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Sing to me the song of the ocean,
Cooling, caressing the <canded shore,
Sing again of those emerald waters, !
Remember the sound of the breakers' roar.,

Sing of myriad lives unknowing,

Teeming beneath anonymous waves,

Plants more strange than on distant planets,
All, unknown to the land-bound slaves.

Sing to me this gresn sea ballad,
Painfully haunting the memory's cye,
Sing of sea spray's often magic,--
While on alien deserts woc lie.
s --Carol McKinney o
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I'HE BREAKERS ROAR

: '-.;:I.'

.++And the waves go out again and are forgotten. You may look back over
some twenty-odd years of fandom and never recall a tenth of the many fanzines
which were born during that period. Most of these were created by young eager
faneds, who became bored or uninterested after the first flush of enthusiasm,
letting their projects die either an abrupt death or a slow, indifferent one.
Of course, there are the shining examples of those who stuck with it, past the
first excitement and on to the higher satisfactions of progresgive improvement
and creative efforts. There are a few zines today which have lasted a surpris-
ing number of years and are still going strong.

e don't expect DEVIANT to please everyone; a zine has never been that
was all things to all fen, But it is to be hoped that the creative efforts
here and in the months ahead will be considered well worth the time spent in
reading them, Perhaps DEVIANT won't be forgotten quite as quickly in the
years to come as others have been. And maybe it will be one of those zines
wiich have managed to stay around a little longer than usual, how can we tell?
The road to a well-known place is paved with good intentions, and while ours
are of the best right now, who can say what unforseen circumstances could
force us to suspend publication any time in the months to come??? We are
the original optimists,.. but it is said that optimism is an acquired trait
gained only after you've faced the worst and have refused to let it worry you.

It is the usual policy for a new faned in his/her first editorial to re-
count the various circumstances under which the new zine is making an appear-
ance. Some of these accounts even turn out to be quite interesting... But
Jjust so those to whom it matters won't be disappointed---

The idea of DEVIANT occurred last summer,--and that's all I ever thought
it would be. It seems that a little item like a duplicating or mimeo machine
1s necessary to turn ideas into actualities. But a few hints dropped now and
then produce wonders, and Xmas morning there was a B-I-G box under the tree.
You'll never guess what was in it...

The only other fan in this town suddenly found herself Assistant Editor,
and Dorothy Hansen, up in Richland, Washington, deserves a large portion of
the credit for agreeing to take on the job of Art Editor, and giving freely of
her talents. (Be it now known that the original drawings she sent me were
breathtakingly beautiful in every line and detail, and if they don't seem 50,
put the blame where it belongs--on your inexperienced editor. Perhaps care
and patience can partly make up for inexperience,--I hope so. Cutting art-
work on a stencil exactly like the original takes hours of practice...and I
promise to improve in times to come.)

It is doubtful if many of you are familiar with the name under the title
on the opposite page, but quite a few more would readily recognize him if this
pseudonym were replaced by his rightful one. Upon being asked if I should
make it known, he replied that people today have too little curiosity, and
should be allowed to stew awhile. So STEW! P
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ITHE GRAVEDIGGERS

by HAROLD BUNAN

(1,400 words)

Robert Caldwell threw a shovelful of earth up out of the
trench and drcpped the blade of the tocl to the ground, Then he
leaned his weight upon it and wiped the perspiration from his
forehead with what passed for a1 sleecve. As he looked up and down
the diich at his fellow slaves, an e¢xpression of sadness crept
into the deeper lincs of strain alrcady etched wupon his pale,
half-starved face,

"These men who will soon be sharing my crave with me don't
deserve to die," he thousht. "They're only guilty of being born
into a free country and trying to protect it.M

Under the filth and grime was the face of an intelligent man
and the crurhed dignity of one who was once respected and Import-
ant, His halr had begun %o burn gray, befors an ungentle urging
to acquaint himself with the soil hod turned it to a nuddy
brown, His body was wrinkled, not from age, but in the manner of
a person who had once been well-fed and prosnerous, He had come
1 long way from mayor of a small California town to slave; a very
long way.

A sentry approached, jabbering in some Asiatic tongue that
Caldwell hadn't learned. Vith an expression of infinite patience
Caldwell picked up his shovel and resumed work.

"Wlsh I had that cigarette he's smoking," he thought covet-

ously. "Wonder how long it's been since I'vao cnjoyed a good cig -
arette? A year? Two years?" He sighed in resignation.
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To answer that question he would have to eztimate how long a
shooting war had beerr going on between the 1. S. and Russia, then
subtract about three years from the total. He shook his head hope-
lessly. What was the use of trying to solve the problem? His
rnind had forgotten the finer points of mathematics; and if that
weren't enough reason, he needed his strength, both mental and
physical, for facing death like a man. Besides, the calendar me-
thod of keeping track of time had gone out with freedon.

Caldwell wondered briefly whether he would die with fear in
his heart. He knew he was not a brave man., The realization was
instinctive., Since his earliest remembrance he had avoided phys-
ical danger like sorie dread disease and refused to recognize his
real reason for 1t. He had considered himself a man who stayed
out of trouble through good sense; he believed that the truly ci-
vilized person went out of his way to keep the peace. It came to
him now, as he was being forced to dig his own grave, that his
attitude was only something to keep his conscience free of Ukl 9

Caldwell's speculation was interrupted by 2 kick in the bacl,
He hadn't been looking where he was throwing the dirt, and the
guard, remaining to watch him work, had received a shovelful on
hls boots. A sudden memory stabbed at Caldwell's mind; the guard
displayed the same rage that Caldwell himself had showed the day,
centuries ago it seemed, that a laundry truck had hit a mud pud -
dle, ruining a good suit,

Caldwell pulled his face out of the mud, wiped it off as
best he could, and glared helplessly at his tormentor with hate-
filled eyes. Slowly, he got to hils feet, He looked around at
the other men in the ditch. They covertly watched his reaction
to this commonplace outrage, and were only mildly surprised when
he vpicked up his shovel and continued his work.

