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EDITOR’S COMME NTS

Time has a way of flying and it flew so fast that I missed 
the last mailing and this mailing is FAST approaching. I am 
staring this issue on Nov. 13th and hope to have it in the mails 
in time to make the mailing. At present I am also typing on the 
Pulp Era #68 and First Fandom Magazine and have promised to run 
oTrFred Cook’s fTne~TanzTne Bronze Shadows this week. With all 
this staring me in the face this week, it seems that I will spend 
a goodly share of each evening this week down here in the base
ment

Of course, this will also mean that I will have to keep 
this issue short or be unable to get all this done.

Have had a number of fannish visitors here since the last 
issue, some that come to mind quickly are Dale Tarr, Bill Clark, 
Fred Cook, Hal Shapiro, and Roger and Pat Sims.' Attended the 
Midwestcon in Cincy, changed my mind about going to the Nycon, 
but only spent one day and one night there, and then also went 
to the Octocon. Also went to Detroit for a couple of parties.

On to the mailing comments, I’ll not be able to mention 
each zine by name nor give full comments on them, rather this 
issue I’ll just answer any questions to the editors name and 
perhaps chat for a short bit on things in his zine or zines.

Billy Pettit; No I haven’t finished with the Grues yet, 
but will do my best to get the material I want down on master 
as soon as I finish the above mentioned zines. I still do not 
have my entire collection sorted out but should be able to give 
you a listing of the Playboys I have available shortly. You’ll 
notice that in the last issue I listed a number of the Adams 
and Sir Knights that I had. I would prefer to trade these for 
pulp magazines, but will sell them if you insist. The trades 
nedd not be for science fiction and fantasy as I am interested 
in all pulps and still need many items such as Thrilling Adven- 
tures, Red Star Adventure, Double Detective, Adventure, Five^ 
Novels Monthly, The Lone .Eagle , Sky Fighter s,~Pete "rTce Western, 
Popular Western, Popular Detective’', Black Book PetectTve, and 
many, many, more.~As for more ot my own wrTtTng, I am working 
on a few articles right now, but they deal more with the pulps 
than with things fannish and would better appear in the Pulp 
Era, Lore, Bronze Shadows or The Pulp Collector, than here.' I 
am now wor king on a short articTe on Thunder~Jim Wade a series 
character that appeared in Thrilling Adventures. “TF“enough of 
you would like to see it appear here, I will print it and then
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perhaps reprint it in the Pulp Era at a later date. Let me 
know. I like your idea of a Tanzine devoted to fanzines and 
research on them. I know my own fanzines have been an offen
der to anyone trying to do research what with the various 
title changes and combinations t .at some of them have gone 
through during the past seventeen years. In fact I’m not sure 
myself that I have copies of all one-shots I’ve put out, 
or that I even remember them all.

Hank Luttrell: Enjoyed meeting you at the Midwestcon and 
Nycon. Hope to see you again at next year’s Midwestcon.

Ed Cox? Enjoyed the old fanzine. Would hate to attempt 
+o describe entering my basement, however. You would have to 
see it to believe it.

Dave Hulan: A thin issue for you, but I imagine that if 
I were in the position you mention that I wouldn’t even have 
one out. Enjoyed both the articles very much.

Larry Montgomery: I can’t remember the first s-f novel 
that I read but I’m almost sure that it was one of the Argosy 
serials. I know that shortly after reading a few of the serials 
running in Argosy I purchased a copy of Wonder Stories and went 
on from there as far as s-f was concerned. I do remember that 
my older brother (he was killed in W II) and I used to buy 
different pulps and then let each other read the others. For 
instance, he bought all The Lone Eagles and I bought all the 
G°8’s. That way we could read all the pulps and still have 
our own collections. I can also remember hitchhiking to 
Toledo whenever I had $2.00 saved up and buying a year of 
Argosy or All-Story. The back issue store there sold me 52 
issues (by the year) for $2.00. I now have the majority of 
Argosy back to 1888.

Ned Brooks: Welcome to the group. My favorite records 
are Johnny Maddox playing ragtime piano. I am also against 
any type of censorship.

Lon Atkins: I hope this is a better mailing. Wish I 
• had the time and energy to do more for it. Maybe next time? 

But I’ve been saying that for quite awhile now, haven’t I?

Arnie Katz: I was against the "Pongs” on general prin
cipal, and it seems that most fans were too as the vote at 
the Nycon showed.

Thats about it for the comments, now on to the final 
mind-shattering installment of that stupendous serial, -- 
CAPTAIN POW’’
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CAPTAIN POW by Gary Zachrich

Episode three

In the last thrilling episooe, you will remember that we 
left Captain Pow hanging on a cliff face four thousand eight 
hundred and ninety seven feet from the ground. A gallant 
gesture on his part had allowed his companions to escape, 
while Pow remained behind to hold ofp the Glurgle pack while 
they dashed for help in a captured flittie. Returning to 
the scene, we find the courageous captain hanging from a 
solitary root shoot that had grown in a small pocket in the 
rock by his pearly, strong white teeth.

