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s traditlion
one afternoon when an apple diseangsge
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chat bear his nanme,

the other hand, under
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ical-Bibliical chronology.
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wag dozxing under a trae
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Thus inspired, Sic

cut the laws cf grav-
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conditions tradlilon either igneres or

31ir Isaac werked out messive mathemat-
Tizls mental Fea™ far surpessing the greve-
tricacy y 53 fanteaatic in ita're

-
&

I &nd in - SO

L7 IR RO

, sult that 1f it were seriously propousded todsy Newton would be bar-

»ed and jacketved in no
- Resicrucians wouid have
f Lurn up 0ow.

For the firgs act, Ne
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v is mercifully forgo

tasls for many of

Which brings up
madman,

Wwhen examinlag mentail
dlng, mental acts tend
belwesan the ecxtremes,
analogies o this.

N menory and lesrning
trhe cgradesladder §s the
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There is 1lttie doubt
worge Jorthy of the

time flst,

wien is heilsd as a gen
eccnd makes Rasputln look like the epiltone of

the question ¢of whether KNewton was 8

Tt i3 doubtful whether even the
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rathe rhon Bragtivice, ! At the L BT
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from idiocy richt up Lo the aatoun-
in aporopriate slots ranping
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at ail that Newton's gravitational laws ara
term appiled to them In the first placs,

thiey are objectively valld, They confoima sirictly with realloy.



- DON'T FAIL...

to subscribe to our series of Science-Fiction Fantasy Booklets,

' starting in the summer of 1957 with “The Word Machine”—the
story of a writer who inherited a machine that would write his
stories for him—the story of a man of stone who reaches across
aeons of time to destroy the man who owned him.

Scheduled for Early Fall: “The Cave People,” a story that
carries you from the suburbs of a Canadian City to the frozen
wastes of Antarctica to discover a civilization 20,000 years old.

ONLY $1.00 per Five Numbers!

To insure that your order receives prompt attention, use the
coupon below. Order today.

R. S. GrAces Wirriam F. NELSON
25 McMillan Ave. 35 West Lake Ave.

West Hill, Ontario Colonia, N. J.

Canada U.S.A.

Dear Mr. Graggs/Nelson:

I am interested in your offer. Enclosed is my dollar (in cash, check
or postal money order) which, I understand, pays for one year’s subscrip-
tion (five numbers) of your NEW series of Science-Fiction Fantasy
booklets.

Sincerely,
Name
Address
City State

P e

ACTUAL PHOTOS, %”x3%”,. 2 for 25¢; 12

GIRlY PIN.“PS for $1.00. Write Stinson, Route 1, Box 7a,
Riesel, Texas.
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In short, they work. In the second place thsy ars uaturel lawe; na.
ture in no instance flaunts even one of thsm., But on the oihs: ;
his chronology carries 2ll the objective authority of thre ‘
alllclaiming to be Hapolean.

The individual act 1tself, then, is the test of mentsl stabiliic
does the work result in a reasonsble, valld discovery? If not, 1% is
per se the result of untalancad reasoning.

This same concluslon can be reached from another direction. A fs
tor|which separates men from animal 1w man’s retlcenallty, his pbili
to reason from a problem to the solution of that problem by way of
the mental concept of means, Thus an Aborigenie ejected into & rain-
etorm with a couple of slabs of Jumber would have little difficulty
golving the problem of erecting a shelter, Any lower animel - pri-
mates included - would drwon before putting one board against ancther,

unless previously trained.

Senity is nothing more than the proper use of mental powers. In-
sanity, on the other hand, covers the very oenormous fisld of their
fimproper use, including emotlional Imbalance, eonaclous rejection of
reality, etc. (A physlcally damaged brain may be termed unsane: that
is,|not responsible for its action: apart from the conespi of ssnitvy.)

Sir Isaac, in the formulation of his laws of gravity, couldn’t have
been acting more sanely. Hs obeyed the evidence of his senses - 1.8
objgctive reality - and ho solved hia probliem legicslly, using msz

means to an end.
|

In his chronology, however, he demanstratad the same degrec of
3 logie, but energad with & grossly less valld conciusion, The Tea
I




son belng that be began with an illogicel promise., Ask the mathema~
tician vhat the answer to his calculus »roblem is when he begins with
the objactively invalld premise that two and two equals five, Ask
him hew much help his banks of ecmputers wers in coming up with an
objectlively valid = sane - answer.

Genius ig a dogree of sanity. Highly sensitive sanity if we've
got te grope for a definition. The tests are the same. The unique-
ness of the discovery and the extent of conformation to reality are
the criterion that set 1t above other degress.

I Medam Curle had writtsn a scientific paper in which she claimed
Aeus had dropped in one day and told her and hevr husbard the facts a-
bout radium, would the Curlefs discovery have besn any less & one of
geniva? Lgelin, che test is the good preduced, not the method used.
Hod Madam Curle claiwed that Zeus Sold her that the sky was falling
and that menkind chould revert to iron sluileape, thers would rightly
nave vasor & swilt phons call and out she would have been ushered,
quietly,

History, in fact, is peppered with guniuses whoe zitribubted their
thelr insplraticn to fvoicee! and =piritusl beings. HMartin Luther was
cne, Bleite was anotvher. Socrates claimed hs was szat by the gods to
inatruct man on ths subject of preper thinking, yet our processes of
reascning are based in large part on the clarity of expression Sccrates
inaugurated. S8St.Jcen of Are attributed the decisiona f'or her acts to
St.Catherine. In every case the truth thought to bs revealsd by these
Jupersensory bsings woere concluslions which could have been reached by
unalded natural intelligence. And in each casa the person explaining
his acte as being carried out as per orders from gupsrior beings was
under severe mental strain, usually fighting for his ideals alone, in-
variably in the minority.

And this brings up two drawbacks of most mental giants, The first
is ths attitude of sextreme innocence charactoristic of almost all of
them., Napoleon is porhaps the only outstanding example of a genius
who realized the world would rest much easier at news of his death.
Socrates ‘gpesch to hils accusors clearly shows hinm as & man unable to
comprehend why 1t was necessary to the Atheneans to have him ocut of
the way. St.dJoen went to the stake thoroughly without knowledge of
why she had been condemned.

The second, and most important, limitation of most geniuses is
that they are so mechanically, so damnebly consistantly rizht. And
no one, even the comparstively intelligent - and especielly the com-
parative dulliard -~ likes beling regularly proven stupid, It ig both
a humilating thing and a fearful thing to have an enormous iatelligence
arcound who gilves no assuring guarantee of benevolence. And fear of
what micht be done drives men fastsr than what has bsen done., Shown
someone %o inexplicably superior as Christ and a violient colllsicn
U is bound to teke place. Christ is furnished his cross, Socratea
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ki npmlcckA dogn ner suake ane counfless cthuer mortyera o their
own dupericrlcy their respective wmethads of purging mankindg of thelr
preasnces, 1¢ 1e 2 Lribute 50 Necplean that renaged to die in .
hed,

Noti all guntuses are wiacked dow so violen:ily by menkind  of course .
Many are born, live and dis witi L being more to their fellow man
than 8 name or 8 phoicgraph. 'he diffaronce lilas in the amount of

nolsance the particular individusl makes of himseli. Mozt workiog
in the arts and sciences find 1.L:7le trouble In gecting aleng with
the great majority of their econtemporariss. Those whe work in areas
closer to the sorespois of =mankind - reiizicon, the milltary, etc. =
find progress a great dea) more d:ificult

Probebly because of this ingrained fear of meatsl superiority, gen-
jus s come to be synonymous witih a different brecd of man, Humsns
ity qas a long history of setoing above end apsvri from itself cthet
whizh 1t cannet understend., But Genius has acthlng to do with slze
of tﬁe brain or extra nodes in tine brainpan. In fact, one of the
largdst brains on record is that of an i1dios, end one of the smaliest
that 'of a French genius. The factor thai seits come above others In
mentaiity his the state »f mind., not Tundamental physical differances.

We @1l of us have the germ of genius. DLveryoue hms nacd the vague
but distinct fecliing of having hlmself experlieuced the thoughts and
emotilons he zess conveyed in a work of geaius. The truthe e holf
discdversa he finds 3et and polished by sensitlvity. Most use 1:'e
vagudly; genius catchss its overtomes witn clarity,

J

contributor note

.
Cry

Onz of the most remembered ilems
received here last year wWwas 8
poetry chapbook {rom hesnny pin
ny press. Thiz was Carl Lar
gsenn's 'Notes from & Machine
Ship. ! It waz a 16 poen dalin
aation of man and mechanization
and contained gone of the aftack
c5b blani verse written ecn the
b ject., Cavl larsen, who nhas
wor: the Heoauvmary Velsmp Award,
psers “wice this issue He
conbinues nlas work 0ovh In hia
i jowrnal SATSTEIA and In
Gihar 1itkls wapeeincs,  Frank
contiruasd poge ol
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05 Wa all knew, was lnvented by Ivan
Lockner fer Federsted Errin Ferces in 3064 4.D. It was used with
zrealt guccess in putting down thae vprisings of thé blue-streaked
roytons, without a singlie lost 1life, in the War of Secession of
ths Jovian Moons, Virginenna Horgelessky, Co-starring General of
the Third Russian Star Batallien, tells in his memoirs of a hile
arious incldent that occured during the insurrsction, It seems
that twe Peytona were frabbling during a black-out period on Cslle
1ato, and quite nsar an eight man scoutwpost. These two Peytons
gyropad up e nude energy form of Gine Carasel, bsautsous sex-star
of televislon fams, The form driftsd into the scoubt-post area,
g1ita gtartling the

W,

g
men on duby there,

Tne extrems jollity
of the whoie afifair
ia that cthrss of the
guands wora seducsed
bafore & culcl-witted
lieutenant realized,
while starding in line
that it-was not a true
flean forri. Neesdlass
to say, & repori of
this never raached
Wasgh--Cow,

e

In Dr, Yergman Brad-
lock's collsction of
vory snclent writings
there is 8 talttered
remnant of 2 record
written in 1553 A.D,
tiwt speaks of the

use of a ‘tangls gun, -
It was written by one
F.L.Wallace, beilevsa
te be one of the 1sad-
era of a8 Tunstice cult
of thosze nest sncient
times. Our histrenice
¢xperts are &t a losa
Lo nxaldsin this romerk-
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able reference to such a weapon, iz ancient record bears she
heading 'Galsxzy', but does not ©tell us which galaxy,

£
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TR | - e came into
exiacence th cugh tbe effo”bs of Harola Brasgman, a fourteen-
year-old enginser, 1In his spare time he enjoyed designing weap-

cis,| and in 3723 A.D. he built the hand-rifie out of sone spare
parts in his third-sub-level home laboratory, The 'freszer hag
been nocifiod many Simes and is 8tiil uged by cur law enforcers
coday. It is psrticulariy uscful in this pursuil because 1% csn
be uged, if =o dialed, o paralyze only a sizall part of the body
wlthout per manantly harming the person, Prassman recsived %ths
Blue-bhsdge Awerd for als ¢qvention in 3730 A.D, &nd & wmodest
tolren ¢f tharks ($10,000,000) from Geveramental Hesd of Barthe
sectpr Five.
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cmemper Lemuria’ by the irme:
X “o mals the sccusation at
as of int ectuals that Palmer hand Actually uritcen
ths ‘u,u:lu claqch‘ Efa:sm;A wag Indicted and
hqv > Lly-Bean Indus “ncq, Sonfadovated Shaver Tab-
var bon c~?cok Cembine end the Chqxar uvsﬂlona°7

? twe millilon dollars each, Locsl GC7 of the Hash-
te's Union pronptly electsd the 1cngndead Shaver

dert and sued Brassman for an additional two millien

or Bragsmen dlsd in noverty and dishoner
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f 3 e | wes the proaucL of research
of two galaxtically kaown s~ud1010@us»s, P, M.B.Z. 3tophentaulen~-
steffor I7I, 2.4., MiA,, Thd., and J, Erantsz, lhls most deadly
weepon was created for the Peoace to the Planets Foundation in
the fifty-fourth year of the L2nd century, Each of the two gen~
tlemen received three and a half eradi"‘Q for ctheir invencion
(small renumeration i1t is true, buv the Foundation had had a
frightfuliy bad year). Unfortunstely bOoﬂ men vere later de-
materialized for the armed robbery of a fishmenger. However,

g fow years later, in a wild bid for power of the Foundation,
Harman Fen, Peace-Promoter Third Class, supplied his supporters
with vibro-bsams and waged a bloody battle against rulling heed,
Jonathan ¥eo. Three thousand didd in this encounter and Fen

WE g ssvepulj repremanded by the Poundetvion. The final conden-~
nation of hig act was shoun by his belng demoted to Peace-Prc-
moter Fourth Class

T Philos-~Ilecter Wilbur Arnell cliasims ~
that an aged record in his 82 :

(g




10Wws a menticn at one point of a 'vibro-blade'!, This document

h}

8
oy a person naned !'Henline! (as close as the name can be decyph-
ed), and seemingly is & journal of a revolt in 2100 A.D. But this
iting holds 1little credulence with our histronic experts, becasuse
e writing also mentions a person known as Huxley; it is believed
that this reference iz to Aldous Huxley, who we know to be a monk in
the pre-sncient Dark Ages. This person, Henline, is believed to have
been assoclated with the afore-to-mentioned Wallace, both writers of
nost nefarious tomes,

ot E D e g
>33y Q

. L. . was developed by Yolandis
a o, ths noted sportsman and wild game hunter, In fact, so great
is lMr.Balbiscofs fame thet he is refered to in McMannuiees's "Whols
Who in ®i11ling" as fthat Marvelous Martiesn.'! Balbiscc developed the
weapon in Li7L3 A.D. enabling him to be the firsgst man to bag a Pluto-
nian frosted-iggu, Although this gun has been turned to military
usea it 1s still hsld in hilghest esteem by sportsmen the universe. outb
and over,

M», Balbisco, after two hundred years of hunting, retired tc become
a writer, &nd in h9L5 A.D. he was awarded the Sticane of Merit by the
Martian Weilters of the 30l System for his sheri story, "The Day the
Trififids Took the lesrols wWalk Through ths Undying ire Into the Long
Tommorrow wWith 2 Time Bomb.'" It was a truly short-story, consisting
of only five words: fruggle, fleggle, flupple, fluttle and moo,
(Reprinted here by permission of Gold, Hamling, Browne & Lowndes of
the Kncw-Xnothing Press,) Although only five words, these motione
instructions fingersd on the noded hand of a Martian would convey a
scenic story of, comparatively speaking, 20,000 words in the Zarth-
ian tongue. He later wrote a short story in Earthian of some 70,000
worda entitlied 0h!, which was anthologized in Boff Knoklin's tWhy!?,
being s reprint, cf courss, from the magazine 'Who'.

