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Tt went of anything better to fill this page with, IT7i1

) n o f SRR s HoUT all sorts of things-

- : Fivet off, A9
thank thcese of you who haVL entered subseoriniicolt. .
that this issue does not disgppoint yo”. Tk civar Bs ot
ad hoyed for. But I was unable %o do wuch sssrcning
N7t éue to a heavy exawm schedval, just compieted regteX-
xt ifsue wil:l have a litho 00"9r if T can lcegta an
57 e . If . ¥CU want to take a fling at drawin send in your
work, I need a black and white ink Line dLuw.ﬁg; with a space
for the nane of the mag, and the numher. 4arviist gets two firee
copies of SPARX vplus as many copies ~f the 1itho as he wanis,
within reasot. Dosdline Tor the nexi cover will bhe Anril 10,

i al;o need litersry material of =sll sorts for iine naxw
fsaue 193 11 peagieegiat ol WNECERi s of stulf~~Tiction, noun-fizsticn;
humors. sericus; critieal, praising; in short, o ¥ thav
carn b2 mailed. Authors get their name in the thaix

stories, plus two free ccpies of oPARXK,

missing frcm the last issue is still missing. A4s ArCy Lyon hols
you it is the talk that Phillip Klass, alias william Tenn, d«
ivern cl at the Philcon. I'm still trying to get it. DBut

present, I am informed, Mr. Klass is at sea. ©So is a bit

N gt ahold of him. But I have my representatives at wox
e hope to have it in the next issue.
Lditorial nmusing...x
wondor if the Philcon Ilemory Book will be out in time foI tne
i
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I am typing this page, and certain other pages on a

naw (4o me) type of stencil called the "Buprame Elidcine
They nave a brilt-in cellnpharp sheet over the It s
to meke for bettier typed work. You carmot leitier rough 4b
t3e. If you use them you do not need Lo clean the fyne itwice

a stenci] 28 with conventicnal stenciis. Tyne clesn all
4-

uire, but

Wy nrJqu the proceeding. They cost $3.
3 are Wnrib

wor wuat 0 on the machine I%11 feel th

A ::c,xvzgr,

Since it seems to be the fashion to srate
vour vosition in the current disturbances in re Xap. Sc here
cong., L believe that the Iemurian stories, and the whole
furor is a terrific publicity stunt, I feel th fandon ousht
‘0 ¢n what it car to expese the hoax. I ue : cngt the new
columi g ad duqempb to met us o endorse Lue noaxr, I will
vrge a1l my friends to have nothing to do with the cclumn. I
Wl G0 sers my mags in for review, I will uvrge FAPA and SAPS

—

not %o -senc in. the m1¢ling~._'1n short, T will have nothing tc
d> with rap and Gr&ﬂ,m/khllllpsu Put I will neot ostracize any

wao feels gther ise, . I'think that 4%t is a personai ma’

Tha neswisiies Lo qevﬂ in his own fanzine For review,

Al ma, T i ask' ﬂﬁ+ hﬂ not.send in mine. In re if
{Yicre on page 14°)) 3
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Nelland pulled the hond of his parka over hie hesd and
rushed his way through the gwinging Iibrary doors into the atormy
woprld cutelde . AL firet he could thUA} sge: The ailnmos “here was

thick with failing sznow. and his gliasses were scon wei and almosh
STaque . CGrimly, hs Draggz down the @main road of the viilags in
the directlion of his hub.

UEEL o 5 il e e gomebody at his elbow. He squiniged. 408y
hello, Jacks c_l” he-grunted. "Didn't see you come up. Qiite s
blizzard, isn't it2" ; ) :

"You sdid it." Jackson's voice was dubious. "I never gussea-
ed what an asteroid winter might be like, Isn't there anything
we can do? Weather control, I mean. They've got that dcwn to 3
science ¢n the Imperial worldsn”

Neiland shrugg=d. '"Find us some materlal, he sa2id bibterly.
"We've figured it out theoretically. We've analyzed the motions
of gases with four place accuracy. But can we build anything
without machlnery ;

"You're rizht, I suppose. Everyboby I talk to tells me the
same uhing—~*nolud1no the food synthesists. They say their equip~
ment is falling to pieces. You know what that might mean.' He
scunded frightened. "Isn't there any way we can open up trade
relavions with the Empires

"“Guess not;' sighed Neiland. ”We’ve all wondsred about it.
But i% just can't be done. We haven't got any Lrancmihter3° e
oniy have one ship, and that's ready to collapse: we naven’
aven got enough fuel to 1ift ourselves off this damned as ufHJida
And they certainly aren't going to be char1+ab1e-~not with whe
tdeolcgical parrier that separates us."

Jackson made a disparazging gesture. '"But 15 ideology so
important? We'll be hungry soon, you know. Isn't just living
Lnore 1mportent than any social theory:" .

"They wouldn't take us. Not even if we recanted, abandoned
our creed of individual fresdom and surrendered ourselves uncond-
itionally to Imperial absolution. We're potentially subversive;
having once thought for ourselves, they reason, there's always
the chance that we might again."

Jackson was glum, "If I d known what I was getting into
when I joined the Malcontents...If I'd only known about this
economic isolation, this..,."

They had reached Neiland's hut. He turned at the docr and

ntervpted: "You know better than that. You believe ag much as
I do in free individualistic thought We're here because we
({Flip the page over, please))
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want to be, in the last analysis.

"Just the same, if we could 1leave...' Jaokuon lait ule
sentence hanging as he vanished into the snow. Nsilsand wag
frowning as he entered the hut.

% ¥

Ther met again a few dnys later. The snow had stopped
ing, and for mileg around the ville g8 there stretched a
vain of unbroken whlte. It's the price we have to pay fo
atnosphere, thought Nelland. Still, I hate it.,

He was golng to the coal mines; compul.sory mjnpr auty had
been voted in at the last Assembly. He rsmembersed ihe genxuam
consternation that had prevailed when 2 return Lo & cofl geonomy
had been nroposedo Mow even the coal pocket wag showing signs
of fadling- He tramped across tre hard-packed sgnow, tryinz nok
to think,

Jackson didn’t grest him; thevy merely fell into astep and
walked along lLoge Jh,_‘ Idly Neiland noticed an impgervium ring
on one of Jacwson's 1ingsrs. Good luck charm, he suprozed:

Some luck would ome in handy about now.

