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EDITORIAL

Now ihat the tine o urite an zditorial is herz, Im noi sure
of whot | wu nt to save H'd like lo give a V.ryc rousing chear to

~

t
o)l those mervelous people In $ undom who were ¢rogious enough fo

sznd matzrlbl for this issue of Jhaggve The response to the letters
sent out was nost gratityingeee

Fandom 1s wonderful, taondom is onderful, tandom is wonderful
This fact became Inecregsingly apparent as this issve of 3haggy pro=
gressade The help of those wonderful people, Rick ancary, LeLe EVans
and John VanCouvering, as vwell as that of several others has been
the maln and only rcason that this issue of o &GRI L gets out on
timee Thankse

This parageoph should be bitledeothank you William dotslere
williom did this fine cover without any knowlzdge that I would be
tor the shaggyye lle Is known as an insurgentsesbul | say he 1s @
damn=tinz artist, and | uam exceptionally proud thot we have his work
on our covars

Over ond over again letters $rom ssoci atz rembers hoped that
tte re would be enough fine matertol for me to piek and choose the
material to moke the BEST 1SSUE eVer PRINTEDsee

50 without further adoo-=i dedicate this ¥ssve of shaggy
to all those vonderful tans who le ve become ASSOCIATE MEMBLRS OF
LASFS..;‘)IUQ’ ;)IUE}...

I+ has been wonderful putting togetiher this issue ot
Shangri=lo, and | think It is THE GEST 188Ut EVel PRINTEDess

HHelene Mzars

S
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Editor) al yesessancesssssssasricicne hcarsensesssenesnsfage i
Contenissesessecscsansennsssecessssssvsansssavsnssnsasel dye 2
TEHHN T GSesanecvncsnnenssrele Lo wathinsesesesssenes”ace 3
Dicneticss n GDD"QC‘&*‘O“..K"S i\!evlNc.....,...,...?agc 8
tho Knocked the Science outelNeslo Dertla.seesasvessnchige ©
The Listesasecencesssesssccelon Nardiz2lssevecvecenssPage |
HydecneticSeosansoveosscenseeake Don Scudder..o........Pagc l
Columbos of the UcePessssessllIve HOTJaNasssvesesovesbage |
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Cover by witltam Roisler Headings by John Van Coulering

This Is SEGRI=LA / 23, It betng the annual Associate (.embers Edie
tion ot the ofticial organ ot the Los angeles Science Fantasy Soclcty
located at 3305 west Ingruham Streeteeanot 1o be contused with the
same address on Engrom 3teseYou are cordially lavited to attend our
mectings which are held In the clubroom every Thursday evening from
7230 pm onseewe 3ls0 cordially (Hah) endeavor to extend the kind
Invitation for comments and critism on our publicaltion.eelnot this
oncle ~ssoclate membershipy open to those 4 vyou vho live outside
the ¢ityy is 3100 per vear, ond brings you all special notices and
all Issves of 8haggy for ‘he veargselntormaticn regarding this should
b: addressed to Helene iicarsy 1340 we 4 th 3ty Lene 17, Califarnla,e
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- "Paul, are you doing your geometry?”

|
"Yes, sir,.” lied Faul.

Fis eyes snapped from the corner back of his dad’s easy chair
to his geometry book before him. He looked at the triangle on
which he was supposed to figure the hypotenuse, Fe heard the ruse
tle of the evening paper and knew that his father had returned to
the financial page.

Paul’s eyes snapped back to the corner of the room just in
back of his father’s chair. There it was again, just like last
night. It was leaning against the elder Creckins’ chair and re-
ading the paper over his shoulder. It was awfully hard to sce.
It was thin. Ungodly thin.

Paul tried to trace it’s outline. It had a trunk, a pair
of arms, elbows leaning on the back of the chair, and a head, The
head was so thin it was practically an extension of the tyunk, It
was so thin it was hard to see. If it moved, Paul had to rake
the area with his eyes, trying to get a focus on it again., It was
like trying to locate a high flying airplane that was just a dot
in the sky.

Faul was suddenly aware that his mother had come up behind



him and was also staring at the corner of the room,
"What is it?” she whispered,

"I don’t know. It was there last night too.” this was also
a whisper.

"Thin, isn't it?” whispered mother.

"Yeah, Must be a new kind of bug,” Whisper, “That rcads.”
he addod.

There was a vigorous rustle of the paper and George Creekins’
bald head kurst into view. "%What are you two whispering about,
for god’'s sakei” he yelled,

"George, don't shout like that, you’ll have the neighbors
telephoning again.” seid Martha Creeckins,

"7¢ll, what the hell is this buzz, buzz, kbuzze.”

"GLORGE( Don’t swear like that, you’ll have Paul doing it.”
llartha was bracing her ample form for a heavy klow, hen the el-
der Creekins got red on top, there was a storm; and George, in one
of his temper storms, literally walked on the ceiling,.

"That boy is supposed to be studying his geometry, Do you
want him to flunk out again this year? Ee could have made it last
semester if you hadn’t let him buy all those-~" George sputtered
as he tried to think of a suitable adjective., “--magazines.,”

"Gecorge, there’s something behind your chair.”
"There's what? Is that boy of yours studying his geometry?”

"HO ., GECRGE? 1 said that there was something behind your
chair. It was-ewelle«thin--" :

"THIN{” George sunk one knee in the scat of his easy chair
and leaned over the back and flapped a heavy arm around. in bhack
of his chair. He straightenad, turned around and glared at his
wife and son.

Martha glared back..”Well, it was there, I saw it.”

Paul’s high. voice broke in weakly, "You probably murdered
it flappin’ around like that.”

"“Martha, for god’s sake, are you reading that junk too?
Paul, aet back to your homeworki One screwball in this house
is enough, Martha. If you are going to start seeing *THIN
TI'TkGS’ around here, I'm going to have to move out. Paul, did
you hear me{” Fe was off, He shouted this and he shouted that.
He leaned over his chair again and flapped his arm around., Fe
alared at the corner of the room.



lartha went back to her sewing. Faul went back to his tri=-
angle., There was a whish as George settled his huge bottom
back in the easy chair. The evening paper came hack into place.

Paul’s eyes darted to the back of his father’s chair. There
it was again. It was changed. MNo, there were two of them,
Threeti FOUR:? Three of them secemed to be grappling with the
fourth, A thin piping sound came from the corner of the room,
An argument scemed in progress, the sound a little too high to
hear.

The paper rustled and Paul’s eyes darted back to the tri-
angle~-which he didn’t even see. He stole a glance at his mo=
ther, Uier eyes, big as a cat’'s, were glued to the corner. Fe
qguickly returned to the fight., Three of the thin ones were
dragging one of the thin ones out from behind the chair. He
could see their legs, God, they were thin. When they moved
it was hard to follow them. A weird "yetada~yetada” seemed to
emanate from the struggle.

Paul looked over at his mother and mouthed the guestion wi-
thout making a sound, “What are they?”

She formed, “What?”, soundlessly.

Paul formed very slowly and distinctly with a little whish,
"What are they?”

Martha couldn’t hear and mowved cautiously over to her son’s
chair, The struggle had now moved out from kehind the chair
and was right in front of George’s foot stool, The three lit-
tle ones seemed to be trying to pull the big one away from
George'’s newspaper, The big one had a hold on George's foot
and was hanging on for dear life., George wiggled his toe, and
the big one let go and they all went down in a heap in front
of “the chair.

Paul in his excitement got up and whispered a little louder,
"What are they?”

"I don't know-~shhhh.” whispered Martha.

