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BUUN FREVIHEW:
DAVID H.KELLER'S

THE IVORY TOWER

PREVIEWED BY S MISKIWITL

the many popular stories of David H, Keller, The ﬂomuncq}us, a
iggg publishgd? g; Prime Press of Phlladelphlsa in 19¢9,'recelved a
great deal of attentlon and appreciation, even from dyod—ln—tpe-wool
Keller detractors, The lead characters, the Bumwbles ard their dog,
are easlly recognizable, In fact, attempts to dispguise their real i-
dentity are of a superfilcial nature, {eller writes best when he
writes about himself, eand in The Homunculus the misadventures that
befall Horatlo Bumble when he attempts to groew a baby in a bottle are
by now & well-known part of the fantasy world, Prior reading of The
Homunculus 1s of some importance in the perusing of The Ivory Tower,
Tr, Keller's as yet unpublished L0,000-word novel, for the latter is
in every sense a sequel to The Bomunculus,

The Ivory Tower proceeds, however, at a more lelsurely pace, Thare
Is an element in The Homunculus of seseming hustle-bustle by comparis=
OIl, In The Homunculus the action shifts at times from  Underwood,
or the Bumbles! ancestral counterpart of the same, but in The  Ivery
Tower everything happens ripght at the home of Colonel Bumble, and the
mamner of happening is more philosophic, medl tative, and reflective,
than adventurous,

As In The Homuncuius, and to 2a lesser sxtent in agreat many other
Keller works, & comprehensive personal knowledge of the author, his
past life, and mode of living, would greatly enhance the enjoyablility
of the novel-«in The Ivory Tower more so than in any other, Yet de=
spite thilis, the story may be read by an open-minded stranger and
still enjoyed on its merits, for even at the age of 70, Keller still
remains the story-teller, The touch of interest i1s not lacking; in
fact 1t 1s enhanced by the fact that the lead characters of the story
spend most of their time in easy chairs, conversing, and the most ac-
tive C3l, Bumble ever gets is Iin an sxcursion to examine some clocks
that are on auction, It 1Is in this respect that Keller, though hob-
bling himself" with severe 1llterary reservations in restricting the
action of the story to his home and garden, must be admired for real
ability in wrlting an adrolt and purposeful story in spite of it,

Those knowing the author might be tempted to say that Keller, bitter,
disillusioned, and resentful of some of his setbacks, has set on pap-
gr in this atory his woes, iIn an attempt at mental catharsis ({(a term
he is so aptly fond of,) They might reach this opinion after finding
incorporatsd in the novel satirically bitter chapters on the diverse
nature of the rejection slips mailed him during the course of hisg
half-century of writing, and more particularly in his later years
when L's writing became & more Important factor 1n his life as othep
avenues of expression were closcd to him becausc of physical disabil-
ities &nd reccurring illnesses. They will also find a parody of the
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mixed receptlion accorded his return by sclence~fictlion and fantasy
fans., Those noting how he has lined up the arguments pro and con and
made no effort to strengthen hls own case, but instead has pointed
out the weaknesses of "the defense presented by his enthusiastic and
well-meaning advocates, might easily believe this story a mere at-
tempt at mental catharsis,

T™is is an easy error tp fall ino, and blandly to dismiss the astory,
on these grounds, would be to admit a careless reading and weak grasp
of the philosophical and psychological aspects present in almost all
of Keller's stories.

To preface my point one should be reminded of Keller's story, The
Flying Fool, which appeared in the July, 1929, issue of Amaz%ng Sto-
rles, That story tells of Robert Smith, the ribbons clerk 1n a de-
partment store, who lives a tight 1little existence on the meager pay
he earns, with his wife and baby in a small city apartment, Sm ith
dreams of release {rom the stifling monotony of his living, His wife
is good and dutiful, but somewhere life has passed him by, has made
his existence an ummeaningful drudgery. & newspaper story concerning
a Bell Laboratory phenomencn in which a bar of Permalloy was caused
to0 float an inch in the alr above a magnet gives him the clue te the
sonstruction of an air machine needing no,cpmpligatad maohanisms,
merely a simple electric fan to propel it through the alr, He bullds
such & device, Preliminary experiments indicate that it will almos t
certainly work, The thrilling l1dea of being able literally to saun-
ter through the alr, anywhere, bringing to his view new vistas, un-
familiar scenery, becomes ths greal passion of his minda He assem-
blss the machine on the balcony of his apartment, At night, while
his wife and child are asleep, he slips out of bed, dons a suit he
has lined with anti-gravitational wire, and starts from the room to
the balcony,

"0n his way to the balcony he had to pass the little erib, He paused
a moment, even touched the little giril!s hand....and the love that
passed between them in some way recalled another love, and he thought
of his wife, of what had been, of their early hopes and ambitionsg--
and how, gradually, one by one those hopes had slowly been blasted,
and now, at the age of fifty, he was still a salesman of ribbong md
laces...then, sighing, passed through the door, out on the gallery
where his soaring inventlon awaited him. He sat down in the chair

and started to fasten the straps. DLEverything was all ready to press
the starting button—

~&nd the baby cried,®

The four underlined words above personify the entire meaning of man
and woman's bond in marriage, Robert Smith, a poor, pent-up, frus-
trated scul, whosé cloak of dreams had worn and fallen in tatters
from his shoulders, leaving him nothing to look forward to but a fu-
ture as a clerk of the ribbons and laces counter in the departmnt
store, had been granted one last, magnificent change to escape 1t all
--and he would have, except that the baby had-crieds Nowithe con-
elusion was inescapable, He could not leave with the baby crying; he
had an obligation to perform, and the performance of the obligation
meant the complete and utter destruction of +the last fragment of
dream he had rescued for his soul. ;

The Ivory Tower propounds a similarly powerful truth and does it op~-
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enl repeatedl outspokenly, and yet it will be missed because 1t
blegés sopinnocuzﬁsly with the leisurely pace of the novel, In The L
vory Tower, there comes into the life of Col, Bumble Diogenes, the
Greeok, who desires above all else to live in seclusion, become a phi-
losogher, and think upon the philosophical connotations of the digit
*one® until he had explored all possible ramifications of its sig—
nificance and brought to the world a new concept of philosophy revol-
ving about the cryptie symbol "one,”™ Col. Bunble permits him to use
his "skunk™ cellar for the purpoas of attalnlng the solitude he must
hava to further his great ambltion of puncturing the riddle of t h e
numbeyr "one,*®

Latar, George, the ®disillusioned pharmacist,” makes his appearance,
Though licensed in his work, George is unhappy because he must spend
all his time working for a druggist whose chief function seems to be
to provide the public with ice cream soda, candy, heat lamps, and ci-
gars, and only occasionally is the proud pharmaceutical reguirement
of compounding a prescription ever called upon, He feels that this
work betrays his calling, Hls great ambition is to run a drug store
where the druggist is callsd upon to sell no more than his services
&s a prescription chemlst. Co.., Bumble offers him the use of his
living room to set up a drug stoere in which such a lofty ideal may be
attained {in exchanze for the performance of a few menlal household
tasks when ths druggist is otherwise unoccupied), =and George accepts
the offer,

A note of fentasy enters the story as through the agency of Pete and
Sarah, who so noteworthily helped to bring about the creation of the
bottle baby in The Homunculus, both the philosopher Dipgenea and the
apothecary George fall in love and find, in order to live a happilly
married 1life, they must desert thelr individual pursults and ambiti-
ons, 1,e,, the solving of the riddles of "one“ and the operation of a
perfect drug store, and live a ocompletely diff'erent 1life.

George, the apothecary, loarnsg that he has previously bought shares
of stock in a drug firm that has now become large and prosperous, and
he has-the controlling interest, He states: "I am still confused.,,
only & few days ago 1 was a dreaming vagabond, Then I became the
proprietor of a shop with only one customer who consistently bought
nothing but soda bicarbonate, In far less time than it would have
talcen me $o compound the simplest prescription I fell in love, mar-
ried, became the husband of a lovely lady and father of a fine boy,
Now, only this morning, I find I am president of a large drug firm;
tomorrow, I will start touring the world with my family, It 1s no
wonder I feel completely dazed,®

In the novel, all the above has bean brought about in a few days?
time, with the ald of a touch of fante-y, but in reality Keller has
used 1t merely as an allegorical symbol, Outlined above 1s the life
of an average man who gets out with lofty ambitions and occasionally
only with minor ones, and works toward the achievment of his ends »
however impractically, e falls in love, and must alter the entire
course of his ambition. "ften 1t is for the best, but he cannot know
this, and 11fe streams b* ‘ith such fantastic speed that when he is
old and retired it seems that the road to matrimony which changed the
course of his life was entered upon but yesterday,
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nes. Gol. Bumble has further advice: "Your pcsitien, Dicgen~
ng“nigiglaiaed the Colonel, "is very similar to that of mlny.graﬁt
men who had pownr but lacked the abrlity Lo
see vhere their rsal happiness could be
found, | But argumens ls uselssu. Yol are,
my friend, caught in the webh of circumsbance
as all men are, once they fall in love, The
only course for you is to have to live with
herg Since you have to live with her your
future residence is a palace, Life with her
may not be the dream of a philosopher but it
will be very pleasant,”

To the abova, Bumble could have added thes
word "practical,® and he drives homse the
point that not all ambitions are inherently
wlise or to the best interest of the party
involved, O0ften the road to happiness lies
in 1living o perfectly normal 1life and side-
tracking dreams, though he concedes that the
individual who has done so willl often be
disturbed by oceasional relapses of M it

might hggz‘been.“

Bumble does not except himgelf from the philosophy he has dispensed,
The character Pete, with his amazing powers, bullds for Col, Bumble
an underground retreat, ..lined with lvory and fitted wlth every reas-
onable comfort, This 1s the "Ivory Towsr™ to which the writer Col.
Bumble may go to begin work on the "great American novel” which he
has almys Intended to write but which has become side~tracked by
less pretentious literary sfforts, Ho has secretly felt that the
laclk of a completely secluded hideaway hag been the chief reason for
his fallure to produce an American spic, In Bumble'l's cose the ambit-
ion is achieved after marriage, and late in life, but is nonetheless
desirable because of it, Like Robert Smith of The Flyving Rool, he is
about to attaln his most cherished aim, but he shows his retreat to
his wife, who 1s intrigued by the set-up and remembers that she, too,
had alweys dreamed of doing some writing but had never quite potten
around to 1t, and that this hideaway might come in handy for her.Them
too, there is the baby, and such an underground place would certainly
be a very safe place for him to play, Bumble understands, like Robert
Smith, that there can be no complete escape from life. for him, He
must thing of a wife and ehild and of the fact that they too have dee
glres and wants, and in order to live with them he must sacrifics,

When 2 young frlend and would-be author arrives at Underwood, Col.
Bumble offcrs him the use of tho Ivory Tower so that he may write
undisturved and perhaps, eventually, become an author. In exchange
he must oniy remember to clean the snow on the walk, during the wine
ter, when the Bumbles h ave driven south for relaxation., Bumble knows
that like BDlogenes and George, the would-be authcr will probably nev-
egr attain his ambition, but will eventually follow the same tack as
his predacessors, but In the interim their young rriend will be happy
and serve a useful purpose in clearing the wailks ofter every sSnow S50
that no one will f21l1 and be hurt ard sues the Bumbles for danages,

Bumble fuels old and tired, - He opines that he would spend his last
davs fol.owing the approved, conventional, comfortable course with
his famiiy, bdut mentally withliclds reservations, He mav never attaln,
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but he will continue to dream,

Col. Keller has written himself completely into the role of Bumble,
He is weary of critics and rejection slips and near-attainmepts. He
15 aware that sometimes his continuous effort brings discord irto his -
home, He is wllling to make concessions for the sake of harmeny and
his own health. He thinks it would be nice tc taxe it easy and for-’
get about pushing for further attalinment, but he couples hlﬁ decisiw
statoment that he will "wrilte no more" with the rsservation "at least
T think T will write no more, thouch if I can find an ending to the
story I am planning I will have to write it."