"T've been h¢nk1ng.' begun Jackson. "The Empire is so
centralized. Couldn't one of us get to Dictator II, and assasine-
ate him? And then we could take over during the d*qopganized
time that would follow, Maybe s2t up & new, liberal siate

"We can't leave," the cther replied wearily. '"Nox qlit
enough fuel to make escape velocity. And anyway--well, it'¢
hard to exrlain, but the fundamental principle of our philosophy
1s to allow each man a certain sphere of inslienabls righis,
which no one can violate,

"If ws killed Dictator, the interregnum that would rasb*f
would dwarf all the anarchies in historyn So many peopl wou“o
lose their lives, their property...It's a step we cuir] ur'* taxe
arbitrarily, wlthout the consent of the millions who . e viffect-
ed. & question of ethics. Old fashioned, but that's why we re
here, after all."

“ﬁuf 10 would free people from 1nte11eotual and physical
rery: That kind of centralized power can't exist forsver.
ner or later something will happen..."

‘Tae only thlnv that could stop the Empire now is intercislila
igvasicon, They've Got everything else under control. Economics,
mass psyoho Logys propaganda...We certainly can't do it. Biclog-
ically, as well ag philosophically,we're on the way out. Who's
going, to have children if the chances are fifty-fifty that a
child will die of cold within the first two weekdf‘ And. anyway,
people don’t want to be freed from slavery. They're sure of
iife and economic survival; they don't want any mors. Too dang-
erous to think. Somebody mizht have an idea."

Jackson's jaw was set.
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Jackson stole the ship the next nights They came and got
Neiland out of bed; he stcod, shilvering, on a hill near the field,
({Continued on page ’ _]fﬁn :
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ANALESTOS: People are.no damn 500d.
FROTELAMNES: 0Oh? What's eating you now?
A: I've just lately begun to see them as they really are. They--
F: But old boy. "no damn good" can’t be part or things es they are,
It's part of things as someone judges them.
At All right then, as I judge them, and as any clear-thinking
person should judge them, human beings are a pretty ‘sorry bunch.
They fizht a terrific war, and then due to theip indiffsrencs,
selfishness, lack of faith, and plain stupidity lose all the advan-
tages they fought for-- ° '
P: Is it the Atomic Bomb which has gotten you into this mood?
A: No, it's not. If 1t were certain that humanity 1s going to
blow itself to kingdom come, there'd be a streak of unconscious
decency 'in its foul nature. It's on the individual level thath I'm
really thinking about, and I don't just mean the letdown since the
war--that only proves the depravity. Look at them in the large;
any time and any place except a few rare bright spots, and you've
got to admit thawn they're the most_filthy,_perverted,‘hypocritical;
mean species’'in the whole animal kinzdom. They show colossal .
ingenuity in finding ways to degrade themselves,
P: Slow down, friend. Is i1t right to judge them by the standards
of the animal kingdom? You wouldn't judge a helicopter by the
criteria for a buggy, or a compometer by a typewriters Snould you
apply the standards of dumb beasts to the marvelous mechanisn man,
whnse functions are of an entirely different sort from animals'?
I'11 grant that so far as human and animal conduct i1s comparable,
men might come out morally bad (whatever that means) according to -
many tests. But is that so important compared to the other things
that man has to do? . ). '
A: Man thinks ot's important. That's why he continually denieés or
tries to cover up his shortcomings in such things.
F: Well. I bave to admit that. My point was that man himselfl 1s
the ouly generator of vwaluss, and is the measure.of all things.
How can you compare something to itselfl, or make dny radical con-
tragts between itself and a iarge part of itself? Like the other
dav s “adv of my aquaintance said that men were all alike, Jjust
chilgiens I couldii't point out to her,ibut I ean to you, that if
childiskness 1s imputed +to half of humanity, ths adult portion of
the cther half might bettser be considered the peculiar ones., Now,
1f you admit that the animal comparisons are rather irrelevant,
and most of-~ ?
A (breaking in): I don't have to use the animals for comparison.
A fraction of one percent of mankind does approach our ideals,
snd most people, to their greater discredit, realize that they
themselves are doing wrong and the fraction ig right. Though the
brilliant and virtuous mincrity--people like Jefferson, Emerson,
((Turn page, please))
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Debs, and Einstein--have a sickening lot of faults themselyes

when you get into it. But compared to them your masses of

people are no good at all--maybe once or twice 1in their lives

they do something great or noble, and spend the rest of thelr

time living it down. That's worse than total depravity.

P: You've been using a lot of pseudo~mathematical expressions.

May I ask whether you have worked out any figures in "this field?
It occurs to me that you'd run up against some knotty problems
unless you frankly used arbltrarily chosen measuring units to
express just "how far" people fall below your standards. '

A% Gripes, man, you can't be mathematical about something like
thiss ' : .

P (triumphantly): Then you're being visceral. Analestosy don't -
you realize that you'rse in the .grip of a mood? Even if you . felt
1like this all the time, i1t would merely signify that you were a-
soured personality. JThere’s no absolute; objective referent fob
these value” judgmentss They come from -dnside your skin; they
don't chsracterize something outside it. If they did, they could
be reduced %2 masthematical statement, > -
A: The malnsprings of motivation are inside ‘your gkin, to00.

When, say, vcu decide to pogtpons an enjoyment, you're not golng
through a process of mathematical reasoning. You're welghing
imponderables. - - - SR e 5 '

P: But you want to do such weighing while in a reascnably normal
state of mind. Look at Generation of Vipers, You'd think Wylie
‘was down on the whole human rdce, hs even castigates your Un-
common Msn. But thére are passazes 1ln the book, anid particularly
in his vision of future greatness, which show him taxing an sntire-
ly different view of human possobilities. If he didn't write .
those at different times. of thé day, he must at leacst have had a
"mighty mood~wrenching job to get his tune changed. The point is
that it is a mood. y- LT s TR A
A: Anybody that pralses Homo sapiens is in a mood, too, and a
very peculiar ohe. =~ - § 25

Pt I wonder if I haven't taken the wrong tack. I can't analyze
and refute your statement that we're no good until I see what usce
you intend to make of it; as it stands it's still up in the air,
not tied down to any concrete operations.

A: A generalization can have ultimate referents in a sheaf of
operations, but it's as a generallzation that we live 1%.

P:” But what do you have in view? Are you advocating race sul-
cide, or pessimistic individualism, or what? )

A: Say I'm just expressing my feelings, Protelamnes. They re
an operational fact.