-t

*t

(]

Mr, Balbisco's most original and magnificant novel is 'The Green Hills
of Earth,?

was invented by Max Gorgian of the Larger Magellanic Clcud, Planet One
Billion Sixty-Four, Mr. Gorglan was Right Honorable Professor of Dia
netics at the Magellianic Seminar, He is probably most well remembered
as the 57th Savior of Earth, since it was his magnificent work on the
metasomatic convertor for robotic cows that saved the Earth from almost
cortain defeat by the invasion of the Pillotrods of Scorpll. In the
ninety-sixth year of the 49th century the Zarth was invaded by the Pil-
lotrod hordes, snd were undetectable because of thelr ability tc osmose
their non-formatic E-forces being into the bodies of cows, The exec-
utive order went out to slaughter, at once, all bovine animals, but since
the Armiss of Unifled Earth were controlled by the Dairy Farmer's Amale
gamate, there wos a violent demand for regcission of the Bovine-
8 Sisughter Act. At this crucial polnt 1t was the genius of Hax



Gorglan that savsd the
Third Planst, While on
8 visit ©o Barth at thatb
time, Gorglan in his

FEa gt Poughkeepsie lab-
cratory develered and
designed the metasomstic
converior, which took
the elements of Earthls
air and transformed them
into & pleasant facai-
mile of wmilk, The cows
died FTor their plenst,
andl the Pillotrods, bo-
ing thus tiwarted, fled,
Great was ths jubila-
tion of Harth,
Gorglan announced hig
bheam-wespca only lass
vear, 5006 A.D,, but
was diseppointed when
the Tnited GalisxXieco
outlawed its use on
Jupiter &th, 5006 A.D.
(Barth-date). Profes-
sor, Gorglen later met
an untimely end when
he was prossc by an ex-
ciltable co-ed, while
trying to epply one of the bagic axioms of Dianetics with her.

As one locks back down ths long road of history, cobbled with
the stonss of centuries, there are meny nemes in its hallowed
pages that joy the heart and stir ths imagination, Some names
almoet legendary in their greatness; some as fresh and plquant as
your morning fac-shseet. The mighty tomes of history lists them
in len almost unending paradse: Vehner von Braun, inventor of the
alrplane; John W.Campbell, jr., the Father of 3cience; Fredric
Brown, inventor of the stitchling-mechanism space-warp smd Philllp
Cabbageton, the man who brought lucky-strike-~-green back Irom the
wvar, (Little is known ebout the daring exploit of Cabbageton,
bub we are assured that it was a noble deed indeed, )

In 4998 it was thought that the name of George Harvey Balssom
would surely be added to this honored roll of illusitrious nanmesg.
Yet to date there have been written thirty-I£ive blogrephies cof
his 1life and thus far they agree upon but one thing: that George

Hervey Balssom is an idiotic bun.

In the year 1j998, as will be remembered, Balssom brought forth up-
& o
on & startled world the announcament of his inyenuion, the
< Chronc-matic; the Chrono-matic, sirictly speaking, is not a




weapon, or, at least, not one of deadly or harmful intent., DBalssom
gaid that his invention could through the mechanical apnlication of
hig tenets of temporalmorgial-reversal return any event, happening
in a hundred sgquare feet, to three hours prior to its happening,

Cne can readily see what an ultimate boon to crime-prevention this
would have been: stoppage of a crime before its cormission and pos-
sibly in many cases a removal of the motive of the crime. There was
ons unfortunate stipulation. Complete information concerning all
phases of the crime must be computed and converted into mathematical
symbols, then to be fed into the chronotomlic mathematon within twen-
ty minutes after the completion of the crime. This unfortunate
hapoanstance made the Chrono-matlic utterly useless, since it took
anywhere from two hours to ten years to gather complete information
concerning any crime, not to speak of symbolic-math computing, which
would usually require several days.

Cnly last wesk I visited Professor Balssom at his Venus sstate, and
over a chilled cup of the blood of & Plutonian margarot, I inquired
about his Teeling concerning his invention snd the subsequesnt use-
lessness of it. "Tempus fugit,"” he giggled modestly in a most
gcholarly fashion.
:Al Andrews
artworlt by Don Simpson snd Den Adkins:

footnote reviews

An ingenious theory igs put forwsrd in Paul Capon’s

INTO THE TENTH RILLENIUM, though pernaps 1t is mors
dream than theory. A dream of a future Utopia in which
everyone lives in multi-story tents and travels by cap-
tive ballcons hauled along by winches,

Hers, agein, is the world after atomic catastropha, but
perhaps a slightly better world., Atomics have changed
the structure of 2ll the world's metals so that they
have hecome more brittle than the most fraglle glass
and everything made of them fells to tinkling l1little
pieces. '

The criminal 'stiffness® has been rexoved from men's
souls too., and everything is run by "Fiweeloi" a kind
of super conscious feeling that one must ‘play the
gams ! all the time.

The %ind of ideal situation that could exist hers nowa-
days.

You ses--we're such a lot of crooksd

:Alan Dodd
10
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Trene Kidwell picked up the rum-
[ bling coffes pot and twned to
her husband. "He!s not a robot.
Ceorge," she said, "he's human,”

George 1lit a cigarstte and
wished she would pour hig cup of
after breakfast coffee, "Toke 1t
easy, honsy, He!s nothing but a
ap of wires and tubes, covered
with plastic. He may seem human
somstimes, but you know modsrn
science, "

She reised her eyebrows and
poured, "It's not that I don't
1ike him, Infact, he's kind of
-~ nlce, DBut, it’s just that he
doson’t help me anymore., And to-
day, whis very norning, I saw him
cmoking, TImagine -- amokingi"

"Really, nowe"

"Ttt's true." She straighten-
ed the sagging surl of light-

-



brovn hali r that hung down over her Torehesd, and filled her
own cup with the steaming black liquid. "Better hurry or
you'll be lats for work," sghe said,

She had a way of changing subjects that upset George.
He saw the hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth,

George Kidwell finished his coffee and squeezed out of
the breakfast nook, 'Be back about five, doar,

They walked into the living room together. Irene said
"He's been this way ever since he lost his leg." George
put on his coat and sighed,

"Joll, I just thought I'ad tell you,” s1e said, going
back into uhe kitchen to clear up the teble,

As Georgs left, Ollie liwped into the kitchen on one
leg and one cane, Irene stood nsar the window, watching
her husband pulling out of the driveway in the car, She
pursad her lips and uttered what she thought was a signifi-
cont "Humpff§"

“"You want: I should do the dishes, Mrs., Kidwell?"

"0h -~ oh, that's all right, 0llie. I can manage. You

st -~ rest." TIrene thcught she saw the robot smile as he
hmmmaa sround and went inta the front rcom. We ocught to
trads him in on a new model, ITrene thought. but he cost so
much, and with eonly one leg ....

George Kidwell had a very ordinary dey at the insurance off-
3

lce, and prompily at f1'~ otclock, the sereen Goor of his

home banged beshind him. "!Lo, dear, -
Irenc ceme in From bhe hitchen and her eyss said I-told-
you-so, "“Go on,'" she said, "go on into the den." Her voice

had that tinge of fatsal proofo

With ever-widening eyes, Georgs went into the den. 01~
lie sat in his favorite chalr, smoking his favorite pipe.

"I..uh..I beg your pardon," Gsorge stood near the door
and Irene watched over his shouldewr,

"Oh, hello, George, Just rzlaxing., That's what Irene
said T chould do." And there it wes, unmistakaebly, a grin
on 01lie's plastic face, His lens got bright and almost
twinkled, '"Well, come in., I'd get up, you uude“stand but
it's kinda hard, ya know, with only one leg.,"

Irene giggled and wh*sperod iatch him, George., Ho'ls
playing for your sympathy, "

George sat down on the couch across from Ollie., '"What's
hapoened to you, 011ie? You used to ke so neat and efficient,

"Well, I'11 tell you," Ollie said, taking the pipe
from what served as his mcuth.

George noticed hils wife staring at the robot strangely.
"You’d better go in the other room," he said,

She swished out, huming.,

"First of all, I hope ya den't mind me smoking your
pipe. I kinda took a liking to it." Ollie's voice was some-
how different than it had been previous to the accident that

took his left leg.
12 George nodded his head numbly, noticing that Olliec’s
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laugted cut loud, slapping his
kmoe, Somshwyw, Geocrge falled A i Sk T B
to s@s the hwumor,
Before Ollie could go on, ths deorbell rang several times, harh-
ly, "1111 get 1%, dear,” Ireneis volco came from the front 1oom.
0l1lies and george sat quietly. The volces in the other room
mingled and drifted Into the den, 4 wild-fscad man appearad at the
door of the dcnc "There you are!" he ohoutcds '
George recognized the man asg Mr, quby, their» next door nelgh-
bor. HNr, Hﬁcvsov wasn't given to taeatrwc but there he =tcod,
poi Eing sn accusging finger at Qllie,
Hella, Hicksby." Goorge rose, "what seems to be the trouble?”
Hicksby's face got wilder. "Thatls the ons -- that robet of
yourd, I caugcht him in MY back yard, tempering with MY romaidl”
Irerie came 1in, uttered & small, "0h,™ and left. George and
Hicksby stared at 0llie. Slowly, the nlastic skin that covered the
rohotl's face daepensd into an embarrassed red. He looked away, utn-
able to faze the terribls truth.
Quietly, George faced Hickshy. "What hnnpenedv“
"Happsned? Why, una ‘s been runaing arcund the hounse dolling
up. Even used my wife's lipstick. 1 don’b kricw wnav 1n ¢id to he“l
put 4f I have to I'iL 2all the robot commiscion end pul a stop to--
"Now, don‘i be rash, Hicksby,"
13 |"Rash? My wife 1a fremiic!
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do you know what that hunk of junk told her? 'Phooey!, that's what--
'Phooey ! 1"

A shocked silence filled the den, and crept under George's col-
lar, lowly, Ollie got up. ILeaning hesvily on his can, he stood
next to the chair, "All rignht," O0llie said, very humbly, "I'll go.

I know when I'm not wanted,"

George remembered that if 0llie wag out on the strests for twen-
ty-four hours, he would be plcked up for delinquent roboticy, and be
disassembled.

Hicksby stood abashed. George tried to speak, but couldnit. The
three years of ceaseless toil that 0llie had given him and his wife
flooded George's thoughta with shame.

Hicksby shifted uneasily. "I-~I guess maybe it's not so bad a-
bout Susic., I mean, my wife and I never had any children, and..."
his voico trailed off, He lowsred his cyes and left the room, George
realized suddenly thet both he and Hicksby, arnd probably Irene, too,
had been treating robots likse they wers part of the fanily, like they
were 1living creastures., Dut, damn it, he thought, they're so much
like humens, How else can you treat them? And as long as they cdon't
carry things...too far,

0llie moved %o the door, and turned around. A tiny,sparkling
tear caught the settving sun, eand glanced off. Although his throat
seemed choked up, 0llis rose to the occasion, almost smiled, snd saild
"Goodby, Mr. Kidwell,"

Vhy, thought George, he acts as if he almost loves us!

The soft step and the tapping of the cane faded from the den.
George stood tTher alone, his head bowed, Ee drew a desp breath end
walked into the front room, Ollis was opening the front deor,

Compulsively, George said, "Oh, Ollie, why you'll be just 1like
a brothsr to me~~it's all right if you stay, Hell, we don't nsed a
robot, anyway. You'vro part of the family already. George felt an
enormous relief,

0llie straightensd up to his full height and smiled at Irene,
irene biushed, And Coolge wonaerad,

e,
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Boclt in the exciting daysz
of the boom, whan every
day in every way stf was
gecting bigger and better
and only a few voices
crying in the wilderness
urged the caution that
night have prevented the
bust (mine was not one of
them), it was a biweokly
ritual, each Tussday end
Friday, for me to make
the rounds of the vhrss
large newsstands in Coral
Goables, PFlorida, looking
to see wnhat goodissg the
news distributor had
broughte.

Depending on the
weather, the friendliness
cf drivers, and the state
of my finences, 1 would
walk, hitchhike o> take
the bus from my last
clags (I was a college
freshman et the time) in-
to the Gables...then pro-
ceed on oot until I had
vigited the newsstand in
the bus terminal, the ons

s e e TR T T .

pudbbiing oves

N

TR AT T TOXS

IR 2

I

N

< e

—— v e

thor as a

jrank arthur kerr

p—

_young fan
|

e

e couple of blocks east
of the main strset, and
the one a few blocks
west, just on the chanco
that something had been
included in one dealer's
bundle gnd not in the
others?,

Sometimes the bun-
dles would arrive Mon-
day or Thursday night,
other times Tuesday or
Friday morning. I rcmen-~




ber the Thuraday nisht that the distribution containing the first issu
issue of del Reyfs FANTASY Magazine arrivaed, I was in the Cables
that night; I don't racsll what for...but I zaw the bundle, with
the tantalizing spine of those magazines showing, and the dealer
refused, all pleading on my part notwithstanding, to unwrap the bun-
dle beflcre morning,.