There ls a crowning dose of philosophy in his final statement, and
one galns the impression that Keller may be tired, but his spirit &
unbowed.

In swmary, The Ivory Tower i3 written with no deliberate effert to
make‘it anything but a meandering discussion, It succeeds, neverthe-
less, 1in proving entertaining, Iincorporates a powerful voltage in
psychology in a kindly manner, and definitely makes sensec as a novel,
Triough 1t would help immensely to Xnow the Kellers personally, and to
have road severgl of thelr previous books,in order to get the fullest
enjoyment from the novel, nevertholess I bellove it is pessible for
an uninformed party to gain pleasure from reading it, and it 1s not a
hopelessly fan-directed work, However, when publicatlon is plaenned,
i: is compulgscry that a plot outline of The Homunculus preface the
story.,

--3am Moskowitz
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LOVE IN THE CORNFIELD
WALT WILLIS

Sometimes there doesn't seem to be much hope for the world. Burope
is full of 0ld World suspicions and New World atomic bomb bases. In
Asia the great powers are defending democracy and Justicg to the last
private soldier, South America 1s whirling around at thirty revolut-
tons a mlnute, Everything is in a hell of a mess, Nearly everyon e
hates nearly everyone, and the newspapers are working on the rest,
But in all this animosgity there recently appearsd one tiny gleam of
hope, one oasls of loving kindness, A group of men who had apparenty
been natural enemies suddenly turned to one another with innocent af-
fection, Pulp editors began to love one another, They greeted each
other like longlost brothers, They fell weeping on each other's
necks. It was touching, People began to point them out to the UN.

It was Palmer who started 1t, One day he came right out and threw
his readers into a dead faint with the news that there were other sf
mags In existence beslides his own, Rocklessly he went on to blurt
out that some of them sometimes printed good stories, All ower.ths
country, readers with weak hearts went blue in the face and died with
staring eyves. The other editors rubbed their hands and pgloated, This
was the end of Palmer. Years of editing FATE had finally had their
inevitable result. Palmer had joined the ranks of the coverlet
pluckers. But no, Palmer seemed to be no crazier than he ever had
been, His mag survived, It didn't exactly go from steength ¢to
strength--it wasn't in a position to--but it seemed to be doing all
right, The other sditors were heartily ashamed of themselves. They
began to 1111 their editorials with glowing tributes to other maga=-
zines, It got so you hardly knew what mag you were readlng, Some-
times you felt like asending it back gnd asking the publishers to
change 1t for one of the others, 1f they were so damned good: this
one certainly wasn't up to much,

You half cxpected to see Rog Phillips start reviewing prozines in the
CLUBHOUSE, "™Now here's a very interesting little mag from a young
fellow in California called Anthony Boucher, Tony has started this
mag with & young fellow-pro salkied McComas and they are doing a very
fine job, In fact, Itd like all of you to dig into your pockets and
send these two young fellows a couple of hundred dollars to help them
with thils fine job they're doing, I know you won't regret it, 1
don't think I've ever seen a better mag since the one I reviewed just
above. The printing is just fine--1 don't know how they find the time
-~-and the stories are just %ops, Some of these pro - authors, I
think, could teach us fans a thing or two about writing, In fact, I
wouldn't be surprised to see some of them in fanzines one of these
days. The papar these lads use in their mag is very white and the
printing comes out nice and black, There ian't too muech artwork in-
8ldo, which will please people who dontt 1ike too much artwork inside
magazines, but what there is 1s very fine and 1t must cost them a lo%
of money. With this issue I got a nice letter from Tony telling m e
that my sub was overdue and I had better renew it. I'm certainly go
ing to do that, and I think all of you should write to Tony for a co-
py of this very fine magazine of his and sec just what these pro-edi-

- - -
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tors can do. I you haven't seen one of these prozines for a long time
you don't know what you have been missing.”

But this happy state of affairs was too good to lasgt, Somebody had to
come aleong and speil it. First, those two unscrupulous scoundrels,

Campg i ood magazines of their own in-
stegge%% S?giggﬁg’evg§§£ggrg%sg$g?UCl%%wgthey'rg even insulting cne an=
other in public, just as 1f they were mors interested in pleasing the
public than in scratching one another's backs. Let us hope such self-
ishness will not 1lead other editors to take an unfair advantage of
their brothers by printing good storles, and similar underhand tricks,

And now herets Mr, Fairman, No one can aceuse him of these unethical
practices, but he leans too far in the other extreme, He strikes an evey
en worse blow at the mutual admiration society movement. He goes too~
far, He is destroying public ponfidence in the sincerity of the pralse
editors bestow on one another, Look at this in the first IF: ZNo,
greater boost could be glven an infant publication than Howard Brownels
name on the cover.2 Offhand I could think of quite a few names thatw
would be better infant-boosters, but I don't suppose Bob wants his ann-
1sh devoted to a reprint of the authors! index of the Don Day checklist,
DAMAZING 1s the best sclence fiction your money could buy.= You talk:
for your own money, Iir, Fairman, Itve no doubt Browne could lay his
hand on his pocketbook and swear that his mag has the biggest clrculat-
ion, but to say 1t 1s a good magazine is like calling !Chopsticksa! the
greatest piece of musle ever written, People run shouting down the
gtreets when AMAZING prints a good story, The rest of this ridiculous
blurb is devoted to Mr. Browne himself, Devoted? 1If's crazy about
him, -Apparently he!s an "astounding {((he means amazing)) mixture of
Balzac, a ten-ton dynamo, and Peter Pan,”™ Falrman doesn?t say just
what attributes he has of each, but he insists he's a ™great guy." Also
that when he does a thing he does it in a hig way, Certainly it seems
that when he writes a bad story he writes a real stinker, and whsn he
makes a fool of himself he does that in a big way too, as when he threw
hils 150,000 circulatlon into a lone fight with 1ittle FANVARIETY. But
the reasl case against Foirman'!s Mr, Browne is this quotation from Fen-
gter!s Norwescon Renort in INCINERATIONS No. h:

“Howard Brovme, editor of AMAZING STORIES, was app-

roached by Jerry Waible with: 'Say, I've got a really

hot idea for some c¢f your authors to get to work on,

The earth i1s full of big caves, secc, and these caves

have sub-human monsters living in them that cause all

the trouble up here on the surface by using rays--vhy

-~you could work up a whole series, and--! But Browne

had turned away, saying to Dorothy de Courcy, !Some-

body ouﬁht to bring this boy up to date.! Ha wazantt
smiling,

Those last three words are the most damning indictment I ever heard,
-~ Walt Willls
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Woteh for material by these people coming in rus i

3 - b ng in future issues: Hal Shopiro
& Alice Douglas; Alice Bullock; Berh Hirschhorn; Fred Chappell; Ravabl—
son; Roger Dard; Ormo McCormicli; Gharles Morris. Next issue June 30.



THE MAN WHO MICHT HAVE BEEN
REDD BULGS

Bob Silverberg and ¢y Phan, the young editors of Rocket, have asked me
to write a "fanzine®™ article about a fantasy writer youfve probably ne-
ver heard of, He wagnt't one of the greats of fantasy literature, but
he might have been.

Wpit ne articles for a “fanzine™ is a new experience for me, though I
am o.d enough to be the father of any fan I saw at the Greater New York
Phantnay League. I attended a meeting a fow wecks ago, after seeing In
the Buoonx paper that August Derleth of the Bowrderland Press was golng
to speak on the subject, "Pen Years of Publishing ¥ ,i: Hodgson." Itve
long been an admirer of tho late Mr, Hodgson; I own all his books in-
cluding The World Beyond Time, which they tell me 1s pretty rare; so I
was interested, I went over %o the meeting to hear 2a speech--and I
wind up writing an article,.

Donald Wollheim, the GNYPL presldent, introduced me around, and, in the
course of conversing with some of the club members, I mentioned the wri
ter I know so long ago who might have become a fantasy great. Thesa
two young men from Brooklyn sensed an article and persuaded me to write
down the story I told them at the meoting, So here it is,

My acquaintance with the fantasy writer who might have been goes back a
long ways-~back to the Great War of 191l, I!m a Canadian, I went over
geas with an infantry outfit in the spring of 1916, just in time for
the great Somme campaign, There were some Yanks in our outfit, men who
had come up to Toronto to enlist, Illaybe fthe war sounded like a big ad-
venture to them. IMaybe they were foolish idealists who wanted to save
the world from the Kaiser, Or maybe they were merely romantic fools —
Anglophiles who wanted to fight for England in her hour of trial.

We had perhaps two dozen Yanks in our regiment when we left Quebec, and
this fantasy writer was one of them, Though we weren't in the same
company, somehow or other we bumped into each other often enough over-
geag, in London pubs before our outfit moved over to the front lines in
France, end in the rear areas when our outfit straggled back from front
line dutyes I got as chummy with him as one could get, He didn't talk

much about himself wunless he was full of

1 wines ° I knew he was an aspiring writer,
E:EL though, because once he showsed me a story

5 hetd written--a powerful, macabre thinﬁ in

i the style of Edger Allan Poe, called "The

= Rats," It haunted me for days, and I pre-

) ferred to take him at his word when he de-
Fog =il fr=31“ clared that he could write dozens of sket-

ches even more eerie and strange,

Once we pgot over to Frafice he didn't mene
tion wriving very often, I didn't under=-
stand why %111 our chance meeting in the
midst of Mo llan's Land, Let me tell you

o . about that night., It was like the opening
seene from “lacbeth"~-a black night full of hurly-burly and battle, Om=-

inous clouds blotted up the moon and the starse It was a fine night fo
patrols, 1f you played it smart and stuck clouse to the cther lads, I
e 10 ——e
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atdntt--and in the cold hopsless hours bofore
dewn I Tound myself unkered in a shellhole ,
with only & smashed compass and my rifle to
companion me. I was lost somewhere between-~
British and German lines. A parachute flare
glimmered somewhere, a red ball of fire inthe
drifting smoke, Three tattered bodies hung ,
against the lurid glow, tangled in the barbed
wire I had just stumbled through.

