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YEQQH\X:E., THAT L) L FLYING SAVCER WENT RIGHT THIS W/{\)’//‘,

| RECEIVED GMC'S WAPA-LETTER TODAY, AND | MUST SAY THAT IT HAS GIVEN ME
A WONDERFUL, TIMESAVING, TRUFANNISH METHOD OF RUS8SHING OUT A BULKY FMZ.

YEA, VERILY, THIS HERE ZINE 18 A VERITABLE M|ISH MOSH OF STUFF, MOST OF
WHICH FIRST SAW PUBLICATION IN THE cULT'sS FANTASY ROATOR., NOT JUST ANY
|SSUE, HOWEVER,,.!'M LIMITED (AS ‘THOSE OF YOU WHO ARE CULTISTS KNOW)TO
NUMBERS: 5,0,9 & 10... HOWEVER, #5H FEATURED 50 PAGES, #0 30 PAGES, AND
9 AND |0 COMBINED HAD A GRAND TOTAL OF b8 PAGES——REAL INCENTIVE TO JOIN

THE CULT HERE,..OR AM | BEING SUBVERSIVE TO TH!S VENABLE ORGINAZATIONT

GETTING SERIOUS FOR A MOMENT, | THINK MRS. CARR'S IDEAS ARE THE BESTYET

" PRESENTED, IN SHORT, |'M FOR 'EM,

AND INCIDENTALKLY, THO GLZAP! #2 wAS INTENDED FOR GENERAL DISTRIBUT ION,
| HAVEN'T YET GOTTEN AROUND TO ASSEMBL ING THE NON-WAPA |SSUES... :

ZIP 13 COMING; MY INTEREST HAS REVIVED TO THE POINT THAT | CUT A STENCIL
A DAY NOW,.. UIMENSIONS FOR LAST AUGUST RECEIVED...MUST BE HARLAN CUTS
A STENCIL A BAY TOO...

NO CONTENTS LISTING, AS | HAVEN'T DECIDED WHICH STENCILS I'LL USE YET...

WHY NOT TURN INSIDE AND FIND OUT...T . /ﬂzg
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IMPRESSIOCNS OF IMPENDING DOCOJIW
BY WHITE

It was early in the merning (abecut 3:30 a.m.,, if my watch meant anything.) Sonething
woke me, and I was, without knewing why, quite hungry. I went down staire to the re-
frigerator, and got out some cold turkey left over from last Sunday. I made & sand-
wich, and moved into the living room. I hadn't turned on the light, preferring to
eat in the unusually bdbright moonlight that cast a pale blue ray in thru the living
room window. As I glanced at my watch again, my gaze slid over the emening paper
with its red-inked headline—"REDS DECLARE WAR" —that looked ag black as the rest of
the print in this strange light. I did not dwell on it, but glanced at the clock to
see if my watch had stopped. But the clock too said only 3:31...

Then forvthe first time I looked out the window to the east—and saw a brilliant blue
star high in the sky. As I watched, it visibly swelled, growing to twice its origin-
al size in mere secondg, and doubling again! It seemed that it must burst. Now the
brilliant blue light that radiated from it 1it the sky to daytime splendor. But it
was a @ifferent sort of light; the trees, houses, everything that were bathed in
those rays seemed almost translucent!

- All thoughts c¢f food forgotten, I rushed to the door, flinging it open, and dashed
into the bright yard. & great feeling seemed to swell inside me—to merge with that
now-gigantic blue sphere. A feeling of life—of being—seenad to engulf me from the
flaming ball of bluse, New it covered the cntire heavens blotting out all else., In
those precious seconds my overworked senses felt only warmth and comfort, altho I
knew that it should be well below freczing out here where I stood.

As I went up onto the porch to read the thermometer, the roof seemed to melt away in-
to the blueness that was everything.

I reach up into that gloricus blue that now .engulfs me...



« "gittin. by Jje ocean,

A iy heart sne feel so sadld
Sittin by de ocean,
j iy heart sne fedl so sad.

lie pockets full of empty:

L . I can't get baok to Triniiadl"
“Heve you ever concieved what a grest thiag is vour Blues?v the

Martian mucged, to no one in particular, s he nursed & wrterslass
of sawtooth rye, "The rhythm-patterns of that, for instence, He

begun to Crew & simple. pattern on the bar with the rim of his

glass, “fell into &a scheme immeciutely Terren, &ncd lonely, A

greut thiag..,your Blues,*

Turk (the Mertian ecuivalent wss insucdible, but the -ickn:me
fit) might have been the grestegt arraanger or composer of usic
in all the Luner Colonies, except that like all llertiens he nwsd
no conception ©0f melody., DBeethoven ané the leter master Keaton
were, to him, merely arruncenents of verviag rhyvthm seruvences,
some in different keys &nd sounds thsn others, Music to Turk
meent percussion, S

"They tell me this Blues was invented by a minority ulmost two
centuries reo, A group of men who were Giiferent, somehow?" His'

eyes nerroved, clesr anG steady after an hour of rye in the' late
morning. Except for no joints of bone, and an e&lien stamp, Turk s
eppeered an Earthmen, Mertians survived for & million yewrs on i
this protective miuiicry. s

"Not reully different, Turk,” 1 suid, “You see, sume pecple ure -
¢ifferent by heredity; skin, hair, eyes nirht tend eech to @
specific color--~~-and people like thut might be consicdered a
group to themselves, 4and, for & long while, & lot of pecple :
thought those differences were evidence of  Reul difference,
They were wrong, thcugh, With the Reul cifferences men huve met
in spuce, and the general rise of conciticns on Eerth, -the reces
heve fused....both literally, &nd in the mind, Theré never were
uny Reul differences,™ ) : ~

.