"Martians? Could they be Martians--you know, from Mars?*
whispered Paul,

It was too loud. There was a rustle of paper and a squeak
of chair springs. George came out from behind his paper like
a bull through a Toreador’s cape., He was in the center of the
room before anyone could stop him, Fe was right in the middle
of the struggle., Thin things seemed to scatter in all directe-
ions, one even went up his pant leq.

“What’s the matter now?” he roared. He flapped the paper
around, knocking down one of the thin things. It disappeared.
It went under the rug or under a crack in the base board.



“Look out,” shouted Paul, “”You're knockin’ out the things,
There’s one up your pants leg, dad.” j

George flapped around his pants leg. He felt down his leg.
Of course, it was so thin he codldn’t feel it, He looked up
at his wife and son. His face was solid red from tie to top,.
What the hell is this{ What are you two up to? Ye gods,
Marthat” “

“Well, if you would just have a little patience and stop bare
reling around like a big bull, you might see the things.”

"See WHAT things?” He flapped around with the newspaper,
looked over in the corner back of the chair.

"The thin things, George, They were in back of your chair
and they came out fightingeee”

“Is this family going completely mad? Martha, are you going
to stand there and tell me that you are seeing--what the hell
was that--THIN THINGS???”

"George, will you stop shouting.”

"Paul, if you are not going to-'study, go to bed., You can at
least get a good night’s sleep., AND quit fiddling around in
back of that chair, "Paul, are you listening to me--PAUL:{”

"Will you please do as your father says, Paul, so we can
have a little quiet,” his mother spoke soothingly.

Paul came out from behind the easy chair...there was nothing
there anyway, Ke stopped by his father and looked at his ine
step where the pant leg broke over it. “You don’t feel anything,
do you, dad?”

“Feel what?”

“¥'ell, like something-~eresomething dangling, maybe?”

“Like something DANGLING???”

"Yeah, something sort of thinee”

"If anybody says ’‘THIN’ again to me tonight 1’11l kill ‘*im.
So help me, I’11 kill ’im? YOU GcT TO BED, PAUL{” George was
shouting at the top of his voice, his face a deep purple, his

arms flaying the air,

Martha said, ”"Go to bed, Paul, and we’ll talk about it to~
morrow,”

Mr, Creekins had new fuel. “Thats what you do when I’m at
work. You get out those~«” and he never could think of a po=-
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Less fun than 2 tan fued, but currently more popular in this
land ot the summer sunshine, is Dianetics.,

| knecw nothing about Dianetics, myself, having successfully
avoided reading the boeck, and being far too stupid to listen to
peonle who are talling about it, This leaves me in a peculiartly

fine position to examine the subject critically, 1'm completely
unbiascd,
Oncz upon a time | saw a paper expleining the process one could

tollow it one wished to ftrisect an angle using only a straight edge
and a comnass, its avthor assured me that the committed trisection
was valid, | kept the ms. ftor a week, then returned it, praising it
as on2 of the finest examnles of creative thinking in the 20th cen-
tury, one which constituted a powerful blow at the orgarized dogma

ot geometry. | lzft him to face the tuture alone but unatraid, and

my life is not totally in vain, for, in my small way, | made that man
aglad.vhat better excuse can be given for my unbiased approach to
criticism? |t makes neople hapnv....

Dlanetics, it occurs to me, is the greatest thing since "The
Readers Digest™, | can hardly weit until we arec all cleared.

On. that happy day, vndoubtedly, enlightzncd self-interest will
make all bhumanity as polite as pie and, incidenially, obviate the
bother and exnense of government,

Spoentanczously generated projects the length and breadth of this
great old planet will proliferate movie houses-and telavision sets
and concrerz highways and museums and egg beaters and fountain pens
that write under water and all the hundreds of thousands of other
things required to maintain a civilization,

On Sundays, | expect, in every hamlet and city, we will gather
together to chorous out "Nearer Myselt to me", "All my Engrams are
Taken Away", and other fine old sonygs of the new era,

Naturally we will quit smoking and drinking, like the sensible
peonlz we are, .And bar~bell societies will spring up over night, like
toadstoolseenes ¥

As we contlnue to enjoy ourselves, the population will multinly;
under the pressure of that, rockets will $+lash ocftward and upward,
Planet atter nlanet will come under our benevolent feet. Ve will
span galaxies, fertilizing the ova of the universe with euphoric
humanity,

Ueder our proselytizing, alien race after allien race will aban-
don its ancient tribal customs and join with us in the indefatigable
Frotherhood of the Cleared.

tvan will roll on and on, inexorably. As we stride forward erect,
our eyes will glitter with enthusiasm. Cur vision will be stead-
fastly rivited on the dream of an even better, an even brighter to-
morrow. Just to think about it makes me all a~twitter with dellcious
goose-nimples,

And |'m as happy as happy can be that | was priviledged to be
born when this was just beginning,



tent enough adjective~~"magazines, and you cook up these, well,
THIN THIIGS to run up my pants 1eg at night, Martha, I thought
you, at least, had some sense«-”

"George, let‘s go to bed,”

“Don’t you realize that those~-er, ahh, those=-~well, magazines
will run that boy mad.”

Paul closed the door of his room and the argument became muff~
led and incoherent, It waxed and waned and had reached new
heights of fury when the telephone rang and he heard his fath-
er shouting threats over the phone at the ncighbors. Then all
was guiet., Paul thought of the new copy of "STOUNDING hid out
on the window ledge, but he dare not show a light, not even a
candle,

"hat were the thin thingseeinvaders? He had done his best to
contact them without suceess, He thought of going down to the
library after his parents were asleepw<but he had tried that se-
veral times before, and at great risk, They secmed to be around
only when his father read the newspaper,

Here was opportunity, If they were invaders, and hé was cone
vinced of 1t, out of all the people in the world, he had the
chance to give first warning. Paul sighed in the darkness, The
thing to do was to go ahead without his father’s support,

The next day he tried out his thin invaucrs on his schoolmates
But Paul had little standing among his friends in the junior clae
ss in high school. To a man, they advised him to ”"Get churself
a date for the junior dance,”

He decided that the sc¢ience fiction fans were the best het,
Perhaps some of them had|also noticed thin things., So he wrote
a form letter to three hundred fans, and also included writers
and editors. For three weeks no answers. Then he got a post
card from a fan in Illinéis:

"Dear Paul, your 'avader gag is a
little crude. Why don't you try dye
ing=~you get a lot more laughs and
the fans are used to it,

Your fan friend (and I mean,
friend)
Bob.”

Paul wrote letters to three local papers and one puba=
lished his letter in the joke column under the head ”LOOK QUTL”
This brought George Creekins home from the office a seething
and bubbling purvle and Paul had to do without his slim allow=
ance for two months,

The above account of the early history of Paul Creekins is
reprinted from UG FTFOM (The Underground Workers For The Free
edom of Man), It was surrendered, under protest by the ct=
ing Secretary, T.E., WATKINS,



Y i e BCIENCE.
I[ge o SCUENCE [FICTIoN

S By NESLO OFRFLA

O

Every one who claims to be a science-fiction fan should be
interested in the answers to three salient guestions:

(1) Vhat is science fiction?.
(2) What distinguishes science-fiction from ordinary fiction?

(3) Vhy is science-fiction superior to scecalled "Escape
Literature?”