I was watching the sky, hoping for a glimpse
of the stars, when a furtive movement caugh t
the corner of my eye. Those scarecrow bodies
on the jumble of wire had begun to move. Gently, silently, they seemed
to be walking up the easy stair of heaven, Then a slithering motion
caught my ear, Holding my breath, I drew my bayonet and poised it in
the shadows. A tall figure snaked out of the barbed wire and slid over
the rim of the shellhole, I drew back my blade and gtruck at him,

®0dds bodsl" wmuttered the man ~- and at the last instant I swept the
blade to one side, The blade rasped against stone and buried half-
length in the mud. The man's hreath sobbed out and he twisted into a
defensive Position. 1 looked down his rifle muzzls and gasped, "Hold
it, Howiel”

"Nedl Is that you?™ Howie wiped mud from his long thin face and re-
laxed, ©®My god, you gave me a startl ALre you all right?®

PFancy meeting you here] I'm right as a brevet - captain's salute,but
I'm lost. Got separated from my patrol., How about you?"

Howie shook his head slowly, ™“I'm the only survivor of our patrol, We
stumbled into a nest of Germans back there in the dark. It was bad--
icrdl NWed, that was the Tfirst time I ever killed a man with my own
hands, 1I left my bayonet back there in one of those kraut-eaters,..
Look out

He rolled against me hard and we sank deeper Into the mud at the bottom
of that shell erater asa llare burst almost overhead. Instantly a ma=-
chine~gtn snarled, ripping at those poor bodles swaying on the wirs,.
Slugs cried overhead, Howie cursed and starcd at the brilliant flare.
"Light enovsh to read bgl All we need is a book}l™

"You could rcad us one of your own stories-- one of those fantastic Poe
yarns you make up,” I suggested, 'Then I added curiously, "You haven't
mentioned your writing in quite a spell, Howie. Youlve changed sinfe
we got over here, You're not the dewy lad that jointed the outfitin
Canada, Ara you sorry you came-=- sorry that you ron away from home in
Magsachmsetts and donned His Majesty's uniform to come to thig?™

Howle lavghsd shortly. "It was Rhode Island, WNed. But no, I'm not
sorry I-camaa Running away from home and joining this outfit is the
best thing I ever did, Whatever happens to me, L know that, If I'd
stayed hack there I know what I would have become., I can see my fate
8o clearly it seems I must hawe lived it once. I'd have hecome a 1lit-
erary drudge-~--a tubercular wretch scratching out a living in a New York

attlc or a melanchcly New England mansion. Writing rfanbostic st
and poems in the mood of Poe," H stories

I tilted my helmet cautiously and worried a cootie with my finger. “You
were a proper litfry gent when you joined us, Howle lad, Your noss was
always In a2 book, and physically you were pretty fragila, I recall.™
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Howie laughed again, not harshly, “I was sick, Ned--mentally sick, I
can gsee that now, Remember how I hated the cold when I first arrived
in Canada? That was an imaginary complaint, Here I am, 1lying in a
dismal crater and it doesn't bother me. liy mother coddled me too much.,™

“Damme, Itm cold," I told him honestly, "But, as I say, youtve changed
a lot,.Howie, Now what are you going to do after the war?

"Write, I suppose, I still want to. But no more fantastic stories for
me, There's something more important to write: the truth about war,
Itve been writing a novel in my mind-=-a novel that will expose all the
hopror and indignity of war, a novel that will not spare the real factis
at the expense of glorifying this tcrusade for civilization'. Iiy novel
will tell the truth about the stupidity, pain, fllth, boredom, and
blackness of war. What kind of world is this where men must hide in
the slime of a hole in the ground, like embattled beetles?"

I laid my hand on his wet sleeve., "Coution, Howie, Speak low, Letls
talk of other things before you get worked up over the state of the
world, Sing for me the latest verse of 'Mademoiselle from Armentieres?
you sang when I saw you last at Duvnois,"

*I'd need a gutful of brandy to remember it, Ned," Howle sighed.
®"What? And you know & genuine WMademoiselle, too, What became of Gaby?"

"Phe blackeyed minx took up with & Yank flier. Make it plural., You
must line up these days to kiss her willing lips, let alone—"

A fresh flare burst over us, As we trled to cling closer to the mud,
the night shook apar{ and opened like the gates of hell, emptying jag-

ged light, sound, smoke and fury upon us, Steel and dirt flew overhead
and after a long while I felt Howle turn his head toward me. "inother
one like that, Hed, and wetre iti"

®1Pwas-close,™ I admitted, shakily, "“Ah, for a cigarette nowe™

"Sorry, but my makin's are wet,” Howlie zaid, amused, "Bverything I own

is wet, e;cegt for my rifle, He lay_ just below the rim of the shell--—-
hole, a little higher than I, "The flire was drifting away, but I could

see his calm face pressed into the rmd, helmet forward, its edge buried
In the disputed earth, I was about to spesak again, when Howle seemedto
move, bodily, all at once, Ho rose, he flaw, ho fell, crushing dovn

over me, he hellgates hiad blasted wide again, I had the nsat
flight, rising intd a realm of explod%ng s%ars. I floated Sg,sup.?? e

The next thing 1 knew thore was a reassuring i ess under me I op~
ened my cyes and focused on a chap with a prgpor ritish rmstache beggn

ing ovar, doing something to my leg. I felt nothing, Bchind the man a
lamp glowed dimly, showing me a crowded hospital ward, I struggled to
speal, UWhe words clogged in my throat, and the man answered me impat-
ienvly, lc, No, No. I hadn't managed to ask, but I knew he was answer-
ing me, Howle was dead,

I was in tho hospital for long months afterward, but I found Howie's
grave when I was wallkting agailn, It was in the brown earth of autumn,
under a white cross among many in the British cemetdry at Sissone !
Frarce, There he still 1lies, and the name on the cross means nothing
to anyone alive but me. Yet, if the Great War hadn't come along, he
might have written greater fantasies <than Edgar &11an Poe or Williom
Hope Hocdgson, If he had lived, he might have written a greafer rcalis-
tic indictment of war than & Farewell to Amms. He waa a finc pobentia 1
writer, and I rcmember him for that, as well as for being a stout pal
and a brave man, I'll never forget his name: Sevpeant Howard Lovecraft.
~— Redd Boggs
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Fans are ultra~sensitive critters, and nowhere doegs this neurotic symp-
tom manifest itself more than in the frantic boosting of everyth1n§
that is the "best™ in fendom and panning of everything that is "worst,
Naturally, emon: the “worst" features of sclence fiction are reckoned
the ‘comlc "strips,  though mony fans, like this writer, are Jekyll-Hyde
‘creatures walking around” ostentatliously clutching the latest ASF or
Galaxy, and then, in the privacy of their locked and barred rcoms,drezl-
ing over the latest adventures ' of Li?i Abner. and Invisible Scarlett 0'-
Neill, :

Of course; ~thig sensitivity of the average fan 1is not confined to the
comlcs -~-bBhey merely represent. one extreme, In many other ways, fans
demonstrats their fear of being ridiculeds ¥irst, Tthere was the outery
against the "Bergey Girl."™ Let it be known here 'and now that this colw
umnist is an implacable foe of girlie covers, 3IF magazines should have
science fictlion covers. A girke cover on ans-f mag is as out of place
85 & robot or spaceship would be on the cover of SEL, But most fans
who agsailed Earle Bergey did so on the one ground that his cover fe-
males were scantily dressed., Presumably, had the Bergey girls been
completely and wrespectably clad they would have been acceptable to fan-
dom} And imagine fandom'!s dismay when GALAXY (the magazine conaidered
irreproachable} suddenly showed up with a back cover nudel The Tfans
voiced their disapproval in no uncertaln. fashion, blaming - Horace Gold
for all and sundry iircluding the high cost of living, Itts at this
point that I'd llke to gilve my talk on the facts of life: advertising
1s a megazine's principal sturce of income, and the editor, however
lofty hls publishing ldeals, often does not see advartising copy before
the readers do,,.whereupon the advertising manager is 2ble to sneak a-
most anything into the magazine. PFurthermore, most publications must
have advertising to survive, and freguently pulp publishers are in no
position, economically speaking, to set themselves up as censors and
reject ads not in tone with the rest of the mng. (ASF 1s the outstandimng
example of & magazine with & selective ad policy. )

But this 1s where we came in, and T wish all publishers would realize
that the girlie cover will result in a2 one-time sale to the fellow who
1s looking for lively reading but who finds some junk about the fubure
instead; girlie covers will sell girle magazines and rocket ships and
robots, we like to thinly, will sell stf .magazines.

What there is of the lecal news: *nefbe?ship in the Australian Science

Fiction society is now creeping close to the 100 maplt. iGiy now names,

not hitherto heard of, are coming to light, Farndom seems oo o Liealthy

and virile position at the moment, but there arc owizcus clcuvds on  the

horizru, ihe government, alarvmed at Austreliatls econcm’c peositon, has

stareed drastieally to reduce and curtaill imports., -Ualilke.the previous
— 13—
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restrictions,  which were almed mainly at the dollar area, these new
1aws are of a more sweeping nature, and imports even from Britain are
to be stoppedd., We dont't know as yet just how this will affect bodks
and magazines, and, in turn, fandom, The old-guard fan's with overseas
contacts will econtinue to get at least some of the prozines by means of
trades, bubt the newer type of fan recently beginning to appear had
firgt been drawn to the field by British prozines such as AUTHENTIC SF
and NEW WOREDS, which are sold on &ustralian newsstands, Most of these
new fans were existing mainly on'a diet of the British prozines and the
British reprints of USA prozines, but if the British mags are now pro-
hibited from entering the country, then, llke the vampire deprived of
his daily pint of blood, the new fans will disappear from our ken,

PEN PALS DEPARTMENT: Speaking of new fans, one of the most enthuslass-
1c I have struck in many years is a Melbourne fan named Leo Harding,
This lad 1s good fan material, has already written a falirly good story
which will see fanzine publication, and haa & keen interest in the
field, He wants to trade with American fans who may be interested. His
full address is Leo Harding, 510 Drummond St., Carlton N,3,, Victoria,
Australiila, He wants any US prozines, but particularly GALARY, which he
has never even seen,

One of the most interesting items to see publication in this hemisphene
is the recently=-issued TALES OF CLARK ASHTON SMITH. This is a bibliog-
raphy of 2ll the stories of CAS, with complete informatlion on when the
stories appeared, names of the magazines they appeared in, etc, No
collector should be without a copy., - Less than 500 have been printed,
so better rush 20¢ to the publisher, Thomas Cockroft, 3 Stilling  St.;
Melling, Lower Hutt, New Zealand, Thils booklet was published with the
approval of Clark Ashton Smith, and the proofs were checked by him
prior to publication,

The lone Aussie prozine, THRILLS INCORPORATED, is still going strong in
its latest format, 32 pages poeketslze, usually containing a novelet
and two shorts each issue, (So far eighteen issues have reached the US
and we have been told that the nineteenth iy on sale in Auatralia-ed,)

Next issue: A complete report on the Australian Science Fletion Conven-

tlon, held in Sydney on Harch 22,
~«Roger BRard

Almost forgot to include this: You get this issus because—----
[:]You have a sub and will get at least the next issuc
[}Rbu have material in this issue,
E]We trade.
E}Ybu bought this one issues If you want #8, cough up.
[}This is a review copy.
[ Isubseription oxpires WITH THIS ISSUEY Tt's your last unless--

!“}Sample copYs Commenta and/or subsoriptlon appreciated,
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t was evening, elght hours before the revoluticn.