Purk tcok snother long sip of his drink. “But..at the time,..?
The inventors of your Blues....they felt different? People
thought them different?? :




"Yes, Turk, People thourht eech other into little squere cubbyv-
holes. BEven the round pegs got into the wrong hcles sometimes, "

"Must have been so, Nothing like your Blues cen come from u
people who are content,.”

The song pleying &t the time was part of a rare srcheclogicul
find, First discovered were 0Gd Ciscs of & metal ctlled zold,
puch revered by the sncients, and then some clay-lesccuer mocels
vere &«lso found, It was six months before their reletionship to
maegnitepes was establishec, &and the odd method of trensleticn
discovered, but the folk-history of the 1950's benefited greatly,
For « while players &ll over four pluanets hummed with the old
yet odély exciting music; then the cruze died, Still, thcugh
no one else ever pluyed them, - Bob Silverberg meantged to keep =&
few on his vend-matrhine for Turk, He liked them very mucin,

"You cen say & lot of things witr music,"™ I ventured, not
wenting to breek the l.artian's reverie,

"But rever,,.never could I sey,,That, so well,"

That wa&s & greet compliment, from Turk, For & few vesrs he

hendled six drums in the best clubs on Luna,,..GiC & .s0l0 ect

thet hed teers end laughs and deancing in it...endé every nirht

ad lib, too, But then things changed, end lartian crumer-tcts
went out of vorue, He mede & living in &n East sice cdive, but

burely thet.

“"Another, Bob, pleuse,' he suid to Silverberg, the owner, 'len
me ke en oddly disjointed ruce, GO they not? Your music,...your
Blues especiully..,S0 gooG; yvour whiskey so bad, No insult, Bob?Y

" 'Sokuy, Turk," the bar-tencer suid, usec to the comment at
thet hour of toe morning, &8 he poured snother tumbler-full
of men-killer, 'Turk hed & coastitution that stood licuor es if
it were u median between weak tea and crene-ce-menthe, Bob
cut his price to Turk, though neither menticned it, l'artiens
were rure enough end good-natured encugh to deserve & little
considerution,

"] picked up your hubits,..developec even your testes,,but
1 have not your wetknesses,'" Hsll the glass gulped down
without the flicker of &n evelash,

Turk got himself plastered only once, &nd then it took hualf
8 pullon of recd-eyve, ‘he trouble wus, his nightmere-coantortions
end essumec-shepes as he slept it off frichtened friends end
patrons elike, and when he sobere¢ up Bob &nd &ll his pals
trooped Turk down to the Lune City A.A., to pledge &t le:st
moderetion,..wvhile it's suid & few of the crowd secretly signed
to complete wbstinence, ‘turk's U,Y.'s huad been so violeant,

Rl



"When I wes youlg.....d Greamned of making ravthms witii power
such s thet.,.power to reech &cross Hace und Lifference and
effect everyone the sume, 1t should heve been nice to try.”

Mars hud & highly cdeveloped plenetary culture which revered and
senctified arts, Theat wus before the war, c¢f course, JTurk's
tentacled hand was beating & complimentary tettoo on the ber to
the simple tune playing through the speakers, I knew iLiertien
rhythms & little, &nc once took & course in Eerly z0th Century
Folklore, yet I couldn't place this system of intricszte
percussion, The damp bar was no substitute for & hice drum-hesad,
but Turk mede it do, 4And, as 1 listened to his complimentary
pattern,.,..not & melocy-riiytam, dut as close to & new melody &s
he coulé get,..:l realized thet; thouegh humenity had borne the
Blues, ut leust one creuture Ifrom a different world was wesving
his owvn emotionel idezs into it, &nd with it, As 1 watched &nd
listened to the &bsent thunping, &n intengible sudneéss settled.
over me, ~nd I wuas &ware it wesn't the effect of ’‘the whiskey,
i . 8

The tune ended in & Orewn staccato which, before it finished,.
Tfurk embellished snd embroidered with nalf & doren vearying
petterns, e#ll seying the seame thiag, Then he sd¢ced & flourish,
end gulped anotner moutatull of licuor,

"The men-who &ccomplished this must heve been ¢ very tired,
very lenely man,  he sald slowly, “Your Blues is the very
goul of loneliness,"

"I woncer," 1 stid deliberutely, "Cun nwusic go so ceep it
really touches the soul?v

Turk sipped at his criank before answering, "Good music,..nust
blways communicete to the soul, Jfor,,,..in whet other respect
are listeners ulike with crestcrs?:

He downeda the last of the rye eand put some money on the ber,
“T must leuve, to sleep, The evening comes scon tu one so old,
Thenk you, Bob, &and ycu nuay keep the change this tire, I eam not
so deep in Gebt as I was, Geodby, my friends,":

"So long, Turk,”™ wuved 3ob, still polishing & gless in thet
end~-of-hours celm, : 4

"Bob," 1 stid commending, “Give me & double bourbon, streicht,”
"Hey, isn't it esrly i? the week for & reporter to,,."

v iR bee dilling | hre «ShoBs, U

“"Okey, I just serve 'ém. I don't try to figure ‘em out,"

1t stuag goiag down and 1 had tu cough, but it was just what
1 wented, "God, Bob, it :ust be Hell for thet little guyl™
I

e




"Turk? Oh, he never compleins,”

"Doesn't he? Did you ever reallv listen to that rhythm?
Did you?

