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Alvin wadthrottle walked down G Street at a brisk, bouncy Iaco.
As he walked along with his new spring Panama set at a jaunty angle
he hummea in a broken fashion his late favorite, "Am I Worth TwoO-
Blts 9" and performed finger antics with a brand new guarter; such
tricks as roiling the coin from knuckle to knuckle in rapid succes-
adon and then flipping it high into the aip, trying to catch it in kis
shirt pocket as 1t fell. After retreiving the money from sidewalx
and gutter several times, he pocketed same with a thought. No sir, »
can 't afford to lose my last quarter with the latest Apalling Storilec
on the newsstand. Alvin now stepred faster, as he thought of The let
ter he had mailed the letter of that magazine, denouncing in scathing
rhrases Apalling's current "I Remember Phfftt" series as deliberate
and stupld hoaxes. FPerhaps the letter had been printed. As a rule,
they never were, but maybe this once it was. If so, Alvin planned to
reprint the Jletter in his quarterly fan-magazine, All Reet!, along
with another hot article he had written blasting aralling'’s editor,
Samued. 4. Philgpot.

He could hardly wait to see the issue, and he falridy ran i n t o
the newsstand. Crabbing its mammoth bulk from the racks, he drofrped
His quarter into the clerk's lap and awayed, anxziety shining in his
gyes. Outside, Alvin drew up in front of a deserted fruit stand and
began to thumb feverishly through the book, rast the contents rage,
rast the editorial page bearing the famillar initials, "SAF", and on
to the readers' section. Burning with'anticipation,h& spenned tix
rages, one after another., Didn't see it, Another more careful search.
Yigs horpes fell like the walls of Troy.,.his long, masterful lettor
wasn 't there., His face ciouded and he mumbled an ocath. Look -
irg around and seeing no one, he.sald it a bit louger. Dawgone {lenm/
Guess they were afraid for their readers to get the truth. Yeah, the:
only ' printed letters of praise and dream-revedastionms. TO heck wi*e
those 'biras. He clamped his new hat viciously over his foreheaa an
stalked off, the oopy of Apalling wadaed in his hip pocket.

" % AW 3 o3¢

Far beneath the crust of the Farth two Derc operatives sat idly
before a teleview machine. One sleepy-eyed agent, with chin resting
in "his padim, toyed with the location dial, while the other comfort-
ably perused an enemy-Farthian proraganda sheet entitled Skidoo g3
with his feet perched on a high desk. Momentarily, he flung It <
the cave floor with a snort. "Bah/!" he grumbled, "nothing but a [ack
of lies! Imagine that Gilbert Foo, who claims to be Lemurian Ranger
#19,4619, saying that we Dero have tentacles where our anus should te
Who ever heard of tentacles there?

"Yeah," chuckled the ©Other, "and did you see where the Earth-
ling's anus 1is?" They howled and snickered with glee. "Tee hee,"
cne saild, "and they sit on it, too v

As they rocked with side-splitting guffaws, the teleview buzzed.
The Dero stifled their mirth and snafpred to attention, for that buzz
meant that the locator had picked up an Earthling hostile to the
Dero. It was a wonderful gadget, and the view-screen shimmered with
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glaring light- *[.eOk  one Dero agent gaeed., "Tha t Ear‘thling ! po
you recognize himgo"

The other frowned, then dilved toward a rhotorhile, and thumbed
quickly through the pages. Presently he storped and withdrew a worded
Plcture, then turned, to the screen. "Yep/!" he screeched, "he's an
enemy M

"Then we must strike /" cried the other Dero, waving his arme
dramatieally. "Quisk, to the revenge mschine.!" Levers fell and dial-
s pun.

% 3% ¢

As Alvin Wadthrottle plodded siowly down G Street, his brand n::
Panama hat careened mysteriously off his forehead. He lunged at it
quickdy, but 1t was too iate. Giving a fins4i dizzy whirli, the head-
Jlece came t0 rest in a large pucdle of mud. ,

THE END
SHADOW. OVER BLCOMINGTON

By ey T

In the surmer of 1946, i1 ishurn.c T:om a short trip t0 the chi-
0ago area, broken in miRC zud body. DMNever before have I daped to di-
vulge the true facts behind the horrore I perceived in those few days
but now I am reassured by a newsrafer clipping in front of me tel -
ling of a fire that gutted a certain house in the city of Blooming-
ton, Illinolis.

I went to Bloomington innocently enough, not knowing the truth
of what I sought. But now—however, on with the story. I had heard
tales of a certain *SR@8Y. kg which resides there, its ocoupation
that of guarding a death ray, using it for purposes unrevealabile, in
the perfect cemotlage of a-theater rrojection booth. L

I purchased a token for use on the rolling roadways Bloomington
is equipped with from a ticket agent,in a small, dusky booth. I re-
marked casually that I was hcre to see Pong. The gum-chewing visage
remained its impassive gelf, but I fancied I saw a flicker of primor-
dial terror lurking behind the cdrooping lids. That gave me the first
clue to ‘what I was tO meet, but I skeptically laughed, shopped off
half a thumb while ocasuelly fraring my mails, and climbed onto the mo-
dern rolling roasdway. . -

Speeding along at two<hundred and seventy miles an hour, the fi-
gures on the other ways were only shadowy blurs. I thought eageriy @
my destination. What would Pong be like? Wwould it welcome me? Wac
it true this illustrious persconage was also a—horror of horrors
—fan? I shivered in anticipation.

Finally I arrived at my destinatlon. . Jumping of the roadway.
going at two-hundred and seventy miles per hour, was no easy task
but with my indomitable courage, I managed 1it.

# % % ¥ # .

Weakly hobbling, crying "water)!', I finally arrived at the por-
tal. I Knocgked. A ©person opened “the door. The stories about Rng
are not true—he 1is definitely not a monster. -Despite the fact that
he has three arms and one foot, he 1looks quite normal, the fire gent-
ly flaming from his nostrils.

I came in and began, but he stopred me, saying in his prich, vi-
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brant volce, "Come with me—1I feel as if I had known you all my life-
you are a good friendi-he asked my name—"Ah yes, Mr. Karden. gome
with ‘me. I will show you something that I show few reople." I came
fascinated by his intense prpersonality, that seemed 10O drop Over ..
like a strip-teaser's cicax over a nail on a burlesque stage.