If you try to amswer these guestions, basing yocur conclusions
on the stuff that masquerades as science-fiction nowadays, you
will probakly find yourself maroonea in a semaniic jungle of
contradictions. The hest way to do the job is to go back to the
Feginning and ask yourself two more guestions: (a) VWho origine
ated science~-fiction? and (k) What is the best example of the
original author’s work? It is well known, of course, that fantasy
has pervaded literature ever since the Neanterthal Man started to
draw picture messages on the walls of his cave. Iut there should
be no douht concerning the identity of science-fiction’s inventor .
Yis name is Jules Verne, and the most typical story he wrote was
"Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea.” HAnalysis of this yarn
reveals that it has four distinctive characteristics whieh diff-
erentiate it from fairy tales, horror stories, fantastic advenw
tures and other types of "ecsape” literature, whose funtion is
either to scare the pants off the reader or to lead him into a
dream-world where he can forget the responsibilities of oruinary
life, Science fiction is far superior to ”Escape Literature”
becouse it is:

I, INVESTIVE., A real science fiction is original in the same
sense That a new invention is original. It is well known that
the submarine, the airplane, television, the atomic bomb and
practically every other important invention was first conceived
in the mind of a science-fiction writer,

II. PLAUSIBLE. A legitimate science-fiction author must he able

To clothe The skeleton of an "impossible” conception with the flesh
and blood of verisimilitude, Verne accomplished this notably when

he described the “tautilus” with such scientific accuracy that all




Simon Lake had to do was construct a craft in accordance with
Verne’s specifications and a submarine was born, :

I1TI., SCIENTITIC. Science-fiction is not merely entertaining,

Tt also 1s educational. No one can read a read science-fiction
story without acquiring accurate, authentic, scientific knowledge,
“Twenty Thousand Leauges” certainly ful¥ills this reguirement, It
not only contains authoritative discussions of the priénciples of
hydraulics which accord with orthodox science, but it also ine
cludes detailed, accurate descriptions of unaerwater fauna and
flora. :

IV, PROPHETIC. Genuine science-fiction predicts--with a high
percentage of accuracys-the scientific developments of the future,
That does not mean that the author has to bw clairvoyant, Just

as a scholar who has a very thorough knowledge of history, sociol-
ogy and economics can foretell with remarkable correctness what
the political future of the world will be like, so anybody can
prophesy future scientific progrese--PROVIDED he has a very
thorough knowledge of scientific principles and of the past his-
tory of invention. I wonder how many of the authors who cone
tribute to present-day fantasy magazines can qualify in this re-
Spect e

During the past ten years, circumstances have compelled me
to get out of touch with science-fiction as it is being intere
pretted by modern pulp magazines. W“When I deciaed to get back in
step with March of Time Travel, I asked one of fandom’s leaders
to advise regarding the selection of a typical science-fiction
magazine of today. Acting on his suggestion, I purchased a copy
of ”Super Science” for July, 1950, and plowed though it from
cover to cover, Let’s see how the "typical” alledged science=-
fiction stories of today measure up to the standards which Jules
Verne established. A thoxeugh study of “Super Science” lead nme
to the inevitable conclusion that these stories are:

(1) As ORIGINAL as a dish of hash, (2) As FLAUSIBLE as “Jack and
the Bean Otalk.” (3) As SCIENTIFIC as a Li’l Abner cartoon.
(4) As PROPHETIC as a Bugs Bunny Movie,

Let’s start with attribute Number One, namely ORIGINALITY of
INVENTIVENESS. Of the nine stories in the July Super Science, four
were on Time Travel, two were about Robots and the other three
followed the usual threadbare themes: End of the YWorld, Trip to the
Moon and Fyperspace, Not one of these stories offered any oriainal
suggestions as to how the astounding phenomena they described could
be explained,

Next, let us consider VERISIMILITUDE. Most of the authors did
not bother to describe their marvelous imitations of inventions,
They probably figured that, since the same ideas had already been
hashed over and regurgitated over and over again by other authors,
no further details were needed, Fowever, one author did undertake
to explain how his space ship was constructed, Here it is,--a
perfect gem of pseudo-elucidation:



"The cruiser itself was a projection of the third Shenweiss eguation
expressed in sixty-three alloys (seven of which were new), twelve
families of plastics ana four relatively inert elements whose gentle
bombardments were so0 mingled that their hasic animosity resulted
and fission of an estimated 93% average efficiency. BPBuilt into

this physical extension of a mathematical concept were those factors
essential for sustaining of life while the Dberlin moved from place
to place though a gray timeless area which Schenweiss, for want of

a retter name, had termed ‘the half dimension,’” The author of this
masterpiece was obviously ignorant of the fact that, in building

the Douglas "Skyrocket”,--a much simpler craft than a space-ship
would have to be,--Douglas Aircraft Company used hundreds of diff=
erent alloys and plastic, Apparently the Dougles engineers over-
looked those inert elements having ‘gentle hombardments” and “basic
animosities”; but they did make use of innumberahle, diversified
substances such as Masonite, fiberlogrd, plaster, rubber, leather,
felt, vellum, diamonds, carborundum, beeswax, spider silk and many
other non-merallic, non-plastic materials. Duilding the “Skyrocket”
also required hundreds of thousands of drawings and !:lue prints,
thousands of lofting boards, hunuraas of thousands of templets, dies,
form blocks, jigs, fixtures and guages, hundreds of specially built
machines, and millions of man-hours of labor by tliousands of spec-
ialists in over a hundred different fields, Think of all that waste,
when a marvelously efficient rocket-siii,, can be produced merely by
expressing a mathamatical formula though 63 alloys and 12 families
of plastics! Too bad bonald Douglas did not know about that third
Shenweiss equation? We might have saved the U.S. Navy a lot of

time and money.

When we pass on to the third consiaeration, namely AUTHENTIC
SCIENCE, we discover that Super Science, in spite of the name on
its masthead, is about as deveid of this essential ingredient as
an old maid’s date hook is devoid of phone numbers. Yo be sure,
one of the nine authors did make a stab at scientific instruction,
with the result that this profound bit of misinformation was promul-
gated: "In one direction, at least, the universe is 1.12 x 186,334-
x 60 x 60 x 24 x 365.25 x 10 miles across.” A sixth-grader can
easily figure out mentally that all but two factors in this seeme
mingly cabalistic formula represent the number of miles which light
travels in one year. C(ne wonders why the author didn’t just state
his guess that the diameter of the universe is 11.2 x 186,334, or
2, 086,940.8 light years. Let’s see how this compares with esti-
mates made by other great astronomers, for instance H. Spencer Jones,
Britain’s Astronomer Koyal, In his book, “Life on Other Vorlds”,
Jones states: “The most distant systems that have been reco rded on
long-exposure photographs with the great 1UC-inch telescope are at
a distance of about 500 million light years.” This indicates that
just that portion of the universe which is visible in the 100-inch
telescope has a diameter of approximately onme billion light years.
There secems to be a slight discrepancy of 997,913,059.2 light years
between the Astronomer Royal’s figures and those of our pseudo-
scientific author. DBut, wait a minute! Maybe has estimate referred
only to the small galaxy of which our solor system is a part. If
that’s what he ment by "universe’”, our aillitante scientist overe-
estimated the distance by the trifling amount of only 1,985,940.8



llght years, since the diameter of our Galaxy, accordlng to Jones,
is approximately 100,000 light years. Such stuff is “educational”
to be sure, but it teaches us more about the amazing ignorance of
some authors than it does about science.