"I...veeh, I heave,®

"“None of us will ever kaow wheat it's like to be slone,..
the wuy he's &lone,V

"I don't imow," seid Bob, trying to ease the philosophicsl®
enimosity of the bourbon, "He mlways has -his music,"

"Only in & wey," I seid, discovering the truth es 1 uttered
it, "He cen't ever shere nis music, Bob, Cun &ny huwien being
rerlly uncerstenéd o Lervien drum-soloist? He hes to pley it
for himself slone, &nd «ll the while knowing he's elone, nnd
yet...is there sny Real difference between him und us? E

I thought of the swiit-runniag hounds of plague thet decimuted
Mertien cities thut second year after contuct, znd the corralenry
gisintegrution of liers! culture &s it collideéd with & more
virile sncd less &ccute, less &rtistic one, and when Terrens and
liertiens 'were proved esthetically, morelly, snd paysicelly
inconputible, how we forced them, solermly &ndé tragicelly, to
begin & wer we knew they could not wage., 1 remembered gleeful
tebloics sarieking ILLIQT IMaRS-MIN EXTERIINATZD IN H-BLAST,
&8s though they were troublesome vermin, &nd I remembered the
lust ceasus-couat of & few hundcred Martien survivors, only a
handiull of whom had ever left the planet tihet was their home,

"No wonder he likes the Blues so much,' Bob said,
’

“Why doesn't ne hute us? He's got every retson, In the nane
of God, Bob, why csn't he hate us?

"I ton't knov., Lerry,” he suid, ubsently dunking ancther gless,
"Msybe he'c¢ like to,,.but he cen't, Heteful &s we must be,

ms. ybe he ctn't, Bectuse..,.wWho would he heve lelt, then?
Horricd ¢s ve are, Larry, we're all that's left,”

"se ueart sne: hurt frow howmesick;
we feet sane aurt frow snoes.

Me pockets full of eapty:

I oot Calypso bluocs.”

—LARRY STARK

ARG
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8y LARRY STARK

.

"God Demn you Max, I'll kill you one of these deys) I sweuar I will,
I'1l kill youl" . They stood tense end glaring at one another in the
suddenly &ilent bar, For an instent I almost thougit Geis capable
of  c&rrvying out- his threst, “Then “abruptly . he.gquit . the . ominous
stare-dovm to hurry after the Martian who wes heading uncomplaining
toward the door, MMio, wait: Turk, please," He took his srm and
brought him to a table."He doesn't mean it, He's érunk, that's all,”

Max swayed uncertainly against cthe -bar and sgirked at Geis' concern,
"A Goddarmed snake-lover! That's what Geis is — a sneke-lover,”

He sat dovrl beside me, gigegling to impart the confidence of his i
privaete joke,” "Did you know Geis wes a- snake-lover?"

Captéin Geis was right, Le weas pretty drunk, I've heard it described
all the viey from "feeling good¥ to "feeling no puin,' depending on
how close to thet condition the describer h:d been before, &nd how
often, but I'd sey the party had to be rolling guite some time
before that stuge wes reeched. His eyes, every once in & while,
seemed %o roll brck up into his skull of their own volition,

"Did I in'erduce nyself? I em Mtxvwell Goréin, the fumous. spuce
pilot. “And there is my wife — lirs, Mexwell Gordin, snd there—"
his hend indiceted generally the se:stiag trringements, '"is my
one-time friend, Ccptiin Richurd E. Geis, He uste think he wrs ¢
spece pilot toc, Hufluh! But he-eouldn't fly worth ¢ Demn i

I could see Geis' grip on the gless before him tense up, but if
he repe:rted his frequently-heird thrert of murder, it wrs not
wudible,

"He doesn't recvlly like thut eel-men, Nobody does, Murtizns sre
slimy; everybody kncws that, Shouldc killed all the slimy eel-
men when-we hed the chance! Every goddum one of tem!™

1 glanced in Turk's direction, unzble .to free myself of Max'
presence and attention, He was sitting, head sunk forewzrd over
the teble, . trying to appear as though he hzd not heerd — yet



feeling.no

sensitive to every word, Turk had been studying Sociolcgy and
Ecology of Planetary Relations at the Luna City Acacdemy, eand
trying to teaca Terrans sowething about Martian society, when
the war broke out. Somehow the ivory tower of scholership seved
him, while his race suffered almost extinction, I knew the Max
Gordin thilosophy had been repudiated by most Terrans with
intelligence, and Turk knew it too, But the words stung just
the sarne,

"He saved my life once — Yeah, and I seved his, too, But he hates
me now, You know why?" Max' alcoholic brerth suddenly thrust
confidingly close to mine, "Beceuse I can fly betier than he could,
and he knows it, When he csaved my life, that was just his job, and
he knows Thet, But I didn't have to save his, 1 just felt like it,
And now he hates me -— because I flew better than he ever could.,"

"Went encther drink, Larry?" Bob Silverberg interrupted, before
things explcded again,

"You know, Bob," Max thrust in, happily, "I wes just thinking,
maybe we might like another rcund. That is if this young
gentleman might be prevailed upon to——— "

F

"Now Max, you've had enoughl!™ His wife left the table where she,
Max, and Geis had been sitting before the argument, znd came to
his side. Max was a constant and ingratiating moocher; no one
really knew liow the couple managed to exist, ™"No more, plezse,”

"But Ruthy; i can't disappoint this gentleman." Max never could
rememnber names., "It's... ‘It's almost a debt of honori"

"How about it, Bob?" I asked, not wanting to start an argument
between Max and ™irs, Max. If enyone could judge agman's limit,
Silverberz coulid. .

