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ICK Perkins “-
watched him
cane in, big

. snd slow, con

-sciois of lis

size,the imprss HAL ANNAS

-sion he made on
A &R people, and Dick
LAE &7\ 057 Perkins hated ihat

look of‘canplacency, that self-assuranz: that he was right because he was important
and adnired. The fine head, the mane n? flaming red hair, the direct brown eyes---all
exuded confidence, poise, importance, and they were sustained by a body that might
have done honor to & god.

"Still dabbling, Park?" Odds Murphy said in that slow and resonant way. "You're ma
-king a stink.,”

Perkins lifted the temperature gauge from the vat, studied it out of intense blue
eyes. "How's Corinne?"

A shadow crossed Murphy's even festures. It wes there for an instant and then ~.it
wes gone, & touch of feeling that penetrated that self-satisfied complacency. "She was
asking about you. Wants you to drop around this evening. Thinks you work too hard."

The blue eyes lighted momentarily with memory. Little High Psi, the girl at Duke,
more like a child thsn a woman -smell, delicete, exquisitly beautiful., High Psi Per-
kins and little High Psi. Perfect teem. More brains between them than in a breintrust
In rapport. As nesrly telepathic as two people had ever become.

Perkins came back. "What does Doc Benson ssy?"

Again the cloud on the fine features, the brief he~itation, the momentary loss of
poise., "Doc Benson is an old goat. Deliberately making hirself a nuisance. Killjoy.
Thinks Corinne is samething less thsn & we—-n, "

Perkins looked at the sensitive hand tha*% held the temp-cature gauge. It was trif-
ly unsteady. He could feel the surge and denial run alor™ "is arm from the nerve cen-
ter in his brain. Something les: than a woman. A waman., A physicel specimen for breed
-ing purposes. Not Little High Psi, Not » telepathic being beyond complacency.

"What does Doc Benson sa;?" He had to ask it again. He had to drive thet casual out
-look back. He had to know.

Odds Murphy frowned. "You're worse then Doc," he grumbled. "Chronic worrier. Nerves
Corinne is . ding to be all right. A woman is intended to have babies. This idea about
her being too small and delicate is nonsense. Get some sunshine and fresh air. Run
around to the Gym for = workout. Tone you up. Rid you of those nerves."

He'd never see it, Perkins knew, not in a thousend vears. A physical specimen, mus
-cle and mascuiine beeuty. L woman is a women. 4 women has babies. Extraordinery men-
tal potential is interesting, but beyond thst, of no use. Be a wife. Keep house. Have
babies. He could heve teken his pick. Why didn't he take one of those girl athletes,
a discus thrower or a high-jump champion? Babies he wented. They were full of them.
Not a brain in the lot. Perkins turned back to the vat.

"You're making a stink," Odds Murphy repeated. " isce in the paper. " Religious
groups, spurred by reactives, reformists who made volitical hay in the bright glow of
their fervor. There was the history of the Swopes irial, a farce, to show what level
men would sink to to impede science, and all ihe while, women like Little High Psi,
small and delicate, too tragile, went on dying in childbirth.

“Don't think I'm critisizing you," Murvhy went on. " man has a right to waste his
time. Public opinion. I play along with it. Contrary to some beliefs. Can't afford it.
Other reasons. Can't be done. Men have gone Crazy trying."




The same old cynaclsm, never ending. Man had never made a stride without some doubt
-ers doubting that it could be done. Endless. Maybe a fear of samething new, and each
year, each month, men of vision proved the doubters wrong. Science moved againsta wall
of sluggish resistance.

"ou'll be eround this evening?" Murphy seid egein. .

The long polarized rays of the setting sun lay across the table. The retorts, the
tubes cast purple shadows. !'wrohy wes gone. No time now to think about refusing the in
_vitation. It should have been aoune. Too late now., There was e time when it would have
been welcome, to sit neer Corinne, Little High Psi, to transcend something, to btridge
a gulf without spesch.

The door closed behind him. The long ball grew shorter, giving back echos from un-

hurried steps. Out into the red glow, the western sky aflame with every solor but
green, There wa=s black, a spot, as black as midnight in thet dimming sunset. A portent?
Could all the bright colors cf life bring forth a total absence of color in their
midst? ust night forever nenetrste the day?
ND then thare was Corinne, smaller and yet smaller than he remember-
ed, so fregile and so shockirgly in contrast to Murphy. Her soft
e7es were bright, as with fever, features pinched, sensitive hands
Inervous, small body sluggish, heavy and misshapen with child.

-«q\/ AYNGHL Perkins looked ot Murphy with losthing. This the price of brute

L;I,Q?Q\_wa.  passiocn, the debt thet must be paid to thoughtless stupidity. But a

.gﬁﬂ&“%—+%§} . § Look could not penetrete thet masculine assurence. Murphy was 0dds
i = AU L

Fio g:f}_ij /. @ POWOT On a footbell field or in politics, a men sccepted nd admir-
Y o <V g\ e, ~ €4, not for his brillience, but because he was commonplace, like men
of cultivated personzlity, snd a handsame physicel specimen. He wes brute force incar-
nate, a thing without vision, but right bLecause it could inforce his will,

", . . and 0dls Murphy wanted nie to shoot dice with these men," Corrine laughedwith
only a faint hint of brittleness coming through. "He'd bet them I could make passes
if I concentrated as I did =t Duke." '

Perkins felt all empty insida. There was & dryness in his mouth, & sense of futi-
lity, a terrible need and en irability to satisfy it. It was hard to conceive. A gift
like that to be reduced to commor bewdiness. It mizht reach the stars, but it lingered
in the gutter.

v, . . and Anna Fenging retur:ed yesterdey and I pruaised I'd have you over. She's
late now. Busy with cataloguing specirmens Bugs! Can you im~gine?"

Perkins nodded. Anna wes e good student, a comfortable girl, but no house-afire up-
stairs. A plodder. She would have mede a good wife for 'mrnhy. Full of sex and babies.
The movies wented her, but Murphy couldn't see her, or maybe she hadn't seen him. She
liked bugs snd enimals and plents. A sensible girl, but no house-afire.

n. . . and 0dds wents vz, you and me, to give a little demonstration Tuesday. Wants
to impress some friends with our clairvoyaiacc. Thinks it will get talked about and as-
Bure his re-election.”

Perkins ielt a chill at his core. The fire was no longer an ember. The emptiness
would not keep it alive. Somewhere, sametime, men would realize that while they could
Tub agzinst e color and cause some of it to come off on them, this rule did not apply
to the mind. But the time was no% yet. A convincing demonstration in Odds Murphy's
home, aad the whole thing qould be associated with him. To the great public he would
be a men of vision, a man who could see things others could not, a men who might look
into the Iuture.

And there wac Anna Kensine, tall, too pretty, solicitous, interested in all of the
thing he had done and wes doing, full of adroit questions that made him reveel his in-
ner thouzlts. She avoided the thing he wanted to avoid, but Murnay brought it up blund
-eringly.

WPeorx's trving to make a8 beby 1n thet laboretcry of his. Claims it
can be done. San't of course. Mo hemm in trying. reople don't like it."

Corirne wac suddenly quiet. Anne orened her full mouth to say some-
thing, but Murphy blwidered on:

"Not my idse of how to meke a caby. Test tube stuff. Too . demuned
deep. Wear out your brain. Othor way wori™r. No proof ihis one will."




Corinne was becoming uncanfortable. Perkins sensed it, then suddenly knew it. Rap-
vort had been established., He could almost capture her thoughts word for word, that is
when she thought in words, but mostly she thought in concepts. It was fmster, more def
-inate, more accurate, and dispensed with the varied meanings in words. It waspositiwe.

But Corinne was no lorz:r positive herself. She was confused. She knew why he wes
working to bring to reelitv laboratory birth, but she was not ready to accept the fac.
She looked at him and smiled, and there was &z que“tion in the smile:"What will it do
to us women?"

Perkins did not have the snswer. He hed not sought it. The first conclusion hed
bacn that it would relieve wanen of the ordeal of hringing forth children. Obviously
there was more than thet involved. Corinre had gone from concept to concert withoutane
baving a high probability. 3ne was still confused and puzzl-d; she was turning to him
for understsnding,

Without reasoning too far on the subject, he gave her back thought for thought: "Wo
-men like you, not intended for this physical ordeal, yet should not be denied mother-
hood. Physicel p=ir 2nd laber may re-focus the mental, pull it back tc¢ the physical --
consequent loss of all that mankes you Liitle High Psi.”

Part in words, par. in concer%, she understood, but she was not satisfied with the
answer.

Through all of this Muvphy ren on "Everything was intended to reproduce its kind.
Change this, and you throw all of asture out of gear."

It wes not new to Pcrkins thet Mirrohy thought in terms of clas-
ses and types and specvies, but it stil! annoyed him. It seem-
ed unreasonable to say that Coirina: was simply a woman in
the sense that Anie was a womrn, She wes Irenzale homo sap
-iens, true, but by virtue of the geies and clucirosom
-es of her physical being, she wzs scmething extra
-ordinary meatally. This went much further ihan
the simple proposition that no two are alike.

It was mor= annoying that in his blind
objective way, Murphy was deliberately
destroying something that was  be- .~
yond his ebility to ccmprehend.//
How many failures, how much
misery, Perkins wondered,
have resulted fram the
blundering of little
minds in big men;?f/ B




But there was no point in pursuing the matter. He could tell Murphy a thousand
times that just because such women as Anna were id21ly equipped for motherhood was no -
resson to assume that all women were so equipped, but it would never make a dent in
that self-assured complacency. He would alwsys come back that women were intended to
have bebies.

Whet did one waman matter, after all? Maybe nothing. But, while Corinne was woman,
wanen were rot Corinne.

Al BAL wt e HE was still confused when he left with Anna. He could feel that

},ﬁ P"-‘ confusion following him. It came through the scent of Magnolias,

S5 2\ \ newly cut grass, through the yellow patterns of moonlight on the
picket fence end the welkwey. She was resching out to him and he
cculd not turn awey.

It wos as though he were disembodied, remaining in one place

O .77 with all else moving. There was the feeling of a sort, the gen~
'7.,?’:/;-‘,.{',- N4 V. *y tle breath ef werm night air, the solidity of the sidewalk, the
Cf»' W -~ .7 stirring of emtions; and ell the other senses were thers, re-

SETZ N LV gistering the swaying of the picket fence, the sound of ~Annats
footsteps, the faint scent of her perfume, the broken flow of her oral thoughts. And
the earth moved and the sidewalk crawled beneath him, and the night whirled around
him, a thousand perceptics flowed through him, and the confusion of Corinne came

through it all: "What will it do to us wamen?™

The walkway was bordered with flowers. The porch was high and full in the moon-
light, purple and yellow blending, and Linna was near and warm and intense. Her breath
-ing was deep. Her hair was like mist, soft and brown, and she was saying:

"T thought you were flesh and bleod, but you aren't. You're all mind. You 1live so
for out of the world that I cen't touch you. And now you're trying to create e world
all your own.,"

HBer amms were round and soft; her body vealded; her lips parted. She was astonished
but willing, and she gave mcre than she recieved, with a fervor and intensitythat was
not on a mental level. She was woman, a physical woman.

w_ . . I was mistaken." Somehow the sound broke through, coming from Lnna's 1lips.

"You're flesh and blood, s man. Someone has to bring you back from those soaring
thoughts, Tell me, is it true that you snd Corinne can understand one another without
Speach?"

The moment was gone, vanished like a will-o-the-wlsp. Had she not spoken he might
have broken through to her thoughts. It was something that could not be touched. It
was common to all, but so fleeting, so evanescent, so imperfectly developed in allbut
the gifted few. And men like liurphy would destroy those.

The sidewalk agein; the cool night breeze. 4slone. Not even Corinne's questing
thoughts. But the surgs, the dream---they follewed and rebelled against the fleeh and
the accepted of things.

"Perkins!"

There was nothing now but the physical, the eommonplace. "Good evening, Mr. Denby.
Pleasant night."

"I say, Perkins, there "See, Lgustus, it's only the
was a protest meeting to- Fullez:‘__}irush Man..."

——

night. Jumped down ny
throat. %Want me to publish
a condemnetion of your ex
-periment. All good peo-
ple. Church members. Doc-
tors ere siding with them,
Can't go mgainstthat sort
of thing. Is it actually
true that you are about to
suceed?"

There wes more, un-
Christian, un-Hebrew, uh-
a-lot-of-things. The seme

=
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people whose short-sightedness hed condemned Corinne to probeble death would go on
condemning tens of thousands of others to death, A woman did not have to be a mental
phenomenon to knock ocn Deeth's door at the hour of childbirth. It just so happened
that Corinne wss one.

", . . a wamen is irntended to have babies.”

