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by DL D0TRHO

In a burst of frenzied activity I finished up the September VIPER on October 12; then I
as faced with the fact that I had three weeks to get the December VIPER off to ye deadline-
eeping AE, Bruce Burn. Not to mention the unfortunate circumstance that this mailing I am
stuck with writing the current installment of the OMPi round robin, "The Wall". But I won't
-hink about that today; I'll think about that tomorrow. Or sometime Real Soon Now.

The improvement in the appearance of VIPER is due to the fact that 4ilva Rogers has
.aken over as Art Editor. Alva did all the headings and stencilled all the illos except
iay Nelson's. Ray's were stencilled by fandom's #1 cartoonist himself. Rdy also reveals
come of his trade secrets in "The Ray Nelson Do It Yourself Cartoon Kit." This artiele
s a legacy from the PSI PHI file which I ¢#yf{##} inherited. Thanks, Bob.

Tt certainly is a wonderful thing that Alva is taking over now. Pat got quite upset
1t what happened to her September cover. (I'm entirely innocent; someone else stencilled
it.) "It's not very often I turn out an illo that I think is.worth publishing, -and look
shat happened to it!" Pat was so upset that she gazed in horror at 'the cover for some
‘inutes before she even noticed that the "witch's" wand had been left out of her upraised
iand. (Sundry details like the extremely oddly shaped crystal ball were occupying her
ittention.) I'm glad I wasn't over at the Fllington's at the time.  Sorry, Pat. It really
as a good illo. ' R

In planning this issue I called to mind certain statements and expressed preferences
:nd whomped up a little something for Al Lewis and Bruce Burn, those grrrreat lovers of
‘an and faaaan fiction. I hope you like it boys; it's all yoars.

. LIKE CLRD GAMES As you might suspect, nothing much has happened to me since my last ed-

! itorial. I'm doing much the same things that I was three weeks ago. No
;iolent changes for me--I'm a true conservative. But that leaves me nothing to write about--
50 I'11 trot out a topic I've been saving for just such an emergency: cards. It 1like card
sames. FLven though they are out these days. Bridge, gin rummy and poker are still fairly
respectable——~though not as much so as they were ten years ago——but an expressed liking for
‘ny other card game is liable to bring you plenty of sneers. It's almost as depraved as
.iking TV. This is ridiculous. Almost any card game can be a hell of a lot of fun. There's
something about the fall of the cards, the strategy of playing, that is endlessly fascinat-
ing, whether or not the games are played for money. Many a time I have sat up all night
slaying cards, If I had been doing anything else I would have konked out before dawn,
yat with cards I'm still there. Maybe I'm not very fresh, but bhoy am I alert!

Of course some card games are more fascinating than others. I suppose canasta is my
avorite. It has all the advantages of a rapid pace and ups and downs of fortune as the
ards fall, but at the same time allows ample scope for strategy, ploys and devious plays



in general. It's fun, like. Chance enters into canasta to a Tavge extent, but it's
not a game of chance like craps or roulette. Good players wit.

1Tis a pity, but canasta has always been 0*U*T with the intellectual s——back when
it was a national craze the general attitude seemed to be: "Good! Now all the house-
wives will have canasta clubs instead of bridge clubs and stop degrading the game."
But now the housewives are back to bridge and canasta seems out of style with everyone.
I wish it were still popular. As it is 1 can't find anyone to play with me.

But it has always been difficult for me to find canasta players. Back in the
early fifties Eunice (HABAKKUK columnist) and I would run a drag-net through ‘the New
York streets, looking for a couple of canasta players——any canasta players, no matter
how bad or indifferent they might be. We preferred the four-handed game, but would
play three-handed if we couldn't find but one player. Six~handed canasta was a rem-
ote dream and we wouldn't sven consider playing two—handed. Two-handed canasta is a
aililsr (zame. ", T fact I find all two-handed card games--except cribbage--duller than
hell. And of course Eunice and I never played partners-—the opposition would have
had a chance. '

Onz reason I like Berry's POT POURRI so much is that John usually has something
about canasta in it., John writes like a great canasta player. I'm sorry I didn't
know he played when he was over in '59. I would have tried to get up a game. But
that's what happens when you can't find players: you eventually give up looking.

After Bunice went to Chicago I couldn't find enough players for a game until
1956 when some of the regular droppers—in at the Dive turned out to be canasta flends.
ind even in the couple of years I hadn't been playing some weird changes had taken
place: canastas of wild cards even. Horrors! This made a pleasant interlude in the
canastaless desert, but after the Dive broke up things became desparate agdin.. I
gradually stopped looking. And who knows how many canasta players have passed.in the
night? Berry, you shoulda told me.

Although hearts is an entirely different game I find it an almost-substitute for
canastas It's not as good a game, but then it's fairly easy to find hearts players.
Dick and Pat are addicts too and we frequently manage to locate a fourth. (I know
that some people play three-handed and five-handed hearts, but I prefer not to. even
think about such depravity.) It's one of Danny's major character failings that he
‘doesn't like hearts, but he will play if beaten hard enough. ;

Do you play hearts in England? All the cards are dealt out, FEach player looks
at his hand, chooses three cards and passes them to the player on his left. (Some
people play that one deal you pass to the left, the next to the right. ) = After every-
one passed their cards the player to the left of the dealer leads. You must follow
suit if you canj; if you can't you can discard what you want to. The player who plays
the highest card in the suit lsad takes the trick and leads again. The object of the
game is to take as few points as possible and to give as many as possible to the ap-
poriate people. :Low score wins, Hearts, played properly, is a very cutthroat game.

We play the variety in which each heart counts one point and the Queen of Spades
counts 13. Some people play with an additional wrinkle: ~the Jack of Diamonds counts
13 for you. I donit like this much. And if you manage to get all the hearts and the
Queen of Spades you give everyone else 26 points. :

I first learned how to play an entirely different variety: The Queen of Spades
counts 10 points and each heart but the ten counts 10. The Ten of Hearts also counts
10 points. You'd be surprised what a tremendous difference in strategy this makes,
both in heart management and in avoiding two bad cards instead of one. But anyhow,
hearts can be fun. Like so many other card games though, it is no fun unless most of
the players know how to play it well, Otherwise it can become a drag.



In this respect poker is different from most card games, Bad players add to the
charm, - Their cash is always. welcome,  But even in poker a game with only bad players
can be pretty boring_unless'ypuAare rakingtin;an'anul'lot'of loot., Much:of :the in-
terest is in, locking horms, with good players. . My approach to poker is just a strength-

_ening of my .approach to all the card games that I like: I'don't play the cards; T-vi-

play the players. This‘is'df coursg.somewhat‘of an exaggeration as a knowledge of °:
cards and probabilities is necessary, but playing the players is my general  approach
to the game.. - : . i

. - I really don't care much for bridge. As far as I am concerned ‘too much of the -
game depends upon the bidding and the bidding depends far too much ‘on detailed and
minute -systems for communicating with your partner. I just never‘could get much in=-.
terested in the game, even though as a tad I doted on fortyitwo which is, loosely
speaking an auction-bridge-like game played with dominoes. Néﬁertheless I play bridge
fairly well--probably just about as well as I can play a game I'm "basically not in-
terested in. (I get dragged into games to make a fourth too. ) ' : L

- «@in rummy bores me stiff. I haven't played the game in over ten yeafé and I
can't think of anything likely to induce me to play it again, I'd evenrather go to
a baseball game! . .. CoL Ce _ T ' S

As a child I played the standard games like old maid and several varities of
rummy, .and when I was in the army I played cassino., I liked cassino all right, but

-after I got out of the army I found I wasn't interested enough in the game to hunt

for players, so I gave it up, I wasn't exposed”to pinochle -uritil in my twenties arrd
have never played it, principally because I do have other interests besides cards and
didn't see any point in learning another card game. In defiance of this principle i
however I began to learn cribbage. I liked the game fine, but drifted away from that
too. R - C TS

T don't consider blackjack (twenty-one) a card game, but there are those who do.
Anyhow:I dislike it. I consider it mechanical, cut-and-dried and boring.: But then

I don't like to gamble, (I don't consider poker or any other game of skill gambling.)
Of course: it takes a certain knowledge of the game to play blackjack, ‘but even tie:
tac toe has a system. ' o ' Coe -

I think that games bf:soiitéifé are worse than cross word puzzles, and you can't
hardly get worse than that.

| Considering all thé‘games ofAcafdé listed in Hoyle, this seems a ‘remarkably
small number, but-—except for various children's games I didn't bother to.mention—-
T can't even recall having seen any other games played. Maybe I'm lead a sheltered
life. = . - : ' L : '

SPICE IS NICE. Something has happened to me in the past three weeks come to think of

it (I've also had four upper front teeth pulled, but let's not go-into

~that), I've discovered a good Mexican restaurant. I've always been fond of Mexican

food, but-it's pretty difficult to come upon_a real good Yexican restaurant. = Almost
41l of them fall into two categories = (1) Family-type places that 'serve plain, hearty
"home—cooked" food. These can be good, but they are hardly inspiring. (2) Good

restaurants that serve lMexican food that has been despiced and highly Americanized to
suite the gringo taste.. I was amused to note in COLONIAL EXCURSION that Ron Bennett

“thought that the Mexican, restaurant Bjo took us to after the Solacon had food far too

spicey for him and that Americans have developed cast-iron ‘stomachs,’ etcs (I really
don't. see how anyone that likes English mustard ((and T do)) can complain about the

- gpiceyness. of any food.) I hate to break it to you, Ron, but that was one of those

Mexican restaurants where they have Americahized‘the,foqd; like, most of the spice.
has been left out. . o L Do e )
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I often think wistfully of the Mexican restaurants in Austin, Texas. The best restaur-
ants in town are Mexican and they serve superlative food. Perhaps their food isn't as spice,
as the Mexicans eat it, but it'!'s spiced as I like it. And naturally I am not interested in
the spice for its "hot,ness". -Spices have taste, flavor and aroma, you know., I also eat and
enjoy bland foods, but damnit a ‘spicey food should be spice\_r.