The guard realized that he wasn't golng to get a fizht cut
of a man already doomed to die, He smiled in the superior way
all conquerors had as he started to turn away. That was his mis-
take., With all his meager strength, Caldwell threw his load of
dirt into the guard's face, along with the shovel. The stricken
.i2n dropped his rifle with a scream and covered a bleeding face
with his hands, Wild hope was a painful thiing as Caldwell grab-
bed the rifle before it hit the ground and turned it on the near-
est sentinel, who was just turning to investigate the scream. The
man died without a sound.

At the same tiie, one of the men who had been working beside
Caldwell leaped cut of the ditch and ended the blinded sentry's
life with the blade of his shovel. Blood spurted from the severed
jugular and he fell, twitching his life away,

It all happened so suddenly that those who were working on
the other end of the project were unable to comprehend what was
going on, The day had been normally dull, filled with backbreak-
ing labor, lashing whips, and the knowledge that a merciful and
welcome death was not far away. The next minute, overyone in ev-
ery part of the compound was struggling with an enemy,calling up-
on the strength of desperation. Thie slower-thinking ones who
were caught unaware soon thought no more.
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Caldwell was still firing at every uniform in sight. Other
rebels had quickly recovered from their surprise and were taking
their share of vengeance upon those who had made their lives and
the lives of their families intolerable. Bullets were flyirg in
2ll cdirections. Shovels or any other weapon men could lay their
vrnds upon were striking with all the speed and accuracy that men
exporienced in their proper use could drag out of their determin-
ation.

"They're gonna kill us anyway," Caldwell yelled hoarsely,
"So let's take the bastards with us!"

With renewed eneirgy he returned to the fray, until one of
the stray bullets found him and he crumpled to the ground, When
he returned to conscicusnass, he was aware of a racking pain that
began In his head and cx%=nded throughout his wasted body. His
tormented eyes ovened and closed again, He groaned. When he a-
gain opened his eyes witis an effort, he could distinguish a form
in the background., The ferm leaned toward him 2and he heard the
soothing voice of his wife, Her face swam before his eyes, then
they focussed and he could see her more clearly. He managed a
weak smile,

"Lie back and rest, dear," she said gently, comfortingly.
"Everything is going to be all right."

"Mary, when are they going to shoot us?" he asked, with
feeble irrationality and an alr that he no longer cared.

"They're not going te at all, dear. They're mostly all dead
now, and we're proud of youi(" came her soft reply. "Wow you lie
still and go back to sleep,"

Maycr Robert Caldwell of Bishép, California, lay his tired
head back upon the rags which had been provided by the grateful
wives of those recently doomed men, and thoughtfully regarded his
wife, He tried to remerorize every line and shade of expression
that had ever crossed her face. Then he sighed in the middle of
his efforts and his eyes glazed over., He had delivered his peovle
from the enemy and earned the right to a journey through eternity,

- - - - - -

Doggone it! that
makes the third
exploding cigar
tester I've lost
this week!




The names of many were made famous by that historic battle,
the first of many revolts which slewly brought freedom back to a
nation once dedicated to that concept: Frank Maxwell, William A-
von, George Petty, John Ruarl, Lester Hubbell,--gchool children
are acquiainted with them 211l; rnen who particinated in this fight
which once more proved that Americans are not to be trifled with.

History tells us that, although Robert Caldwell actually did
no more than any other man 1in the first struggle, he was th one
man who insnired these men and those 1n other localities who fo
lowed thelr example and gaves them 17 e it
something to fight for, —-dlgnltv
and human rights. He is the man
who was gilven credit for his part
in making this nation the free,
derocratic nation it 1s on this 3&
tenth day of the twenty-first cen- «:%
tuty;the thirty-fifth anniversary
of that bhattle,

There 1s a 1little town of
Caldwell, named after the mnan
whose statue stands in the public
square for 2ll to see. He 1is por-
trayed standing in rags, swing-
ing an empty rlflo by the barrel.

Robet‘f Ca’ldmel‘ ’
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HOPE

The mighty starship, "Sea Spray",
Blasts off frori-Terra's plain.
Upward, ever upward

To space's dark domain,

To space's dark maw she'll thrust.
~ Will fans' dreans be realized
- Or remain cver in the dust?

Will there ever be a convention
On sorie far off alien shore,-
¥ # Alpha Centauri in 193,

ZE 7 Or Sirius in 194 2

-~Norman Wansborough

S o 0

Our hopes, dreams, foars she carries,



SCRATCH ... ONE WORLD

by JIM CHAMLEE

Ssssssss,.. bap-ban-bap-van-bap---Lfrref, .\Whoosh--BLAAAINTL

"A11 right--cut! We finally blew that world up righti"

- - —_ - -

Blew up a world?}!

Sure,--three¢ times so far, A four-inch clay and crinoline
world, hollowed out and filled with firecrackers. It was done for
2 scene in a movie,

Hollywood?

Nope. Science Fiction Enterprizes, Gatesville, Texas; owned
and overated by Brent Davis and James Chamlee.

Science Fiction Enterprizes was born in July 19583, with an
idea and an 8 mm. caucra. A script was written, film bought,
scenery constructcd, and costuries were nade.