The laboratory brought surceasz, The life growing there @s it had grown from the
dawn of time. It was not creatior; it was continuation. It did not meke him feel like
God, He bad creatsd nothing. He hsd tsken a continuetion of the life God had created,
incubated it, sustained it aund asllowed it to grow as Nature intended. To his senses
there was nothing profane about it., Life had grown like this in the wombs of billions
of wamen. Now it grew in the womb of a laborstory. There was nothing but a continua-
tion fram some nebulcus beginning to an egqually nebulous ending in eternity. If man
should free himself from toil by use of s machine, so might he well fres women from
the labor of birth.

"whst will it do to us women?"

The thought was repstitive, whether projected by Corinne, or whether spun from a
memory disc in his mind. There was a demand for an auswer, "What will it do to us wo-
men?" What indeed? Wi'l it 3tcp with the mere relief from the labor of birth? Or will
it go spinaing dcwa through evolution to the finality of bisexu=lity?

Who could answer a question like that? There were too meny imponderables. Male and
female were needed now for the continuation of 1ife, There had to be first the sperm
and the ovum. Alone, neither would ccntinue. But what genius of the bright ~ future
might bridge this limitation?

l

The first step to sustain life in a laborstory and allow it to grow predicted the
second step. If he could now duplicate the ncmmal womb conditions which sustain life,
how long would it be before sane enthusiast duplicated the egg or the sperm? How long
indeed before someone clanged the pattern of one or both and brought forth an entire-
ly differert form of humanity?

What grotesquz things might come of this?

The thought of Fra.xenstein monsters was absurd. It was not worth interteining. To
suppose that man coula carry foiward the 1dea wes presuppose progress. If life  that
grew in the laboratory was not equal in intelligence to life born in the woman it
would have neither the ability nor the inclinstion to carry forward the work of labo-
retory reproduction, A man might crecte a brain)less monster, but a brainless monster
would not be able to cremate a ran, nor even to duplicate itself. It foliowed that labd
-oratory birth cculd not be retrogression. Because it was born of intelligence and -
thought, it kid only one way to go: toward greater intelligence. By no other means
could it ccntinue its own existance.

hLnd there was iflurphy, a little more hesitant now. "4fter thinking about things, and
Corinne's condition, and sll, it scems that it isn't best. Not just at this time. Peel



-ing is runing pretty high."

He did not have to bring Corinne into it. But these big, important men were always
finding illogicel reasons for the things they proposed. Murphy would not came  right
out and say that, since the newspaper editorial condemned his effort to relieve women
of childbirth, linking their two nemes together would not help him win the election.:
He would not say bluntly that he would nct stsnd for a demonstration of -
in his home simply because he felt that it would cost him votes. He had to beat araund
the bush and dreg Ccrinne's condition into his reason., Corinne's condition and the e-
lection were important. But Corinne's conditicn and her mental position were merely of
casual interest.

' ERKINS did not bother to tell him thet neither he nor Corinne had
seriously considered the idea, You could drive a nsil with a ham-
mer, but you could not drive a hammer with a nail. Man like hime-
\ self snd women like Corinne, Perkins knew, were not made to drive.
They were made to be used, to be exploited, to penetrate natural
laws, even to penetrate into the future. They nesded a driver with
skilled hands behind them, nct a harmer clumsily handled to  bend
the nsil out of shespe. Science cut most deeply where it was suppor
5 -ted.

Anna came oﬁ‘ée. She wes fascinsted and s trifle revclted by the thing in the dark
part of the vat which could be seen only with the aid of an infra-red ray. It stirred
and kicked; it hsd & head and a face and a body, but that was as far as looking human
went, fnna shuddered.

"But that is exactly whet will gc cn inside of you," Perkins explsined, "if you are
ever with child. Yours wen't look any more human at this stege."

At the docr she seid,"hs woman can never mean asnything to you, Perk. She would have
to play second fiddle to a vet."

But she was wrong. In the final analysis, he told himself, the reason for all this
wes Corinne. There was such a thing as a mental campatibility which transcended every
-thing physicel. Corinne had become #11 of wamankind, now as well as in the future.

The night ycu kissed me," Anna went on,"you were a man, everything a ran is  sup~ .
posed to be, a man needing a woman. Todey you sre complete within yourself, above the
reach of a woman, untouchzble.”

Perkins did not try to meke it cleer to her that it was she herself who oscillated
between that height and this depth. He was no less a man for being complete within
himself. It wes her rebellion against his lack of need that placed a gulf between
them. This held her on a physical level, for she could not reach that height of men-
tel affinity where thoughts intemingled and where understending was more satisfying
then selfish love. And vet et some Tleeting ronent £11 men’ and wemen of high potential
glimpsed this realm.

The delsgation came in the sixth month, the day before Corinne went to the hospi-
tal. The thing in the vat was now recognizably humen, grotesque still, tco lerge in
the heed, tco btulsing in the hrow znd too feeble of limb, but human nevertheless,
just as tens of thousands of bebies at this stege were human.

The minister snd the waaan with hair on her upper lip clerrly were the appcinted
lerders. They were insistant on seeing the thing.

"This soulless monster," the minister said.

"This mockery og God," the woman said.

Perkins would have ignored them had it not been for Dr. Michealson. He
had bezn persuaded into this thing by his wife, he explained in an aside.
After listening to the talk he had become genuinely interested. He asked \_‘\ | TC
pointed guesticns. '

"How deo you keep the blocd #live? . . . What have you substituted for amniotic
fluid? . . . Does the placenta grow wiformly with the child, or does it get most of
its growth earlier? , . .”

This was clearly a search for knowledge, and Perkins could not turn away. He dark-
ened the room, lifted the covering from the transparent plestic, and switched on the
infrared light.

"Sounds cannot harm this child," he said,"for there is no physical stress to give




emphisis, not even measurable vibrations. It is protected here much more efféétively
than it would be in the wamb of a woman, and yet I believe we would be ill advised to
discuss at lengtk anything in the neture of conflict which might penetrate as a sound.
There is intelligence there. If not intelligence and reasoning power, then a recording.
As a doctor you zre familiar with prenetzl recs11l."

Dr. Micheslson nodded noncommittally. The woman with hair on her lip ceme up behind
him. She tookx one look irnto the vat, then voiced an expletive.

"Sacreligious! He s8hould be lynchaed! The world will be overrun with monstersi™

The minister was both revolted and strangely fascinated. "Is that actually what hep
-pens in & wamen? Or are you making a mockery of God?"

Perkins covered the case arnd lighted ths room.

"God will strike him dead," one woman murnured
hind a handkercneif which hid her horrified eyes.

"We will get a law passed," another seid.

Perkins bore it 211 with mood grace. He haid
not expected persons who believed thet msn//’/-f
was born in sin to grasp the wonder, the .~ /j:;’
niracle of the continuation of life./g’//i/
hey would sec only ugzliness where ,/;/52/
-ever their belief was contradicted”’C}/f//i; g
end they could not shed the belief !, -
that 8 child must come forth in labor ////:;

P

and pain. L
"whet will it do to us women?" A\ <:::/

Was it an instinetive rebelliion? Did\
women see this as the first step toward o
-limineting the role which made them impor\\
-tent in the scheme of 1life? =9

Perkins was brought up short by his own Tes'
-soning. However much the pein and labor of birth ,\
it was the one thing that corpleted a women. Ly
was, and had been, her role to bring forth 1life, \
a fulfillment of that for which she was borh. With'
-out this, whet might her recle be?

In the sphere of the mental she was equinped £
whatever role she might choose. Eut her mental fune-- %
tions were modified by her biclogicel rcle. Her inter- \ \/
ests lacked the scope of the masculine. Her imaginetién, \\ v
except in unusual instences, was ccnfined 2nd lacked the
creative drive. Were these things due to her biological
role? Was it true that in sustsining and bringing forth
life she fulfilled whatever creative urge came down to
man?

This was the night thet Perkins,failed .to sleep. Some :
~thing continued plucking st his mind. It seemed on the /
one hand a surge, a reaching out for something, and
on the other it seemed that something wes trying to reach in to him,

The lsborstory failed to beckon, and he had to drive himself there. This had not hap
-pened before, and at mid-morning it was necessary to open his mind to it, whatever it
was. And then he got it.

There wess no need to check snything. Everything was as it should be. There was no-
thing to do but remove his smock, put on his coat and hat, and allow the door to lock
behind him,

He did not call Murphy or make any inquiries. He knew, and he was at the hospitalat
the very moment she asked for him.

Murphy was grim, no ray of complacency in all of his fine features.

"They may herve to operate,” he ssid.

. Perkins did not offer sympathy nor even conversation. He sought quiet end he opened
is mind.




There was little but pein coming »t regular intervals. There was neither hope nor
despair. There wes resignment, sn acceptance of this role. There was £lso 2 trifle of
vanity, a self-centered smtisfaction that men wsited in a tension of emotion while
she suffered to bring forth life., Perkins did not give her back the thoughts that
would dispel this satisfaction.

She knew he was here. She was proud that he had come. She was proud that someone
could grasp and understand exactly the role she played, for after all, there was never
total fulfillment until she wes perfectly understood.

And no ordinery uncerstsnding could reach ecross to her st this climsctic moment
-- from a masculine mind. The understanding of women did not metter, for they were
simply other figures in the cast. She played her role for the mesculine, and this was
the supreme moment.

And it dswned over Perkins with terrifying finality that here was the beginning emd
ending of frustration in women. /11 hope, all of life was here surging within her, and
she felt as he had felt in the laboratpry: not as a god, but assured in the knowledge
thet God-given talents were put to use. The only failure would be lack ©of understand-
ing, and for this reason, her role wes dramatized.
= v=7 T the end of en hour a doctor came out and talked with Murphy. At
s the end of four hours Murphy was asked to come in snd help. He last
y ‘Lz -ed less than an hour. He came out dripping perspiration, evidence
that he hed vicariously suffered with his wife.

It wes then that she asked for Perkins the second time. He knew
' v, / it before they came for him.
= » "Perk, it's too big a job for me," she said.

\\ )ng He 4id not smile. There wes too much pain. Besides, he already
o= ~ <7 %= knew that she had failed. It cut through him as though he himself
had feiled. He tried to head her off from leaping to the answer. He poured his other
thought in upon her, but she continued to sheke her hesd. She knew. Lind she knew that
he knew.

But did they? Were they picking up the thoughts of the doctors and the nurses? He
tried to force these questions upon her, to divert her mind from total failure. He
tried to reassure her that, while he snd she might look into the future, and find a
reasonale probability, they could not definately find a certeinty. They were limited
as were the doctors and nurses, 2nd their concept wes biased by the desperate thoughts
around then.

"What will it do to us women?"

It might change all this. It night save your life. It might eliminate this climac-
tical role. It might place you in a different catagory.

Her smile was brighter now. "Perk, go out," she said.

The weiting was even longer this time, but it did not seem long. Ferkins ate twice.
He was hardly aware that Murphy continually talked in his car. There was - soméething
grester, infinitely greater, going ocn. It was something that transcended all of the
Murphys and would transcend them again and agein in this life.

Centuries rolled away. Infinite probable courses opened. The one that Corinne's
thoughts pursued was broad and clear.

It came to Perkins in the form

"How many times have I told you of pleading: "Though I fail,  you
not to wake me before October 317" must not supplant the supremne role.
U e It would destroy all that is wo-

man. She would cease to have a bio
-logical attraction for man which
is bssed on the necessity for sur
-vival. lake no mistake. The gf=
traction between male and female
has a single purpose. It was put
there in order that menkind might
survive. Viere this eliminated, man
-kind must eons hence become bi-
sexual,"




But another step in evolution, Perkins flung back at her, might chenge all this,
might give women an even more mporfsnt role.

"There can be no more important role. Ynis is supreme: that we continue life that
it mey progress."

Perkins was stunned. 4 wemal at ihe door of Death in childbirth would still fight
for the rigit of her supremz rols. Nol all women. Those wlo condemned his experiment
on hypocrltlcal grounds wou.rd uc She first to rme:» use of i1t were it sucessful.

! R - T, HEY called lurphy in %5 look at the child, to speak to his wife.

| ot ool "and we ‘havs lLeca wrong. This role snhances rather then lowers
i l;-."-“ ﬂ;‘_"' | the feminine mentel. The focus is tiwara deeper thought.”

- J,;ji :
I |

A Perkinz went back to the laboratory. He was slow about removing
A hisg coat and hat. He could not tring himself to destrcy the thing
' in the veb. He wou'd never be sble to do it. e was conscious that

f K .
_;)ft;-}.«_,_ ~ ) ";v c his shovld~rs Lung slack. But he was not conccious of failure.
x"j('ﬁl?,}& o r',_" Thewe wes no failure. This wes knowledge, scientific knowledge.
?‘_ﬁ_-._ '5"(5’_:, __},_v,v > The cuestlion abcit right and wrong, or whether it wes best for the

race, must remain for future sges to answer. He could not. There might be other cour-
ses in the future esside from the one Zorinne's mird pursued. The future would have to
answer.