Anyhow, through-the yea,rs I have eaten in many Mexn.can réstaurants s always hoping. At
iast the lightening struck. = I wandered into a Mexican restaurant entirely by accident. I
ordered. Most of the food Was as good as thet in the Austin restaurants. Some of it was
petter. I finished my meal in a glow and ordered another complete dinner. This also came
up to expectations. And the pJace also has good w:me at about 10¢ per bottle more than you'd
pay for it in a liquor store. (The usual mark-up on wine in decent American restaurants is
something like 50% to 100% more than you would have to pay for the same wine at a liquor
store, and of course restaurants get it far cheaper than that. )

I went back again a couple of days later with Danny and Vince., Everything we ordered
was delicious. Likz, drooci. It's not oniy o matter of correct spicing either: it's ex-
cellent matsrials, put togethor just right, cooked exactly the right amocunt of time; and
served to you piping hot. Drool. Evidently this is alsc a family~type restaurant--but a

family of a somewhat different Lype---as the menu says that some of the recipes have been in
she family for generations,

For those in the area: Casa del Rancho, 917 San Pablo Ave., Albe.ny, Calif.

I must warn you however that it is not a Fancy Expensive Res+auran’r' It is a Fancy

Jheap Restaurant.

IOME BREW REVISITED The brew continues to get better and better. The brewers yeast arrived
from Buz and is being put to good use. I does make a difference. We
1ave perfected and standarized our ale--and if I do say so myself it's damn gcod. It makes
the best American commercial ale lock——and taste--pretty silly. Our beer is pretty good,
st there's plenty ¢f room for improvement. I think I'll try making my own malt. But we
wre still experimenting around with stout. We haven't had too good results here yet. Does
-ny of the Irish contingent know how Guinness is brewed? Like someone who has just made a
sour of the brewery, Ian MacAuley?

\
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Those-cartoons in the border are not a frame or anything. They are indeed a
"Draw-your-own-Ray-Nelson-cartoon kit". The body on the first page goes with the
heads. As for the arms and hands and props, etc., we trust you. You draw 'um in.

The heads can also be used along with reviews to show your opinion of things--a smile
for a good review, a frown for a bad one, etc. You can have rubber stamps made of
them to illustrate letters or print your own wallpaper (for the guest room, of course)
or impress girls with fake tatoos. They can be etched on glasses and: glazed on plates,
screen-printed on T-shirts and propeller beanies. You can make slides of them to dem-—
onstrate psychology lectures or splice them into movie films to subliminally advertise
your fanzine, along with those frames you've already spliced in on the films you show
girls—the ones that say "Sleep with me" and "Give me presents,' etc.

The only thing you now lack for turning out your own Ray Nelson cartoons is jokes.
Here is a quick course in joke manufacture. There are only five main types of humor
now in popular use. They are (1) The Derailed Train of Thought joke (2) The Running
Gag (3) The Too-True Truism (4) The Open Secret and (5) Out of Place Juxtapositions.

(1) The Derailed Train of Thought. This depends upon building up an expectation,
then disappointing that expectation as brutally as possible. Take a certain Chan Day
cartoon for instance. A wife says to her husband who is reading the newspaper in an
easy chair: * "Can I have the car today, Dear? I'm
leaving you." The "Can I have the car today,
Dear?" builds up an expectation of the ordinary,
the everyday. "I'm leaving you" derails this
train of thought--explodes it even. Some of
the best derailed train of thought jokes deal
with idiots and madmen who derail the trains
of thought of the normal world and meke nor-
-mality itself seem more idiotic and mad
than their wildest fantasies. Puns and
plays-on-words are "derailers" too.

_ (2) The Running Gag. This is no-
 thing more nor less than simple repet-
ition. It doesn't much matter what
you repeat, if you repeat it often
enough, it will lose all meaning
and become absurd and funny.

~:(The falacy of mass adver- “
tising lies in just that. AN
Who actually uses Burma ;nD';KLR .
Shave anymore?) It helps ALK,

if what you repeat is a- :
little funny to start with
--or at least stupid, but
even a perfectly ordinary-
name like Alfred E. Newman
"(the name of a rather good
‘composer of movie back-
- ground music) can become
:" gereamingly funnyiby means
of ‘simple repeétition.
This is the easiest type
of humor to master, since
all it requires is a rub-
ber stamp and persistence.
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f wish you lick in the brilliant career that now awaits you 3
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(3) The Too-True Truism,” A too-true truism is something like "Candy's dandy, but
likker's quicker." It is a truth, perhaps slightly exaggerated, but stated in so
pointed a fashion it jabs you right in the ass, My favorite is the bum's answer to a
social worker who told him everyone had equal rights in America. "Yeah," he said.
"The right to sleep under bridges in the winter is open to rich and poor alike."

(4) The Open Secret. This is where the reader knows something that the charact-
ers in the cartoon don't, as in the cartoons Chas. Adams is always drawing where some
monster is sneaking up on somebody or eating somebody or something, and the character
speaking in the cartoon doesn't know it, but you do. The more disasterous the secret,
the funnier the cartoon. Missing pants, open manholes, banana peels, falling safes,
unfaithful wives are only a few of the time-honored "open secrets" that go on getting
laughs year in and year out, My favorite is the Chas. Addams cartoon of the wife
sitting on a veranda in the tropics. She says in exasperation, "Oh, speak up, George.
Stop mumbling!". Behind her is an overturned chair and there is a large boa constrictor

}“én the_floor‘with a distended, vaguely human-shaped middle.

(5) Out of Place Juxtapositions. This is actually an extension of the "Derailed

* Train of Thought" idea, but it is so often used in modern humor, I thought it was worth

a separate category., This is the boy-in-girl's-clothes, the dog-who-talks, the child
philosopher, the soft-hearted=gangster, etc. gag. These too are fairly easy to pro-
duce, particularly if you have a dictionary of opposites. - Just mix the opposites or

‘'strongly contrasting elements, and there you are.

"~ There ydu are indeed: fhe'first,graduate of the Ray Nelson cartoon schdol; 1

) . o . e :;; i [ «'i Vo eas
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ATRDETAN CONFESSION .- -

I hit the police matron with a copy of the FANCYCLOPEDIA. "Let mefgoi 'Lef mé god It's
lies, all lies."

The big beefy woman wrested the:pile of fanzines out of my- hand. "Save it for“the judge
Dearie. Come along quiet to your c¢ell now., It's none of my business anyhow, bt your sis-
ter said you'd been living with those. five. men.. And you only seventeen! &nd them science-
fiction fans or worse. You ought to be ashamed of* yourself." She shoved me into. the dismal
cell and slammed the door. N O - o

T. fell -down on the narrow hard bed and began to cry. So this was what fanac lead to.
My wild efforts to be a Big Name Fan had brought me to this. "Dick, Dickj what have I done
to you?" What was going to happen to me? What would they do to Dick and the others: Danny
Art, Chuck and Bill? They could be sent up for statutory rape! That wasn't the kind of
DETENTION they were looking forward to. And it wes all my fault. I had moved into their
apartment without asking any of them. T guess I had even taken their minds off fanac, even
though I hadn't been sleeping with any of them,but Dick and I loved him so. He and I were
going to put out a fanzine together. . T

My sister. It would have to be Flsie. She hated me. My mother didn't care if I lived
or died or what I did so long as I didn't bother her. Elsie used to pick on Fred and me all
the time. I don't know what we would have done without each other to love, All we had was
each other and science fiction. Science fictior was one thing father had given us anyhow.

My earliest memories were of fatﬁbr and: ofﬁér fighting. Father was a drunken pro and
was always running around with other women ‘and  mother didn't approve of his writing science
fiction. She wanted him to write nice, refined stuff that would sell.

There were five of us kids. Elsie, Ruth and Tom were much older than Fred and me and
would gang up against us. They would pinch us and kick us and trip us just for fun. They
even tore the prozines right out of our hands! "Yah! Yah! You're reading that crazy Buck
Rogers stuff again." Many a night Fred:-and I would get a flashlight and read our beloved
science fiction magazines under the :covérs and then cry ourselves to sleep in each other's

arms. Oh, those beloved happy days, +'We thépght we were miserably unhappy, but we little

knew how well off we were. :

when Fred was twelve and I was ten Father sold a story to GALAXY and ran away to Florida
with some woman who Mother said was a Big Name Fan. Fred and I didn't know what that was, °
but the way Mother said it, it sounded dirty.
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Tom and Ruth left home as soon as they could and that didn't leave Elsie much to
do but to torment Fred and I. Fred was big enough now to stand up to her, so she
didn't actually snatch the prozines out of our hands any more, but she used to jeer at
us all the time. Shée had me convinced that I was ugly and no-account and would never
amount, tp‘anything,__jtha’t T would just sit around and read science fiction all the time.

