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EDITORIAL

Here, &t last is Venus. It would probably have been coming out for an-
other six months or a year, but Charles Burbee was kind enough to lend
us & tyvewriter. He called me late oné one Junday evening, demanded ex-
plicit directions for finding my home, end after various triazls and tri-
bulations with busses, arrived slightly blown. We immediately went to
work, and in two weeks, Venus was done.

We lve been worned that first issues never recieve much comment, and we
will have to go through this three or four times be fore anyone wakes up
and realized thet there is such a mag. We are forestalling thet by en-
closing the postal ecards and we feel thet since the thing didn't cost
you anything in the first place, you can &t least find energy enough to

drop the card in the nearest mnil boxg, with the varicus items suitably
checked.

Ye are proud to have Leigh Brackett's SHADOWS IN THE WOODS and are still
stunned that she upped cnd handed it to us s6 promptly, recieving only e
short note from us asking for it, Without it, Venus would hove died on
the vine, as it were. (Now don't immedictely rush out and strangle her
as the sole purpct... perva...(hell, you know whet I mean) of this thing.)
But scriously, ofter she had been kind cnough to let us hove it, wo just
he.d to publish it.

We wish, olsc, to thank Joe Gibson for the beautiful VENUSIREN that is
our bick cover, rmd it is o VENUBIREN to ond 2ll VENUSIRENS. In other
words, there will not be nood wimmen dribbling over the pnges of the 2nd
Venus. (Note, Joe, we d4id litho it.{(he snid nd onc ever did litho his
work)) nnd cnything elsc you might let us hove, we would do likowisc.)

To Bob Tucker, our thonks, ond the story whiech we lost snd heove now founc
will be in tho sccond issuc of Venus. Also to Forest J Ackcrmon for his
artiele, his Editor's note end cutting the steneils, to Jomos Kepnor for
his pootry ~nd steneils, md to Morojo, Fron ILeney ~nd All who contribut-
od s0 nobly in 1cbor to Vonus, gocs our sineoro apwecintion.

Wo heve not lived up to our ovm cxpectntions, but nt lenst we've stopped
tolking long aaough to producc. And we hnve alse deceided thnt thero will
be morc issuce of Veonus. We nre sctting our publishing dote for tho 2nd

igsuc ot Scptember, 1941, in howmes that we enn h~rve it it out by the 16th
of August, 1944.

e would grently npprecinte mrtorinl, which we will try to presont nont-
1y, and if you hnve somcthing you wont published that you wont donce in »
certain vy, sond it to us with instructions on how you wont it ond if
we ceeecpt it, we will endonvor to do it your wey.

Until we dccided on the nnme VENUS, thero wos o grent flood of things
cnd stuff cbout scid plnnet, ~nd it immedintly turncd off into the fourtl
dimension or something when we wonted it. So idens "nd ~rt ~nd storics
on Venus will be grently apprecinted,.

Our FPAINT BRAYS FROM A TIED JACKASS deynrtment ig for you fons to nir
your opinions in. Thore'is no. rule about length or subject. Plersc, you
f~ns who writoc ~nd drrw, sond us things.

Continucd on pege 30,
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0UR FOT BANSG FAOM A TIED JOCATSS DERARTIIEN

How often have you heard that,
put forward by this or thot oppons

ent of acicnece fiction as litera-
ture? "3cionce Fietion Yarns, “"thoy
¢ladim cymically, Mare nothing but
wegterns transferrced to Mors, or
the interstellor distances." Sup-
pogedly, the horso beecmes n rock-
ctship, the six-zun an atom pistol

and Montana 1like TDbocomag Phobos
Pete' et. al.

This humble one, herctefore
8itting eilently 2nd happily on

the sidelines, wishcs to insert a
timid fout into the fray. I'd like
to tell of an instance where asuch
8 thing happened --- in reversa.
Ingt summer I wrote a2 Mirtian
aGventiare yrn. It wans strikingly
putrid, 2s Martian Adventure y:rng
g0. I must have been thinking of
something elsc at the time. It ran
about 4000 words and detnildd the
edventures of Fhobos Pete, who
worked for o diamond mining com-
pany on Mars, In the course of
events, o femdle outlaw killed a
men ~nd stole o huge diasmond from

him, and wag in turn captured by
our herc, Phobos Pete. He slings
the gal into his annd sled =and

bob

Tuckers_

“DRESSED~UP.
WESTERNS"

startse back to civilization with
har i the diamond,

He dogsn't get there with
cither of them. The gitl *tricks

him, steals .back the  gem, throws
him out of the sled and takes off.
Moanwhile, our poor hero, marooned
on the <desert, is about 1o be
devoured by & horrible monster.
You guessed the snfing, of coursc,
The girl returns in time to run
iown the monster,

My agent 108t no time in re-
turning the yarn, explaining how
corny it was, "It's nothing but a
Créssed-up western," he complaine-
ed, so I filed it away in & drawer
full of simili=zr stock,

a couple of weeks went by be-
fore the obvious gstruck me between

the eyes. Now the agent hag a
western yirn he is confident of
gelling, ;

I climinated the sand gled and
the monster, chonged the sction
from Morsg to Oklahomae~~nearby Ar-
kansag hos A dismond mine---Phobos
Pete became Lrkansas Al, 2 lawmen
on the +trail of the stolen gem,
Prestol 3cience Fiction into west-
ern, Let the eynics snecrl



Fact or fiction? Teké whet you

will, ©but it will leave a lot of
guestions wnanswered, True, it an-
swered some of the cuestiona that
heve been in my mind for some time
but not all of the answers do I
like.

The hook f£illed me with loath-
ing; not at John and his valiant
followers, but zt man's inherent
and conaistant inability to grasp
the fundamentel principle of their
belief, their knowledge, which is
todey, more then ever before, self
evident.

Is John really o ereanture of
imegination? You, the followers of
STF, Fondom, wheat you will, ogn
look decp within yoursclvcs ond
find truths not discerncble by the
everoge mind.

(Ed. note: The sbove article
ig his firat crtiele for o fanzine.
ace more of his work.)

introduces o new writer to fondome

Tclepnthy, for o brief inston-
cct ocrtninly . proven foet, not
only by our Occidcntal world, but
£, knovn and practiced ort in the
er.gt for generationse.

According to Stapledon’s pro-
mige, 0d4 John wos the fLinal ond
gomploto cvolution of our spceics,
Unfortunatoly, the a~uthor geve
birth to somcthing not gquite up to
our preoconsicved notions of the
Homo Supcrior.

Cen I prove thot 044 John is
wholly fietion? Crn I dcfinitely
gtote thot ho is clready here? No,
but I ean, ond do contond that if
he is typierl of our Tfuture race,
we hove o lot of them running -
round in this slightly over-cluv-
tercd vworld, nt the nmomcnt. Child
prodigice? They nre ¢ dime £ dozcn

™is

We hopc you like it, end want to



but their minds,zfter o few years,
lose that intongible something
that mokes them stend oubt from the
mo0e  end they sink into oblivion,
end guite often end up in on inst-
itute for the mentglly unbalanced.

The guthor of 0dd John deals
in gensralities, I will cdmit thot
it he hed met o FPuture 5l ol G
wouldl be incapable of undersiond-
ing the alien coneept of such o
being, but under actual ciroun-
stancus, he could have at least
sut down somc of the alicen'’s be-

liefs und thoughts.

Mre Stapledon plays cround
with werds beoautifully, but, and
rerheps this is  becausce of his

English reserve, I was nover ox-
a0tly sure whethor the boy was go-
ing to turn out to be erotie, bi-
sexunl, o presumnbly normals It
mey be that is the author’s con-
ccpt of our future- eivilization,
but I om sure thet tho greanter
intclligenee of the fuabure will
not be spent in promiscous finding
out cbout scx.

The morcl aspocet
his followers is a

of John ond
eucstion that

could arouse o lot of commente It
secmedl  fc him  thot morels woere
mercly 'thot which ig good for me

tnd my own growing'e Just whoet are
morcls, not es mon's rigid eonvene
tions got them forth, but as the
fetunl  lessons noturc teaches us?

As T onece horrd said, "The humnn
body 1s, in itsclf, the best of
morclistse Too much liguor, or

promiscous sex, o©or any thing thet
is wrong for the body, will show
in the body's ospect and well-bow
ing, oand thereforc, the bedy, in
itself, loys down cur mornl stondw
ordg,V

The cuthor was shoeked, nle
though claiming no condemnction,
ot John's enllous slroying of hu-
menss John, in his mind, hod no
more fecling rbout killing a hunon
thon we hove ot killing birds, ine
g¢olis or nnimals.He wng nors aAcepe
1y moved ot 'killing ¢ dcor thon ot

= e

killing & policemon. Werc not John
ené the decr onc? Both were nul
tarnishcd by men-made eivilizetion
or rcstraints John wes surrounding
himsclf with naturc, and both Joln
ond  the deer eorricd that sonc
foeling of woender ot nan's scening
aigintercst in noturc.
Unfortunately, the book wos not
of Jchn, but nbout Johne Trogicals

1y, the author wes not zble to
define the truths he could cnly
give o vaguc, unclenr 1mage cf,

cnd one blunders threough o veil of
suggestion end intimation of what
might bo, fouling rother frustrat-
¢ thet he is net eble to gee more
clearlye

Thet, plus  the genorql o=
scription of the Homo Superiors, I
found distressing, ond ny revuls
sion at their physictl eppearance
ig purely the ning of Homo Sopilén
revolting egoninst the possibility
of on oppecroncce  that dces mnot
flettor the ¢goe

One more voint I would like to
understand., We, ag a whole, look
up to and admire those who have a
talent or superior mind that sets
them eport from the mine-run of
humonitys. Only rorely does someone
become mentclly unbalanced cnd let
thelr onvy drive them to vioclonccea
Is it then, mnccessary to suppose
thot humrnity, on the whole, would
naturelly wont to doestroy Homo
Supcrior? Humenity, as it now
stends, is o hord of sheep Hhat
will follow cny lcodore 1s it not
nrtural  to suppese that Homo Supe
erior would, with his greatoer ine
telligenee, renlize thet, ond moke
himsclf beloved cnd trusted of mon
and they, his willing sloves for
his greoter good, rather than his
cnenices?