'ifyoudidnftunderstandtheabOVejustreaditagainafewtimes.ihadtotwice
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The 0ld man sat on the hillside, smoking his pipe. . The
objects of principle interest, the man and the.hillside, would
each have .seemed bizarre and out of place if surrounded by the
culture which we presume to call civilization; without 1it,
their self-consistancy allowed -no efifect heyond a touch of the
exotic, The hillside, for instance, was guite foreign to any
experience of curs., It was steep, covered with thriving veg-
etation---but the plants were not earthly; their leaves were a
hesl=nhy purple. Taere is was, a pulple hill, sloping down to
an expanse c¢f sand, and, beyond that, the saline waters of the
Iinascin Sea. The sea! It was shallow, leaden, Vvaporous, and,
above gll, viclent. In the fifty-odd duys of Barth tiuae vhich
separete this phanet's noon and midnight the sea metamcrphosed
from a steaming demon to an icy rock which covered half the
planet. It was a dull sea, on which the sun never shone dir-
ectly. The shaft of sunlight which is a co.monnlace sight on
Earth is a transient, hardly glimpsed, phenomenon on Venus.
The mists and clouds shrouded the vision, and, without ihs
2id ef extrasensory aids--infra-red or microwace devices--1%t
was generally impossible to see more than five hundred feet
in any direction. _

Tis rand was grey, perhaps, but austere, no. During the
day, when. the temperature rose above the 50 C. mark, the
growing season was violent, and, in this basically hosp: table
enviroumsnt the sudden agbundance of growthh was even more
striking than on Xars, where the days and nights were almost
Fartl Kormgl (Li), and were much less extreme in temperature
contiest.

The tramendcus difference between the world of man's birth,
and his present habitat, wae ever a source of intense interest;
the adapticns whica he had undergone, physical and mechanical,
vwas ever engressing. In fact, com sidering the extent of the
adaption, ke was remarkahly comfortable, but that statement
made net the slightest impression on must peonle. The very
word "Veaus" was enough to make all but the hardiest tourist
groan; aad without the six sealed cities kept at BY eaviron-
Lent, these few would turn aside in favor of IHars, Callisto,
Pluto, or scme other equally hospitable place. IEven the
traders and the like who did venture into tropical Venus in
eoriv morning, when conditions were most like EN, shuddered
at the thought of a permanent dwelling there. Phillip Reil-
ley, the man concérned, laughed slyly at TN civilization and
continued to enjoy himself. He liked it there.

He was a thin, modarately tall man; his body was wiry,
active, and pale, in spite of occasicnal u-v tregitments,

One would have said that he was about fifty, and very well
((Page 22 is next)) =
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First off we have an apologetlc note from Vlncent'W1111ams in

re Tricks for ithe Trader:

"I am presenting you with this shesf of paper with
some trepidation. Presuvmably, if vcu find yourself
overvorked or not meeting 2o dpaall“u, you cCarn serizl-
ise the thing, much though I hate the id=2a. 4lico,
you may, if you wish, send it back. I don't care.

( (Maybe I should have.)) l '

"Please note, here and there in the manuscript.
rather promlnent tongue in cheek., I have employed my
best talents here and there to the base ends of init-
ating some/authors/ such as EESmith and someone else
whom 1 have forgotten...

“"Handle with care. Genlus at hand..

Vincent ullllams“

Next comes that eminent orthographist Rick Sneary writes.

Spelling by the editor. It takes to long to transcribe the

Snearyisms.

"...I give you leave to rip out 37 hairs from my

head, one at attime, in payment for not writing sooner...

"Cover was good, tho not very clear...one could
get a general idea / about people/, Gad JoKe must
be a giant. Taller than lilty, whom I remember as
no short thing...de Camp looks like a hero...Hmmm,
Guess all writers do. At least those I've met.

(anmplu. vV is soft and quiet with an air of 1nte111gence,

likx=~ ro many of his story people.)’
“I sligchtly disagree with Carter. True, the Pros

maka the good programs, and they are vhat a convention

8 wirepped around. ind poo to the con without them.
Jut tlxes poos and a tagir to one without fans. Ile,
S P've a week in Siberia to have heard Campbell.

But I74 just as soon spend an hour with Kénnedy.  ((

e

Jcke, please don't let it go to your head. You already

wear the largest hat in fandom. There wcn't be room

for anybody else in the réoom with you. 4ind you others,

please stop inflating him., I'11 admit he is a swell
guy, but PLEASE don't make al} his hats obsolete.))
And at the Pacificon I got more out cf Cockroft and
Tucker than van Vogt and Bradbury. Oh foo. I'd like
to go to a con lasting z week, with all the fans and
pros there...((Me tool)) ' '
"TAKLOFI! was very well done. 1I've read few fan-
stories that handled felling ((8ic)) better. = Whoever
Orrok might be he is first rate. Very good.
“Song--well I'm at least glad to read 1t I heard
, : (pee page 21)} _ " SEaeE
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VINCENT WILLIAWS | |
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Of course, as you all know, Gregor Hillem and his associates’
form the most important business group in the Terran sector Loday.
This has come aocoub through the trerendeus efforts of Cregor and
his crew, in spite of en early econcmic. dissdyantegs and the fact
‘that FHillen did no® enier the avena of Bupire ireding uatil the
early trsding Lines Lzd begun to consolicate and to progress towe-
rds the tremendously effective machine that we have today, :

Gregor Hillem first joined the trading system in the year
349 M--0f. For five years thereafter he shipped as crewman abeurd
the ships of the Ungar Lines, in positions ranging from jet clean~
er to chief pilot. In the sixth year, when Ungar merged with Klun-
cher Glip, the first of the all Verkian trading networks, Hillenm
left the company, to set up his own company.  He had saved most
of his pay, and with the aid of his good friend Iglor Higspedich
Merfs, o Verkian, he amassed the sum of thirty-five hundreds
credits oh the Terran Stobilization Doard. IHe gnd Hispedich bor-
rowed another two thousand credits, and sold stock to ciosa fricnds
for the balance of the eighty-five hundred needed to purchase an
early hyper-spacicl freighter, the Cobblie."

After patching up the Cobblie's hull and largely remaking
the hyper-spacial strain-inducer, they were gble to procure cargo
and passengers for their first trip, plotted from the Solar systenm
to an obscure planet of a sun about thirteen parsecs out, The
trip rassed without undue trouble, and, to the inmense surplise
of 211 concerned, broke even. To be truthful, there was a profit
of ten centicredits., Hillem and Iglor bought a bottle of beex
with it, and went through a series of dedications ghd  thet sy
wien they concluded the celebrations, they drank the remainder of
the beer and started hunting a return cargos

ihere were three more voyages of this sort. Two of them broke
even, and the third auffered a deficit of seventy credits thanks
to a hignly unfavorable gradient vhich deflected the ship about
three parsecs off course, The fifth, and last, voyage of the " géth
was Gifferent in a highly unexpected and almost perilous fashion.