The experiment would go on. This was his role. . waman might be intended to have
babies throughout eternity, but a man with 2 questing mind must probe and bring forth
new marvels.

He turn=d at the sound of the dcor opening. It was ilurphv and Anna. The look of com
-placency was back. /nd well might it be. A msn should not look cther than complacent
in passing out cizars.

dut fLinna! There was something -- It was more understanding, perhaps.

"And you'll be passing out cigars in less than three months." She nodded toward the
vat,

Yes. He would. i‘aybe the future would bring bisexuality, but at present life was u
-nisexual, and a child still needed a mother.

He closed his hand over hers, end she returned the pressure. ind there was Some-
thing in her eyes which said that she would love it, but that he must not deny her the
right of 2 woman's role.

END
-Hal Ahnas-
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"Ten years ago and more, this nation hurled ue
pon its Jap foe a new weapon, a weapon cunningly
contrived from the secrets of the sun, Since that
day, the world has lived in Terror.

"Every Yvear, every month, every hour, ° terror
has grown. It is terror compounded of fear. Fear
of War, Fear of Defeat. Fear of . Slavery. These
fears are great, but they are cormon to humanity.
Man in his sorrow has sustained them hitherto. But
there are other fears in the camposition of Man's
present terror. These are fears that his cities

may be reduced to rubble, his civilization desmnyﬁf“

-ed, humanity itself wiped out; in sum, fear that
man's world will end. And this last fear thet
Men's world will end has been augmented through
the long, hideous years by hints from the labors-
tories that, indeed, the death of life is possi-~
ble - and even the incineration of the plenet may
soon be echelvebls, by scientific decsign or care-
less accidsit.

"Fears of mortal aggression and human crimes
are tolorable, howsever dreadsoms. But man have ne
-ver borne with sanity a fear that their -world
will end. To 211 who accept as likely that special
idea, reason becomes inaccesable; their minds col
-lapse; madness invades their sensibilities. What
they then do nc longer bsars reasonably upon their
peril, however apt they deeni thesir crazed courses.
They are then puppets of their own terror. And it
is such puppets that we Lmericans have acted for
ten years or more.

"Man has always reacted with universal penicto
notions of the world's end. Time and again in the
Dork Ages, same plenetary conjunctizsn, the appear
-ance of a comet, or =an aclipse led to general con
-fusion. Business stopped. iio®s fled the cities.
Cathedrals were thronged. nideous secrifices, re-
pulsive persecutions, stake bumings and massecres
were hysterically performed in efforts to stay the
catestrophe. Futile efforts. Yet,whenever the peo
-ple were this frightened, they turned ~ .to vio-
lence, sadism and every evil folly. Time and sgain
multitudes on hilltops, swaiting to ascend to hea

-ven, trampled each other to death while sparring
for the best position from which to be sucked up
by a demented Jehovah.

/
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HE end of the Daxic Ages did net alter this sinister treit. Through
the 18th and 19th centuries our American hills have sSeeb the scram
i =ble of the doomed as they swaited judgement. At the begirning of
-] this very eentury, the country wes stricken by awe when it learn-
mmd ed Earth would pass through the tail of Halley's comet. By that
day, to be sure, science had so prospered to e climate of liberty
that millions stood stemdfast in the presence of the celestial vi
¥ : ~gitetion. These restrained the rest. Blood did not flow on altars
of our churches; infents were not dashed against Cathedral walls in atonement for pre-
sumed quilt; mobs of True Believers did not loot their own institutions and rape thelir
own relatives in a last ecstasy of zealous horror. But today it is not the priest, not
the self-sppointed ohrophet with his crackpot interpretation of Daniel or the Book of
Revalation, who says "The Earth mey end." It is thet very group of reasSonable, orderly
eand unhysterical men upon whom society has learned, a little, to lean for comfort and
truth: The scientists themselves.

"The more civilized 2 man may be, or a women, or child, the less readily he, or she
or the child, will admit penic. That is what "civilized" means: understanding, self-con
-trol, knowledge, discipline, individual responsibility. Whet happens, then, if a civi
-lized society finds itself confronted with a reasonable fear - yet one of such magni -
tude and nature thet it cannot be tolarated by the combined efforts of reason and the
common will? Such luckless multitudes, faced with that dellemma, will have but one so-
lution. Feeling = gigentic ferr they cannot (or will nct) fsce, they must pretend they
have no feerr. They must ridicule those who show fear's symptoms. Especially, they must
pit themselves, for the sake of a protcctive illusion, against all persons who endkeawr
to teke the measure of the common drend and respond sensibly to its scope. To act other
-wise would be to ~dmit the admissible, the fact of their supressed panic.

"Thus a condition is set up which a vast majority of citizens, unable to acknow-
ledge with their minds the dread that esst at their blind hearts, loses all contactwith
rerlity. The sensible steps cre not taken. The useful slogans mre outlawed. The proper
attitudes are deemed improper. Appropriste responses to the universel peril dwindle, di
-minish, #nd at last, dissappear.

"All the while, the primordial alems are kept kindled in the darkness of self-shut
-tered souls, Within them, in mortel quaking, march the impulses that set Inquisitions
going, threw over liberty, brcught down truth screaming, and sssembled men repeatedly
for bloody ritss. sien's "leaders", rmost of them, take up the suicidal expressions of
the mob. For lesdership, alas, is of two sorts: one, thet ocouregeous ' chieftenship
which administers according tc high principle, whatever the mob's view at the moment;
the other, specious.snd chimerical, a "leadership" which merely rides upon the wave of
rnob emotion, capitilizing it for private sggrandizient, and no more truly leads him to
-ward death on ths rock. Such lsaders - Hitler is an example - sre in ths end, engulf-
ed by that which sustsined them. The other sort, true leaders - Lincoln was one -~ con-
duct the people by trutk and reason through their panic to security, ofentimes against
the stream.

"There are mo Lincolns among us today.

"We, the people of the United States of America, have refused
for more than a decade to face our real fear., We know our world 4
could end. Every month, every year, several nations are discover| ///)// /
-ing the fabricating instruments which make that ultimate doom
more likely. The antagonism between a free way of life and a to-

telitarien way is absolute. And it appears to be unresolvable o- o
wing to the expressed permanent irreconcilibility of Communism. 1%A
LS 5
Ee 8

"What have we done about 211 this? The answer is shocking. We
have failed to meet the challange. We have shirked the dusy of,



free men. We have evaded every central fact. We have relied on ancisnt 1instruments of
security without examining the new risks - reinforcing military strength while we left
relatively undefended and unamed the targets of gnother war: our cities, our homes.

"Wary of of, intellectual men, liberals, hunanistic in our belicfs, had stood about
Tor upward of a decade muttering "There must be no war."” Thet is childish; it is med,
fiers are gecnerally made by uniletirel decision: They sre the asgressions of one nmetion,
Not a single mian among those who has insisted we get elong, henceforward,"without war"
- since war may spell thc esrth's 2nd - has offercd a solitary idea or performed o sol
-itery act that hes lessencd wer's likelihood. How could such people, who eall their
wishful thoughts "ideals" bg enything but soothsaysers? War, if it is to = be edvoideqd,
must be quenched in the Kremlin s2nd it the “rond corfinas or Russis, taken with 1its
crptive states. But these people who sasy therc must be no war are all in Illinois, or
Arizona, or New York 3tatz - not Russia.

i THERS, feeling appalled and thus compelled to do something, however in

"t y-nefectual, to assuage the pain of their anxieties, ° have 'limited
vi their hostility to the here and the ncw, to the known - and do some
*J—What evade, by the delusion, the real, external source of terror.
/| These persons - and they number scores of millions of - self-satis-
. "'Ified good Americans - have been content to launch a long and heated
“i'1 1 crusade 2gainst communism at home, its dupes, its puppets and its
b 47 7 7 iisinister sgents,

"Conspiracy to destroy this Government by violence is treason. The mere desire to
see liberty abolished in order that a repulsive, Communist state may replace it, seems
vicious to every person who loves freedom. There is no doubt that domestic Communists
are dangerous to liberty. But is it sensible to a chase of putative trsitors snd minor
spies, giving freedom, the while, no other service and sserifice et all? It is not.

"Yet in that one process, multitudes of the people of America and many of their lea
-ders in the Congress have e¢lso set aside the concept of freedom itself! They have selz
-ed the instruments and ideologies of their foe - with the notion of "Fighting fire
with fire". Every private right has been violated, under the Cepitol's dome. The inno-
cent have been condemned without trial. Envy, spite, lies and malicious gossip have bemn
brought to bear on solid citizens, destroying therm. So the medieval lust of men cower-
ing before holocsust has besn sxploited, to make little men look big. We have emulated
the tricks of Hitler and Stalin. Today when some of us pronouance the word "un-Amerie
cen"; what we mean belies the significance of hmericanism as every great citizen con-
cleved it fram the Founding Fathers until this day. A love of literty, fair pley, jus-
tice now is held synonymous with "vn-fmericenism”! Today, a man who defends 2ll we have
stood for is liable to abuse as a "polential treitor'. 4l1 liberty is being turned a-
bout: confommity, slevishness, sedulous syncophancy, these sre being held true eviden-
ces of patriotism. Such traitor-hunting mathodology is a sickness of the American Mind,
a cancer in the frightened soul of a formerly grest people. "Set a thisf to catch a
thief", says a cynic's proverb; even the cynic does not admonish "To catch a thief, be
-come one".

"Even religion, even the Holy neme of God, is used to restrict the rights of a peo-
ple dedicated to religious freedom.

"A few yerrs sgo e new president of these United Stetes made several loosly consi-
dered assertions about God and America. Americanism, he indicated, is founded in a be-
lef in God; atheism, he Suggested, 1s synonymous with the slien doctrines of Commun-
ism. This wes an exhultant discovery - for churchgoers, however evil thei r private con
-duct, narrow their views, or Sleazy their religious tenants. For now, all atheists,
agnostics and 11 the recligiously unconforming could he looked upon by millions with
suspiscion, as Communists, or neer to Communismn. Special faith wms mede to seem an A-
merieen imperitive - and Freedom died 2 new death.



®The 2 ttitude was e desecretion of the principle upon which our nation J4s founded:
®ellgious freedom, tolorence, deliversnce from persecution on any, and every, philoso-
phie2l ground. For if we are a free people, we sre not bound to conform to anybody's be
elief, but only to let others believe and practice as they will, so long as they donot
!nterrere with the general rights., It matters nothing what Presidents say; they come
end go. We cannot, in simple fact, conform religiously. Any effort to do so would split
and wreck this nation without recourse to arms and bombs., It is liberty that permitsus
€0 exist and grow strong, not conformity to one God, one cult, or any other . beliefs
ssve & belief in the freedom of the conscience of every citizen. "Religious freedom
®e2ns we are responsible as e people to freedom itself, nmot to any God. Responsibility
even to God - if it were manditery in this lend, as gg:ma&mg. have chose to imagine -
would merely reise the question: Whose @od? i
"It is e terrible gusstion to ask in such
eR hour, a gquestion more deostructive snd dee
sisive among free men then gnecmy asssult. we
fmericans have come our long wey in harmony
simply because it is "un-American" to insist
on belief in aught but libverty. If we do, then
shall it be more or less "American" to be-
lieve in the Prespyterian Trinity? Or is the
Babtist Faith correct and dces every indivi-
dual heve to decide for himself about
acknowledging only certain namesin babd
oetism, Vhet of the Jews? Is their Jeho
-¥ph the suiteble God of Americans and
their law proper for all? And the Cath
-0lics! Is every American oblidged to
venerate the Virgin in order to show,
as all Catholics believe, a true rever
-ence? 3Suppose a iiindu becomes a citi-
zen here? And are his "gods" to be our
God? Is Vishnu? Ané what of Confucianist who truly believes "God" to be good manners
end perfect ethics? Then let us ssk, do Christian Scientists believe in God at all? A
~cording to millions of Protestants and others, they are rank heritics, the deluded
followers of a woman from Loston. Wihat of Ralph Waldo' Imerson's Unitarians?

"You can See here why we cannot accept the Presi-
dent's implications that Lmericanism connotes belief
on God: Americans have too many divirse ideas concer
=t -ning God to attempt conformity. And besides, they
V]\% have, or once had, freedom in the matter.

A

"Thig lest lesds to a greeter irony. For those A-
nericans who are of most value in this terrible age-
the men of science, the technicians, the sociolists,
end the psychologists - the only persons who offer
Americe any practicle hope of deliverance from pre-
sent panic - do not, by and large, believe in God at
all, according to the conventional descriptions af or
-ganized friths, These men and women are inone sense
opposed to "faith". They have acceoted, in their
heads and hearts, a Search for truth and an inquiry
into reality instead cf creedal ststement. Yet they
are no less honest, honorable, pure and true than any
other men. Cn the contrary, because their minds are
not suborned by the bunked dogma, they ere, a8 a gwup
more honest, rore honcreble, more truthful and more
Teliable thar the conventional re religious., Theyare the
peoble who have made most of humanity's advances; the




—)F, by pretending "Americanism" is synonymous with religious faith,ws

alarm these people in our midst - the discoverers, pioneers, lea-
4 ders of thought, inventors, scientists, educators - then we shall
truly have beheaded the nation in the name of Godliness. It is ona
more symptom of our hidden penic.

