


X —THE A G A C 0 N

The Flrat\uinual Southeastern Science Fiction Conference

to is held in

ATLANTA

April 2 and 3, 1955

Who will attend? Fa$s and professionals froc all ever the South aid 
the nation. Already, groups fro/ such Northern ci
ties as Cleveland, New York, and Cincinnati have 
announced that they will attend.

What will happen? Although this conference is Iricarily a get-together 
affair for fans froc the South and the nation, its 
cocdttee is novi at work, preparing a program that 
will be enjoyable to all.

H»w much cost? No core than is necessary to bring you to Atlanta, 
and pay your expenses, and a registration fee of 
■j? 1.00.

The annual Midwastercon will be heli this year on June 3, 5, according 
to a recent letter froc Don Ford, s ‘ as not to conflict with the con
ference in Atlanta in Aorll. % 

\
'LET TH^ SOUTH BE YOUR HOST IN APRIL OF 1955
\ FLaN NOV. TO ATTEND THE A&ACON

Mall your icllar registration fee to;
7 1st ^ritual Southeastern S-F Conference
/ c/o Ian T. Mo caul ay 

57 East rank Lane 
Atlanta 5, Georgia

Periodic progress- reports will be issued; the first of which will fol
low shortly after this calling.

▼ * • •
By way of a friendly plug; The Terrans--CLovAand SFF Association—ann
ounce that the registration fee for the 13th World SF Convention, heli 
in Cleveland over Labor Day weeksni of 1955, is £2. Said sue appreciated, 
Address:

13th World SF Convention
TO Box 50?--Sdgowate> Branch 
Cleveland 7, Ohio

Plug #2: Hardcover edition of THE IMMORTAL STORM, Sac Mosoowitz, now a- 
vallable froc ASFO Press. Illustrated, ^5.00, Carson Jacks, 713 Coven
try Roafi, Decatur, Georgia*



THE EDITOR'S RAGES

^o, your eyes don* t deelsve you...yes, 
It is me...gaily dancing the mambo, 
hunting for things which have, liko 
tho worthy arab, packed UP their tents 
$nd fled in the night...which is ac
tually very unpoctic. and 1 can't fig
ure why they wrote it liko that in ♦ 
the first place...

¥os, kiddios, onco moro wo venture 
forth into tho unknow, virtually lot 
torloss this trip, duo to tho fact, 
obviously, that when the roaders--bloss 
thuir money-lined little pockets-- 
discovered that I was to cut down to 
quarterly publication, they immediat
ely betook themselves unto their wee
ping, and have not had time to write 

letters, haha* At any rate* we again wander through the unknown, casting 
about us for something tc say, some way to make ourselves useful, other 
than te dive out the nearest window.

I have become enamoured of that blight upon honest humanity known as hi 
fi. I am, as Pete Vorzimer put it, in hock up to my elbows. (You did 
put it that way, didn't you, Littul Pete?) I have invested in a Columbia 
Model 318, a monster whiefei will play a stack of LPs, intermixing 10's and 
12's indiscrimanately, and then shut itself off iter the last one is dona 
with. At a cost of $109.95, (payable monthly, 10 bucks a throw), I am mak 
ing a brave effort to enjfy the Boston Pope with a flute that sounds like 
Paul Desmond with the jumps.

This 318 Columbia has a big brotyer, the 346, which sells for something 
lik 149.50. Some of you may have seen it. It's bound in Neolite, and 
lias three or four speakers. The thing I don't like about it is, you must 
lay ail 12's and/or all 10's. Now, there, I have trouble. You see, I'v> 

got tho Peer Gynt Suite #1 on Columbia, on a 12-inch disc, and #2 on a 10 
inch platter. To gat the full benefit of the thing, you've got toplay tho 
whole thing, which is impossible on the 346.

The automatic turnoff feature has proved, on occasion, to bo somewhat of 



distraction. You can imagine how one night feel, when, after lifting the 
lid to flip the stack, the machine suddenly shuts off. Very disgusting.