So I besan to hang around Fred and his gang: Big Dave, Eddie and Richie. They
had a thing they calléd a science fiction fan club. They sat around and talked about
science fiction and wrote. letters to the prozines and bragged about vho was the big-
gest letterhack. Of course they never let me write a letter myself, but they let me
type theirs,.and hang around and fetch and carry for them. They were real good to me.

Forawhile all the guys in the club tried to write science fiction. Even.I could
tell it was mostly pretty bad, but Fred's was the best. It was good enough that when
he was eighteen he left home to ‘try to be a dirty pro. He lived in the basement of
a condemned building and wrote all the time, I didn't see much of him any more. I
missed him like crazy. ’

I was seventeen by then and had filled out and looked much older., Big Dave
started to date me, even though he was a science fiction fan and wasn't much. interes—
ted in girls. Mother used to warn me against him. "You stay away from that boy.
Anybody that would read that stuff has something the matter with him. Science fiction
will be the ruination of you yet, You mark my words."
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One evening Big Dave came over all
excited and began to tell me about fandom.
How boys and girls too were putting out

' magazines of their:very own and-calling
them fanzines. . 'How they all read science
fiction, but since that's what brought,them
together, naturally they didn't talk about.
it. They talked about eyerything else and
wrote stories and articles and some of them
even illustrated them. It all sounded so
grand and exciting. . Big Dave went on aboubd
how they got together in conventions and

" had a grand time. It all sounded so won-
derful I wanted to jump up and down and
clap my hands. '

- And then he told me about how all those
fans who were most famous and best liked
- and did the best work were called Big Name
Fans., "Oh, Dave! It all sounds so tremend-
ous! Do you suppose I could be a Big Name
. Fan too?" :

g . . N TN R C . .

- “~... Mother heard me and rushed intd the room. "You tramp!' she yelled, "Out of my
house. I didn't raise you to talk this way. I've tried and tried, but it's just no
use. You're as bad as your father. Science fictiond Fan clubs! And now you're
talking about beinga Big Name Fanl Get out! I don't want that kind cf people arund
here." She grabbed a broom and began to beat me. Dave took it away from her. "and
as for you—you poolrrom loafer, drugstore cowboy, acience fiction fan...I'll have
the Law on yow!"

I packed a suitecase and left. That was the last time I saw my mother. I can't
say that I miss her. She had never been a mother to me, If she had only warned me
of the dangers that threaten someone who wants to be a Big Name Fan and talked to me
seriously about it, things might have been different. I don't hate her though. She
meant well, She just didn't know any better.

I didn't know where to go or what to do.® Fred was away hitchhiking on a trip
to Berkeéley, I had no money at all, Big Dave said that he knew some friends in
New York who had a slan shack where I could stay for awhile. I was afraid of the
idea at first—five real fans and all--but Big Dave said that they were nice fellows
who would break me in right. I didn't know what else to do, so he took me there.

They called the place The Dive. Tt was a large nine-room apartment overlooking
the Hudson and could have been nice, but it was unly half furnished with broken~down
furniture and looked very messy. 1 slept on a small day bed in the dining room which
doubled as a couch during the day. All of the fans were nice and seemed to like me.
Danny and Dick made advances, but I discouraged them easily. Chuck, Art and Bill
seemed to think I was too young and treated me like a kid sister. I began working
like mad, trying to keep the place clean, but it was a big problem. I was afraid of
the cockroaches. ; :

I got to know the boys real well. T liked Dick the best. He was as cute as a
bug's ear and a lot of fune to have around. He had been in the Army in the Far East
and been around guite a bit, a sort of traveling jiant. His stories were so inter-
esting. Danny was the black Irish heartbreaker type. He drank too much, but it just
made him seem more loveable. Bill was fat and jolly. He didn!'t take anything ser-
jously but food and drink. Chuck was the mad scientist type. He was going to night


took.it

/.
‘-

. i my way. Nothing.

. Virgin, but neither one of them had any chrome ‘on it.
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'_il'schp_ol to try to be an 'enginee‘r, and was always performing some sort of weird experiment.

"Art was the oldest and’ felt sort of responsible for the shole place. He tried to keep

everythifg in line and be serious and constructive, but ever now and then he would

'lose His temper as none of us paid any ‘attention to all that.

I know now that it was Wrong to stay there, but I'didn't think of  that at the
time. I was used to palling around with boys and felt right at home. I began read-
ing their fanzines and found what I had been missing all my life. I determined then
and there that come what may I was ‘goirg to be a Big Name Fan. Nothing would stand

-

The Dive was a sort of social center. The boys were all members of a Big-Name
_Fan club and all of the club made the Dive their hangout. Even some Big Name Fans
from out of town and some dirty pros uséd to drop in too. It was exciting to be
‘theére., Ibegan to plot and plan how I too could be a Big Name Fan. 1 didn't read
ariything but fanzines and even thought about putting out one. Dick taught me to-
run the mimeos.~ They had two at the Dive: ‘the Iron Virgin and the Chrome Plated

-~

.. One of the dirty pros, Larry, used to give me lots of encouragement; "I'm sure
'youfll be a Big Name Fan, Pat. I'm suré'of it. I just hope you don't make up your

. .mind"that you went to rule the world."

I didn't think about Roscoe and whether what I was doing was right or wrong. I
had vaguely heard about Roscoe and Ghu, but I really didn't know the first thing about
right and wrong ways of fanning, about fanzine fans and convention fans. All I could
think about was becomming a Big Name Fan.

I was liking Dick more and more all the time. He had the most interesting le%-
ters in fanzines. Dick seemed to go for me too, but one time at one of the week—end
brawls we were sitting on the couch reading FANAC and he said, "I like you a lot,
Pat, but I might-as well tell you now. I'm not the marrying kind. "

"3i11y;* ‘I laughed. "I don't want to get married. That's for old folks. I
want to have fun! I want to do lots of fanac and get lots of egoboo and become a
Big Name Fan." I could cry now when I think of the naive little neofan I was. I
was playing with fire and I didn't know it. All I was aware of was the fanzine-
strewn couch and Dick's strong fannish arms amund me. I even forgot about becoming
a Big Name Fan. O

, "Darling." He kissed me. I was tingling with fire from head to foot. Married
or not I wanted to belong to Dick wholely and completely, and I knew he felt the same
way about me. We would be co-editors and put out wonderful fanzines together, We
would be publishing Jiants! Big Name Fans!

‘"Dick, I love you." I was only vaguely aware that we were getting up. I stumb-
led over Chuck who had passed out in the chair next to us and stepped over Danny who
was lying on the floor, necking with some girl or other, I could hear Art and Bill
drunkenly arguing about psychology in the kitchen. We slipped down the hall to Dick's
room. I knew what to do as I had read the Midwest's P. A. P. A. zine, '

After that I moved into Dick's room. Everything was changed. Dick and I were
closer together and yet further apart. We discussed fanzines, but we didn't talk any
more about putting out our own. We lived only for the moment. Evex I knew this Way
of Life was wrong, but I tried not to think about it. I was seeing more and more fans
and pros, even Big Name Fans. Surely I would become a Big Name Fan soon. It was only
a matter of time. It didn't bother Dick. He wasn't at all religious. None of the
boys were.
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Th:mgs weren't the same at the Dlve anymore. I got tired of keeping the place "
clean all by myself and I said sos I had fights with Art and Bill. Danny wouldn't ™~
fight and Chuck kept changing. ‘the sub;ject. Things went from bad to worse. About
that time Fred came back from Berkeley. "I'm surprised to see you here, Pat. This
is no life for-a nice girl: This isn't the way to become a Big Name Fan., Give it
up, Pat. Come live with me and help me be a dirty pro.. We can get an apartment to- -
gether and lead a respectable life. - _ :

- "No s Fred. I'll help you become a dn.rty pro, of course, but first I want to
be a Big Name Fan on my nwn." We argued for some time, but didn't get anywhere.
Fred finally moved .into the Dive too and. Big Dave Jomed him, They began to read fan-
zines and Fred stopped even trying to wrlte. S

Mor e and more fans were spendlng more and more time at the Dive. It was a real
mad house. I grew nervous and irritable. I yellea 1like a fishwife at every oppor-
tunity. . I couldn't stand the mess the Dive was :in and went back to cleaning it. 'This
was probably my worst time., I was rebellious-and miserable and blamed everything and
everybody except myself. No one had told me how to be a True Fan when I was a neo,
and now that I thought I was no. longer a-neo 5 I refused to listen when anybody tried.

e 11fe of the Dive became even more hectic as- half the Village moved ine I
began to long for peace and quiet, for the leisure to put out my own fanzine. Was
this really the way to become a Bn.g Name Fan? T talked to Dick. "Dick, this is no
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kind of life. We're getting nowhere fast, We don't even have time to write for fan-
zines. We should get married and settled down and produce our own issue. . If we don't,
I'm going to have to move oute I can't take it any more.. Why; I‘m behlnd fgur issues
on CRY." N .