So lct us consider 044 John
for the most pert, fiction, for
his inteclligence was not greater
thot Homo Scpicns, sinec he eould
not perecicve thot simple foeta. 04d
John wes mno morc or less thon the
book title says, "0dd John",



A group of dark figures pausged
in the doorway, and one of them
spoke in a‘low <voice., "Remember
your orders,"” he seid Softly. "You
are simply to break in, and usizng
28 little violence as possible,
subdue the'entire group with poara-
lysis rays, and go away, icaving
mg 2lonse with them."

"But sir, will you be safe?"
one of the men demanded. "These
men are rebels. They are dangerous
and violent. Thay will %tear you 2~
part when the raoy wearsg off."

"You have your ordersi’”
orne in authority snapped.

In rebelligns’ "dgresmsnt, the
group moved away, leaving their
lender in the doorway to wntch
from o distance as they "degcended
upon the dark building that loomed
ahezd, There was n sudden sharp
crash, a nmufflsed sound of shouts
and curses, and abrupt silence.

The dork figure moved forward
then, met the man who was coming

The

L

/4éezcu;y
zomg

to meet him. &
"It is dona. No one wng hurt, "
"You may go now,"™ He sgilenced

him with 2 gesture svhen he started
to protest. "Go to your posts and
forget what has happoned,V

He stood thoughtfully watching
them until they turned a’corner
and were 1lost from sight, then
mate his way tc the open door ond
entered, closing “nd Dbolting it
nfter him. Turning, he surveyed
the room, the men who crowded it,
stiff nnd still under the grip of
the prralysis ray.

28 he mnde his

vy between

them te the front of the room, ha
could fgel their ecyes upon him,
ond a chill from the force of
their hate settled over him. °

4% the front of the room, ho
mounted the three short steps to
the platform where o man leaned on
a table, only his eyes alive and

filled with surprise.
"I am sorry, my son," he said,
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hWis voice gentle. "There wss no
yther way that I could speak to
211 of yous Twice 1 had asked you
to bring some of your Ifriends to
see me, but you refused."

He took & short, snub-nosed
weapon from his belt and trained
it on the youth who leaned on the
table, he stood erect.

"So vou would Dbetray vour own
son to the Vorld Councill" It was
a statement, rather than a ques-
tion.

"The Council has known of your
activities since the beginning,"
the older man replied. Yo, you
are not Dbetrayed. 1 came here to
talk to yous. 411 I ask is that
211 of you listen. If, when 1 am
finished, you do not choose to be-
lieve, then I shell let the Coun-
cil deal with you os it sees fit.”

"Must my friends remnin like
this?" The younger mon osked os he
threw out his arm in a gesture
that encompassed the room.

Silently the clder man handed
him the weapon thet{ had released
him from his paralysis.

There was silence a&s the youth
used the counter-ray, broken only
by the movement of bodies straigh-
tening from cramped positions. &4
full five minutes passed, while
the older man waited, and watched,
then the youth fturned and faced
him,

"Father, we will liaten to you
and what you have to say. Ve make

no promise to heed, or obey your
wille. We will only listen.” He
gstepped aside gand sat down with

his companions.

Ken Teris surveyed the sca of
young, sullen faces upturned to
him, his fingers straycd to the
thin ribbon of telescript that lay
on thce table.

"Rob Amcs was sentcenced to teu
years in Gobi Prison, today," he
said gcntly, WYior attompting to
build a spaccship.”

YSenteneed to death, you mcan,
for no man recturns from Gobi." &

voice c¢ame from the rcar of the
TOOM,

"True, but romember, Rob know
the Taw, and hce broke it." the

cldcr man's voice wWas gIrovce.

"How can & law be Jjust whon it
holds back ¢£ll aottempts ot pro-
gress?"  Another wvoicce dcmendca.
"What is the VWeorld Coincil,but thoe
voice of the people? By what right
do they make o low  thet impedcs
men's attempts to better himself?
It wes over just such things as
this +that the War of Hate was
fought. Arc we going to have Yo
Tight again, to rclcasc man from
the rulc of the Couneil??

"Bvery low the Council mckes
is for the good of thc pcople of
Bcrthe The VWer of Hote was fought
to forcver wreclcosce monkindg from
the rulc of selfish individunls.™

There was o murmyr of dissent

through the room, then some one
else spoke.

"Whoet is  the rengson fTor the
1lew? Why is it o erime to try to

build o spoceship? The vhole thing
is ridiculous. 4We¢ hove the fuel,
why docs the Council keep us bound
to Eorth?"

"thot is vhy I cm here,” Ken
tolda thome "You ‘telcepeths hove
bended together for the betterment
of the world, ond monkind. Now it
is time thot all of you letrned
thet progress connot be mrde by
brecking the lew os Rob ames did.

"You crce surpriscd thot I know
thet you crc telepoths? The World
Council knows a2ll there is to know
about youe.. Listen to what I hove
to say,then moke roux oun docision
for we orce surc thot it will be
the right once. If it is not, you
will hove to be declt witha!

I rm the only men on  this
eo.rth whose foct hove trod the
floor of Tycho's crctclese

It wes in the yesr 20068 that I
pllotcd thoe speecship, "Stor Prsc-
cgce” in the first FLoQ Tul
flight to thc wmeoon. Ofhers had
tricd, but I succcded.

Whet 1T thought ond felt
thet first journcy through space
or my lending ond subscguent ox-
ploreations 1is not importent. The
only thing that is importent is
the mon I met as I crossed the
floor of one of the lesser croters.

on



took
like &
wall, and
opened g

He appeared before me,
me by the hand and led me
child %o the crater
touching the bare rock,
door leading into a long, dark
passage. I was too paraslized with
amazement to protest or ask gues-
tions, but followed him down the
passage to a large laboratory. He
turned and faced me, his eyes met
mine and & vast darkness whiried
down upon me.

When I regained my senses, 1
was seated in a chair and he stood
before me. How can I describe him?
There are no words in our languagse
or thoughts in our minds. I only
know thet he was wisdom and know=
ledge, goodness and purity of
thought, He smiled, and-his mind
renched out and spoke to me.

"I am the Keeper of the Re-
cords. In order to be able to tell
you whet you must know, I hove
hed to open your mind 1o mine."
He gegitured to the helmet that lay
beside me, on o toble.

"hen you vreturn to Earth?
he went on, "You will find your-
gelf chonged. You are & telepoth,
not like those being born on Earth
now, Tor their =£bility is a gift
of noture, ond yours is & curse of
knowledges You will not be nble to
close your mind ot will, as those
to whom the foaculty is born, but
for cs long as you shall live, all
men's minds will be yours to know,
ond explore.”

Do you reclize now, why I is-
olote myself from monkind? Al
thoughts ore mine, Vhen I om ina
crowd, my brain is o mod bobble of
men's hopes and dreoms, lusts and
degsires. But forgive me, 1 wander
from the subject.

The Keeper of the Records
geve me o smile, end I sew pity
in his eyes. "Know then," he scid

softly, "The things thet you, of
21l Earth men, ore destined to
knowe™

The room wos derkened sudden-
1y, ond upon on¢ wall grew & glow=-

e

ing serecen of light, which grew
tnd dissolved into pictures.

I gaw the Force that Crentes
recch out and form the Sun, ond
the plonetsess sow them brought to
life., Bleven of them there were,
and I sholl neme them by the names
you knoweThere wes Mercury, Venus,
Mers, Neptune, Uronus, Pluto, Sot-
urn and Jupiter, cnd the . a0l
wos known ns Aver, which woasg deste-
royed loter, ond whose frogments

form the rings of Saturn &nd the
asteroids.
The tenth, I shcll not nome,

for it is the invisible world, the
vorld peoplcd by the horrors thot
mon heg made into gods, and it is
guorded well, lcst these nameless
things break forth and congucere
You know the history of Earth.
Thus wos the history of each of
the plonetsesss mon strove to cone
quer, to ley wp grent riches for
himself. There were wers, disease,
211 the evils thet we hove known,
And thoen, the Eleventh Plenet wes
born. It is stronge thot our Earth
should be the product of hote and
grecde. 4 mon who wented to conguer
0ll of the »ploncts wes oxiled,
stripped of his powers, and in his
rege ond hate, ho plotted the
deoth of the Soler System.
His plen wies to blow
Sun, and he necarly succeedcd. len
end civilizations £fell, so great
wes the wronching of svoce. But he
d¢id not destroy, he only tore =

up the

great mogs from the Sun, ond thus
the Eerth wos born.
As the ocges possed, ond our

viorld wos cool cnd able to support
life, 1%t beecame the Dbattleground
of the Solar System. Eoch plenc,
scnt their coloniese. The men of
Sc.turn coame, and founded the col-
ony of Loemuric, The men of ~ Uwa g
built the greot Pyromide. Thon hipe
iter, Aver cnd Pluto wented thei
sharc.