Herfs (all Verkians are called by their names in rotation--
any lepse is apt to set them off on a long distance suik) scratch-
ed the tough expanse of skin which expended roughly batween his
fourth and fifth arms (counted clockwise, sterting with the arm
just to the right of the mouth) with his second leg. Then he
sheathed the claws on kis foot and slowly let it return to its
customary wosition. Gregor hung listlessly over jphe back of the
chair and wetched his companion. In the viewplate which was Lolt~
ed to the wall at Gregor‘®s left there was a large blue spct against
the dark background, Hispedich picked up his fifith feot and slow=

o -4 ~. ((Turn page, sfil vous plait))



ly scratched the space between his sixth and first arms. Then re
looked at tiie plate,

#3kip,; »125 parsec distant, ap*oachlng at 7G relative, signale
ling us to stop. No characteletic sign, e are carrylng three
hundred thousand credits’ worth of, Ingrem, Ergo..." He looked
down .at the fifth foot, still in position for scratching, and gbh-
sently ran a finger of hlb sixth hand around the major clawo Then
he locked up 4t Hillem, “"X think it's a pirate,"

"Well, they warned us. We haven't any armament." IHe. turned
around and Tan his eyes over. the control board, "they've started
up their drive again." The spol on the plate became more 1ntense-
ly blue; began to increase in sizes

Iglor nodded at the control board. "Get out while the get~
ting's good, They'll have trouble killing our drive with theirs
on full-. I hope, Get the power house really turning over, and
then feed the unit’'all ‘it can, take. You might wait until taef‘“’
a matter of milés away, I guéss. There's nothlng quite as mean .
to do to & pirate-as to start your unit when he's clocse by, run.
ning on his,"

Wohe  Hillem was interested, ' In the meantime, he shorted
(by reuiote contrel) a dummy load across the converter output,
and Jet the power level build up into the kilomegemegawatts,

& nasty. Rip heck out of any decent machine, But you bet-
ter not take chanceés." "He jerked a hand or two in the general
direction of the plate, The The 5pot had shifted to red, indicat-
ing that the range of thé instrumeént had decreased, The spot was
8till large, "Ten mllllon mlles," ruad Merfs from the calihra*tions
on the pla top

Hillem nodded, and Strﬂppcd hlmself thorough]y into hi
chair. "You okay, Hispy®" ' The VerKian shrugged six shoulacrs,
ond scttled himself o little mord closely into the indescribable
thing that served him es a chair. He looked more or less like g
highly intelligent blue beer barrel, with long grey ropes stick-
ing out of each end. There was a cluster of green things oun top
of the barrel, which might have been clumps of ferns, but actuvally
were eyes, €ars, nose,, and the like.  What "the likeM 1nc]udéd no
Borthman had ever been gble to make out. There was o large mouth
on ons. e¢dge of the barrel-shape, which.Verkian anatomists used as
the prime meridian for all tlieir interngl navigation. . Iglor was
designed vith hexilateral symmetry.

Gregor Hillem, who looked very much like a specimen of IHomo
sepicns (whickh he was) mnde somg sort of gesturc implying "do ox
die ” aad, hgving removed the dummy load, threw in the hyper-
spacial unit at full strain. There was a shock, of the type that
seems to caych you under the chin; and dlsorganlse all the fac-
ulties momentarily. When gregor recovered, he decreased power to
a more nermar level, and clucked his forvun llghtheartedly°

"Well, we got. out, of that one, HMerfs i

The Verkian was on. his feet, nosing around at the dlalso
grunting savagely atv the readlngs. Ve dide" The statement was
short, conc1se, and as bitter as the Verkians ever got. Gregox
stared at him for a split, second, and them the meaning of the
remaik began to penetrate, He shut down the hyper unit, There
was no sign of the pirate ship.

10 "((Page 20is next))
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The radar wave dropped through the: swirling Martian mists,
struck a surface. rehounded, and returned to the ghip, Teep with-

in the master ceompuier s scanrer anailyzed the wave frong, compared
it with a theoretical pattern, sud broke a ~irsuii: Tells jangled,

In the control rocm Jce.looked at me. YEomething's gorewy .,
he said, thinking ou® loud, *Showldnif te anyihing undel P
sandstorm but desert. Some kind of complex stryctnure down there.
Want to investigate?” ' i S :

nSure,’ I told him casually. I wesn'Sh irpressed by the
ibilities for mystery. Prohably oculy a jeserted casis and pl:
grims ! shelter, - ;

Now was I interested during the descent. as Joe steered us

|

through the tornado of fine particles that: rained -on tha fuil,
It was only when a sudden 1ull came, and We saw thie LTy D2i0ow U8,
that I knew fear, _ : : gro B :

What was it?° It was old, and it was broken; sand 1ay in great
drifts in the street, and where there had- been ‘towers there were
now only shattered stumps. Dut the architechture. . . wirerse nad I
seen those patterns? Somewhere, sometime, I had gazed on such a
city. I felt the dim stirrings of pseudo-memory -and a cold touch
of panic. : : , Sepasan

It was Joe who knew. "01ld Martian, by'the Geds of the Great
Conald® he yelled. He shook me in his excitement. -9 The Cld Haced
The ones who built the canalg! Must be one of their citias.

This is..." ‘

He stopped suddenly as he remembered. I knew heé had moment-
arily forgotten my Martian ancestry; I was humanoid encugh to
meke it slip his mind most of the time. Tongue-tied, he flushed
and looked awey.

80 that was it. OFf course I had seen those streects before.-
seen them vhen they were new and unbroken~-but tarcush the eyes
of the Msrtian race conscilousness., The cultural psgch men hed
explained it, but I nad never paid any attentioxn.

Until now--until the sight af. that sand-shrouded citadel
had jarred my memory-patterns into 1ife, I studied <the city. It
was not old; it was senescent. It brooded ip the haze,. ag- the
rushing sand that had hidden it for centuries: tore by above us.

We were at the storm center, the dead area where no alr moves.

Joe got out the portable cameras, "Don't mind, do you?" he
asked apologetically, as he began adjusting his equipment.. He
was plainly worried about how to behave in this unexpected diplo-
metic crisis, I grinned. =

"Why should I? As they say about that new rocket rfuel, L'm
ninety-nine and forty-four one-hundredths pre cent puree. Don't
start thinking of me as aseo" ]] ;

-

(GRS RS L)
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“he s¢otence trailed off. Like some gncient druanbeat cans

the thought: Aa earthman? I? How could I say that, with the
memories that even now were surging up within. me? _

Joe clicked a lever and aimed the lenses of his bank ¢f came
eras at the city. I glanced out. Directly before Us was a gap
in the wall where a long-fallen gate had once stood, - A watch-tow-
er had once commanded the-area before the walls; tons of wsand had
crumpled its roof and cracked its walls. The material of the buil-
dings in sight showed great splotches of decay where chemical act-
ion thousands of years in length were cating away the city's heart.