= "There are many others besides. If the McCarthys should remove
.-~ from the USA every single Communist and Cormmunist suspect, the dan
; < 1 -ger to us all - so clear, so terrible - would not be measurabl

alleviated. America would be Communist-free, spy-free, to be sure. But half a billion
people elsewhere in the world, Communists all or slaves of Communists, would still be
undetered and laboring day ard night to destroy liberty on ecarth and the US in parti-
cular. We would have killed a few gnats and let fatal hemmorrhage run unchecked. That
is the measure of the cosmic unimportance of the Senator from %Wisconsin. And that is
the measure of the foolishness of those who hold the credulous notion that the McCar-
thys are accomplishing work of primary importence in the matter of our imminent doom,

"Some of us, nowadays, take refuge in such medieval and panicky hiding places as
these, undoing our own liberty in felse hope of saving our skins. Some are sillier
still. They look to people, imaginary people not unlike God, to come from "outer smace"
and save them. They see Flying Saucers on every breeze and in every night sky and con
-sole themselves with the ides thet beings "higher" then themselves will soon come and
Save mankind from man and his bombs. This is escapism, too, fantasy, exactly such su-
perstielous stuff as was the foundation for meny medieval tenets (religions).

"Others teke their qualms back to the churches - the churches they abandoned years
back for golf on Sunday, bridge, pleasure riding, and TV. There are millions. They are
praying for peace, now, and protection against holocaust. Such prayer, uttered ardent
-1y by millions to every major diety man has been able to invent, has never been an-
swered! The wars have gone on. Those historic devotees who exhausted themselves, their
time 2nd energy in such incantations were merely easier prey for foes they would not
prepare for. This indeed may be the American fate - the price of doing away with in-
tellectual freedom and putting a compulsion on belief. Yet in all the other provinces
of peril, we stay the same.

"On our preries, farmers, fearing the onslaught of the wind, dig cyclone cellars.
They rod their barns and ground their aerials, lest the lightning strike. If the au-
tumn is dry, their ploughs make circuits around their homes and livestock pens sSo pra
<rie fire cannot consume what they hold dear. Downstrsem on the Green Prarie River,
and below on the Missouri, men have erected great dams, constructed lakes, set up le-
vees, against flood. In our cities, lest fire break out, we maintain engines and men
to save us from burning. And against all crimes, police patrol our streets, in cars
these days, vigilant with every electronic device. We have appraised many dangers and
prepared against them in these and a hundred other fashions. What of the peril of the
world's end? i ™

"Today in Washington, men who do nct, who cannot, understand whet it is they are
talking ebout argue interminably concerning how doomsday may be resisted or put off,
Since, in their technical ignorance, they cannot appreise recent perils, their thoyghs
concerning the perils to come are useless. Ve meintain e navy - ageinst what may mne-
ver move by ses. We levy vast ammies and hold ther the finel arbiter of every battle
even though, just the other year, an empire c~lled Japan feil to us with never a foot
soldier on its maln islands. We believe our airplenes can deliver stroke for stroke,
end better, but we will not count the effect of strokes upon ourselves, We admit our
redar screcn is lesky. We have dreamed up - and left largely on drawing boards - such
weapons as might adquately defend a skty-belengured mstropolis. In sum, we fece tte rage
of radioactivity, the blast of neutrons, the killing solar fircs, with peashooters end
squirt guns,

"Indeed if the findings of our schoolmerms are accepted, we may soon find even the



mention of such dangers. It upsets the pupils, they say; Ro=
schach Tests reveal this remarksble perturbation. All  hell
mey be winging towrrd us in the sky but, in the n~me of Amer
-ican education, let us not pcrmit it to ruffle = single se-
cond-grrder!

"America had - ~nd missed - its only golden chrnce. In in |
1945, or '46, or even '47 the ‘merican people hnd sgeen the!A
clear meaning of loberty, there would h~ve been no war nnd'i
there would be no danger now. The proposition is exquisitaly
simple. Our nation is fcunded or the theory that the quori.
ty of the people, if informed, will meke appropriatz de- S
cisions. Thet, in turn, implies - it necessitates - rooz
the one freedom thet underlies a1l others: fresdom ’/’V‘d
to know, intellectual liberty, the open access of ,?' e
all men to »11 truth. Thet - thot alone - is the
cornerstone of liberty and democracv. When the So-
viets showed the first signs of enclosing in Soviet sevrecy, mere scientific princie
ples like those of the bomb, we ,mericans could and should have scen that Russian se-
crecy would instantly compel Lmerican secrecy. VWe should have seen that an Anmerica thus
suddenly made secret, in the realm of science where knowledge had thitherto been open
would no longer be frse, snd its democratic people could no longer be informed. Hence
Russia's Iron Curtin would have bezn scen £s what it was 2nd is and always will be: a
posture of intolarable aggr:ssion against /merican freedon.

"If thet had been seen at the time, the Iron Curtin could have been dissolved by a
mere ultimmtum: ’merics then was the earti's most powerful n~tion - Russia was deves-
tated. But we were powerful only in arms =nd trusted them. We were feeble-minded in i
-deals =nd idesclogy: our visiom of freedcir w~s myopic. We, too, clamped down on ab-
stract knowledge a new, un-‘mericen curtin celled "security”, #nd every kind of free-
dorm commenced inevitably to dwindle in a geometric nrogression. That was our chance.
Our peril today, our ever-growing and even-more-horrible peril in the sensible fubture,
is the cost of saving we were free 2nd acted otherwise. Ve flubbed our greatest chance
for liberty in human history #nd hardly even noted our blunder, our betrayal.

"Ten years have gone by. We could, 2t vast expense, have decentralized our cities.
We didn't. We could, at lesser expense, have ringed our country with adequate warning
devices and learned to empty our cities in a few hours. e didn't. Tie cost, still,wes
too great; the dislocation of human beings, the drills and irconvenicnces, beyond our
bearing. We had cause, in a struggle to regaih landsliding liberties, we have alwsys
bad the cause, to challange Soviet power earlier; in the name of Liberty, brotherhood,
justice, human integrity and decency. 411 we did was to make a few peripheral challan
-ges, as in Yorea. ¥We didn't face the issue when the Kremlin's bombs were scarce and
weak. Ve are not even good opportunists.

"Now the sands of a decade and more have run out. We cannot challange without ven-
turing the world's end. Zuite possibly our death notice is written, s few montha or
yeers farther along the track of this wretched planet. Then, perhaps our flight from
freedom will get the globe rent into hot flinders, atomized ges. But the only question
before you, citizens of Green Prarie, or River City, or the lovely world, is this, ap
-parently:

Whet new idiocy can you dream up, with your coffee, your porridge, your first cig-
garette, to keep yourself awhile longer from facing these truths?

END
This is an excerpt from TOICRRCY, = book by Philip Wylie, which was reviewed in this
megazine's first issue lzst Sept. This was zn editorial in the TRANSCRIPT, & newspaper
in the town if Greer Prarie. Supposedly corposed by "Coley", the editor of same. More
informetion on this will be found in ths editorial. Flease turn to that section now.
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{ This is an author review, Halt! Don't

| turn the page, Repitito est meter stndie
rorun, With that thought, let us launch in
i=to a critique of A.E. van Vogt... !
{ |
. For the sske of completeness, I baee \\u
1ieve a short blography is in order.,...,
.Alfred E. ven Vogt was born in 1912 of
Dutch descent in !anitoba, e is a tall
'courteous person, who loves t¢ talk sbout
'educetional thaories and psychoicgy. A
ipince-nez fastened by a golden chein to
(one ear presents an eir of old-fashioned
-ness ebout him.

& ntu.:l[
Few people will dispute the fact that he is e }/
the master of the intricate plot. Resders who dis G-”)/;L-it”_ veeel
|-like hils stories are shied away due to this reason, pro- —**~—*’”'-""“‘”’“\
bably, more then any other. Van Vogt builds his novels around two plots - internal
jend external upheaval. The twc main plots sre, without exception, woven together}
with several action-packed, brilliently executed sub-plots. While the tales follow|
8 logical path, the elements of the plots are so involved it is often necessary to!
re-reed perts; elmost invariably it is also necessary to spend time-consuming min-l
utes mentally reviewing what has gone on before. While this might appear to make for:
| insipid resding, the readsr, as a rule, enjoys well developed story themes and sing]
-uler conclusions - blended with the stereotyped, though not et all uninteresting, |
exploits of the hero.

The novels usually have threc societies based on the vertices of an equilatersl
triangle wrengling for control of something or other tc insure their victory as a
[ dominant group over the other two. Through the use of various schemes end finggling,
‘ everything cames to a head around the hero who then resolves the difficulty with the

ald of some superior quality,

l The hero theme has been developed to the ultimete by van Vogt. Van Vogtean heroes
are trampled on and pushed esround for the first two thirds of each novel only to e-f
rerge as the master-minds of the situetion due tec the utilization of esp and super- .
ior intelligence. ]

The inimitable ven Vogt employs many gedgets in his stories, resulting in much of I
his work originaily sppearing in aSwF, Seiolism is not one of his faults, for the gad’
-gets are well conceived items, The settings occur, generally, at a far distant time
in the future - they are cosmic in scorpe, remivdlng one of Isaesc Asimov's work.

\
!
|
Ven Vogtean complication is not found to such great extent in his short stories.f
from thet stendpoint they are much more readable. Though many of the short stories |
are cosmic in scope, many revolve about a contemporary stendpoint; snd in that re-?
spect make them far ror: plausible, A theme not sncountered in much of his work is )
a botanical idea in the shape of e sinister plant form, possessing 1ntel¢1gence.TuD}
excellent examples: ProcessS & The Hermonizer. One of the best novels, concernsd with
a detailed account of a2lien psychology, is The Vovage cf the Space DCagle, a taleof‘
the mdventurss aboard a stellar shin whsn contact is mede With three alien ecivilie!
zations, His tales of the mutent -nd sucerman are nurierous: Slan and the "Weapon
Shops" series are among the most notable of these. The earlisr stories of this se-
ries, World of é_~ ~ley°rs‘g£.A ere founded cn Yorzybyski's non—Arlstotpllan]ogio.i
Ve |
At the monet not much of van Vogt's work is appeering in the megezines, for he
‘has been engaged =3 a diznetic auditor =nrd has been revising his novels for bok pub'!

\Meation, ED The Critical Crypt-Keeper ~John Voorheis- )
S o ‘—'—-a—._,“_____._._._ —— == - Al ema— —




George T, Vetzel

While resesrching 0ld newspapers of Beltimore, I chanced across a short fentasy,
which read so much like A. Herrett's prose, that I disregarded the 2ppended author's
neme, and considered it but an alias. This "discovery" was in the end of 1952,

The story was entitled "The Pool of the Stone God", and was by a "'. Fenimore" 0
in the "American Weekly" for 3Sert. 23, 1923. Anyone desiring to read it in full cen do
so if the newspaper files or microfilm at their local library have a collection of the
"American lWeekly" cerried in the Sundey edition of their local newspaper.

To determine if "W. Fenimore" was an alias of A. lerrett's or not, I wrote to the
"Americen Weekly" and rejuested the address - if eny - of V. Fenimore, stating my pur
-pose for it, snd my belief that the nsme could be an glias for A. lMerrett.

In Feb. 1953 the "American Veekly" editors replied, seying that they could not set
-tle the problem, their being in ignorence themselves, but they did give me the nd~
dress of a Watson Fenimore of Bethesda, }d. But they could not swesr he was the W. Fe
-nimore, having nulled his name out of their alphabeticel file; their payment records
for 1923 were not readily available, they seid, but would be conclusive if checked. I
took this to meen that they did not want to bother further with the natter, so Iwrote
Watson Fenimore. He denied authorship of the story "The Pool of the Stone God",

Since then I have tried to locate someone well informed on Merrett, or else same-
one close to him, far s clue to his possible authorship of the story in cuestion, but
without success up to this d=te.

Heving reached this impassd I herve requested - a few wecks ego - that the "Ameri-
can Weekly" to kindl}y check their 1923 payment records and help settle the mystery.

The story itself I will give en outline of, and some excerpts to show its style.
This will help present my case.

Other factors are that Merrett was editor of the "Americen Weekly” at the time of
the story's publication. August Lerleth, to whom I loaned a copy of it, concurs with
me thet it is a lMerrett story under an alias. The opinions of im. H. Evans, and lang-
ley Searles sre not definitely made yet, as they only heve my description of it, and
hrve not yet reed through the nctual thing.