Then there was the night I sspied the first issue of the Avon
3f& Reader. 1 was so enthralled that I missed a pledge meeting and
was nearly blackballed from my fraternity

But the day that will long stick in my memory was the June afternoon
that I walked from my dorm into btown. I had exactly sewsniy cents
in my pockets, and gomehow nhad & Fesling that there might be two new
magazines on the stand, sc I walked instead of taking the bus. Sure
enough, there they wsere: UNIVERSYE 5P and the simnilarly named FAR-
TASTIC UNIVERSE SP. Talrty-five cenis for one and -~Lifty cents for
the otherl] I couldn't make 1t., Usf was less expensive and offered
cclor illos; FUef had no illos bui was 200 hundred pages thick, and
featured all the big nsmes in ths field, Further, Usf was edited

vy the unknovm-to-me George Bell, while Sam Mérwin, then recsntly
departed from the TWin3S, wse at the helin of Fu, E&o I plcked up the
latter,

well, the boom got bigger and biggsr and then --pow/-- but there's
no point in discuasing it here and now., The point, other than 1ldlea
reminiscence, is that it locks as if here we go egain., The distri-
bution pattern ia now changed to Tuesday-Thursday; the locals, to
Indisnapoiis; and financilal situation, though shakier than ever in
the blg pilcture, at least not hinging on pennies any more.

The first thing that csught my eye in the newsdesler’a The other
day was the new FIAYEOY, featuring a story by Dick Mathescn and a
and a2 letter from Will Rotsler. In the sanme section was the new
ROUGUE, with sn article by DBob Bloch. ‘

The new pb rack chowed Jack Vance’s TO0 LIVE FOREVER and a non-
fiction work on the atom by leinz Habew. A4lso, 2 new pb from BB,
THE Wild Reader, apparently titled to take advantage of the popular-
ity of THE MAD RE4D¥R. And I, LIBERTINE, by Fred Ewlng (Sturgeon)
with a cover by Kelley Iress, wno also did the interinrs for The
Wild Reader.

There wes the new (ught) SEARCH and (eccch!) TOMORROW ard the
first issue of a journsl called AFRICA SOUTH, which I highly rec-
ommend to the more ssericus-minded arndéd older {older than who? older
than the younger ones) readers of thils column,

AFRICA SOUTH presents highly intelligent discussions of the
problems of Africa...although there are a few such interesting tid-
bits as the footnote that reads "See revised voters' list, Western
Nigeria, °‘Daily Times,? May 5, 1656.," Sure I will; TIill just buzz
right out and nick up a copy of the Western Nigeria Daily Times for
May 5! lqs6o

But to get or to the stf magszines (oh?) there was the latest
issue of Merwin's dandy new SATELLITE, and the new GALAXY and sev-
eral others, Ohboy, Ohjoy. Ohgollyghoshawowboyohoy,

Thereil was, though juast for a few mluutes, a starry-eyead
16 swelling-kearted, enthusieatlc, axeited, happy neo ageine



S8l was once more the bright, wonderful thing it was a few years
ago,.

We're gonna sweep the detoactive and western and love mags from
the gcene,

Soon sverybody's gonna be reading stf, which will bo better
than ever, and we fen who'ive been around from the old days will be
the prophets at last apprecilated in our own land,

Wanna bet?

In SIGMA OCTANTIS #5 I discussed what I considered to be the all-
tims groeatest prezine edition, the tenth-anniversary THRILLING
WONDER, .

Unquestionably, there wers planty of readers who disagreed
with this nomination, end each had his own rsasons, many of then
probebly more valid than mine, Of course one cen always fall back
on the non-raticnal attitude of 'I don't care what your rsasons
ers, I just like vhis one better.?®

Thias attitude is irrefutable. Eut this wvery irrefutability
makes it uselecs to discuss, If onels attituds is reducsd to a
simple like~cr-disglike matter, all we can do is form a circle and
ait and drool over cur own partiecunlar favorites,

But there is cne edltion of a prozine which impressed me evan
wora than those !zgrestosts?!, and I thiak most fen will be able to
think of corresponding numbsrea,

Thatl's my first prozine.

Although I've been reading
stf magazines only since 1947, my
reading had slways been more or
legs cagual until a friend gave me
a bunch of prewar zines which sim-
ply fascinated ne, Among these
was the October 1939 AMAZING, which
I now rate as my first' prozine,

In 1939 AMAZING was a monthly
20¢ pub, It containad only 150
pulp pages, shortly to Iincrease to
2hly., The editor, Ray Palmer, was
atill falrly new at the big-time,
but his star, and AMAZING's were
rising fast.

On the cover & plestic-sncas- Y ¥ 23
ed brain directs plack pyramidal el > o
flying boxes which shoot out death- - o
ray3, One man lies dead nesr the
brain, a beautiful, exotlc-looking
girl flees, while the Hero charg-
es in, ready to do battle with this e e e
supar-gcientific villain with one : ' M0 3 i AN ()
hand holding & monkey wrench, the
other clenched into a fist,

The editorial deals with the
17 recent NY¥Con (recent in 193°9)
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\ and numerous other mastters, ine-

! i
tL.OOKTING FOR A TAPE-~-RECORDER?, cluding TIME's coverage of the
% : \ N¥Con.
i}Good buyd - V-M Model 700‘ The lead story was HISTORY
;iTape»0~Matic Tape Record-| In Reverse by lee Laursnce, It
i jer - alnost brand new and ' was presented in radio-gcript
§|zn perfect running condi- form, as "the incredible story
| {tion -~ complete with all CBS dered not brosdcast. The
i ‘attachments -~ a tape »re~ | complete seript, unsxpurgatsd,
; icorder combining ths fin- | exactly as writtsn," :
%;ost engeneering with mo~ |} Translated from Palmerese,
i;d?rn manufacturing tech- ; thi; E?Ens ;CBS Hou}gn?ttbuy ieh
. Iniquas to give you numer~ S0 .d, cheap. ths stor
i 'ous "extra' featbures for | deals with the filming of wgllsq
! Jyour cernvenience and plea~ i . OUTLINE OF HISTORY, not on sets
} jsure - such feabures as 1 but via time machine, actually
{ ipush~buitson conbrols, Ling- | vhotograpning great events as
¢ lertip "pauce", precision they toock place. The standard
i ;automatic shut-oflf, tape i gimnick (but remember: this was
b 1index timer, two speakers ' noarly twenby years ago) was the
t ifor extra hi-Ti -~ origin- logs of modarn cquipment in pre-~
i (aly costing appirox. $1.59 t  historic tlmes and thelr puzzliing
| ipropared to s2ll at {95 plus;/ recovery thousands of years later.
§§mailing costs, Tre next story, Robsrt Moore
i ‘Peter Walsh / Williams' R&aTURN OF SATAN, wsas
! 112 Robin Hoad | J the one illustrated on the cover,
| tWakefield, Mzss, f Satan was not a supernatural

- d

T N —— creature, but a superscientist
in a pre-Mayen civilization,
When his world ended, he did nct
dile; but was preserved as a liv-
ing brain (anycns seen Simon Uright lately?) buried in the Jungle.
When modern times uncover and reactivate hls brillant mallice...
watch outd Much violence and destruction, but of course & hapry
ending, with Girl in embrace of Hero.

Fando Binder's THE MISSING YEAR dealt with & machine that sud-
denly erased a whole year from everyone's mind., Whet a mess, when
to you, to me, to everyone it is suddenly a year ago, but all news-
papers, bank records, and other physical evldence of the transpired
year go unchanged. Denoument: machine is destroyed, Hero discovers
that during the missing year he married the Girl.

Next came an &d, featuring a picture of a gentleman in a wing
collar, captioned: SAYS LVERYBODY IS HYPNOTIZED. The copy staris:
"A strange method of mind and body control, that often leads to
immense powsrs never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J,
Dingle, F.R.C.S., well-kmown explorer and geographer..."' T think
that's snough of that.

In THEE ICE PIAGUE, Prederic Arnold Kummer, jr., predicted a.)
that Japan would attack the United States, b.) that the atiackwould

starc at Pear) Harbor, c.) airplsnes flying €00 miles an hour
18 in the war, d.) aerial televigion. And --oh,yes~- as the

Y @ C otk



d States went forth to vietory, the Hero got
1

14,
Next came a convention report by Mark Reinsberg
and Erle Xorshak, winding up with the immorial words
See you in Chicago -- 19403

Nelson S.Bond's "Ths Priestess who Rebelled!
was en sgxcellent eerly post-destruction-of-civili-
zation tale. The title comes from the heroinne whose
rilesion is to pay homage to the gods who live atop
Mount Rushmore. What will future peoples think of
those great carven faces when gur civilization is

gcne? Anyway, the story ends -~ you know how: Girl
in Arms of Boy. A clever touch was the extrapola-
tionl of the language: '"linder --to kidnap, (derived

from Lindbergh?)”

‘dudson's Annihllistor?, by John Beynon Harris
{Jobm Wyndham) had previously appeared in the mBng-
lish FANTASY, as written by Harris., It dealt with
a scrsen, passage through which made enything disa-
prear. 1% wac used as a Weapon 1n the war agsinat
the Germans, although both sldes lost planes, man,
end equipment. The secret of the screen, alihough
not known then, was that it projscted these all into
the far, far, distant future.

The story closes:'"He reached swiftly for the
gswitceh, The red light winked out., The scrsen was

dowvm." Ah, mechine stops. "He plicked Sheilah up
in his arms, and walltad to meet the men who wWora
running from the house," Ah, Girl in Hero's Arms.

In addition to the stories and editorial, there
were sevsral sclence features, Including & 'Scilence
Quiz! and a question~from-the-readers dspartment.

A lstter seciion, 'Correspondence Corner, ! readers’
prefarence ballot and report on the August ilasue,
and fMeet the Authors! {(on Bsynon, Willlams, and
Kurmer) rounded out the contents of the issue,

The bacover painting (’suitable for framing!)
wags a Paul, entitled ‘*Atomlic Power Plant,! and that's
what 1t was a plcture of...at least of Paul's 1939
1dea of what one would lock like,

How does the October 1939 AMAZING stack up with
today'is magazine? Well, money-wise and pnysically,
it was & lot more magazine for 20¢ than today's di-
gest-sized AMAZING, or anything else for 35¢, But
considering the lessened value of money since 1939,
the difrferapce 1s far less than i€ would seem at
i1irst blush, In fact, considering inflation, the

current magazine may actually be a better val~
19 wue. I'm not certain,




Story-wise there was less subtlety; the adult approaéh was not
only absent, It was nowhere even i3 sight. There was a lot more
science than is fcund in today's magazines, .

But the biggest difference I find is in the atmosphere of the
magazines. Today the magazines just eppear; they try to make money.
they offer entertainment, yees, and a little philosophy maybe, but
there gseemes to be no particular goal.

Today's magazines continue not because they have any resl pur-
vose In going on, nor because it 13 sasisr to live than to die--
qulte the opposite is the cass, There is just a blind striving to
survive,

Porheps Palmer alone among todey's editors is really trying to
de anything but meke a buck, And he is so mixed up that I don't
think even he knows just what it 1s that he’s trying to do. And,
judging from OTHIR WORLDS, he’s surely not dolng it.

But in 1939 AMAZINE STORIES had a spirit of enthusiassm and acw
complishment, a fesling that 1t was going some place and doing some-
thing worthwhile...whethier this Teeling is what some pzople call the
iSense of VWoander?, I'm notv surs, but it wes surely present in my
Ifirst? prozine, and you can't hardly get then kind nc more,

To the Future, the Puture, ever to the Futurs. BHxcuse my look-
ing now and than to the vast. Frogreas is the keyword,

But is progress steady? TIs everytning bastter that is nsw Than
everything 01d? Iu today alwsys better thsn yesterday, and tomorrow
always better than today?

Or if teday i1s sometimes Inferior tec yesterday, should be not
strive to make tomorrow just a little more iilke yestoerday than today?

¢ Prank Arthur Kerr
ertwork by Bourne and Phillips:
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| DEPARTMENT OF FAMOUS LAST WORDS: |

Occasionally, among il the golden verbagse flung to the catechumen,

there are some mighty flat-sounding cliakers. Readers are invited

to contribute their favorites Trom the latler category. Striking

fo pas will be printed each isczue,

From Willy Rickhardt: "Stories based on dreams stamp the wrliter as
the rank:st kindé of amabeur." Howard Browne, June !55 Fantastic,
Tall me, Howie, who was behind the two special 'dream® issuss of
Fentastic, and what company sponsors the new effor{ Dream Worlds.
Uh, you just left Z-D recently, didn't you? {the sbove quote was
also submitted by John Butterworth)

"Smell type will sveniually kill the digest-
sized magazine,"” 3Sam Moskowitz, Spring 52 PFantastie Story...Cos-
mic¢ Encores. Still think so, Sam? If so, ycu might wani te talk

your theory over with John Campbell, the Ziff-Davis peogle,
20 the Standard folks or any of the new aditors. They mizhv
sven oirint 1t,



(-{ ed's note: a fellow of the
Tappa Kegg and Graba Thi “rater-
nities, John Michasl Winr.er at.
tained his B.A., and M.,A., in bird
watching., His master's thesis,
‘Watching the Bulbous-Brested
Tassel Tosser'!, caused quite a
furor when presented in ornitho-~
logical circles, In private
life, Mr. Winner is a human fly.
In his spare time, he collects
obscure Moan poetry and tribal
songs. Uir. Winner has transcen-
ded. -~jém.)-)

There was & statue in the woods, A
nude statuc. There were four oak
trees arcund it. Gnarled, but still
oaky. o one unew the sbtatue was
there,

Why? Why? Why did no one know a-
bout the statue? And how did it get
there? DBut before we eanswer this
question, { might be advantageous
to dezmcribe this marble metaphor,

Sylph~1ike godess

Breasts pointling to heaven
Arched back

Fire-rilled asyes

And melancholy of countenancs,..

Was it a memorial to an unrequited
love? aaah. Was 1t a remnant of
some Iellenic age gone by? aaah,
don't be silly.

It was Mrs, Murphy's first attempt
at soap carving. And why was 1t so
secret and unkmown? Wno'd ever
think of looking 1n the potato patch
behind the outhouse for a statue?