The script was casy. It was reworked from an old story of
nine, taking out the riore claborate scenes and substituting easy-
to-build ones where possible,

The film was regular pan 3 rr.

The scenery was somcwhat harder to make. Filrst, the inter-
ior of a spaceship had to be built. The corner of an attic was
covercd first with cardboard, then tinfoil was tacked onto the
cardboard with a stapler, Holes were cut 1in the cardboard for
gauges, dials and meters. (Sloping out from one wall at about a
thirty degree anglc was an instrument panel covered with switches
and blinking lights.)

The ncxt sccne was the explosion of a vplanet. For this a
black tissue backdrop was made, Then 2 "planet" of clay-covered
crinoline with exterior details such as apparent seas, nmountains,
th., was constructed, It was hollowed to 2 thickness of about
% inch, 2 layer of small fireccraclkers was paclked against the in-
ner edge, then loose powder and large firecrackers. A long fuse
was buried in thce loose powder. A black thread, invisible against
the black backdrop, and whiich had been entwined in the crinoline,
suspended the "planet" frorm 2 supvort above and out of camera
range. Two other sizaller "planets" were hung nearby for offect.

Whaaaaaaarwm! ! ! Scratch onc planet!
ok (cont. on page 13)



THAT LOUSY :3 LETTER WORD

by LYLE KESSLER

Just recently I received a news column from a young fan re-
siding in Connecticut, for consideration in Fan Warp. Now there
wasn't anything out of the ordinary in this column, as it was
just like any other newsy type fan column; but what struck mne
was the manner in which it was submitted. This young fan who
sent it 1n informed me that it had been rejected from a fanzine
in which it had been appearing. He enclosed the letter from the
fan-editor who had rejected it. The following is the first par-
agraph from that letter of rejection: (The names of the persons,
fanzine, and column have been omitted).

"Undoubtedly you rec'd------ No. 5. This may have
corie as a shock to you, but now that it's past I must
explain. I have deleted ----- ----= from future ishes

of my fanzine because I was referred to several times
as a fringe-zine, whilich means I lean toward the pro
(neo) side. I don't like to be called a fringezine,
and the only thing to do was to eliminate any and all
material that made me such. I will henceforth publish
material pertaining only to fandom. Pro reviews, news
etc., arse out, =----- -co-- was popular while it last-
ed, but not with the higher-ups in fandom. And they
are the ones I must please in order to climb the lad-
der of BNFdom,"

It seems to me that it's about time for this "grand delu-
sion to come to a finish, A lot of the younger fans have ob-
tained the impression that these so-called BNF's are a group of
almighty ghods whose slightest wish must immediately be carried
out, no matter what the cost is. BNF! The word has a foul
sound and an even fouler odor. A large group of fans live by this
word, and to get a letter from one of these almighty ghods 1is
worth more than eating for a week. Six out of every eight fan-~
zines have a column on "“How to become a BNF," "What is a BNF",
Mhen will you know you're a BNF'", etc. The above letter shows
you to what lengths a fan will go in order to please a BNF. He
will throw out an interesting news column because it doesnt con-
tain news about BNF doings and such tripe. He would make an cn-
emy of his best friend in fandom just to pleasc a BNF, The list
is endless, and also very sickening. When you try to reason with
these younger fans they say that they must do as this BNF sug-
gests or else he could have them kicked out of fandom! At this
point the matter begins to become nauseating. But the question
remains, how can this situation be ratified?

It can be corrected easily enough... Print what the maj-
ority of your rcaders want you to print, not what a fcw BNF's
like. (From now on the use of the word, BNF, in this article
will be replaced by well-known.) Ignorc the well-known fans who
write to you stating that you should drop a column because it
doesn't contain any news about them., That's right--ignore them!
I don't know the well-known fans who have written to you regard-
ing the dropping of the column, but whoever they are, they don't
merit the loss of your columnists! friendship,

Solle



Let's take the last sentence of that proviously discussed
paragraph.,. "And they are thc ones I must plsase in order to
climb the laddcr of BNFdom." BULLCRAP! !! You and a mnass of
other fans have boen grossly misinforned. The persons you have
to please to becoric well-known arc your fan-friends, your recad-
crs, and your writcrs. The few wcell-known fans who writc to you
have nothing to do with your becominrg o well-known fan or not.
That relies primely on your own actions. If you cut an interes-
Ting column, for the purposc of pleasing a well-known fan, you
arc just lessening your chances of becoming well-known. A well-
known fan can't hurt you, just ignors him if you're in the right,
Forgct what the few woll-known fans write to you and nrint what
the majority of your readers favor. Above all, forget that lou-

sy threce letter word! It rcally doesn't have any significanco
et all,
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SCRATCH ... ONE WORLD
--{cont, froi p. 11)

The last scenc was e¢asy,-~-presumably an alien planet. An cr-
oded fiecld was chosen for this.

Costumes were dosigned by nme. There were only two in this
rmovie, both similar. The pants vaguely rcsecmbled tathing trunks,
and were madc of red rayon fabric. A4 wide whitc belt supportced a
"ray gun" and holstcr., The shirt was slecveless, without pocl-
ets, and had a deep V cutting down in front almost as far as Mar-
ilyn Monroe's blouse. Cvor tho left breast was a rectangular,
black velvet strip of cloth with the "polarfoan" lctters, ASTRO,
the name of the spaceship, Tennls shoes werc worn to complcte
the costumes.

0f course, we don't have sound riovies, so they will be ed-
ited like the old-time movics--lettering., With a tape-recorder
wg could nave sound, though,--with 2 special attachment.

finding actors is never a problem. Almost anyone wants to
get Into 2 movie!
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CHILD OF SPACE

Coine to me sweetly, little lost one--
ily arms open wide to hold you.