" Ok, "= Beb Sighed, ™R ut S bl ilias bgiaat
"Whiskey, plea-- !"

"ee~And only beer! You're going to leave my nrleace under your
own power tonight.™

wAnyone'd think I was drunk er somethin’,™ Max pouted, but he
took the peer,

"Will you have scmething, Mrs. Gordin?" I offerec,

"o, plezse, One of us will have to see going home,"

"] heard voul" He gulped dovn most of the beer, "ind it's not
true, You... You'll give my friend & bad impression cf me. You
don't believe my wife, do you friend? Couvrse not! Why, I couid
have & dozen more, and never even notice it,"

"Well, hot in my bar you cen't," Bob said, Rivat. s youf last."



"] always did think you hed it in for me, Bob, So you're ageinst
me too, huh? Okey! AEep ‘your goddam beer!" But he drained the glass
bofore lurching into motion, "*'ll show you who's too drunk to get
mnores

"Wow Max. Wait a minute--!'" his wife beran, but his motion was
sharp and angry as he -turned his swirming eyes on her,

"You stay here! What'd you tell him I was drunk for? I'll show
all of you! -— &l1,0f you," This last to himcelf &s hs sioved
unsteadily across the floor., He paused & moment at the door to
observe: "I should have knovn better than to try to get & drink
in any crumny eel=man's bar!® 1

Geis almost Tose to the atteck once mcre, but let him go, Turk
never onc€ moved & muscle, In the tense silence, it wss Mrs, Max
who finally geve vay to action. Despite her husbend's caution to
ren&in, she suddenly fiung out the door behind him, "He's liable
to walk into a truck,... or something," she half-apologised as
she went, 'The tensions ilax' loud -opinions created in the room
didn't leave with him, ‘ i

"Pour & whiskey, Bob," I asked, snd took it and.my unt: sted beer
over'to the t:sble, "mry this, Turk," I saié. "It usuvally  helps
me ‘feel better.," =g

"Thenk vou, Larry, I don't really mind any more,"

"On,” it's my fault too, Turk," Geis scowled, "using you like &
football the way we did But he gets me so d:nn mad, with his
pig-headedness, And it's even harder to reeascn with him when
he's drunk, Well, let him rot! I won't go chasing after him,"

Cuptain Gelis always wore the faded and dirtied coat of a Spsece
Service ofticer, but with all insignia carefuily rernoved, Beyond
that, Jand Gordin's sneering references to him &s-"Cuptein Richard
E. Geis"  there was no basis for our assumption, but everyone I
knew cal.ed him captain. And most of the tire he looled and acted
the part. His wild black beard was laced with en occe ;sionel - grey
filament now, and even that added to his disnit

"What gets into a man like Spacebuster Gordin end pmakes him hate
g0 vigiously?" ‘1 wondered out loud®d "Until I met him, "he:was my
synonyn for hero, Stuff like he pulied tonight mekes me vonder,"

Spacebuster Gordin was an Fast Side character —- a leaudeble Bchemien
rebel, or a bum, depending on your tastes, He &né¢ his wife lived
mostly by begeary of one sort or encther, and Max &t least managed
to stay more drunk then sober, ' '

*Sometimes it is necessary that a man hate, for his own good,
Turk s¢ic, downing part or his érink. "de cannot be hlanec fcr
whet he hiniself cennot help doings®

"leybe 1'm misjudging him, because he hasn't fulfilled ny ideels,™




e < N sed telrsarsamy 'de bep e space pilotc, . like Max,
S ok o R ke Ly 4 :

I oepsculated
het 2

The."

Tl e

"Max was the best,"” Geis said suddenly. "In his cey it took
courage and a darm strong stomach to blast-off, Now— it's 2all
math and calculators, But even today Max could show them some
things."

"He's never ected — well, the hero type, though," I protestec,,

"Hero!" the captuin exploded., ™"Heroes uwre just accidents thst
never siould have teen allowed to hapnpen, For every hero there's
some jerk who meade a stupid misteke, And even heroes z>en't so
brave ¢enc¢ so good all the time, Some damn rotten heels get to
be heroes, sometimnes, One of them just leit ——-if that's your
hercic portreit, But he was a demn good pilot! At lerst I'll
say thet."

Geis anc¢ Gorcin were constantly together, and constintly &t one

another's throcts, It was even rumcred that MaXx often shared

Geis' pension-checks, thougch no one could swear checks were even
recieved, or that "ceptal* wesntt Jjust lax’ term of exaggerated

contempt. When drunky; however, wiich was usu&ally, Liax would

repudiate all connection with the bearued men in the uniform

coat, und insult and blaspheme any attempts he mede at uide,

"He's going too far, though," Geis repeated to himself, "o one
can &ssociate with a character 1like him ~— always arguing —
when they're fed up., He can gc hang himself for all I care,
If he only weren't so damned pig-headeall

"It's the liquor, ceptain," I soothed,

"Only pert of:. it. He's always hated Turk —— &nd me, I guess,
so far &s that goes —— even though he nows knotaing about him,
Dumned spece pilot's stupid prejudices....and thelr independance.