Finally we come to the fourth essential ingredient-~namely
PROPFESY, If a parrot that repeats predictions which intelligent
beings have enunciated over and over again in its presence can be
classified as a prophet,--then I am willing to concede that the
stories in Super Science are prophetic, However; there wasn’t an
original prophesy in a carload,

Now, for a word of appeasment. Vituperative as this review
may seem to be, I do not really mean adversely to criticise the
editors of Super Science or the authors who contribute to it., In
general, the stories in the issue 1 read were interesting and re=-
asonably well written., A typical sample will give you a rough :
idea of their literary merit: One author described his heroine
in these unforgettable words: “Sam, in one searching glance, took
in the straight tallness of her, the wood-smoke eyes which had
sooted the lashes heavily, the ripe tautness across the front of
the blue work shirt, the lorelei curve of flank which blue jeans
couldn’t hide, the softness and petulence in the wide mouth,”
Where there'’s so much smoke and soot there must be fire and smut;
and so the reader is not surprised when this luscious tomato sne-
aks off for a weekend in Acapulco with her boy friend and subse-
quently celebrates Father’s Day by murdering her old man. See
what I mean? I just LOVE storles like that! Iy only objection
to them is that they sailed unaer false colors. Instead of mas«
querading under the name SCIENCE they should have been called
"Fairy Tales”, “Horror Stories” or “Fantasy,” COr, if the theme
is baszd on the science of sexology,--why not call it a "Torrid
Tamale Tale”? (But be careful how you spell that last word.)

I realize that there is a place for "escape literature”,
Modern life is so bewildering that many of us need some pallia-
tive that will help us to forget our troubles and resjonsibile
ities. C(ne advantage of escape literature is that its addicts do
not suffer from the hangover effects of lost weekends and mari-
juana binges, but, please, oh leasel don't call the stuff SCIENCE
FICTION! And, once in a while, pretty please, won’t you give us
a REAL SCiQﬂCQ-flCtIOn story for the benefit of those seriously
inclined boys and girls who read to improve their minds instead
of to stupify them: .

I am fully aware that this gripe sounds prejudiced. Eecause
of my fondness for real Science-Fiction, I have perhaps dealt too
harshly with what passes for sciencee«fiction nowadays., let’s dis-
cuss the subject, pro and con, shall we? What do you say, fans
and fanesses? I sure would like to hear the argument for the other
slde««if there is oneil
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"Thoe last man on carth sat clone in his room: there was a knock

on thz Gocreseest

You'ive read that before. It's supposcd to be the epitome ot
all horror storics: the ultimate in suspensz: the very zsszace et all
that is cruescme and sunernatural, well, danit be fcolad. Somebody
had a swzll idza for e varn, He set down and wreote the tirst sent-
encz, and = letis face it - by Jupiter, bhe waes stuckl ine wrote that
first Vine at 2:42 1., on a palmy sumimerts c¢cve, He rzad it over
srualy, and rubbed his hands in dlsuusfinh selt-saristection. This
was coing to be a storyl Letls sce, noweooaaare.sohmmmn, ..

Fe 1it anotiner civcarcet., Mz cot up and raced the flocr., ke
sat down again, Lit another cigarct. Therz were three now burning
in his ash-tray. iie ovened nis coller, scrafched hiis head, rubbed
the back ¢t his neck, alld in the traditional behovicer of an suthor
at wer“. iHe got up again, chewed his nails 'til his fingers bled
coniousty, e didn!t slzeco that nignt, Two weeks later, babbling
incoherantly, he was led quietly away to a nice place in the country,
1+ was his nublishers who foistaed ftat one szatence on uvs as a creat
masterpizce.

Ah, but was [t¢

Frantly, no., The man was vtterly lackin in iwagination, e
would still bhe among us taxpevers if he had,. vor instance, continued
thus:

“The last an on z2arth sat along in his roos, therc was a knock
an e sdatir.

Cho is it€t  he calted out, sctting down his lass of ale.

“PitYs enly vs micz, Rosse.! the voice could have repliced, and
he could have said, 'Ch, L.K. " and gone back ‘tc his crossword puzzle
whtheut having bzcome involved In impessiblie situations. (This could
havz later bzzn sold to walt visney, whe can rzally do things with
mic:, tor a full lenath cartoon, and he covld have rerirad on the
rovaltics.]

r, for cnother example:
2

.. there was a Lknock on the door.

"t1Come in,t the man scid, vlacing the black gueen on the red
Linc, wd in stepoed the chamberngid, {"vow wait a minutz, we said

i
he was the last MAN on zarth. Mothing was said about women.)

"iYou arg thz last man on zarth,! she said, 'and llve come to
da vour room,!



Seet The situation is nreqnant with possibiltitices. Thi. story
could have bz:n sold to True Confessions for & yood picca of changz,
And tataer, if tieavthor haa been smart cnough to inlreduce a bath-
tub into the scenarie, 1t could have been sold to Cecil Lo we rilie
for one ot his epiecs.  lInstead, the depe §s spending the rest ot his
lit: cutlting paner dotls in a nutizry,

‘hy, the whole tiing is ridiculous!  Just beceuse o sccond

rate author was unabls to yet bevend his first line, we are led to
beli=ve that he was a genius. The man was an uvtter ass. ic had the
nueleus of ¢ best=selling novzl in that #1lrst line ang what dows he

do? -+ azts an Aristotelian conplex about 1t, ncvaer hvavino read
van Vegt, and blews the whole thing., iHe ncver read bradibery cither,
For he could have acona con.

¥ o oThere was' & knock at the doors.  The man rosey, walked
acronss the roain, stumbliag over an old copy ot Wiarzticst, aad
threw anen the door. Thorz on the thrazsvotd siocd =—-(who clscle= a
fartian!”

You sz22, this qguyls z2ducation had bern saciy neglected, He
was noet sulte v on his scienca=fictions e hed n2ver heard of
Carsbell and rerwin., He had nevaer, sad to rezlate, been a member of
the IR B ptits o) 7 g was a s

hy, zvan | ¢could have donae betfer

“The last ivan on zarti was alone in his room: there wos a knock
Y R A, (o

Tihe |
i

st man on earth pulled the covers over his hzad, 'The
hedl with bl

a "
t he said."
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INTRCLUCTION, by M, D. Summer, chiropractor.

Hydranetics is the greatest thing since the invention of wa-~
ter. t is the new science of the plumbing of the mind.

Mr. L. Don Scudder, the developer of Hydranetics, has been
working on this new science for twenty-five years. Explorer, le-
cturer, rabble-rouser, sewerpipe engineer, reporter, mystic, fishe-
monger, hypnotist, gem-smuggler, nepotist, guru and blackmarketeer
Mr. Scudder has shown a singular lack of sticktoitiveness which
has enabled him to sweep across the artific¢ial boundaries of come
partmentalized science and come up with a revolutionary new syne
thesis which bids fair to recast all of VWestern Thought.

It is not within the scope of this introduction to recount
a list of the possibilities of Hydranetics. But I want to give
you one hint of what this new science may mean to womankind. Two
months ago I was attending physician at the birth of Mr. Scudder’s
baby. Mrs. Scudder had a completely painless delivery (she was
unconscious at the time) and, most significant: The baby was born
fully developed after a pregnancy of only three monthsi

For those of you who may doubt the biolegical possibility of
such a short gestation, let me state that it stands proven by the
fact that Mr. Scudder was out of the country, curing cannibalism
in East Africa, for nearly two years before the baby was born. He
returned to his wife only three months agotl

Incidentally, the baby, who is now only five weeks old, is
show1ng sions of amazing intelligence. Not content with simple

"goo’'s” and "da‘’s”, he is already talking in polysyllabic gurgle
ings, such as “googeldegoogoo” and “dadabbledada”, Keep your ey-
es on this lade=you’ll be hearing great things from him in two
or three years, Ilis name is N, Gram Scudder.

To say that Hydranetics will cure everything would be to sh-
ow unfair modesty, It will do more than that. How much more we
cannot say at present~-time alone will tell, 'hat the world will
be ten years from now depends on you, and how seriously you take
HYDRANETICS.