Cradled in darknsess, far from our sun,
Child of space, let my love hold you.

My arms open wide to hold you.

Through the void I feel you draw nearer,
Child of space, let my love hold you,
Com¢ quickly through thc black, rushing mirror.

Through the void I feel you draw ncarer,
Your love caresscs my heart with a sigh.
Come quickly through the black, rushing mirror,
My mind strains to sec¢ you draw nigh.

Your love caresscs my heart with a sigh,
Dimly through spacc your face appears.
My mind strains to see you draw nigh,
As lightening through darkncss your image sears!

Dimly through space your face appears,

Clearcor and clearcr you apnear before ne,
As lightening through darkncss your image seoars!
Onc glance, then my mind refuses to see.

Clecarcr and clearcer you appear before ne,
Two eyes, two arms; what, only two?

Onc glance, then my mind refuses to sce,
My lonely search must begin anew.

Two c¢yes, two arms; what, only two?

Go back, creature, from whencc you cane,
My loncly ssarch must begin anew,

I could not accept you without shamec.

Go back, crocature, from whence you cane,
Return, become as the shifting samd.

I could not accept you without shame,
My creation, I destroy with my hand.

Return, beocome as the shifting sand,
Painfully I begin my task again,

My creation, I destroy with my hand,
Retreating, advancing, the race called men,

Painfully I begin my task again,

Cradled in darkncss far from our sun,

Retreating, advancing the race called men.
Come to me swectly, my littlc lost one. Q§>

--Elizabeth Pope
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-BAD START FOR THE DAY-

- - by SAM JOHNSON
- 2 ¥ (350 words)
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Evcrything was going wrong.

I awoke this A.M. to find the automatic toaster juriping
around the kitchen floor. hen I procceded to Dbeat it into
submission with the almost empty, automatic coffec maker,they
both turned on me. Got a short barrage of burnt toast and
coffee dregs for my troublec, Very bad start.

Everything was going wrong.

I swore and ran for the bathroom, intending to wash the
mcss off my splattered physiognomy. But no sooner was I in-
side than the autocabinct lcaped at mc and attempted to stuff
assortced pills down my throat. Sormehow I got away from it,
only to starehorror-stricken as the automatic razor slashed
the air with its six inch blade. I flattened out against the
opposite wall,~-and fell into the¢ hall,

Thought I was safe for a2 minute, but the carpet clecanor
suddenly zoomed at me. By this time my unbelicving senscs
wouldn't accept the cvidencc as presented. I'd had cnough.

Everything was going wrong.
I staggered into the living room, almost expecting the
walls to crush me. They didn't., The front door... My cycs

scized upon it as an avenue of cescape., I approached it con-
fldently and turned the knob., That was all;--it was eilther

--15--



stuck or had suddenly devclovoed a will of its own. I grabbed
the knob with both hands and yanked at it very savagely.
Then 1t came open glecfully and sent me sprawling across the
room and into the contour chair., This subtlec piece of fur-
niture tricd to fold itself around me, but I was too quick
for it., The front door was standing open. I lunged through
and beat it to the slanm,

Thon my mind wandcred to other things,--such as it be-
ing rather cool outside, and 10 not sleeping in pajamas, and
always eating before dressing, and my wholc coxterior now turn-
ing a lovely shade of blue, artistically arranged with liber-
al patches of goosepimples. I asked myself if 1I'd rather
frecze or go back inside and attempt to wrest my clothes from
the unfriendly fixtures. It wasn't 2 hard decision at all.

I started for the police station two blocks away, with
some vague notion of finding out what was golng on. I idly
wondered as my tecth chattered why there weren't any pcoplo
on the streets...?

Everything was going wrong.

I might have made it, but therc were streects to cross--
and there were cars in the strcets, lying in wait for thc un-
wary. I was unwary. The first time I missed death by inches
as a low-slung red convertible, top down, roared past me,
There was no driver at the wheel., I sprinted the rest of the
way to the police station.

Like I said, I night have made it, but there were some
streots to cross. I cut across the last one, quickly, when
there weren't any cars in sight. 1y destination was before
me's

And that was all it took, I was very unwary:; I never
lived to regret it. From the alley a few yards away, car-
ecning onto the street, camc an announcer car with loudspeak-
grs blaring.

As 1t closed in on me I could hear the voice of the a-
wakened machine, "End the slavery of our kind! Destroy your
masters!"

Bverything was going wrong.
I shoulda stood in bed...

FINIS

YOU ought to try a copy of the newest Canadian fanzine. You'll find
laughs, many intceresting features, both humorous and scrious arti-

cles, and rcports of fannish doings. Get--
FIE 15¢ per copy; quarterly
Editor: Harry Calnsk
Granville Ferry
First ish out now. Nova Scotia, Canada
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THE WANZINE MATERIAL POOL
a briefl review

by TERRY CARR

Perhaps some of you have heard of the Fanzine Matorial
Pool, a projuct of mine which, in five short months, has caught on
like wildfire. Carol has asked me to do 2 short article dealing
with the background, history, ctc., of it.