“Harzio wouldn't have betrayed us," Dannin said,
more bto himself than to the ring of familiar faces

s i "He wag not to be trusted,™  said Juliano, %He is not
I here at the appointed timo.

T can't believe it of Herzio," Dannin insisted,
"He was not to be trusted,” said the old men, Juliano,

§ The artificial lights of the city were slowly fading, in
! approximation of Earth after sunset. Soon this part of

e Venus would be dark, they all knew. Then would c¢ome a
slow grouping of forces which would strike quickly and disastrously at
the power of the Dictator, Unless...

Unless ho were warned in time,

A11 of them knew the importajce of surprising the Dictator. They could
not win unless surprise was on their gide., And if they lost...

For thirty years, ever since the War of Dissolution on Barth, Venus had
been under the rule of the Dictator, who had seized power quickly and
directly. Thers had been no contact with the mgther planet ever sinece;
whether because of the effaects of the War, or the machinations of the
Dictator, was not known, What the people did know was ths hunger in
their stomachs, brought on by terrible taxation and an unbalanced econ-
omys Unbalanced, because the Dlctator competed with the caommuon farmer
by selling the products he, took in tax on the open market at prices
less than the farmerls own,

Real clouds were moving undgrneath the white dome which sheathed Venus,

“It‘u going to rain," sald Carol. Carol ves a blonde-haired girl whose
father had been killed by the Dictator's men a year before.

Juliano sniffed at the breeze., His time-lined face relaxed a little,
"Soft rain,“ he pronounced. "A farmer'!s rain."

Dannin stood still a moment, lost in thought and memory, Then the
present business pressed in on him.

®4)) right,"™ he said, "You all know the
plans., I want each.grou
leader to tell me the part he and his men will play.X. L

iy o MRS L



sandy-haired man, began speaking, but Dannin.wasn't pay-
?ﬁgtatiegzigii Thgy had been over the plans too many times bffora;
ench mon know his job dovm to the fraction of a socond., Dann_n.?as
£hiring of a time long, Llong ago, when he had not known how terrlqle
the world was, vhen he was 2 boy on his fatheris farm and loved evory-
body and thought ceverybedy loved him, He remembered running through
the fields ol red grain with the soft rains which nourish the plants of
Vonug splabtering all around him, he remembered days of sheer content-
ment ano no reavoneipvility, 7Then his mind dwelt on semething else,

His father, gaunt and worried. His father, talking about taxes and a
bad harvest, The day the strangers came, He remembered a farm, burne

ing,
Julianot!s cough brought him bask to reality.

The others were leaving, Only the e¢ld man remained behind,

Neither spoke for a moment. Dannin ¥new what Juliano would say. The
old mon stared him in the face o nomoent,

"It 's about Herzlo, isn!t 1t?" asked Dannin at length,.
Juliano nodded, “He 4s not at his house," he said, "He is not here,”

"Perhaps he had an accident," replied Dannin, “He might have been
called away--anything could have kept him away,".

"We would have heard from him, at least, ¥You know that,®

Dannin shrugged his shoulders in resignation, "I suppose I do," he
gaid, ™But what do you want me to do about it?®" He placed his hands
on the old mants shoulders, "le knew the .risks -when we started this,
all of us, We're but a tiny segment of the whole, Juliane, We can one
1y do our part and hope.

"Hergio couldn't tell them much,"™ he went on, "They may think it! s
Just a local outbreak. And no matter--it!s too late to call it off,*

Juliano nodded in understanding and walked slowly away. The sound of

his retreating footsteps was obscured by +the gentle pattering of the
soft rain which had begun to rfall,

Dannin breathed decply and closed his eyes for & moment, The air never
amelled quite so good as when a soft rain was falling. Strangely, the
chance of his impending death did not upset him in the least, He felt
as 1if he had orly purpose, not Tesling. Hot even the fact that he

might not live to know the outcome of the struggle could di$bdpb him,
It was a strange feeling,

& warm breeze fanncd his cheoks, Dannin was so lost in thought that he
falled to notice the purr of a car coming up the stroet behind him, Ha

looked up, too late, and as he lecped for cover the air shook with the
blast of gunfire.

They left him lying there in the street, lying in the soft rain,
~~ Morton D, Paley
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"SEZ WHO " i ELSBERRY

Late in 1949, the news filtered through the grapevine to Jimmy Taurasl
that a new magazine, Other Worlds, would soon be reality, Taurasi, of
course, hurried around to Tind out more about this new addition.

Clark Publishing Company was soon discovered %o be the culprit and Tau-
ragi managed  to get a statement from the editor, Rovert N, Webster.
Said Webater, in clear ringing tones: ™Ve plan to use the best authors
it ig possible to attain, and the magazine will combine all the good
features of such top-notch mags as Astounding, Blue Book, Argosy, and
Amazing, We definitely plan to put out the best s-f magazine on the
marizet.: The tip-off should have been the mention of Amazing. Going
from the sublime to the ridiculous in one sentence is rather hard,

Subsequently it was announced that Robert N, Webster was in reallty Ray
Palmer, latc of Ziff-Davis, While in Cincinatti, Palmer hired Bea lla-
haffey as his managing editor. In other words, a glorified secretary,.
It was good business sense on Rapls part--Bea is pretty, and a fan. She
would be something to adorn the officc, and shc would psrhaps also in-
duce the fans %o buy the magazine because it was “edited by a ran,'

The first two issues of Other Viorlds were very bad, Rap candldly ad-~
mitted ¢that they weren!®t anything with what he had coming up. In the
third issue he echoed Fantasy ~ Tines : "Po tell the truth, some of the
authors concerned donated their manuscrints, just to aid in getting the
magazine started,” Yes, 1t was nice of them to donate their stories,
and don't think Palmer forgets his friends. Of the ten stories in the
first two issues, three were by Shaver and six by Phillips,

Palmer was quite insistent that “we intend to beat each (sf mag) at its
own game Ly giving the readers exactly what they want,” I don't think
the fans ever did have anything to say about it, If they had, they
probably wouldn't have aslted for a diet of Shawer, Phillips, & Byrhe.

Rap thought that by the third issue the fans would begin to see what he
thought was good s-f, He even went so far as to state ",..,and we pre-
dict that by our sixth issue you!'ll find the changes so vast as to be
almost unrelated to our feeble beginnings.” The third issue showed the
way In Palmert!s policy of the best that money can buy, containing only
three atories by Shaver, two by Phillips, and one by Palmer himself, He
did manage, though, to squeezo in 10,000 words by “outsiders,"”

After the first couple of 1ssues of the mag were out, Palmer made aso
bold as to write an article for Fantasy = Times called "y Mag One Year
From Nowe™ As is the case with Palmer, he makes some pretty broad
statements, which can only be proven or disproven by your own personal
taste, MNaybe you like the way Rap is editing OW--I don't,

The magazine Falmer was yakking about is supposedly the type he was
pupllghlng with lssues 9-11, You might compare those issues with Falm-
er's idea of what they would be like,

Sl me
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"y gaid," he wrote, "I'd give the readers the magazine they asked fors

(1) *Primmed odges.”  It!s pretty hard to put ou" a mag
today, especially a pocket~-size one, without trimmlng the
edges, That wasnlt done, as Palmer intimates, for th2 fans,

(2) "A size easier to handle,” It might be easy handbim
but so are & lot of other magazines, In fact, it 1is so easy
to handle that without staples it is often falling apart,

(3) "Better stories, By better, you meant in regard to
writing, treatment, plotting, etc, And especially better ed-
iting. It's a pretty brash editor who says he prints betler
gtories than acmeone elsse, Paimer undoubtedly means better
gtories then he started out with, and that?s no trick, But
as to better editing, I can only grin and bear it. It is not
better than JWC's or Bouchert!s, but perhaps he means better
than he was doing at 2iff - Davis. Anyone who uses &3 much
Shaver as he does can't really call himself a good editor, no
maetter.how many pennames he gives the fellow,

(3) "“The best authorg obtainable, We've paid better
rates than Amz ever paid, or maybe Agtounding, to get some of
them," Here, the accent is on the some., - Sure, payment on
some short stories will average S¢-bg a word, but a lot of
megs pay & $100 minimum which averages out that high, And
the contents page of O ;f15 clearly states: "Basic-rates, 1¢
per word." That is even under fmz's basic rate!  Somehow,
we feel that Pnillips, Shaver, Byrne, and Palmer are not the
beat authors available, PYaying his rates, Rap can't get any-
thing better, But what pleases us most 1s the fact that Rap
prints hlis own stories, and since he owns the magazine he
doesn't have to pay himself for them, saving more moneyl

(5) "Little things, like putting the name of the artist
at the bottom of each illustration so¢ you know who did it;
putting the number of 'words in each story on the contents
page; fan news; personals, etc." A&s youlve probably noticed,
half the time the artist's name isn't at the bottom of the
page, or any place on the picturas, As for the fan news and
personals, they can be scrapped as far.as I'm. concerned,

(6) "...such artists as Paul, Bok, Jones, Finlay, Smith,
Krupa, Kohn, Macauley, Brundage.® So far, I've nuves soen
Paul, Finlay, or Brundage in the pages of OW, Instead of
trying Yo get some of these artists it's too bad he dildnit
get rid of Terry, Smith & Co. and keep Rod Ruth,

(7) "Wetve made it a policy to give fan artists a break,
We!ll have fan art in every issue.,.®™ Jon Arfstrom, 2 well-
knovn fan artist, sent Palmer a bunch of samples which were
not for sale, Generous, kind -~ hearted Rap bought the pics
from Jon without asking if they were for sale, for the over-
whelming sum of $2.50 each, What 2 Dbreak for Jon! Youtve
undoubtedly seen the full ~ page Arfstroms which Palmer made
off with for that ungodly price, Of late, though, Grossman
telis me that Hap is paying $20-25 for a full page pic,

(8) _ "We've given fan writers every possible break.® So

what? I can't see how it makes any difference if a i
! uy is a
fan or not, An author is an author, no matter what hg geada.
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An editorts job-~theoretically--is to buy the best ava;lab}q
s-f, and not to give & fan a break because he reads s-i, 3LG
maybe some other fana might buy that isgssus to reed hice rastem
piece. Palmar should stop giving the fan authorz & preaf ===
and start giving his fan readers one,

(3) ™We threw out the silly idea of not mentioning com-
petition,” But only to lull the fans to sleep, so they would
think Palmer would go through with the rest of his boasts.
{((Sce the Willils article, Page Eight in this issue--Ed.))