There have been creeping into the house, certain little things disguis'd 
as apazines, carding the letters, "WAPA" Mrs. Carr even had the ter-H- 
ity to send hers rolled up in the form of a scroll. I've finally discov
ered what led to the downfall of the Roman Empire...

It wasn't the Huns, believe me'.

Note-of-incogruity-department...Frank Skully, author of the book, BEHIND 
THE FLYING SSUCERS, also wrote a book entitled, FUN IN BED. All kinds 
of meanings could be read into a thing like that...

If you notice any difference in the reproduction of this issue, you’re 
not as blind as I thought. God help you if you don't. Actually, I’ve 
gotten an office typewriter to cut stencils on, in hope that this will 
give me a better job, I rather, think'-that al'l my troubles reproduction- 
wise (No wisecracks, Geis! Even I have a breaking point...) are due 
to the fact that my Skyriter, though new, just doesn’t have the snap to 
turn out a good job of cutting. This one, a BURROUGHS, has got the best 
touch of anything, for this purpose, that I've ever tridd. It feels, at 
times, as if it's got springs in the keys. If you're a mouse in this 
typewriter, and somebody starts typing, you step mlght^ylively to keep 
from being pounded to a pulp by the keys.

A couple days before Christinas, I removed myself to the abode of my ven
erable father, who lives in Salina, Kansas. When passing through Linc
oln-, Nebraska--the' capital- of our fair state--I was accosted by two young 
menr-more accurately, they were accosted by me--who turned out to be 
readers- of mine. They were Jim Caughran--the younger--and Tom Perry, 

. the .elder-—of the two. ;Boing famished, I held myself into the lunch 
counter, where I downed several pounds of cow, while defending myself from 

. the. unnutobenable questions firdd at mo by the two gentlemen. One I rem 
ember in particular', which struck me somewhat like a teacher asking lit- 
tie Pe--er, Johhny--to identify the firtt 16 presidents, "Account for 
your sense of humor."say-sr To-m. I was taken somewhat aback. Throught I 

r to-myself, ’all rtho while blushing prettily, "How do I account for something
I don-'t havef ItJs no-'count..." I mentioned these facts to friend Tom 
but-he was unabashed. So; I ■ muttered some excuse which I can’t recall 
at the; moment,- ind ho.pe the time never comes when I shall have to.

After .'being-deluged .by-questions, half of which I could not answer, and 
falling into and escaping from, the clutches, of the^law, we bld farewell, 
D climbed 'aboard'the. southbound bus, and five- hours later, arrived in 
Sd-Jina., beaten, bedraggled and cold.* >. '

h1 copy of this story, told under the title, "THE POLICE AND I", is abail 
alble at no extra cost, to regular subscribers.

I must get to reviewing fanzines...,.



ahoc...Once more we tread the weary path of the 
reviewer, sadly licking our wounds, contracted in 
the honest pursuit of our woman—er, duty * By keep
ing very quiet, and not moving about overly, we might 
ho lucky enough to hear the croak of' the cracked 
noIzrecie, and again wo crawl forth, beating the 
bushes in a vain effort at making a laughable at
tempt to be funny, nnd across the bridge and »ver 
the hills, to Grandfather Peatrowsky's trailer we 
go.,.

And since this is supposed to be a fanzine review 
eolumn, don't you think we ought to..,? There’s sev- 

fanzines that I've had for some time, and 
around to reviewing last issue. Quite

e ral 
not get 
involved story sur
rounds the whole sit
uation, but I won't 
go into it right at 
the monont. Women 
and children might be 
present.