Can you imngine o wholc sgolar
system at war? Mors was ready o
Tight for her ecolonics in whot wos
China,beforc our World Federetron,
Avar for her colonice in Contral



America, Uranus for Africa, Saturn
Tor the beautiful continent &f I,
Cities wete destroyed, men
axd women died, fire and plagué
and mte wers loosed, and finally,
the forces of mamture. Avar was
wiped out in a mighty explosion
that shook the solar system with
destruction. :
A huge fragment fell on Mu,
ard it was wiped from the face of
the Tarth by ¢the waters of the
Pacific., Another fragment glanced
against the dark gide of Mercury
and "caused her to reel in her or-
bit, sending shocks through the
whole solar system. The smller
bits formed the rings of Saturn,
3till the wor roagd, until
there were none left to fizht, and
anity returned out of chaos. The
men of seicnce from cach world mct
amd peace was decltred., All humans
in the solar system were counted,
2nd extmined, nd 211l of them vho
bore in thoir minds the secds of
h~te nd greed and lust were token
to prison;... tho grertest prison
aver devisaed,... this e¢orth.

Those of Jupiter that sere
judged not fit To live werec giveon
the north of Turope ~nd bec~mc tho
Vikings of our history until their
knowledge dcgeonerated,

Thosce of Sturn wero given
Contr~l 3urope ~m thoir Jjudges
were starn, for they wore =ziveon no
wopons, 1o person~l zoods, only
their hwnés and ths will to sur-
vivae.

Plut ohi~n outensts woerec given
Asin Minor, while thosc of Uranus
rom~ined in Egypte.

The Noptunians worc set dowm
in ths choin' of Islnnds thht re-
m-in~d of T, ~.hil~> Mrs wns given
Agi~. Lost, 111 vho rem~incd from
Av~r weras given the Americns.

The rcgt of the soinr systoeh
wont ~bout the business of living,
lovwing thé scum of hum~nity upen
this wrld, to fight 2mong thcm-
selves, to mke their own destiny.

Zarth's moon w8 'sclected o8
thes place of rgecords, for logic
told them that if the poople of

-9“

Zwrth ever progressed far enough
*bove thé pissions thnt hnd out-
cngt them, to cttempt space flight
thnt the lMoon would be thoir first
gonl, '

Therc, on the Moon, Aare tho
mnchinés thot will destroy this
planet, 1if mmn cver ~ttempts to
conquer spacc bofore he hns at-
tained the mornl right.

Then I tms shown the plhnets
as: they are todny. I sAw the opnl-

cscent cliffs of Venus, known ag
the Wall of Fear, nnd tho bright
blue flowers that growm 2t its
basao. »

I svw the glory that is Mhrs,
the mrjosty 2nd the ‘Dheauty of
their wmy of 1ife.

On Morcury,” innd of honat and
natural violenec, vhore tho little
blnck men live, I was shown meinl
go malenble thot one sm 1l splint-
cr could be spun between the fing-
crs until it was thrend finer tunn
our richest silk. I touched rock
that wes as soft ns the rubdber we
spin into cushions.

I sniled wn out-¥igger on the
blue seng of Neptune, planet of
dre~ms come truc, where 1life ig an
achinz perfeetion of beruty and
there is no 1:nd bdbut tiny isl-nds
whore ™ the browa-skinned - nativos
lavzgh, . wnd play, " ~nd Jovaee Fam
gi¢k inside to see again the rain-
bow fish 1that leap from the blue
waters, 'to hear o native moiden's
lnughter, to sce the raed-skinned,
god=built men of Uranus who hunt
the ndathon on swift znats oe-
ross the grassy plains, vho' are
2 et of the giant forests, who
live 8o simply, so gracefully.

And the rest; Pluto's olive-
skinned people, with their rich
love 6f crenting benuty with their

hrndg, =nd the Jowel c¢ities of
Jupiter nd S~atwn, where men ~nd
michine has blended together in

verfection and knowledge nd whose
peonlc forever scek the unsttain-
2ble ~nd mnke it decome 2 renlity.

These things, the  Xoeper of
the Records gave to me, Prom his

{continued on Prge 30.)



-

o

S £

Lomw’
o,

A 2 B o S g o B

R T A G Y TR T RO I MR DL M s s e A Y A T TR TR RPN SR TN T ST 53 S R TR ST K AN TR T A 1 ST L N I X S
S 3

B ey k’i’:x";m‘bwwwmmr.‘m:q“~;-"v-‘/n'-w-vw—.-—:o.:. oL ';-2_A_t§ LI TR e s B
oo - Ry s

e e TN

oy [ | [
) 3 song of love and lament
i/

For years Dame Love 2ludaed me,
And none told mec kzr hiding place.
But that, beloved was eler 1'd known
Thy welcome facce.

| knew not passion so divine,
And doubted that it could exist,

Until you came and brought mz al|
That | had missed.

I hadntt telt the fires ot
A heart atlame with ecstasy
Until you came, and with your love
Brought heav's to me.

Yzt trom the world's {forbidding cyes
Must love lay hidden, untulfilled;
Was Tt a tlaw in making us,
Cr nature's will?

Why can't a place tor vs be tound
Where we may live and wunafraid?
Must vet by drops of blood and tears
That place be made?

g;gfl {C)ZQCVQZ

S St 7 e e ST I R L e 8 . AT A YR

1
o §

Lyt 4y

o T S P T
e A S P L










=

AT LANG LAST
oy FORREST J OCKERMAN

__ {(Editer's Note: Forry Ackermen has met most of the prominent persons of our
field of our time, E,E. Smith, Dr. Keller, Virgil Finlay, Frank R. Paul, John W,
Campbell Jr,  And he has interviewed probably more important figurss than eny
other fan: A. Merritt. Austin Hall, Catherine Moore, Robert A. Heinlein. Mar-
garet Prondage, H,G, Wells. Now he shares with us the experience or meeting,
recently, a man whose work he has admired for 15 years—more than half his life—&
whom he has finally succeedsd in seeing: "Scientifilmemestro™, to borrow one of 4e
Ackerman's coined expressions, FRITZ LANG, )

E

"I'am.going to New York and kick Campbell in the pants!" declared Fritz lang
a few minutes after I met him, Lang had seen my advance copy of Astounding, which
John had failed to forward him, Leng is a science fiction fan, Fantasy, too; for
he has been used to reamding Unknown rugularly, I knew that thru Beb Heinlein who
learncd it when he and Leslyn entertained Lang in their Hollywood home the year
before last,

But let us go bock to the beginning, back a Lang, lang time (the pronuncia-
tien is broad "a") to the day I saw "Siecgfricd", I was a knickerbockered school-
boy about 12 years old, then, and I'm sure I paid no attention whatsoever ta who
dirceted the film, but I was faseinated by it. For years I vividly rememwcred the
flame-breathing dragon,,.the invisible gnome,...the men who turned to stone,..the
fire-encircled mountain,,.and the other special effects of thu picture, which had
& very spscial effvct indeed on my dimsginative mind., I wondered if indecd a man
might not be able to understand the language of the birds, if he might not become
invisible and invalnorable, as Sicgfried.

Then I saw Lang's "METROPOLIS", and ncarly died of ecstasy.

I got the book from which his ™Spises" was produced, and, later, many pepers
featured reviews nf and facts about his "Frau im Mond"., T knew by now who Fritz
Lang was. And after that wonderful nite when "Siegfried" was revived in San Fran-
eisco, where I lived et the time, I wrotd Lang @ letter care of UFA (Moofah!--
mogie namol) in Doutschland,  Accompanying his responsc came s letter in Doutsch
frem his "sekretariat', which, when translated, I found to contain thanks for my
appreciaticn of his work. Along with +this lcttor came a small sepia foto, in-
scribed "To [Forrest J. Ackormsn with kindest regards., Fritz lang Boerlin.4.WNov.
31.,"  Leng cortainly looked like o scientifilm director inthe picture: A mone-
cled man in three-quarters profile, hunched forward, dynamic-nppearing in & black
open-throat shirt,

Timz Marches On..e.

Some years later he came to Hollywood and I wrote him a letter of weleome, to
which he responded with recognition., After I saw the revival of "Metropelis” in
139, prier to its showing nt the First Werld Science Fietion Convention, I made
the moglet called Metropolis, of course sent Leng u  copy, und elicited another
letter., I had for some time had an  invitotion to visit him ot his Santa Moniea
¢stablishment, but I never found this passitle, In Hollywood he directed "Fury",
"Tou end Me", "Return of Jesse James', "Hangmen Alsc Die", but no new scienti-
films,
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Sep, 9th, at a meeting ef the LASFS, Walt Daugherty showed me & clinping frm
the ﬁay's Hollywood Reporter stating that the next nite Lang was to speek at e
épecial showing of early German films, 1lncluding "Caligeri®. I was not familiar
with the place named---the American Contemporary Guild---so I went to the phone to
find out where it was and further details. The informaticn was disheaftening.
One first had to be a member of the Guild, only persons connected with the film
industry being eligible for membership, which was $3 a year--well, I might qualify
for that on the technicality that a couple years ago I hed worked for the Academy
of Mo?ion Picture Arts & Sciences; but single seats were not sold, one had to buy
& serles ticket, 8 showings for $10, on Friday nites., I am not ordinarily able to
got out of Ft, MacArthur on Friday nites. At any rate, it looked like it would

:gsttme $13 bo attend---1 could hardly afford to spend that, I rather geve up at
e time.

But the next day +the idea kept growing on me., I could not convimce myself
that if I got & pass, went up to Hollywood, explaired how I'd had to go clear up
to the Captain to get out, was making a 60 mile round trip, had been 2 hours on
the way, spent a busk or more, had waited 15 years te see the guest speaker and
was willing to stand in the audience or sit in the prejection baoth...l couldn't
believe they'd refusge me admittance, Failing all else, I'd throw myself on their
patriotism as a SERVICE MAN,

Se¢ I determined to go.

I got to L.h. about 7 o'clock, when I realized with a shock I could not re-
member the name of the place! "Gallery" was all that glimmered back to me., I
couldn't get hold of Taugherty, I checked the phone book but didn't stumble a-
crose the name. Buty, as I recalled, the lady had said it wes located across from
the Chinese Theater, Alse, she had said they seated only 50. And once before I
had gone almost aeross from the Chinese, to the Roosevelt Hotel, to a room holding
50, to see a revival of "The Lost World", So that was where I headed.