It had been at least four hours since the flittie had 
escaped and Pow was rapidly tiring. Even his strong white 
teeth were beginning to tire. "If only I can hang on for a 
little longer,” thought the captain, ’’Surely help will arr
ive.” His hands and feet had long ago failed completely. 
They dangled uselessly from his magnificent body like limp 
strings of string. The acid taste of the root built up in 
his mouth, and without thinking, he turned to spit. Down, 
down, down he tumbled, wind roaring in his ears, brain func
tioning quickly, and a cry in his mouth. "HEEEEEEEEEEELP"

Suddenly, a flittie appeared. It was Chako, Pow’s 
faithful companion who never let him down, matching his 
speed and bringing the flittie under the hurtling hero. 
’’Good old Chako” thought the gallant as he struck the top 
of the closed hood on the flittie, bounced off, fell the 
remaining distance to the ground and hit with a sickening 
thud „

One hand was warmer than the other. 
Definately! A warm cool something seemed 
to surround him. A voice saying something. 
What? ’’Captain.... .Captain..... 11 is me 
Miss Farteed, can you hear me? You’re 
all right now. I think you can hear 
me, speak to me please. You are in 
a hospital and safe now. Please 
say something. Please.” His 
lightning quick mind responded, 
to the gentle voice. "Where 
and when am I?” mumbled the 
courageous warrior. "You 
are in the hospital, and Z^ik. J
quite safe. Hardened as 
you are through years of ,
clean living and rugged 
physical activity, your dr Klei* a/
magnificent physical '
condition saved you from 
being injured in the fall, 
and the reason your right 
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hand is warmer than your left, is that I am holding it in both 
of my soft dainty ones.” answered the cuddly voice of Miss 
Farteed. "But what you don’t seem to realize" said the Captain, 
"is that I can not see. The faT must have impaired my sight. 
Alas, my daring career as a professional hero is over. Woe is 
me!” "No, silly" cooed the lovely miss, "All you have to do 
is open your eyes.” "Jove* You are right." said the captain, 
"All I had to do was open my eyes. I feel well, too, and what 
a relief that is. I actually had a moment of doubt just be
fore I hit the ground.” Miss Farteed smiled and said, as she 
gazed at him with her limpid brown eyes, "If you feel up to 
it, you are invited to dinner at my fathers home this evening 
for a farewell picnic. WE’11 have it in the garden, and go 
over the events of the last few hours. Commissioner Touchable 
.nd Chako will be there too.” "But what happened to the Glurgles 
and how did you escape?" questioned Pow. "Well, we called out 
the Planetary Police when we got back to the city, and they 
promptly raided the stronghold with a full combat division of 
shock troops. The Glurgles had already left and retreated 
farther into the mountains. It is likely that they had a space
ship somewhere in there, and have returned to their home planet. 
I don’t think we will have any more trouble with them now, 
thanks to you." said Miss Farteed in her musical voice. "We, 
you say we?” exclaimed the captain. "How can you say we when 
you were a captive when my companions escaped. I smell a fish’." 
"Oh you do do you.” said the fair lass, "What a wonderful sense 
of smell you have’. Chako said your favorite food was fish, so 
I took the liberty of ordering some so you could have a snack 
when you woke up, and here it is. Now to answer your question, 
I had fallen off the platform and struck, my head, which brought 
me to my senses. I was drugged at the time you know. When I 
came to, I found that the Glurgles had left me alone to chase 
you and your gallant band. The only other exit was a smoke 
hole in the roof of the cavern, so I grabbed a rope they had 
left by the wall, lassoed an outcrop by the hole where I found 
four Glurgles guarding another flittie. Using the little judo 
and karate that my father had taught me as a little girl, I 
overpowered them and took the flittie. I arrived at the city 
about the same time father did, and together we reported the 
incident to the authorities." "That is all I wanted to know." 
mumbled Pow through mouthfuls of tender little fish. "See you 
tonight at the picnic.”

That evening Pow walked through the garden with the Comm
issioner and Miss Farteed. Rehashing the adventure and the 
events that led to its conclusion, he suddenly stopped in mid 
stride. Pieces of information began falling into place as the 
valiant’s razor sharp intellect digested all the facts. Turn
ing to confront the two, he boomed in a booming voice. "There 
is one thing that no one else seems to realise. Those Glurgles 
were there for a purpose’! Those long white tubes’ The smoke 
filled cavern! The Glurgles coming to the garden! Some one 
person in the city is selling narcotics or drugs to them. My 
infallible memory tells me that these very schmuck plants, 
when properly processed, contain an extremely habit forming 
drug, of the type L variety. I suspect that either you, Miss
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Farteed or you Commissioner, are that person!" Glaring redly 
at Miss Farteed, Pow stepped back two paces and drew his Posi= 
struct Negative Parque Field Atom Gun. Carefully drawing a 
bead on her lovely head he shouted "and I believe that person 
to be YOU!” "Right you are" cried the commissioner. "I’ll 
go get two of my most trusted men to escort her to the gaol." 
With this he turned and started toward the garden gate. With 
cat-like grace, the gay blade that was Pow turned swiftly and 
disintegrated him in the back.