Before any more esrgument and hypothesis is presented, it is best that a pracis and
quotations from the story be presented so as to show the opus in question -



N!, BBHAE story opens with the curious outfitting of an expedition with siits
{3 of shain mail, masks and gauntlets, preparatory to embariing for an
“* runusual islend in the South Sees. Then there is a flash-back, narra-
f;!ted by Frof. larston who thusly explains why the curious regalis for

u-;f;;his returning expedition.

e Q”"tﬁzl'_ '{ The wreck of his ship, bent on a fossil seeking expedition, ferced
i Eé?ﬁ;f‘ﬁh;‘i B them to escape into a life boat. (ne interesting fact here is  that
the 1sland in this story lies in the general area of Merrett's "Moon Pool"™ islsnd of
Pempe,

The castawsys land on the island ernd explore it a bit. They reach a clearing at the
edge of which they get the 0dd impression th~t the trees are held back from it by some
-thing unseen. At the end of the cleering were stone huts that reminded them "powerful
-1y of the structures you see in parts of Englend and Frence". In the centre of the si
~-nister place was a grest stone pool beside which wes e stone figure some 20 feet high,
It had a "peculiar effect of drapery about it."

On closer inspection, they noted the stone figure was carved with numerous bst-like
wings, thet mantled it from neck to ankles. "There was something extremely disquieting
about this figure. The face wes inexpressively ugly and malignent. The eyes ~ liongol-
Shaped - were slanted evil."

But 1t was not the face that errnated the emsnated the impression of evil;thewings
that seemed to be clinging to it. One of the casteways touched the idol and flinched
in fear.

The nerrator thought the idol "was cleerly the work of thst forgotten rsce whose
monuments are scattered over the Southern Pacific."

Which remark inclines me to believe Merrett ment this story (if proven to be his)
to heve some connection with his novel "Conquest of the Moon Pool".

Dusk coming on, the castaways decide to return to their beached boat, but get lost
in the island's forest and wander unexplectedly back into "the open Space with the
stone god leering under the moon =nd the green water shining at his feet!"

The exhausted men make camp beside the pool. The narrator alone enters one of the
Stone huts out of curiousity. He finds in one of them two smell basins, set in the
stone wall, reddish pearls; he runs then to call out his discovery. At the door he
stops in wonder, for the stone wings on the idol wave and loose themselves from it, &
descend in a cloud upon the castaways outside of the hut. Another cloud races up from
the pool to join them.

Strangely the wings do not attack the narrator whose hut must be some sort of san
-tuary. At dawn he peers out and sees the idol with its numerous wings back on. His
companions were dead, their blood having been sucked out of them.

Going towards the idol, he notices that it seems larger; he .sees "it was covered
with tiny drops of blood that had been dropped from the ends of the wings that clothed
igtn

His memory after that is blenk until he awekes on a pearling schooner that had pick
-ed him up in the life boet.

Another interesting thing in this story was when the narrator himself touched the
idol and described it: "The wing hed felt like smooth, cold stone, but I had the sen-
sation of having touched back of the stone something monstrous, obscene creature of a
lower world." This plus the fact theat s second cloud of the wing-creatures came up out
of the pool suggests thet an underground origin of the wing-things wes probable.Their



@mergance from the pool also conjures up speculation as to relationship with Lierrett®s
earlier "Moon Pool", which is doubly significant as both stories occur in the same
general South Sea area. Another speculation is the mentioning of the megalethoid huts
in this story mnder discussion snd the similer stone architecture used by }errett 1in
"Creep Shadow, Creep".

"The Pool of the Stone God" is but an introduction to a larger tele, and even in
its own fictional frame is but an outline of such an introductory chepter. It . is e
stege-setting fragment as it appears and cannot properly be called a short storyinany
regard, as it propounds a number of mysteries which it does not solve, or even hint at
solving in its brief framework.

All the color so idiomatic of lLlerrett's fantasies appesr in this fragnent. The out
-fitting of en expedition in medieval armor; the wing-like entities which are curious
sorts of demons; the quasi-symbolicel idol; the cosmic viewpoint of Merrett, in this
instance discernable in the linking of the cromlechs of Western Europe with the mega
-thoid structures of the South Pacific, of which non matal in the Ponopes {as in ler-
rett's "Moon Pool") is an example. The only typieal llerrett ingredient missing is his
inevitable heroine; I think this would have unguestionably been dragged in, in the en
-suing development of the story - of which the present fregment is without a doubt a
mere introduction, & stege-setting bit. It is not certein if I will ever ascertaincon
-clusively if "The Pool of the Stone God" is an nlias authored story of A. Merrett's.
Nevertheless, this article is presented in the hope that someone might come up with
such evidence; also, this article should serve to interest any lMerrett fans rabidly
on the look-out for sny lLierrett wirk unknown prior to this time.

George T. Vetzel
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THE
-lrr eruption instead of ccllision, The hero, E1ll TFesson, CCRCNER'S
is given the job of picking one in three hundred pcople to 0
take to ilars, and a new life. The bock is quite gcod, but RNER Cont.

suffers from scme lack of criginality. £.11 in all, though,
the charscterizations are good, #nd the plot noves along nicely.

I was given,lately, by
a not-too-intelligent friend, e peperbound copy of a British stf novel, which he claim
-ed was "wonderful”. The thingz, no other word suffices, is celled BEVOND THESE SUNS end
is written by Rend Le Faze. This, beyond doubt, is the worst I have read in years. The
plot is terrible; the science is rediculous; and it generally would put to  sleep the
worst-pulp readers. I rank it even lower then the semi-illiterate writings of Vargo Sta
-tten, another English "ace".

Speeking of Vargo Statten, I read the first ish of the new Vargo Statten stf mag,
and thought it wes on the level I exvected it to be. Still, it might improve with prac
-tice and a little less of the editor's own material, English stf is cluttered up, even
more than ours, with too meny hacks, who through Hesven-knows-what meens,manege to get
their stuff pubbed. God help the poor Inglish stf reesders, it's certainly the publish-
ers who're not doing any good!

Now to one of my bright ideas. I, like several hundred before me, want to know your
favorite stf writers. I would like every resder of UN to S8end me & list of his five,
favorite, writers. In a future issue, this report will be pubbed. Meanwhile, send your
fevorite's names to me, with eny comments you cere to m~ke. Send to:

Bob M. Rolfe 207 Eest Washington Ave. Beth, New York
Adieu for thish, end pleese don't forget to send me your five favorites.

A YA O AR 7 L 7 RN TR

I know that some of you will not want to bother with this, but I assure you, this
will be used to your future =2dvantage. 1'd prefer your writing to Bob, but if, by any
foolish whim, you cannot spsre 2¢ for & postal cerd, just tell me your choices, and I
will pess the list on to Bob myself. Thenks. ‘_ -ed




Refore I get to the books, I'd like to utter s word of explsnation to Jim Norwell
concerning Philip Wylie's TOMORRCW! I had alreedy reviewed it for my own meg, SCIENCE
FICTION READER, but the second ish of SFR has never been released. However, I hate du
-plication of material, so I seid nothing. I fully agree with Jim, in his reviewof it,
and add my voice to his in horing thet everyone will read TOIORRCW!

Also, e word on the tooks thst I henpen to chcoce to review, I don't, in fact, can
-not resd 11 the latest stf books. However, I review ell I can get to read. I also,
though read several books which while not new, are new to me. They are booka[miSSed
at some previous time, so, if you find 2n occas1onal oldie listed here, bear with me.

ow with all statements of polocy aside, I shell proceed to "dig up" a few speci-
mens while the Grovevard Attendent is out to luanch, end disect them; all in the cause
of science, vou understend.

In the paperbound division there is » good anthology in Frederick Zohl's SHALOW OF
TOMORROYW. Did I say good? No, I mean excellent. There isn't e poor story in here. Out
-stending, though, are Robert Heinlein's "Vear of the Jackpot", Asimov's "The C-Chutel
end Wilson (Bob) Tucker's "To a Ripe Cld Age®.

All the stories in the book are reprints from mags - mostly GALAXY - end 4ll are
exceptionally Tine. ¥or thirty-five ocents, you cen't beat SHADOW QE_TOMORROW.

A few weeks ago, George Towner, locel stf club boss, came raving to me about a book
he had just read, and got me ell excited too. I betook myself to "Tobie's", the local
paperbound book pusher s nest, end brought home a copy of Richard liatheson's I fM LE-
GEND. Believe me, fans, this book is as strangs s its title. It isn't reaslly " sclence
flctlon, science fentasy fits it better, but it is one of the most intriguing and grim
-mest novels to hit print in & looong time.

It tells the story of Robert Neville, the lsst man on earth. Sound 0l14d? Well just
wait a minute... He isn't exactly the lest... No, there are the other survivors of the
human race, Vempires, who are out for more recruits, Don't get me wrong, now. This
book puts Vampirism on a strictly scientific level, with no religious overtones, or
supernatur~l fol-der-ole.

I AM LBGEND is really fascinsting reading. I sat up till three A.M. finishing it.
Once started you can't put it down. You will need e strong stomach for it, but it's
first-rate work, believe me. This may become a classic in its line. If 1t doesn't ,
something will be wrong somewhere.

The next story isn't an epic, but if you went a story that bristles with action and
some tsists which are very reminiscent of the late Edgar Rice Burroughs, get a copyof
last February's SCIENSE STCRIES and read John Bloodstone's THE IAST DAYS OF _THRONAS.
It's a complete-in-one~issue novel, about 45, 000 words long. I first read it lastwin
-ter when home from school for a week with a neck ailment. I found it egain a few dys
ago, and read it agein, It's the wild and JT;L
wooly type stf, though not exactly space S S
opera. I think you'll get » kick out of ! =
it, nontheless, especially if you like
FRB end his imitators. ,/I"‘\ 7

One of the current Science Fie-'
tion Book Club's sclections isJ. T.
McIntosh's ONE IN THRTE HUNDRED. It
is somewhat suggestive of Belmer &
Wylie's WHEN WORLDS COILIDE, andit
too concerns the end of life on the
Earth. However, it is though a so-
(Continued Page - )
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COWFAB FIE # 2 Herry Celnek Granville Ferry Nova Scotia, Can.
DEVIANT
ABSTRACT ....Cleanly mimeographed on white paper this femmag is an in-
dication of the recent upsurge in activity among Canadian fen
which has brought us several new titles. Cover (& inside from)
done by Dotty Delaine. The outer cover is very striking and quite well done. Pistured
are two Spacemen, or rather a spaceman-snd-a-half, striding off the right hand side of
the page, presumsbly stalking something as they are armed. The background consists of
upright speceship, and a distant star. In huge black columNs the title "FIE". Inside
front cover by Richard Geis depicts a rather grotescue hotel manager who's skull is ep
-parently split open. Remeinder of interior illos by Geis and Calnek. Fiction is offer
-ed by Joe Keogh ("New Lease”) end IM. Desmond Emery ( "Iaunching of the Argos™).Neither
is of much worth. Eeogh's accomplishment is enother of the "wealthy 0ld man preparing
to escape from doomed earth" sagas. Stanley Betts gives us "Hypnosis", which instesd of
being an erticle on the subject, is merely an attempt to obtein a reaction and thus de
-cide whether to actually do some erticles on the subject. Keogh is represented again
with his column "Zenith end Nadir". It is an interesting but extremely short discus-
sion of ASF "recession" and comparison with IMAGIMATICN. "? OR " ig a strange offer-
ing spparently a satire meant to give the impression that it was ectually written by a
ntime traveler" now residing in a mentel home...I donno... "Why Is A TFan" by Norman
Clarke hrs = misleading title. It is a well-conceived srtire rather than a sober, beard
-stroking, heed scratching discussion on the much asked question. Clarke writes in a
MAD vein...somewhat in the mamner of certein serious "modern" writers, who's charac-
ters are obviously not "people”, but symbols/sounding boards. Example: "Do you know eny
editors ?".."No, but I once shook hends with an Indian". A similar, if more "advanced"
satire is perpetrated by Elrira Shultz..."The Cese of the Nausisting Neofan" is emother
title which gives no indic~tion of what is to come. This is » pleasantly crazy thing
which strikes off in a dozen different directions #nd includes a number of odd charac-
ters who hurl obscure, apparently senseless sentences at esch other ("When all around
vou bagpipes, are bogeing pipingly...."). "The Gaspipe™ introduces Gerrld Steward who
reviews eightsen fan magazines. !iy colleague even goes so far as to disect two issues
of certain mags. It is ny belief thet he is making an elementary error even es I once
did. The fact is thet one is unahble to devote sutficient space to ~ny specific mag this
"short-ch~nging" them =211 and affording none a cormpetent review, #Depertments are "Ro-
team" (editoriel), and "The Foison Pen" (reader's section). #Summsrizing: As a bit of
light reading for "fans® this one fulfill's its purpose. If yBG'EEEIEE‘Z science- fic-
tion fan mrg skip this publicetion. £t 15¢ it is overpriced. FIE is not = a complete




waste of time if vou enjoy this sort of thing. But, as Harlan would sey, "There's no-
thing of resl worth here." SUB.INFORMATION: 15¢ per single copy. RATING: ***

VAMP # 9 (First eight issue under title: SF) John Magnus 9312 Second Ave.