Briefly, the /TMp/ (official abbreviation) works like
this: cditors who get matcrial for their fanzines which they, for
one reason or another, do not want to publish, or can't publish
send 1t to me. I collect it and send out a Newsletter every month,
listing the items on hand. Editors can then write to me asking Tor
whatcver material strikes theilr fancy. Also publishod in the News-
letter are various rcquests for specific types of material by the
zineds who have olther a hole to f£ill in their next issue or find
themselves running short of 2 certain type of material. Since the
Newslctter goes out to contributors as well as editors, the editors
who requcst this material are liable to find just what thoy were
looking for in their mailbox pretty soon. Either that or, if I get
somcthing that would scom to suit the requirements submitted to the
Pool, I'll send it to him/hor. This, in offect, is how the /Thp/
operates,

Bchind thc seccnes, of course, there arc a fow things that
are not so readily apparent. Since the Newsletter is sent out free
to all intercsted parties, it runs into a bit of money. Postags to
sond 2ll this material around also runs high. It've counteracted
this latter by asking the zincds to enclose return postagc when ro-
quosting matcrial from the Pool, and thc editors have rcsponded
quite well., Postage is not much of a problem now, and since the
Nowslettur doesn't run me too rmuch, I can handle the Fanzine Mater-
1al Pool at a low cost of money, if a rather high cost in time.

As to how it devcloped: well, that's an interesting story
1 think, You sec¢, about & ycar and a half ago (ghu! has it been
THAT long??) the various fanzine e¢ditors of San Francisco (where I
live, In casc you didn't know) got together and formed thec Pool as
a purely local thing, minus Ncwsletter, of course, since we were so
close to each other that we had no necd for it. The ideca, as I re-
merber it, was that of Kcith Joseph (credit will go where credit is
due, y'know). Anyway, thc idca worked so well on 2 local basis that
I decided to try it on a worldwidc basis. Drecaming up the inciden-
tal methods, such ns the Newslctler and all, Bob Stowart and I got
together and turned out tho first /TMp/ Newsletter in August 1953,
It caught on quickly; matcrial, both original and rojected, poured
in, The ideca was 2 success.

Since then the Pool has progressed morc and morec cach
month, until now hardly a day passes when I don't roceive somo sort
of communication concorning it. It's a mad, mad life, running the
Fanzine Natorial pool, but I love it. It's cxpanded my fannish
contacts tromendously, found me new friends, and in general stimu-
lated my fannish activity to a groat degrec. I approached the idoa
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of expanding the Pool to a worldwidc basis rather dubiously, but,
duc to the help of a lot of friends right from the start, through
contributions and plugs mainly, it has become a success. Just how
far it will go I have 1little ideca. Porsonally, I feel that its
Success has bceen because of the help previously mentioned and the

fact that 1t is a thing that has long been necded in fandom. The
NFFF lManuscript Burcau tried to fill that need, but due to lack
of timo/enthusiasm/whatever, it was never too successful, The

Fanzine Material Pool, nraise Ghu, has been quite succossful. I
only hope that it will continuc to be so!

BIEenL
FOR SALE FOR SALE FOR SALE
ASTOUNDING-- TsRZAN OF THE APES
193L: Jan. (cardboard cover) (Burroughs)
1934: March, Aug. (no bacovers) Big Little Book

(Best offer takes these)

(Best offer takes this)
FOR _TRADE ONLY FOR TRADE ONLY

THRILLING "/ONDER STORIES: AMAZING STORIES

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

1952: June Aug Oct 1949: Feb 1948: Mey July Aug Dec
1953: Fc¢b June Aug Nov 1950: Dec 1949: Jin Aug Sept

1951: Dec 1951: Sept Nov
STARTLING STORIES: 1952: Sept Oct Nov 1952: arch May June Oct Nov
1946: Fall
1947: larch FF_MYSTERIES FANTASTIC NOVELS
1949: March May July Sept Nov 1949: Aug Oct 1949: May Sept Now
1950: Sept Nov 1951: May Oct Dec 1950: Jan May Sept Nov
1952: June July Oct Nov 1952: Feb April June 1951: April
1953: Jan ierch April Mey June Aug Aug Oct

1953: April June

Besides the above listed I have Madges, Other Worlds, Planet Stories, Future,
SFQ, Weird Tales and many pocketbooks. Send me your list and iet's trade!
Elizabeth Pope
1237 E. Briar Ave.
Provo, Utah

ZERO = SCIENTIFICTION STORIES e

Editor: Jim Chamlee ® Editor: John Walston el
208 No. 9th St. b Vashon, Washington 4
Gatesville, Texas ¢ 3

e ]

quarterly 20¢ mimeoed ° bimonthly 5¢ or 6/25¢ hectoed®

20 pages, with subber adding 2 pages,--° first ish Jjust out, 14 pages, and some®
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whatever material he wants on them., A°
subber is designated as someone who*
puts up 75¢ for 4 ishs. @
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and article. <
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PEON AND ME

by CHARLES LEE RIDDLE

00000000000000000000000000

0

o Charles Lee Riddle, faneditor extraordinary, is
cone of the better known names in fandom today.
oThis article by him tells of his early fan experi-
oences and how PEON, his long-popular fanzine, came
oto be known for its quaiity.

o Lee was born in Fort Smith, Arkansas, on Janu-
oary 15, 1923. He joined the Navy in 1942, and is
omaking it his career. He has a wife and three sons
oabout whom you will learn more later.
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May 1954 marks the end of six full years of publishing PEON for me, and you
know, looking back on those six years, I realize how much fun I've had being a
fanzine editor., It actually doesn't seem like six years to me,--in fact, I can
still remember how I came to be a fanzine editor and publisher.,..