Captain Pow stood in the shadow of the gleaming zircondo- 
zium hull that was the HUNG DUCK. The gyros whined slowly up 
the sound scale and on out of the range of his ears. A ground 
car pulled swiftly out to the graceful ship that stood glint
ing in the early morning sun. Leaning easily 
against the newly welded hull, Pow 
watched the girlish form of Miss 
Farteed approach.

"Oh Pow, you don’t know how 
much it means to me to have that 
commissioner out of the way. It 
seems that dady and I have had 
nothing but trouble since he 
came to the planet some several 
months ago. I just had to see 
you before you left this morn
ing. How did you know that 
the commissioner was the cul
prit in this case?" said 
Miss Farteed as she stared 
up into his steel blue eyes 
with her own dark soft ones. 
"Elementary Miss Farteed," 
said the Pow, "The minute 
he turned his back on me in 
the garden, I knew if he 
had been innocent he would 
never had done this were he 
not guilty. Any man who 
cannot meet my gaze when I 
make an accusation, is 
foul of character. It is 
one of my finer attributes 
to be able to judge a man’s 
innocence in this manner."

"Captain, I couldn’t 
let you leave without show
ing my gratitude in some way. 
I know that you do not take 
monies for your daring deeds, 
but there are other ways for 
a girl to thank one." Boldly 
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she put her arms about the worthy's corded neck and kissed him 
lingeringly on his finely formed lips. Whispering in his ear 
then, soft young breasts pushing firmly against his skin tight 
black suit, she said "Faint heart never won fair lady, Captain 
Pow, and I have several hours free this morning. Perhaps you 
would like to show me through your ship." His noble face broke 
into a cold sweat as he pushed her firmly away. "The thanks I 
received from your father more than compensated for my trouble 
Miss Farteed. Now if you will excuse me, I must be going." 
Turning swiftly, Pow raced up the ramp and into the ship. With 
an effort he tripped the micro=switch that activated the air 
lock. Giggling lightly, he leaned against the bulkhead, whip= 
ped out his scented lavender handkerchief and wiped his brow. 
Flipping on the intercom at his shoulder, he spoke. "Prepare

o blast off Chako, faithful companion who never lets me down, 
it’s a long way to the next planet."

"Just the two of us." he added.

The End

**************************************************************

The special 17th Anniversary issue is still available. Send 
$1.50 for The Pulp Era #67 to?

The Pulp Era Press 
413 Ottokee Street 
Wauseon, Ohio 43567

130 pages of fine material featuring? The Columbia Pulps by 
Robert A. W. Lowndes, Where -Have The Heroes Gone by Frederik 
Pohl, Frank Tinsley, Phrophet With a Brush by Bud Overn, 
Artfolio? The War in the ATr? 1914=1918 by Dave Prosser, plus 
other articles by Bob"Jones, John Phillifent, Bill Clark, Mac 
McGregor, Henry Steeger, Fred Cook, Wilkie Conner, Basil Wells, 
and Lou Tabakow.

And — in issues 68 and 69, The Ace Pulps by Donald A. Wollhiem, 
Terence X. O’Leary’s War Birds by Bob Madle. Also the contin= 
uatTon”oT^the Spider series by Mac McGregor, The Defective 
Detectives by Bob Jones, and many other little goodies includ- 
ing reproductions of many of the old pulp covers and illustra= 
tions. 500 each. 5 issue issue subscription is $2.25. 10
issue subscription is $4.00.

Special, offers The special Anniversary issue and a 10 issue 
subscription? $5.00.

The Pulp Era Press ? 413 Ottokee Street ? Wauseon, Ohio 43567 

**************************************************************
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late gettln8 in getting in. 
mail^nd kb a«d he holds the mailing
mall and keep me alive, I’ll see you all again 
around. If he won't, then it's been nice § 
waiting list again. and

I have written 
or will post- 
the next time 
I’ll be on the

holidays
This is a busy time for me right now.

, >j it seems that many things have piled
In

gotten out of the way
addition to the 
up that must be

This page is more. 3 , . ---- or less an experiment.
hand lettering with an Osmoroid pen and Multilxt
and want to see if it will come out and how long a run the

Quid W1ll last. If your copy is poor or if there is 
no lettering on it, you will know the experiment failed.

I'm trying some 
ith writing fluid

Lynn A. Hickman
> ■■

L^nn Hickman 
4/3 Ottokec St.
Wauseon, Ohio

43567