MARV BRYER: "Bourne's cov-
er (#7) looks as if he wereo
trying to define things as
simple structure., In this
case the cube 3sens to play
a predominate role, He
cught to experiment more

with this idea though T re-
alize that roclks lend them-
selves guite well o a sinp-
1ificaticn of their struct-
vre, Different subject
ratter nlight prove itself
mere difficult if notv ime-
vossible for Bourne to make
basic and solid. Anyuey, a
geod jeb on the cover,

"iTarashing Aboutiproves

1ts39lf to be an outstonding

conftribution this lssue., I
jike the idea of taking e subject and discussing 1t to preat lengthis
-~ defining it, tearing 1t epari and scettering 1T to the four winds
for anyomne interested,

" Speaking of Rock 'n Roll and rhythm in blues, I heard something
on the radic (before it blew threo tubes end short circuited) that
mnacde me sick to my stomach, Some young negro came on ginging (?)
with the masual blaring background one would expect with such type
music, that this was time for "news 'n blues, news 'nm blues." Tren
Rodney fthe Med Lad’ would give an account of a disaster where, sov,
twenty were kllied or fourteen died in an alrplans crashd This
while the music was playing in the background scmowhat muffled hut
atill unbearable., wWhen the Mad Lad finished an item the music would
sell up and the young negro would shoui with ell his magniflcence,
‘hews and blues! news 'n blusz.?! I guess nowadays when hearing of
someone 's deaph we shouid all stand up on our chairs and yell GO,
40, GO, MAN, GO! T f£ind mysalf looking at a warped sense of judge-
ient sbraight in the eye." : 1396 Hamilton; Apt. 7.5t.Louis 12, Mo,

JAN JACOBSON: "Commercislised Stanislavs¥kl bugs me, teo., Howsver,
T don’t dig realism, period. I figure 1t a&s a sort of novelty which
will pass {along with Eivis, 1 hope) soonser or leter, And I am far
from an expert on it, I asgsure you; my dGiams coach does not teach
it so muchs we concentrate on the drawling room type of comedy - 1



puess thabt's what you'd call it - and, of course, on nusical comedy.
inyhew, I don'd 1ike this fake realism - to mo, it's no fun to go
gse a wmovle ov & vplay and coms home and £ind the same things i don't
¥new aboult you, out the orly reoason 1 patronise enterialmment es-
@ablﬂsbﬂonuq is esceniem, pure and simnle° With something iilke
"Streetear”, it'smo escape for nme: heve a brother like Kowalski

(in enly o Tew respectbs, I hasten o add¥

Miswaver, the maoin point of Stanislevskii's method is to enabls you
to get the feel of tThe charazcler - if you know how the person foels
and why, vou have haelf the batils wWon, In ny class, the coach
mersly nclps us to Y¥now what the character is feeling snd why; once
we ge&’ the rsst 13 *alrl; gimple - all you have to do is
proie ing, and we all of us can do thet. or we wou3"

be In 1 e first place. T’n not very ood 8t ths projection
bit, I pass, Lilke BElwis, I i wgine,Ts  2L30 Ge wth Lve,
Lons A& California.

GARY] 17 cagm to agree with you on the idss of what makes
a fenat fvany, but 1 have similav idsas huried within me.
As $0 tho individunlity thabt 2 fanatic achleves and the smound of
sceiety be wants Lq be acceptvad by, the matier 1s nob only bhow much
he 2 matisfied with bub elsc howimueh Mo ise avppossd to be satlse
Lied{'with, The gvcssr“ﬂv of the cocisdty in KC sre not as graat ans
in New York City and therefore a fanatvic here may just be ancther
wmixsed up New Yorkz .

ft wes wordering whalt heopoenod to Pinlay. Thought soriathing had
happenz2d ¥o his bunds or eyes or semsthing., (uess not, shough hisg
new worlk isn't zg good as his oider stuff. Itfll probably get much
botter,” 1723 Baltimore, Kansas City b, Mo

.

ree that the BG's d14 overplay the bhlood
¢ time when ev"rg other medium of snisi-
saimment 41d ths sams, 1 can romember ISugpenso ! in that year
(165311}, when they dld 'F anlasav*ﬁ’ 'Tho Tell-Tale Heart', and a
1ot of other govy ghows in the BC manner. Rare was tho chow thst
did not wind up with 2 mestezful twi Lat endinm, end did no% irclude
somo asdvencod blood-letting. Taat was alao the time that ‘Houss of
War! came cul. to be followed by more 3-D horrer whows. At that
time a fopulous B&B record came out, called 'Deain of an Angel! DY
Dorald Wocds and the Bel-Aires, Vhile it was irmnensely suce bSSfUl,
many stations refuged to play 1%, becaase they thoughi it would make
tho listeners deprassed, 1t weuldive, too Here‘s the snding:

JOHN BUTTERWORTII: £111 ap
and eguts. but this Ua: gt =
o
by

T
o

-i-m |-IL-' I

"ifhat was the death {(hore someons gives 8 good, hearty
snrsum) of an angel. Lon't know waat or vhy. I want to
bo beside hsr, but I'm afraid o dis, Ohtnonhohh,... 1 wand
my baby beck home.,. n0, NO, NOc.. i want ny baby cwn, I
wans her baclk home, ohkohnhohnle.. (here the song lapsas
23 into sobs. At the ulmc, that was 2 morbid ag you couvld
on o record.
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Personally, I loved it. Thers were a lot of other records out at
that time, stressing viclence, sadism, wife-beating exd all sorts of
hell, The entire country was going through a blood-vath., At least
the younger section wasg,

"Getting back to the subject, I was arguing aboult whether they
could give & child wrong ldeasa, not the smount of blood they managed
to cram into esch issue, And unless a child hgs bat's wings, claws
and two pointy little teeth, he can't get much of any bad ideas from
comicg, You gay iiving in a dream vworld where vampires, zombies
Ghouls and things that go bomp Iin the night isn’'t healthy. But then
living in any kind of drsam world is unhealthy. And do you think that
if the BC mags went over tc the rather sterile stuff which Atlas
features they would have lasted six months? Uh, uh. Their readers
vould heve given up in disgust.

"RPAX's colurn was the hipgh point of the issue, as usual, His
svabtistics worry me, &ll right, buv whal can we do? Tell all the
new mags to coage and deslst publicstion? Or buy up svery new mag
in sight? Neither alternative offers much hope..."

RICH BROWN: "% had bsst ¢efend myself., First, I am entitled to my
own opinion, no? I don't like Bourne abstrects, and no one can defer
me from that opinion, However, I do like his more humanistic draw-
inge. In fact, I think most of them qults original, a delightful
quality in this Sshara of clichs work, In his particular field, I
would classify him with Rotsler and some iiloa of Arthur Thompson's.
But I don't 1like his ebstracits, or, as you term them, ‘whimsicals?,
0f course, Desn Adking sald Bourne sends you his best stufi'. And he,
like me, is entitled to his opinion. On page 25 is the Bourne 1llos
I 1ike. OCuess that makes me & clod, eh?
"{i%ed the new ‘Capsules and Comments!, Already I respect Rob's
tastes, Hez 1lsn't rushed and
reads as though he took the
time to think before he wrote,
a fine virtue, Wnsh I had
it." 127 Roberts St. Pasa-
dens 3, Calif,

ot JOB SANDERS: "I liked
7 SN tne Walgh sagtire,
e i \\éx\\ even though T haven't
. o e " sesn the movie,

Those who have

don*t secm to
like 1t. As one
said: "it was-
n't even sexyl"
I went into a
rocketbook store
to buy the thing
and saw that it
was n2xi to a4



Iruman Capote book. I stared at the cover {a 3 plcture of Baby Doll
in ker crib) and then at the picture of Capoua° The resemblance is
rama"xmblea

"Arizybasheff did the 1llustrations for the 1945 edition of Finney's
THE CTRCUS OF DR.IAO. He also did an excellent drawing for a wmesent
LIFE article on Mers. And he's done many covers for TIME." :R.R.#1
Roachndale, Indiana,

RTCH LUPOFF: "Ths editorial was interesting - far better than your
usual. Eubt you seemsd to bz leading up to something, leading, lead-
ing, Up, Upueo snd then the editorial was over, You never got bto
the point 1t lcoked as though ycu wers hoaded fon,

"The ending of THRZE WURSES was one of the nicest surprises [ive
had in a lcng time, Thore 1 sat, eXpecting thz insevitabls bombe %o
drop, or horribly dissased Individual to come reﬂ];ng Lh”OLgh a door,
or nevwspaper, or othoer clichsé of the when-the-bomb-drops story., But

Cashen exercized the rarest of auctorial vistuss, restraint.

"My aincere admiratlon and gratitude for this,

'I’i¢ Glsagrez with Chempion on leading e horse to water and making
nin |[drink, Let m2 tell you of an experience I hed when I wes about
«ocdlthh, .. T guss seven ¢ g0, 1 was sittlng there reading a comic
book of the bfiﬂlﬂ senever-win- th~u“uﬂ6?"&l”&guﬁr ks~a-miatakse

aristy., Did I draw from this reading the lesson Gne-should-not.
conmiit-crinic-hee &urCNit"iS“L:WMuO Or even One-sghould-nobt-commit-
crime~becavge~crine~dues~-not~pay? HNope, T was sitting there read~
ing and thinking and all 1ike thaf and suddenly I Learned My lLesscn,
winich was:

A4

"1Thene guys are all dumb., Thsy are all trapped
by their ouwn errors, W%EN L BECOME A CRIMINAL I
WILL BE SMART AND WILL NOT ~MAKE MISTAKAS!!

"I underline the word when bec wuse I remsmber se clearly and not
without horror the thought., I didn't think of if, but when I be-~
coma & criminal,

"Fortunately, the wind blew the right way &t the right times, and
hers I am, reascnably safe from such a career, bBut there were turn-
ings in the rcad, things that depended on chapce, not on me,

" 1Ve sha¢1 know the truth end the truth shall make you free?! ap-
plies only to adult and competent Individuals, Children, insane
and feebleminded, moral degenerates ~-~ must have thé*r freeaom re-
stricted, and this Involves a partlal withholding of Information,
:Bd.Dev.Dep. TAGSUSA, Ft.Benjamin Harriscn, Indianapolils Indiana.

TAUDS HALL: "As usual, Adkins carried the issue. It seems as Adkins
is »?eally turning out tons of fan art -- all of it damn good. The
Patricia Mauldin item, "1957-58 the Year of Geophysics,' seemed to
be the most comprehensive and something not only 1nteresting but
valuable, I think it was ths best features in this issue Eob Wil-
llams iries earnestly to do a good job on the reviews buu somehow,

I feel that he just isn't saying anything of real value. Haturally
saying something worthwhlle 1s extremely dgifficult, One can
25 bubt try.




"fag Doll" wasn’t a very
setisfiable satire., Wor

was 1t stf. ©Not that it

haeé to be, of courss, though
such is nmore agreecable with
my nature., "Three Nurses

by Eric Cashen suffered from
plot, style of writing,
smoothness, continuity w--
among otherthings, Over all
the story just didnit seem
to make sense, and Ifve Jusi
roread it to relive my first
impression.

"If you won't take of-
fense, may 1 state that the
three names, Tom Mayione,
Zric Cashen, and Peter Walsh
21l seem eg ficticusz as Aga
Yonder, OCnly I think I know
for sure who Age Yondser is
and I hava only the sugpicion
that you are &ll three,"
221l San Antonlo, Ausitin 5,
Texas, (I can state with
complete certalnby thav I am
neither Tom Maylone, Eric
Cashon nor Peter Vielsh, as
cen Tom Maylone, Bric Cashen
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iy { £ s S cans - e T snd Peter Walsh, jdm)
71t telbiouells A%uff fo
£/ /7 i (P &3 o T TA N T " Lo g
o Wprplaed. P drd A JOHN CHAMPION: "Re sif art
" y M. I Ay Zv)./ T LA 4‘< Able ists in mundane mags (Iqarv
¢

Bryer) -~ Mel Hunbter has been
selling to LIFE lately. T
imagine that's as hlgh as you
can got. Tn terms of salary, anyway. I've seen Artzybasheff's work
in LIFE several times recently, espscially among the article on Mars
sarlier this year.

"Ro the friz revisws...l've got only one comment, and that's on
whst mey turn out to be my favorite kick nowadays: JWC and the Helir-
onymous machine, I don't intend to go inlo a lengthy defense of Camp-~
bell right new, but it seems to me that i some of these peopls who
take so much offense at Camnbell®s admitting he knows not how the
gadget works, would go back and read some of his editoriais about the
subject, they might stop this inane blathering sbout what a crarkpot
JWC iz turning out to be. Pat Mauldin's article takea top honors
with me tais time, I think. The two deGrunswald illos impress me most
favorably, slsc. How about having thig boy do one of your heavily

11lustrated short storlies?’
26 sRoute 2, Box 75 P. FPendleton, Cregon



JOSEPH FEksTE, JR.: W'Paradise’reminded me of ‘June 2002:7 and 'The
Moon be Still as Bright® from Bradbury's THE MARITAN CHRONICLES. Ask
Msylone if Barlow doesn’t remind him of someone namsd Spender,”
:Cooley Road R.¥.D. #2, Grafton, Ohio,
(Several other readers noticed the similarity betwesn Mayione's story
and Bradbury's, I don't kaow if I should apologize for having prin-
ted a story with so striking a likeness to a wlll-known professional
ode, The similarity got completely by me when I accented the story,
and while there is a moderate obligatlon on an editor to ses that his
magezine does not encroach on the rights of others, he cannot be ex-
pected to have every cshort storyfs plotline tingling at the edge of
hisl congciousnsss, But more important than this, all that an author
experiences ic shoved away into hils subconacicus, stored away toward
thel time when hse will write., When that time comes, he pulls all rel-
evant to nis thems forth, molding it to his puipcse and personality.
Thus in & way everythning that comes in through the senses ~ in the
case et hand, the reading Tom has done - Influences what the suthor
writes. And this iz not plagerism, unless done conciously or unless
it results in obvious revlica. ;
Tom's story was nolt wrltten with intent to merely modify Bradbury.
Nor i1g it completely without criglnalit As to the style: be HMr,
Bradbury successful, talented mad est ghed, he cuimot cornser the
market en & mannasr of putting words cn peper. Particulerly when his
gtyle is not wholly original, jdm)

ATAY DO2D: "To me the beat 1little item was Pster VWalsh's ‘Rag Doll!
parody of the BABY DOLL film, I di g3 the film myself since
I1'd seen so many excorpts of it on ¢ ion I didn't think I'd
bother to pay to sees them all again. But I still thought it highliy
funny.