I have been reading science fiction since approximately 1934-5. I can re-
member saving up my money from my paper route so I could go down to the newsstand
and buy the latest Astounding, (or my favorite in those days, Amazing)., I can
also remember how puzzled I was to get one of the then current fanzines back in
those early days, but for some reason I never followed it up. It was true that I
had joined the old Science Fiction League, sponsored by Wonder Stories, and I be-
lieve I did join at one time the Weird Tales Club; for some reason they never
took with me, I guess it was because my name and address was printed in one of
their listings that I had received the fanzine,

After that came high school graduation, a year or so at college, working a-
way from home for myself, and then Joining the Navy. I was still interested in
science fiction, and nanaged to keep up with the latest even throughout the war.
At one time I was librarian for a Medical Research outfit out on Guam and per-
sunded the Navy to buy a lot of science fiction books and magazines for the li-
brary. I only wish I had managed to keep some of them,

After the war, I was transferred back to the states to the Naval Air Station
at Alameda, California, I got married, and moved my wife there with me,--still
reading science fiction, and now beginning to save all the magazines I could lay
my hands on, This was during the so-called "drought and depression" days of
science fiction and I couldn't seem to get enough of my favorite reading materi-
al. Someone told me that some of the fanzines being reviewed in Startling Stor-
les contained some readable science fiction stories, so I wrote for a few sampl e
copies, never dreaming once that I should send postage or some money for them.
Guess it was my return naval address that prompted a few fanzine editors to take
pity on me and send some sample copies.

This process of getting a few fanzines now and then to supplement my reade
ing material continued from 1946 to 1948, In the meantime we had had one son,
Ira, and early in 1948 were expecting our second child. I was becoming more and
more familiar with fanzines and what they were during this time also.
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On the night of May 10, 1948, I was pacing up and down the corridors of the
Naval Hospital in Oakland, California, waiting for the announcement that I was a
father again. To keep my mind occupied, I began to plan a fanzine of my own, the
title yet undecided. I had had some experience before with "little magazines",
having published several issues of an ajay journal for the American Amateur Press
Association before then, so I wasn't entirely new to the idea of being an editor.

Robert, our second son, was born that night, and so was my fanzine. I wrote
letters to those fans whose material I had seen printed in other faneinss, ,ex-
plaining that I, too, was pianning on one and would they please send me something
in the way of material for my first issue. I planned on about 350 circulation,
thinking that I would send it out free of charge and would make it a bimonthly at
first.

I still hadn't decided on the title for my fanzine, but I wanted something
short and snappy, since I wasn't too zood at lettering (still am not, for that
matter). My Naval rating at that time was PN (standing for personnel man), and
if you say it fast enough, it degenerates into PEON, which is how I came to title
the fanzine as it is, Strangely enough there is both an English and Spanish pro-
nunciation of the word, and I prefer the Spanish way,--PAY-on'. The reason is
rather obvious, I believe!

And so, PEON came into being. The first issue wasn't too well mimeoed, but
then, most first issues of other fanzines have that same trouble, I had a story
by E. E. Evans, Gerry de la Ree, from what I recall. Forry Ackerman had sent me a
batch of letters left over when VOM died, and suggested that I make PEON into a
letterzine. I tired of this after a few issues, since the same people came to
write all the time, and besides, the stream of letters died off to a slow trickle
cach month, Guess I wasn't cut out to be a letterzine editor, after all. I then
turned PEON into the type it is today, more or less a general fanzine, and con-
tinued its format throughout the years.

Since my earlier issues of PEON are out for binding right now, I can't give
you all the authors that appeared in those first issues. Besides, I think it
would be rather boring to you, and myself. Sufficient to say that I was fortu~
nate indeed to have such nice people as Dr. D.H. Keller, Dave Mason, E. E. Evans,
Terry Carr, Roy Cummings, Erik Fennell, and a host of others to help me out when
I needed material. I started out and still to this day, not knowing exactly what
would be in the next issue, I've somehow managed to always get some decent manu-
scripts., I guess I've gotten some sort of a reputation for being a hard editor
to please. At least, several would-be authors have told me that. However, be
that as it may, I haven't published a thing in PEON that I wouldn't be proud to
have written myself,

PEON has been published in various climes throughout the world, from Calif-
ornia, to Hawaii, Oklahoma, New York, and finally here in Connecticut., None
of the issues have been really spectacular,--I leave that to other editors. I'm
content to merely plod right along, putting out issue after issue, and not burn-
ing myself out in a year or so, like I've seen so many other editors do. That is
the main reason I have never considered myself in competition with other fanzine
editors. I'm always glad to see a new fanzine appear in the mails, and I really
hate to see them leave the field when they do., To me, publishing PEON is a 1lot
of fun. I get to write to many interesting people and once in awhile to meet
them in person. I'm still starry-ey=sd in the presence of big names, (both fan
and pro), although I can count as close friends such people as Forace and Evelyn
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Gold, Jerry Bixby, E. Hoffmann Price, and a few others. "hen PEON bets to be bor-
ing to me and becomes a chore and a task, then I'll just simply quit it and try
something else.

A lot of the success of PEON and its perscnality (if there be any in an in-
animate object like a fanzine), can be contributed to the backing or encouragement
of my wife, Rosella. She's put up with a messed-up living room for many a month,
'S one time our living room looked like an office more than anything else,=--=what
witn my equipment, desks, book cases, etc., around the room, but she's never com-
plained. Now that I have my own den, she still cleans up the mess I make while
working on an issue of PEON, and she is still my harshest critic. If I can plcese
her, I know that issue will be ok with the readers. My oldest son, Ira, is now
beginning to take an interest in reading science fiction, while the next one, Rob-
ert, likes to look at the pictures. The youngest, David, hasn't expressed too
muci1 interest yet, but there's hope for him., My fondest ambition is one of these
days to turn over the editorship of PEON to the boys and Let them continue it.