Evem if he is wrong as hell, he'd rather mzke me inock his head
in than sghut up aboubt it, liekes me sick." Geis ITinished his drink

as punctue tion,

"Ancther, ceptain?'.I sugoested.

“No thenks! £t lesst I can tell when I 've hed enow+h, But th:t,,
Aah, whet's the use, He's probably down &t The Chameleon by now,
trviag to prove he's sober ! He paused, speculi:stinz, I suddenly
rer lized I he ¢ never seen the captain truly drunk, "Or Barney's,
They're not so strict &s Silverberg dovn tlere."

"was he really one of the first on Mars?" I asked,

Geis snorted, "Huh! and Venus, toc, if he's telling it. Z'1l1 bet
if ycu esked him about Earth he'd tell you how he suved New York
from the Martians, too! Max kaovs some darm dirty stories about
Earth, if he ever wants to tell them,™



ned live' 1iked bim torfgo lurtheili out ‘ne cica't, 'Wes he

ITv
reonlly the hero I remember Spacebuster Gorcin being?"

A
t

b 0

"iex Gordin was jlist a ddamn guod pilat! He ceuid fly better then
eny, man alive, 1 guess. SO people tOld hin hig vwes & LGro ~——
and m&yvbe they thought they -were Tight, 4And Liax thought he'd
stop Tlyidg and try the heroing bu51ness. . ;

"Only ‘people don't like their heroes to btop v“ tever they were
going end become humsn beings, They .cegn't uvadersiend why he cin't
look heroic all the time, So they rubbea his uose el e S e 5 22T
tessed him back in SPLCG acein,

"Ile never understood, He stiil can't munderstaénd why ke isn't &
hero to everybocdy. He never changed; but he cen't vrderstind tirt,
once ‘they found out things - besides the - hercviec sbout him, maybe
thevy chzaced, They just con't let you stay a nrofeuulonfl hero
fong, if you don't work ut it."

Geis seemeo relmost to be telikiag to hiwmself; he wis renember
re-living thines I wunted desperetely to he:.r him be no”e.spec'
about, The ricdcle of Spacebuster Gordin's_ rzst see ed juet i
reach, ¢ fter yerrs ol interest end confusion,

L
"But Max put on one hell of a gocd show befo“e he vies Tizished,
Yesgir} Demn if. ke didn't shov them &ll, Lvery lest.oane ¢ 'eml"

But I y#'s Gelested vgein,  Beéiore-Bihad: even, had & _chunce, 0.
pursue_thu convers:tion, the couor of .the. Spacesnip flung abruptly
open and lrs, hax stocd brecthless &t our teble,, "Capbainl It's
Mex. .., Tighting, »i50me KiCase, " Ipaon't believe l've ever seen
terror so Lpparent-in anycrne's eyes, , : :
Geis was on his feet sO0 fost his chair flew back anc upset, I
followed Mrs, Max, btoweard the faint noise -of angry v01ces und
the iew pecple insice the bar were following, too, Even Lu”k we
at my shoulcéer, 1 wesn't sure i1 it was curicceity or 1ag1gnct1uq
that roved them, '

Luna City is hycroponically asercted, and ¢oesn't agrcw its entire
food supply, but even tie best of sciences hus vet to clezn &ll
biver. sbtregts - or Wendge, <akly the Belftce -of-a slun distniet. «DEe.
spotlirht of a cCirrning street-lanp-was &ll thet 1it the scene,
Helf & Gozen ten-:tge bcys stood in & tense, curious Tlocl:, e
poweriul end militent compatriot beicre them, Max Gordin vwes
spruviled beck on the sidewalk, hzlf supportiag himsell with en
srm over some bettered trach~caén, His fuce wes huddled w :inst
the crock ot his elbovw, and for a nmomeat he seened to be sobking.
Geis took one inclusive look, and advenced on the voung tcugh
with teeth e#nd Iists clenched,

"ywh:et ¢icd you 4o to him?" he glarec, slowly, thean roarec, "vhat
heve you donel“




"Well, he started on me!'" The adclescent retreated, but grudegingly,

"Why, you god demn little scuirt! Got to beat up an old men to show
how big you are—and one who's druhk, too, Go on — get the hell
out of here, Get outl!" He was blazing, and I almost expected him
to cherge into the kids, But, alibi-ing their attack and their
retreat to one another, they moved off down the street, Their rout
was & slow one, but none the less cecisive,

"Are you hurt, Max?" Mrs, Max was ulreudy tenderly &t his side,
but he suddenly shoved her roughly away and turned a teur-streamed
face in our direction,

"Let me alone! You're all against me, Well I'l11l show you! All
of you." He hid his self-pity once more in the crock of his arm
and shook with audible sobs,

For a second no one seemed to knov what to do, Then, gentlv, NMrs,
Me&x touched his shoulder, "Jobody's trying to hurt you, liax, We
just want to help.---if you'll let us," He looked into her feace,
"We're all your friends, Max." She took his arm, "Let me help you
W™