ECE SR R R -

Downstairs he lea me, through unfathomable rassages, until I won-
dered how such things could be—until I wused my nose and found we
were in the sewers of Bloomington. Finally, a richly-drafred door ak-
reared before our gaze. He olened it—and in we went.

"These are fen," he exlilalned, rointing to a group of hashish
eaters clustered about a mimeograph in the center of the vaulted room.
I looked on, fascinated. The erank turned, the slirp sheet went 1n,

and came out—what? All my fears went to the fore, and I watched FPonp
narrowdy.

He sald, "These are our creations." Proudly he held up a mimeo-
grorhed bundle of raper, fastened by starles, to our gaze. I read: ¢
zembie. My mind srelled out the words, and doubt grew.

I examined many of them in my shori stay there, and slowly my
fears 1Increased. For this crowded wordage—this messy 1nking---this
fantastic grammar—was not of our world ! . was alien, totally inimi-
cal to Earth. The smooth frarer, the mimecgrarhing—they were some thineg
that was across the ultimgte barrier 0f clace and time from us.) I now
knew-—

Pong watched me, and noticed my discomfiture. He saild, gquirte
casuadly, "I sec you have peuetrstec our Lli<tle secret. Yes, we are
attempting to control the Earth-—-1 and my fen.) We will capture ycu

niny creatures, and f{orce you to our suterior wills Wwith a laugk
that rang hollowiy aceross the room, he shriexed.
.In that moment, I saw the door wunguvarded. I could escare!

turned to go. But something higher than I held me back-—some yprimie-
val instinct. I knew that I couddn't go—for I would be deserting--
my world. Tears biinded my eyes—for I realized the safety of the
very Burth lay in my staying. I turned, eyes flashing.

"NoJ I cried. "No.) Pong, you and your {filthy fen will newr
conguer us.) I wiil stop you

He sterped foreward, and we stared into each others eyes, oune
evil, the other good. For hours, it seemed, we stared; and I Knew U
was Dbeginning to lose. Sweat stood out on my forehead, and sweat
triciled down the cleft in my palate. I was losing—going down to fi-
nal blackness—to defeat—

Then something resounded in my mind, like the dim yowling of
faintly heard alley cats. "It is I," it said, "I—Boob. I will save
you. I am on the side of good.,) I wilil save you. "

And indeed, it was as good as its word. Boob fought with me, and

CONTINUED ON NEXT PrGE

o —

When I started reading fanzines, I had an abhOrrance for fan
fietion, and it never left me completely unt.l several months
' ago. I think this was caused by several vary aong and very
! bad serials I read in the old Vulcen. :

] A

. —Henry Elsner (Cepheid]
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we defeated Fone the flashine blue hair of Tone' I krew I had won.
and subsided into a restful roaring— '

T knew not what happened until now, I must have wendered around
a shriekine idiot for wears, T must have—but the tho 'eht pains me.
™1t the one thoieht t'at offers me sclace is that I saved the world
from FPong—~—killed the filth+ beast, with the aid of Rooh!

I was glad to sacrifice myself, but now T am in a predicament.
“ou see,l had cone to Poneg to sell him hooks, 7v special offer, a for—
tv-eight volime set of FYINIEER IM TFF RELAIAN COMGQ  had been a fril—
ure, I knew Pong was t'e onl - person cn Farth stupid eno-esh to hur it.
Yow T am rnined—Fonr is cone T weep.

TFE FNT
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—IN TENNESSTE —

Rv Wallis “nighton

Tothe might! (if you’look
closely) voun find a picture of
two of the finest Tero hunters
in America toGar-, The. hills of Tennessee abound in legend and folk-
lore, not the least of which are the legends of caves inhabited bv a
speciesrkaown, as phemo.. Ttiseems that:the Pero of *Iennessece are of a
peculiarly viciong nature, insomuch s t'ev heave assimilested to a cer-
tain extent tre characteristics of the upper-world cenirzens.

It was August 31.1946 when the intrevid little band of explorers
consistine of Wellis nirlton and Tionel T"nman set out on a ‘ouwrnev to
ascertain tke truth of tie tales, This was the first of the arnnual
Tero hunte in tre vicinity .of Fiplev and was especiallw in honor of
Tnman, who was departing the following Mondav for the "niversitr of
Houston,

Unfortunatelv, on this hunt no Iero were actuallw found. Evident-
lv trev are still convinced that the tine is not -ret ripe frr disclos-
ine their identitr to us mere xnortals on the s:rface, Fowover, we did
find many eiidences of Dero existence, We wonld hear liubs 7pop and
a1l to the peround behind us or hear twies snap under tne stealthv
footfalls of invisible feet. Spinnings medlv, orxr mind floodine with
terror, we wo:ld wvainlv search the few feet of penetrahle undergrow:t
for a glimpse of the prey. Then we would continue on, our eves intent
on the dense foliage and turning from the effort to catch the sliesht-
est alien movenent.

Then CRACY.! FOP'! —the ercound seemed to give wav under oy feet !
After catching mvself and clambering to safetr, we parted the leaves
and looked down on the last mortal remains of what had once bheen some
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sort. o f hiegherr vertebrate, The bones were bleached and Were
heginning to corrode into their component elements, This deterioret -
ion eave some evidence of are, althourh it could have been caused bv
oie sort of destructive rav, Tue to the packed sand and clav arounc
the hones and the inadeguacy of our tools, we were unable to excavate
and further investigate the skeleton on this trip.