- '»'L

Dick: tormentedly llt a c1garette.4 "I love you, Pat, and I know-you lOVe me.
But I really" caﬂ”t afford to get married now. I can't. support-us~and a fanzine too.
Maybe: ¥t will be best for you to move out. I'11 miss you like the dickens, but if
it'11 be best for you—I ‘don't want to hurt you, to sp01l your chances of becomlng a
Blg Name Fann I love you." .. . - . w

. T began to cry "I‘m so}ry. I can't help it. I love you,»but D'éan't gé on
.- 1ike this, Ti111 have to leave. I'm not up to it yet, but Real Soon Now....just as
soon as I can find the strength." Oh, I was lost, lost. I should have made a clean
break then and there. It would have made everythlng much easier and Dick:and I would
have still-gotten together.A I could have gotten on the FAPA waltlng 11st and in five

”“:y@years he would ‘have marrled me for my membershlp.

o .,chk's face was haunted. "If I were only’ ‘a few years. older. I've alwﬁysUWanted
to get married and put out a fanzine. I'd planned to call it FIAWOL o FIJAGH or.
something., But I won't be making any.kind of moéney for awhile and even on our com-

... .bined salaries. .. He went back to reading the Rotsler Extension Course._

A1l durlng the next month I :iavoided thlnklng. I read fan21nes all the tlme.

. The bive was gettlng wilder and wilder. All ‘'sorts of things were. g01ng ‘on which T
couldn't approve; but.of which I had no right to dlsapprove, Fred was stlll drlnklng
too much-and he would do_all. sorts of horrible things while he was drunk, He Joined
the NFFF:. He tead an entire SiPS mailing and got vlolent indigestion.’ I was even
more worried abéut him than about myself.

I even began to half—heartedly look for an apartment w1th himy but 1t was dlf-
ficult to find anything that we could afford, We found one or two places, but ‘they
didn't héive space for a mimeo, so I couldn't stand the thought of taking them, of
abandoning all hope of becoming a Big Name Fan, Fred was willing. to take anything,.
He said, "We've got to get out of the Dive, Pat. It's destroying us. Let's go back
to reading science fiction. We can do ity We're not too far gone.ﬂ

But I woundn't listen. I can never forglve myself for that.‘ It was T my
fault, ' Oh, Fred, Fred, I didn't mean to .do ‘it to you. - I didn't. knomnu l wenﬁ to be
a Big Name Fan, but not this way, not this way. - Lo o

The next week-end there was a big fannish party. There were beanies: and _zap, guns
all over the place. We had some sort of a punch made out of gin and fruit Julce.L It
was potent stuff and everybody got pretty drunk. People began acting.wild“and talked
about putting out a one shot. I was all for it and was overjoyed to se® that even _
Fred was 1nterested° We hauled out a typewriter and some stenc1ls and started to

Suddenly 1t ‘was my turn. But when I sat down at the typewriter, I couldn't think
of anything to say. The 1life .I had been leading had not prepared me for fan21ne wrlt-
ing.:..I had:never done anythlng fannish. I was the lowest of the low'and it was all
too- far abbVe Me...s«. L became defiant: I began typing. I wrote abuut ‘The Dive. )
Fred read:over: Ty shqulder. He began -to shudder. "Pat, how can you?:It's all a- T
bout -drinking oni ° What if some innocent young fan left 1t lying around and his mother
found :it? - Why:can't' you write about science fiction?"’

"Oh, come on, Fred. Do._you want to be a neo all your life? This. is the way of
L fe. Come on, be a True Fan." ) . s
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'"Iuguéss I was.wrong. 4It-is too late forius tO*éhange now.‘fWé!ve gone tdO“ﬁafo

. We've-lived too -fast, had tqo.much too soon....We're just a:couple of old, tired fans."

Fred lurched off with his glass in his hand. He was pretty drunk, but no one .else
seemed to notice him much. I gave up my place at the typewriter and talked with Dick
and some of the others, but tried to keep an eye on hims N ST

* Suddenly there was-a loud crash, . :Fred had thrown his glass through the window.
Art and-Bill ran. over to grab-him ang hold him down, but he slipped away and ran out
of the apartment. They ran after him. I heard them thundering up the stairs to the
roof, I burst into tears.

Soundézof cursiﬁg~énd?scufflingrdrifted-down;. Binga§e-held me and tried to ¢om~
fort me, but I was. sliding rgpidly into hysterics. ‘Fred was shouting the most obscene
things I have ever heard..- Then silence:. And. then Fred's voice sounding crazy. '"Don't

-come any nearer., -I've -got to.do it. - I might as wellt. My life is ruined. No decent

girl would even speak to me. My Sense of Wonder is gone. Pat'!s just as bad; and
that's my fault too. If I had stayed at home and not tried to become a dirtypro,

‘maybe I -could:-have kept iher-away from fandom." His voice faltered. 'We lover science

fiction so'much and we tried so hardd" -
Art yelled, "Fred, don't! ~ Don't):’ Come back!" Fred didn't answer.. - There wasn't
a sound. I screamed and broke away from Dave. I started up to the roof, but met

Art .and Bill coming down: I turned around.and we all ran downstairs and out into the
street. - Fred lay there. - His head was split open. His neck was at a funny angle,
Blood was ‘all over everything., I:grabbed onto.the lamp post and threw-up. violently.
Bill said faintly, "He's dead." RO S ,hﬁg”ﬁ. oo

I clutched”tﬁe lampost tighter and moaned;»‘
"Roscoe." That was the first prayer I had ever
uttered, . '

I don't remember the rest -of the evening
very clearlys .Dick called an ambulance and
Art called the polices Bill went upstairs
and broke up the party.- Everyone-melted away.
Danny looked pretty sick, but then we all did.
Big Pave couldn't seem to believe it. I
couldn't either.. : ..~ G

The funeral was a couple of daysilater. All

. of the fans were there, Mother wouldn't:icome, but o
Elsie showed up.. I talked to her. in a kind of daze. I was glad when the whole. bus-

‘iness was ovér. .- Back-at .the Dive I .was numbi ..No one could reach me. I kept-saying

over and over to myself,-"Fred's dead-and -it's -all your fault. Fred's dead and it's
all your fault." I couldn't even crys I didn't feel I had the right.

Big Dave helped a lot. He told me that Fred was really a trufan at heart and

“.4hat. all trufans-went to the purple pastures when they died. I began to think that
..-maybe-Fred was better off up there. ‘1 could: even picturé him up there, turning the

crank. I determined to live the Right Way from now on. I wouldn't put out a fanzine
until I was worthy. I subscribed to a sports car journal- and began .reading up on

peyote. I even bought some folk song recordss o

I began looking around for:a place of my own and meanwhile moved out of Dick's:
room and again slept on the day bed in the living room, It was hard. Dick and I had
meant so:much to each other. I wouldn't have been able to di it all. if Dick hadn't
been so kind and understanding. He didn't press me at .all.:. "I want ta.do. what's best



for you, Pat," he said. "It's hard doiﬁg without you, but if that's what you think
you want—-we can still be co-editors, can't we?"

"es, Dick, 1I'd like that. When we're ready."

I found a place and started to pack my thlngs. The day before I moved the pol=
jce raided the Dive and took us all to jail. Elsie had found out all about me at
Fred's funeral and had tipped them off. I was terrifieds I could see myself being
sent to the home for wayward girls and all of the boys serving long prison sentences.

When we were taken into court I told my story in a low voice, The judge was vey
stern. "This life you have been leading, 'fannish' as you call itt!t! I cannot con-
demn.it too strongly. It undoubtedly stems from the pernicious influence of that de-
graded fcrm ‘of 1iterature, science.fiction. Nevertheless, you are likewise respon-
sible. ' Yo&u chose ‘this Way of ‘Life and these activities which have put fyou beyond the
pale of normal human contact. There are, mnfortunately, no laws agalnst this. sort.
of thing. You tell me that you only had relations with thid one man, bit that is-a
minor point. It is the entire Way of Lsfe which is at fault." He cleared his throat.
"You two can get married or go to jail. All of you will have to give up fandom. You
will be put on probation for two years, during which time you will not see nor corres-
pond with another fan. Fanzines will be burned before reading., I hope this brings
you to your senses."
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I wanted to marry Dick, but not this way, not this way. And no fanac! What
were we to do with our time?

We were married and managed to struggle through the two years somehows I had
time to repent of my sines and think over my mistakes. I realized that it was not
only my overwhelming desire to be a Big Name Fan which had lead me astray. 1 had got
off on the wrong foot. Even though we had talked about putting out fanzines, we
hadn't really been fanzine fans. We had been convention fans. Life had been just
one long convention.

The two years is over now and we are doing fanac and seeing fans again, even
the old Dive crowd. I still want to be a Big Name Fan, but I want to do it the right,
hard way. We are in OMPA now and are on the waiting list for FAPA, Dick is putting
out the fanzine of his dreams: FIJAGH. T was co-editor of a fanzine with Noreen,
but she had a baby instead, so it never came out. And Dick and I have a child too,
a darling little girl.

Dick sometimes teases me and says that I told Elsie on purpose, knowing that she
would turn us over to the police. '"You knew I'd have to marry you then! I'm going
to tell the children how their mother mademe marry her." Sometimes I even think he
believes it and sometimes Larry and Bill and Danny and the rest look at me strangely
as if they thought I did too. But that's my secret.

~-Bill Donaho.