"If I were Winsler Devoe of &ric Cashen's story I think I should
hade to meet Thres such ill-mannered wenches as the Chree nurses his
story iz titled after, UFor a scle surviving men you might have
thought he’d have received & nmch better welcome, After £l1l1l, the on-
1y man in town is as good as the only man in the world isn't 1t?

"The International Geophysical Year of Patricie Mauldin's erticle
has been much in evidencs here, too. I think the best cormment on it
wag made by & comedisn on televizion, Michael Bentine who,. discussing
Sip Willlam Penny ‘s atomle research at Woomere, is illustrating the
IGY by use of a globe of the world.He points at Australia and wonders
what Sir William 1s doing in the IGY. A mushroom of smcke roars up
from the globe where he points at it, No further comment nesded,

"tfhe Way of All Flesh! - well, I actually like the sport known
here as all-in wrestling but can never see enough of it., It isn't
shown on TV and you can keep &11 ball games renging from cricket,
bagehall and football to tennis. Thereis only one spectatcr sport
T gan bear watchinz and that's wrestling - but I'm damned if I could
get interested in it in print. Rob William's fanzine review was ,
gquite good though nothing outstanding- and I'm mad ’camse he gpellsd

my name with two ‘l's instead of one.” :77 Stanstead Rd.,
27 Hoddesdon, Herts., ENGLAND. :spoteuts by Bourne & rhilips

& Simpson,




The man on Mars iet the I dder docwn. He said, "Joe?”
Jee ateod on sarth, with his ghirt open. and sald,

"Ya." The ladder came tumbling down, Tung on rung of
stardust, bug flfm iike gold bars, In the middle of
the night "Joeo," the man sald, "I'm coming down."

Ard Joe, looking up, saw the man with antlers,
as he desvended. "The night i= ripe," the man said.
"It*s a good nipht to talk, to say things, 1 wonder
iff you agree.’

"I agree," Joa said. He had his hands in his
pockete, Ha did not help the man get off the ladder.
He sald to him: "what do you wanh, veally? Just to

‘1L?' Or do you intend Lo invade, when the moon isa
darks"

The man said. "Oh, no, I'm all &lone up thera.
Thereia no one else but me, not even a dog,

Jos. who watched the greon antlers, said, "You'ws
a funny man." He stood up, still, He did not sit
dovri, .

The man told the story of his 1life, or lives, sirce he
had many of them, end Joe sct down, Hs llstened, and
wondered how he could compars this man's 1ife to his
cwn, I s:au born in the era of the Archer,” he said,
"T wea born, and grew,,ea" Joe thought to himsslf,
‘Wnat a strange man. 'T am much stranger, though, '
hse thought, ‘I heve comritted murder; this men hars
nover done thato I have eaten too much, and gotten
drunk and this man, he lives on ambrosia., I have been
cruel and mear aend petty. This man has been nothing
but 8 man on a planet.'

"And I died, the man said, "in an ecstasy. You
ses, | knew, I would become one with the planet Mars,
and would not be a warrior; 83 esveryons supposes,
but an umpire.”

Joe stood up, streteched his legs, and said, "¥Ya, "

The man began to c¢limb his ladder, Joe, slinglira nis
gun again, went back on guard Auby, bto last the niecht



Whon e gracenman thought of Mike Baprew -- arybody who knew him for that
mattor -~ o large smils or even a leud laugh would Fellow. DBarrow ias-
n's exactly the vype cf person yeuld expsch to have a phobla, But he
did., Mike wae a jetman with 23 yaers of expericnce hehind him, end Like
the averags person's conceptlion cf a man who hed gpent most of his iife
irn space, e was well-bullt, gspace~tanned to & deep brown, scarred, &nd
completely bald, Hy olgo had the nanneriems of an old spacenen; he
drenk 1lilte e sewnw», chain suoked, swore every second word and liked %o
talk about the old days when gpace Lrevel was young.

Wnen Barrow corasred a naw jet-
man, he could spend hourg talking
about times when & jJetmen's work
wes dangerous,

I was an apprentice jetman when
T met hime Asg soon s 1'd intro-
duced myselif, he began hig speach.

Barrcw primsd himself by showing me
the large scar covering half of his

forshead, Then he unbuttoned his

shirt and proudly revealed the ones
on his chest, After that he showed
"me the scars on his arms and legs.
He had 13 large scears, scores of
ermell ones, snd three pieces of
shrapnel still impaled in his body.
After he showsd me his scsrs, he
began his speal, He described the
1ife of s jetman in the early years
£3 being one of tonse moments upon
sense momenta. In the early days
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a Jotman had to sit on ths bucket seat

facing the disls and walt for one to
movae fron its uwsual position. It was

e a game of watehing and waiting, hour

S o e, after hour, for something to hapvan,

cfhw~wﬁav }¢x@:<; with a prayer on hls lips and a tool

‘ P e box in his hands, There was usually
R a sudden fire or something needing re-

pair (the instruments rarely gave e-
nough time to repair ths damage). He
had to put out the fire or filx the
broken object irmediately even if he
had to expose himself to the flames
or pleces of metal flying about. And
that was how he got half of his scars,

After that were the stories of the
scars, He glways had a new story of
his odyssey on Venus where he barely
missed death half a hundred times,

He counded 1iks a zoologist; he knew
the names of svery dangerous animal
on the nisnst. I bet he could set all of them into phyla, orders,
familier and species without helf trying.

At first I listenod to him with tongue firmly percied in cheek. I
watchaed him wildly wavae his arms and perform all sorts of imaginary
movemrants a e degeribed the incldents, ut aftsr talking to the
other man of the crew, I found that Barrow didn'it get those stories
out of his whiskey bottle. I even hoard stories by the men who flew
with him in the old days: according to them, Mlke had forgotitten most
cf the things that happened to him.

I also learnad something else about him, elthough I did ~-and still
-~ find 1t hard to believe. He had a phobia, Eut why a man like
that was afraid of Martian lizards, I'11l never know, Now Martian liz.
ards weren't really lizards; they were a welrd combination of mammals,
reptiles, insectsz, birds, fishes, protozos, plents aud any other kind
of being you can think of. And they were
all diffsrent from easch other; there wore
no two alike.

Why they were all different, the sci-
entists couldn'’t explain. There gesmed to
be no reason or rhyme ebout them; there
as no knowr: method of prediction to de-
termine what, i eanything, would come from
the mating of two Mertisn lizards, They
might be berr allve or from eggs, their
nmumbers might range from none to a thousend
or they might be born only partially devel.-
oped or a fully developed adult, They
misht be vegetarians, mest eaters or miner-

al saters., they might be born too
30 ignorant to eat or be able to think,
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Here, Mendel's laws of heredity seemed like a fools dream.

Anyway, they were weird beasts, When I was on Mars a few years
back T made pets out of a few of them. My favorite was a cute black
worm with one large eye covering most of his head. Another one was
similar to a gilant a2moeba, just & mass of protoplasm. I didn't
keep him long, though., After devouring my black worm, I notlced an
ineredable increase in size, and feared that it would one day be
large onough to eat me, The last one was built like an octupus with
a hundred thread-~like tentacles, I couldn't keep 1t long; 1t liked
my blood tco much,

We weren't allowed to keep them on board as pets because of
Mike, Weucouldn't even mention them in his presence. DLven the men-
tion of them would maks him sick, Barrow had such a Tear cof them
that he would rather f{loat around Mars like a gsatellite than land
on it, He did that once I've heard, though I wouldn't call it the
Bible truth.

The reascn I'm telling yeu ebeut nim is that I want to explain
the real reason he tecok the ship Sirius. You ses, he really didn’t
mean to steal it, although he has besn calied a thief. This is what
really hapoened...

After returning from the Earth-Venus run, Mike and I were or-
dered Tto be guards at the Suer Testing Station. It was a small

place purpossly made inconspi-
clous locasted about five miles
from the spaceport. We recelved
the order in the form of an or-
dinary letter, were met by ordin-
ary plainclothed men, and were
driven to the station in an or-
dinary zar.
All during the trip, Mike
complained about the secrecy,
: We didn't even know what we were
! guarding. He also complained
* thet he was honest and that it
was a pity that the government
trusted him, If he were a sec~
urity risls; he wouldn't have to
stend guard.

We tried to prod our driver
into telling us what was going
on, but he sald nothing; he kept
his mouth shut and stared at the
road. He drove the car up an
old dirt road tc a weathered
Lol barn;with ready Z-guns, a cocuple
of guards ran out of the barn as
soon as the car stopned., Our
driver showed them his creden-




tiils. Then the guards ushersd us into ‘the barn and gave esch of us
8 L= J’fj_e -

Inside the barn wore rows and rows of machines with white- coated
sclentlsts and guards busily moving between the rows., We strolled
arcund and found a spaceshlp standing in the center of the barn.

Barrow tapped t{he shoulder of a white-haired scientist who was
checkling the dials on one of the machines and asked him what was go-
ing on, DBut one of the security men told him not to tell us eny-
thing. OSo Mike and T just walked around looking important,

About an hour latsr, a bsll clanged, Suddenly silence fell on the
barn, A dozen men walked out of the ship. The last man locked ths
door, A blastoff snileld wes rolled from & corner and placed around
the ship. The scisntists went to
their instruments., Ths roofl open~
ed up.

Barrow looxked at me with a stu-
pid sexprossion cn his face and
shrugged., I looked at him and
shrugged bacli,

A man csme Into the barn,
did you soe what my brother sen
me?" ho asked, bresking the :
lence, He had g Martian 1lizard
Wwrapped around his arw, It was
trunsiuvcent and pinlk. t had twc
arms that heid on tightly to the
mwan. L c¢ould see a blurry view
of its brain in the bright light.

"Sh!'" maild one of the scientists,
Barrow stared at the thing for e
moment. His eyes scemed to bulgs
from their sockets., His jaw drop-
ped, His whole body shecok 1lke a
leaf, "L-l-leizard{" he blurted
scmewhsre between a gasp and &
choke,

I was about te tell the man to
gel that ilzard out of there when
Barrow shecuted, "Let me outs" end
made great bounds toward the ship,
His large body leaped over the
shield and traveled Into the ship.

"Get that guy out of therei"
Someone shouted and the peopls in
the room looked at esach onther
with bewilderment in their ayes.

A dozen men started running to-
ward the ship, but stopped abrupt-
1y when the rocket sengines rumblsd.
Seconds later, the ship
32  blasted off into space, and
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tho ship gained speed, time didn't even touch it.

So Mike made history, has been called a foreign agont, has marked
the beginning of a new.era, The Era o0f Hyperdrive, can't percelve
time, will 1live to the end of time.:

And ho donl!t even Imow 1t.

What's nove, I dont't think he cares!

¢ Tom Maylone
artwork by Don Simpson:

Over 200 Ee's dating back to 1947 SPECTRE, From Bill Meyers,
availeble, Send a list of your 1301 Shawnes Circle, Chat-
wants to Esmond Adems, 432 Locust tanooga 11, Tenn, Promises
S3t., Huntsville, Ale. to be a fanzine of general
i LSS —— cnmey . Jinterest with em- !
s« new fanzine: THERRA PIRMA. Interested phasis away from
parties write Joseph Pekete, jr., Cooley Rd. the sercon, Par- |
R.P.D, #2, Grafton, Chio., Needed: artwork, tles  intercsted, |
reviswe (movie, radio, T.V. and fanzine) and please urite.
g}ztion. Semplea of work iz rsquested, 1

THE INCREDIBLE DRINKTING FAN:
««+being an advortisement

I noticed that he had just finished million fanzines that haven't cone
his fifth sombie. He didn't look out right.”

1ike the drinking type to me. But Not what Iim talking about. Ied

I always mind my own business, so I we let well enough elone, sent back
decided to go over and eseec what wes all the meterial, we would have

bothering him, besn safe, But we didn’t leave

"Say, buddy, thatls no way to lose  well enough alone. Instead, we
your troubles,” I seid. pubbed a 1ittle old 20 pager; Tiny,

"1 deserve to die! I deserve to . BYERNITY to be complete. We just
diel" he moaned. “turned the first issue lose."