Seeker ot Shangrl-btang

But at several information sources at the Roosevelt they denied any knowledge
of a film-showing or talk by Lang. I walked to directly aecross from the Chinese,
only to find millinery establishments, a drugstore, etec., A ray of hope as on the
block I found e Londen Book Gallery, I believe it was, At least Gallery was there
--maybe in the back of this shoppe was where thoy were going to show the pictures,
But neither the preprietress nor her husband knew anything about thet for which I
sought,

I tried phoning the Hellywood Reporter, where the ammouncement had appeared,
No response.

Maybe the lady ha4 said Egyptian instead of Chinese Theater, It was only a-
bout a bBlock and a half away. The time was nearly 8, I hocaded there.

I passed Virginia "Jimmy" Laney, one-time member of the LASFS, looking more
beautiful than ever. I had not saeen her for soveral yoars, Eut I had not sesn
Lang in 27 yoears, so 1 did net stop %o speak to Lancy.

In the noxt block I saw Ron Clyno browsing in a bookstore. Is that news to
yeu, Hony Nothing had to deter me from my date with Fritz Lang.

teross from the Egyptian I finnlly found it, the Gallery, up 2 passogeway
leading between shops sclling artists! matericls, to o littlc cubicle with a small
silver seroen and a half hundred chairs, Hore thc lady in charge 1 1 st ene d
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to my story and said she was sorry, the only thing she could do was let me wait.
and if at a quarter of 9 there was a vacant seat, she'd let me in as a guest, BLA
I wanted to weit, I said, "Lady, what!s 45 minutes after 15 yearst" She saw my
point,

There weren't enough seats for those who'd peid admission, but I was able to
stand just outside the door and get a view down the aisle, Of "Das Csbinet des Dr
Caligari", and & reel, ons of the most spectacular ones, I suspect, from one of
the early versions of "The Golem", This picture was not directed by lang so per-
haps I shouldn't digress to describe it, but this entire sarticle wup to now is
concerned only obliquely with the director, so perhaps I may as well, Well, "The
Golem", as you may know, is & legendary figure, a stonc statue about 7 feet tall,
which could be called to 1life to aid a persecuted people, the Jows, In the se-
quence I saw, a soreerer and his apprentice formed a pentagram and evoked a demon
to divulge the word which would animete the Golem. A circle of fire sprang up a-
bout the pair, fire gobs danced in the air about +their heads, and a horrendous
Harryhausenic or Huntean thing-face appeared from empty space and spoke the Word
from its smoking mouth: "AEMEAR". And the terrifying Golem was given life and
great strength,

During intermission & Dietrich-looking woman, presumably Lang's secretery,
arrived to inform he was still directing ("Ministry of Fear') but would be here by
the time the show was over,

Cenrad Veidt, in the insane, surreslistic, somnambulistic classic, "Caligari"
was shown,

And ¥ritz Lang showed,

Avdience Spiel-bound

His talk was of the intensest interest. He said Deutsch films dealt so ex-
ftensively with death, the supermatural and supermen because for 500 years the race
had not krown freedom. Not the common people; and the motion picture was neces-
sarily the medium of the masses. A painting or a plece of sculpture may be made
for ons rich man, but no movies are maede for single men, or several men, And the
people had no fear of death, but rather welcomed it, as surcease from their sorry
lot, They bullt fantasies of some superbeing--a Nietzsehean, not American super-
ren--or supernatural being--"Se Goilem", as Lang pronounced it--freeing them from
slevery.

"iMetropolis'y" said Lang, "whioh I rather regret today, was inhuman., The
Mabuse series, about the supereriminal, if youwant my honest opinion: Inhuman,
also, In 'Frau im Mond' one oritic paid me the compliment that I was able to put
a sliver of steel across space more easily then I was able to portray human emo-
tiens, I admit I was more interested in the mechanical aspects of the Rocket than
the emotional,”

In '35, when he still thot protesting against Nazilsm could bs effective,
Leng produced "The Last Will of Dr Mabuse”, putting into the mouth of a madmen all
the Nezi slogans. The Gestapo butchered the French vorsion, finally being re-
leased around the USA; end Lang seys he has heard of a print of the Deutsch having
bosn shown in London. As for "Rocket to the Moon", he fears agents destroyed the
Now York UFA office's print many yoars ago.

After hils talk, questions were asked from the floor. And later, e narrowing
down to a smell group., In the group I noticed Paul Froehafor's semifan roomnte,
Adrion Mosser, but, chorus, "We know, you didn't indieate recognition, nothing
could deter you from your purpese!” Right] My ultimate aim, to get Lang alane,
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So I stayed lneognito in the background while others interrcgated The Great Man.
He told how "M" ceme to be mads: That at a time when he wished to retire from
filmdom and becoms & chemist, people kept pestering him to make them a picturse.
Finelly ho was offered a blank contract and a free hand in anything he might wish
te direet, so ho produced nis pet idea sbout the ehild-murderor—-which set Europe
shrieking in terror, shot Lorre to stardom overnite and is still meking money at
rovivals, Secientifilms, he said, are generally too costly for the returns they
garnar, Yst he is sincersly interestsd in them. He conducted sn investigetion cn
the subject of scisentifiction salss, so he could present his findings to possitle
producers of good seientifilms; but didn't have the heart when, at his most optim~
istic cstimete, he determined there were no more than 500,000 stf readers....so
moaningloss molecule to filmekers who think in terms of audiences of millions,
The idea of 2-reel fantafilms was elso advanced but deemed unsaleable by lang.

At tang Last-=Frltz Krieg!

FINALLY,..leng and the lovely lady wended their way alone down a darkened
Hollywood Blvd, Or so they thot--that thoy were alone. Actually, a lurking fig-
ure siunk along behind, resdy to waylay them. Directly they hit a well-1lit shop-
window, Forry tapped Lang on the shoulder, thrust the 1931 photo before him and
asked "Does this recall anything to yout" The lady laughed explosively when she
saw it and slopped Lang on the bask, Lang expostulated "You're Aokerman!" and be-
gan en enimated résumé to the Marlens-like one, of years and miles and letters
that had passed between the two, "Mind look at thesel" Long wondereds as he fin-
gered the copies of "Metropolis” and "By Rocket”, Then: “What's .this?" as he no-
ticed the ndvonse Astounding., "Why hoven't I got this yoet? I'm going to New York
and-=" 2nd this is where you came in|

Lang answered numerous questions, About Thea von Harbou's "Isle of the Im-
mortals", he explained this was not a science fiction novel, but a story about a
boy and girl, t,.b, sufferers, who ran away together to an isolsted islend and made
a life of their own, In "Frau im Mond" he had pictured a lunar civilization long
dead and crumbling away, vegue remnants visible of the works of a winged peoplo—-
whoy in o sequenee he never got to develop, he had wished to show as earth-
worshippurs., About "Spaceship Number One Starts", Bevarian film announced for
produetion in Y37, hc knew nothing, He inseribed 4e¢'s copy of "The Rocket to the
Moon"t "o remember the day when we finrlly met! Fritz Lang Hollywoed Sept 10th
1943,'

The hour lacked but & few minutes of midnites "Do you have amy stills from
'Rocket!¢" msked Langs Forry thot: "Maybe he doesn't have any himself] Waittll
I answer 'Yss, I have obout 10,'" But Fritz was not flobbergasted. "Goodl" he
replied; "I have about 400} I will show them %o you!" 4And at thet they firmly
slnsped hands, Lang Aimpressed upon Ackerman te get in touch with him 2 months
hence when he would b= back, "bocouse," he said, "we have so much in common to
talk about, you and I,"

So Forry urges, "fly, time, flyi™
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"Shapes of nlghtmare, beast and man |tke Centaurs, but without beauty.
Crawting thlngs with the eyes of madmen, creatures hooted and horped
and laughing, winged forms with taloned pawseesess"
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Bewarel

trom the saylings of the Prophet Cilhu,

3" % TLA, THE MAYA prince, loughed
o4 oloud and fFlung his strength

“agninst the golley's Ydbucking
tiller.
"Londl"  he shouted, "Look O

herd there, you sons! Landl"

The drumbsat wovered, the
rovers turned on their Dbenches,
letting thc wecry strokc go vild.
Beyond the earven snoke ot tho
prov lay a long bluo shodow,
stretching north ond south as far
as the cyo oould sces Londl HNow
lend, vhere no human foot had trod
aincc the Doy of Crcation.

Atla tock one hand from the
tiller to grasp the shouldcers of
the woman beside him, o toll vioman
onc of tho northern tridbe, sca-
eyed and sun-haircd, but Atle tow-
ercd ¢ full head obove her. "We've
gome £ long wey, Hodi," he said
"The Mother lond 1lics  lengucsof

ccotn ond o whole continent bohind
us, ond cheadeeo™ he loughcd, boy-
likce "Aheod there is o new Empirc
colony, ond you, Hedi, shell plont
the Sun of Mu upon iti®

Hedi drew his derk howk hend
doun to her lipse. Beyond thom, the
drums werc picking up the boodt
again, ond the gelley quivored o
the swcepse. Hedi'l's honds came down
from Atle's widce shoulders to rcst
boside hies on the +illcr, and
there was o suddon shodow across
hor fooc.

"het will we find thero, in
thot now lomnd, 4%1a? Not men, for
the Secorced Vritings teoch us thot
no mon wolks, sove where we of 3
have gonce But surcly there mig!
be somcthing."

atla's onswer
conmings It wos s
hecrd something,

was slow in
though he hod
for off, and wns
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listening for it again, Then he
shrugged and laughed,

"Phore will be  somothing.
There always is! Thit is so that
mon may not grow soft, and forget
That it is° to comec home to a

woman, Smile, Hedi. Ounr sons will
king it in that placc.