Geis stepped foreward to aid her, so very different and yet still
propér in this new attitude of tenderness. "let's go, Max, I'll
help you pet home, and then we can see about a doctor,”

Still weeping, and a little unsteady, M&ax allowed himself to be
lifted wnd aidea down the street, They were too concerned with
each other to notice the few onlookers, They made an odd trio:
Geis, his savage beard adding to the concern in nis free «s he
supported Max' shrivelled, unkempt weight; and Mrs, Max, tuking
his arm &nd speaking in soothing, inaudible tones,

"So odd," I heard Turk at my elbow, "the many weys they nrove
their love of one another,"

Bob Silverberg coughed uneasily, "Come on inside," his vaice
rose to include us &ll, "A free whiskey wouldn't hurt zny of
us,." R : S R T

hS
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BY LARRY STARK
"So this is your little find, huh? I must edmit | Lerry, 1 cen't

say much for your ‘tastes in night-spots,” JscK Glloert stood,
hands | cn = hips, surveying The ' Spaceship with that haughty
connoisseur's eye that belongs exclusively to & college scphomore
on the town,

"iy 30d Larry, it's positively Medievall'™ Jeanice shrieked, Miss
Haffnerts -voceabulary of epithets derived lerpeiy from a "stunning"
survey .course in Terran Literature,

"T told you it wasn't the kind of place you droup into after the
theatre." Itried not to scund apolometic. FYeurl L.cunenney nade
no comment, but seemed politely curious,

"Oh no, we insisted," Jack said, surveying the murky atmosphere,
en¢ the few customers almost startled &t the bar, YI thousht it
was about time we got a look at this DBohemia you keep telling me
still exists." His impeccable clothes didn't seem to fit scmehow,

"Miot 4 very clesn behemia though, is it?"

"Hey look, tehlesi"™ Jenice discovered, "Come on, Peerl, Let the
ceve-men exsriine the new quarters 1f they llxe. I'm exhsusted
after | thet aikelM

As we fell in aroutnd the table Fearl turned to e, "Is this where
you suid you met the Mertian ?¥

Mjertien!t Jenice grimmaced her distaste, "Not tonight, rleuse!
Just thinking- about tiacse big crewly things gives me the creens!?

"Het's nct big," 1 reuscned, "even shorter thun I sm, And he locks
just wbcut like you'd expect the averuge hunzn being to look, He
cor.es in &« lot later, though," -
%] thought you-s&id he played music here,' Jack said,

b

Woh, mot Neme? ‘That-NSivee, o fWells: 48 "5 not - & plece - vou sy = Seling




T“a TUNons L nemw I8 denct--halil, but the reel money's mede upstairs,
The e;ecers terse him a Lot,  Dbut it's the only work Yurk cen get,
A sheme, toc, 1t's the best music I know of."

"I don't know, Larry; I'd love to find Jdenice in & place like that,
Jeck leered, ané got his face slappecd, Lightly.

“"1'we heurd Martian drummning," Janice disclosed, "Denny Trevert's
tepes feuture a lot of it." .

"That Trevert's really got &, band, too," Jack apgreed,

"But it's not really Martien,"™ I had to éisagree, "It's = sort of
besturd-Martian that any drumuer with a good ecr could repeat, and
it's glossed up with commercial arrangements,"

"PDenny spent two yezrs., stuCqug Jartizn rhythms beiore nhe formed
his band," Jack said, . o=

vind Turk spent the first tweive vears of his life tryine to
becoiie & drum-priest, He's here aow oaly beccuse & stulent-
exchengFe nrogrifie— W

"Good evening, Lerry, Would you 1ike to orcer sorething?" Bob
Silverberg stopped vhet mey heve beccme ¢n irrevoctble crzu.ent.

Despite our friendéship and tiae long lupse siiice I'd geen him
last, Jeck Gilbert'!s expertism was. wearinge out my patience, =
wes gle¢ for the interruption, but it seemed to me &s though
Bob were being unusuelly ccrrect and formel,

"SpinDizzy!'" Janice shouted,

"Thet's right, &nd make mine resl dry. Do you went your frugel
lltule,Bonemlqn's Delight, Larry?" .

"],, no, l:ake mine a coctalil tco, Bob." I detest mixed c¢rinks,
but somehow tonight this wasa't tne pluce for trecition- socked
drinks, "whuat about you,. Fearl, & beer?"

vy hatever the rest of you have,

wFour Spializzy's then, ir just a minute,"

"Lerry," Jenice lezned, whispering, ecrosg& the tuble, "Lo you
ﬂmwldnm' : : _

"You Mmeen Beb " Silverterg? Way, ssuren® \lelrt’ Juieid frielﬁs. i've
sat out nlenty of lonely newspaper steries ith' 30b,

“ihy Lerrvi'™ Jrck feigmed shock, ‘assoc: btlu, viioh proles; cnd
at. gour ¢ e l" -

Jenice gisgled, "Une semecster of ‘il 205n Century”Novel wuné he's
cursing in & whole new lancuucel™



"Hey, a Veadulunel' jeck discovered, heuding for it eaverly,  'llo
kldolng Larry, you meen tlis place isn't reslly built with pieces
ol tihe flrst rocitet "

"Built by Herrimrn himself{" Janice leaushed, dashing after hir,
"Hey, cee if they have any of benay Trevert's...,"