And Palmer finished with one of the most glowing paragraphs in all the
literature of fandom, “In our case, it's 35¢ wetre after, and for a
darn good reason, Think we're trying to milk you out of a dime? Wait
£411 you see what we do with that dimp, We'!ll pay rates authors never
heard of before, Welll add to the magazine everything we can, %o make
1t tops. Take, for instance, back cover paintings?...more pages? Sure
~=-a8 soon ag that dime grows. It 1sn't so we can make more money, We
don't care if we don't make a dime...we are fans and we love S«f,,."

As to the milking, I'll leave that up Lo you. But I just wonder how
long we have to walt to ses what Palmer 1s going to do with the dlms
now, 1 guess he is paying unhea¥d-of rates just now, but Iid seort of
1ike to see back cover palntings, However, Palmer had me completel y
fooled whenh he =aid he loved s~f., I never would have gueased,

In #y it looked almost as if he were trylng to make good on some o his
promises, He had good’ stories by Russell, wvan Vogt, Jones, and Bixby,
but they added up to 32,000 words--compare Byrnel!s 37000word Colossus,

The fifth waan't Bad, but 56,000 words wero by Byrne and Palmer, 39,000
of those a rechash of an cld Arezing serlal, Van Vogt, Bradbury, aad
two others crowded 11,500 words, hardly enough to flutter -the $$35.

#6 wasn't-much better. Nearly 50,000 words were divided betwsen Shaves
and Byrne, and that doesn't leave much room, And two of the othey
stories were reprinted from fapzines -- you!d think Palmer couldntt af-
ford good stories, or didu't want to buy them.

And so 1t went with the next two issuea, More Phillips, meors Shavaer,
under various names, and the same bum stories. Pahmer's trial period
was over, and it was a failure., As Mahaffey said in iz -"Youlre aiming
for eirculation instead of satisfied readers. You got AS on the bmainy

The way he was using his old Amazing ‘authors left no doubt as to Pal=
mert!s objective, It wvas circulation, and the meney that went with it,
He was charging 35¢ to get better authors, he screamed, but vV and Brad
were held to infrequent-short stories. The long stories were always by
Shaver, Phillips, Byrme, and cccasionally Palmer himself.,

Rap realized that interest was lagging, and fired ¢

, ed off a string of prom-
I1ses which, if collated and compared with the actual happeniﬁgs. ﬁould
make a lengthy and interesting article alone, And then, finding it lu-
eratlvé to write for himself, he began to make it a habit. Starting in

#10 he wos represented in #10, 11, 12. 1 5
were 01l well Papresented,? s ’ » J—I-’ 15, 16, Shaver and the rest

It not trying to say these boys can't write, I leave that up to yow,
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¥y pripe is that they are Palmerts old budd%es fﬁom tha hglcyon d?yg of
Amazing, and he sald he was out to get the "best” availinrble 21,  fud e
was tc pay top prices to get if. Yet these guys h§ag araa:id nis neck
1ike millstones, and I don't think he wants to get rid of them too bad-
1y, After all, they do write the same type of story that RHap writes,
and 1f you'tre going to fill someone else's purse besides your own, vhy
not your friends?

Just what sort of fellow is this Palmer? A good editer, 2 blowhard, a
circulation seeker? It!s hard to tsll from hls past career, Graduat-
ing from the ranks of fandom in 1938, he took over the editorship of
fmazing when it was in the doldrums, and put 1t briefly on top. A year
Tater, he started a tompanion fantasy magazine. But,  even 2s poor as
his early issuecs were,” and Shaver-infested as the later ones, Palmer
claims 1t was not his fauit, He 82ys he was aiming at circulatioen
since ‘thatts what his bosses wanted,” and he didn't care oespecially if
be printed good storlcs, He confidentlally adds, .2lso, that he really
didntt. 1ike what he was printing at &mz and that he really likes the
Astounding type story. Well, from readinzg ¥ you!d never know it, IT
~guch is the:'case, how can we tell “If Palimer is a good editor or nol?

Letfs take a lock at ap éditoriel in #15: "Four years ago we discoversd
ancther of the many writers we can claim as our own .discoveries in the
22 years of our editorial experience, He had never written a word when
we asked™him to write a story., He did onsa.,..it certairly was a stinker
«s.but we asked him to do a novel., Then we began advertlsing it in Amz
We even had three - color back plates made, heralding-it as one of the
greatest novels of s-f history, We bet, in fact, on a blind pig, We
won,- That' story -was !'So Shall Ye Reap! by Rog Phillips.t.

Here is a good sxample--in fact a sterling example--of the way Ray Pale
““mer goes about editing & mapgazine. 4&n entirely nsw author sends in &
ghort story, the firat het!s ever done,  Itls verrible. Palmer says,
®*Great, JI'11 hawe this boy write a novel for us.,. It couldn!t be any
worss than the stuff welre printing now,”™ So our budding author, who
has never written anything but this one short story, undidstnikss the
novel, - Palmer, in the.meantime, . is advertising this novel, which is
still in the typewriter, as the greatest s-f novel ever written] That,
you!ll admit, 1is a pretty big statement to make about the first novel

: = of ansuntried novice. But what does Palmer care? He blithely goes a-
hea} and has the covér plates made up, planning +o print the story no
matter how good or bad it is, So he's lucky and it comes out good.
But you wouldntt expect a sane man to admit he had a novel written for
his magazine in that manner! Anyone who would edit a magazine like

that must be crazy, Any day now If1ll be cxpecting a letter from Palmer
commissioning me.to start on a novel for him,

Wo can skip ’the other littlec incongruities in the story, such as the
fact that Phillips®' first story was not “So Shall Ye Reap" (he had had
several others in both Amz and FA* over a period of nine months before
the novel appeared,) But Palmer, having been in the business fo 22
{?) years, shouldn!t be wronected to be able to remember five years bhack
+s.8fter all, he isn't a young man any moras,

P R I S — £ L el ~-Richard Elsberry

d MAGAZIWNES FOR SALE
FFH, good to fine condition, 50¢ each postpaid., 19h2 Jun Jul Aug Sep
Get” Nov Dec, 1913 Sep Dec, 1944 Sep. 2945 Harch, 5/82. .
Bob Silverberg, 760 lMontgomery St,, Brooklyn 13, New York



THIS is Herman. He is a fan. He has just bought & copy of a
gcience=Tiction magazine. It has a sexy cover,
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' THIS is Wellirgton.
. He is a far, lie is
; a completist, He has
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HAG'S MIRACLE
URMA MoCORMICH

T purchased clothes at Star Galactle Shop . {
Until my credit was exhausted, quite; -4 |
Then, wailbing by my favored Mono stop, -

I saw the hagl My splrit lanced with frlgﬁtl
3o very ugly, old, disfigured, she : :
Compelled my soul to shrink with sudden dread. =y
I fought for control, instinetively,: .

While pity made me bless her homely head,

I hastened home without a backward look, e aen
Because I fezred some wicked, alien curse;
Emotions stirred me strangely, as 1 shook
from head to foot, examining my purse;- A
Amazement coursed, where fear had been, in streams-«
My wallet bulged beyond my wildest dreamsl

o iNVASION
e SRRRLE D

Y 4 brooding calm lay .over the Earth
On the night of a-masquerade ball,
P . The guests were - ciiad in fancy attire
18 , Circling the dimly-lit hall, -
- 3 LN Louis ¥iV danced with a rag doll,
R . The Queen of Hoarts with a chimney-sweop
Puss~-in-Boots with Mother Fubbard!s Dog
&nd Lucifer with Little Do-Peep,

. Music grow merrier, then quite mad
Unnoticed the figures that now stole
In and out amid the hectic threng,
Following the wake of 0ld King Cojle,

Venuslan visitors scattered
Deathladen dustmotes over the crowd,
While some &scaped to spread the plague
Others died, their masquerade a shroud.
Wherover the dustmotes fell and clung
Fhey rmultiplled o billion fold.

- Soon Terra was numbered among
Tho planets of death and ecold,

o

Lg L) 22 Ll k) i 1.
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man, reaching out into the night, grasping at the cosios wita
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MOVIE REVIEW: | JNKNOWN \/\/ORLD
G AR STEWARD

Por same reason this movie has teceived 1ittle publicity in the fan and
proféssional press, Since this movie, unlike many other B Stf ples, is
not quite a total loss, it is wortlyy of &t least passing mention,

Even theugh it camnot compare with the four top-flight s-f films since
1950, it stands head and shoulders above Rocketship X and suchlike, on
the point of accuracy 1if none other, There were no nolsy meteors or
gimilar glaring mistakes to distract the fan viewer,

™e atory is of an expedition into the Barth ¢o find 2 sultable cavern
in which humanity might survive, should, the.A-bomb. wipe out all iife on
the Eanth''s surface, The expedition consists of six seientists (one is
a femaley pff course) and a millionaire.who ig feotiing the bill., They
sail fro,, San-Francisco to the Aleutian Iglands, and from there they
enter the earth by digging through the  floor of an extinct volcanic
erater, Once through, they find tunnels, fissures, and caverns (sorry:
no dero). Through these they make their way downward,

Finally, after sevaral adventures, failures, etc,, they come upon what
looks 1ike the ideal thing, It is a cavern, hundreds Qf miles in dia=-
meter, with a high, vaulted ceiling which contains a luminous material
that affords light, a large lake of fresh water, ground suiltable for
agricul ture, etec, Everything Joocks perfect, but aven Hollywood would
not be content with such a pat ending: the rabbits which had been taken
along for sxperimental purposes bear thelir young, and the young are
found to be sterile, putting a crimp into the plans for survival,

Comes the inevitable cataclysm, - but three of the expedition survive it
and return’topslde, All in all, Unknown World was reasonably good ent- .
ertainment, and I enjoyed seeing it.