To wit;

SaTTELITE: Don Allen, 
3 krkle Street, Gates
head 8, Co. Durham, 
England. Number two, 
subscriptions 3/ for 
four, 1/- each, exch
anges gladly welcomed.

did 
an

This displays, at tne outset, a cover, which I would consider to be she 
best cover I have ??er seen on any f n-ine in ^ecert months. It can be 
described best as ENGLISH, Inside, there are such things of interest as 
the editorial, which eports on progressed doings of a local fanoluo 
yclept the Nez Fez, a name which evident 1 y means something to the members, 
but nothing to me. which of course is beside the point.. Also, an art
icle by Bryan Berry, which asks the question., should science fiction 
a^eai to the heart or the head, l.e., should it appeal to the ediotions. 
Personally, my own vies on the subject are that a story is about people; 
therefore, it should, if well-written, deal with human emotions, A re
port on Canadian fandom, by Harry Calnek, and letter column follows. One 
thing wrong with the letter column is the fact that Don evidently ’yas 
nothing to say, and a letter coiliumn without the editor's remarks is not 
quite as good as it could be. SCIENCE FICTION OUGHT TO BE FUN—BUT OFTEN 
IT ISN'T, by.Jon Deegan, maintains that, being as humans will make jokes, 
and whistle in the derk, if only to keep up their courage, in certain ci 
circumstances (agreed) science fiction ought to be more humorous. Some-



times, though, it would seem t.» me, there are better things to be doing 
than reciting Llttlfr Willies. I mean, after all, if a man is being th'uu 
ened oy a torture worse than death, is he going to try to tell his aser1 
. •r: the We about the traveling salesman and the farmer’s daughter^ Ch 
3, MasuP maintains that a society is needed to raise the standard of 
ri'tlon. Tt may well be that such a thing might help, but it brings to^ 
mind the fact that, any time a poor situation exists, of any kind, the f 
first thing you hear is, ” The re. oughta be a law I” A stright scie.:c ur"’ 
icle fol,lews, to round out tne contents of a fairly readable fanzine.

ABSTRACT: Peter J. Vorzimer, Univ, of Oal- at Santa Barbara, 104 Toyon, 
Coleta, California, Subscriptions, $1.20 a year, $1.50 with manila onto 
elopes; single copies, 25/ each. Dittoed, 100 paggs in this conish. T 
The amount of work that went into this issue staggers the imagination. 
xOC-pius copies of each page, making five thousand sheets of paper that 
went through the machine, not to mention the ^luld, carbon masters, eto. 
Gasp’. However, it looks as if I might have a few words to eat, having 
been somewhat sceptical about Pete’s future, fanwise. It turns out that 
he made the conish bigger find better than I was expecting it to be. The 
high point for me, of course, was the section--four pages--of convention 
photos, having had, since birth, an insatiable desire to see what people 
look like. Unfortunately, I was again disappointed, as no peoplg. were 
present. Pictures that had me somewhat non-jblussed: the first one, of 
Poul Andersen. I had pictured an ancient man with a long, grey beard...: 
John Magnus, looking pensive... I John W. Campbell looking like my mor 
tal image of Bob Farnham—ana to complete the cliche, I suppose Bob Farn-
ham looks like mg mental image of John Campbell . Forry Ackerman_locking
just us I’d pictured him., .Bilik anti 
Balint.. .and as for the rest, of the 
thing -. 1 seem t0 seo an rye"abundance 
of Rotsier illos--why can’t you guys 
let him rest| Grennell being very
helpful with hi;
pearance you.

s on the physical up- 
sentences. ’Rhe

high point of the migazit i wn the a 
itor’s convention report—anu I tu-w 
he won't believe whet I say, bic’-it 
of a couple vf personal reasons.c but 
anyway, it’s true. I hevc a hard time 
digesting some of the described 1 
dents, and am left somewhat with 
impression of a country rube at e
tail party
14, byrBra

he cartoon cupagi 
r some reason reduces

me to heirloss aystei-ics e-j
tee 1*. W. th 
this thing is

e
h i ghly ova rw^e 1 mi n g

GRU numb a r
Maple Avenue, 
Why something

Fund d.