I turned away. "Joe," I said without looking at him, "Let's
pull out, Let's head back into that sandstorm and forget we ever
saw a city."

He stared. Slowly he shoved the cameras back and gazed at
me with a troubled frown, "How come?" He finally asked.

*Oh,..I dont know. You don't go digging in cemetaries, do
you? Let ‘tem rest." '

"You shouldn't be squeamish about the dead," he told me,

"You ran guns to Phobos during the Revolution., You've scen
death."

I didn't quite know what to say. "Yes, but,..this is diff-
erent, It's a people. My people." Suddenly I was mad. "Thev're
deed, I'm dead, The vhole darn planet's dead, bu% somebody
forget to bury it, Let's get out of here before we suffocoie.”

He looked quizzically at me. "Easy, guy, or we'fll have +o
report you to the Psvch Department. Okay. we'll go." _

Joe punched switches, and the ship rose., He glanced ot ne
nervously. and I knew we would never be the same together again,
But there was nothing to be said. He could never understend, he-
couse his race was still alive, .ine was dead, and it would
never live agoin. There was nothing to 8ay ¢

We sat in silence; the ship plunged up; through the endless
rivers of falling sand, ST

THE COLD WAR (CONT)

Watching the "Spirit of '00" climbing slowly on the tip of a .
swerd of flame. .- 4

"Teking 1t slow," somebody commented. "Trying to coax

enough power out of the engine to get away from our graviiation-
al field--which is small, He won't make it., We figured it ail
out long ago." : g SO

"He's irrational," nodded Nelland, "It looks as though he
might make it, so he's trying., I should have guessed——he's.bégn
acting strangely.," ' _ o

The ship was high by then, little more than a dull cinder in
the dark sky of the asteroid. We have got a damn small gravitat-
ional pull, thought Neiland, Could he make 1t?

Higher, higher,..Almost against their will the men were beg-
inning to wonder. Was 1t possible? Had they been wrong? Wasg it
Tf) ' ((More on page number sixteen)) J e :

i ] T
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EDISON'S CONQUEST OF MARS
Serviss, Garrett Putman (1851-1929) A S s s
Edison's Concuest of Mars by Garrett P. Serviss, Carcosa
House, Los Angeles, 1947. Copy number 701 of the limited. --
first edition of...fifteen hundred copies. 238mm.

I1lustrated by Bernard lignley, Jr., with copies of the origin-
al newsneper drawings. -

Te on oxparienced science-fiction fan WEdigen fs Conguest
of Jgrs' Ys nut a particularly. impressive story. But when
sou reavize that it wos written in 1898 it ‘@ssumes 1iTs proner
perspeciiva. TFor its time, it had no equal. Wwells's story
on which it was based, “"The War of the Worlds," was not an
interplanerary., .1t .was stfictly g study of the earth, with
the llartians as thé menace. "Edison's Conagiest" is the first
modern space.operf. . '

I vill not try to analyze the story in’any way. I will
just- say that I enjoyed the story very much, It is a bit
archaic, by present standards. But so does that standard
classic, "Skylark of Space.' If you feel that: the latter is
hopciessly out of date, the former will be a waste of your
nouey, urless ywv are a completeist. I do not kzgrudge the
monsy L spent on tas volume. s
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van Vogt, 4. B.(1912-) : i ‘ )
The Book 6f Ptath by A. E. van Vogt, Fantasy Press, Reading

Pou, 1947a iTimited first edition of 3C00 copies.
Illustrated ¢ty A. J. Donnell. : -

©The Book of Ptath needs ho introduction to Unknown .
reagders. For the rest of the meb, sufice it tn say that 1t
is similar to many of lerritt's works. ((Oops, two fis in
suffice, aren't there.)) To go just a bit further, it con-
corns an earthman, who is awaKened into ancther world, as
an embryonic god (adult, not foetus) ‘and his mental growth
To full godhood. There are two beautiful, and at bimes
predatory woemen involved. Morestwnlar U, = Iy

van Vogt is mediocre in this work. It is not his hest,
ond most assuredly not his worst.The illustrations are not
Ponnell 's best. In short the book falls a bit short of
Tantasy Press's usual excellence.

IT you have not read the story, I would recOmend that -
you buy the book. It is not bad fantasy. I merely warn you
that it is not h e best of the current crop.:
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*-L-ou'?' st with ‘rhe TASFRY I nml
,woﬂt’m,an...o in. qond~ng Shagay -to A
e 1 feac Shagey that it was more ‘of P
coinbzine, T The cliud spopSOTshlp may have

G 5 1"10W Tuf it se emed Tairly evizenl tigh
vere pure Burbees, S&p: I'1l speak to you no mahter
n& on the matter, thvI'll have nothing to céo
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' The Philcon Photos are still-on sale. 3
a7 to those on the cover of the Jast ish,’I have pictures

=

rmsit, EESmith, Tucker, Lshbaeh;:.ud do,: Korsghak, Davis,
- Klass, GOSmith with gultar gnother shot-of Ley, a
shot, A1Y¥ are priced at 15¢ each for.a picture size of

ALl are-enlarged tc make good.composition. A1l my

3 J'JRTE bsen satisfied. Jos. Kennedy wirote (of the Tl e 1T

vres of -JoKe) "Toe pics were clear, neat, well-~-tgken, and more
R

thaa n&tLS‘&CtCUYa“ \that more endorsement do you need? Come
on, axl of you, I need the money. 4And you need the pictures.
“ey are ths Lest thot wers taken, beyonu a <o 1ot Iuch clegrer
than the reproductions in SPARX. ,

0N you are loo king for a
good, well dene fanzine of rather a high toned litersry type,
I suggest that you lcok at "The Gorgon.' Published hy 3tanley
Mullen, 4936 Grové Street, Denver 11, Col,-at 15z, 1 yeax (7
ish) for six bits. I menulon it here because it hawppened to
come this mornlng, reminding me of its qualluy, '"Tis a very.
fine mag, Stan =iy
Iflationary. note.;.blnoe'SPARA I's gettirg oig-
grr and bigger, and since the cost of: paper:-is- getting blb_:r
and highsxr, I am forced th announce that in-an.effort to keep
wy Aosses at a low level the price of a copy of SPARX is herahy
advenced to ten cents. All pxesent. subscrlptlons will be filled
at the old rate, of course.’
" i If Vou feel the urge to advertigze
eom°+nenn or other in o?ARA thers 1q-°.mo"ﬁ(urlln1t d smace
Sy -ﬂh‘e at & price of 3Y.50 per pege. CGireulation ian the
neigiuorhood 6L . IEE5\) '