Leain continuineg on unceunted, we found no more evicdences of 'ero
existence until we came to the spot where the picture wss taken, It is
a small clearine eight or ten feet square. On esch side stands a tall
trzei one is a  huge cum, the otier a dead beech snagy Retween them
hanrs a natural perapevine swine, The egrass is completelv worn awavw
under the swing, indicatine tret the place is a favorite recreation
spot for the TI'ero, W¥e lav in ambush for cuite a whilie but none of the
creatures appeared, Tiringe of the prolonsed vieilence, we took our
picture (with the aid of the delaved action gadeet on m~ camera) . end
becan to make our wav back ‘towasrd civilization, rather prcud of onur
findings, though somewhat deiected becsuse the hunt itself was unsuc-
cessful, Ve resolved that tle next time we will go back with Fex- A
guns, horseshoe magnets and molasses glue traps. Iven so, we may never
be Bugeessful, buk WF SHALL RETURN? -

THE VD
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From the personal diary of Groth IV, Deputy Administrator of Sub-
Tlanefarv ZfTairs, Rev &, 11,345

|
{
N

\|

Who.t a job! Sure, I realize the Administrator i% busy as the
FifstiFeg, «Ifsgcailiady Shatlihenas i Personal lyvaiitend BeMibite” “af==
fairs of every two-bit plenet that cowes along. But I do think it is
a bit unfair for him to give this' job to me, when it éeals with a sec-
tor 1 have ncver had the opportunity of studvineg. I have long sus-
pected the fdministrator of jealousy-——common, low, psychologically
stupid jealousv-—and now I'm sure of it. Fe probablv recalizes that T
will rise to *‘his position in a matter of eves unless he can finc an
excuse to demote me. Fe thinks, of course, that T will bunsle this
dutvy and he will have the excuse. 7T ean onl~ sav that T will certsin-
1lv do the hest T can, in the fece of mr limited Tnowledres.

Or- perapse~D ,shepdd -blame’ whe! militarside e mustvbe insane,
knowine the plenet was there all the tine, then callins ws at the last
minute to give preswmptive orders telline us that it must bhe readv in
such &and such a time or the  "miverse will fall fewn' ¥othine even
mereine on parsecs to the svstem appcered in the s'mholic calenlations;
news ey el | ps athalis they " musdaniianee t”e exact plaset—third, T

alievey fmom tjeir sup-=lor a vital-delens’ve matter. 1 car onlv sav
it 50 ESME] Sy -=LATdechettan TI7, fiski 4f-it eemes tol thady

Rep7 - 1l

Everything seems to ro wrong with this mstter of egquipping that
rlanet with defensive weapons—now a necessitv, I realize from a talk
wiehg o ainer off leer. It seems it contadins intellicept Lifed T hewe
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already sent the wusual hoatload of equipment necessaryv on a job like
this—now it seems this intelligent life must be evacuated hefore anv-
thine can be done., I have sent two huge bosats formerly used for
heuling strizen, 1 believe—to be used for the task. This, of course.
uekes an additional factor working for our failure, The Administrator
would get mr neck if even cne of those creatures were to dis. Not *o
mention the time that will be: lost. 'I am sure the eremv would he glad
tc  kncw .about our .defendine a planet under thelr verv noscs, Anc irs
they did, I am sure . they [would be chivalrous enough. to allow us #o
tinish evacuthnp its sinhabitants and instelling weapons

This task ~must be getting on mv nerves, . ThLat lapse into cheap
sarcasm bodes & visit to the nearest psychoenalviician, I wust a *-
tempt to keep mv disvosition under control.

From an ultrawave telecast Galactic News Scrvice, Pev 11:

~IVHABRITAYTS OF - "DEFENSE- PLANMET TOUNT »'T0 RE DESCENTIENTS TR
AVCTENT WAR. STIRVIVORS ! :

Cal IV, captain of the evacuating crew Iin charge of the disposi-
tion of this planet's inhabitants-—called bv them, "Farth'—savs tha:
uninistakeable evidences have .bcen found thet. show these "people” gare
survivors from a battle in the “Alien War” '¢f fiftean thousand cves

ago., TFarts of his complete statement as follows: & o I i | e
taken as proved that several thouosandasurvivors. from a passenger vegs-
sel of that time., managed to escape and land here, lqr51rr cventual -

ly into barbarism.: .its, inhabitants have cnlsv bepgun te relesrn snicnc
space travel is still fiftv or so cwves awav, ..’

Tre."People,™ he, said further, are 'mich the same as the rest
the * rece-—except for the . ususl <changes accounted for by the evclu-
tionsry c¢hanges 1involved. The brain capacity of the majoritv is ccn-
siderably lower than tlie average—mainly because ther have not as =&t
discov&red pesvchplogical methods of increesinge it.

From the J.og* of the Stellar Guardlan Capbgam* SRl TV, . T2

Theée'inhabitants Y s planet are beginning to infuriate ne.
I amiusuallw.& slow man to anger,. but phe things I see here are bevond
gll-reason. Ferhaps a: navrntiwn from th@ beginnip~ will make ny stete-
Ay S @ L EE e '

¥We &anchored- just above the planet's stmosphere. Fvidently  they
heve ie . Pather refifigent spstemiolf fgvarcing, this planet, for soon a
sizeable number © of alr-sunported craft began to examine us, . They Ied
conmurdcetad , our Tankiwal- EOLBHEVISRRES ¢l ty ©ver which owrlifesboat
hoveredr ay we. went down,ené soon theyrbegan tc shoot an amazing number
¢l mrtel slues and cexplosive tvpe horbs. We wished to see bthelir ruvler
chief, or whatever method of govermment was ‘in vogue now, Our engin-
cers set. up a psvchoeraph and took the inforwmation frem the mincds of
the pilots of thke' eir-sunneorited eraf® attacking us. We instantly se?
out feor Their. capitddl,, Masniege '

It would Lo seless and uninteresting to rec¢ord here how we i
nally ~goi inte thel presenced of fhéir: “presidehs ".Trumen:. We s
sav. however, thst he menaged to accept our preseice rather celmly, e
instantly. havine & d=sire..tor “haste, broachzd . the' subigect of our
comine., We <saicd thet we desired the whole world evasusted., to ancthe
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planet several parsecs awav, selected for i1ts similaritv. Ve became
shocked; as we expected, We tol¢ him that there was no alternative,
except to risk the vop:lation's beine killed in the construction and
subsequent battles

Then we began to be irritated., Fe told us that he had power over
onlvy a verv smell area—realtively—of the globe, snd that he wonld
have to make several hundred other ralers believe him and then resdv
their peoples for the exodus. We wondered at & planet that had . such
an evident minor advancement, and vet allowed a state of affairs 1like
this. We told him, however, that we would wait.

Ferhaps it wruld be correct to say now that we are still waitine.
In reality, we are not; for it is obvious that any answer would be
negative, Such suspicion and mistrust amone each other is impossible
to imagine-—but it is a fact that hardly anyone else believed Truman
when he warned them. ~We are attemptine to evolve a plan to fit this
unforeseen crisis,

Rev 12 (later):

T am afraid that I allowed mv emotions to overpower my sense o f
humanitv. The inhabitants cf “he planet Earth are on their wavy to anew
home, but not of their own Iree will, I became so disgusted with their
tnane decisions amone thoemselves I ordered the ship raised and a
raralysis-entropy ray spread over the whele surface of the planet. The
ships for transporting them had arrived, and we loaded all able bodied
men, women, and children—our physiologists went down among them and
allowed only the better specimens to go along—on them. We had had
such an experience with their crude minds before, that we loaded the
male and female sex onto the separate hboats to prevent anv : thoral

catastrophe on their new homes. A selective attraction rav made the
job of loading easy.