■

ci rcu la ted

t I me [ 
ov er

Dean Grannell, 402
Wisconsin

like this has got to be
the rest of us stvigpling fans ha/e toua try our 
good, is more than my poor menial facilities are
Immaculutoly--the only adv
graphed, thi

?pable of the job

through fandom, when all 
best to be even half as 
able to com! rehei.-d. 
o. descrintion--mimeo-

the appearance of a little magazine constantly



hut©!, ng amon.ytt its uglier contenporai'les. I am absolutely convinced 
he’* vc Is impossible to get any better copy than tis, from any method

of remedu-'ii on.. Material-wise*, nc have Vin/ Clarke re mini ss mg about 
anf Justus /.'inxerstaff, who cue day, decided t' publish the Ultimate 
Fa'zine- hcc. , ..QUEST? by Elkins. ’as, to ae, tbs high point of the. 
aasazTe. m: <tg, as it duos the efforts of several persons lu fi-c 
.oj a "host ter who’s not heard -of'science fiction* A most on ughtunlng--• 
aspeumliy wW Tvxkar’s f lash? i ght—pie co of writing. Enmesnod bewrr 
- * ouoT t om rs of loss mr! ,-al writing, is a cage of advertising ^inn su 
sv-h iitts'Jv 'Avoid HARD; LAXATIVES V Send $1 tc; Faith Dynamite Jon- 
oary. Ebll Norta Mississippi, ?or claca 1 2 . Oregon ■ Remember-—-'Fairth 
Will £o’-e Mcuutalrs ■? ’'Why Wear A Truss If- 'Then., again, what else 
-cv possibly do with one'"'1 "LOOSE hlM'VJFF—Tighteneo Immediately- or 
vour .money refunded-” 1 s a looser column, several pages_of Gxenne']'^
pri celess* rumol'ings aud such headings as, "TYE ItlAh VT3IrLA.IT. A depart’ 
uei.t ?f sh,rn nooeasity”. all xntez’bparsed with delight 11 f itloy e ••• 

a '.ap.-vr b .okfired and Bend Suffered a nasty Hr bv err " • nd tj 1 s by Har
ness and o^pre- Tf ym can possibly wranylc n cmy . .

SARSy JHb- Bob veatrowsky. Bax uu.<">lx, Ne--ro skc • Su, aw igot. av 
ready, Pa reviewing, sapzines now .. ,8^ in g Feat’s flv-t effort SAPS, 
duo f >r th thirtieth mailing—it soys here. C< • turns six mg s of bab
bling. and rr-.slTi.ng reviews- Scmehon, Bob, I erv1 : feature you in SAPS. 
You s riko me ’S more the PAPA ty%. I’m gonna wait awn He, until you 
'•ouae.: ip * Lit.

FANTASY-T T-T? : The ?,agaz -a t i whirb there i-_ ro necessity "or ir-- o~ 
duct ion'. however, xc ho motinua 1 ‘ v . o.otlnom o/ub?.ished by Vfc.NDr t 
HOUSE, wbic^, 1 assune. lu, or is ctosely connected with, Jemc. Taurasic 
at Box ^351; Pa-tors on, New .Te.-scy^ FanoorAs New York Timos; mr'..alni".g 
anything and ev iryth!ng w rtn /o Jing in the fields of fandom end sf. 
Makos r. entT on ci' rhe feet . .tai T: 'lnrucn;= first issue of ’s -f- Science 
Fie* ion will be -ui m early ?r. gives news of the revival of SdENCt
FIGfluN AD. ELTU/iA Sh >.■■'■ bo a1 othex staple in any fail’s deei:,