Silver Spring, Md. -
....The cover on tais fammeg is of the pallid grey shade whieh TUANDRY made famous-
VAP, which is subtitled "thet pright new fanzine", is otherwise composed of standard
white mimeogreph paper upon whick the printing is very legible. The ccver is graced by
a piece of filler art by Art esley, = Tather meek PEM is pictured pointing et e sign
which reads, "No Terrans Allowed". The remainder of the interior art is rendered by
Deve English, DE., Desn Grennell, and Jack Harness (Plato Jones is also presentwith a
good cartoon). In the way of ccntents, we heve Stan Woolsten with an article entitled
"The 4BC of hcguiring Enemies". This is not a humorous satiric thing, as one might be
well led to suppose... it is sound advice on hos to write for the fanzines, or for
thet matter, how to write - period (non-fiection, of course). I might point out that
Woolsten's erticle rather well illustrates the fact that nothing is more in demand a-
mong the better zines than good, well-written articles. ((A-hem! - ed))Naturelly some
zines thet deal in nothing but humor are exceptions. However, the larger percentage of
faneds ere more eager to obtzin controversial articles then eny other type of material.
"The Guake at Guaker City" by Ian Mecauley gives us a report on the '53 World Con. In
direct contrast to the deluge of reports fillowing the Chicon, few, in fact, hardly
any, reports were authored this year. Thus, this specific report can be read with ap-
preciation, if not with great enthusiesm. The report is not too well-written, a trifle
dull, partly due to the fact that Ian merely chronicles his activities in the mamnner
of a man steting a routine schedule ("I went down to the bus stop at 6:45, bus arriv-
ed 6:49, arrived office 6:57, sasid hello to secretary 7:09, read letter from Globe
Distributing Compeny 7:16..." you get what I mean). Henry lioskowitz, known chiefly for
his campaign to restore Captain Future to nglory", perpetrates an article celled "The
Other Worlds [ffair". 4n interesting topic, certainly, but one which fails to take in
-to aceount the true neture cf Revmond A. Palmer...which is neither good or bad, bute
little of both. RAP's philcsophiss are hard to understend. I believe that I understend
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the true "RAP", end consider him to be nct quite the black-herrted scoundrel some at-
tempt tc convince us he is...nor vet the "true friend cf fandom" others feel that he
is. Henry bemoens the fsct thet OW ehernged its neme to SCIENCE STORIES and is uneble
to srrive at = conelusicn s to ths "why". #"The Third Agree" has the unimiteble Gre
-nnell wexing forth as to possitle nemes for f2nmags and aow to go about selecting a
proper one., /, rrther strange note is the fect that editor lMagnus begins a second edi-
torisl somewhere in the process, snd no distinetion is mmde between where the article
ends and lisgnus begins. ;i bit confusing to be sure. The erticle can be best described
as a "time killer"... not particularly noteworthy, btut not boring to the extreme ei-
ther. Magnus comments away about music, the "top ten" fanzines, the latest Ballentine
Book, »nd the fact that he has » mysterious sbility to lose pencils. Apparently leg-
nus hes latent powers he's not even aware of, Perhaps by sheer mental force he places
pencils in the 6th dimension, or casts them off into outer space. (Let's not be so
trite a3 to suggest that there might be a dero under his desk.) Magnus stetes that a-
bout every 45 minutes he lnses a pencil. Last year, he claims, 144 were lost in this
strange manner. Fortunately this "space warp" has not yet managed to make off with his
typewriter. #Phyllis Economou, who is & real delicious-looking dame by anyone's stan-
dards, authors a poem concerned with the activities of the notorious "Little Willy" -
which I believe also sew print in GRUE. #In "Re:VAMP", Magnus explains why the change
from SF {(which was such a success from the start that John got little pleasure out of
its publication, end found himself "msrking time"). Thus, the appearance of VAMP in-
tended to be a more informal-type zine, istnot quite of the scope Gf SF. #Back cover
consists of two rather uninspiring drawings by Jack Harness, #Sunmarizing: If thismg
continues to use articles, and can cane up with same slightly better ones, this thing
can go far (end I don't mean as far as the nearsst latrine). A4S yet, however, this mag



cen only be evalusted on the "weit and ses" basis.,.hes possibilities. #5UB INFORMA-
TICK: 107 per single copy. #RATING: ***

MIMI # 1 Georgine Ellis  1428-15th Street Eest Celgary, Alberta, Canada

....Ye have here s fem=le fan editcr of whom there are unfortunetely very few. Person-
ally, I rether wish thers wers ahout 50, end ~11l of them looked (something) like Phil
Economou...ah me...I'm sure thet all would get a2 large number of submissions...and not
a few propositions...oh well, cnward....#Mirneod on white paper. Readable. but this bles
-ted white paper...why do fans insist on using it in preference to the much sSuperior
colored stock? Cover by Charlie lslcam, and interiors by Zsrl Downey, !’alcom, Hensen,
Mazzarelli, Ellis, end Christoff. Two full-pPge spreads by Downey, both of which ere ra
-ther good. Harry Calnek's "A Tan in ¥onderlend" begins thusly: "They ere sllowing me
to write this, I don't know why..." Frenkly, I don't know why either, slthough, to be
truthful, this fan satire is readebls and relatively well dcne. #3tars Are What You
Wish On" authored by E.D.}"ilton is one of those gushy, driping-with-sentimentalism dra
-mes which one encounters now and 2grin. I'm sure you know the plot...little boy who's
mother is dead wishes upon a star - she returns for one night lezving two gems as in-
dicetion she was there. In the prozines they try for the gimmic...in fanzines its the
effect...the ususl rejoiner is to sccuse the fan writer of ettempting to imitete Brad-
bury. However, it's a fsct thet a "mood" short will 2lways remind one of Brad, because
he was perheps the first to strike out in thet direection. It is nlso equelly true thet
amateur authors tend at all times to strive for the »formentioned "effect" to the ig-
norsnce of what reslly sells and is most often sccleimed....GOOD CHARACTERIZ/TION. #
Someone n~med Bob Kvanbeck authors one of the most worthless pieces of fiction I've e-
ver read in esny fanmag. It is "Low Intrigue"...a one prge "setire"...or it might have
been something =lse. I cen't decide what it is. Supposed to be funny I imegine...about
as humorous as = copy of one of ths Tzr11 juvinile comic books where cherecters shout
"Hr.t HAY all over the place. ;! 1 jirzzarelli, = merber of the Navy, begins #Al's Trad-
ing Post" which I'm rather sure will go over like 2 lerd balloon. It's a combinationof
a free ad, menuscript bureeu, and =nswer man deal. Sad facts are thet the response will
be negligible, you can bet on it. #Other column fertures Harry Calnek with remarks a-
nent /1 Collins » Dee Jay up at WNEW (MNew York station), Richerd Geis as.a fmz Rv, and
some very sound advice on whet mistrkes to avoid if you 2re = faned or thinking of be-
ing one. Herry is particulerly distressed by the individuels who have the "don't give
a demn" attitude, =and typro away at = terrific rate - elso the bright boys who must in-
sert editoriel comment in articles and other material pubbed in their rags, the ama-
teur Dee Jays who must ad 1lib and make cute insertations insteasd of making comment fol
-lowing the mrticle, etc. A11 this is celled "Rocits and Ravings”, and can be read with
-out strenious effort. ’s s columnist, Celnek messures up relstively well...no Willis,
but he'll do. #Reprinted by 1'iss (?) Fllis is a letter from a "concerned Mother" which
originslly appesred in a Calgery Newsp=per. 3eens this doame blows her stack beceuse the
theory of evolution is being taught in school to her child. I suppose everyone expects
me to make some trite remark atout = ... the "open-minded" SF fans.......
nuts.....L'm more intrigued by tha\ ’aa + ““fact that Canada has newspapers
than by the fact thet it has plurp : natrons who don't dig Darwin...
Somehow, to my untimate discredit, I cannot, nor ever will be able
to get the idea that Canada 1isn't F\&- composed entirely of ice/snow
with guys in red coats getting their man 1?%Lugees from Breskfast Food companles yel-
ling "mush", #nd berrded sourdoughs panning gold. Which after all, is not so muchworse
than the Engllch who have the idea that "mericens meske like George Raft or Lsuren's
husband, drive long blsck limousines, ~nd spin fifty-cent pieces while other characters
pump slugs into their carcesses. 47, Paul Nowell gives us "The Rerder Screams" ( teke-
off on T¥S's letter column of course). Slightly smusing, especially the "letter of the
month". #Poetry presented is by Paul V'yszkowski and Bob Kvanbeck, neither noteworthy, .
especielly Kvanbeck's...zad. #Ellis holds forth in "Mimeomenia", the editorisl, end has
2 brief second editorial, mostly nemes, nddresses or faneds. Mo set policy she seys.
What fanmag does? Blasted few, and that's for certain! #Summarizing: Got 2 long way to
go. Not much at ths moment. Cr the credit side is good reproduction, end Calnek. Per-




haps she cen build on thet... Overpriced st 15¢. To paresphrase Harlan. .. "SLIGHT". #SUB
INFORMATION: 157 per single copy. #R\.TING: ** -

CONF/iB # 5 Bob Pestrowsky Box €34  Norfolk, Nebraska

....Not since Forrest ".ckermen in July 1947 suthored his last VOM editoriel, and pre-
sented fondom with VO #5C, hrve we had » true representative letterzine and one which
rose to helghts of VGMish popularity. Rut now cameth CONFAB, having been born during
February of this yeer which promises %o £t lest £ill the void left by the demise ofikk
Akk's fine publication. CCNF.B. is neatly hectoed. If you enjoy reading letters from all
kinds of fen, but don't heve much time for sorresponding, this is for you. Naturally,
if you feel such to be but situpid bletherings of persons attempting to boost their egos
you won't like Peatrowsky's fommeg There's reclly no point in my mentioning nemes or
cammenting to any length on the letters. Sufficec it to say thet neerly all are extreme
-1y engrossing...desling with such diverse {iopics as Fan-Dads, Fan Polls, MAD & PANIC,
religion, CHILDHOOD'S ZND, F£Ph, Hofrmen, CREATURE FROX. THE BIACK IAGOON, the differ-
ent fandoms, controversisl articles, end G.}l, Cearr's home and business meiling addres-
ses. #Summerizing: CONFAB fulfills » need. If vou don't apprecieste it, then you don't
appreciate fan Etters, and if you don't like fen letters, you are a most unusual fan
indeed. #ITB INFORMATLION: Limited circulation. It is not sold. Quite possibly you may
be able to praﬁre a copy if you write and request one in a reasonably polite memner.
Feat is =2 good Jne.,.. If you don't get one, it will be beceuse of limited number of co
-pies produced. #RATING: ****

DEVIANT # 2 ©Carol McKinney Sta. 1, Hox 514 Provo, Utah

....From the stendpoint of reproduction, this fermag is tops - excellent mimeographing,
pink peper with covers of granite grey. Front cover by Dorithy Hangen is Very poor;htsck
by DFEA is somewhat better. Th.s zine seems to fezl each issue must have a theme-#1 was
"Sea Shell™ - this onz is "Rusiles of Spring". Frankly this practice doesn't appeal to
me, and I wish Carol would discoatinue it. Interior illos by Hansen, Cadell, DFA, Har-
ness, Anspauch end Bloch. Nearly all are singul=rl)y uninspired, especially those of An
-spauch. Contents page like the 0ld SFB is too cluttered up and achieves that "crowded"
effect, same evidence that Carol is meking the mistake of pro imitetion also. Curious
note 1s thet she bluntly iaforms Canadirns Lhat no Cenadiun money will be accepted for
subs. It is relatively simple to exchznge foreign money for coin of the realm and frenk
-1y, if »ny Englishmen and/or Canadiasn wishes to gift me wich some of his country's mo
-ney, I shell be most heppy to accent it. In "April Showers", her editorial, Carol re-
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CHRISTMAS THCUGHT IN BIANKX VERSE