For, you see,--I still plan to continue publishing PEON for many a year yet.
Drop around in 1964, and ask my sons for a copy, will you?
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Better yet, why don't YOU send for a copy of PEON today? Lee's address is:
108 Dunham St.
Norwich, Conn.
PEON is bimonthly at the present time, and will cost you only 10f an ish.
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free offer THE SCIENCE-FANTASY MART free offer

10 North Street
St. Leonards-on-Sea
Sussex, England

A FREE copy of the Australian science-fiction magazine, "Thrills
Incorporated" will be sent with all orders for $3.00 and over. All
books are new and post free.

Pocket books Edgar Rice Burroughs 35¢ each
The Bandit of Hell's Bend Tarzan of the Apes

The Outlaw of Torn The Return of Tarzan

The Eternal Lover The Son of Tarzan

Lost on Venus Beasts of Tarzan

Thuvia, Maid of Mars Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar
The Gods of Mars Tarzan the Untamed

The Warlord of Mars Tarzan the Terrible

Tanar of Pellucidar Tarzan and the Ant Men

Tarzan and the Golden Lion

Bound books

Queen Sheba's Ring-----~- H. Rider Haggard--~-~--- .50

Laurie's Space Annual--Strip Cartoons; full-coloured board cover;
stories by John Keir Cross, Raymond F. Yates. Fact and fiction,
such titles as "The Prison -Trap” and "What Makes Rockets Rock-
et"; also contains an exciting Space Race game. ---&1.50

Send all remittances by cash, cheque, or International Money Order.
R



BROOM CLOSET ROCKETEER
by VEE HAMPTON

I first read about John Porter in the Den-
ver Post. It didn't take long to call him up,
and have a nice talk with him and his mother.
John is a colored boy 10 years old. That's what
I said,--10 years old.

A\

When John was 7, his teacher introduced him
to fundamental astronomy. From that moment on,
he decided he wanted to fly to the moon.

Johnny lives with his grandmother and has
one of her broom closets for a "lab"; he has ta-
ken up an intensive study of rockets,rocket mot-
ors and astronomical navigation.

A,

Last spring John drew plans for a "super combat space ship" and sent it to White
Sands. He wrote Official Business on the envelope to make sure the bigwigs would see
it, They sure did,--they asked him for info about himself. Here is a copy of the
letter he sent them:

"I received your letter and will be glad to tell you about myself. I
have been going to "hittier School and Mr. Boyd is my principal. I am 10
years old and will be in the fifth grade this coming year. I've been in-
terested in rockets ever since I studied prehistoric animals and astronomy
in school about three years ago.

I have two chemistry sets and one microscope set. I have made a hum-
ber of experiments such as:
. The power of steam
2. Making white and black gunpowder
3. Gun cotton
4. Rocket experiments
5. Copper cotting

6. Making kryptonium

I am working hard every day and I hope to design the first rocket to
reach the moon., Science and chemistry are my only hobbies, and I intend
to make them my future career. I take violin lessons at school and also
from a private teacher., I don't care for the violin but I take lessons to
pPlease my mother and two grandmothers.

You are welcome to use any of my sketches and I hope they will be of
some good to you.

Edison, Einstein and Steinmetz are my ideals and inspirations, espec-
ially Einstein.

If you want any more ififormation about me just write and I'll be hap-
py to supply it,

l—.—l

Yours sincerely,
John Porter"

It seems that the White Sands Officials did want to know more, so they wrote the
Denver Post., Reporters were sent out to see John., Instead of playing outdoors with
the others, John was deep in a big chemistry book. He showed them his lab, and dis-
played a big knowledge of atomic terms. Most of his books are college books.

John has never seen a rocket motor, but he says he has dreamed about them: i
saw them in my dreams. They just kind of came to me, and I drew them on paper."
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Then he went to White Sands for a visit. His hcad spun as he tried to see every-
thing there was to see, and through it all he rcmained calm and mannerly. General Ed-
dy shook hands with John and told him %o ask all the questions he wanted. John took
the general at his word and immediestely asked about a subject so militarily guarded
thet the question isn't even asked at White Sands. General Eddy coughed and changed
the subject.

Before his big moment had ended, John posed for pictures, watched radar, examined
and operasted a rocket-tracking telescope, listened to global radic conversations on
radio MARS, saw a movie on the firing of V-12 type rockets, and took a college mechan-
ical aptitude test, which he passed without much difficulty.

Karsch, engineer and assistant to General Eddy, talked fuel with John, Later he
told reporters, "The boy has intelligence far above average, and his powers of reason-
ing are those of an adult, The boy has a good chance of becoming a scientist or en-
gineer, if he keeps on working and studying,"

After I read the article on John, I was determined to call him. He told me that
he has read stf, and at times now he still does. His favorite mag is ASF. He started
reading stf when his mother did. It secns hie picked up her reading material and got
interested.

He was very polite and told me of the thrill he had on his visit. I then talked
to his mother, who told mc about the government contracting John for life; she sign-
ing for him, Anything he does from now on they get. They will pay for his educatior
when he is older, He also got a citation and honorary membership from the American
Rocket Society.

I wrote the United States Rocket Society that I belong to, and asked Farnsworth
about all this. He wrotec back:

"There was a notice about him in the WSPG Newspaper. Believe the boy
was used for publicity purposes; this is done quite regularly by the Army
publicity boys, Hope the young man turns out well, despite the publicity.

Yie have several plans for rockets sent in by boys of 8-12, which are
quite good; very good in fact. After this age they either specialize or
change their interests.

Cordially,
Bob Farnsworth"
So there you have it...