PSYCHOTIC D . -k Gu ' s. 1 v h Mississippi, Portland 12.. Oregon.. I 
don’t ura '’cun1.' the cub. / . times I've written that address i.ul I 
always hav.j to uiock ha-i so max. bare I've not included too many 'lss-s 
or ’Ippi’c*. .Mr. Gols aas cutloae ni self with this issue, no., 1?', hazing 
spent close to a hundred—neeording to his ow^ r^utement—'Oslo’s in ha
ving this m-su ? photo-offsub o

■ s ; ’ • i ! ; ; ? :

DINGD Ui GT INGDIN GJ IK GD x N J D1NGD1NGD IN'JD 1 NG DINGD i MOD IMGD T N( TINGEI NOD J N GDI NG I 
Gum ?s, everyooQ./- - 5« 'i?w 3 3-01 A.M., Satu'-'d-.-y <Tanuary 1, 1955.

Features a keilog cover widen T . usu keep sitting here, LOOKING at...let
ting out a yloble of humor now a >d tnen. Vernoi. McCain babbles about 
oollaberntton ao ongs; proo,-.Ham Martin an. yself collaborate quite o ' - 
ter •.. he p1 ncher one ke-z a”d ?-.punch the n~x”.. u^rrdnr . everybody..

$ - ^’u ^at-L lue 'xreae, .mu wicked sneer , 
F’llie stole his father's betr.
Mow >■ 1 ’ s '’ead . and sb jl a tbar-,
Father aan1^ steal willxo’s aiur...

J^tt-cre, replies., pn^-t-o-offsev; need I say mcref GET 3

VT3IrLA.IT




COUP: the coup group, 14 <Dones Street, New York City. A curious little 
item subheading itself, The Foice of Fanarchy. A first issue, and quite 
will done for such. It reflects a sort of go-to-Hell attitude which I 

• find quite amusing, and and editorial style which coapibements the attit
ude like a hand in a glove. The editorial states that Fanarchy is.- tn a 
"very real sense, a Loft Oppositions” Also, we are informed that wad iia 
hasn’t had one since the Futurians^ and they weren't too awfuKy left. 
Interesting. Fred Chappell, writes on MARGINALIA, or, the art of making, 
finding, collecting, and observing.- hones in margins. Ono particular 
form of this malady hits the very young, 
and it is not mentioned by Mr.- Chappell. 
It is this form which constituds enter
ing the number of a page about halfway 
through the book, on the front flypage. 
Vthen you turn to the mentioned page., if 
you are the curious type, you find the 
number of another page.- usually back 
toward the front. On turning to this 
Pago, you find still andnthur. This 

■ goes on, until you either end up back 
where you started, or find yourself face 
to face with some such comment as, "Let 
of work turning those pages, wasn't itf"

• I’m not sure exactly who these coup popple 
are supposed to be, but 
this thing--promisos to 
eresting.

NITECRY; Don Chappell, 
Flace, Tulsa, Oklahoma,
eresting effect on the cover—dead 
black wita a mimeograph. Pray toll, 
how, Don? A rather interesting cont
roversy making the rounds at present... 
Rump conventions --they seem to be hurt- 

: ing the big convent ions--according to-the
committees planning these big conventions. . ,
Nuts. I don't believe a word of it. The next big convention will be hold 
in Cleveland. Several hundred West Coast funs aren't going to be-able 
to bo there, bocuasc of the fact that they can't travel that far,/'and 
still keep body and soul together. So, a rump convention. All the peop
le who -re planning to attend the big affair, have registered long be
fore. Therefore, if tfcie people left over should hold a regional, this 
should not, under any circumstance, hurt the big convention. I regard 
this move to censure the OSFS, a rather silly affair, and it is, I thinkk 
an outgrowth and an imitation, of the Censure McCarthy mess., which I al- 
hisCshoesered silly’ Just llko Junior trying to play Daddy by walking in

HARK; Randy Brown, 6619 Anita Street, Dallas 14, Texas. Has a very fine 
caver by Ross Storey, ana, as you go to the back, the magazine slowly 
deteriorates into nothing.I dunnc...I get the impression that he's try
ing to act just a bit t_oo fannish. A sort of Hey-may-look-I-know-all-about 
fandom-too impression. Has a very long way to go...