But Hedi did not smile. She
saww Atlas gquarter the wind like an
cager hound, and there was 2 chill
fecy mist boforc her cycs.

It was noon beofore the galley
s1id %6 rest in a forest-cireled
harbor, &and the boats p»ut out to
gecorc the first human marks on
virgin 1land. Aftla suckod in the
air, heavy with warm, grecen carth
sconts, shouting and laughing with
the men in the “other boats. Only
Hedi as silent, holding a groat
silken Dbanncr with & flaming sun

viorked in gold +threads on  the
bluc.

The waves showed shaollow
water, Atla leoaped dimpotiontly

overboard, Caought Hedi in his arms
and splashed ahead of the Dboots,
wokiids Ris scorlot «kilt ond his
cuiretss of shells and goldeon
links, his bleek mine flocked with
fonm. Ho set Hedi gontly on dry
send nnd stood boclk.’

"Now," he snid, ond dropped
to onec knec. HMon crme sploshing
from tho Dbonts ns Hedl raised the
bonner, ~nd Atla's voicc rong out
clenr mnd solemn to thom.

"In the nrme of RA'MU, Lord
of the Empirc of the Sun, I c¢inim
this 1nnd for the Childron of the
Suni"

A docp-veiccd shout went up
from the men. Thot meont that soon
Bheir women weuld come, and there
would be new ecitios built in the
iiderness. °~ Then they  broke,
boisterougly, to make camp agsinst
the night, &and the weeks of ex~-
ploration to come. '

Atla rose $lowly, turned to-
ward the rich, brooding forest
that hid the flat interior--all
lands were flat in those ages be-
fore the mountains were born--and
filled his great chest with the

fecund air., A strange fa cination
céme to him with the breeze, oo
that he could not take his cyes
away. S0 intensc was he that he
started when Hedl spoke TDbeside
him.

"You arc drawm to the forest,
Atla."”

Unaccountably,her calm state-
ment irritated him. "That would
you have? he demanded curtly,
"Arc you 850 used to finding now
continents that you don't bothor
to loolz at thoem?"

"It!'s moré that that." Hodi's
gyes were wide, unseeing, staring
rast him at thé cryptic trees,.

"Mhe forest calls, and you will
anNswer. Someone waits there., I see
fires'and strange shadows on the
grass, ands.e.." She brought her
honds tightly to her breast., "Anmd
dangcr... dongeri”

Atla shivered and swore. "You

northerners give 'a man the terrord
I tecll you, Hedi, it's only that..
would you hove me turn my back up-

on my kingdom?" he finisghed in
leme defiances

Bedi's gyes met his, and he
droppred his head and growled. His
brain felt as <though hé had set
all night drinking wine, and the
gun was setting the fumes afire.

Hedi was right, and yet...
"You are a priest as'well as
a prince," Hedi was saying, "After
the fashion ¢f your tribe. You are
not yriestly, but your faith is
stronﬁ. Stronger even than that is
your love for me, Thesc ars your
swor8 and shield, But the One in
the forest has mighty weapons, and
the Veil is drawvn before the end-
ing." She reached up and kissed his
lips, in a'way 4tla bhed never
knovm before, a way that was even
stronger than her words,
"With this Z*iss,
goul to you, Atle,
you need it.
yours."”
= Atlo saw  hor face, palc ond
sot, 1like a thing of snow. Then,
hardly knowing that he did so, ho
turned and strode toward the

I give my
for as long as
It will strongthen
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trees, Por & moment the smike on
the golden diadem cbont his hoad
shone 1like fire in the sun.' Then

t@o shadows dfopped over him, hid
him from Hedi, and the ship, frem

the world of men.
ﬁ%{ké forest surgsd thrceugh him,
255 gent his feet striding fost-
I i stor~fover Fae M yoiildtes
carthe Dim sunbeoms spilled dovm
through the heavy grden rosf, and
somewhore, for ahead, he hoord a
wild fluting, Secveral times he
stoppod to listen. Each timo hd
plunged on again more furicusly,
awore that the sound was rot in
his ears but in his'broin., Xoudor
and louder it grew, until every
nerve and muscle quiverocd with it,
and fnster ond faster ran 4tla,
until "his breath groaned in his
throat, and his body gleamed with
sweat,

For o sultry green eternity
he ran, And then tho piping rosc
to a crescendo that shook all the
sane knowledge from his heart, so
that he cficd alpudesesee. Silencel
& waiting, pregnont quiet.

Ltls stopped. Lhoad the trees

HE WARM, rich breath of the

opencd to a grassy ° clearing,
drenched with filtercd, grecnish
sunlight. A broad 'strecm ran bo-

tween rushy banks, and standing
woistwAdeep in the wotereasae

L woman!  Even in his strange
chootic state, Atla remembered the
Sacred Writings, knew +that Hedi
wos the first woman te walk this
lond. Yet thers 'she stond, naked,
sentinent ivory, laving her round-
ed arms ond strong shoulders and
her high little breasts. Atia folt
something within him thot Hedi's
pale "lovliness had never woked, 4o
song, this womnn was, o wild,
pagen song  fluted in o godless
forest; o thing of sweeping ivory
curves an& black hair like a storm
cloud dovm her baclk,.

Shé turned her face te him ond

amiled, 4and her eyes were green
and brown, like the forest. Atle
Imew, then, that she had been the

fascination and the far off music,

the warm wind that called him on.
He stepped closer, unstesdily, his
mind in & crazytdlrmeil of“Bmo*iox,
and she lengaed, & high, wild
shrilling that struck through him
like & silver sword,

Shining with water drops on
ner skin and her midnight heir,
she ceme toward him through the
stream with & strangely unlulant
gait, and the water rinpled oand
ghouled as it never could with a
hvman form. Black, giigtening
curves broke the surface, and
there wag a ring of hoofs on rock.

At la screamed and’ shroank
GNay, Saok " ypkch 8 caild ., Jouliien
foear. Yet there was a'wild sweet
riving in the 2ir again, close now
and indefinitely soft. His ner-
ves quivered vith the smell of dane
gor; there was o 'sensation in his
body as of light, strong bonds ti-
ghtening and tropping him. As from
the other sidé of the universe, he
heard a voice, Hedi's voice, coll-
ing his nome. :

The piping drowmed it out,
and now there was another voice, e
throaty sibilance 1like o summer
wind.,"I am Beudag,the Contaurcss.,”

"Demon's worki" whispored
Atla hoarsely and sought to tear
his eyes away from that divory

splendor that merged at the waist
into the body of the beast; a bhzut-
iful, vital, soatin-skinned beast,
with & black banner of & tail that
matched the soble c¢loud on the
womon's head. 4 silken tmesh of
wizardry mazed his brain, cought
his gaze te the wonder of grecn-
brown cyes and little pointed cars
With. sillky Sblael, tufes, @t thair
tips. Again his feot Dbore him
faltoring forwnrd.

Beudag laughed, and the gerie
sound draincd all strength from
hime Tho wo?ld fled away on o mid-
night +tide, dnd Atlo pitchod
heavily forward, the wlld mirth of
the Dbeast-thing ringing in his
CLYS .

S9m) T WAS night, and fires flaroed

&Ll in tho clearing, so that tho
- stream was o running flame.
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Atla sat up and stared about, all
the i1mdness burned out of his
rain, leaving him weary and a

1ittle afraid. Hedi's
tack %o him-~ "I see
dangert"”

The place was full of shadows;
leaping, whirling shadows made by
the creatures who danced to the
music of & pagan flute., The flames

wordg came
fires, and

mde an arabesque of gleaming
motion against the forest. Human
faces, human shoulders swaying,

sleek Dbeast~bodies rearing and
rrancing to the hesady song; bronze
and ivory. and sorrel, white and
bay and cinnabar. In spite of him-
self, Atla's breath quickened. He
helf rose, looking for Beudag

Black and beautiful, she cané
between the trees. Atla leaped up,
his heart thudding to & well-rem-
embered pulsing in his veins. But
even a8 his opulses gquickened,
Hedi's face came wunbidden to his
mind. & swift revulsion shook him.
The curve of Beudag's sleek flank
in the fireglow was suddenly re-
pugnant to him, and he ecried
"Beasti" and stepped back, grasp-
ing his sword., '

The creature laughed, highand
shrill, and abruptly the flute was
silent and theé dancer's hoofs were
still, Mighty, vital bodies closed
in around the Maya. Atla threw his
head back and met the challenge of
forest-colored eyés,

"Come, Man," whispered a
voice like wind in the Dbranches,
"I would show you my kingdom,”
white arms reached out, and in
Atla's mind the image of Hedi
swirled in a tide of magic strange-
ness, Almost without volition he
stepped <férward, and suddenly ke
was lifted, sent bodily through
the air.

Warm Satin hide was under his

bare knees, and a sense of wild,
magnificent strength, Again he
heard +the shrilling laugh, and
great smooth muscles leaped into
lifec beneath him. He “elutched
frantically for support, found

naked shoulders beyond a whipping
¢loud of hair. The c¢learing was

Oa

gone, the forest fled by them in-
to darkness. Ahead Wwas & moon-
drenched faery masze, and Atls
found himself lamughing aloud into
the wind.

He d4id not know how 1long he
Fole., Only he remembered secret
glades and still pools that caught
the moonbeams, silver mists and
leafy darkmess sll a-rustle with
hiddén life, and most of all, the
wild, unfettered splendor of tho
life that thrilled uwnder his hands
end knees. Something of the gplien
entered his soul, 'Life surged in
his veins, a free, mad ferment
like fire running through winp. A
glamoured vision spread Dbpfore
him, &n enchanted dream thet had
no place for Hedi or the men or
the Banner of the Sun.