The Christmas tree fell,
Crushing the candles;
Many wero maimed and injured.
-Barker-

fers to a trip to Californir, the rriss in price of her zine from 10 to 20¢ (beceuse of
her mailing Dev out in envelcpes), and the number of promegs being published. Frankly
Carol hes made a grave error ir doubling the price - envelopes are not needed -certsia
-1y not if it mesns charging twice as much. But. more if this later. #™"Wind" by Don Don
-nell is non-S¥ fiction, of surprising worth. Donnell, as I recently pointed out to Fon
Smith (who publishes quite & bit of Donnell's work), does have talent, but he seems to
do nothing but mood writing. Unless this is done ty a mester, it is freguently heavy
handed balder -dash of no real worth. "Wini" is mood writing, much better than most at-
temps, but still rather 2ffected and pathos-spresd-with-a-srovel type of thing. Its
theme 1s thet of the threat of death haning over the head of Lir Force pilots and afthe
thoughts of one such before going ou: on patrol. Frenkly, I do mervel thet an indivi-
dual of Donnell's age (he is supposedly 15) could know so well the proceedure of pre-
Tlight, the dawn-lit runways, ths jeep carrying the pilots to the awaiting jets....let



me sey here and now thet Donnell writes smazingly well for one So young. Don't take
eny hets thet this boy isn't GOING TO BE a writer...s rerl writer...not necessarily a
crisnce-fiction writer, either. Hic graco ¢f humen psychology, human mores, at such en
inexparienced age is...well...difficul® W believe. £ie for Dee Steel's "The Age of
Forgei’ulness™ - the most profound zormens I can make is SIIGHET. llot too badly written:
but the basic premise is rather silly. #'Cities of the /tom", =n erticle by ULorothy
Hensen is psrt one in » sei“es. Tt is = short srticle on how things were at Oak Ridge
before that town gaired its famz 33 the birth-plece of the A-Bomb and could be fairly
interesting. However, this snrt of thing becomes boring =2fter 2 bit, 2nd I can't see
this as a serial at all. #Rick Zne~ry mekes whet I believe to be his first esppeerence
in a cubzine since sbout 1850 wiih a rebuttsl srticls directed et Kyle Lessler (( yuk).
"Open Letter To..." is the tille. It is » sort of defense of the PN#, interesting e-
nough. #'It's up to You", Jemes Lewis' article, discusses the ever decressing amount
of sprce devoted to fandom in the promags. #"Cogito, Erge COPSLA!" 1s Gregg Calkin's
eutobiograpvhy, »né 2 highly interssting one it is. Gregg is ons of the more valuable,
if less publicised rerbers ot fandom. His CCP3IA! is an example of o calm, mature at-
temot at producing e fenzine of cuslity 2nd ultimate success at that attempt. # Terry
Carr's column "D'un aniere Fantastique" concerns Jarol }McKinney's visit to Carr's a-
bode - relatively interesting. #Carr =lso has a page of "Face Critturs" in the section
labled DOZFAC, which, incidentslly, is slnost a complete waste of space tiroughout.Ca
-rol should drop this. iThree poems "~lien Spring"™ (}McKinney), "Atomic  Fulfillment"
(Pope), and ‘Tne ixile's Return” (Wansborough) complete the issue, Elizabeth Pope'sbe
-ing the best of the three. #3umma.izing: Tnis business of doubling the price in order
to mail out the zine in an envel-pe is not wise. Definately overpriced at 207, shows
some promise, bu% hetter rnaterial is nseded. Artwork is not worthy of the name. (( I
feel that I must clerify this. It i3 nct necessessarily the artwork, but the editor's
lousy stenciling which causes most of the difficulty.)) DOZFAC is e useless feature..
Items in its favor are the series of fan biographies, and the excellent reproduction,
Maybe with three or four more issues... #SUB INFORMATION: 20¢ per single copy. # RAT-
ING: * %k k i

ABSTRACT # 6 Peter Vorzimer 211 Forth Lsurel ‘ve. West Hollywood 46, Calif.
or Univ. of Cel, &Santa Barbsra, Toyan Hell, Goleta, C»l.

....Excellently dittoed on white paper, hs=vy grade used for cover which is one ofRot
-sler's fine efforts. Back cover by DFA in three colours. There is a certain atmosphare
gbout this zine...cne of "hurry hurry, rush rush". It is f~irly unique es is its edl-
tor who hes the driving energy of ten and is not without bis moments of penetratingin
-sight when doing fanmeg rsviews., However, Vorzimer hes = very changerble philosophy,
#S regerds competsnce in f#n pubbing. For thet reesson his opinions should be tzken in
combinetion with a2 grain of salt. Vorzimer, like /ugust Derleth, seemingly possesses
several extrs hands, a mind thet functions on three levels =t once, and an urge to ae
-ate which few, if any, in the ennals of fendor: have equaled., He has a published as
many as TEN fanzines at one time. He has his schedule plotted for years to come, has
had a job, not mnttends College, »nd yet finds time to crter to the wishes of his ginl,
and goof off with his college friends relatively often. I used to wonder how Ellison
menaged to do sll the things he does, but frankly, this Vorzimer makes him look 1like
e piker. #Terry Carr presents the first instsllment of & very fine column, "Backwerd
0 Time", concerning naturally enough interesting nuotes from letters, conversationsof
the past as well as rec:llections of matters of fannish interest. Carr's work seems t
be improving sonewhat of late. "t sny rate, this column renks with the best he'as done
for Lee Riddle's PEON...which is saying something. #4 folio of Rotsler drawings is fea
-tured under the heading of "Fantasy Gallery", =11 well executed efforts. #Carr, in
collaboration with Peter Grshem gives us the sztiric "The Unpeid Fan". This aort of
thing gener2lly holds the interests of most fans if only beceuse of the prospect of
seeing their names mentioned. Suffice to say that Willis attends enother convention ,
and meny of the better known fans come in for their share of the egoboo. This thing,
as well 28 e1]l the other meterizl is interspesced with Rotsler filler art, which cer-
tainly helps things along a little. #Claude Hpll, stationed in Germany, really meneges



tc do a2 0ot oi fen mrtericl... I wonaer hew... AV eny rete, this is also well writtsn
av.? wili] lioud your iuth-Pv even thcough nothing of s#ny great consequence is broughtto
light. #Ths two f=n bicersphys thi~ isa are by Jce Semenovieh end Lee Riddle. Both ere
1nther cld, ~nd reletively usinteresting. ﬂVnr21mor 38 second editoriel is "I.eoking
Beck", » rembling commentary. His fiest, "7rom Vhere I Sit", is » discussion of col-
lege, the COMNish, The Tcp Ten Fenzine Pcll he is conducting, Yarl Wolfe's reviewing
practices, and the “Vine" /[Short for Vorzimerzine, rnother cf his pubs). #"Rest In
Peace” is the fmz review, ccniusied by Vorzimer. He's improving, methinks. #"Through
R~in, Sleet, end 3Snow, etc.” is the letter column. /. good one also, if much shorter
than usual this issue. Terry Carr, ¥William Rotsler, and Bill Reynolds do the honors.
Vorzimer certainly receives the mail, 107 letters in two weeks end sround 15 per day.
Best letter this time ic Rot=sler's...mest frenk sort of biography-like typs, and fas-
cineting...wish more persons were as forthright as Bill.... #Summarizing: Though Pete
initislly "jumped tke gun*, it can be s2id with some conviction that, excluding F.PA,
8/P3 zines, snd those with a superior method of reproduction (photo-offset), lbstract
ranks smong the current TOP TEN. Low on the list, to be sure, but improving rapidly..
Certainly worth resding, and fairly priced at 10¢ per copy. I advise securing a copy,
you won't regret it. #SUd INFOPATTON: 10¢ per single copy. #RLTING: ok

NO CONDOR CO!'I7EMDATIGW! This trip around found none worthy.

END -Paul kittlebuscher-
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I am feeling uncommonly bad about this gecond instellment of The Condor's Lye.....
You see, it is the lost for a whila, Peul is now going to college, e2nd as & result,he
will not he =ble to continue his work with me. I cAan urderstend his problem, but this
also leaves me a provism: 1 have to find a roviewer whc c#n et lerst do half as good
» job as Paul did. It'1L be one hellave operaiion, believe me. So anyway, I would ap-
preciete having saycne interested in trking a job as *mz reviewsr tell me so irmediat
-ly. If the p=vsons woultd snclose o sraple 1eview {just one rieg) s an indicaticn of
their work, it wculd meke things esrsier. This is generslly a guerterly, so it wouldbe

nc strain on =nyone =:;ith 2 1i{lla spere time. Contrev m~ 1 i2dieisly, Thanks. -ed
YULTTTL LTI YL i L L LT YL
SCIENCE FT.CTION BOOKS KLTHAR TTADER
"9 CFR
SEND Tolt o nLOG The Kayner Tradc: §s one sure way of find-
L.F. Vogul = ing some of the most fantastically low pri
61 EBerksa.re 24, i ~ces sver. You just can't go wrong by send
Needham 92, Mass. -ing a mere dime for a copy. The thing will

Tepay you many times ovar in the valuesyou
will find. 1728 “xd Avae. So.
Mcorhead, i7inn.

SIGHTED
Coming from outer spacc bleckness TRALP
into planetary lighs
seemingly makes everything Conditioned agairst spatial dangers
S0 very very bright. Loneliness mede tvhem turn

agn lnst erch other
-Burton K. Beemen- apg fivht
n o i like toiel, =ta™istic strengors.
|A> time grcw 2loser for return,

SIIPLE i brother slaw brother
Fenie, meenie, micnie, moe... iin fright.

1
A jump to spece, #néd away we go' i

-Burton K. Beermsn-
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- Terry Carr

It faa coms o my ahention
that

Scms people
N et widersiend

Jhas forve o writing,

Thoy sav
I{ 1e not poetry;
It ¢

31 basiard form
0f prosc.

Su ve it.
So hgt?

This
© bsscard form
Does not d=r=nd on

Rhyre,

or rythi...
But it doey depend ol
Reasou.

We do not try to
‘ impress you -

Wiith beantiful phrascs,
Catchy liuaxd, "“--/-
or swi. __/
Leave that to the '
Rhvme Poets;

Leave th+t to the -
Blank Verse Poets;
Cr to the Free Veuite Wriluers,

Not us.

In poetry.
for such we will teim this
foir lack ¢f abelter word,

The poet hus cuiy

A shci* space

In which 1 convay

His messagc.

Thiz sp2c3 :.ust be used

Carcfu.l;.

Thereyore,
we put
Emphasis
On +hzo. soris which
need it.
oii on a
e,

They are oo
Separate li:
Or perhaps,

for less erphasis,
hre indented.

like this.

3 o

= O

The resclt
Is a stronger,

more striking
Bit of poetry.



Well...we arc here, »t least ! Give I \
us credit for &2&2&5&?57 will you???% // ] 3
T don't know exacily when you'll be see: .,/ // %

-ing this in your mailbox, but I'm at /
least going to date these things from

now on.
As a word of explanstion, this W
which you are now reading it some Y /
~-thing my tired mind thought uw as N
e last resort. I've got four pages
or so left, so herewith, I  pro- //
nounce that a sort of letter and .-’
general comment section shall be, k‘\x~ E=Eu
inacted. \. J;H_f"‘\~,wf,7,
Des HEmery... ‘; Py f
Enclosed is 15¢. I'1ll be review- . _.«"
ing your mag in DV shortlv, ~nd in line <x\ {
with my own personal policy I'm naying o
for it. If it's good enough for a review, kaJ
it's good enough to pay for. Since I'1l on \\\ '
-ly be giving reviews to good =2nd rverage \\_’/g/

mags and not to the poor ones 2t all, I think

this is fair... Don't give a demn about justified or un- :
justified mergins. llimeoing good to fair. Nothing irked 7

me except maybe the cartoons. Rest of the art was good,

even though I didn't care for it's presentation. Would like to see a letter column and
might write... Don't get too many fanzines even if I am a reviewer, so would rather not
get into this. Especially since I'm rather nationalistic and would probably list only
Canadian zines. Des-

((Thenks for the 15¢. Gled you like my meg enough to pay for it. #So you don't like
.the way I present my art??? If you'd tell me a better way, I'd follow it gladly. Ano-
ther complaint similar to yours brought upon the use of artwork as I do. I rather like
the method, but if you can tell me something better, do so. #You should have voted on
the fmzs anyway. We Americans do the same for our fanzines, why shouldn't you? Besides
how can you be nationelistic concerning fanzines? I thought fanzines were rather inter
-national in aspect.., Hmm?))

Paul !Mittlebuscher...our Condor...

As for Undertakings #1, I could mention thet I wes duly impressed and feel that def
-inate improvement was in evidence. I DOM'T like the neme, »nd I could point out def-
ects such as improper centering of type on prge (some pages had a line cut off at the
bottom), tyros were present in greater quentity than one might desire and in two instan
-ces an entire sentence was dropped from my reviews which somewhst disturbed the congen
-uity of the whole. However, teken »s a snringboard to greeter things it served admir-
ably. The paper was nice and you had some materiel which sustained the interest. I es-
pecially liked Rolfe's "Coronor's Report", and thought not entirely asgreeing with James
Morwell's "Tomorrow", and his opinions on such., I did read it with some interest. Can"t
say I cared for Hickman's report. Too short among other things. John Voorheis (is that
a pen name?) is hardly Keast or Shelly, but I did think "Ascension" was worth printing,
as well as reeding. Robert E, Gilbert's cover drawing and artists's interpretaion of
"Ascension" were both very well done. I like this individual's work, fiction or art-
work. Good issue, 3am, some boring stuff snd mistekes here #nd there, but what elatesme
is the steady improvement you've been making from one issue to the next.