_ ) NexﬁfissUe:is .due to-Ee in' the mails eon
middle of May. I<hope that I. w1ll keeziele toimzice
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THE COLD WAR {CONT)

e

essaee? WNelland grinned sardonically in the darkness. Fach of
Lhem drobably would have troed it if they'd dared, hs thought -
Mayns T would have, if I had been bhrooding about things the w2y
Jackeon dido

me ship was slowing. '"Just a little more," said Neiliand,
not realizing that he was spesking aloud. Soms one was CULHL1E
monntonously in a low tone.

Then 211 motion stopped. ™or a2 timeless second the spark
that was the ship hovered motionless, almost in the zenit?e Then ,
slowly, imperceptibly at first, it began to drift back. “"No good."
somebody muttered. '"Used up all the fuel, Hasn't got any left
to break his fall., Poor guy." Neiland stared, hypnstizec, at the
ship. It was dropping faster...faster...

It was three hours before the wreckage cooled enough to
allow a search. The first streamers of dawn were cold in tns siv
when they were through. All that was left of Jackson wag an ai-
most unrecognizable mass of charred flesh and an old feshioned
good luck charm., It hadn't been good enough,

¥ 3 L3

"Going to work early?" asked Neiland's wife,

”They?ve doubled the shifts," he answered briefly, 'The
pocket's about done for. Everybody's working hard.  Rut it won'™
be for long."

He scowled at the wall of the hut as he adjusted his parka.
No, it wouldn't be for long. Winter was still far in the future:
perihelion was almost a year away. He knew that no one weould be
alive on the asteroid when it came.

"And some fools thought the atomic bomb was the wltimate
weapon." he said, to mobody in particular-

"Wwhy, what is?" asked his wife.

Soclology, of course. Nobody knows just how deadly s weetan

the social sciences car be. We've had a glimpse." He onencd u.e
door and braced himself against the blast of icy air. "Wha: scod

is a theoretical knowledge of the principles of an atomic bomh, if
you haven't got the resources to build 1t%" Laughing at the con-
cent, he weni out, closing the door behind him.

Somewhere, he thought, somewhere there must be a God, who
sits, and sees, and records. A God that will make up for the
cold and the darkness; for the childlessness; for Jackson; for
the reality of the failure that becomes clearer every day. This
couldn’t really be happening; freedom couldn't be stifled like this.
Blessed be those that are persscuted for righteousness’ sake, for
thelirs 1s the kingdom of heaven.

But he shiveved as he thought it. A raw wind was blowing,
ahd snow was beginning to drift down from the grey sky, It was
cold...cold...
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"Your hyper unit," grunted Hispedich sadly, "had gotten us
into trouble. We've lost our locality."

"What?"

"Locality. Local conditions, local charge, local--localitye
Now you can get us back. Your hvperspace 1s a very simple concepth.
Outside of norm space, on the borders of-~I don't know---
the three dimensional cross-section which we refer to as "the univ.-
erse''--we can go faster, with less effort, and we can toke advan-
tage of the fancy bends and gradlents in the fourth dimension of
norm space-—-the simple cross—section, mind you. But always, when
we wish to get out of norm space, We raise oupr potential. When
we wish to return we lower it once more. Now, Buster, you--we--
have blested ourselves over the "energy hill" into the next valley.
You can get us back.," Iglor stamped back to the rear of the con-
trol room, opened a cupboard, and found a bottle of the something
that the Verkians eall Dyrbl. It is composed largely of methyl
ethyl ether, and Merfs could get very drunk od it with no fear of
a hangover. Hillem scowled at him.

((And, with that scowl, we leave our two jolly #{dpdd friends
until the next issue. Ed))

ihopethatyouwilllastuntilthenextishihaveputthemssintheiceboxihave

STRABEER=CLUB

If any of you fen happens to be in or near Boston on a Sunday,
you might, if it's the right Sunday, be interested in visiting/
joining the Stranger Club.

The Stranger club is just a discussion groups Wo meet once
a month, at the home of one of the members, for a gabfest. The
meetings run from 3-12 PM, plus or minus. They normally are on
the first or second Sunday of the month.

I YOU are around the neighborhood, drop me a line, and
I1'11 let you know when the next meeting will Dbe. We are always
gald to have any sort of human visitors., (Flease check all BEMs
at the door.)

Regular autendees include Art Widner, Chan Davis, Ha:iry
Stubbs, Dave Thomas, Tim Orrok, Boff FPerry, B1ll lMason, Jchn
Pomeroy, Sam 3Bowne, s many cother well xiown and net o0 well
known fen. LI you know of any other fen in the neilghborhnob,
just send ‘me their names, and I'11 put them on the maliling liste.

: , : G ry Spelman
{hope Loseeyouatas trangermeetingso Henry Spelwan

SACRED TO TH

\
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IETTERS (Cont)

so many remarks. “Too-bad they didn't have encugh
back of them to really do anything. 1liy mote is
don't laugh at scmething (make fun of) unless you
Wapitstos Tight- s © v '

WTHE LITTLE FLO.LR. Good humor. Hehehe. I have
always wanted a robot, or maybe a lion that would do
vhat I said. Did you ever think how important you
would be with a lion that could understand English, and
and would do what you said? Great dream stuff.
Here, have a puff... -

"Goodby, and a happy Ground Hog and palmer day.

Rick"

Having dispensed with the interpreter, we hear from Leslie
Hudson. -

% ...z very good job. That photo cover was OK tho
some of the pics could have been a little plainer.
I realize tho the conditions under which they must

have been taken. ((Wo, I was sober at the tiume.))
Gool idea for a cover anyvay. : : :

“Carter's article was interesting and just about:
okl pelal R vICEc T R o Rl o

VTAKENFF Y was fair.

" /Song/ was geod, really funny.

YBoeck review was all right.

%"Heven 't read anyvthing by uilliams before, but
THE LITYLE FLOWER was excellent. In fact, I believe
it was the best thing in the mag... '

Leslie Hudson"

Next one of the sages of llilwaukee, Bob Stein.