However, now we have another worrv. There arée two possible " beem
routes over which the ships could have gone, One was in & triangular
pattern, but it would have taken several microcves more to sufficiat-
ly fix the route to be traversable, because of technical difficul-
ties, The short ro:te is ratrer dangerous, because it po€s directlv
throughs enemy” serRrtory:

I refused to make mv own decision on this, but called the deputw
Administrator. He +1o0ld me very sarcasticallv, with manv ~references
to his "disposition,” to take +the short one—"did we want to keep the
military walting?" Fe obviouslv needs a psvchoman on him soon. And
after mv diffieulties with this, I al.iost need one mvself!

However-—oin his respon51b1¢ity——the tw> ships are on their wav
upon the beam over ThHe short route, Whew!

From the EKeporu of Giar IV to his Geverament, upon the Negative
Matter Sphore as a Wearon—rev id: ™

It works better—far better—than I had hcped. I have made a
weapon that will almost certainly win the war for us—and make m €
femous, if wvou’'ll pardon the last, There is no need to snter into the
construction details in  this short report, for I am sure everything
will be found upon the technical papers., However, the practical re-
=ults of it are just as interesting-—and almost as fantastic.

Rep IC, the captein, will, in his report, tell yvou how we located
the enemy ship; but we did—he remarked that it was probably from the

o
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construction work on the +third plasnet of tha’t mediwm-sized sun his
spies had teen vorkine upcn--and reedizd ourselvess tor the attack, Tt
vas chbyviouslr ¢ pilictlese ship followine a streichtline hcem, 50 the
caleidaticrs were ratiher simple., We released the negasphere, and put
the spscisl ray filter over the thort from hizh we wore ©) watch and
closed the others 1t wae Fimply a watter of nothias—-this mess of
nessilve metter and cnercveaecinst ‘a  plece of mere nothice, Ye
¢onldn't see anvthing.

Then 1t nit, Tt scemed to biow up all =t once a3 it meited into
the metai of the ship [neonceivahle enersies were relicacad, and we
actuslly felt b= ship we were on move under the pressure, It was
soon over, and nctline remsined ~except a Ten Bwistsd pleces  of
metals, I feli ratier serrs for the soer-devils In it-—if there were
env, Tney c¢ouldn'i have kaown what hiv then .nowever, the first ravs
were enoagh. to kKill enwibinge at that rangs.

Bowever, the ippertant thing is tha* we''have literally an uncon-
¢itional surrender in our lands. Inclosed with thls 1s a list or
rethoés it ma - best te used as in militarv tactics.,

From the headiines of secver3l news 3agencies, such as Galactic
News Service, Interstecllay Neis  ofe,, Rev 15.

SHIF CONTATNIVG. BARTH TVLARITANMTS BLCYIN T2 BY ENENY (6VS)

SCANTUAL - SLIEFPS ~ GUVERMFNT ;AL SINTSTRATCR “~LAVS CHARGES AGAINST
SEFTT FOR “IPLLPTTCL AND TWFRELLCTEVSYE-(IN)

DEFTY GROTY RESIGNS; IAYS BARE CORRUFTION (ITS)
OTTER SFTIF ARRIVES SAFELY, BEXFLRTS WHISFER "SECRET WEAFON" (GNS)
"LEFEYSE (FLANET” CONSTRUCTION HURRIED (INS)

From an ultrawavesram frqg Stra ZX, Chief Administrator of Plane-
tary TmrlgratIon, tTo Groth Tv..© Tev 16:

DEAR CGRCTH: FAYVE JIUIST HFART NEWS OF TIESTRIICTICN OF "OTHER" SHIT

STOF SFIP FUILL. CF FIALE3S ARRTVED MICROCVC AGO STCF VO ARF IN CUARGE

OF TFIS AFRFAIR STOT WEAT SWALI I DO WITF TURSE STOP FAVE IAYWDEL THFELM

O PLANET AND CSTUTTITINCG BICTIM STOP F/BARRASSING SITUATION PEREAFS YQOU
TAVE SOL TTICHN ST0F VAT IS TISTOSITION (i THESE QUFSTION MARYK

(Siened) STRA XX

From an ultrawevesram from Groth IVX to Stra XX, Rev 16:

DEAR STRA: TINFORT"MATELY ALMIFISTRATCR IXID NCOT RE 'OVE “E IN TINE
EFVQIIGH  TO STOP ™V RESFONSIRILITY IN MATTER STOF LIKXE GOCD FTBLIC SER-
VANT WILL ATVISE VOU STOF LEAVE THEM TO TEEMSELVES ANT GET CONSIGNMENT
OF ECOLCGISTS FSVCHO'IEN SVMROLOGISTS TO WATCH PROGRESS STOF OM GPO““DS
SCIEMTTIFIC FEXTERIVENT STOT YOU K¥NOW WHAT TC DO THEN LEAVE THEM ALONE
STCF YOTTR TAL¥ ABOTT DISFOSITION PROBLEM CANT BE AS BALD AS MINE GRRE
T 7LL STOF

(Signed) GROTH IVI

FS: THIS REMINDS UME TRAGICO.IIC ENDING ARUOTI TOFE UNCUOTE COLONM I

NEVER SAW A GRQUF OF VO'EM ¥WW0O COTYLINT GET ALONG BV THE SELVES WITHEOUT
MIFN FAH TAH VAW STOF FSYCHOAFMN COMING SOON STOM STOF STOF FULL STOP

TEE END
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By LIONEL INMAN ‘ C> O
| Cl\u;

"Eek ' screamed the plump lady as she sllpped back in her easy
chair. "It' a ghos#%."
' "l beg your pardon," said the cadaverous gentleman. I am a Vol
pire, and I consider any referemce to me as a ghost to be an ingult of
the gravest nature." o
Ihe lady recovered a measure of composture. “If'you are”a’vam«‘
pire, what are you doing here:?"
"Oh, be sensible,"” snorted the vampire, striking a dramatic pOSP.
"What does a vampire. usualiy do when he breaks into a house?"
"I'm sure I don't know," returned the otﬁer.“f”Pﬂrhqps you are
seeking employment. I notice you are wearing a 6utler s unitorm.'
A  look of utter disgust crossed the wvampire 's face» He openea
his mouth to utter a particularly caustic remark ooncerrlng the situ-
ridity of the wodern civilized world; but at that ingtant the door oe-
ind him gave a premonitory creak, and he whirled.