THE SATURDAY .EVENING GHOST, Robert Lee, Box 4251, Tulsa, Oklahoma. 
EEEECCCCCCCCHHHHHHH HU!



STF TRENDS, Lynn Hickman, 705 West -4ain street, Napoleon, Ohio. Filled 
with Convent ion--the uldwestereon, from what I can gather...—by Bi own. i, 
and the Detroit blowout, by Bob Coulson, (I might have written ’Robert',- 
but’Bob ’ is about three letters shorter.) and Dick Clarkson. Lett rs. 
So-so...

GEMZINE 4:5. Carr, Seattle. Blast you, Missus Carr, why don’t you. put 
you address Inside you fanzine?- You know I’m too lazy to look for it 
souewhorc else... I think you should be drqn and quratered--and believe 
□o, being drqn and qurutered is much worse than being drawn and quartered 
—for not making MONSOON Longer.*.Like your reviews and/or comments on th. 
last HAPS mailing. Though I’m not a duos-paying member, I sort of con
sider myself an unofficial ornament...got the mailings from Poutrowsky, 
so I’m one of the few non-Sups who knows. » Tell mo, did your husb.ind lot 
that little boy on the first page uf the mailing comments suffer too long 
before he took the magazine away from you? wathh those dangling parti- 
el pies ’.

FCG: Don Wegars, 2444 Valley Street, Berkeley, California Dan^. let us 
get one thing straight right now. BIBBILTY is strictly a trade or con- 
plimentary deal. Whichever way one gets i.t, if at all, I do not charge 
for It. There. Editorial, dolumanla, letters, reviews...readable.

LEZOMBIE; Bob Tucker, Dean Grannell. Chae free. 402 Maple Avenue...

«nnd that’s a good trick, considering that you’re reviewing an PAIA mail
ing. ..

I’m speechless.

DLAN—ah... DAWN, Russ Watkins, 110 Brady St., Savannah, Georgia.
x robably the most helpful contribution to fandom Is MZIW, twh'lch, r'thi s 
issue, hits 125 publications. Reulnisdnces abut a trip to^North / frlca 
along with letters, etc. • a ; ,

THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GOG 
Bowart, 306 East Hickory, 
which, wonder of wanders, just about sucoods in 
by Larry Stark, tops; cartoons are by Bowort, I 
haw besides...obtain.

Book one, complete and unabridged. Walt 
Enid, Oklahoma. Multllithed•..a humorzine, 

its alm. FaNDOM aND FUN 
assume. YohohOho, and a

GUNG HO’. Another one from anderson in Motuna. Yibblings by anderson and 
Irene Baron...too much quantity output for quality to ba seen.

* * * *
Which leaves us with a few Unes .of space. ..space: 
finable, Intangible, and what we know nothing about 
tween our ears, ’f you want to laugh, go into' the

that wlhi-ch is unde- 
, yet we have it be- 
other room.



DEaR MR. THOMPSON:

Recently, I bought a number of science fiction books from a Boston book 
store warehouse, which I ac selling at bargain prices. I would like to 
place an advertisement in your magazine, Bibbllty. Please send ne your 
advertising rates. I an also interesting in purchasing your nailing 
list in order to build up a list of persons to when I could send my cat
alog. (CThat’s nice, ’cause I’d not interested in selling.)) I would ap- 
precieate your giving me a price.