HYDRANETICS
by L. Don Scudder

The optimum mind is a perfectly functioning hydraulic mech-
anism, It is a huge complex mass of piping, tubing, tanks, rele
ief valves, accumulators, cylinders, selector valves, servo-motors
flow analysers, orifices, pressure pumps, by-passes, and regulate-
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ors., Vhen it is running smoothly, almost anything is possible,
But it seldom works smoothly--.nnt because of a defect within it~

self, w11 because of the "Life luid”, the experience that is
put irt, .7 and pumoed throurh the tubing,
217+ put it this wav: The eyves, ears and the nose are the

toilets of the mind. Pny and all material is accepted by them

and then flushed, filtereu, analysed and deposited in the "mem=
ory cesspool”, where it stays, forever available for use by the
rest of the system, ' Some of this material that is deposited is
more dense and viscous than other; and here’s where the trouble
comes in, This dense and viscous material stops up the pipes,

and we have what is known as a “clog” in the system, which pre=
vents its optimum use.

R "clog” is the result of an unpleasant experience. A “clog”
in the system necessitates the use of inferior bypass tubing, and
allows further clogging material to pile up kehind it, It only
takes a few dozen good stubborn “clogs” to louse the system up
completely, and produce what is commonly known as a neurosis,

The purpose and function of Hydranetics, then, is simply
the removal of these “clogs” from the Hydrauliec Mechanism of the
human brain. "e do this by a process called "Sludging”, After
about one hundred hours of sludging, the tubing of the mind has
been relieved of much of its dense and viscous material, and the
subject is able to function without being burdened down with such
silly psychosomatic ills as pimples, cleft palate, baldness, TB,
and constipation., Such a subject is called a "high flush” (dig-
nitaries being known as "Royal Flush”-«ed.). /fter two hundred
hours of ”sludging”, the "high flush” has reached optimum, He
can remember everything, control the color of his hair, get a tan
without lying in the sun, bark like a dog, crawl on his belly like
a snake, and roll over and play cead. This optimum man is called
a ’'Sluice”,

The technique of “sludging” is very simple, The “Sludger”
and the “pre-sluice” get together, preferably in the bathroom,
and seat themselves on whatever furniture @r stools are available.
Then by the use of key words and phrases, such as “lets pull the
chain”, “dredge that cesspool”, and
7flush that clog” the sludger takes
the pre-sluice "back along the sewer
pipe” through clog after clog in an
ef%grt to reach the “First Clog”,
the granddaddy of them all, which
started all the trouble in the first
place,s This first clog is called
"prime-prime.”.

If the sludger can reach “prime=-
prime” and flush it out, all the
other clogs which have piled up be-
hind it will come gushing out, It’s
something like removing a hbung-stop-
per.

But unfortunally “prime-prime”
is never in the conscious memory-
cesspool, It is always in the “sub-
conscious sump-tank”, below the cess=
pool, for the simple reason that the
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"prime~prime” is not 'installed at birth, not during the pre-natal
period, not at conception, but at the moment of the first gleam

in the father’s eye! Needless to say This is somefimes very Qiffe
Tcult for the ch to recall,

Yhat was said at this precise moment can be of tremendous ime
portance, and can affect the individual’s entire life. For inste
ance: suppose Fapa said "Good Lord, what gamsi”, the child would
no doubt grow up to be a preacher, a servant of the Lord, with a
strong bent for gambling, The resultant conflict would be the
basis for a serious neurosis, .

I can see the neuroe~surgeons and their evil cohorts throwing
up their hands in sheer horror at this concept of memory before
birth, It involves an admission of something they don’t dare think
about, and that is memory on a cellular level. Cellular memory
is a facte-and from this fact I have derived an axiom~="every cell
is a cesspool”., Try your pre-frontal lobotomy on that, you mone
sters?y

So much for theory and technique. Let’s get down to cases,
I spent twenty five years perfecting this theorye-but it may be
falsei As g matter of fact, the whole thing is pretty absurd when
you stop and think about it, but the main thing is DOES IT “ORK?
The answer is YES{ Some might say that it works too well,
I have treated one hundred cases, I have cured everything from
sterility to virility, from dandruff to Republicanisme. Out of one
hundred cases I have had one hundred and one cures’(one fellow was
a split personality-=l cured him twice!)

Well, there you have it., Hydranetics triumphant. And I am
giving it to the world. All the details of this science can be
found in my book, (Hydranetics; The New Science of Mental Plumbing)
(published by Out House, 1000 pages, price $5.00) ZAnyone who can
lift the book can become a ”Sludger”, You have nothing to lose
but your self respect, so for heaven’s sake get goings: Before we
change the terminologye.

COLU BLS OF THe veeP

\\\\ Columbos fo the infinlte upper deups _
' vwhen tirst vour spacial galtcons putward sweep
\\\ THHE carth is but o lumineseant nite
. Flung deep into omnipotent folds of night;
, tlow for shall that wee speck hold col denwtrussed
Your possions==after vou forsake her dustd

Perchanc:z along theparsees & vour course
There waits a necromantic sentient foree
To sever Terrian cords within the breast
Ot valorous mon, who dares to wonifcst
The trinity ot man and space ond time

ls not alone ik gift to gods sublime}

\\\;\ . “=Clive iorgon
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| crent off to slumbar along a deep and @& dark trall., | was
on a long and winding road which stretched far intfo the distance.
#2ird people and animals passzd me and made my very snine creep.,
Then | noticzd the sign.

r
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RAY BRADELZH ||

I stole into the rickety shop that anpeared cut of newhere at

all and sat mvselt at the cushioned counter.
“tsay I help whot" The voice belenaed to a rather old and

decrenit man who nearly crawled out of the back room. I could tell
at a clance that here was the famous author of tmome Calling!. here
was my idels  But this was a dream and how could he be in it% '"That
is easy my.gind #riend. 'n a Fanls dream anything is alright, Sure-
ly vou have learned that by now, ™

"But .r, Gradbush...,"

Tjust call e Ray. All my vnderstudies do,*

“WUnderstudies ., I do not quite vndersiand. iho are they?2

TOh there is E.A, Poe, Ambrose FHearse, PRobert Doct,y, Heinrich
Ven Yzller, Septenber Derleth, and a new one that has just joined.
I beliezve he calis himsetf, oh dear me, oh yes: Vane hoat. I am
not teoo sure of how he will get along, bz2cause of his comnlete |ack

of knowlzdge., Now wait 4 rmoment .oy Ch ves, now | rzmemiber, A.A.
Smithe. e is one in the same class as Boat. These two just do not
sezm to be able to get all the facts straight, ‘why just last weekl

Boat care to e and insisted fhat | okay his story that he calls
World of (wliv B, Jsn?t ihat just crazy. Vihy | wrote that story
long ago.”
TRut | thouyght-
Hush! | an Fhinking." He pressed g4 button and | was swept

it

ot mv teet by a gigantic robot that came trom a wall. He took me
by my he:ls and carried me to the cellar, There | was tied and
bound, It seemed hcurs hetore ir, dradbush returned bot when he

did he was carrving a rather barge manvscrint in his hands .

“It is finished. Comnlzte except for the icrture scene. I have
just to comnlete that and send it to the publisher., Fa, Ha. Ha., |
arn A aenius . b oadmit it Ft takes & genivs to 'now g genius when
he sees onz, you bnow," (e reached over his shoulder and brushed a
piece of dandrutt from his back. Then after sncething his ragged
hair he ~icked up a lethal loakine weanon, a tony spear, and walled
boward me.,

I Tet cut a gigantic seream and collapsed into darkness. when
b awate | found a rather small timid lookine man standing over me.
"Take it easv, old ehan, There is no danger now, !