To race the warm wind down
the glades; to dive for moonbeams
in s hidden pool; to lie in bond-
legs, timeléss freedom on & mossy
bank of turf, with a pair of ivory
arms8 about his shoulders and a
pair of leaf-green eyes laughing
down from a tumbled storm-cleud of
ebon hair. There was a kingdom a
man might give his soul fori

Maddeningly, unwanted, Hedl's
face rose before him, shattering
the vision. The wind beat mocking-
ly in his ears: "With this kfss—w=
glve my souvul--«as iong as you need

L '

Bewildered, boy-like, Atla
cried out, And then they were bacdk
in therclearing with the fires and
the running stream, and the still,
waiting creatures that ringed him
round. ‘He slid f£from +the black
withers, suddenly cold and trembl-
ing, &afraid as he had mnever been
in his life before, The hilt of
his sword under his hand steadied
him., He braced his feet, and knew
that he was saying, over and over
agai.n » "Hedisees HeGloeeo"

Poregt-colored eyes blazed
into his, full of & hste that
shocked his brain ‘like an axe=
blow. Hate arid rage, an elemental

spate of them, pouring out’ of her
vagan being, Por one dizzy, awful
moment Atla saw the abyss that had
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been open beneath his feet, real-
ized how close he had come to
Mmiling into it. That med ride
through the forest—~bait for the
trapl A soul-trap, baited  with
life ond glowridus freedom, bdbut
leading in the end to horror and
everlasting death.

"The pale womani" The voice
was like the sliding of & serpant

over grass. "We shall see, Man,
vhether the pale witch in your
hecrt ls stronger than II™

The taut cirele drew in
cloging so0lid ranks behind the
wicked Dblack-and-ivory beauty of
the Centauress., #itla’s blade hiss-

ed from its scabbard, and she
loughed. - '
"Yes, Man, a bottle, But not

with swords,"The fires painted her
nsked body, put lambent flames in
her eyes. "The battle of the Half-
world with the world of Man, the
struggle of the Shadows with the
Light."

She moved forward. "You know
notiing of the three Worlds, aé
you, Man? The World of Darkness,
where the evil things flap and
crawl; the World of Light, which
is your own; and the World of
Shadows, which is durs? We live in
a place of our own, taking some-
thing from both Light and Darkness
but belonging to neither. We are
not born as you are, but as the
beagts are, from the raw life-
stuff of the maiden earth. What
prank of theé gods it was that gave
us our form, I kncw not; but they
gave us also a love of life that
is a flame within ‘'us, We are
brothers to the wind, sisters to
the lightning! And we are ndt
alone., There are the Satyr-folk,
and the winged menr of Kaaron, and

the beings that swim in the sea.

"We are alike in this; we
must be freel

Beudag's ‘breath was hot on
Atla's cheek, her white Ddreast
heaving.

‘"You men, you Children of the
Sun, you crowd us from all sides.
You build cities and roads, and

fence the free land. You crowd us

to our death., We fight you, but we
ar® driven ever back, Dbecauseyou
of the 3dght have something we
lack. A nameless thing, a soul-
force that conquers those who
will be slaves, and destroys
those who will not. Half the
world belongs to you. The other
half shall noti" '
"You eannot stop us,"” Atls
said quietly. Beudag laughed.
"But we canl You are the
gymbol, the first human to set
foot on this land., If we can con=-

qQUETr JOUassss"

Atla shook his head. "Othws
will come. ‘The OChildren of the
Sun are men, and they will come.”
Beudag's eyes burned into
"You do not understand. I
said men had & soul-force that we
lack, o spark of the YLight  that
created you different from all
other creatures. If we of the
Shadows can once tap that force
san once oapbture that spark, *to
kindle as we will; if we can
place the soul of a human symbol
in bondage, Man- can never quite
overwhelm wus! That much we have
learned from the Darkness.

"Por the mystic £orces would
be a sword in our hands, a sword
that could pierce any armcr Man
might wear. The Darkness has
taught us how to strengthen that
sword, how +to sharpen it and
forge it to an arm of might, un-
til it is destructive lightningl™

She drew back & bit and
smiled, her lips red as cinnabar
in the firelight. "That is why I
tempted you with ny kingdom. I
want your soul, to build a wall g-
goinst your fellowsi The white
witch has saved you so far. Tet
us see if she can match my power
nowi™"

Atls threw his dark head
erect and smiled. The fear had
left him now.  There was something
open to fight, and he knew where
he stood. With a sudden motion he
drew the point of’'his sword in s
eircle about him, ‘baring raw
earth under the grass, and gashed
& gimple cross within it.

his.
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"The
and the

"The Sun-disc,” he said,
symbol of the Almighty,

sign of His Pour Great PForces,
1‘hey are my shield, and Hedi is
wv sword.” He flung his  blade

high, "I am readyl™
The green eyes darkened flest-
ngiy, and Atla laughed. A point
ce%, a point gained. The circled
cross was under his® feet, his
and some-

L

sword was in his hand,
where by the sea Hedl waited for
him. He laughed again, and vhirled
the glinting blade,

» ROM BEYOND +the new-gashed
% olrcle, beyond %The ring of
waiting creaturss, beyordd the
fires and the darkling trees, came
a mpaning rush of wind. No 'leaf
stirred, no flame bent aside, yet
the clearing was suddenly full of
a roaring surge of force that
walled Atla in a vortex of black-
ness., No further than the circle
it éame, but the sense of its be-
ing, the sound ef its mighty
spiral rushing shutting him in,
dazed and shook him., Everything
was blotted from his sight; svery-
Tthing but Beudag'!s wild, passion-
ate face and burning eyes set a-
gainst o spinning blackness.

The ground dropped suddenly
from under him, Ieaving him hong-
ing giddily over an unimaginable
abyss. Though Atle khew it for a
trap set for his mind, though he
saw the eross and circle =still
outlined against the wvoié, he was
asgnailed by a nauseous fear. His
head spun, his knees were water-
wetk.

Emptiness above and below,
walled in by a howling cycloneesas

Atla grasped hnis sword and
shouted defiance. PBlazing green
eyes stared into'his, stared and
deepened snd grew, spreading wider
end wider until they were great
bottomless lakes, His mind was
caught, his mazed sight went prob-
ing deeper and deeper into an eld=-
rich worlde Yabyrinthine vistas
opened before him, queer twisting
places shrouded in a leaf-green
mist.

Shapes of nightmare;-bezst and man
1ike centaurs, but without beauty.
Crawling things with the eyes of
madmen, creaturés hoofed and horn-
ed and laughing, winged férms with
talonéd aws and cruel, beaked
faces, and the Yreasts of lovely

. Women »

Up
flapped
finding
mind to
circle.

Chilled and

from the green depths they
and crawled and pranced,
s Dbridge within Atla's
cross the barrier of the

sick in every
mascle, his breath ragged in his
throat, Atle swung his blade a-
gainst them. They ¢ame in a surg-
ing, endless horde, filling the
bounds of the green horizon. They
chuékled and mouthed and pawed et
him, and their stench choked him
like a heavy Smoke. He stocd "alone
in a2 swarming, yeasty mass, and
there was no clean human thing in
the universe.

"Moist warm bodies
legs, sS0o that he was bogged as 1n
mire. The horned and laughing
creatures capered and sang, & high
wordless shrilling that Tbeat a-
gainst his soul 1like lashes on raw
flesh, Great brazon pinions beat
the 'air above his head, blinding
him, c¢rushing his eardrums with
their thunider. Taloned paws rent
his flesh, hideous faces shrieked
demoniocc rage against him,

Again and again the blade of
his mighty broadsword’ sheered
through bone and feather, through
flesh and viscera, But the things
came on, sSpawning wup out of the
mad green depths, endless, invine=-
ible.

"Hedi,™ he moaned., "Hedieees"
One more blow of his heavy arm
against a full-breasted demon who
tore at his eyes with her beaks.se
then he must fall, down and down..
into horror and obscenity.

Perhaps Hedi would know that
his last thought was of her.

hugged hig

2 HE »OUY. things

.:._'l.:'l ] .-."

befors him
#7Ji% wavered suddenly and blurred.

A mist had come between them,
something mnebulous and thin as a
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cloud &t sunrise, touched golden
by the light. It grew and thicken-
ed, and the Things beat snd lurch-
ed frantically against it.A white-
ness, like the sea foam, blue eyes
ond hailr like pale candles burning
in the dawn,

"Hedd," he whispered, "Hedil™
Anq clear through the uneclean
neises came a volces:

iy give you my
long as vou need ji."

) The chilling sickness left
him, and there was strength dgain
in his body. Hé shouted aloud, and
sprang forward, sword raisced high,
to drive the swarming horrors back
whence they camg.

‘He stopred, amazed. They were
gonc, and there was no mark upon
his flesh to show whore they had
torn him, )

Hedi's wvision faded, and
there was Boudag's face, the green
¢yes noarroved and dark with the
anger of dcfeat,

soul, for as

"She stronger than I," the
beast-women whispered, "Stronger
becouse of what you mke of her,

Mon. I do not uwndcrstond, My en-
chantment woke o flame in you, but
it died. She kindles o light that
lives end docs not wavor.

"I seec a strange world within
your heart. Tt zriscs - from the
symbel on the ground. What ig it?
Love ?"

',!.0\"'2'.-.-" The WOI‘EI. Sh00k
through +the Shadow-people like
wind in tall grass. Vory softly,

tho voice-of Boudag
through 1t.

"l sece ‘mow. Love is of %the
Light itself, the strongess Foree
of all, Passion is but the moon-
boam to the 1light of tho sun, and
we are the Shadow-folk, wao will
die when the full light strikes
us. " :

whispoercd

Her wild head sank forward,
the blnck cloud of hor hair niding
her face, her ivory body. Slowly,
slowly she turned’ away, her
fellows at her hecls, their hoofs
soundless on tho velvet turf., Cne
by one, sad and silent, they
mingldd with the shadows of the
trecs, and were lost.