"] shoulén't heve brovsht you here," 1 saic, more to nyself than
Peerl, I liked her, and she veas polite enough to let'me, but 1
didén't fvznt to make her feel'she 'd been " stuek with me, -u5 Juck
end Janlce vere stuck with The Spaceship., Janice nzd srescibly
been my date when the evening began, but the presumption didn't
fit the facts Tfor very loang., Perheps some of cthe oce:sioral
sherpneéss tc our conversation wes. because I resented Jauck's

acting &s though he had to prove his enjoyment of the victory,

"Tt isn't us gay & plece as they're trying to meke it," Pearl
said, exunining the room more closely, "1t wouldn't ' sk stringers
to stay Lloag enough to 1like it,...although I think I coculc, - It
seems %#lm0st & lonely place," she concluded, Then, lcoking sudcenly
up into my fece, "You look a little 1like thet ornce in & while,
toc,."

What do you cc when someone finés whet mey be & truth £bout vou?
I exaitined my nzils for nun-existent dirt. "The Spacesiip's not
g lonely plece, A little nore relaxec¢, ..ore thouzntrul me ybe., The
word 'sober' doesn't seem sO vroar, eitrer. You cen  take vcur
time here, You con't have to prove to ex e“vone in the nleace that
vou're enjoviag youvrself,"

"Hey, whet kind of a muachine is tiiis? Jack shouted indign:intly .
scrcss the room, " 'ihen The Saintus Go liarchin In', 'String of
yeerls', —-Look &t this, Janice: 'How High The l.con'}!! Hey,
Lerry, ve can't dance to 3“ose' what is this, & VendaaTune or a
course in :neuievel nusic?®

But Junice plugged in & coin and stubbed at the keyboard, “Oh,
play any ola taning. I want soume musici®

What cere out waés 'Tuxedo Junction', "Wow hovw the hell éo
you expect to dc nce to thati® was Juck’s comment.

"aw,-c'menl layoe we can do an serial Shuffle to it," They turned
¢ovn the grevitetor-batteries in their sinoes wundé tried tie nevest
social _ sensation, 1t was & combilnation wrestling pmetch end
werobdbics werkout; more then half the stencerd Tfigures vere
executed oIff the Tlocr, and the rest wus- sheer improvisction,

The Glenmiller music rem? ined dogrealy . Barthbcund znd stubborn,
however, While thevy struggled to suhcue it, Job served the
obnoxiously colored coctails,

"They tryine to ret arrested !

"Itt's| Jeck's first vecstion from the Hilitury acalemy,"™ Peur
expleined, "They're just Ieelinue their impcriincé to society,™




"T espned Lher insto = vtulles toaight, end maybe this is ctheir
retiod of getting revenge."

"I enjoycl the ballet," Pearl said, "Jack let me think it was
his 1aeu, though,"

Bob still eyed the two dancers und their cefiant tune, "Tell
them to watch out. If people arcund herec get the idea they're
as crunk &s they act, they won't heve a cent lelt once they're
back uptcovn,"

wih, the hell with it," Jack cuit suddenly end stelked back ©O
the trble, "How the he .1 do you expect to dunce to theti"

“"Heyi"* Jsrnice errived in a flurry of indignztion, lookiaa for
bruises. '"ext time you don't exrect to be there tc cuich &
girl, blow 2 whisbtle, will you?"

Mjhen thet wus written the idea wes to stay on the floor at
leust pert of the time,™ Fearl twinkled, I ceusihit ner smile
«1d " hed to agree with it,

)

"You mean like that stuif ton1°“t°" Jack Trovned ncisi
Afternoon of & Deer!' or scumevhiag? Give me & good &ir-
day."

"idn*t voudkevien’ 1 lke The masic@ Pearl
it

segried genuinely surprised,
“Oh that stuff's for — low-brows is < :

~ 8
s ac'?
"High brows, Jenice honey, Highbrows «né longhairs, I'll mec ke you,
an expert on. the 20th century yeti"

"Didn't their hair cover up their brows?" Jenice thought her
imagery hilerious,

U Soniethifie’s , ¥ Moeia, "Provablp they enly slel tiem show . wien the
right people viere crounc,” :

"Hey, liquid sustenancel!" Jack discovered, They dove in tosether,
but sucdenly Jeck vas gagging. "Call this & Sp“tElZ”V'"

"It's licvor, isn't it?" Janice suriaced long enough to gisps

"The dope made them with rum, I'll bet.™ He apprceciied tle bar
miiitently, driak in hand, ‘ley, berkeepl! Whet's his ntne,
Larry? Silverstein! htven't you got any good gin? I —-—
Here, —% Suddenly he popped up behind the bar end getheread
sorie bottles, "Let me show you how to mix e SpinDizzyl®

"Tack! FYor God's sake what sre you trwing tc prove?"