"Thank you; sir, But who are you® And where is :p, bradbushé"

"1 am River Acleymen and | saved vou from fradbush just in
Hii oz, 8



"I do ncot understand.® : -
Loa about vou, What do yeu sece?’ N
v just nothing, Wwsolutzly nothing., ALl 1s harfren, 4l

s ni ifea wNooTreess - MNoahil s lzven, - ad lles gnd wiles b J ves |

dus t.,

: 4 ccurses | have taken vou into The World of Authorse it
is this ntane that avthors enter to meditate and worlk on stories.
tt was here that | brought vou when t found vou in feril,”

“But br. g adbushee=

“Alas he is dead., When | fournd him-trYing fo kifl vou .} had
to kill his writing permil and when thalt haepocoed he tell agead with
arieft. Mow the world has last forever a Ggalaxy of Auvthors. Hayne
Mull, Jon Train, tNis Reville, Bob jolson, €. EVeNS Everett, Nelscn
Cand, Elron Cubbard and many more wera some cof the pen nemes he
used, iz was a great men, And 1!'l] fet you in cn & private secret,

His real neme is Hugo Churnsback."

|Ii 1 ‘111
'i‘r‘?
"1 do not belleve it. It is fantastic."”

"ell have it vour way, affer all this Is your dream. It is'nt
mine, Mow | rmust be oft.  And don!t take anv wouden coftinse Some
of them leak. Hay Hap Hae" With that he took his right focf in
his left bhand, put his rigit hand on his head, and pushed and fclded
himseld up and vanished.

You don't belleve me? well whose dream was this, anywey?

Any reflections on any prominent author is merely o matter of fact,
Was it a dream or tie truths Onlyv Bradbush kpows,
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Things like that didn't hap en, even in a dream. He was sure
of thot fect. but nonethezless he stood on the black onyx tloor, and
stared ur 3t the massive golden thrones above him, and could feel
the coldness on his bare teet, and sense the chill of a wind that
¢ased through the tremendous pillared hall. :

He was not alone there tor--- Hz found himsel f thinking, "fFor
judgement.” EBut it was ridiculous, o~ man fell asleep, and stayed
asteep, and even if he dreaned, he knew it was a dream, and could
understand, A man didntt fall asleep, then awakz to find himself
standiny before gigantic yolden thrones —-- sezniingly uncececupied ===
tor judgement. Ivot unless ~-- he torced the thovgyint away,

He was not alone. iie twisied his hzad and saw the man beslde
him, stiftly erect., ils companion in that strangely silent place
was a yiont. mis skin was green, and his tace was cruel. He was
naked, as was the man who thought he dreamzd.

“"John Cambridge." be hzard his name called. Buf it was not
spoken, It rang in the chambers of his mind, He sav the other man
stiffen, Way Koi."

The golden thrones were occupied. He knew fhat now, although
he could sze nothing there. But he sensed a majestic presence,

"You, john Cambridge, are puzzled, and, y2s, atraid, You think
vyou sleep =~~ but are frightened at the thought that perhass you do
not. You are not asleep,”" The green man turnad his head., His thin
lips were sneering, his cyes rcdly hating. "You, Vay kol =-- you
know where you are, what we are who have brought you, and onty one
questlon is in vour mind. why are yvou here, that is what you wish
to Laow,"

John Canbridge shook his head, then resorted to the child!s
trick ot winching himselt, He felt the quick pain, and It startled
him,

“For vour knowledge, John Cambridye, listen and tisten well,
Your lits, the very exisence of your kind, deuecnds on your aitzntion,
vour beliet, Know you, we are The Guardians. Unce we were planet
dwellers, but now infinity is ours. This solar system which saw
our birth and devzlonment has been taken unto our kecping. Lut it
Is our trust not to intertere, not to change the life torms here,
But Vay Kol is not from this solar system., The distance he and his
kind have come would bz meaningless to you, Their own world has
bezn destroyed, by theair tolly of war, and they seck another, It is
your world they wish, John Combridge." The miyhty voice in his head
navsed, John Cambridye took g dezp breath,

“It is not for us to choouse the lite culture that snall Inhabit
vour nlanct, But it is necessary that the stronger organism be
chosen, lhat is why you are¢ here., That is why Vay Kol is here, |t

is not our wish that the surviving culture be weakened by such a war
s we see shaping up between you., Vay Kol has been taken at random
from among his people, as you were taken, John Combridge, BGetween
vou lizs the tate of the worid. Vay Kol is the product of a thou-
sand genzrations of selective breeding. is brain is the culmin=-
ative sroduct of a society hundreds of vyears advanced from vours.,
But the lecarning of & race is noi the sole tactor upon which we may
judgz. There are other tactors, 20 we must judge vyou two as vepra-



sentative of your raczs. by your actions must we judge." The
sonorous voice deegpaned,

“_nly by combat may such judgement be madece nd no odvant aye
shall rzst with either. Your wzapons shall be only your natural
bodily ziuipment, and what clsc you may devise from raw matzrials.
You shall both b: olaced upon a simall vbanctoid,. Ihe temperature
and atmosvhere and yravitational atfraction have been adjusted to
meet the requircments of you both, w2 will not intertere. Ftor
tiree: days you will bz left alene. ot tihe z2nd of that period we
shall rzturn to you. The survivor between you shall declidz our
judgement . It vou, Vay Kol, are the one who fives, we shall nof
intarferz with vour colonization ot fhe world vou have chosen. we
shall remove thez .rzseat civilization 2xisting there, It you, John
Cambridyz, arc the survivor, Vay kol's people shall be forced to go
on in thzir ceaszlzss scarch tor another planat,

“we, The Guardians, have supoken,"

There came something akin to an electric shock, and John Cam--
bridye reeled. He saw dazzling tight, pinwhecling crazily, then
thz light stzadied, and he found steaming soil benvath his teet, He
could $zzl thz oozing warmfh of it. For only an instant did the
persistent thought that he drezamed assail him, thzn ne drove it awav.
That was no drzam --- this was no dream. The droning mind=voice had
lzft no doubt within him,

He stood in a siight clearing amid a steaming jungle. ross-
hung trezs of warped and alien kind sprouted at crazy angles, and
the sky above was dezpest blue, ot overwhelming dimensions. For only
s moment the sensotion of ftallinyg upward into that yawniny void
struck at him, then his mind steadied. Thc horizon was visitble but
short milas in any direction. There were no mountains. Uniy the
swzating morass of junyle growth., . swall plancioid, T a0 O

He saw thz green man, suddenly. He was tall, striding pur-
poscfully., He was naked, and his sneering swile beat his thin mouth,

“Ho, John Cambridgel" His language was sftrange, @ sound like
nothing Cambridye had cvar heard betore. tut he understood. He
backed away, slowly. He saw the red-hate in the other's eyes.,

" ot us end it herc! the grecn wan challonged. we need net
weapons, You are a racez close to the carth. You ar<¢ men of your
hands, not of your brains as we arz, You find pride in vour strength.
Herz is your chancez. | meet you on your own terms!”

john Cambridye was a biy man, ¢ was strong. He had boxed at
coll2ge, and hz hed played football. rhysical fecar was not a part
ot his nature. e smiled, stood his ground.

