just in time, too, or I would have E N NN ) D
.cen a goners HKissla was trying to get to the B N NN D n
isor to warn the Fmperor.® EEEEEEEEEE N N DDDDDDD

It wouldn't have mattercd much if he had,"Va=
-der shid, kneeling beside the little dog.dog.
‘thawn flashed a message to our men at Crkddo
ot Springs, and they stormed the palace and
sck the Emperor prisoner.®

“Then,® Churl said thoughtfully, ®it only rem—
ins for us to let the rest of carth know and
‘n a matter of days tbey will be able to over-
arow the tyrants. Ve may not need to use our
achine at all,"

It served its purpose,™ Walder said, "“titbough
fae images don't last long enough to do m much
oods Look outside."”

wrl gently cradled Rkki in his arms, and
lcy walked out on Rissla's balcony.
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