A tousled mo of overgrowg  hair was thrust. tentatively through
tie door, owha a mome%t ater by the vﬂngl%ng fraze gf & 0ﬂ§v

lacking: eltmerOppr nourlqnment or having been enoaﬁed 1n-&etr1men & L
rractices. :

He s topped short when he saw the long~cloaked flvure ot tbe in-
terlorer in the center of tne reoms

"Oboy * Batman," he yelred. "I bet you e up the trellis to
get 1?7here and frlgnten o ther.,'
the vaniRé, m@n’dg%w%&m.aw 1% 847"5s "98ERCuiB1XeAE AER tho RO FEF
our profes ion choose t - enter houses.”

"CK, take it easy," saia the young man. "I was only guessing."

”WelL it's getting deuced annoying when no ohe ﬂan-recognizeus

any more. 4And; the next guy who mistakes me for an undertaker ds going
o get the works."

"I know kow you feel," said the other. I was once mistaken for
Yngvi:' and.confined to a padded cell for three days.,;

”I’m 0laudius Dagger. Who are you?"

_wy cary, yourng, man,' sala e vanpire, nanalng Gxaualus a bmall
rectangle of cardboars.

. Bock Tugger, Vampire. . TR s, o
{ w5 Lo cal #5 r 2 o H
2ia ot . Federated Vampires of Americ _ o

TP WHOM II MAY CONCERN;
T PO ST : : o & i
Thls is o ceprtify that Bock Tugger is a member
of. the aforementivied grganization .o goud standing, .
angoids priviiegsl to  suck blood fwd deal dn-black. |
market faunzines in aed in the vicinity of the oity
in which this card was lssueu.
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"I  should have recogrt zed ynu," arclogized Clzudius Daggero
"Haven 't I seen you in & horror movie somewlcre?”

"I once played the herc in z play calied Wiomance Rides the Speoce
Ways. ' Have you ever actsd in a play°"

"Oh, a few times. I wags the villian in 'The Meanest Monster, a
play we put on'at a sif convention.

"But 1f we are to talk shop, let us go to my den."

Suiting action to his words he headed for the door w1th Book Tu g~
ger brlnvlng up the reap- 4. .

"Don 't go with Him, Glaudius," ordered hlS quher sternly- ”He'u,
get .you alone and.u4ck out what bJoou you have."

"Oh, don 't bg an ol Jdogey, m0+u81,” r@pr;manded tha;son o vern his
shoulder. “You know I have had year:z of axierience handling monsters
supernatural creatures, ad women."

The den of Claudius Daggsr was in the basement and was somewhat
larger than Tugger had exvpected.

Dagger dragged out two, chalrs, and they sat down.

Tugger, the1vamp1re, looked around the room in amazement. Clothes
hung < from hooks, chairs and the floor; magazines filled shelves coun-
structed by an amateur carpenter; and on a battered desk sat an ink
stained mlmograph by a staox of stap+ied legai-size papers. _

"This," saild Claudius, "is my csn., & live here, brood here, pro-
duce fangzines here." He gave Tugger a sly swile. "All this is over
your head, naturally. I coulan't expect you *o hnow about fanzines.'

"No, of course," murmered the vampire S e
) Dagoer motioned towara tne siweo.rachs "I am an ameteur publish-
er- I always have troublc keegxng the neace tldy- Tha+ rlle of pam-
rhlets is ~unday Sohool books . i it

”Oh, I see, said TubHer "You-attend church regularly, 1 pre--
sums. " i "

”Certainly 1 a.way° go to Sunday vchool “and most of the time I
atlend: prayer meeting.' A TR A

"And those racks of books and magaz;nes——l imagine they are great
religious writings, to appeal to a man ofyour. vlety.”

”Tndeed they.,. are Pugwa Spnpdre  nist  arow o tired of all “his
small talk. : o

- '"On' the comtrary," replfed Bock Tugger. "But I have become
thirsty Have you anythlng tw «rink in here?" ’

"Walt just a moment, my friead. You zre about to see My master-
piece. See this drawer to my Ce“k? It meéms quite ordinary, doesn ‘i
it 1 pull it out and you ses 1t &g lined with metal and is actually
“icebox “built right ia desk. What do you“wigh? I have Cookh and
B udweiser." '

"Well, I'll be damned," exclaimed Tugger¥ making a lunge for the
drawer. '"Beer." :

"Not so fast—Pong." barked ‘the other.™ "I have you covered."

Bock Tugger smothersd a curse of consternation. "Trapped."

Standing before him wiub a weird pistol®pdinted at his midriff
was Claudius Dagger, a grim er-ression on his faces ., . ..,

"Okay, you have me, ' whinrercd Pong hoarsely, "bat you won't get
away with it. Take a lenk at ihie”. Hrom under his cloak he produced
a small Dbox; on the top of whick was an an teansds "Thid' little gadget
is an intérsteliar commuricat r, which has been dn tvery since I ar-
rived here. My organizszticn ha¢ hesrd every word we have sroken.'

“J
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"Yes, vou cosworms are orilliagnt at times," agreed Claudius Dag-
ger. "I suppnse you also know thot I am Clzud Degler.'

Pong nodded. "But how lld you guess Iy Jdentity?"

"Wel¢, you first geve yourself away when you admitted being in
that scientifictional play you wrote yourself. I remembered that Pong
pould uever allow anycne but himself be tre har in the-rfmys el
Your next faux pas came when you sneered when 4 mepticned the play
wroite and acted in. My finai conclusion came when I used +he beer. 1
rememberesd that you are very fond of beer." "

"Wnat are you going to do with me?" inqulred Pong. "You can't
murder e. <The police would- find the body.