= G, Arthur Steward
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HAGAZINES WANWNTED
Bob Silverberg
760 Montgomery Street
Brooklyn 13, N.Y,

I'm willing- to pay-cash for copies of the following in good condition,
with covers, pages, and binding intact and well-preserved:
ASTOUNDING Nov 1930, Oet 1933, May 193k, Mar 19E6,- Jan Feb Mar Apr Hay
, Fob Mar Jun 1938, Jul Aug Sep Oct Nov 19L0, Aug 1001. AMAZING—-
Feb Afip Jun 1936, Feb Apr Dec 1938, STARPLING Jan 1942, PLANET Sp Fal
1941, COMEP? March 1941, FANTASTIC LDVENPURES Jan Kar 1940, May Oct
Nov 1942, PAMOUS FANPASTIC MYSTERIES August 1940, CAPTPATN FUTURE Fall
1501, ~ WONDER STORIES Jan Feb Oct 1935, Feb Apr 1936, Nov Dec 193,
UNCANNY Lpri) 19h1,  FUTURE Dec 1941. SCIENCE FICTION Apr 10h3, (OS~
KIC STORIES May 1941,  SCIENCE FICTION QUARTZRLY # L 6 7 8 10.  THRI.-
LING WONDER STORIER December 1939, MNARVEL TLLZS Dec 1939,
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THE NEwW FRONTIER
bl CHAPRELL

1 ’ d her cotton
Sometimes in the cool, crisp evening, when the'wind whippe
print dress ‘into funn§ 1ittle folds angd ruffles,-uws. Farren could feel
her husband!s kiss touch her lips. Light and silent, they were, but
Yrs, Farren could feel them,

ind gsometimes when an unpleasantly-pleasant redio announcerl!s voice was
speaking of the wenders of a certain soap product or a new stove.or
toagter, Michael Farren'!s voice broke in, o@, S0 ﬁmoothly: Hiswv01ca
broke in, delivered its message, and was gquilet: Helloy Holly. The
announcer always went on speaking just as if nothing had happened,

4&nd, of course, nothing had happere d.

It was jJust after the silent kiss and the quiet volice of her husband
that the wave of leneliness came to Ilelly in waves,

This was ‘the world of the futurs, the age of the conquest of space, the
-murent-of-the-roecketship-to=hrsy— Mo~ now wesnt out o gthup_vlETET.
| hggl thels' ddventupasy snd-cana bock-Home o their Wives, apf- ki da, 1

R S B ST ' o= S T 7 b N,

PR Tea alwaysmhad they done so. The first man to the moon didﬂit, nor
the second, nor the third, nor the fourth expedition,

Hrs. Farren remembered the hot dry day and the hot dry Arizona sands,
The kiss of farewell,..the wink just before he entercd the sii*p...the
roar of the rockets, Wild animal - rockets screamed and hurled tholie
pdves against the restraining bars of Earthts gravitation, Thc bars
trcke, the ship left...and never returned.

Couhtless wifes of countless pioneers had been widows because the
countless frontiers had taken their husbands, The ocean had taken ex-
plorers, African veldts,..Brazilian jungles...Tibetan mountains,..

4And now space., The greatest frontier.,: The unknown, different, new
frontier, When you are lost In space, there are no tracks or blazed
trails behind you to follow homeeeeif you could follow them,

There was no human element in space travel, Automatic machines appoin-
ted the destination, landed the vessel, and, if the ship were lost in
space, it was lost by automatic machines. The men followed their rou-
tines like automatic machines, too,

And that was why Molly Farren was lonely in waves, She didn'®t like to
look up to the moon, and that was why,

"The World is gebting 8pace-Conscious,"” the announcer said.

=% 3 —
e

"Helloy Melly,™ said Hichael.

~= I'pad Chappell
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Ev Winne, 109 Ashley Street, Springfield; Mass: Redd Boggs' pro-
test is waIT9taken. Tho Faﬁgasy Ennual T900 was not a n N3F pro;
ject -- just the poll, Certainly wouldn't want to take any credi
fw»or: P2dd, who edlted one of the top fan pr?gacts ever, in t?e an:
nual, ¥ Another statement was 1liogicaly ™ihen one realizes tha®
asome-of thegs accomplisinments (N3F!s) arentt sonimpressive .aftef
all, the whole thing sinks down and collapses,” Impressive ox
not, if they are accomplishments, then thatis something done and
bebter than nothing, But more important; how does the Richardson
Index trouble or other errors taks away to thg point o£ collapse
211 tha valum.of a fine 00 in 1951, or Rapp!s “Fanspeak “((whigh I
nsver gol in three years of membership--Ed.}) or Boggs' "Futurist
ete, {((This is in answer to the Boggs letter in Sship 15.)) ##

-ZBT - T

Russ Winterbotham, c¢/p NEA Service, 1200.W 3pd. St., Cleve, 13 Oainr
TTve beoen busy as the dickens but the strip (ichris Welkin)] seems
tv te moving along, collecting readers and papers., We are now be-
ing translated into Fimm; Turk, and Spanish; and we have anothex
vaper (English) in India, 50 we'lre getting arcuni. Tiica Naw York
has started the Sunday page, aad wo =atEll have hopes of metting
“he color paper in a MY Sunday although 1 aea the News has startod
vack Willlamson's spaceship story. :f We heve prospecits for tele-
vision, too, #I think the long-promicsed action is in full swing
new, and later modifications will be to improve on the story, to
climinate & lot of the non-scientific hokwum that wo were literally
furced to insert by local events and too mzny cooks in the broth.#

= AF it

Some announcements: Gerald A, Steward, 166 MoRoberts Ave., Toron-
to, Ontario, asks me to mention the fact that & fan club has been
formed 111 Toronto, « and any Canfans in tho vicinity are welcome to
contact him for dotails, Dave Ish notes that the next two SOL s
will be the "™Willish" and ®Sollish” to raise funds for the Willls
drive; both exfra-large, price 25¢ for both or 12i¢ each, Guess

that makes it tough to tmy o single copy, huh, Dave? (91l Hammond
Rnud, Ridgewood, New Jersey,) : ) |

B» B
Aogd Boggs, 2215 Benjamin Ste NE, Minneapolls 18, Minn: Spaceship
#2.0 continued to show Improvement 1n  formats 1t —was neater and
bct?or mimnod'thgn ever before, . Richard 2, Ward is your most pro-
miging artist, I think, though his cover didnft appeal to me:it
vas rike some of Paul's old covers, So much wag happening in the
rictire that there's no center of interest, Ward!s pic for " The
Survivor” showed imagination, and some of his little fillers were
S M
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The heavy cover is a fine idea; so is the 2h. )
%ggg: # There Eere some acute observations in Paley's article,
auch as his remarks on the rapprochoment ol dotectivestory gnd st
in Mof&SF, but . I found his argument a bit too diffuss to follow

eagily. Good article, though.

raine's article left me with mixed feelings, I had the feal-
?iéoihat though her arguments might be true, her premiges wepen!tv
based on the facts and that she isn't as well-acquainted with the
science fiction fleld as she is said to be. Apparently Lilithls
acceptance of scilence fiction 1s based on the fact thgt it cﬁin¢
cides with her concept of literaturve: - that it must “uplift™ in-
stead of tell the truth, and it must give a Piatonic, rather than
Aristotelian, view of the world, Nzedless to say, this concept of
literature is hardly the dominant one today, with roallism holding
sway, but itls one tbhat mey find fawver coday. Uhfor?unabclz Tile-
ith's concept is less the “literaturc for literature®s sale trade
itinn (oince she sees a utilitorian purpose for si) than the old
genseel Uredition, When she goes so fer as to cry oubt sgainst
scientists and college professors "indulging in the vecabuvlary of
the comic strlp, the soap opera, and the corner drugstore” she's
flying into realms too rarified and remofe from reslity. for me.

She glves the impression that gs-f deplieting a world without vio-
lence or wars--"a world of romance, sclence, beauty,” etc,-- is
the norm in scilentlfiction and is being withheld by a secret con-
spiracy of "editors, fans, and oftentimes writers.® This is cer-
talnly dubious, Lilith's many outcriles against modern literature,
which refuses to accept her concept of gentility, should convince
her that the whole temper of the modern world is against her, not
Just a eligque of people out of touch with things as they are, On
the other hand, maybe she's right, The “thousands of writers™ she
has converted to s~f presumably embrace the genteel tradition she
champions, and I haven!t noticed any tremendous increase *n the
nunber of new pulp writers, Is it that the editors don't like the
attitude of these wrlters--or 1s it that these writers refures %o
write on the level of ten~year-olds? Lilith might say that It is
part of both, but either way it shows persecution complex typic—
2] of would-be geniuses who are unabls tc market their stuff and
Instantly decide that, though the general public weeps for their
stuff, the editors and critica are allled against them. I admire
Lilith fer her indominable stand against the literary world, but
even as regards s-f, I am not persuaded she is right. ##

# &5 £

Svege Oalitine, 761 Oakley Street, Selt Lake City 16 Utah: Boginning
5{tﬁ the cover: yes,  yes, T 1ike it, Very good for artist Ward,
One comment: the ship should read "XB-17,™ not the othsr way around
~-Experimental Bomber #17, you see, XB-17, I like the heavy stock
for the cover, # ILA}ith Lorraine has some good points (and some
bad ones) 1n her littie bit, but for my money she's too weak and
namby~-pamby in saying what she thinks, If the article had been
more forceful it could really have been something, Too weak, toon
anomic, Either that or not cnough power to interest, Mortor D.
Ea;e; 8 bit was good, _though, and made fine reading, Pic for Tha
SUrveYor wea nothing short of farnifie, nagnificent, rarvelous, and
aly the adjectives in the boolz, # Lettor eclirm good, “PThe Sﬁrvi-
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vor,” by itself m readable piece of fanfiction, was put in the su-
perb class by artist Ward!s superb illo, Prethy bterrific, I
thought, # Backtalk is the fine point of the ish., Ifd liks muchly
to have this expand to’three or four pages. Seriously, %though, 1
1iked this best of all, and I'm not including the mention of O00PS
you gave, 10 was a fine ish, ##

Capsule comments: Artist OHpella to don Kheakl soon...dammlt, now
we have a one~man art staff (Ward)...we wish Hal Shapiro would
gend us another copy of his explanafion of Jim Lewis?! proof that
1 equals 2, since we lost his first one just in time for public~
ation day,..think you remember it, Hal? There were many others
who wrote: Gerald A, Steward, R.J. Banks, Orma IicCormick, Raul G.
Capella, Fred Chappell, Charles Gregory, RZWard, Ian lacauley,
Dave Ish, Charles West, Davlid English, Dennis Campbell, Charles
Wells, Larry Anderson, and maybe some others--plus many who met
me at the Fan-Vet Convention and spcke to me there, Sorry’there
wasn't room to print more than your namecs, fellas--in fact, #hiis
I was in the throes of thils lssue, many of you sent letters which
I thought complimentary, and received not even an acknowledgement
] Those people=~antd I1've listed a lot of them above--are reques-
ted to see page 39, and plcase accept my thanks and apologics.