190 HERE WAS no life in the
"Llllt) forost, no sound but a sor-
@8 powing brecze that wept in
the branches. Atla went heavily
down the empty glades, trailing
his naked sword unnoticed in his
hand « Some latent instinet led

him aright, for the trces thinned

to stuntcd serub, ard there came
a smell of salt in the air.

Atlas roised his head arnd
st opred., The beach was before
ol Frl and theroe was a fragronce of
cooking in the air. A new comp
lay . uvndan K Jdonm SlERis Hedl

stoed beforec. one of the tents,
tonding o big iron pot. :

Atla smiled abruptly, and
shook the shadows from his heart.
His ©blade clanged home in the
seabbard aos he ran across the
sand.

Ho ' squatted boylike beside
the pot, holding out his hand for
the bowl Hedi geve him. A8 ho
took 4t she bent low and kissoed
him tendérly on the "‘mouth, and
suddcnly, romembering,Atla flushed

and dropped his head so that he
would not meet hér eyds.

"Come, "love, cot," Hedi saild
and laughed, A1l our’ Xkingdom

lics waiting. Romember, Atla%4nd
our sons shall king it herdé’énd
its name shnll be Atla’n'tis, af-
ter their sirel”

PINIS
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Of all the mysteries and puzzles of astronomy, none is further from
solution than that of the moon of Venusg

Between the years of 1672 and 1791 at least sixteen different obser=
vations were made, in which the planet Venus was seen accompanied by ane
other body which appearcd and performod exactly as a moon cireling an in-
forior planet would be expected to acte But, between the times of the
known obscrvations, and after tho date of tlw last ono, no further evidonce
has comc to light which would clarify tho problame

On Jamiary 25, 1672, J+Ds Casaint tho French Astronometr Royal, was obe
serving Venus in the carly morning. According to Sutcliffo, Cassini sew "a
small star rescmbling a crcecnt like Venus, distant fram the southern hofn
on the western side bv a spect cqual to the diameter of Venuse," ZFProctor,
in his "014 and Few Astronomy," addat "It was not so bright nor so woll
defined as Venus...and anpeared to have a diamcter oquel to onc~fourth of
hors.," On August 28, 1686, Cassinl arain obscrved a companion o Vonus,
iz timo.pn Tho.castern sidc of tho planct end at & distenge of about. .
throc=fifths of its diameotor, Obscrvations wor. continucd far an hour, be-
Tore sunsrise rendorcd cbservation impractablo.

Short, the colébrated Inglish optician, obsorved a body accompanying
Vonus on Favember 3, 1740. Unwilling to trust tho covidonco of 'a singlo
tcloscope, he used two, and on the sccond usced cycpoicos of 60, 140 and 240
power, “Suteliffc deseribes Short's ohsorvation as " a smell star porfcctly
dcfined, but lcss luminous than the planct from which 1t wons distant 10Y =
2" of "mrc,"

A British astronomer namod Maver saw the same appearanec in 1759, Mone
taigno, obsctving 4t Limoges, France, saw o companion to Vonus on May 3rd,
4th, and 7th, 1764, whilc Horrobow and soveral frionds obscrved it on March
10th and 11th, 1764, also on Marech 16th, 28th and 29th, 1764. And Montalgno
s%ill ¢t Limoges, saw thc cnigmatical companion onec more in 1791,

A hypothotical orbit for the supposcd moon was worked out by Lambert
in 1777, cnd was intended to reeoneileo tho various obascrvations up to thet
time, The only difficulty wes, Proctor points out, that Lambert wns forcod
to assume for Venus a man ten timcs as gront as she is supposcd te haves

A body two thousand miles in diametere-tho size of the body ns notod

by Cassini and Shorit--would bo conspicious during transits of Vonuse Dure
ing the transit of Vemus on June 5, 1761, an astronomer mmed Schuten ro=

portcd thot he saw such a body, but his stntomont went uncerrabated by
other obsorvors.
Proctor says, "Cossini's obsorvatign might be perhaps cexpleined by re-

flcetion within the long focusod objcet=lens, and same of thoge made by the
lcss cxpericnecd obscrvers by rcfloetions in the oycpiocczesebut Seott's

obscrvations...with two rcflcetors..sconnot be explained in cither of theosc
WAYSesoloiston’s suggostion that there is a smll planct trevelling in an
orbit which posscs ncor to that of Vonusseewill not boar cxplanntion.” Hye
potheses of eloud-like masses and gigontic cxplosions arc also rcjoctods

In Proctor's final words, "The obscrvetions arc most porplexing.”

éy -sz%uz [ouu go?ué/, 1"



\ : D
8
(6@%(2
e o
G &
6
,\
¥
Im the sllent grandecur ot the fovelv 7&,@
night V'()QG’
A wrcath ot madness reached out to eIV
- envelope me :_“f_?'.’:}
It tore aside the veil of lite ttselt S T
b Ol
Showing mec a path no mortal trod. L-'?.{
o
And taking me beside tt-—led me through 230
Ry
A maze of beauty. f'll
;'_'!'r:'.'Td
It touched my zyes and | bzhzld M
L |lﬂ
e St
Scznes, and sights no man had seen. '*.;.I,'-':
et
|t showed me statues come to lifg, O
Rt
Ot trces and shrubs that changed to v
beings. ¢
That mad filled nightewillst come againg? N

o
7 /=

So | may once again cavor’rmplaz
/1
With Angel-Demon gods? 7’2

X,

>
\

~

2
G

ity
Kl s

O

r\,,)
o
U

A
o

5
@



=26

HOW TO PUBLISH

54/ [’oza [zo ettt

It 211 began one evening last October. I had dropped into Shong-

ri-Ta to gsc what vas cooking, ani bscome engrossed in one of the mng-
2rines in the library. 4e was angwering some of the stacks of letters
hi: Torgver hng to answer and otiher people werc doing various things and
atLrs

f= TRV}

Suddenly 4e looked up from his typewritcr and said, "Lor:., when
e you going to publish o fanzine?™

Who, me?" I/, fepliad.* WDen it be funng."

"I wng never more serious in my life,"” he told me. "How can you
be 7 true fan if you don't publish o £nzine®"

"Hell, " wns my “nswer, "Lots of fng we never even henrd of don't
publish fonzineg.™

"tThet's Jjust it. No one ever henrd of them. Don't you want to do
something for fondom?™

"Nome one thing fandom ever did for me,™
"7ell,™ he thought dospsrately, "You met me.”

I snortcd md he fell silent for n vhile. I went boaeck to my book,
only to be interrupted 2g22in 2 fow moments later.

""Jhy don't you put out n fanzine?" he wantcd to know. "3oonoer or
1o %oy, everyonc who is big or importnnt docs."

"] don't want to be important,”™ I mumbled, "And don't moke cracks
“bout my figure." My hero wig being imprled by o Martian sword-plant,
nd 1 was cheowing my noils, trying to help him out of his predicrment,

"Look a2t the prestige it would give you," he pointcd ocut. "Look
whit Vom did for moeed"

"I thought you were born that way,"™ I told him, after studying
him to sce what Vom had done for him., "Just whot did Vom do for you
that 2 fonzine could do for meg?™

"why, vou'd be famous, rich, sousht after, your nome on the lips
of f2nd oMmess ¥

"ind hhve thom a~ving the s2me sort of things nbout me thot they
3~y tbout you?"

"MThete woald be wild ncclaim every time vour nome wns mentioned,"
he went on, ignoring me. "Think of the millions of pcople vho weuid 1lov
and revero the mme of Crozetti."”
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"He's off again." Jike gove o groan,

"4gain?™ I nsked, "I can't tell the difference botwoen ognin and
yot., i

"1l youw listen to renson?" 4¢ ngked. "Stop trying to be funny
nd pry some attention to me. I an trying te help you "

YHelp her vhat?"™ Mel wmnmtced to know.
"Help her be onc of the rally big people in fandom.™

"Homm. " Mel studicd me = moment, shuddered nnd snid, "Prying to
improve on miure ngnin? She's the lorgest momber of the LASPS now,"

"I wvas built wlgn meat was chenp md not rationed," I quoted, be-
fore someone else could,

"I think it would he 4 fine thing if she would put out o fanzine,
After nll, Finn put out one, 2md she ought to carry on the family tra-
dition, or something."

"I ought to take it out and bury it, the fwmily, I meown," I said
bit terly.

"Now, NoWe.." Jike soothed, "He only s2ide.."”

"T'heard him," I snarled, "Be guiet while I think up 2 nome thot
fits him, a dirty one, Besides, if I put out = foanzine, everyone will
think I 4id it just bocauge Helen did."

"Nonsonsge," 4e rotorted. "Look, I haw this lovcly article aboud
my mecting with Pritz Long, md hove some stills from his pictures thot
I can mike up an illustration ynge you ¢in have lithoed, ~nd also I will

put the picturc Lang sont me from Berlin, personnlly cutogrophed to me
on it, for the stor ~ttroction.®

"Now look yourself,..." I began.

"Why don't you?" Mcl askod, md I know now why he chuckled so
fiendishly.

"But," I becgrn. |

"And I'1l put nn ad in Vom for it ,"

"But," I bogan !

"And I1'11 give you an nd in P Slanta, " Mol of fered.
"But," I begnn.

"And you can put nood wimmen in your mag like 4e does,” Jike
put in.

"And call them Venugirens, " 4e snaid enthusiastically.



"Butl," I bogrm.

"Hoyl, folks, Lora's goinz to publigh o fanzine,” Mel -nnouncerd.
"But,"” I bogun.

"And I'11 give you my mriling list, ™ 4e told me.

"And soe if you con't get Ronm to do you 2 front covere.."

That's'how I boeams 2 publisher. The following Thursday 4e hand-
ed me & fish, that is, a fishy-looking womam and said I was to use it
ag his ad ir_l Venus and demanded an ad for Vom.