"Tell me about 1t, I‘m a good "How much did it cogst?" I asked.
listener." I didnit want to have "Coat! We wouldn't dare charge
him go crawl off somewhere and kill money for it! We?ll be banned Irom
himself, Had I only known... South Gate in '68 as it is! But if

"My nameis Paul Stanbery. I am you want a copy, just write Richard
the publisher of a fanzine called Brown at 127 Rober ts St in Pasadena
ETERNITY. We were going to pub a California...you see, I do deserve

great big 60 pager, EQUATION." dies"
"T saw the ad for it in LeeHfs col- At that moment s frisnd of mine
umn in SPA," I told him, came in, and I went to greet him,

"You a fan?" he asked. I nodded, VWhen I returned, the incredible
"Anyway, we flubbed, EQUATION is a drinking fan had left. But I re-
complete flop. So you see, I do-~ membered tha addross, and I got a
serve to diel" copy. Yon know? Hs was right, He

"Come now, Thore ave probably e 4did deserve to die.
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everyone rushed to the radar gcreen. I followed them ond siuffed
my head betweon two men. On the sercen I saw the ship. DBut some-
thing strange was happening to it. It's sides were shrinking. It
shrunk end shrunk vntil it was asgs thin as o straignt pin and disa-
ppeared,

"A guccess!™ gshouted a thin, old scientist with long white hair
and a large mustache,

"But en enemy was tThe ship," complained one of the security men,

"But what can he do?" the scientist asked. "He has no time,"

I tried to explain that Mike was only trying to get away from the
lizard, but they shrugged it off as a clever plot to steal the ship,.
I asked one of the professors to expliain why the ship shrunk. He
explained that they had developed a device which would vrevent time
from changing into mass when 1t approachsd the speed of light. The
machine made time mases scross and around the ship instead of hitting
it directly. And that caussd the sides_to shrigki Ygulszg,
33  time pressed on the sides of tha ship like a force. ut _



ABBERATION #2

Kent Moomaw

6705 Bramble avenue
Cincinnati, Ohio

(svailabie only for (N
comnments, contributions 3
or prearranged trade...
no subs acceptsd by the Y
s{ur)ly editor.) ir- HE
regular, -

Repro: good
Format: good
Haterial: good
Artwork: —~--
Gsneral: good

The ¢over ls the cnly
plece of aruwork, 1It's
by Marvin Bryer and is
alright as far as fan-
art usually goes. Bub
he can do so much bet-
ter, (and has -- for
YANDRO, INSIDE, and CRY
OF THE WAMELESS,) It'la
& sharie that there 1lsn't
more of him in fanzines.
He's one of the very NI
best when he feels the LA
urge, A

Bob Silverburg, all
serconish, gives out
with "Fandom as a Step-
ping Stone." When he
was young and belonged
to 6th fandom he wrote
eritical essays on s-f,

Now hs s a blg name

writer, The same thing

can hapnen to you, Silverbserg assures us, if you'll just guit messing
around with so many immature endea¥drs such as what he calls 'writ-
ing fannlsh yakkety-yak.® Set your sights highsr, Try the prozines.
Who knows but that you may be the next Bob Silverberg...? And so

on, like that there. Only slick, The message is candy-coated with

a casual off-handedness.

No matter what topic Dean A.Grennel has chosen to write on in his
fanzine appearances, and he scems to write about whatever pops into
his head, he's never failed to be interesting and entertaining. _Not

' here, either, in ‘The Murky VWay.’ But very much in the 2%
35| pages of fiction by Dick Ellington, witha one page story idea.




}ﬁeru‘g‘funnwaiction by Greg Bonford -~ solidly rested in feebt, 1711
Deb, Ii's eelled "The Wheelz o Chanco” and detalls th o' problem of
trying to get a fanzsine mailing to the post offlceon time,

T like long letter columns, and there’s one here running to 20
letters; mostly cormment on the contents of lgsue #1, 3

In The Frirmrose Path?, Kent promises "never to hack out ancther
boring, uninspired, sophomoric editorial" such as the one under that
title, Ch, coms noW.,.it wasn?t that bad,

ABDIRATION /2 1s answer glven to the promigse of #l, A thor.

ovghly resadable zine.

T o - g C .
BREILLIG #9 Repro: good
Izrs Dourne Permat: geod
8L Pana bt e O . ¥ S . 2
agjog Portiand!/ St Materlal: fair to good
Bugeno, Cregon Aruwork: good
1574 corment o btrade (Tvrogular) General: good

Can thin really be PRILLIG? But it looks =0 neat. Ch, I mow all
about it boipg en lmpescable publicavion and all that, but that was
just a8 jolke, wasa’'t 1t? I mean...well, it's usually kinde L1058
uaconceried aboui ite appearance, This can't be BPRIILIG, Lebtfs
atart all over from the covor and go through this zine agaln.. Per-
hepa we weren't looking closely enough. Perhaps this is BROLLOG,
editad by Slsr Penour and notv BRILLIG ot all,

There are two fron% covers, This second one is signed ‘Rocky!
sc it muzt be by Rosuce Wright, Tt's a Jikabie abstract-type thing
w- darlt blue ink on pals green paper., -Hice, I don't guite under-
azand this top cover, though. It’s by Bourne and i% doesnlt do a
whole lot to me. Bubt what are these words printed so boldly across
the cowver? TLEAR THIS SHEET OFF, Perhaps he realilzes that 1t Bbn't
doing anything to us, OF courae we're not going to tsar this shect
off. At least I' not. Wny mutllate a copy in perfectly good con-
dition? :
Letia look farther indo this iessve., It siaris off wilth ‘Echol.
sho editorial meanderings of Bourne. Wonder whst hel!s up to thsse
days... Trouble with the poat office. They think BRILLIG has obsceno
nudes in 16, Wny. what a mema thing to soy. I've never seen  them,
Caern it be thet Bourns inserss spacial fly-sheets into certain copies
that go out to particular friends of his with erotic slated ninds?
And not send us any? Why, whet a mean thing for him to de. Way, I
hope they punish him,to the full.extent of the law. Imggine him de-
priving us of..:. What's this? Recliples for Fotrazebic, 5/1lbth'a
pound. of thras week old ground peef {inferior qualityl,.. wall, X
donit know sboud you, but I can sece right now that, this iz not a
frue Poibzeble recipie. Lns of the MAD READERz gave 1ts readers ro-
course So tha MOLLY GOLDBERG COUKBOOK for ths raal reciple.  Ilook
and: youill £ind btast 1t's nothing but Fot Foast Beof. Another shat-
tored 1llusion, ah Well... And here!s a bit ebout Lars Bourns; boy

soldier, he calls ainmuself, to 111 ocut the rest of the editoricl
pages. Wall, there was nothing cosmic about any of that but
4 E - a s e e (18
36 st was fun to read, Wow I weondepr what he meant by TEAR THIL

QITmam D
SHEST OFF.



Here's an article by Kent Moomaw and he's been watching . Not
too happily either, Ha liltes the programs, but he doesn't like the
commercials, Somebody should talk to him., Doossn't he realize he
has a bad attitude hore? Most people sit through those dull, old
programs just to be sure they catch those clever commercials, Not
like the cormercials, indeedl Wateh 1t, Iars, If the post office
sees thils, youilve realily had it, They adver tise on TV, They show
the one of the poor old poatman of sixty-four laboring under the

load of mail contalned in seven sacks, all jacked up on his: shoulders,

11l carly," sn ammouncer intones, "and this pathetic sighi willl be

no more." Then they show a shot of a spyy, hendsome young postman
just out of colloege and enjoying life. iHs is seen in the act of
throkiing three letters, two postecards and a light package into the
bes of a2 chres ton mall truck and haoppily bombing off dewn the
stirget. HMavbs we'd botber leave Hent's ertlcls and go on to the

d. 1% soems almost uapetricbtic te bo reading this,
Jehn Chemnicon gives us hig 2cccun®t of a vicit to Ssattle Fandon
whene hie net the Busby'!s, Otto Pfeiffer,. Wally Veber, Alan llourse
and fwonder of woncers: G.M.Care,

Bourne moltes cone suggestions in literature, Therels g letter
colurm irricdiately followsd by a poen of Rockwoll Shoefer’s dssign.
T don't urnderatend it at all, It denands sindicus concentration or
gomothing. And then, ‘Re-echo,’ mors of Boutne's cditorializing.
Mors information on the post office crislis, Vaery fuggheaded pecple;

thesoe mell officlals, B o N

And thaf%is all. VWell, that wes BRILLIG, and I iilked it. But
£231 me something. What did you do with your Lars Bourns cover? 1
finally tove that damned thing off and thrsw 1t awey,

CRIFANAC #5 Repro: good to excellent
Torm Reany Format: good to excollent
1332 Avondale Material: had toc excellent
Daillaa, Texes Lrtwork: ridiculous to excellent
254 5/61 Genergal: good

And| if you think the above capsule is a bunch of doublg-talk, then
you| haven 't seor this Issue. I arryed at 'gocd’ for the general
average ¢f CRIFANAC by putting togsther the atrocious and uhg gxcel-
lent Perhaps you'!ll think that this chouvld cnly average out o
1Ifadipt bul excellent entries are so seidom found In a fanzine. And
thel ssrocious may not be hard to come by.

Forner editor, Orville Mosher, usesg his helf of the editorial
spsee to turn the reins of CRIFANAC over to its new editor, Tom
Reamy. Reamy informs us that this lssue was prepared to snag sub-
seribers end that he's tried to make it pretty good. Her oifers
visicns of coler ccvers, photographs and far better materisl in
future issues: all the better to ensnaro us with, {He’'s a brazen
j1ad.) He alsoc apologizes for the ficticn content cf this one, and
furither says that he would be willing to PAY! for material if an
author were to reguest it. {(4n author would be pretty silly not to;
37 | in this case.) Taen he apologlzes bocauss his zine 18 only




1 1e TNSIDE' and not yrinted. He saye that hoia toy-
ipg toldsvelop CRIPAVAC Into & protty high class fanzing....%he best
fanzine yebl! fnd with these Gelirious words, he concludes this
awe-inspiring editorlai: 1 might even mgks rioney!”
hat andekoring you hear is me. That last statement, especially,

counde o ebsurdly improbable. But don't let me discourage you, Tom.
They laughed &t Samuol Peulson, too. He was the village idlot.

Following an asiaine foreword by Orville Mosher, comes gome ching
gocd: Lyn Vensble has her say in a short biographlcal sketch of her-
self. A highly interssting feature. I hope CRIFAWIC 1s planning vo
ds more of these. This erticle 1s accompanie d by a full page photo
of Lyn. 1 found boih the subP ct matter and the layout attractives

Thers ars twe stories in this i1saue that are verdval gemso. Twe
of the vest pieces of fannish literature Iive ever seen. The Tirst

By

fe by Ray Thompson and cnllsd, "Hesdache,” It 1s one of thoze 00z&y,
eyeepy hovror things thav his me foll impact, This was accomplished

ok W

7 s brilijant dlsplay of style that Matheson could be proud of ., So
what 17 the astiory wasn't logical, would never be touched by a pro=
editor 3n hic right mind, ete? The story has Mood. Good mood,

Mo second story, 'lones
corie Wind" by Ieif Ayen 1s an
crample of what marvelous GRS
fosts can be wreught by words
when they are strung out in pro-
fusion end used to poetle ef-
fect., Adjoctives, metaphols,
simlle, aposiraphe: all pud
to a wonderful uss to produco
this pootic prose,

Thcse both arg Mocd stor-
jes. Bui the differencel
Thompson s mood ie achieved by
underatatement and condsnse-
ment. Everything dirsct, sim-
ple and conclse, Perhaps hal?l
the nerrative has bheen cdeleted;
every other centence. Tae
story moves jerkily, quickly
end is gone,.. Leaving o Tool-
ing of dread.

Ayen, on the otherhiand,
usas a style that I think could
pe described in Al Andrews'!
words once written about sone-
one else {Bradbury). ‘He lays
on & welter of words with auch
deft crafigmanship (though it
appesrs to be gbandon) thati
vou ere amaresd at the clarity
and cepth the soory gssumes.

Reamy gilves us novie end




T.V »eviews of things sciencefictional, a lette» colurmm (2 letiers)
& rockovry arvicle that left me ecold, It's of the do-it-yourselfl
variety and is going tc be continuted in the next issue, This is
called adding insult to injury., Tom Reamy has a story of his own
called 'To Helil on & Roller-Coaster!, smd surprisingly enough, alter
the nizhitmarelsh oditorial, it isn't as bad as I expected, But def-
initely not up to the standard of the other two., Sort of run-of-
the-mill, you know, OSome of the artwoerk is preposterous, The cover,
for exemple: & photo-mantage affair, T believe it's called. Lcoks
iike a cross botwesn Strength and Health and Other Worlds, There
ave & couple of Bourne villers, Reamy nimsell handles the rest of
it. Some of ib surnrisingly (he really did floor me with that ed-
itorial) fine.

211 in ail, I dont't know what Reamy is doing all that foolish
editorial apologlizing for. CRIFANAC seems to bo on the right road,
When Reamy learns how to write a half-way dscent cditoriel ... who
laowe, he might meke monsy after all.

ETERANITY #1 Repro: bad

Richerd Brown & Peul Stanbarry Format: bad

127 Roberis Street Msterial: bad

Pasadena 3, California Artwork: —---

Frae {irregulazr) Gsnergl: bad

I guoas that ETERNITY comsiders itseli & fammagazine. Yst 1 supposs
it might jucs® as scon bo considerasd a fsminezine., From what 1litile

I could make out of 1ts hagtily manulectured cecantents, I folt »e-

lieved thet the regt remainod blessedly illegible. This was duo to

the editors’ ignorance ol how to handle a mimeo, They say that thay
aras leavning o do so gradually and tho readibility of the zine dcea
sort of improvo toward the last few pages., Bui, somehow, by then

it doesn't seem To nmatter,

SATA ILLUSTRATED Repro: oxcellent
Bill Pearsaon Format: excellent
L5i6 Hast Glenrosa Avenue Material: falr to good
Phoenix, Arizona Arcwork: good to excellont
25¢ or trede (quarterly) General: good to excellsnt

Marvelougly clsar reproduction, a thoughtful layout plan and lots
of Pine grtwork, (Lots of lovely-to-look-at senmi-nudes, too; if
voulre so inclined.)

Alvar Appeltoft opens this issue with a bore of an article in-
spired by an Atlantis-~Mo myth book,
Poarsonts ‘Muliiple Merritt! folliows in a more readable vein,
it's a long story that is also long con illoes by Adkins; very good.
Then there is a pin-up girl by Adkins callsd Miss Sata. 4
sharming girl with a backirard typo face and a foreward typo body.
She clutches a sheet and is in the process of either ccvering upg ovr

exposing her Maidenform clad bosom and vhat-all, T can't de-
39 cide which it is shefd be likely to do.