WSPARX ‘isn't a bad zine..not particularly wunner-
ful either tho. I guess I just don't go for fanfiction.
nps pardon me. Your fanfiction above average.
Stein"

And Tom Jewett.

W, ..Carter's article was okay, but could have been
further developed. The ficticn didn't eppeal to me.
The 'A-Ma-zing'! verse was good, Book revieu fine. The
cover was okay, if a bit blurred in places...

Tom Jewett

And thatfs all I have room for, unless I use some quickies as
fil1lers later. Thanks for all the fime 1etters T have received.,
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RBCALL (CONT)

preserved, One would have been very wrong.. Reéilley. remember-
ed the day that the United Tations was foundedt If-his me.
ory had been a little more certain as tb the exact date of his
birth, he would have boaSued about 1t but, as a scieutist of
cons1derablel standidg, he felt the need of accurgte data' before
mzking any. foolish statements. Higds feellnge oil' ‘the matter

were not streng encugh to mgke him corsult his REFREA (univer-
sal refererce-tane lTibrary-ihdex) about it i

His face was built on a defirit®ily angular -and: Juftl g
mould; hls,eyebrows overhung 'his dzep~set ‘eyes iu-a mghner which
was strongly remeniscent of the neanderthal; his chin jutted
out in a way which most definitely was not. The rough ccntcur
of the latter was concealed by a profuse and badly trimmed white
beard. Reilléy's eyes were blue and ‘penetrating; quins the
most remarkable feature of his body. They were acute, well
trained eyes, and Reilley seldom m1ssed anythlng that was going
on, througn their default

So far, there is 1ittle whleh mlght be ca11ed exce831ve1y

out-of--the-way in Rellley S appearance, ‘A strikivg ‘man, per-
haps, but riot a bizarre one. “His dréss and action comoTefed
the picture, and produced the effect. It was very warm--even
for Venus--and Reilley was wearing a pair of ragged green
shorts, very pale from years of wear and washing: A10brd the
belt Zoops straggled a wide compartmenred belt; flnlshed in
somz sort of highly resistant leather-like plastic. It con-
tained and supported a great: msny ‘gadjets--first ‘aid kit, radio,
amrdﬂitlﬁn and a huge old fashiorned ,45 which was protected
gerheu novsture and. fumes by a monomolecular film of one of

many rovel new synthetic resins. *He was fully prépared for
any eventuslity.,

It might be supposed that, as he sat there on the hill-
side smoking, he was. con51der1nﬁ_some weighty scientific pro-
blem, perhaps estjhetinﬁ the amount of ultrascnic power nec-':
essary to blast, uhD mists of Venus out of exictence, or del-

Lprau;“g o1’ ihg sabject of o geolobrcal survey of the preigh-
borhoof, He was not With the tremendous- coficentratibn:which
only a highlwu talbﬂde mind can bring to bear on a prot?em
Phillzp ?chTPy wa§ digging a' small’ Hole im the ground " with
the big toe of his 1eft foct. Occasionrally, he would pasuse
brieflv tn suck on his pipe and exhale a tremendous cloud of
vite vepor. He was perfectly content with his idleness for
the moment; he had been eseful--siavishly so-- .
for a. nood maly years, of his life, and he probably wou]d be
again in due time. But, for the moment he Was quite happy
to. sit and c¢ig.,

It " was at night that Reilley's work was done, durlng the
long and not’ too dreary period when temperatures hovered for
EN months far below the freezing point. Then, confined to the
house most of the time, he would brOak out the tools of his
trade as physicist and engineer By the time sunrise came
around, he Had usually produced several major contributions
to the comfort and well-being of the systemd -:Even now,: the

e 10y ( (More yet on page 25))
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This is' the story of a man. No special'sort. of man he,
such as you might meet any day on the pages of "Frightfully
Fantastic Foturistic Fascinating Fantasies;" but rather: just
2 plain simple "little man." Now I may caution you, dear
reader, away from the misteken impression that: our hero was a
littie man physically, for he was of normal height {(could this
be Ashley?? But the anthor does not know of him.. Gad. Bsp.));
now was he a "littie man mentally, being of I 96 ({(whew, I
guess that clinches i't. It ain’t Ashley)).: It was:just that
after meeting him’'one was sure that he had met a “little man.™ .

Now, on the day that our story starts, our little man,
just as all cther good little men, received a. very officlal le-
tter that spaketh unto him and said "Greetings...come in unto
me." ‘Yes, dear reader, you guessed 1t; our little man was
drafted, just as all other good little men. P v

"'He appeared at his draft board, was interviewed, classifi-
ed, and, as if by ‘the will of God, sent to the United States:
Naval Traidjng“Senter,meeat ILakes, Illinois, there. to undergo.
TAA G AT 2/ KB AR S/ the finest training a man may receive.

At boot camp, -true to his title of w1ittle man," he received
neithier aay commerrdaticis, nor aty happy~hours, In short, he
was just an’ avenase- boot, and at the conclusion of his training
he, glong with many others, received his classification inter-:
ViEW., ! ' '

Now it might be remarked that the interviewer, one Sp(C). -
/¢ Thaddius lutsiepup, had been married but one short week,. .
and had far better ‘things to think of than the boots in end- .

less stream across his desk, even as you enhd "I, dear reagder, -
in the same situation, So, when our little man appeared be-
fore him, he merely asked name, age, and occupation. . ie
thought nothing cf the ansvers received, merely writing .them
mechznically in the appropriate balnks, ' and thkus he wrote

on the face of our little man's service jacket "this man 1is a
qualified, 4A-1 Frumper." o S

’ These of you who are of religious frame 'of mind -may -say
that the next was willed; those of i you who' are ¢oldly scient-
ific will say it was just ‘by chance: nevertheltess our little
man vas sent; by some inscrutible quirk of “BuTzars, ‘directly
to an overseas embafkation point; thence- bt a short step .to -
a berth abourd ship. o baval (il (i by ‘

when he came aboard his ship ‘he'was received by the :Chief
Boatswains Hate ( (CBM nhenceforward)), whe'upon seeing the -
large inscription on our little'man's'serviceﬂjacket...“this-
man is a qualified'A-I Frumper" decided that this was rather