Soapbox will run to four or fivec pages next issuec, and thoretll
be loads of rcom for everybody, sc don't hesitate to write and
tell me how this bilg issue strikes youl

Iast issuets ratings:
1, Speaking of Science Fiction (Paley)
2e The Survivor (Morris)
Seience Fiction and Civilizapion (Lorraine)
i: Report from Australia (Dard)
5« . Review: FLIGHT T0 EARS (Reynolds)

Surprise of.-the issue was "Fhe Survivor," but no doubt the illus-
trapion helped it to'.reach its position, WVard's pic drev unanim-
ous.praise, .and his ¥dver:was well-Tikedy =:f = =

Charlss Wells. submitted this sequel to Jim Dewls's bit last fssue
. proving 1 equals'2, I've-forgotitsn most of.my algebra, byt .some-
how desplte-wvhat you guys are trying to pufl TNt supe 1 'is-1:
ol

MAGAZINES WANTED by Bob Silverborg, 760:liontgomery St

» e Bpapld Sl e Ao Starles fupust 1939, Wohdar Juns 193,
?.@'E@Mﬁﬂwﬁ. Palus of Wondon 1 T 6 8, ‘_"_-Lﬂl_:__--;-.'.'_!_.--

ies issues 2-12," This supplements the list on page 28, |
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RESURRECTION
~PALL STEPHEDS

He stood now, by the open window, on his last night, watch}ng the paie~
lg-glgaming ;eaysplashgng on the’rocks, and listening to the wind as 1%
howled round the old housee The night before, Marlowe had taken his
small motor-boat down to the beach with a hole bored in 1its bottonm, and
set it going by itself out %o sea, He estimated 1t would go three

miles ocut to sea and sink.

Marlowe was a sciontist. He had written books; he had published scien~
tific papers; he had carried out research that had made him benefactor
to the world, -His life had been gverything that he had hoped and ip-
tended it to be, in his ambitious.youth, but one fear had obsessed him
throughout his whole life ~- the fear of death, By this Marlowe meant
not the actual process eof dying, nor the possibility of 1life after
death (for Marlowe, as a scientist, had far too logiecal a mind to be-
lieve in that):; rprather did Hariowe fear the forgetfulness of himself
that would come to his friends and relatlions, and even tq those of the
present and the future, who would have cause to study the Sclence to
which he had devoted hisg 1life, His intention was suiclde, but suicide
not for any common reason, Marlowe s body, although old, was gulte
healthy and active, Perhaps, 1in a-thousand years or less, the wonid
would have the means to rejuvenate such a body as his, or, at least, to
increase its life-expectancy by many years. This was Marliowe!s great
hope, and upon it he based his whole plan, On this slender hypothesis
he had worked for many years in the secret caverns below the bullding,
vhich now he would enter for ths last time,

Rain began to fall again as he left the window and the world looked ab-~
ysmally dull and somber in the watery moonlight, A perfect night to
make a quick exit from the world, he thought, He smiled wryly, The
fire burmed brightly in the hearth and cast shadows around the room une
seen as he left 1t for the last time, A chair creaked in the warmth of
the firelight. The door behind the great dusty bookshelves was firm
and solld--a door that only he knew how to open.

It opened silently as he Inserted the peculiar key between the boards
and manipulated it, and cloged jush a5 ailenlly bshind him, without a
clue to its belng. The stone steps were dark and winding and covered
with the dust and cobwebs of years, as he went down them., When he
reached the bottom, he was a considerable way below the old house, with
a roof of solld rock above him, He was in a gmall chamber, How many
years would it be, he wondered, before this chamber was discovercd-
perhaps many hundreds. But Harlowe could not risk the possibility thau
by then the scientific developmont of the world would be far from great
enough to perform what he required and so his body should not bs dis-
covered in the chamber., There was a complex mechanism hidden behind
the“rogk of an apparently smooth wall that only.a magnet could set i n
operation, It would take surely a thousand 'years or more before this
second hidden cavern was revealed, he thought and hoped,

The second door opened, Hear the bettom of the lift-shaft down which
Harlow? now went was a lever, which he pulled, Immediately there came
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e 3l e RESURRECTION

the rmmbling of an explosion, which dindicated that the stone passage
down vhich he had come and the lift-shaft itself were filling with dis-
integrated roeck from the walls and roofs, according to plan, ilarlowe
was in the second and last chamber. Ifow there was no going back,

He was filled, momentarily, with a slight fear and regret, which he
dispelled as he crossed the room and entered the large cylinder in the
corner, He stripped and greased himself, Then he sealed himself into
the container and began to breathe pure oxygen. He turned on the an=-
aesthetic, The steel cylinder was connected to a tank of liquid ailr
that was designed to open and flow into it when the stopping of his
heart sent off an electrical impuilse, The alir inside the cylinder it-
self was already being displaced gradually by nitrogen, as also would
be the oxygen remaining from his breathing apparatus when he was dead,
411 this and all else, his dieting over the past days, his will, ¢the
missing boat that would indicate his suicide at sea, was planned to ths
last detail, Everything hed gone according to plan, The deed was done.

There was no stopptng now, Nothing in the world could spoil his plans.
He realized it, and it should not have worried him~-but it did, He be-
gan to fell the effect of the anaesthetic,. Soon he would be dead: the
winter would come and he would still be hare ~- the spring would come,
spring with its green leaves and flowers, birds singing, pretty girls
in summer’ dresses, picnica, sailing on the sea, making love, new songs,
new 1ight, new laughter, birth and death--and he would still be here.
& cold hand touched his hegrt and he shuddered, He did not want to die
--yet, The spring! He wanted to gee the spring, wanted to bask in
sunshine apgain, wanted to live agalni He made himself be calm and
forced himself to reason, How many years, he wondered, before he ws
discovered? A multitude of visions passed before his eyes, a flicker-
ing of 1light and darkness, of winter and summer, of new discoveries
made, bulldings towering to the sky, cities of the future, bright and
shining things-~canyons of steel and stone, perpetually bright. How
many hundred years? IHe struggled tc keep awalke, as the visions blurred
end faded, A thousand years, perhaps--a thousand years?

There was & hiss of 1liquid air in the cyllnder as the light went out,

and a thousand years of darkness settled upon the freezing corpse of
Marlowe,

~=Paul Stephens

GREEN CHEESE DEPARTMENT

"New Haven, Conn., Mar, 19 (UP)--Harold €, Urey, chemist and Nobel Fri:
winner, informed moon«~struck lovers today that the thing they gaze at
is nothing but a large lump of dust. He disputed a theory that tb
moon was a torn-off fragment of the earth, His theory is that the moo:.
was born independently from a cosmic dust cloud, The scientist offeroc
that theory in his new book, 'Tho Planets: Their Origin and Develop-
ment,! published today by the Yale University Press.” '

~«The New York Times, llarch 20, 1952

Shusks, theught 1t was Limburger,



PHREE YEARS OF SPACESHIF

PACESHIP has been a surprising one, for me, at lgaPt.
E?gagrgﬁzﬁigg o?f tgg 30 coples of the first issue, back in April L?§9,
T felt & certain thrill of accomplishmen:t, but nevertheless the ﬁee gg
was strong in both myself and Saul Diskin, a longtime friend who col~
laborated with me on the first eleven issues, that SPACESHIP was on~-
1y a temporary venture, a new diversion,

W e years later, 1t seems strange to consider SPACESHIP tempo-~
Egré. t%§3 fgnzines of iate have lasted seventeen issues, ?nd even ??w-
wer last three years now, The top fanzines of April 1949--SPACEVARE
SCIENTIFANTASY, FANSCIENT,. GORGON, FANTASY COMMENTATOR, DAWN~-are now
one with Fantasy Magazine and The Time Traveller, but SPACESHIP seems
to roll along smoothly with no sign of a stop.

In 1949, Saul and I had been reading the prozlnes about a year, I had
first become interested in Imaginative fictlion when I found a copy of
20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA in 1943, By 1947 I had read most of Verne
and Wells, as well as Planst Comics (which I recall peading in 1942, my
first tgste of s-f) and was casting around for more when Wollheim's
fine Viking Portable anthology introduced me to & new field, And in
early 1648 I began buying the pulps and writing fan fiction,

Ag do most new fans, Saul and I paid much attention to AMAZING STORIES,
We were fascinated by +the Clubhouse section, which had started only a
few months before we first saw AMAZING, We rarely had enough cash ®
buy fanzines, but by reading the reviews we formed what we thought was
an accurate plcture of what a fanzine was like. ~And then one day, afe-
ter a lengthy discussion of fanzines, we decided, without sever having
seen a fanzine at all, to launch SPACLESHIP,

Since we had never seen any fanzines, all we could do was pattern the
magazine x¥ter the prozines, and g6 the first issue contained nothing
but the beginnings of three serials, plus a short plea for material, I
had a half-~gize Speedoprint which I had been using for other amabteur
publishing, =and so SPACESHIP #1 consisted of eight halfe-size pages,
closely coversd with print on one side of tho pago,

Two of the stories were collaborations between Saul and myself; the
third was mine alone, though I hesltate to claim it now., A1l of the
artwork in the first lssue was done by me -~ the cover (a slmple sketch
of a spaceship in flight) and e bem illustrating a story: Imckily, on-
1y twenty coplesz were mimeographed, so6 not man fans can exhume the
early SPAEESHIPs the way the fan writings of Bragbury are unburied and
laughed at, I retained two coples, and Diskin two, and one went to
Pnillips for review [we couldntt spare copies for all the pro reviewers
then, } That leaves fifteen,..but I can only think of three Pans who
have copies now, and as far as I know there is enly one complete file
in existence outsids of mine, We peddled a number of copies to friends
at school who were mildly interested in s-f, but doubtless those copies
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have long since been mislaid.

SPACESHIP started on a monthly schedule, There was no dearth of mater=
ial, because Saul and I had been writing fan fictlion for more than a
year and we had quite a stack of it, Since we were complgte unknowns
in the fan field, no one contributed anything--I don't believe any ac~
tive fan even heard of the mag until the socond issue was out and the
third under way--and i t was strictly a staff- written project,

The Moy 1949 issue was a bit more ambitious, Ten pages, this time, all
fiction, still half-size, The original price, by the way, was 10¢ per
copy, The cover on #2 was the same &s had been used on #1--I had left
the dateline blank, and we used the same stenclil and lettered in the
new date by hand, # contained the conclusions of the three serials
plus two short-shorts by Silverberg. The only noteworthy thing about
them was that one was entitled "Second Genesis,” the same title as wes
used recently by Bric Frank Russell for a Bluebook story.

The May issue was likewlse limited to 20 copies, but the school sale
was lower and so more fans have copies, I took a chance and mailed a
copy to Clif Bennett, who was publishing CATALYST at the time, Bennett
answered with a letter of criticism which shaped our policies in large
measure, and also sent a copy of his fanzine, We werc amazed to sec
that it wes mostly non-fiction, We had thought fanzines were supposed
to print amateur filctionl

#3, June 1919, saw an increase in size by about half an inch, %o 6x8,
It was eleven pages, with the some old familiar cover stencil used. The
issue contained two stories by Dilskin and one by me, and I added a line
to the old cover stencil that sald, %A1l stories complets in this is-
sue,"™ On looking back, the stories stand up pretty well even today.

We intended to continue the monthly publication, but both of us wers
going to be out of town for the summer, sc we decided to skip the July

and August numbers, And then, in July, Rog Phillips gave us our first
review.