((I an deeply touched by your request, sir. However, the sensation does 
not penetrate that far. I would suggest that you take your bocks and 
insert then into your...well, maybe I’d better mt say it. I night get 
in trouble with the publishing associations. Your plight is comaon in 
this field. You have bought books; you have read then; you suddenly 
have found that the hall closet won’t hold then, and clothes toe. Well, 
isn’t that a shame? You should have thought of that before you spent 
all that money you could have used cn women. Ge somewhere else and ped
dle your papers, and remember what ConfuscibUs said; ”He who try to sell 
old books is like blind can at burlesque show—out of luck.”

chore!)) Itq' toDear Ray; Enclosed pfrede find .((that’s going to be a
pay for one copy of ECLIPSE. Sorry I have to write such a short letter 
and use suefe paper. ((Why do it, then?)) I’m in a big rush to get 
all my material ready for shipping to Germany. ((Leaving the country, 
eh? Told you the Feds’d chatch you yet. t<- ,* It tfust goes to show that you 



can’t get away with income tax fcvaslon very long...look, if youwant a 
good fence for all that hot money, tyy Lucky Luigi in Rome, or Petulant 
Peirre in Paris—and watch it so you don’t spray everybodyasking for 
Pierre...))

Enclosed you will find a dlme--somewhat thicker than usual—((don’t put 
so touch lead in the batter)) but a dire nevertheless. T^ls is to pay 
for a copy of ECKIPSE. and now that I’ve said all I’m. going to say. I. 
really think it’s time I stopped. Don’t you a gree? So I think maybe 
I will. ((THANK HE4V4NII))

dear MR. THOMPSON:

Please find enclosed ten cents ($.10) for the current issue of your 
fanzine, "ECLIi'SE” ((Really, ay son, the quotes and caps weren’t BOTH 
needed...)) I read the excellent review of your zine in the November is
sue of “IMAGINATION”. ((Oh well...)) Your kindest attention to my let-, 
ter will be greatly appreciated. ((Even now, I am staring raptly at it,' 
absorbing the fullness, the rolling phrasing, the deeply intriguing 
content of its entirety. What more could you possibly hope for?))

I did get one or two letters that were more pertinent, however. In fact,, 
even that wonder of theracific coast, that fabulous faneditor, that... 
that...wull, anyway, I got a letter from Peter (Llttul Fetey) Vorzimer, 
the Fanatical Foe of Canadian FaMdon. To wit:

You have some words to eat, m'boy. ((Wull, thank you, Baddy.)) and I quote 
, '...He will make his Conish smaller than planned, and forgetthe large 
Annish altogether. PUck one.” I’m publishing a 49 oage annish. It will 
be offset entirely. It could be 100 cages dittoed, but I'd rather sel
ect 48 excellent pages to offset--nc ’ feeble’attempt • Your review of DI
FFUSE W^s horrible. ((Well, like fanzine, like review...)) You didn't 
give him a fighting chance. ((Let hi a give me some reason for giving him 
a fighting chance, first.)) You babbled about his use of the @ sigh,
but nothing else. You didn’t once mention anything about the material, 
((WHAT material?)) Did it over occ^r to you to have some material In 
BIBBILTY by someone other than Rav Thom^aon? ((Yes, as a matter of fact. 
Then I quit editing ECLI1SE.)) Yeah, you gtt letters, some of them fairly 
good. Others just yak about BIBBILTY? ((How may of those you get don't 
yqk about ^BSTR^CT?)) You make yourself a trifle obnoxious ((Hey, look 
who s calling the kettle black'.'.'.)) when you say that a certain fanzine 
has no right to existence. Maybe a lot of people think the same of your 
nag, and would you be hurt if they said it. ((.Land sakes, chi^e, they 
already joas. ^nd let me tell you something, Llttul Fetey; If ever a mag
azine comes across my eyes, which I think is no good, which leaves me ab
solutely and irrevocably, cold, as did DIFFUSE, you can bet your bottom 
beanie prop, I m going to say so. And if you don't like it, that’s just 
too damned bad.)) ABSTRACT #9 will arrive shortly after the first of the 
year.—bimonthly. ((Wull, I'm waiting.))



©GO
In looking back across numberless centuries, I find that I’m not quite 
as far behind schedule, as I thought; in fact, it seems that I’m right 
•n schedule...shall wonders never cease...