: . ((Turn to page. D4 )) - 23'_



THE FRUMIER (Gont)

an unusual recruit, and took it upon himself to tell the capi~
ain. Now we know perfectly well that the CRE, one Chiaf Javg
X Cup, had no idea at all what a frumper was. However, vwish-
ing to make a good impression on the Captain, as he was strik-
ing for uarrant Officer, he determined that since this might
be important, he would be the first to tell the Captain. He
did, and the reaction was just as you, dear reader, have
gucssed. The Captain, a 120 day wonder--he flunked one month,
and had to repeat--sent for our little man. Alas, I dread to
say it, this Captain was utterly unlike the usual run of HNaval
Ofificers:; He didn't have the siightest idea what a frump, or,
for that matter, a frumper, was! IHe determined to find out the
easy way. He put the entire facilities of the ship at the
dieposal of our little man, and ordered him to make the ®big-
est damned frump " that had ever Dbeen made. Our littlse man's -
eyes 1lit up, even as yours, dear reader, and mine would in
like circumstances. r ot _ % N
He proceeded forthwith, under forced draft, to the metal-
smith shop. There he procured a sheet of 16 guage aluminum,
(It might be added here that our little man would much rather
have had 18 guage, but there was a war on...) Taking this
sheet, he trimmed it to a perfest square eight feet on a side.
Them he folded the jopposite corners of the sheet together,
forming an isosceles triangle just eight feet on a side and
aproximately 11.31368 feet on the hypotenuse. Then he again
folded the two acute base angles of 45° together forming a
smgller triangle about 5.65684 feet on a side, ahd 8 feet on:
the .hypoyenuse. .This he did three times. Our little man,
being a “"little ‘man", did not rezlize that all this mathemat-
ics(omited from the text) was involved. He just did his work
like the good craftsman that he was. Next he grasped the
mass of metal at just the :right point, and drew them apart
with two steam winches. He thus unconsciously created, without
knowing. it, one of what we call one of the Platonic Solids.
Then he brazed and silver soldered the joints to form a tightly
sealed airtight, watertight, lighttight tetrahedron. (I might
remark at this point that the tetrahedron was not nearly as
tight: as your author is, gentle and fear reader.)

He polished his Platonic Solid platonically, but with
farver, first with steel wool, .them with emery clotia;, taper-
ing off to crocus cloth and jewlers' rouge, until it shined
like a babies .((censored. This is a family magazine.)}).

He them announced to the Captain that the frump would be

ready in about three hours. The Cagprain -invited all his friends,
and a few admirals to see the show. 'The ship sunk three
Plimsol merks from the load of brass. ' h & s

. Our little hero took over the fantail. '(To the uninit-
aite, the fantail is the ((censored))-end of a 'ship.) He put
his (platonically) loved masterpiece in a vise, with ample
layers of asbestos between it and the jaws ‘of the vise. He"
heated the tetrzhedron first with a blowtorch through red, and
orange heat. Then he shifted to oxy-aceteline torches, and
heated it through yellow and white to that bluish white that
>4 ( (more on page the 25th)) g2 b
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cmna2 mzin raoom in his house was domirated by thie traditicnal
clutter of his workbench. The ertire rear wall of the room
was a mass of bench, cuphoard and drawer. Tiecre wvere two
comraratively small windows, quite overshadovwed by mountains

of equipment. Three large multi-disled gadjets sat by them-
selves on the bench deing nothing. 4 large, immensely comp-
licated vacuum tube lay on one corner of the bench, with
heavily insulated cables trailing away from it. Across the
room was a section just opnosite in character; this was just

a "set." A strip of thick rug, several extra-luxurious chairs,
and a mahogeny table were the main props. Reilley used it,
after shaving, washing, and dressing in "civilized" clothes,
when had was forced to use his televisor. Very few of Reilley's
associates had any idea that the rest of the house was not on
the same elegant scale.

His hed, stove, refrigerator, sink, toilet, and all the
other necessities of life were of unpretentious design, and
scattered about the room in out of the way places. uLith the
pover plant and garage-hanger in the el, it waa a very capable
sort of house, With the aid of a door system which was actual-
1y equivalent to an air lock and an air conditioner he was '
ables to keep himself from alternately freezing and parboiling.
He had decorated it largely with gadjets, but there were sev-
aral fine reprodactions of paintings, a few etchings, and
some photographs on the walls--nne of the latter of the crew
of the *Tiny Tim Two," the first interplanetary rocket. with
luck Reilley might have been aboard. That honor had been
deny=d him; he had been far too valuable to waste on a possihle
failure.

OQutside, Reilley lurched to his feet, and retired to his
house. In thne distance, he could hear the first wails of one
of the sgqualls which were so increasingly common as sunset
approached. He stood at the door and watched the scud take
shape from the dull shadow of the mist, and go scampering
across the low sky. /s the visibility lifted momentarily, he
saw the sclid, trunk-like body of the storm approaching. IHe
stepped inside and shut the door. ]

thigishberirstoraseriesky timaboutphillipreilleywatchformore!./

THE FRULDPER (Cont)

is just barely below the melting point.

sumaoning the Captain and all the observers to come and
observe, he esnatched up the near-frump, and ran back (he
was not yet quite salty enough to run aft) to the extreme
stern. Then, oh moment of all moments, he leaned as far as
he could over the side of the ship, and let drop his master-
piece. As it his the water in a cloud of steam, there was
_the most terrifiic pfruuuump ever heard!

yg;l?ﬁcnodontcomeatmewiththatknofeijustpublishedithewroteit

()
@)

P.5. I wrote it, and I'm glad I did. B eAG



To be held in Toronto, Ontario fron 3-5 July 1948
Send that doilar for TORCON membership to:

Ned licKeown

1398 Mt. Pleasant Road

Toronto 12, Ontario o
Canada.

Plans proceed apace. The first issue of TORQUE is out with
tie first details. Don't wait another day. - Get that buck
in the mail to Xed todayl ;

- %

The Aven edition of " The Turking Fear,"” by H. P, Love-

' +he stands.. Contentss The Shunmed House, The
Cfesr Tre Coleur Out of Space, The lameless City,
Tcdel, Arvthur Jermyn, The Unnemable, Tne Call of

e licon.-Bog, Cocl Air, The Hound. A .very worth-

2 ction. It is, I believe, the first HPL collection
ot Tims no ferward, introductiob, or preface. .AlLl there is
is thiz usual inside-the-cover blurb. Avon Library i#136.

"Fantasy Book", the new promag is out, and nct at all
had, Wwibl have to wait- a while hefore I can say how I like
the way it's going. First issue is all right,

"Hercules, ly Shipmate," by. Robert Graves, Creative
Lge Press, is another Graves historical romance. ras gods
snd ccdesses all through it, in a matter of fact manner.
Foiv amount of sex. If you can get it, as I did, at a
cl.arance for .50, it might he worth the price. List is
w3. -Published in 1945,

This is the end for SPARX number 6. See you apain in
three months, I hope. 3 S .
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