"That"s what you think," said Degler, wiping his nose with =a
handkercaief made of human skin. He pointed to a jar of dark red
fluid. "What do you think I used for red ink when I published Cosmic
Cirecle Commentator? The b2ood from my victims is tha, answer. That
jar is all the ink I have létt from Helen Bradleigh. 'As for the ro-
maincder ol the body, I let my pet have it."

e indicated a griliea door. An unearthly roar plerced t h e
room. "That is a Dero I bought from Shaver."

Pong's face had turned pale. "There's no use hiding it—1I know
you are a.so Srtaver."

"Curses* exclaimed Degler. "You Cosworms Lknow everything. But
you are right. W¥When fandom turned against me because of the Coswin
Circle, I udau 1 fiud anotier OGutieu ior Ly imagingiion. The Shaver
Hystery was the logical answer. Using the assumed name of Richar.
Shaver, I set out to dsstroy fandom ag it exisis anc mold it to
pattern.”

"But where did you really get the Deron?" asked Pong.

"I rescued him from an institution. He was es you and 1 when he
was born—but then he took up reading Aumazing Stories. There are han-
dreds of cthers scattered ovyer the coantry.. : e

"l kncw;" said Fong. "But wasi rakes them 30 vwilcious?"

"They are nnt aii vicious,” explained Degler. They have to be
trained much the same as a good watch dog. In the case nf mine, I put
him 1in a cage: hung the cover of an Amnging before hir, and read sel-
ected passages trom 'l Remémber Lemurii.

A nerve-shattering howl rang through the r)om followed by a rat-
iling of bars. Pong could make out a nebulous shape in the semi-dark-
ness of the cage.

A plan began to form Iin his mind. The commnicator still hung
from around his neck. He touched it gently with his finger and
began a staccato tapping.

"What are you doing® " inquired Degler suspiciously.

"There's 1o harm in a person tapring if ne wamts to, 1s there?”
demandaed Pong idignantdy.

"No, I suppose not,” acquiesced Degler, but don't tap so loud.
1t gets on my wrves.

Ee raised the gun.

"Besides, I've got to kill you before your Cosworm organimtim can
rescue you. IL've got a lot of things to do today.'

At that instant a keerdng whine penetrated the ztmosphere.

"Loon at tile Dero cage" eaclaliuew Folig.

Legler remained undisturbed. "Surely you Gidn't think I would
tall for that ola gag," he reproved.
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_ domethiln  sur.ous was iajrenlng 1o the docr cf the e
lne vais pegan to take cn a pesuliar luminescence, ‘hen thay
We JSuddenly Wey sollapsed silently intc a pite cf eudyin .

Ihings were hap-ening ezantly as perng had holed. He had ‘arpe
Cut a e3sage on the ~cmmunilsatcr giving directicns tu th2 Srme G
“nelr hildecut 1l a cave in Rlocmirgten. They had then alr
in tefw [ By a1 through the slier tc i-e .ars of tre Lerc cape 1n New-
tas tie.

ibe thing that had cnce ceen a human lurched thrcugh the oiening

. Stlii Degler diun 't leo. around, sc intent was, he cn wnat Le was

wrlig. He ralseu the gun ievel with Peng and rrcpa“ea tc tire. Scnme
ireselence osaused him tCc whiri at the «ast .instal The bteast kissel
him awld lunged by with with ouisireizhad arms _

Bsiore. the Derg. couiu, turn, Desler vaul&he;, ana the Iistecl ietd
te., e flenrriithya, clatlier.
3 +P9n§__5unuﬂh§. e gun and fireu zgain ane again at the hairy
beas v untlil r1othing was left tut a smosing renalns.

W
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In csonciuding his report to the sujreue ceunsil of CCSwCrms a few
xays later, Pong saia: "...pud while ny mission wes nct s.zzesstul,
+l was veneilislies+ ilid that it reveaded IOwers .e u14 noi suorest Degier

of. heving. Where he vwent whe. lge uisarieared, I do nci hnow, rui I
suspect tnat he haa sone machlne conceadlea ci him itrat sataiutiiesd him
intw the sixth ulpension. There is nc way ot xrowing when re wi1ll
WUrn Up under another . uglie ana r, *0 degtroy tanuem as e mnow it.

eer y 4 !

e musti never relax our vigliiemnes, 1f we wish tc survive.

EMITORTAL
| jxl\ &Vﬁ WD, AN ’K L\

i

£ FCREWARD, SCRT (P Time bringeth z2ll thin-s, and we, firm heliewvers
11, the o0l1d ana e avout nct being the first tu try
the new nor the {ast to Jive up di'e oid, have auly enshrinea .our irus-
Ly hektogiain nebina glass 1u reskect 1o the long and faithful servies
it has renuered in the rast. Ve nave hought one c¢f the new-fauagieu
milmec grains S0 Wat we i.a, Ue r.reast 0i the times. You whe gre yel
youiig encugh to ren siber your hectic ways lesrning the 1ine art o.rim-
ecgraphy, will wuuerstard our 4lsgust and consteriation aiter examiulng
the 11rst sheel m~rlunca Out. Readlzing twat slorry reircaucilon wiusd
o linproier ior a juurnas tuch as this, we wasteq .all g uczseu stEnclis
anu 2 ltew rea..S 0f mvajer joilshing ui our technigue. Scor reatlzlug,
hovwever, that a t1ibera: egucation in mimeograrhy wes peconing unbecar--
ably enpensive, we settleq aown to Muosishiug a fanzine, The flrast few
Fages were iylrew on Inman's tyrewriter, whese Leys ere mcre inan alii—
tie out of line _(the "ty rewrilter's, that is.), then the pages in tbh e
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middale were proauceca on Knigaton's. LEefore we finished, hcwever, his
tather who works in Louisiana requested triat the machine be shirprea
to him. Thils i.aue mecessary a rewrn to the primitive. The remalnder
ot the stencils were cut on Inman's tyrer amid the pecullar nolees of
the pro,ectlou rov. .ilere he worns. Irlylig walG as WEe Culdll, we
aurned out a few passabie pages, but in the*main we wuplicaticn is
far below the standard we hope to offer in the future.

GH1S ISSUE This issue is about two-thirds the size we criginally
rlanned for the first issue. Lack of supplies was nct the cause, but
rather a jeucit, of suitable material, Scme oi the material we' rlan-
ned to use has become outdated withithe passing of the mcnths since
we first began this issue. We wish to apologize profusely tc Joe
Kennedy about losing the article .he wrote at our request. Kennedy
is always derpendable when you mead ar article in a hurwy, so we are
sorry that it had . to be ais article that was lcst., We mace a
thorough search for the.itinerent article titled "Fanzines I'd Like
to Pubdiish," but it was nowhere ip evidence, so we decided tc leave
it out with the hope that it would turn up for a future igsue.