Included with this issue is a oneshot that started out about a year ago; 
in fact, over a year ago. The briefest of histories: ffihen I was in 
Omaha last Christmas--that is, a year ago last Christmas--! was at 
Martin Graetz’s house for a couple days. Not knowing anything better 
So do, we started this one-shot. We sweated, and typed, and giggled 
ana snickered--we thought there was nothing funnier—and out of the ruck
us, one year late, came WURFl Erg®.

DEPARTMENT OF USELESS GESTURES: I gave Peatrowsky, recently, a couple 
Sherlock Holmes books, Jia get them out of the house. Last night, he 
showed up with two b®xes of pulp scienco fiction magazines. Tennish, 
any one ?

I knew a mgaiclan one time...quite a good one, too. Terrible thing hap
pened to him. Had a taste for the happy grapo...seems one night he went 
out and gotf^tewed, and somebody started making snide remarkes about his 
ability to perform the black art. Being a vain mag to begin with, he forth 
with set down his beer, made a few magic passes, said a little mumbo- 
I SAID MUMBO? NOT MjUIBO’.— jumbo, and hexed himself, the beer hall, Its 
clientele, and six square blocks of the surrounding business district, 
clean into nowhere. The last anyone has ever seen of hioC, he was obser
ved walking down the street o£n Melbourne, Australia, guttering something 
about dlsbeleIvers...

This magazine, by the way, is published, edited and mailed out, by one 
Ray Thompson, a fact which is of no interest wh,tsoever to anyone, who 
resides at a small padded cell down on South 4th street,--410’s the num- 
ber--in Norfolk, Nebraska, the pheasant capitol of the nation. Every 
so often, your venerable editor gets ambitious, and gets his ancient typer 
down out of the attic, and starts beating the bejasus out of a set of 
stencils. Then, he takes a gallon of black batTs blood, smears It on a 
mimeograph, and the ultimate result is the wojst mess of crud you ever 
saw. (Might as well be honest, eh, Dick?) This particular Issue con
sists of nothing but editorial and fanzine reviews, along with some bad 
poetry (worse verse), becuase your aforementioned editor is lazy this 
trip. Maybe next time we get scmedlngs, ah?

In reading others’ fanzines, I read about how they get ideas, and keep 
them, by using high-powered, and technical methods of recording, etc. 
My trouble is, when I take a pad and pencil t work with me. I usualiv 
lose the pencil. The epitome of ineptness... usually

So, as we fade slowly ihto the sunset, in the distance we hear, faintlv 
/oofs'?8/ an 0?c?nt vlhuela, eaklng sad ausl0 t0 the g'is. Hy’ 
look closely, «a clgM s,e a tlny flgure> tatterad and 



still, however. a very paragon of fitness and fortitude, bearing a small 
sigg/cn which Mg black letters spell out the words, TEE REASON THERE 
IS SO LITTLE SPEAKING IN PUBLIC IS BECAUSE THERE IS SO LITTLE THINKING 
IN PRlVnTrh Pausing only long enough.to ascertain that our false face 
In not on crooked; we proceed to withdraw, cibelt in no little haste.
for yea- the bloodhounds are upon us. Aduie, kind friends; may we meet 
again, in a happier plane of existence...

ijs # .> # # * £
(FINAL CURTAIN) 

certain philosopher once said, ’’The pen is mightier than a sword, but 
8 Thompson sub-machine gun is mightier than either.” -All of which goes 

to snow that Men is never satisfied with the 
ease w*th wiLhhh he can eliminate 

himselfo

You there,- Mr, Aphid I
(Or is it Mrs,?
What do you mean, sitting on that flower just as
If you owned this whole damned greenhouse?
I’ll have you +o know that a floral business cannot survive if your kind 

is allowed to remain free and unhampered in your operation, such 
be...og mat you proceed to lay eggs on the plants
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