DNE SHCRTLYs IMPRCOBABLE
Trom Cclin Csmoroan, 2561
Mdgeview Dr, ,988n Diego

B, Caitfornia, & wids

mariket promised. Piction
artworl, articles) ra.
Tipvu 8hould he sent by

interestad parties to
uae apove  oddn
rangomenita al
AGP" el 2

vradsen, ete,

Algo NG Lre ancloriss
e Rich Deown of BT
NITY, wito's adirass waz
impropsrisr publisineg
128t dsowue., Bich ean ba
reaclisd oy subs, COWiw
menhs infoermetion %
;.‘:,’ E("’)L-"E_S S'u Paslw

.
£ ; .
denat 3, Califormin,

ﬁu tdvertisement:
lenutiful printsd cupien

Uf b‘“ababa 07 NEavy v

per ziz s i g

™
i

3

bo CJtalﬁ@G from me for

25;, ecch. e o

Ralph Rsyburn FPhillips
3l S.W. 1btn Ave
Portland 1, Owragon

{(for Sai‘lc, sen page 26
this issve...jdm)

FROM SWEDEN: THAN #1
All vypes of
are wantved and all cor.

eapondencn ahould be
gent to either George
Sjoberg, Dalagaten 31,
N, b, Stoeckhioln Va,

1Sweien cr AJT Johansson
| Radmansgatan 50 IIT .
| Stockiinim Va., Swaden

“:l bw!‘.ﬁ_‘lu.

JATA breaks off h
into anctiter agnt
A tvo-=pags sditor

sre ernd dividss itgeld
ion z2alled “F(ﬂﬁomwfse
1&1 ia saved fronm be=
ing a complete loss by a set of illo’s,
one te a paga, Ihe first is adkin‘s
beroitally ldealized version of =& SpRCE
nan, The fecond is the same subjact,
cniy as seen through Pearsonis rca7i tle
sye. - Imagine Ernest Borgnine ig ‘hlfy

GHasn Barbor', 2 fanzine review
colurn hy Adking, a poom by your review-
or and nine peges of leitters complete
this jsh. The letter cclumm is a beub;
lotters from Alfred E.Neuman -- ne kide
ding -~ Pob Joulson, Clauds Hall, Kent
Vocomaw, Sephia Loren -~ who are ther
kidcdlng? -« znd others,

_ Repro: goo

‘m“?illo e layout: fair

bright 5% Material: pgood
uOﬂwP *daho Avtwork: fair

104 ’/90% ™Mi-mos) General: good

The sdicorial, VShavingsj’ z
like a case higtory cut of Haveloek Bie
119, what with pants balrg pul
gizls sesing rear cnds and o
all,

Juanica Coulson in a new coliam
callsd "What Do You Say'! gzays sex l1s

Dave Jenrotte says thst nudlty is

56111 legal in shows over in England,
This scintilleting pi o6 nf information
is part of his erticle, 'Zvery Fang?
Guicde to London.!

Lars Bourne wrltec about himself in =z
shert piece called %4 Watural Bourne
Tale,? Ho says that he likes girls...
especielly girls., Good for him, The
way hs renders a nuds in black stockings
a Tew pages later leads me to belleve
ke resally dosen't,

ccln Chempion, In & movie review
pitting the book versus the film ver-
sien of The (Ineredible) Shrinking Man?
com2s to ths conciusion thet shrirnking
and inch or two svery weex and not beling
epble to do anvihing about it is up setiing.



wight. Biill Meyers says the

Hutg g t ef can he matura, °cientific,
logileal, ﬂuspanseful. fantastie, litsral, oohhtiﬁxj horrible, gory,
desgripgtive, sooialegizal...he a)so wants Hamling end Fairman to
read VENTURD,

Larry Sckol deossn't 1like Council Bluffs,

Terwilliger wanbs some aprt by Adkins

Derpert b,Beach asnt in a liSEing of all the main storiez to
appear in FAMOUS FANTASTIC v’ffc'b‘Z}.EL‘:tI and PANTASTIC NWOVELS and A.Mer-
rittts PANTASY BOOK; Guy Ierwilligaw did not print it.

(21l magosines for review

shdulc be sent to your rsviower :Rob Willlanms
et [5¢31 Cobame spots by Adwins end Phillips:
StfLouis 12, Mo. |

& IS aglan dodsd

ast think thet ©titls over for a little while,

shouid die, Mot just .-ciwaﬂy common cor garden
1 rivh lte gerubby tuftis stic“ing oul in fislds and gardens hero
and there but all the hundred and one varsistiss of grass to be found
in She worid.

If grass, wheat, comm, oais, baviey and sven flee wvere to die-~
woudd this ks thse eud of manrkind? TFor ell mankind depends upon grass
fer its survivals, Evan ths great cavnivores live on omaller creatures

0

wileh: in turn iive on gvszs. Walchever way ths cirecle turns vra 8 1is
aiways at the canter,

With ite demth com2y the inevitable death of menkind, toe. Op
doedg 1it? The thems 13 placed befors us in John Chrish phbr“s THE
DEATH OF GRASE, 1t is a formidable problem,

in &8 remote region of farthest China a stirange virus attacks
grags, withers it and kills 1¢. Tc¢ the VWestern world this is of
1it5le interest; after all there sre alwn ¥3 so many other catastiro-
phea which the “htne~ - heve to quf’ier and the res ultipv famine is
too far distant and too unreal to be of much interest to you or I,

But the plague travels-remorselsessgly round the world meeting
e bairrage of counter-irritanvs, crop gpraying, destruction of the
graga in belts before the didedSG reaches, but all are in vain,

In Britain the Government as criminally stupld as ever decldss
on a terrible, merciful courss of obliteration for the citles by
atomic pombing. but since the wmen who will do the bombing cannot be
expectod to desiroy thelr loved cnes without at lesast an attempt to
warr them, the secret leals out and thers is panic and a complets
collapse of all crder.

. On ¢f the men who has werning of tlis 1a the hern of ou1 atory,
- - - By i 2 & A
s whe for the romeainder of the bock tslls ths stery {con’i pags 4O
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// yéﬁ? \ The beautiiful people were always
-/ f&*ﬁ §w thera, It was something strong
7 P s 2 and fine to beliewe in. There
/ V: 4 N were thres of them, Lwo males and
// 4 @i one female, And on Sunday af-
R~ : terncons the others came to look

ya

atv them.

They were Lkept in the per-
fectly concltioned room whare
the light was as constant as the

’ tempreture, The room nad thrse
walls, end a two-inch plate
glass for the others to sso
through,

Yom stretched, fooling the per-
fact 1inss of muscle move silk-
like across his back. His eyes
opoened, end he turnsd naturally



to the window wall., It wag early yet., No one was
there, Atom smiled, breathing luxurliously. Be-
gide him lay Eve, her breasts moving rhythmically,

tasting the air of sleep.

Atom looked around the room, Ham

"Hem," his voice was quiet.

stood at
the boolk case, thumbing through a magazine.

Hem turned, "Yourirs up. They'll be here
socn. Better wake Eve.”

Atom nodded, touching Eve's hand, She was
awake, She yawned, as Atom had, perfectly.
22T UPe.

Hem,

Atom got to his feet and went to stand beslde
His eyes moved to the plaque cn the wall. He

trocced the writing for the millionth tims,

80
plague sgid, Targ

gome thing to do,

scmething to love, |

and something e L

hepe for. You are |

somothing to love.

Atom smiled, think-
ing it was nice to
be something tc love
"Ham," hs said,"Tell
me again,”

"Tell you whait?"

“Tell me about ug--
do they »2ally love
us?”

Fam nodded, his
hand going to the
hair over hils ear.
"Yes, they lcve us,"

"Yhere éid
names come from?"

"Legend, I supnose,

"And wel've not like
the others?!

"o, Hot at all.
But thsy suppese we
are., Don't worry a-
bout 1it, Atom, getl
ready. They'll be
here soon."

Eve sad on the
floor, combing heu
hair while Atom and

our -

"The grsat essentials of happiness,”
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Hom straightened up the room.

The time came, and the outer

dcors opensd automaticelly to let
the first herd of the others into
the silent rcom to see the beau-
tiful people.

Atem gtood, gzoaring at  the
door, Twenty seconds bticked oy
and the docyr slid shut., &Ho ons

was in the room. Four minutes
lgtexr the door ¢lid open again.
A peuase, then it shuv.

"Where are they?"

Eve came tc Atom's side, '"Yes,
Ham, where are they?"

Ham's brow was furrowed. "
donit know," hs said.

The door clicked open again,
Still the others did not come.

"What should we do?™ Eve walk-
ed to the wall nervously.

Atom looked airound the room he
had always been in. For the first
time, he realized how small it
Was., His eyes went over esach
familiar pieco cf rfurnlture,
"What heppened to the others?"
His voilce was higher,

The others had always been
there, The others had always
come In to iook at them and love
thsm.

Atomis bresth wes coming from
his nogtrils. His hands nervously
odged up along his hip, "What
shall we do?" he looked from Eve
to Hem and back. "Welve -~ wo'lve
got to get out and find them."

Bve 1looked at him. 'Out? You
mean out there where they are?"

"YGS . t

"T don't know," said Ham, "I
don't know what we've got to do."

Atom coldly walked to the book
cage and picked out & large book.
From the back of the room he hurle-
ed 1t at the glass that had sep-
arated them from the others for
os long a3 he had been,
The i1oom f£1lled with the crash-
ing of shattering fless, A tide
of overwarm air eased in over
them., Eve and Ham stood staring.

It +wag there, It was not a
drean or a £1lm as Ham hsd some-
times suspected, There was &
world out thers,

The sound of Dbreaking glass
weg 8t%i1ll in Atom's head when he
saw Ham stsp out of the room into
the dark nmuseum hegll. Bve awockse
and followed him., Atom stoad
beck by the familier bcokcase and
let the air move around his head.

A world of new smells cams to him

-~ smells that made the scent of
the room something dead. Somehow
they excited him. FHe followed
Eam and Eve into the world of the
others,



They stocd befumre the door, Atom covid hessr the gentle clickling of
the machinery in *the wall., The door begsn opening.

Light. -

ilore liight than ftom had ever seen or Imsgined, It =pilied

sidewsye, crasked Inte the roon, lllLLng his eyes, hursting the
inside of hisy head. ﬁls hands went to hiz face,
aY

n he cvpened his eyes, Ham had alveady stepped out into the
Aeht, ™ Atom said, Sve smiled. He took her hené and thsay

sting in the siy from the worlid outside, Lt wes
vtom shuddered, rubbing his bhends on his naked
rking in tha gir in deep draughis, tom took up
aﬂi smallad LT, Uve*ything had a smell. IDvery-
vuiing eK:Cpt -~ himegeif. He looked at Humo

*

L pom?’
have a smelao
, ws sre perfees.”

r g nm ueﬁ“ in the unperfect world, It was & placs
zith troca, With cemen® vaths. He Zookad to the
right cf tho mussm, A lavge building was there, with meny enirances.
Ee 12ad the wonds on iz 31ds of the builiding.
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"Tos Angeles Colisevm,” he said., "What
is Los Angeies Coliseum?’

"4 building. Where is Eve?"

"Over there,” Atom pointed tu a placs
among the trees. Bve was sitting on the
green things, trylag to look at the sun,

She stopped and looked off through the
trees, She stood up, pointing, her body went
tense. "Lookl"

O0ff through the trses, somslhing was com-
ing.

Scmething, moving, skitbering through the
trses, moving towsyd them., live came to Atonm
and they stood beside Hen,

The thing stopped. Fantastic patterns
sprinkled down over the plmece ol green trees,
They could not see tho thing clearly.

Then somathling else moved, Aud again,then
twe, und three, end five, and a hundred, Atowm

felt Eve’'s slim fingers avound his arm, "What
is 1t?" ghe sald. "It is the others?" Atom
looked at Ham.

"It'g them.” Ham 1lcoked up &% the sun
and the sky. "Yes, them,"

Cagually, Ham walked toward the moeving
things. Atom sterted after him. Ham shook
his head.



Eve'is arms went around Atom's neck and he
felt her body convulsing in a cry, A sudden
fear boiled up in him, "Ham! Ham!" he yelled,

Ham,off on the green, stumbled., He hit
the ground and rooled over. A pole Wss ris-
ing from his stomach, with red marks around
it, staining his skin.

"Hem!"™ Atom scresmed, throwing off Eve and
staring to run, The shapes were coming clo-
ser, end he could ses them, then, in the sun.
Je stopped and felt his mouth opening. Vague~
ly, they ssemed 1ike the others.

His eyﬁs noved to the broken pavement in
ths paths to the crumbling walls of the coli-
gevm., There would bpe no way out, no #Hay ex-

£ back to the mseun, Back into his cwn
world. He turned and ran, screaming to Eve,
She gtarted for the door,

A roek struck Atom on the shcouldsy, throw-
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ing him off balance, The humans came pouring
over him, from around the side of the build-
ing, from everywhsers, squat ugly running
things.

Something struck his leg and a pain shot up
through him,

He could see into the mussum, sese the shat-
tered glass and his world, as the museum door




[will be monithiy,

|

automatically si'd open.
as shsrp a5 glass ins
breath of them,
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cf his flight to fwsedom to kill,

Atorn serecemed and struggled as gomething
fée his back, and he could smell the humen

reamed, &5 the nuseum doors slid shut,
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Wnen he wcke it felt like soumeone was scrubbing the fatty tissues
off his nerve axonsg with a wlre brush,

The diffused 1light that servad as a focal point for his returning
consciousness contorted into & definitoly sheneé bulb swinglng urgent-
1y back and Torth, and the shadows it lengthensd distorted sand seemsd
to throb with Tthe sams urgency.

"Youlre wasting time, Doerning. Snap cui of 1t."

Hi name wWas Justin Deerning,

The flat cutline belfore him grew -- it was closer, with the dis
proprotion of a badly posed photograph. He turnsd his head to ses
if the buldb were still thers or the two wers one and a rocking slap
sent it thuddinq against the floor,

"Doerning. "

A second figuro presented 1ltself to clalm the voice, but it was a
nert of the background and he diédn't bother wo ﬁssimjlate it. BHs
only lay back and waited for hils head to clear,

The 1lght was blue and the rays werse the same, but misted, For a
moment he thought he had fallen as Leep at a seance but he heard a
whining end was suddenly afrald thet he was dsad and had been called
to ocnea.