Later, he handed me & meiling list and noted on it the names of
people vho wrote and drew'and so forth, I timidly wrote to some of them
and the next thing I knew, I had Leigh Brackett's SHADOWS IN THE "0ODS.
I also recieved séveral cold nog(NC). One of them even accused me of be-
ing o dipsomaniace, and I don't drink much. I don't even get drunk.

Bob Tucker sent me his bit on dressed-up westerns, and then 2
story that doeg not oppear in Venus for the simple reason that I can't
find it, Fassbinder promised me his Constipation on Venus article and
gnid I could have it only if I could get Ron Cline to do 2 hyper ill-
ugtration to be 2 back cover. I 20t Ron to 2gree and then Fassbinder
@ecided thot the decl was off,

Ed Chomberlin was at the club one Sundny when I grooned nd snid
I'd done hows md hours of work on o Venmus painting ond then woke up
to the fret that my flowets were earth flowers. He begon doodling mmd
drew N 10vely btroin plmmt, with tendrils, ard before the whole thing
w23 over, we had declded that it wog o Venusian broin plant, ond then
a Venus-Voampire ond hnd argucd 3an Rugseell inte agreeing to write -
article to go wth it,

In typical womwn-foshion, I magged poor 3amucl D. 2bout it until
he quit coming to the club, 2nd I svwore o solemn o~th to myself to say
no morec ~hout it to him, nnd then leirned thot the reanson that he wns
~bsent from the moctings wns bdcause he wng going to the symphony con-
certs, I'strrted nugging n2gnin, but broucht no results. Swm, though 2
bachelor, hns loarned how to h~ndle women. He agrees with them o2nd then
ignorces the vhole thing until they shut upe I sore I'd pillory him in
fandom by calling him Samuel Divon Russell, but I couldn't put that in
rint, he's too nice n guy to do thot wy.

So Venug woaxed md wonod, and I begen to wish T was dend or somo~
thing. I hoped the whole mtter would be forgotten, but 4c kept nsking
me whaon Venus was' coming out, amd I begnn to wish I had nerve cnough to
us 2 knife on him, just to see his entrails come out.

Joe Gibson wos fool onough to bring N1l his lovely drawings to
the ‘cludb one Sunday, so 4e¢ md Walt could chizzle them 2ll awny from
him, ond I got up nerve cnough to ask for the lovely Venusiren that is
the back covere Aftor that, I wns lost.

I took the back md front covers %o the lithogropher md then I
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couldn't brck out. I got Jike to show me how to operate the mimecograph
and cne night put  steneil on the thing and bravely started. Only Jike
haa f:vootten to show me how' to put the paver in, Afber so much mensal
gymmoscicsg, I figwred it ouv, then inzed e roller. After I had the
sona-cigpper pulied off the danglin® wieel, and was ready to roli, I
renlized that he hnd 2lso forgotben to show me how to put it back.

MoroJjo rescued me.

Then Venus began rolling of f the resses while such things as 4e
bothered me by coming over and glocting over my labours nnd going into
onc of his typical desguian songs md dancess "Has HAUI" he would burble,
"Soon you Will become o glnve of the mrchine, nnd nieht after night,

stond here, turning the crank until yju bocome 2s big » crmmk ns I nm."
"Orph forbid!"™ I snorted, becoming crankier every minute.

I would have gotten no place faster if I hnd hnd 2 typewriter,
instend of this nntigue Martion mrinting press that I found in an old
descrted fout-housc.

Then Glen Dnicls showed up ~nd the Vymoire in me come te the”
fore... (God, vhot A disthnce it traveled.,) ond his being o willing,
but not too innocaont victim mnde it ensier fer me to wish the Job'of
co~cditor on him., In fact, I'd hrvw wigshed bthe whole thing on him, but
I hnd opened my big, fat mouth ~nd hod to put the thing ocut or die the
de~th. He did gquite o bit of dummying, only the two column pages werc
only 27 spoces per column nnd hig 1 column prges were 72 sprces wide.
He's been ~» lot of help.

Now, we suppose, after ronding this, you wonder what roin we
gpreng up fter. Lwdics 7 first,

At the age of 4 months, Lornvenusi~n ate 2n onion mad has becn 2
gtinker ever sinco. She could sy that she is o self-mde wommn, but
somcone would be surc to scream, "That's what comes of using cheap 1ab-
or 'nd infeorior materials.™ As for her looks, her grandfather summed
them up beoutifully vhen he snid, "My deor, no mtter vhat troubles you
have, you will ~lways have something to fall back on.™ And he didn't
mean her faceo.

Glon i3 the woduct of ~ mother, 5 step-mothers, n father and 3
gstep-f2thers, so just let your imnginntion run riot. Whem he wnlks dowm
the gtroct with Lorn, pcople don't sy, there goes the long ~nd short
of it, they sny, "Therc g0gs the gshort -nd wideo of it."

e ] L] w & 1 = & &

HAVE YOU ®mVER TRIND FAN STANTS?Y : _
IT I3 NOT GOOD' FOR TUFEATO OR ARTHRITIS, BUT IT IS 500D FOR 3omm °
INTERTUSTING RZADING, A CHSERFULL EYE-FUL AND 30M= GOOD DZEEP BTULLY, 00PS,
STOMACH LAUGHS. '
MEL BRO"N, EDITOR
628 3o0. Bixol,
Los Angcles 14, €l ifornia



continued from page 9

mind to mine came the 1living ex-

perience of being there, of see-~
ing, and feeling.
I was sent back, to lay oy

knowledse before the orld Council
and I was given ample proof that
it was true. The Council made the
law that any mah who attempted
space-flight automatically was &
criminal, for the protection of
man on this earth. We are the out-
casts of humanity. We are not fit
to associate with the rest of the
solar systems

There was a deep qQulet 1r the
room, finally broken by Ksn Teris'
low voice,

EDITCRILL

EARTHBOUND

how the rest of
humanity would accept the know-
ledge I have given you tonight?
They would want to fight, andfind-
death., A1l of mankind must work
together, mist breed out this
thing in us that makes us the re-
bel souls. We must earn our place
in the stars. The Council  felt
that you were reody for this know-
led.ge.

From now on, it is up to you.
You may fight, or lead,... teoch
mon to te worthy so that tour
children's children moy reoch the
gtors; or you moy die. Choosee.

PINIS

"Can you see

Pleage sddress all ¢omunicationsg, mdtorisl ond stuff to Lora Crozettil,
1542 W. 11th %trect, Los Angeles 15, Colifornin, Any oriticiems will be
recd nnd promptly filed in tho elosest wastebnsket,

by

| ‘ { I‘:f can

A tinkling bell

Henold

4 gnlashing wave
And happy fantastic dreams

Bright blue gea shell

Bare unkempt
Blue sky and the

Crushed hearts
Cries out at
Calls Love, and

grave
gold sun beams

forlorn
night
he will not hear

Dark looming form
Despairing sight
Deeth's triumphant time is near



-8

HOT RECIEBVING LANY /DS LT THE USULL R.TES, V& H.VE DZCIDED-TO GIVE YOU
L LIST OF THOSE Yo KNOW OF ..I'D TET YOU T..KEZ YOUR PICK,

IE Z0MBIE.ceevaeens. nesas BOB TUCKER, Box 260, Bloomington, Illinois
Genernl, Humor, ~nd No. 1 Nog.
DI BLERIE.sesonssovnnneeso BILL WLTSON, 1299 Cnlifornin, Ston Proncisco 9,

The best WMng. yot, we thinkd y Cnlifornin
CENTLURI s coenenseescnsees e NDY LNDERSON, Pismo Berch, Crlifornis
Genornl
BT SIT s s vennonasseesess PHIL BROHNSON, 1710 Arizonn, Stats Monicn, Cnl.
Goneral
THE ACOLYTEswscovonsasees e FRLINCIS Te LLNEY, 1104 S. Goorgiso Strceet,
Vicird & PFantosy Los [Ingeles 15, Cnlifornia
HOVE e s s shevaatainnnraumsosnt& NBESY LOU TSHIEN, 24 <Eoplirs Bﬁttlﬂ Crenlk
Genoral Michignn

ROBEBUDs s csesvaneeernnasne ERY BETH VHEELER, o/o Bob Tucker
Humor & Generel
CH. . NTICTEER:e caseeoessnenss inJI IBIB3CHIZR, 24 Poplor St., Bottle Crock,
i chignn
VOICE OF THE IM.GI-IL.TION...FORREST J ACKEZRHLI, Bx 1475, 'Nctro. SFhe

TLetters, un-cdited. Yos lngcles, Colifornico
PLH SL . HTSeeeevssonnansas MEL BROVN, 628 So, Bixel, Los Lngeles 14, C2l,
Genereal
TOWARD TOMORROW: s e 6 o6 0s oo JulES KEPN“R 628 8o, Bixel, X4 14, Col.
Genernl

C/N.DILLN FLNDOM. e s eesseee BELE TAYTOR, St. Aindrow’s Colloge, Lurord,
" Ontario Connde
JISRT-TL APPLIRES. . ... L5785 (Curromtly Chea, Burbool
65’?;L So0. leol Tos Lngeles 14, Crlife’
THE KN;HVE...............G/O T, BRUCE YZRI RKT, 1225 Gordon, holly”ood 38,
Get it if you cnn,it's tops. Crll PP
LROAI senuscnnsenssensess s HLRRY HONIG, Son Froncisco, Cnlifornia

FiH

#* #* * * H #* * ® * ¥

H.VE YOU RELD THE LATEST DEGLEZR CRUDY? YOU MELN YOU DIDE'T GET IT?

PLE.SBE, LET US I OI YOUR SECRET, BUT QUICK!

f\ﬂ.@ O LYy T[_ B

CONGRLTULLTLES
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