'WﬁiléfSOmé of the énéractéfszin;phe_ébévé‘story=ére46asedfon real pgdgYé fans,
any resgmblence in characterization and. events to .Truth, is at best, coincidental,
accidental and all that. . It didn't happen, like. : . N

The main characters coﬁbérhed«géve'Lhéif.permission to publish.  (I:threatened
to sit on phem.) : : C o e o RS

’
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GEORGE LOCKE

Meeting deadlines seems to be the lot of the active fan--meeting them or arriving sev-
eral days too late. It's an agonising state of affairs—and when you have several deadlines
to meet all at once, things get decidedly difficult.

‘ This column for Bill has been slapped in the face twice by them. Being of a placid‘
nature (placid for the purposes of this sentence can be regarded as synonymous vith lazy) I
left the first installment to the last minute. When the last minute arrived, it tummed out
that other things were planned for me——my unit was moved to protect some English 0il inter-
ests in Kuwait.

By the time the flap had sorted itself out, I had a very few days to turn out the
column, and nothing in the way of typewriters to ‘ ' '
produce it with., Since that first disastrous at--
tempt to produce something worth reading, three
months passed. I had just got mentally attuned
to the frightening thought of inflicting another
plague of spider—tracks on Bill, when we moved
back to Kenya.

A very few days to the deadline, I hope 1
make it. i g

Paradoxically, it's very nice to know that
here is a deadline that if you miss, you wait
until the next issue. At least you know that
when you produce your fabulous prose, it will
get published within your lifetime.

Continuing along this paradoxical line of -
reasoning—the advantages of irregular publi-
cation—I'd like to toss in this secret method
of gafiating for a year without anybody notic-
ing save maybe a couple of correspondents.
Though reflecting on your backlog of letters ex-
tending back to First Fyndom you'd have them
fooled too.




'The secret method? Write a dozen articles. Don't spread them ovor yuis ced i
fannlﬁh car§er. Write them within the space of a week; Reai1v.ffog v:nrgélf. “fﬁt.
your .all" into them. Send them out to the varions fanmines which have requested
mgter}al, anq t? the better of the long string of tliose which haven't recognized your
kinship to.W1lllam Shakespeare, Then sit back, put your feet up on the mantle piece,
or, as ¥ did, clear off to some outlandish place like Kenya., After a year your prose
will still be appearing, and maybe in the second year you'll get the Best Writer
award without having typed even the letter "I",

. HAVING BEEN THWARTED FROM KILLING HORDES OF SAVAGE ARABS I have to look back to
science fiction to find a chopping block, It's really a bit unfair to specify science
fl?tlon, as this time I'm kicking the shins of modern technology in. However, since
science fiction has a lot to do with it, I'll let that stand.

I wrote an article for John Berry a few months ago for RETRIBUTION. It may have
appeared; it may not. But I was very enthusiastic'about it at the time. It dealt with
an air-show held in Kenya which was much 1like air rallys of before the war. Tt im-
mediately brought back for me a yearning for those pioneering days, when the first
fliers stepped gingerly onto their framework of struts and fabric swiped from their
grandmother's closets, The days when it was odds on that the aircraft would never
get off the deck and if it did, it would return promptly. When problems were sorted
out when they were met. And when research costs were regarded as prohibitive when

" they’rosé above five poundsy " - . _ , N e

Picture a pilot who takes his flimsy' aircraft into the air.’ Assume that by some
miracle it is aerodynamically sounds It's a bleak November day. Anybody in a later,
moré enlightened agewould have taken one look at the glowering clouds, declared the
weathef»upsuitable and gone back to bed. Not our herc. He'd -just.spent the last six
" months constructing his machine.  'He'd finally:tied the last, last knot in the stays,
" and was eager to take off, Visions of gloryy of feats never before dreamed of: by man
swam before his eyes. He would, for a start, break that fifty-foot height records:
He would set up a duration of more than four minutes. Why, if the gods were on his
side, ‘he might -even make that elusive five minutes. - . ' : 5

He steps onto his seat and ties himself in with a length of -tow cable purloined
from the horse that.plies along the canal dragging barges to their destination. Hope~
fully he tries his starter. Much to his surprise, it works. It works with a vengeance
—-he nearly wraps the machine around a tree. Obviously there's one -bug ‘to be ironed .
out, He sits down and works it out. Perhaps if I start it out of gear...he muses.
And then again, if I have less revs on, it won't try to imitate a Guy Fawkes rocket
sitting heavily on a pin.

After a few days and numerous hair-raising experiences necessitating a consider-
able amount of reconstruction, he sorts out the taxying business. Then he tries the
take-off. For once in his extremely short life the gods' livers aren't acting up:
they are smiling and our intrepid hero gets ithe contraption off the ground. ‘Once:in
the air, of course, it's plain sailing. At first... : : : :

At first things go very well. He has enough common sense to realise that to .keep-
climbing he needs to keep the engine not only going, but going very strongly. Event-
ually, by virtue of the ground disappearing, he reckons he has gone high enough. He
throttles back, and by pushing the stick forward, changes'the attitude of - the aircraft,
to level flight. = g S L

Then he tries to steer the thing. He hasn't. the faintest idea how. .He's built .
in a control column to raise and lower the nose.. This it-does efficiently. .And that.
is all he does. Whatever he does with the damned. thing, the machine won't turn a cor-
ner. He begins to sweat. Surely there must be some wa¥eeos
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It's 1mp0531ble to descrlbe what happens next. NI When he. gets: out- of the
hospital, he's worked out a solution. He will have a rudder at the back, ofiithe “end
of a long fuselage to give: it plenty of leverage. He'll work it like you work a boat.

He's learned from his previous experiences, and makes an excellent job: of taxying and
taking off. After flying straight and level for five minutes he tries a turni He's
forces into this decision by the fact that if he didn't turn he'd hlt the 51de of a
mountain in his path:; So~-he Jams full rudder of . .

Gentle readerb-don't ask me to descrlbe what happened nextg I'm only getting it
from him, and he admits that all he observed was a violent blast of air into his right
ear, of the horizon spinning round like the scene at a fairground after your roundabout
has got to full velocity. A

A third thing he should have observed then was that he rapidly ‘lost height. He
found that out soon enough, but too late to do anything about avoiding crashing. -~

In hospltal he was undaunted. He shook off the repeated advances from the nur-
ses—his injuries were such that there was no alternative——and began to work out why
the aircraft went out of control. He played with paper alrplanes, and gradually got
the idea, It seemed that a better method of turning was to attach some ailerons to
the wings, and by using them in combination w1th hlS rudder, turn the . machine that
way. ‘And 1t worked 11ke a. dreaml : .

Meanwhile, e'd been off track with another aspect of flyang‘ climbing, - Wasn't
there a better method of climbing than by increasing the engine revs? Suppose he ‘
fitted a small aerofoil where the rudder was instead of ‘the flat bit of fabric there .
only becauss all the best paper airplanes—~his main 1n5p1rat10n—~had them. " Then, by
suitable controls (elevators, in case you've lost me) he could increase the 1lift on -
the tail section or decrease it at will. Increasing it would have the effect of push-
ing the front end down, and decreasing that 1ift would cause it to point heavenwards._
He wouldnft therefore have to use the engine for climbing or sinking, but could use
a simple control which could ea51ly be comblned with his aileron control.,

It was simple;all rlghta The first tﬁne he tried it out was when he'd reached
a height of a hundred feet above the solid earth.. He yanked the elevator control =
into the climb p031t10n and grinned. For a time of.exactly one second. The nose -
shot up; everything went absolutely silent. =~ Then the nose dropped like a stone with
a heavy wcight attached to it. It kept on dropping until it hit the ground..

This time he didn't go to the hospltal and he would never tell his fmnlly that
he was the first man on Earth to experlence a. Stallo T

SUCH WAS THE EQUIVALENT OF SPACE RESEARCH FIFTY YEARS AGO. A little ‘e:x_aggerated K
perhaps-<but I wager the truth. wasn't so far off. B

-Space research 1s a little different. You've all read articles on how finely
adausted and physically perfect humans like Gagarin and Shepherd and Titov go through
the prellmlnarles to their flight. The word "human" seems to be wrong. I would say
our space pioneers are nothing more than machines which are unfortunate enough to be
made of flesh and blood,

T don't pretend to be an astronautical expert, but I'd like to say that I'd stake
my reputation as, say, a fan artist, that a spaceship could be sent up and returned
with a pilot sitting at the controls, guiding it the whole way through. Sure, he'd
be subject to human errors, and may prang the rocket a few times, but will someone
answer me this question?
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Is it for man that the moon waits? Or
is it for a machine which condescends to
carry a passenger?

ind don't give me the excuse that it
would be physically impossible’ for man to _
control a space-craft through an atmosphere,
either up or down. Man has sufficient com-
mand of his own technology for him to fig-
ure a way to keep his hand firmly on the
control columni It's just that science is
turning the wrong way. And this dehumanis=- i
ation of research and development is partly .4§ZZ54
why science fiction is so flat these days. _ ﬂha' 1 oo
Yes, it's dehumanized. SF writers may not : LY il ? {
be conscious of ity but as the-conquering - i LKQ.AQ% e
of the frontiers of space (and time? Rem- //\ii?/'*x-'u Zj K
ember the time-traveling neutrino?) is left " // Avfégkriirj}_f 3
to'our machines, so’ the same attitude has —— ;;7f At v e T

entered science fiction. Kr{ﬁ;ij\w,ﬁ%ﬂ‘ : et
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STORIES don't come along as often as (‘”_“}%ﬁ, N i
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VENOM revisited, like Several people have read "I Made Him Marry Me" in manuscript
and are taking it much too seriously like. People, it's all
in.fun. It never happened. It all springs from my over-active brain, not from real

. events. - It's for funzies, dig? FUNZIES!