For what seemed an etermal moxent there wag no souvaa in cie bur
except the VendaTune, 7Tiaishing its tape, I h«d tive o
my fingers seem to trembtle as 1 stocé gripping the baoi OI Ng
cheir, ené i dida't know whether it wes in Jeir or ru

7y



looked up in a ceiiant pose that was elmost masked behiné clever
glf-rightecusae.n nd increculisy, "whet's the matter? I'm
juste——m—— "

"He's right, Jeck. Can't you act a little more like a humen being?"
It was Fearl, gentle and icy, but obviously angry.,

Jack placed the Dbottles on the bar zud came back to the RORE [ 1
Ye was-.obeving public copinion, bub not agreeing with it, [het'd
I do? Just cause your precicus berkeep doesa't know gin 1rom\rum,
don't stert picking on mer"

:\q

"] don't like this place, aayvey," Janice decided sudéenly, "I
kaow} Let's try the liarsopolis, They have music vou can cence tog
and at least it's uptown where there's more peoplel®

"Suits me fine, Let's go,

"I don't think I'd better," I decided. I knew I wouldn't suey
peaceful much longer, "i-- I get lost in crowds, I Tit in e’ sler
EFRER

"Jell I don't!" Jenice bluzed, "Run down nei~hborhood---dirty
cheirs---and not even sny nusicl! let's gc, Juci,"

"You comiag, Feerlg®
"Wo thenks, Jack, I'm... I'm juet getiting used tc it.

"yell you can heve itl!" Janice flung @s they left, "I 1like live
pecplel better.™

"Careful the Martisns don't get you'" Jack galled ¢s tiey
disappesred, convulsed &t the excel ience of their ovn wit, ¢
I wes  relieved: that taey tock their ncise with- them, I
glignced. &t Pesrl, ' :

"You dién't heve to, you knoy,®

Wl woulcn't have enjoyed myself with them either," she saicd, “"Thevw
just, cen't vuaderstand that quiet people mizht be happy, too,
I thiqn_u31s whole place seems bet er without them

"Tt isn't ¢ gay plece; not vide-open gay. But we don't tell etch
other how hepry ve are, Most of us take thet _c“ greatec, 1 I was
confusing thiags, but she seemed to unéerstend, -
"You never even tasted thav SpinDizzv L :
.- . '1'. b
"I never veanted 1it. But ‘'whet 1'd usvally have is &« arink assoccicted
with [ happier times .., bevter:compiény. Under the circumstcences I
could Tfeel Jjust as .wicomfortvenle in front of one oFf tiaese

monstrosities as anycvhiag “else." wand naybe 1t was a privete show
of contempt, I thcocught too little of them to shere & drink I might
heafe SameRetused., o

A (' L &




Sre gpitad ond held w ¥ e ch&».v(, "I never Louched ;___LflC- ¢ither.,m
We eclinked tntasted glasceh, and suadenly we were LaU5hl“po

"BOb }“
"Yes, Larry?"

v4 Bohemian Special —- & shot-glass and a bottle of Chienti.
And find & cool beer for, Pearl, too. We're haviang & celebration,
Just a nice, quiet celebration,"

1
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AS YOU CAN SEE, MOST OF THE MATERIAL IN THIS THING IS FICTION, AND
MOST OF 1T IS BY LARRY STARK, FRANKLY, | CAN THINK OF FEW FEN WHO

CAN WRITE BETTER, OR MORE ENTERTAIN!NGLY IN A SERIOUS VEIN, THAN

STARK. YOU MAY RtMEMBER His "DIRTY PRO" IN PSY s

THIS SERIES. ENTITLED TEN NIGHTS IN A BARROOM, 1S CURRENTLY RUNNING
IN THE FANTASY ROTATOR, 00 OF THE CULT. THE STORIES PRESENTED HERE
ARE THE FIRST THREE, AND APPEARED IN #5 AND |0, RESPECTIVELY (THE
LATTER TWO ARE BOTH FROM #10...).

FRANKLY, | HOPE YOU NON—-CULTISTS ENJOY TH!S, AND TO THOSE OF YOU WHO
ARE IN THE CULT, I'M SORRY, BUT THAT'S THE WAY THE BALL BOUNCES—-I
DECIDER TO REPRlNT AND 1T HAPPENS THAT THE OLNY OTHER STUFF ! HAVE
KICK ING AROUND IS FROM ZIP, WHICH TOO MANY OF YOU HAVE SEEN,

FRANKLY, | AM IN THE HOPES THAT THIS WILL ENCOBRAGE SOME OF You (GNMC?)
TO THINK OF JOINING THE CULT. IF YOU'RE INTERESTED, WRITE TO ME, AND
|'LL BRIEF YOU ON WHAT THE CULT REALLY 1S... '

THIS SEEMS TO BE ABOUT IT FOR NOW; | HOPE SOMETH]NG MORE WORTHWHILE
COMES OUT OF WAPA IN THE NEXT SIX MONTHS,.. T 5
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NIGHT KILCC

across the Night's fermer silence

We hear a tatoo of horse's hocves.

a great black steed with sweat agleen
Pounds through the silent wood,

Upon its back a gruesome figure

Rides with fiery cape streaming.

No head has he upon his neck,

A bloody stump there only.

But frem under an arm, & visage peers
through blnodshot, slitted eyes.

This grisly thing, a Head of Death,
Through grim yet snarling lips,

Screams over and over in a hellish vaice,
"The Horseman ridcs againl!"

Over the hills he rides, and pausing
Naught, through interfering trees passes,
Then the hcrrible, herrible menster

Fzdes until at last, a graveyard grin

Is ncared ~ then vanishes to svme region din.
Ch ne'er fear, my friend, if you choose

To doubt this tale of grisly Fate.

You may disbelieve ta yocur heart's content,
But friends, bec not s» fonolish as to doubt
When through the night yeu hear him cone —

Damned fool, get out of his way!

Sarmuel

Johnson
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