We plau to make Soutkrn Pandom iluto a s.eclallzea fanzine, but
unique in that it wiii specialize in a different iacet of sclenti-
fantasy fandom each issue. Ir you strain the aefinition a little,
this issue coula .be called the "Shaver Issue" since the majority of
of articleg deal with thet worthy, if in a jocular vein.

NEXT ISSUE Issue number two wils . be an all poetry issue. NoO poems
are requested, as only oetry that has appeared in other fanzines
will be used. Tkre will rrobably be a guest eultor, such as George
Ecey or some otier authority in the field. We would arpreclate all
readers who publish famines to write and let us know whether or nct
we may Ute waterial that has ajpeared in tneir famines. In doing so;,
much private corresponaetice cann  be eliminated.

ABCUT SCIFNTI-MOVITE The projeetionist of a second run mcvie theatre

. _ gets an opportunlty to see quite a few fantasy
Lovees he would not aminarily see were iie a movie patron and attended
Oouly the highly advertised shows.

. The theatre wlere we work has presented quite a few shews that
would aetinitely come under the heauing of tantasy. For the most
part they were low budget films released by Producers Releasing
Corporation (PRC), a little-known assoclation that releases pictures
the larger cowranles will not handle. _Their playdates here hawe
proveu something significent: +the rublic does not go for these fan-
tastic plctures In a big way. We lost business on them.

.. 'Strange Hollday" starring Claude Rains and Barbara Bates, might
well Nave been the movie adaptisoon of a novel trom a scientifiction
magazlne. The picture first eprearu on the socreen as a mass of boil-
iy whlte clouas, reming on of an aton bomb biast. Out of the clouas
the title coagulated. There ways a wice coming trom a distance: (we
quo te from memory) "This is a sitory that must never happen, of an
America that must never be." Tlee pleture as a whole 1s ocut and cut
ant;'N321_FP°¥agaﬁda, &ud thera is no rlot to speak of in the last
half ol Wie ploture. Thne soleytifictional element presents itself in
the ilrst rart.

_ ¢lauue Reire plays the par-t oi ar average American citizen in
ithe ;csL—War woriq, the time be ing incefinite. He and a friend, tirec
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Raings is not amitious enough to join his partner in tishing and runii
bit prefers tc srend his tims resting end sleering. Fe hat a aresa.
from wihlch the titiec "Stirange Hollcoay is derived.

He vwecems that he anu his pertner gre or their way back from
taelr vacation, when they haws engine trouble and are forced Gown in 2
farmer 's pasture. They go ths farmhouse to use the telerhone, but the
Tarmer behaves very straugely, as if he 1s afraid of them, and won 't ic!
tlem enter the house. Puzzled, trey deciue to hitch-hike to the nearss.
wwa; whlch naprens t be thelr home town. On the highwa, they find
tnings still stranger. Very faw cars are traveling the usually busy ro. d
aia those that do sreed by without stopring. Finally they succeec In
nalting a truck, the driver of which firally ogrees to let Rains ride
11w town for a fancy prisc. The truck driver is not very talkatlve.
Wien he 1s guestionea about waat is wrorg, he will answer only, "Don 't
you know?" Arriving in town, our hero is more puzzlel than ever. The
2w peoplie on the streets 100< at him strangely when he asks tam, and
walsper incrediously, "Don 't you know?"

The trouble readly Begins when he gets home. He hollers for his
wite, but he gets nc answer. Here ne ie arrested by men in strange
uliiorms, who haul him beiore their leacer. Th leader gives him the
waole story. Tk Nazils have conquered America and rule over tha coun-

ry that hed been the Unlteu States. The patriot defles them, then is
bsaten almost to ac.thi,...theil he wakes to find that his adventure was
oaly a dream. ;

The trick photogrsyhy is wonderful in some places. Photomontages
ére wereusea in several scenes to illustrase the Dictetor's story of
the conquest of America. One scene we particularly likea showed the
silhouettes of an aray bearing = gigentic swastika,dripping wiih sym-
bolic bloou, over a nhill.

Wniie ue run of the mill movie patrons ald not get much from the
pleture, I likea 1t. Al sci:ntifiction movie fens should see this one
If thiey —et the chance.

Three tar less interestiag movies cGealing witn fantasy or the super-
natural were "The Strange ur. Gregory," "Strangler of the Swamp,” and
"Tt e Flying Serpent." We hav: no inforration available on those. and
tney dic not impress us enougn to remembter them in detail.

THE OLD APOLOGY DEFARTMENT Tnere are a considerable swu of strikeovers

on the last few pages which are not our
fiuly, but are the typewriter 's. It is a ratner ancient model, and of
Li1te 1t has aeveloped the annoying babit of the carriage stlcking.
B:fore we are able to stop, we have hit at lecast two letters in the
same 8pot.

LAST MINUTE NEWS FLA8H Wallig Knighton, semi-zctive Ripley fon end
co-rublisher of Soutkern Fanaou, hes at last
again felt the call of the open road. By the time talis 1o published,
h: will Bave pacsed his woridly goods intw a van ana set cut for
Marictta, Georgia (we think that is the ceme of the town). His leave
will be a consiueratle loss to Tennessce tancom. and especially to Ripley
fandom. The ola fort is uow in Inman 's hands, as 1t wes hefore he and
Kaighton got wgethar. A
1 " 7

L\qﬂ R
i ~
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By Joe Kennedy

(EDITORIAL NOTE: We stated in the editcrial that this article
had been lost. However, upon Liueoing the last page and pre
raring to staple tle magazine, we founda Mr. Keninedy 's wanderirg
ariticle.)

e — *

Slim and fat, long and short, black-and-white or rainbow-hued,
good, bad, and indifferest -- fanzines.) I lcge 'em all.  erozines 1T
carn cead, enjoy, stitick on the bookshelf and fcrget abaut. But a good
fanzine is truly a thing ot beauty and a jov forever. Akhhh, what mem-
ories their pages conjure up.+ I can sgit by wne hour amid piles ana
riles of moudideriiig and vecrerit fan wublicavions, and always find soms-
thing interesting por ensignvening: be 1t a mewmory of a pasi-fan gab
recorded in the rrrgotten coges of last year's newe siseits, or an illu-
winating article by a ren ral, publishied in @ one-ghot subzineg of long
azgo.