I sat myself down, saying, "Given these people, what actions and motivatjons
can I attribute to them to form a plot fitting into the confession formula?" A good
part of the action and dialogue is imitation of scenes in confession stories. .I threw
in a real incident or two just to give people chuckles when they recognized them. So,
0.K. That was the first draft. A straight confession story.

On the second draft I rewrote it to make it a satire of confession stories them-
‘selves: exposing the shallowness of the whole formula, etc. Naturally this painted
the characters in ever - stronger shades and made them even more UNREAL.

%10 'The third timé I rewrote it I left the confession satire element intact and con-
centrated in ‘thanging all the mundane elements into fannish ones, making it faaan
fiction. The last rewrite I tried to make it a satire of faaan fiction also.

Naturally with each rewrite the characters, particularly Pat, become more and
more stereotyped symols--even though all sorts of convincing (I hope) detail is
thrown in to disguise this, Nevertheless otherwise sane ard intelligent people have
read "I Made Him Marry Me" and taken it for an only slightly exaggerated true ac-
count. Damnit, it is a work of fiction! FIGTION/ FICTION! The Pat of the story
bears about as much resemblence to the real Pat Lllington as I bear to Harlan Ellison.
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A RIHUITN TOR

. THE GOLDEN AGE CONTINUES

The Golden. Age of ASTOUNDING is fréquently thought of ag -having embraced the entire .
le¢cade of the forties by those fans to whom this era of scietice fiction: is but legénd. . Those
‘ans. who were reading ASTOUNDING at this timej or who have atgdired tolliestions dating back
s this period more oftér ‘narrow it down to thé war years——1940 through 1945, ITlvéialways
seen with those in the latter groupi However; in researching this little history I came to
she il}_e,_spgpable conclusion that most of the stories that come to mind when the associational
;rigger “Golden Age of ASTOUNDING" is uttered are stories that appeared in a three~and—a-
1elf year span—yuly 1939 through December 1943. This really isn't as heretigcal or arbitrary
as it appears at first glance. There were of course dozens of excellent stories that saw
print in the remaining years.of the 1940's, many of which are today considered classics.
jut the true Golden Age was that brief period following Campbell's editorial apprenticeship
hen he seemed to have the greatest enthusiams for his. job and his greatest :rapport with his
" riters;. when the impression transmitted through the magazine from Campbell to the readers

vas -one-of excitement and keen enjoyment of science fiction. ‘ ‘

To protect myself against flank attacks for the above statement I will qualify to some
2xtent its finality and say that I consider the following two years, 1944 and 1945, as being
~part of the Golden Age, but of lesser carat. But from this point on ASTOUNDING, while maint-

" Aining a generally high qualitative level, never again seems to be able.to come up with the
‘ight combination——it's like a chess master who, while playing one hell of a good game, just
© aever can séem to get his combinations working for him the way he wants them to; he ends up

* ith a good game, but one that falls: just short of brillant on latter annotation.

 But enough for now. After I've covered 1943, and before continuing with the following
sears, I'm going to sumarize the Golden Age ‘to this point briefly-and try to justify my as-
~eiydaz the limits of .the Golden Age that I do——and also explain why I think a Roman numeral
"I sh6El4 follow it. - L

1943

will .  art (Jack Williamson) led off the new year with the first ‘installment of a two

" part novel, Jpposites - Reactj the third in his series about settee matter. The problems
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with Drake, McGee, Asteiité euglieers and discoverers of cosutoisone matter in the
asteroid belt, attempting to ‘perfect a means of harnlessing the incalculalile power
locked in seetee matter.. Forring a 'counterpoint to ‘the engineering problems involved
in the story is a pelitical problem that is as explosive as the finicky matter the

trio of engineers are attempting to control. The solar system is governed by the Space
Mandate made up of Tarth; The iartian Reich and the Jovian Soviet-—a mutually jealous
alliance. 'Exerting peripheral pressure on the landate and in many ways as powerful,

is Tnterplanet, an Barth owied corporation with big ideas. Opposed to both these
forces in their desire for independence are the Asterites—-settlers on the asteroids
who have nationalistic yearnings. Obviously, whichever of this trio of powers achieves
workable control of seetee matter has the other two at a distinct disadvantage.

This was a very good story, in which Williasmson combined the socialogical theme
with high space adventure and more or less down to earth engineering problems. Al-
though it was good, and modern, and within the realm of fairly immediate probability,
I couldn't help feeling that science fiction had lost something irrevocable when Jack
Williamson abandoned the space opera field in which he wrote jwith such imaginatidn,
so colorfully, and with such elan. At . ]

There were three novelettes in this issues, The Search, by Van Vogt, which was an
involved time travel story--good, but not tremendously memorable; Barrius, Imp., by
Malcolm Jameson, a sequal to ‘Anachron, Inc., which involves the time spanning trading
company with-—among other things--ancient Roman politics; and finally Anthony Boucher's
Elsewhen, a beautiful title for an excellent time travel-cum-mystery story featuring
Fergus O'Breen, an Irish detective who had earlier been involved in the case of The
Compleat Werewolf (UNKNO'N, April 1942), who solves the case of the suspect who claims
to have not only benn elsewhere than at the scene of the crime—but also elsewhen.

Of "the four short stories in this issue, there were two which I considered excel-
lent the first time T read them, and. still regard regard them fondly: Nothing But
~Gingerbread Left, by Henry Kuttner; and Time Locker by Lewis Padgett. The first story
15 ddted now, but at_‘the time it was written it had comsiderable impact. It concerned
a brainstorm an American professor of. semantics:-had-which could possibly shorten (or
end): the war, Devise a. perfect semantic formula—one with .a catchy rhythm, which when

| .on¢é-§§§rd can never be, forgotten-—and beam it to.the Germans where, in theory, it
" would 'so obprude_on thé]q;nsciouSness;of}kgy men as- to. cause chaos in’ the Third Reich.
“Tt worked too. ' gt AP Lo <IN i e it -

a by ulinrs

In the second story Kuttner introduces that:unpredictable; wacky and almost always

~ drunken genius of an inventor, Galloway. Galloway was infinitely dinventive, but unfor-
tunately he did most'cf his inventing.while completely stoned iand ,usua¥ly had dif ficutly
remeitbering the purpose of his invention once he.sobered up, = In Time Lécker Galloway ™
inVentsfa"Safejin;ﬁhicﬁignything of any size could be-placed ard it ‘weuld isink into in-
visibility--including even a human body. ~ The.qther two short-steries were authored by
Ross Rocklynne and P. Schuyler Miller and were not.:particularly notable.. e :

. Timmins' cover——a murky and busy. paipping,illustrating-Opposites-—'Reacti:—was
“not too baq; but made megWishﬂlopgingly for the .clean precise cover paintirigs of "Rogers.

: a8 February . Ze gy AL
In any discussion of the Golden Age there is always one story that will figure
prominently--The Weapon Makers by A. E. Fan Vogt. Not as universally praised as the
author's Slan, it is still regarded by many as one of his very best stories. Van:Vogt
" had no #@kes to grind in this ambitious novel--no general semantics, no Bates discip~ -
line} Tothing but the desire to tell a story; and this he did most admirably. This
was the third in the Weapon Shop series which began with See-Saw, and unquestionably
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the best. The world of the Isher Empire with all its color and contrasts, its medieval
court ritual and its scientific sophistication is brought out in much greater detail
than in the preceding novelette; The Weapon Shops. The two central characters--the
Empress Innelda and Robert Hedrock--are two of Van Vogt's best drawn characters. In-
nelda, proud and beautiful; intelligent and capable-—but fatally doomed as a result

of generations of inbreeding within the Ilsher strain. And Robert Hedrock, the immor-
tal man, with a long range plan for the human race, who thousands of years earlier had
been the founder and first emperor of the Isher empire, and who also conceived of and
founded the Weapon Shops as:a permanent: opposition and counterbalance to the absolute
power of the empire. - ' . T S ‘

The philosophy of the Weapon Shops &nd their role in the scheme of things is pre-
sented with greater detail ‘than before also; and also the possibility of the powers
residing in the Weapon Shops being misued. To'add versimilitude to the basic story
of the Isher-Weapon Shop conflict there was introduced briefly in the third install-
ment an incomprehensibly alien race of beings who, after a close and dispassionate
observation of Man, reached the profound conclusion that: "This much we have learned;
here is the race that shall rule the Sevagram." A great and memorable last line in
the great Van Vogt tradition. Never mind what it means--it was still a hell of a great
last line,

This issue also contained another enduring memento of the Golden Age. I doubt
if anyone having read it will ever quite forget the cummulative horror of Lewls Pad-
gett's Mimsy Were the Borogroves, This story of two boxes of toys sent back in time
from the remote future to land in 19th century England and 20th century America, and
their remarkable effect on - three children, was a true tour dé force on the part of
Kuttner. For he took the meaningless gibberish of Lewis Carrollis "Jabberwocky" and
transformed it into most.meaningful and startling logic. Meaningful and logical, that
is; to a three~year-old:girl and a seven-year-old boy--but tragically incomprehensible
and illogical to their parents. This story really rocked me when I first read it, and
I'm sure that if I had had any children at that time.I'd have beéen tempted to listen
more closely to thelr chatter and observe more carefully their dhildish play-—-at least
until the spell cast by Kuttner wore off.