The dimes began pouring in in amazing fashion. . .circulation boomed up
to thirty, which we considercd phenomenal. Art Rapp sent us a copy of
SPACEVARP, a few other fanzines showed up, and we got quite a bit o f
correspondence, "Today I am a fan,”™ I thought, and the bug had bitten,

Saul was ill for most of September, and I put out SPACESHIP # almost
singlehanded, The original cover was still used, but it was battered
and covered with correction fluid, and one significant change had been
made: +the price had been lowered to 5¢/ a copy, and all subscriptions
adjusted. After seeing some of the ather fanzines, we knew that Sship
(the abbreviation was coined by Alan Grant, one of the carly subscrib-
ers) wasn't worth the 10¢ tag,

#h contained ten pages, and was consciously patterned after some of the
other fanzines we had seon., &s an economy move, we used only one sta-
ple, at the top. #M: contained a short story by me, which I illustrated
after a fashion~--a so-called "humorous® story in the Lefty Feep manner,
It was followed by a poem reprinted from the Scientific Monthly, and an
editorial ?hich ammounced thot ywie were entering PAPA and would hence-
forth publish quarterly. We installed "Soapbox,” a letter column which
contained one letter, and also two colwmns: Pros and Cons, & one-shot

prozine roview column ("Flash: a new prozine edited by Robert N, Yeb-
ster has appearcd.”) and Saul'ts Spot, p y ert NW. Web
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Betweon L and we mado the acguaintance of Charles L. MNorris, @
South Caﬁ%lina ﬁgn (since drafted) who supplied us with a goodly lcad
of fan fiction and poetry, and who rates as our first outside contrib-
utor, We managed to acquire a staff artist, James Lewls, a young Long
Islander who did the artwerk for the next year and a half.

#5 saw a new deal all around, We scrapped the old spaceship--design
cover in favor of a neat illustration by Lewis whiph I fouled up In
stencilling. The issuc was dated October, 1949, bus henceforth we wem
to be guarterly, #5, which had the first decent mimeo job of the lot,
contained fan fiction by Horris and a long short by you-know-who, plus
a hoax feature to which Rog Phillips devoted a little space in his col-
umn, and Saul's Spot, We distributed this issue {and the next three)
in FAPA, and drew an encouraging if cool receptlion.

#6 hardly counts-~just two pages, distributed in FAPA only, a list of
pennames I had complled, #z, January 1950, was the most pretontious to
be published at the time--l0 pages, plus a special FAPA supplement, of
four pages--but fouled up by an oxperiment in mimeolng on both sides of
161b, paper, The cover was a nico ono, by Stan Segal, a local boy, and
the issue contained fiction by Morris and Silverberg {you must have re-
alized by now that fiction was our long suit till 1951) plus an inter——
view with Sam Merwin, who had rejected our first issue, and others.

Then came #3, April-1950--the first anniversary issue, By now we were
printing 110 copies, of which 70 went to FAPA, But #3 had an attrace
tive lithographed cover donated by Clyde'T, Hanback, with the pic by
James Lewls, It contained sgeventeen pages, legibly mimeographed for a
change.,.fiction by Morrisg, Silverberg, and pro author James Adams, the
latter a two-part serial bylined “August Argyli.™ Plus the usual fea-
tures and this time about threo pages of ads; by this time we were sel-
ling out completely the 0 copies reserved for gencral sale.

#, July 1950, saw the era close. This was a "breather" issue of 16pp.
composed entirely of fan fietion and poetry, Outstanding mention was a
dlenetics story by Diskin. This was the last half-zize issue, the last
mostly~-fiction issue, and the last toc be circulated in FAPA,

#10, October 1950, came as o surprise to most., During the summer I ob-
tained o large-size Speedoprint mimeo, and #10 was thirteen large-size

ges, mimeographed pretty near invisibly. Since we had doubled the
content, we folt justifled in doubling the price,  and back it went %o
its original dima, We printed 110 copies of thls, none for PAPA, and
sold about sixty ecopies for cash money, but mostly for a nickel since
the reviewers still listed the old price, #10 contained two short-
shorts, by Dick Verdan and David BEnglish, but for the first time nccent

was on non-fictlon with an editorial, two articles {one on dianetics)
and the usual features,

fll sow us enter higher circles,..sixteen pages, on heavy paper., OCover
¥y Lewis, his last for us,..two stories, by Charles Morris and Micheel
de Angelis, pPlus poetry {one by Lec Hoffmen} and three articles, all of
which I wrote, We were unable to secure any non-fiction, 80 in despoer-
ation I wroto 1%t 211, This issue was well-received, and we were on our
vy toward popularity at last.

Dlskin dropped out shortly after the Januar Y

D ¥ issue, and I was the sole
editor, With the April lssue, my first solo, fir;t move was expansion
to 20 pages, a jump of ten. Originally the expansion was for the April
issue only, the Second Anniversary, but the change was well-liled and I
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made it permanent, The cover was an oubstanding job, by Ray Ggpe}la of
Brooklyn and dittoed in four colors by Booby Pope. And for this issue,
T made sure that L wouldn't have to write the whole thing myself--1 co-
licited material from most everyone of any importance.

Jim Adams contributed a long story, "The Man With Hyper-Hearing," which
is probably the best fan fiction Sship hag used, Harry @arner sent a
chort article about the early days of fandom, and also included were
David English and Barbara Chandler, and a controversial article by B.S.
plus a book review culled from the New York Times, This issue was the
first to receive much notice in the fan press, and I felt sure that
SPACESHIP would become one of the leading mimeo fanzines before long.

#13, July 1951, was one that I felt proud of, 26 pages, again, it fea-
tured an article by Redd Boggs which had been squeezed out of the pre-
vis:s issue, plus materizl by Bob Tucker, Lee Hoffman, Marion Bradloey,
Brrbara Chandler, Norman Ashffeld, Orma McCormick, and others, with
fichion by Verdan and Berger, This was as big a collection of "names”
as I had ever had, Cover, another beauty by Capella, stoncilled by Lee
Hoffman, Shortly aftor this one was issucd, Sship received an A-list-
ing in Sam Merwin's final Startling, and circulation was booming.

I returned from my summer vacation to find that SPACESHIP, within the
course of six months, had become one of the most popular mimeo fanzlines
and t he year and a half of obscurity was forgobten, #lly finally saw
the format crystallize along the lines hinted at in #12, first devel—
oped in #13, but not fully jelled until #6, The cover, by Capella,was
ruined in stencilling, for the third straight October, (0dd how I ruin
the cover pic that month.,) Interiours by Capella suffered a like fate,
and I took heed and bought a load of new mimeo equipment, unfortunately
too late to improve much of ;5. Included in #il was an article by
Mack Reynolds on writing, one by Ev Winne on the N3F, and stuff by Sem-
ens, Verdan, Boggs, and othors. Notable was the addition of Roger Dard
as permanent &ugtralian columnist,

#5 and #16Iappeared less than two months apart, despite the "guarterly
gbllcgtion‘ line on the contents page, and so they're too close for
istériecal appraisal. They did see the flrst colored paper Il've ever

used, the stiff orange stock used on the covers., #15 featured Russ

Winterbotham, who described the birth of his comic strip, and an arti-

cle on 4stounding which I had written for Wylde Star, a fanzine which

had folded in 1950 and left me a number of cut stencils, I published

the aSF article even thoush it was poorly stencilled a
glamor to the other pages, & P y ad and added no

#16 added Morton D, Paley as regular columnist, and foaturod L
Lorraine, 4s I write this 1it's only been out a’few wecks, and réiégg
respon§c-has Just begun to trickle in, so I'm unable o form any dcfine
itc opinion on thg issuao, But, as a rule, I'm satisfied with the cur-
rent lssue only till the next one is out, and then the earlier one joins
the ranks of the 1949-50 igsues in limbo,

?fAi§;HIP's circulation 1is now among the hiphest of the mimeographed
,‘n“-;esx a far cry from the days of 20 copies per issue. & combinate
icn ol price-ralses and foldings has made the mag the biggest regularly

appearing 10¢ mag on the market, which serves as a good selling point.

i et s -
ggisnL‘%Hthnniversary issue is intended not only to serve as a culmin-
on o 6 work of the first threc years, work which has pleased me
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ompletely satisfied my amblition to publish & fanzine of perman-
iﬁtngitgregt. ; hope to do‘g good deal beotter in the issues 10 cuue .
Just how much better depends, not only on the material I'm able to c¢ig
up and my own ability to fit words onto stencils, but on the comments
and suggestiong from the readers, destructive or otherwise, which are
almost as welcome here as new subscribers,

Some statistles follow:

ATE ISSUR # # OF PAGES SI COVER ARTIST
%pz 1949 H X5 §i{lverberg
May 1949 2 10 " Silverberg
Jun 1949 11 6x8 Silverberg
Sep 1949 ! 9 ¥ S8ilverberg
Oct 19L9 4 Levils

Dec 3 L9 ; None

Jan 1950 E 25 Segal

Apr 1950 2 ' § Lewis

Jul 1650 2 1 ¥ Lewis

Oct 1950 10 1 " 8Lx11 Lowis

Jan 1951 11 1 .. i Lewis

Apr 1951 12 2 u Capolla

Jul .'1':|51 1 2 A ca_p olla

Oct 1951 1& 26 . Capella

Dec 1951 185 26 " Capella

Feb 1952 1ﬁ 26 L Ward

Apr 1052 17 0 u Ward {bc--Keasler)
Seventeen iesues 02 DPp. Six artlats

And this Just about puts the c¢ap on the soventeenth issue, opening the
fourth yoear of publication, Rost assured that #18 will nof he 10 pages
~-this i1s strictly a onc-issue cexpansion-«but it will sell fFor tho us-
ual 10 price, and will contaln tho samo quality of materi?l you bave
come to expect, The feature next issue will bo by BRay lNelsen, about
Charles Fort, Jjust to show we'rec neutral, Supporting cast will include
Alice Bullock, Hal Shepiro, and all the regulars.

This issuo 1s being mimcographod in an extra-large edition, to handle
the extra fansg who, no doubt, will be enticed by the prospect of four
pages for a cent, I!ll appreciate it if eaclh of you will, if you enjoy
this issue (and I hope you will) recommend SPACESHIP to just one fan ,

If you like subscribing to Sship, then probably he!ll enjoy it too--and
I know I will.

S0 at last I reach the end of this issue, Pleanse dontt bo annoyed if I
donft get around to answering your lettsr of comment, but rest assured
that I appreciate your intereost in SPACESHIP and am deeply sorry that
the present inflated postal ratc makes 1t impossible for me to answer
each peraon who comments on Sship and still continue eating. Please do
write and tell me what you think™of this issue, and I'11 do my best to
make reply--but I'm not promising,

You can rest your eyes, now, because I'm too pooped to £ill the rest of
this popge, Take it awny, Max Keasler.

-~-Bob Silverberg
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