((Thanks much for the comments, Paul, »nd thanks slso for the personal part I clip-
ped out of your letter. I sincerely hope we cen get together someday, #nd heve a 1long



telk. I believe that I could learn a lot from you - end if I may be So conceited - the
reverse elso. 1'm sorry as heck thet you cen't keep up the Condor's Eye, but don't wor
-ry about your method of presentation...Nobody will ever use it through my permission,
much less yours. Inecidentelly, Terry Carr, #nd V. Prul Nowell! I would appreciate hear
-ing from you two for possibly replacing Paul M. You two off hand, but if anyone else:
thinks they cen handle it as well as these two, let me know. f#Unless Voorheis is - just
» neme thet John uses, it isn't ¢ psuedonym. I asked him, but he says thet he is of mo
relation to the newscester.))

Lessee what Ron Ellik is so enreged about here...

SUCCESS! Tendom has triumphed. The post office is debunked snd won over. Ve have a-
cheived the ultimete--or something. That is to say, I heve in my possession a copy of
SFenzine #lest... FINAILY it hes worked out right, and we are trading...

The point, amigo, 1s not imeginary. It is about »s imaginary as you are. (Who wes it
s#id they didn't belisve in you?) ((most everybody who writes to me claims that I can-
not possible-like exist. I believe Emttell Loomis wes the first to suggest it +though.
I tried to keep a secret, but if you just don't exist you can't fool mortals too long
about it)) YOU are s four-dimensionsl (some say five, but I don't dig the fifth dimen-
sion) solid. You extend in length, bredth, depth, and time, » cube, such as is the de-
finition, has no extension in time. It merely exists in one instant ((not even that)).
Obviously no one cen see such & thing.

The plane (represented by o piece of paper) exists in only two dimensions. It isn't
solid, therefors penetrable to light; also it is not fourth-dimensional, therefore ex-
ists only in one instent. So it hss two counts agerinst its being seen by human eyes.

The line (represented by a piece of thread) has one dimension only. It is the gener
-ation of & point (cf. next paragraph). It exists not in time, depth, or bredth.

The point is a position. It has no dimensions of shape or size. It is, as the geom.
puts it, e position in spece without dimension. Not that it 1s too smmll to be seen,as
some think--in cannot be seen because of our limited vision. It is there--or else wo rre
mt. ((exactly, we do not))

Your srgument thart we do not exist is false--building up from the intangibility - of
the point, the invisibility of the line, plene #nd instanteneous cube, etc., is what
Socrates fought all during his life; they called it Sophism. A pley on words end tricky
derling through the confusing of your opponent. With it can be proven snything--a good
example is "Cen God create = rock so big that He cernnot move it?" or "Show me a squered
circle." Such a person--a Sophist--denies cormon sense in the beginning, and goes onto
prove that postulates held by "Hoss sense" are famlse--because using Scphism he does mt
need to hold what we hold by our very natures.

We do exist. ((nup)) That is easily proven, »nd without Sophism. I think, therefore
I em. Simple. ((nup)) If, then, we accept that I exist, ergo you exist (heppy?)((nup))
If you end I together exist, the entire continuum as we know it exists. Ergo, the four
dimensional solids exist. Ergo yet once more, the instantaneous three-di solids exist.
And so forth--right down to the pcint, which is the gren-pappy of 'em all.

I imagine vou went right through ™orida without talking to Philly Economou or Shel
-by Vick, eh? It always works out thet wey--whenever a fan goes on vacation, rightin a
middle of other fans, he never gets a chence to tslk to them. Cf course, there might
have been some trouble--I don't remember Phyllis' address, but ShelVy has a box no.... -

Ponelik-

(( you sure as hell cen talk a long time about things...I hope I don't run out of e
 place to reply on this next page. Let's jump over there now while we get & chance to})



((well, we made it =fter ell...I didn't know for sure. #The point, my Zriend is imag-
inarr, You sav vourself thet it has none of the first threes dimensions. It has no ex-
istance whatsoever. Not even in time, Ffor ycur infc, 2n object cannot draw e time line
unless it ras ot least cnz dimension. If it does not exist, how 2an it possibly exist
in time? You have there a paradex in itself. #I raree; Lthe point is a position.I ask
you, though. C:=n you point ovt a poinw¢?? You cannot, ard you innw it. The reeson is
simple: 2 point is a positicn In space @1d time. T Adcesn’t exist in time for the wry
reasons you used to prove that a iiue, plane, end cube Jdo not erist in time. As I re-
rmember you: re.:cn, you did not mive cne. Well, there is 2 reason. It is simply that
gearetry existy as a theorett:zal subjsci, independent of any but the three firstdimen
-sions. Th=»t iz slso, indzpendecut or time, Time is not there as far as geometricians
are concerned. So, indepsndent ¢l time, the line, plane, and cube exist. The pointis
not real, in or outside of ilme, aud was thought of in ihe first place just as some-
thing to meke unders.: ~ading of geomct 'y sirinler., IT WAL TdOUGT UP. # So you think tet
because Sccrates fﬂught Sophism th=t my argument (end that of meny before ne) is in-
correct? Well just listen hirre, buddv, I c-n neme at least six people who reasoned as
I do. I think I will:Diamoeritus; Gelileo: John locke; Izitnitz; Berkley; and then as
last, but not least, IFinstein hizseif, L could neme others if I tock the time to remem
-ber their names. I really avn't cive & dav what Socreies thonght about Sophism. It
doesn't even have a bearing cn what I ssid...sfter 211, it wes merely a process of rea
-soning, and wad so logical that mnny others, people infinitely smerter than I, elso
proscribed to it. I Jon't kpow much about Socretes...l never read much of what the
led had to say for himself. However, if he cpposed people's delving into paradoxes, he
was on the wrc.ig track. A great amount of mcasearch into rcasoning, building of mechan
-ical brains, psychology, mathematics, 2nd of course physics depends on the kind of
logic we use...that can have Joophnles liks paradoxes., I would sdvise you to stop dis
-counting thei bezause you cenrot explain them. They sre a very rcel thing, 2nd any a
-mount of denying them will not remove them. #Your reescning in proving thet you ex-~
ist is faulty. "I taink, thooasiore L axiiw,®  What about Lower animals, and plants
which do not think? ¥a=t atout inorgenic m=terials? They do nct think...do they, thers
-fore not exist? On top of that, yoeu'd nave 50 do onls one thing to make that state -
ment correct: Remove therefore. , #As fo. Sophisr. I know that I cen prove things by
use of "twisted logic®, and thet that is Sophisu. 3ut when I telk of things like this
" business, it is nct Scnalem becauce U @ nuot havs false hasic tenets. I build on fect
and #s ¢ result, I fird th~t others have crme o tle sPme corcluslions before. As a
reason for this: a faet is uncliiangiag even over a lons pariod of "time". If it chan-
ges, it is not a4 v.r-ue 1act. i plocess of resconinz on thiz subjcct lhas teen aroundin
other times, ard has not et carnged... #les, 1 didn't get to see Iconomou or ShelVy.
I wes rether dissappcinted sbout ;ﬁ, but next spring I cxpecl to move to Ia??, Fla, ,s
I'11 sce them then. Ghod sp "2 their scuis, I mighe mdd... #Zuacidentaily, I hed muchof
» good time, even ot seceiiug tlhiose twn..,I nliost decided to drop fendom I enjoyed it
so much. Ask me about the .ord "Gee" sometime,))

RAY THOMPSON...mmrkes scme comments about things other thsn my meg...l think I shallbe
petient with this letter and publish it next ish in ~rticle form. Ray, if you wish to
elaborerte on that letter, I'11 let ycu do so. OK?

WILKTE CONNER...After a long lesve of absence I get a letter...

Your new mag outshines the old one 2 or 3 to 1. It shows lots of thought and time,
#nd really is one of :he most promising "first" issues 1've ever seen.

I don't know for sure, but I think the next mecting of the Caroline Science Fiction
Society will be heclé Sspt. 27. Jou might contact Bob Madle and find out. His address
is listed in the current Future Science Fiction. I don't have the address of the maga
-zine handy right now.

I've just alsut guit active fanning ((don’t I know itt)), Not enough time, for one
thing, and almost lost interest for another. Science rlculcn sezms to have lost all
its punch. Toc ruch humaneness 2nd not enoush of well-I'll-be- damrnedness, if you know
what I mean. Editors seem to be going overtoard trying to impress people instead of wow
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-ing them. Give me hair raising adventures on far planets and other WONDERful stuff

- sand I'm o.k. But to hell with this stuff sbout poor little misunderstood children who ;

are super dooper genusies —-my Spelling is »s sloppy as yours--- in disguise.
lady Benister soon is caming out in Astounding. Didja see his yarn in Beyond? Me-

" rion Bradley is selling like mad. Conner is resting.

Iy son is interested at the moment in Flesh Gordon on the TV. So far his only stf in
-terest. At his age I devoured every stfmag published (i.e. Vonder Stroies, and Astoun

-ding Stories). I also glued to the radio for Buck Rogers in the 25th century.
Wilkie-

((wilkie, I'm sorry sbout missing thet meeting...if it was held. I've written about
three or four letters to Madle in the past, and he refuses steadfastly to answer me. I
suspect that he is holding a secret grudge agerinst me for putting out a fanmeg that he
not only can't review, but cen't read as well... #To tell the truth, this business of
our former lords, the stfeditor, snd their assinine policies has also about driven me
from the flock of readers. You know that to do that they must be putting out a pretty
sorry grade of fiction. I used to read everything published (except books) in the stf
field. Even during that Boom we had a while back. I was reading something like 35 mags
end half a dozen pbs a month... I reslly read only a few novels or novelettes now., Of
course I find a fair sho't (teke that anyway you went) story, but they are few and ve-
7y for between, Unless a guy has put at least a month of work on & story nowadays, %t
simply isn't worth reading. T3, Planet, SS, are about the only msgs 1 find evenslight
-1y interesting., aSF is 211 repitition, and likewise with almost all the rest of" :the
mess. & think I may start buying back ishes of old megs so I can find some decent read
~ing. Remember, i have nothing ageinst the sociciogical plot, but over and over! Urp!!
#1 saw Benister's story in wierd of four issues ago. Probably saw his one in Beyond,
but didn't remember it. I'm trying like hell to break pro myself, Will inform you if I
ever make it... #Your son appeers to be normal...tough luck. Then again, maybe you'd
better be glad... Would you have him go through 21l the crep you have in the past??# I
think this will have to do for an answer to your letter, but write again soon and I'll
make things a Lit more personal.))

'Bout out of space, so 1'1l give you last ish's ratings:

Fomst: 6-very good | No more space for letters, but at least I
Contents: é%-very ve good ! can mention those nice enough to write or

Interior arti 7-wellaboveaverage !return the ?neire: Pete Ingeman;Jim White;
Cover ert: 63-very ve good ! Bill Gerkin; Ron Voigt; llaury Lubin;Dwight
General Impression: 7-wellaboveaverage | Agner;Dave (Bem) Norman;plus those who got

Coronor's Report: 6-very good sn answer via this column. Not too manyht
Condor's Eye: 7-wellaboveaverage I »lso count trade copies I get, so actual
PFc Bloodletting: 53-me-mediochre ! there were meny more. Still, it could be a
Tomorrow: 7-weilaboveaverage | bit better. Why not drop me a line? If I
Indian Lrke: 5g-me-mediochre don't answer it right off, I'll acknowledge
To All Karchers: 7-wellaboveaverage you in some other manner...mayhap through
Ascension: 5-me-mediochre this column. Credits for thish are:
Me: (refused to comment for fear I Protest « & S im mim = = 1 Terry Carr
would discontinue sub...) High Psi Drive = = = = = = = - Hal Annas
Not enough fmz votes to decide. Sorry. TOrOTTOW! = = = = = = = = = = an excerpt
e R Condor's Eye - - - - Paul littlebuscher
I don't have space to comment on Tomorrow! Coronor's Corner - - = - - - - Bob Rolfe
as I wished. ¥ think I'll reserve aportion Merrett Article - - - - - George Wetzel
of next ish for me and and ~nyone else who Crypt-Keeper - - - - - - - John Voorheis
has anything to say. This is an open invi- Art - - - - Carr, Herness, Gilbert, DFA
trtion, in cmse you sren't sure of what I R7y, Thompson, Anspauch
mefn, Ode to a Space Ghost - - - - H. Maxwell

~UNDERTAKINGS is Aagein printed andpublished Apologies for omitting Raymond L.Clancy
by me, Sem Johnson. I am without sameoneto This costs 15¢ per single copy. If -sub
run the mag off, as Lubin quit. Resigned . it's 4-50¢9 & 8-%l...wce're just misers..