The yrezn giant ceme v, ite moved lightly, balanced on his
toss. e struck out with his right hand, as wight a man to whom
body combat was uvntamiliar. John Cambridye blocked the blow, He

stzopzad inta the punch, brovght his own right wp. He felt the
numbing shock of the blow. The green ticsh broke under the tblow,
thz bone structure ceved in, and black blood w2lled torth. The

grezn giant's zyes glazad, and his kneezs trembled., John Cambridge
struck with his taft, then his right. The grein men's arms drop.ed.
Then John Cambridge stepped back. iz saw the yiant sag at the
tners. But he could not bring himscelt to strike again., .nother blow
might Lill the man; alizn being that he was, the thought stopped
Jehn Campridgz.

Th: lazz tadzd from the green giant's 2zyes. Thay blazed ancw,



“1 ¥now better now," he said, slowlys *| am the stronger ==~ you
heve the nhysicael knowl:dyz of the brast. Wwhen we meci agein, |
shall hunt vou as | would a dangerous beast,

He turnad, suddenly, plunged into the jungle, was gone.

For a rwewment John Cawbridye was shaken., s nerves were raw.
Why had he not struck wocn the chance atforded, whuen the grecn man's
prid: of race had brought him on aven terws? But the cnswer was
clecar betore him. He shook his hecad, slowly.

|_shall hunf you === The thought tumblicd in upon John Cambridye.
Hz had wast:d nis best chance. what other would there be? te was
not a wman of war, hz could fashion no weapons. .\ bow, and arrows =-
verhanse But the futility of such a thing wade him swile, ~ spear?
Yesy, he could use thate Out would he?

He touyht a9 battle inside himself, And he turned into the

jungle, tie tound a crezper-huny tree, whose polished veod Ll camed
in the hot sun, Mo broke oftf 'a lony, straiyht limb. The end was

jagged, sharp. e balanced it in his hand., It f:1% sturdy, good.
With it in his hand, he wade his way on throu i th: jungle morass.

He kept going for hours. The sunls heat diminishad, and it
was drop in, below thz short horizon, direciiy before his tace,
blindin.  nim., OShadows were lengthening, He was swore of hunger,
ot thirslk. e tound s coel stream, oczing forth from the base of a
tree. Thare he kaelt to drink,

"T=thuskt? He 'ttt fthe tree jars Thea again., Me sprang back,
ind saw a third nissle lzap from the surrounding jungle to bury it-
selt in the trez. They warz round crude stones, of glasse The
dying sunlight caught them, whizzt! one sailed past his hzad, Then
somzthing struck his lett army, and he felt the bene yive, and a wave
ot black pain raced througbh his brain, e stumbl ed, haltt fell into
the protection of thz junyle. s he tay there, his tett arm dangl -
ing usclessiy, he saw the heavy tigure of the gr<<n man, swiling
now, advancing., He hald a4 strange Instruiment in nis hands. From
 hollow trae-tube, Vay Kel had fashiened an air chamber. Uther
jungle growth had ebatted his cfforts. The chewber was sealed with
wet moss, and the plungaer was in his hands, s John Cambridge
watched, he reloaded the weapon, cocked it with a motion of his
aras, and sent yotb another misste into the toliage that conceal ed
his victim,

stealthily, John Cambridge moved, on his beliy. He magde no
sound. Clawing fingers dragged nim alonys Vay Kol stalked warily
into the clearing betore the spring, knelt to drink.

“Ho, John Cambridge!" he called. "we are a war=like race,
You'tve f2lt the bite of my wzapon. Youl!ll {201 it ayain,"

iz walked slowly toward the point where John Cambridge had
vanished, The huntced man kept moving, was bzhind the stalker, [He
came to his feet, silently, the crudz so2ar yripped in his hand, He
balanced, draew the spear back. The graen man’s naked back was b
torec him, Then something hezld him, His arm w2akened, fell slack,
fn the silenceg he crept dway. Vay Kol's ftaunting voice reach:d him,

“R®un, John Cambridge!  8ut | shall tind the wounded animal who
would -lud: the hunter. cross the wastes of unmentionabl = space
we have comi, a rece of huntzrs. We are the strony, You ir: the
veal . You have shown that., But now is the time of judgzment!" He
i augh 2d, "You arz hunyry, for vou know not what to cat. vou will
thirst, tor you will not trust thz: water vou tind, Ffor | have



poisonzd every strzam | havz crossed, John Cambridge!l W& know the
szcrzfs of nature., o yrowth, alicn or tamiliar, can hold nystery
for such as w:. Therzhis mo chascde for. you.  Comel terth,” You shell
be the first of vour kind to dic¢e. Come ftorth, mect your fatel®

Sil:ntly, breathlcssliy, John Cambridge tleds He ran until the
brezath chob:d in his throat and he t.1] to the humid soil with
heart-r nding gasps. dc was afraid, 1ot tor himselt, but tftor the
nation, thz worid, e had failed. why, oh God, why hud he been
the on: chosen by the guardians tor this test? e, a man who could
not kill, not zaven when the tate of his z2ntire world depended upon
LT

Through thz ai_ ht he fled, and the day that tollowed. But he
found no recogynizable tocd, and feared to touch the watar he cam:
across. «s a huntesd bezast runs, so ran John Cambridye., &ut bhe
carricd his spzar with him, and it tznt him strength, though it was
as a statt it szrvid,

Th: third day came, John Cambridye could run no morz, He
lay in a coviurt, his spear grasped in sweaty, nzrv:less hands,

Then he heard Vay Kol's mocking laughter, and & spasm jerked his
body uncentrollably,

Wiun to zerth is thz quarry!" came hils mockzry, "hut the
konteor is wary. Perhaps you have found a wgapon, John Cambridy e,
porhaps youlll vs: it, now? There are ways to rout a dangerous
bzast from his covert,”

John Cambridg: saw the ygyreen man kne
pebblzs h: had ground o fens. He saw the intensity of the ray it
shot from the sun., He smelled smoke, saw growing flan:, 2 closed
his =2vezs, and prayed, as he hod rayed the nignt away.

-z came to his knzzs, crouched there. In wiinufes the copse
would be atlame. He woved backward, and littl e snarling sounds came
from his tips. Hz tz2it something brush his back, and stepoed into

a cleariny., <Zvin as he did so, Vay Kol sprang out 3f on: side, his
tace trivmphant,

Miowl" h: shouted, and raised nis d:zadly air=gun, John Cam-
bridge backed & step, two, o~ trailing tendril struck his ftacz, He
brushed it away. Vay Kol had his eyes tixed on John's tac:,

“This is the end, as it must be! Throw your specar, John Cam-
bridgzel" His lavghter bubbled out, mockingly,

fhe w2apon leveled, John Cambridye stood as trozen, ilis eyces
closcd, and hz winis.ered a prayer. "Foryive me, for | have been
weak, Forgive m:, for it is the world | destroy by ny weakness,”

He waited for the hlow, th: numbing shock of dzath., wminutes
scemad eternitiess Then o bubbling scream jerked his eyes open,

He saw Vavy ¥ol. The graon man seewmaed wrapped in something red,
fuzzy ~==~-

n towering plant behind him bent closer, John Cambridye remem=
bered the touch as he had jarrcd the plant, the treiling tendril
that had touched him, He had brouyht the senticnt, starving thing
elive by tnat touchs, wnd it had secized Vay Koll The orceen man's
weapon was shattered on the ground, and he was lifted high into the
air by thz wrigagling menstrous arms ot the plant,

Ffor a mom:nt John Cambridge fzit triumph, then Vay Kol's help-
less, tzrriblez cry struck af him., what he did was not a voluntary
thinu., It sprang from something deep inside him, but he could no
rmorz controt it than he could control the thing Inside him that had