Opposites = React! concluded this monthw—a very fine story as I said earlier;
and with the way left open for an obvious sequal.

_«March

The Kuttner-Moore team was back again this month with the cover story and a short
story. Clash by Night by Lawrence O'Donnell was a tremendous story that told of the
Keeps——underseas cities on Venus peopled by Man who had fled a devestated and uninhab-
itable Earth--and, above all, it told of the Free Companions. The Companions were
mer—cenaries with a proud tradition, organized into companies of a few thousand each,
and each with its colorful and devotedly followed leader. At the time of the story
the Free Companions are entering the twilight of their existence, as is the whole con-
cept of warfare, but they are still a significant factor in the world of the Keeps.

The second Kuttner yearn was Shock by Lewis Padgett, a grim little tale of a man
from the future who comes looking for someone in the present, and the man from the pre-
sent. who goes to the future expecting to find a race of supermen—-only to find that
even a race of supermen can't all be perfect.

Shadow of Life by Clifford Simak, the second novelette in this issue, failed to
impress ‘me too much although it was readsble and well written. . The story revolved
around the proposition of a lurking evil existing among the stars which eventually
would engulf Earth if Man didn't (as the Martians had ages earlier) run and hide,
The Martians had taken refuge in the fourth dimension and reduced themselves to sub-
atomic size. At the samé time they left behind a ghost,. one "Elmer" who contained
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the raoia.”_l memorles of khe departed Martians: he wa theis hidin 1ac
at tpe same .time try to convince the Earthme; o; gﬁ: ggafgéfﬁﬁfgty-of emufagingetﬁﬁd
MartlA@s. -Needless to say, the doughty Eartlmen :ofnse to take such a cowardly convoa
P{eferlyg to stand and fight, One drawback to the story, I think, was the strong )
slmllar}ty-between Elmer, 'the Martian ghost, and Archie the sentient gas creature of
Venus, in the same author's fine story Tools in the July 1942 ASTOUNDING.

What would science fiction be without robots? This is a rhetorieal qneshion -
mpted by the next ‘story urder discussion., There have been many fine robot stories -
written in the past, and there will undoubtedly be many more written in the future.
This story is one that seems to be frequently overlooked whenever the subject of the
better robat stories arises. I speak of Anthony Boucher's Q.U. R., written under
the other pseudonymn of H. H. Holmes, which marked a radical departure from the usual
concept of robots. Q. Us R. stood for Quinby's Usuform Robots. Boucher claims to
have coined the word usuform to describe robots designed for optimum use regardless »
of final form, in contrast to robots built in an impracticable human form. This is
the first story that I know of in which the classical science fictional concept of
"robot", i.e., a thinking, independently-willed entity created by Man, is conceived
of in a form other than one miming the human. The idea was beginning to gain accept-
ance by ithis time that the science fictionist was largely overlooking the fact that
robots iexisted in the world amund him in meny forms, and had for some time. But
writers continued to follow the pattern established by the legend of the Golem, Mary
Shelley's Frankenstein and Kapek's R.U.R. that robots or manufactured creatures with
the capacity of thinking and independent action must have a humanoid :shape. This long
standing and revered cliche was given quite a jolt by Boucher!s fine tale which had
the added advantage of containing some fine sophisticated humor which enhances its ‘
re-readability. ’ '

The second installment of The Weapon Makers, of course, completely dominated
everything in this generally fine issue. .
April

Again The Weapon Makers took the issue with its tremendous climax and its bewild-
ering last line., Later this was one of the first of Van Vogt's novels to be brought
out in hard covers,- It was printed in a small edition, went out of print very rapidly
and almost immediately started commanding fantastic prices on the fan.market, compar-
able almost, to the prices being asked for the Lovecraft volume The Qutsider, and
Others. - S

Swimming Lesson, by Raymond F. Jones concefned an incipient war between Earth and
Venus and the. desperate urgency for Earth to find an effective defense against the
geemingly ultimate weapon devised by the Venusians. The method used to force the key
gcientists to find & sclution to tlie problem was a pragmatic one; the simplest way to
teach a child to swim is to throw him in the water and let him swim back to shore. In
this case the military started a phony war, isolated the scientists and threatened
them with seemingly certain destruction with a stolen model of the Venusian weapon;
and thereby ultimately got their defense which restored the balance of power with
Venus and averted immediate war. The story was weakened by a too melodramatic ending
in which the humanism and one hundred percent idealism of science--as personified by
the hero-scientist—is contrasted to the insately war-weeking militarist.

Lewis Padgett was back with another of his short problem yarns, this one about
robots who controlled and manipulated the lives of men for Man's ultimate good--it
was assumed. : There is no attempt on the part of the robots to hide or disguise what
they are doing, yet mankind as a whole is oblibious to their existance and the occas-
jonal person who stumbles onto them is frustrated in any attempt to alert his fellows
by a gimmick the robots have concealed--a la The Purloined Letter—which effectively
hamstrings the would be alarmist. It was called, appropiately enough, Dpen Secret.
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E. Mayne Hull (Mrs. Van; Vogh) started hex MAviuv Bloid" series din this issue with
Abdication, a story whiech left no impression in my memory at®alli ' I have to confess
that the writings of the distaff side cf the Van Vogt family have never impn <ioed oo
—-I merely note the story for any historical significance it may have.

’ M . ¢

‘ This month marked the return to the small ‘size, or rather, the conventional pulp
size, as ahnoﬂncéd-by JWC on -the Editorial page of the preceding‘issue. The reason
given, of course, was The War, paper shortages, the scarcity of essential metals used
in printing, etc. - Whatever the reason, I for one was ‘glad to see the change. - The.
largs sizé was initially attractive and impressive, but it didn't really pan out the
way Campbell had hoped it would. The news stands continued to-display it along with
the pulps as it had been in the past and consequently it didn't come to the attention
of those news stand browsers who shunned the pulps. In addition to which, it was very
. insubstantially bound (one staple) and had a tendency to fall apart, even with the
careful handling of a-éollector.: And finally, it was harder than hell to file with
the rest ‘¢f the standard- pulp -ASTOUNDING'S. The bedsheet: ASTOUNDING lasted for one
year (all of 1942) and four months, and was a noble, but misguided experiment as_far
as I was concerned, ' S e S

' The new smaller magazine retained the logo and general appearance of the bedsheet,
_but ‘without the border surrounding the cover illo that distinguished the larger size;
the price remained at twenty-five cents and the page count went ‘to 162--with a reduct-
‘ion ifi the size of the type+face. . ' R o

" The lead—-off story this issue was the first of three installments of one of the

- genuine classics of The Golden Age, my parsonal favorite of the year; and one of my
top ten, or at least, twenty, favorites of all time...Gather; Darkness!. by Frits Lei=-
per. This was a superb story of a phony religion which dominated the masses through
its control of science, and the underground which opposed it which was made up of
"witches", "warlocks", and their nfamiliars". This, I think, is one of the greatest
things Leiber has ever done. It is swift paced, full of action and color, has many

of the element: of what Leiber refers to as "sword and sorcery" fantasy, and yet is
indubitably serious science fiction. The novel is overflowing with memorable char-
acterc: Mother Jujy, the Archpriest Secival, the archpriest Goniface and his hatchet-
.man, Cousin Deth; Goniface's sister Geryl-—a secret member of the Witchcraft under

" the name of Sharlson Naurya; Brother Jarles, a young priest who flees for sanctuary
to the Witchcraft; ‘and the Black Man, the shadowy and elusive leader of the Witcheraft.
" But above all, the. evidence of Leiber's genius for creating memorable characters lies
in those wonderful creations-of his, the familiars--Dickon, the Black Man's familiar,
and all the others who play such an impcrtant role in the overthrow-of the fake relig-
ion .of The Great God, and the priest-scientists of the Hierarchy.

"Let's Disappear by Cleve Cartmill was a long novelette and another of his Hunt
Club stories which involwved it in a search for a vanished man who held a secret so
 in~imical to humanity that its possession by one man constituted a clear and present
- cariger to survival.

The rest of the issue was made up of short stories: _Ghost by Kutter, which was
about a cdlculdtor that was haunted by & maniac-depressiVe ghost; Pacer by Raymond F.