Enjoyable as tfanzines are, you can't really aprraciste the thinge
until you have triec your nends at prodicing onz joursa.f. £And here,
believe me, is where une trouble staris.) ILt's a necx of a lot c¢f fun
10 aay-dream 0-s0-rngily ebo.t that marvelous mag you 're gowng to put
out next year -- the one with six lithos. ena illustrations in fulil
color ~~ fif'ty pagee, oI course, with material by all the t)p names in
the field.

Unfortwunately, such jJoyous dreams usuas.lly are shattered into a
thousena fragments when you find yourseif confronted ty the cold real-
itles of shortage ol cash; time, and eltow greasse. Even a smatli fan
Liag cen be enrensive to produce, and the amount of Zabor Laguirsd to
cit stencils and run thewn otif 1is somewhatl staggeriing when multi;;igd by
a couple aozen pages. It's casy to aream of rublisnine a ey TEL=COSL 2
sal mag -- but sometimes you 're surrouruea on ail sides by stenci-s and
slipsheets ana parper, wita ten hours of work to oe aone and 1Lwo 1lours
to do it in, with ten bucks worth of supplles to be bought avd teu
cents to buy 'em with, ana when your wimeo gets stubbora anu sterts
messing up sheet aiter sneet -- weld, brotoer, you'll wish you were
miles and miles away . :

In the case of yours truly, he occasionslly tats out a little
thinz called Vampire, wnich he constantly soiliclits material for, and
dumps in the msil from time to time. Whnen I've got an issue of Vamp
trensterrea to lue stencli, after workirmg on it off ana on for severadl
weeks, I'm never sure how twie thing is golng to turn out. The articles
alna storles tnat secmea 50 sjarkling snd wedi-written when they were
I'irs¢ received lose their cherm with eight or ten re-reaaings, and the
iilustrations that I'a touzht would te ueliteful when they were sten-
cilel now look Lifeless and uninsrirea. After many hours of further
Sweat, the stuii 1s mineocd, and yéurs truly is tired, thecroughly dis—.
gusted, and aeterminea to quit fandom as soon as the subecriptlon moniss
cali be refunded. Not until a couple otf weeks have elapsed and some
letters recelved from the peorle who read the thing, ao I see anything
wortiwhile in the issue.
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i Yet barring e coldlyr mecnanical asrects of fanzine publishing,

L e £ still tun t° nlan marweel.us issues, and t. centemnlate truly supei -
lative mags -~ even though you Know darn well they 'll never materislige!
Stile, fandom has seen ame teur mags in the past that have been really
vuts tenaing: Spaceways, Fantasia, Fantasite, Nuva, Fentasy Magezine,
TpevFantasy,Fan, Nepen the, and many mere. Ana in all gprobabllity, there
will be mere 1n time t. come. S. there's nv herm in dreaming of hyrer
imz, particularly if your refiecti.ns can lead tv actual imprc vements in
yeur .wn publicatiuns. '

Now if I bead 4iimitiess funds, boundless ambition, scna a harem of
secretorics to do the wurk, here are a few fanzines I'd rublish --

~ Firstefi, I'u like to put vut 2 mag dew ted tv that much-scorned
tieid of fan writing -- ficticn. Moust pesile, un rending a genersl fan
mag, skip v ver the fictiun with nary a twinge ¢f consclernce. After rerd-
ing a2 gevadly cruss-secticnn «i fan fictiun, the ailsinterested .bserver
woudlia be inciined t. agree. But were's a certaiin small percentage of
tictiin, written by emateurs, which is sweil stuff, Guys like Tucker,
R¢ tham, Burtun Craiie, Lee Balwin, Buruvee, Croutch, J.H. Mason, and lots
of ¢tuers, cccasivnadly twrn cut a stur; that would rate wita the best
«! the pr.ofessicnod vutrut. Someday seme ererprising ten editer is
guin; t devote his mag entirdey ¢ ficticn, running et least 30,000
words of the sturf in each 1ssue. Smadl sized type end judicious use of
idlustrations coudd taciiitate a reascnaily comract ang mancgeoble mag,
and o few szmples «i ifan puetry -- goud fan poetry, that isi -- -ight
tiven up the werks. Hmmmm., Let's tile this ides four future reference.

Ancther meg that wioild be welceme; fur ezample, would be ¢ fan news
sheet run like a newspaper. As is, mest tan editers whoe publish news
mage are twe much hemperea by, lack vf spoce and material to be able tw
present the news ir any great detall; and the practice of using photos
to i-lustrate news items (cuch as conventicn repcrts) seems tu be be-
cumiag 2 thing of the past, This is welil nigh impeussible, I know, but
I'u -ike 1o publiish a bi-veekliy (vr even mcnthly) newspeper of tan aoings
-- reolntea ana set up 4iike » genuine paper, not s newsletter, illustra-
ted 0y cuts galure ana written in good jeurnclistic style -- withh atten-
ticn peia to Ue 5 W's end the H in writing govu lecds, rother than lum-
ring everything tugether in an informal column. This newspaper would
have tu ctver everything -=- fan doeings, jroifessional news, #1nd repcrts
on tatest bovks ana mags. Scmething similer t ¥Friter's Journal might
be wurked cvut, ana 4 frinted tobluid pages woula be sufficlent & cuver
the importent events, with perscnalities ana lesser items presented in
specled columns a la Steinews, .

Finally, I'd ilike tv yublish a surt of Fan-Mcg Digest, reprinting
the oJest materiat vi yesteryear, plus an vccasionzd item froem the current
erop thot woulu pbear reprinting, Ancient FAPA meilings woula be an ol-
smust lnexhoustabie s.urce vi gevd, if untemidiiar-to-mest-ci-us, ne tepal.
Besiaes, ime pussibilities oi rerrinting might insvire for hacks to write
better stuil i ey snew Wwey mignt reCelve aauaeu egu-buv for sv dolng.

A41i this 1s sheer balluun juice, vf cuurse yy but ihsre 'd be scant
rrogress 1t we aiun 't dream vnce in o while, y 'kmuw. Desicues, jou never
cau tell --
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