2el . " From| the crude ¢lass



stay:d his tistss iHe sprang forward, and his spear dug deeply into
the tat, bulbous body of the plant, «» harsh, scrzcecching cry issued
trom the ganing orotice at the top, and the wriihing tentacles
rcachzed for hime ayein and ycot again he slunged the s,.car deep,
until the plant was silenty dad the tendrils released the green
Giant.. Vay #cl. drepped inertly to the ground, =

John Cambridgs knelt at his sides Then powerful creen arms
reachcd up, cawgut him, and Vay Kol's snecring face writhed., John
Cawbridge was huriz:d to the Yround, then Vay Kol was above him,
pressing him downe o inif: of the sanme ylass=like nagterial was in
his hend, noised to strike,

“wzaklingl! cven in the finals moment of triumch vou have failed)
You ar: of a race that does nut deserve to exist. wie, weakling!®

The Knite sparkled iwtive bright sunlight, plunged down =me-
.v. Then was cavugyht and held! He saw Vay ol trying to overcoms
the vnseen bond that Wil'd his arm., It was to no aveil. Suddeniy he
swept back, and something unszen was lifting lohn Combridge to his
czt. The sawez brightness pinwheet zd bet re his cyzs, he felt hime
selt swept backward and avaYee.eo

They wzre again on the zbony floor betore the seimingly cmpty
goldzn thron:zs. The recsonant voicz, with a new timber, resounded
in his nind. "The test has been mede. The three days srz vp.  Vay
Kol, john Cembridge, the judgement has been made.” The voice decp-
enzd.  '"Vay iol, vour racc has forgotten one of the basic prijincipl s
ot lite, OStrength and l:arning alone arz not cnouyh, They failad
you, b:causz you could not kill this weakar bzing. John Cambridgz,
you have dzmonstrated & weatness in not striking while you might,
but it is mor: thao that, It is ausigniticant factar in all things.
It is the quality that Vay Kol ond his pecople have lost. {n = () e
simpl: thing to vyou, John Cambridyz, and .ost complzx to Vay, Kol.
It is Foith, It is the belict in the goodness of things., It is
the thing on which our trust as guardians is baszd. You share it
with us, John Cambridge, vou are¢ as we arz. Vay inol, vou will be
returncd to vour mighty space vessel «~- gnd it, and oll of YOou,
wiltl be horled bevond your ever rzaching this solar system again,
Your destiny is in your hands, but you will fail in your yucest for
a world of your own only if vou fail to hecd the lesson this man
has Liven you, ‘Sutfer that othaers may live, be as you would haeve
theoi bes we, The Guardians, have spoken!”

diowhesling "lights, and slacp, dezp and sound,....

"Fathorl" the child's voice awakzned him. “Father John!"

A small boy stood betor: him wherz he dozed in the atternoon
sun. Thz agaunt yray building loomed up from tae tiny yarden,

"Fathor John, vou must heve drzamad o f Heavon, for vou were
smiling," th:'swall boy said,

"Yas, my son,! the prizst answorzad, cently. "Perhaps | did.?
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Greotlngs and stutf llke that thircews
seeWhat would | llke to see In Shangri=La? Flrst, some coples of
tte (Steps. have been taken, steps have been taken=-ed) Secondly, 1f
possible I'd [1ke to sece a pluh !n It somewhere for the Internatlonal
Sclence Flctlon Correspondence Cluby, slnce | edlt there (oopss sorry)
thelr 'ziney Belng a club thatts passed the century mrk In membp=
ships and steadlly advancing toward the twoe hundred, 1t's getting to
be a pretty falr organizatlone

M!' writlng scems fo be tled up with Fan-Fare, the coming macabre
and two as yet unnamed cffortseccevessePel pecevesessssSam Merwlng jre
& aracters who triled to "unlty™ fandom, usvally under thelr own
tdecad as to how fandom should be unltedesecnoughess! shaddapeas

SwFictlonally,
Ed Neble §r,
editor, Explorer
Box 49

Glrard, Penna,

seel'm now writing o television s=f story $or the Ford Televlislon
Theatre, as well as collaborating with Rlp Van Ronkle, screcen author
ot DESTINATION MOCN, on a screen script of my NARTIAN CHRONICLES,

Ray Bradbury

oee About the only thing | can flnd wrong wlth Shaggy, !s that | deo
not see as much of 1t as | would likee | think I+ Is a great werk.,
One suggesttion=-An ¢ve to the adlor of the paper used could be of
great valuee MImeographing has certaln obvlious advant ages and dls-
advantagess One of the dlisadvantages, Is the frequently I1ght Ime
presslonses |t Is sometimes hard to read on white paper, whille on
plnk or vellew, or green It scems to show up better,

Have bezn here In Phoenlx tor almost a yvear nowy and thlnk It ¢s
swelle It Is great country for fantasy writcerseee.es

Hal R, Moore
{029 S, MInnezona Ave,e,
Phoenlx, Arlzona

I lecave for the Army Slgnal Corps eee Tomorrow mornlng,

Eugene Jo Allen

Dear old chum of my ch!ldhood;

see | also had a poem accepted by "Challenge", the stf poem magazine,
Arz you pzople aware of such a perlodical? I+%s a quarteriyy,published
In Arkansas,

ese Why Is It that among the revliews »f tanzlines In the pros, Shaggy
I's always consplcuous by Its absence? | think that our fanzline Is as
good as any of them, Best wishes,

Don Je Nardlzzi



HORE LeTfuwd wim® WURE LETTERS #%d (ORE LETTERS ®ve .UKE LETTERS
Dear iliclenes

see! bve cnjoved S LWGRIeLA very muche It has a well rounded con-
bentse The fletion Is very good ftor #an workeeel do not vsually
write tiction, but | lave sent olong a story just in case you do not
get othersespas an associate member, my suggestion would be to puk
bish ot | cast one story by a fun per Issuce ORmwesave up all stories
and publish an cl) fietion issue as vou did last veare (in issue
that | enjoyed very muchy by tie wavelees

Yours truly,
T.E. Waﬂ:ins
1 605 wood ave,

Kansas Cityy, 2 Kansas
Hello right back st youl

seoYour letter pulls out of e what tve nevdr quite dared to otfer
unsoicitedessYour gang sure does a swell job on tha t Shangpi el qem=
believe part of its charm is duc fo the clevwer way vyou have of tose
sing the editorial ship around; always tke chorm 6 the fresh idea,
thz mew approachy (b aspproach has never been bettery haohdemecd)
There are hlf=formulated plans for me to visit Dot Faulknerees

I hope to mecet a lot of you nice people thzny so vou'll all be pes
sonalitices instead of nawes when the zine com s alongess

Hopetul ly yours,
Ollve horgan
Box 101

Gardinery Orzgon,

esePlcase give my very best wishes to those b

$FS8s | met on my first
visit therze | hope to se: vou all $OCNeege

lost sincercly,
dam Peeples
524 C $trecet
Colme 25, Callf,

esed0rryd No con do this tilmee Too busy recking moncye liaybe later

this vintery huhfee=say, 11} bet vour purtyd aAn? vouvlre a glirl, tood
{To whit=wyour editor }c.ves for a stratomhotestuffecrulse to explore
tke witlds (hehe he) ot ldaho)

Lee Baltduin
Box 187
Grangeville ldaho

vear Everctt:

| recelved a copy of tle “2150 Sympos fum® this vweck and found it
te the most part well vorth whiles “my contribution™ vras dramatlc

Indeed, (though | actvally don't fegl things are quite that gm gloomy}
But thanks for including m In Akx desplte my inability to o ke a
mote substancial ofterin o

Incldentally, look ot the cdltorial é the wgust 5 Issue of the

Saturday Review of Literature, It looks ahead to 1900, gliving two
extremely §iterate views of what might bee ~rt Barncs
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