Jones, which concerned a space convoy forced to hold its pace down to.the speed of
.the slowest, damaged ship in the convoy and the dangers this presented. This could

o just as well have been written about the convoy runs to Murmansk; and Fifth Freedom

' by:JphﬁxAlvarezg which probed the problems besetting a conscientious objector when
confronted with an all-out atomic war in which America-is the object of nuclear at-
‘tack. A remarkably prophetic story, and suprisingly accurate in its discriptions of

a probably atomic attack on this country.
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The cover by Pimmins, illustraling Gather, Darkness!, was oune of his better cov-
ers, but still too busy in composition and painted with too muddy a palette.

it June

That wacky, drink-inspired inventor, Galloway, was back this month in the cover
story, The World 'is M;gg,.as;Gallegher-—the name by which he would be known in the
balance:of the stqriqs;inéthig,delightful series. In this one Gallegher wakes up from
a monumental binge toyfind;théfEarth-invaded byismall.rabbit~1ike'creétures from Mars
who plantively bleat, “This‘wopldLis_mineo"-.It seems that Gallegher, while stinking’
drunk, had invented a time machine--one of the products of the machine being the Lyb-
blas, the rabbitty creatures from Mars. A very furny story built on a firm science’
fictional foundation. o

‘The ' second ‘story of the "Venus Equilateral" series; Calling the Empress by George
0. Smith, was a problem.yarng‘_The;prdblemi- send a tight communication beam to a
spaceship: lost somewaere in uncountable millions of cubic'miles of space. This novel-
etbe, like all the others in this series, suffered from one major flaw--Smith's ab-'
‘gorbition with%the:techniqa;.detailgfbf‘his-problem85fwith-the soncomitant lack of
. attention to characterization, - T 7ol R -

* ' pnthony Boucher, who had, written an an article on the prophecies of Nostradamos
in UNKNOWN (On a Limb, October 1941), and had been carrying on a friendly running feud
with the ‘great debunker, Le Sprague dé Camp on the merits and demerits of the French-
man's predictions; presented in his shorc story, Pelagic Spark, a pretty.good argument
as to just how any prediction, if obscurely worded enough will in good time’ come ‘to
pass. Starting in A.D. 1942 he has Lieutenant L. Sprague de Camp,,USNR,’resdlving to
~ settle Boucher and the rest of the Nostradamians once and for all by making up out of
" whole cloti’a prediction: of his own and having it published. This he does in the form

of 2 limerick-—the great verse form of American folk rhyme: '

- Pelagic young spark of the East

" shall plot %o subvert the Blue Beast,

“ But-he'll dangle on high :

“*  When the Ram's in the sky, T e

. “pnd the Cat shall throw dice at the feastl’

© ¥ The de Camp article was. published in the December issue of ESQUIRE (actuallyl),
comes to'the attention- of a Marine Sergeant in the. South Pacific, and from there
;Bou¢hefoollow3’the’progression of events until in A.D. 2045 de Camp's make-believe
" prophecy actually comes . to.passe - A lovely, lovély yarn, and one I imagine Boucher got

a gréat kick out ‘of writing.. ' o co

©* 'Boucher (as H.'H Hpimes)nﬁéscléssJsuCCessful in his second story in this ‘issue,
. Sanctuary. A story of the war, it involves commandos . and- time travel, and was not up
N:}tb_Bpucpesz'usualahigh standards. | o _ '

”'Leéﬁef'del~Rey@ﬂon;;ne,p¢hep;haﬁd,‘héd a'gen of a story about the war, Whom the
Gods Love, about.a fighter ﬁilothhd’is'shéﬁ doin:by. the Japs.with a bullet dead cen-
. ter in his forehead which miraculously enough ‘doesn'’t kill him, but instead endows him

“witﬁfsupérhuman°powersxwhiph,ﬁoryq.bnief time creates consternation and wreaks havoc:
' amongst the Japanese~flyen5mA y"”' A S ,

E.M., Hull brings back Artur Blord in Cempetition, another}iﬁ her stories of high
finance and economic skullduggery among the Ridge Stars. And Willy Ley had an ‘inter-
. _esting article on the Sargasso, Sea Called The Sea of Mystery which together with the

" “"second installment7éf‘Gather;,DarkheSS@ rounded out-an exceptionally good issue, con~

si&éringfthe’number-offstq?igs:¢ompép;ng féféthewreader's attention. |
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Hunch, the cover story by Clifford Simak-—as was Tools and, to a lesser extent,
Shadow of Life-—an excellent example of the new Simak who could combine fine character-
ization, plot and idea into an exceptionally fine modern story. Sanctuary, Inc., is a
haven for the man who is showing.an increasing tendency. to break down mentally under
the stresses of ‘a complex society and the problems of space development. “Sarictuary is
the product of the Asterites, remnants of the Fifth planet destroyed ages before by -
the extinct Martians. But the Martians are not totally extinct—-—to ‘the ‘eventual dis-
may'of the Asterites. At the.conclusion of. the story we find that man has discovered
that the phenomena of hunches under certain conditions can be a reliable guide to
action, and is actually the ability: to forsee a short way into-the future. ... -7

The Great Engine by Van Vogt was.a fine tale of how atomic power, in the form of
an’ engine, was secretly developed during the war, and how the scientists involved in
its development, fearing its misuse on Barth, slip“away and settle on Venus, there
to organize ‘a society on-the pattern .of the United tates and based on atomic powere:
In the years following this event the Venusians clandestinely recruit additional
scientists and their f amilies on Farth and tramsport them to Venus. One of their: -
atomic-powered ships is wrecked by a meteorite as it approaches Earth and falls un-
noticed to earth to be demolished except for its indestructable engine. The engine
is ‘'subsequently discovered by Pendrake, an.inventor who, in his efforts to discover
the génesis:'of the erigine, gets wind of the Venusians and naturally assumed that they
are inimical to Earth. ' & typical:Van Vogt problem, involved and deceptive, but well
written and believables

- Gather,'Darknessl concluded in this issue with the big showdown between the Hier-
archy.and the Witchcraft, with. the Witchcraft winning out over the forces of peverted
“seiénce. One of the gimmicks Leiber used in this marvelous novel was one that has been
occasionally: popular withione or two of ASTOUNDING authors during this period. This
is the "Symbol," the "Champion," the "Rallying Point" for oppressed peoples that Camp~
bell pioneered with his Aesir; and that Heinlein also used in Sixth Column; a giant,
manlike manifestation designed to throw fear and confusion into the ranks of the enemy
In Gather, Darkness! it:was a huge flying black creature called Sathanas who symbolized
the*Witcheraft and. inspired its-followers to destroy the Great God and its priest-

‘scientists.

"f;&. f“ ;" : . . August

C, T. Moore, always a welcome but unfortindately infrequent contributor to- ASTOUND-
ING, ‘returned to its pages with the first installment -of a two-part novel, Judgment
Night, her first novel. This fine story was typical of Moore at her best; exotically
_colorful, rich in characterization, and carefully detailed. The theme of the story was
'“ohe ‘Whi¢h Moore had deal't with before--the imminent fall of empire. They Lyonese Dyn—
‘asty whicH held the world called Ericon--which -controlled the Galaxy--was ‘threatened
‘with’eéxtinction by the approaching hoard of invading barbarians in the form of the’

" H'vani which was moving inexorably inward toward Ericon; conquéring: all.plafiets-in its

way. The story revolves around the personal problems of Juille, the daughter of ‘the
Lyonese emperor, warrior reared and contemptuous of what she believes to be her fath-
er's weakness; and Egide, a charming young man who turns out to be the ruler of the
H'vani. The fate of empires hangs upon their personal conflicts. The conflicts are
romantically resolved, but in the interim Moore fills the pages of her story with ac-
tion, intrigue and color. Miss Moore 'is a master at combining exotic romanticism with
slashing”actionf?ﬁd‘coming up with a fine fusion of fantasy and science fiction.

Boucher's novelette, One Way Trip, was‘anpther stof& of révolt¥;rev61£‘agaiﬁ3t
universal peace. The world, following the disasterous war of the Twentieth Century,

had embraced the philosophy of Devarupa, an obscure Indian leader who preached passive
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araniataneae and the aancd ity rof lisamsur tit¥o, Sovoaar’l &(4.-..4.;—-'54"1.0,« el LY wead Vninanes
Devaruplian, seotl.ss1ess and discontent over nuending peace began to emerge in certain
elements of society, and world peace was in dagers Boucher came up with: semething new
in the way of science fictional .vilains in this story: .a Hellywood (or Sollywaaod, as
it came to be called after the inyentlon oi:solig;pictures)_prdducerfofAspedﬁdcuiars
o -had megalamaniiacal delusions of grandeur, and had found ‘a-weaponless world which

" dould back' him up, |

fapritoat

" “Van Vogt retﬁfnéd_withfthe Sgacé‘Beaglé?and'its:crew of scientists iri-a ‘short

- 'story,*M33 in Andromeéda, which presented the scientists with their most fearsome mon-

“8tér and their greatest challenge——a galaxy spanning creature composed of gas that
lived and grew on’ thé ebbing life forces of other creatures, the more primitive and
savage the better. This, I thought, was the least successful of the Space Beagle
stories. The "monster", the Anabis, was not nearly.so colorful or memorable as the

tio previous-monsters, Couerl and Xtl, and seemed to be much less menacing that those

" two more’ anthropomorphic creations of Van Vogt's——although it was supposed to be'the
greatest of them all.. : . . - SRR

Lewis Padgett had an inconsequential story in Endowment Policy, and Malcolm-
Jameson had another Anachron, Inc. story in When is When? In'a short story;-Matarits
‘Brother, Fritz Leiber tells .of two brothers—-twins—who have telepathic powers which
enable them'to not only read, but control other minds, either singly or in-mass,. The
“$Hly ‘trouble was, one of them was bent on controlling and manipulating the minds of
““others with the eventual goal of world power-—and the only one who s<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>