Thers were more rocking blows., IHe didn't fesl them sharply. v
wag as if he were vibrating away from them faster then they were com-
ing -- a material doppler eoffect -- and the fastor hse went and the
further he got the more the slaps felt like the furry vawing of a
pDear.

He was tearing himself apart when he screamed.

The forme, the men and the bulb, wera shrinking. That waes loglcal
and »a tlonhl and he reaiized thils, What horrified him was the fect
that they were growing alsoc. He was looking astigmetically into
both ends of a telescope at ths samc time and he screamed once more,
this time 1in rejection, .

49 | "Incorporea, Gloria; fleet ran the rum."




A wigelous 2iguid and his moubth was & Urithﬁng spongs that soalked and
sopped and tried to vomit., Hs wonks from re ality and coughed up an
clive and & gplinter,

Sef%, white arms, guiding, not foreing.

French windows -- a balcony -~ cool air -. autumn tress -- fifty-
nine mundrsd stars,

Sofc, white, whispering tones: “Paul, Psull"

His name was Paul and he was Justin DOOfﬂLﬁga He,..

"Way do they do this to you...?"

0" ew.Wa3 Faul,

"Bocause thsy know it ean't happen te them," he answered, and
1t was vrue.

Hie erms and chest end face on the cold balecoay wall, with fiftsrs
nine hundred stars sverhsad and his head fleoating somewhere,

Whe teok his arm again and thsy walked down %o a goldfish pool
where he rinssd his mouth.

Then, becauss hie was Faul, he took her kand andé led her back into
the storm’s eve.

"Eat, drink and be hoa:

" 10 young swbition, all morsl greatness is but

30"
[~}

O,

cary. Time is a Duszz on your beer,
all dises

eG and tho perty was gix hours dead.

5 wa ve a.m, Fragments of tho night's phantasme littered
the sulte. 2 of thzse had beon dried verily substential. ¥e wac
thick and copivs with & coronet of red hair.

He ¢lacked an omgty martini glass on the piano.

"chomb9¢; Paul., FHeave you decided to uae ths mavb]ne°"

"As of this moment I havan't decided anything,” (Parnsworth),
the thought czms as he spoke.. The man's name wWag Fa“nswortn, but he
didn't feel vertaln ancugh to use it »ight away.

"The machine is ealibrrted in relation %o natural, local radia-
tion to the exact number of years, month, and seconds you have stipe
nlated. If your Tigures are right th2 machine will renove you from
the present to that time in the @ st when the planet was cccupylng
this part of srece. The poaiticn you occupy will bs in one-to-one
corregpondence with the position you willl occupy in ths past, as
fixed at the time of departure. There will be, perhaps, a momentar
lavae in your own lifetims, but according to fiou“as cartainly not
more than a few millionths of & gecond. If..."

"My figures ars rigqu, Fernaworth,” the name came easily. ncw,
as easlly as the knowledge that hls work was errorless. Sonchow
this nmede him uneasy. He was having the gengation of heing fixed,
l1ike concrets,

The big man abruptly assumed an attitude of insseurity .

"1 hope so, Peuly I..." Parnsworth rusbad the fab of_hxs neck,
"IT'm only a mechanic. I may not look }ike ons, but that's a1l I am."

"7 only hope you heven't made some bumbl ing mistake," Paul rs-
50 plied, feeling =sure of his words. "I'd fird it decidadly ugly,

3ix houra paa:
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Farnsworth, to have the machine pop me out into the middle of space
a hundred years after the planet passed by.”

"o, Iy calibrations are all »ight, Paul., You'll be the first
men to set foot on the planst of another star. It will also be the
©£3pet time & wan has moved at a disproportiomate rate into another
era. Symholic in & way -~ successful travel to another planet 1s
dependent on travel to enother place in time, We'll never know 1if
1ife exishs on plenets of another star in our own millenium -~ time
and distance prohibit that -- but you, Faul, #ill know, It's rather
snfortunate that you cammot return, but...” .

"Fast gobt mo thers, Farnsworth, I've given you gll the data I have
but God halp vou if you've loused up your end, "

"God help you, Pavl. I'm not going on your jaunte "

LTLer Parnsworth left, Peul lay dowa on the couch to thilnk, This

L L
holpless atbituds, though, made him nevrvoug, and soon he was pacing
d

&% (&

the white-diamonds-on-biaclk-baclkground csrpet, though not at all
woerrisd, which unnerved nim nrore.

Millennis ago & star had oxisted 1n tho part of gpece where the
sarth was, and that star had planets. Peaul (difficulty: he didn't
Tnow his last neme) was to Ltravel buck in time to that star and &
planet of that star.

s lmew he waa the men Paul as hs knew ho was Justin Doerning;
o

Paul e wveformad dipse, inventer and statistician, and Doerning...
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what? The two “scermed to overlap. He Imeow tthat ha was, but the past

and all those yesers that made him ceemad non-sxistant., As the eye

cannot gimiltanaeously view pure red and blue, similarly he swung al-

verpately betwesn the two personalities, trying to find a perspective,
ALyt

By

4% one minute befora five p.m. the light over the time cocoon was red,
Beneath the sowven foot high control tecerd ceiling, Parnsworth signal-
icd for powsr,

Paul 'Justin<Docining® ley numbBing under drugs administered tc
facilitate reorientatlon on ths plenst x.

At five ofclock for cne instant Paui/Dosrning hybridized and
Peul as Doerning was surce Fzrnsworth was the figure beneath the swing-
ing light that had biinded Lecerning universses away and before.

He never say . the rsd light blinlt out.

-

sh Skoddor signalled to an essiztant to tura off the tevation

?illicn elsciron volts wihlch weould havs tombarded a copper
Tppm e P aa =l g = o 2. 3 vyt i}
target in tho rext moment, did nol,
3

Skin revolved e gscond bsfors ho heard the volce and grinned as
he saw his brother-in-law Ilk!mash, the circulsr, piesbald figure rolle

ing thrcugh the dscr.,

Ikfnash ~~ antsnnsing the eilghty-odd feet of momentum-delining
megnet prism, quadripcls~Teosusing magnetic lsnsg, scintillatlion count-
er, guadrupole-focuging magnetic lens, momenbum-delining magnet prism,
seintlllation counter, Inlcos counter ILu'cos velocity melectlon count-
er, and scintillatlon counte» -~ returned ths grin and zpoke,

"What's the matter. Skim? Weather not right?"

It was an old jcke,

"No. I was golng tc ses Dscon’l before going ahsad,”

ﬂoh? t7

"Itis his money arter all, you know,

"But now that you're here, how would you 1like to sse me invent
an snti-proton?"

The clock cver the wall spoke one minute lacking seventeen hours.
Doerning-Paul/Skimish screamed,

=3

Ieure screamsed.

Doarning-Paul-Skimish dropped to the floor, trembling =o that
perspiration shook from him.

1t was ten minutes before he began to tiink coherently. Then he
heard himself babbling out wild memories to rid his mind of their
burden,

"Paul., Teul! Teke if easy, I wes afraid something like this

might hapnen, but it can be rectified.”
g2 The fai ran's hands shoved his face up and began slapping it with



unezpected strength,
"Peul, listen to me, We may not have much time., When a weed ="
"Weed?" Paul/Doerning/Skimish gilggled and tried not %o drool,
"Panl, TUnderstand me, When & weed is pulled from the ground, the
vins it sprouts from is broken and from each cnd a new weed grows.
. "You brcke the temporal vine trying to bridge the past, and from
the two ends of this vine two new universes sprouted., From tho fu-
turc brealr a new post grew and from the vast side a new fubture grew,
the new past that is Laura's

& and mine, probably complete-
g ly different from the one
b . i ‘we remamber, and the future
: ' i%ﬁ which you can never reach,
e £ To time you broks away

from is now two ssparate
ones, raul, You can nevsyr
1ive beyond that one moment
when you broke the time
1ins., As soon as you reach
that point you slids off on
tengent and create a new
6st to substentiate your
giready oxisting mind, For
you there will be a million
pasts. Iaura and I are
iucky vo be on this side of
the bresk, e have the
future, "

The time cocoocn. Peul/
Doerning/Skimish saw it as
Paul-Doerning, then the tri-
umverate saw itself as be-
fore & largo panel, snd try
as hard as he could, Paul
could remember no translition. But the aliensss of Skimish Skodder
was there snd he knew the allemness in him was himselfl.

"Someone nemed Spengler centuwvies age spcke of two people, Cromwell
and lMohammed I think there names were, who lived ages apart as baing
contemporaries, The point wasg that all cultures follow the samse ev-
olution, so that & man of one culture might understand a man of an-
other 1f they wers products of corresponding parts of thelr cultures,

"Hach time you reach the point of breakage, Paul, you're shouldered
agide and your e£0 ....n0, thatts not the right word.... your soul?
sees your bacic self creates a new foundation of past experiences,
The perscrnellity you possess in thet pest, no matter how elien it is,
ia a cultural contemporary of your becic self. There's no 1limit to
whait ocuter form you can take as long as 2 nmodicum of intelligencs is
inherent,

"A11 we have to do, now, is to break this time iine beforas the hour
of previous breaksge, but gend you only a moment into the Tubure,

Your existance -~ your continued existanco -~- will thea be
53  secured,”

o
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Amelconmp, drsaming of the day

_oouid have any cffect on timaé, the essence of statlgtics and machinery, ¢

Paul grimaced inwardiy. He recplied the zwinging lightiasd soft
walteness, and seareh asg nard as hemcould he csuld find no Lransition,
He thouyght of telliag Farnsworth that hs had timo: jumﬁed before
and Famnesworid and his funivarse were pard of a greater past he kad
creaved in his abvvsmui ignorands, ile thought of Lolllnb Farnsvorth =
ckak daere eould ‘be moénd of dininishing in tiais Ltime or the nexc, f
They stood ba Neen tir and the eclock; Fernsworth and the girl - -
Imuray) the “thouzht sprvung uncoiled,
sura a“wpn;d to lier i¥nses begide him. rsvﬁqlimo the cloek,
Y Pau P ulhe ciﬁ“ d'In relliel at FParensworithis ords
™

-

‘.“)

&

-

O’\.‘l

Ic wag fivz pii. Somathiung snapped,
AN ez} LS - . i . o (5
Yipure, cateh my,’ ho yelled, aad disappearsd,

=

Dos 1nLﬂgwruULuuLLﬂic”/COmyhtO bank 6638L (essociation) thought.
Hithin translistor confinea uba ps syehes of Desraing fought Skimisia

1uuﬁ 1% Patl cfoughi compubor bank 6638k {acsocigtion) end the All Star
eorenie &ma!rGW% Brein fought its disintegration,
Eilollomnbeh stocd hgfo“ﬁ the giaant pletinum fece of the Unitad
Staws Pooi perscnified in ASELB, the largsest 3§boﬁnetic “n¢1gumat¢on

invgaiasctic histecry. As indescribablo thlll paangsd slong hils tele-

”*iin ne f V. “aa"ati”v ite=ll tc all of Ellollsmavet’s race Ihe
mement ¢©f Ltrus brotherhood of all Boing wes approaching Laﬂougq this
ecolloction of aPEifiC¢u_ intelligence. In the nexst 1'*c:"“s after aii

cultural ken had beon equally dist“1uubc there could be no rsaasgon

for digsesnsion.
Blloliamatet watchad hir

reflecticnn in the shiny surface of the
f brotherhood, -

s Obvious from the atart.
I sorry, Laura, but there's ﬂothing to be donea,”
The big men huddiod in hls shadow

LN ]

I¢ wag stupid to think that s iuh atatl stlcs and machinery we

1% we
1

"Paul knew it. He must have:; that was hi‘ end of it, I lmow

nothing about...except what happened. Why Faul =never aamitted it to $
himself...not aven Paul cun know now. g
“We mada duch preparsationa -~ took such preceutiocns thet Paul
would not materialize within & mountain, a hilil, or space itaelf, He
zould not,. I: would be liks walking tuwaﬂd a conerete wall and taking
precantlons not %o walk through it. ) :
YAind atoms of air are an conerete ase tons of Tock)
"Pruls leftoshiis point in tipe and Lhere was s apd i gecond iapsge
nowhere tor g Perbaps 1t mighy wmvebeerns di LQerent 10 ha'd tiried
to materislize in space; but there are stoms thers, too." :
He psussd, wondaring if ne pouln gu on’ tslking while the girl
cried, '
S 'But when will he.i.”
If




This was the hardest.
"oply when he dies, Leura, can it stop.”

zﬁg,/’ wlie
sion} materiamlized on

ouwbering, and he sl

onght he kneu,

of an arinowl
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HOTES leen't from page LO.)
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grofessional sales
saTi! This issus sess SIGHA OFLH””T?? seoond pvolmuaELOP ci' & short
P story by the prolific fric Cesnsr Hls shori cmzm;ke%chesf
\\\ 86 1}=i et 4 appaaﬁ“@ in _many 1x,u3e *&pq:inesu Anothser sec=
wond this lse s taciturn Tom Faylons s horl story. This is a
distinet cha ace f?J his L“h;, Tpnoadise”, This monthls cov-
ex ip 4one B new (So SIGMA OP”LHT '8) artiast, Don Simpscn. His
A 1ilustration p YBarrew's Phobla® and spotc demonsirate o talant
which is hoped will bo very mueh in evidence in the future. Dlon
Dixon apvears heve Ffor the first Time, Unecle Son Lav;ﬁb just rested
;gnd cn hie shoulder, he completed & number of seripis which
r F in Miture lsoues. Sesing Uncls fron unobdu dirsction,
{ L am& presents hers his second roview column, He llves in
= 3+, Louis where the nights sre cool, 1ife easy and pen scratchss

A paper in comforitable griounts . mcmmy Blancd'le ﬂork 15 gnothsy fi“st
time aAppesrancs ;_n STGMA COTANTIS.. Ha has hed work pflncao p.?e iousg~

1y in SPECIRE. SIGMA OCTANTIS ic publiuhuu at li Cuvvs St., e ke -~

figld Megs acnuuetuhw Assccints editor, Ralph B"ocnU~£ Samxlo cop-
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