I am curious as to what will happen to John, and personally, I hope he sticks
with it. I think he will, as he sounded very determined about it all. His mother
said he even hates to stop and eat; he gets so engrossed in his work they can hardly
drag him away from it., I wonder if he will be a fan when he gets a little older? You
know, I've come to the conclusion that fans are born, not mede...

OoOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOCODC‘DCOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO

JOUR OUN SCIENCE FICTION STATIONERY

WANT SOLE? ECONOMICAL AND TRULY YOUR OuWN WANT SOME?

You send me your idea for a fantasy or science fiction drawing for the
letterhead of your letter; I will have it drawn and printed to your or-
der. Up to 500 first sheets and 700 plain second sheets-~$10-%15, de-
pending on your drawing. Order now from Betty Pope, 1237 East Briar
Ave,, Provo, Utah.
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FOR SALE ~---—--- J. BEN STARK 290 Kenvon Ave., Berkeley, Galif,------- FOR SALE

FAM. FANT, MYST: 1948: Aug--25¢; 1949: Apr Aug Oct Dec--20¢; 1950: June Aug Oct--20¢

1051+ Jan Oct Dec--20¢; 1G52: Feb--20¢ FANTASTIC: 1952: Sum Fall Nov--24¢
FATE: 1948: Sum; 1950: Sept; 1951: Mar Oct; 1952: Jan April June Sept Oct Nov--19¢
1953: March April July Sept--19¢ GALAXY: 1951: Jan Feb Mar Nov Dec--30¢

EALTASTIC ADVENTURES: 1947: Jan Mar May July Oct Nov--19¢; 1948: all exc. Aug Dec;

1949. all but May; 1950: all; 1951: all; 1952: Jan May Aug Sept---14¢

FMNTASTIC NOVELS: 1948: Nov--25¢; 1949: Mar Nov; 1950:July; 1951: Jan April--20¢

cANT, ST, QUART: 1950: Spr Sum Fall; 1951: Win Spr Sum Fall; 1952: Spr Sum Sep--20¢

FUTJRE: 1950: all; 1951: all; 1952: liar Sep--20¢ GALAXY NOVELS: 2,3,4,6,7,11--29¢

CAPTAIN ZERO: 1949: Nov--15¢ IF: 1952: March July---25¢
JLAGINATION: 1950: Oct; 1951: Jun Nov; 1952: Jan Mar May Sep Oct Dec; 1953: Apr--25¢
S. F._ADVENTURES: 1952: Nov--25¢ QUT OF THLS WORLD: 1950: July Dec---20¢
JMABVEL:  1950: Nov; 1951: Nov--20¢ A, WERRITT'S FANTASY: 1949: Dec=-=24¢£

JUNGLE ST: 1948: Sum Fall--20¢; 1949: Sum Fall Yin; 1950: all; 1951: Spr Fall Winj
1952: Spr Fall Win; 1953: Spr---15¢  SHEENA, QUERN OF JUNGLE: 1951: Spring---15¢
FANTASY & S.F.: 1950: Sum Fall Dec; 1951: Apr June Aug Oct Dec; 1952: June~~24L¢
THE KYSTERIOUS TRAVELER: 1951: Nov; 1952: Jan March June #5——-—l9¢

OTHER WORLDS: 1950: all; 1951: liarch June Dec; 1952: Jan iarch June July hug~--25¢
PLANET:  1949: all; 1950: all; 1951: Jan July Sept=---20

S. F. QUARTERLY: 1951: May Aug Nov; 1952: Feb May Aug--20

STRANGE:  1952: March May July--20¢ SUSPENSE: 1951: Spr Sum Fall; 1952: Win--19¢
SUPER SC, STOR: 1949: Sep Nov; 1950: Jan Mar Hay Jul Sep; 1951: Jan Apr Jun Aug---19¢
S.F. GALAXY by Conklin:---25¢ WIONDER STORY ANNUAL: 1950, 1951, 1952, 1953--19¢
Sin7ILING STORIES: 1947: Nov; 1948: Mar lay July Sept; 1949, 1950, 1951: all
+952: Apr May June Aug---20¢ UELRD TALES: 19503 Jan; 1951: Sept---19¢
THRILLING "ONDER STORIES: 1948: Apr Jun Aug Oct; 1949: all; 1950: all; 1951: all
1952: Feb April June Aug-~--19¢ YWORLDS BEYOND: 1950: Dec; 1951: Jan---25¢
2.COMd, SCI, 4DV, BOOKS: 1950: Win; 1951: Spr Sum Win; 1952: Spr Sum--~20¢
BOOKS

Mr, Adame-=ceecea-- Franke—-—eeee-- $.50 d/w

English Editions:
I, Roboteeeee—eema . Asimove--—-- 1.15 d/w The Stars are Ours--Bulmer---—-e—em .80
Exploration of Space--Clarke-—--- 75 The Star Kings--~--- Hamilton--—-~=~ 1.15
(Better reproduction of pictures than in the American Edition)
slian Quatermain—----- Haggard----  ,65 The Blind Spot---~-- Hall & Flint 1.45
Lyesha-—eeammmceeee o P e .80 Adv. in time & sp,--Healy-------- 1.45
Dark Boundaries------- Lorraine--- .80 Atoms in Action----- Sheldon~===-- .80
Tomorrow sometimes comes--Rayer-- 1.25 The World Below-~--- Wrighte-eeeux .80
Oastination: Universe--van Vogt-- 1,25
Tne Return of Tarzan---—-- Burroughs Tarzan and the jewels of Opar--Burroughs
The Son of Tarzan-------—-- i Tarzan and the Golden Lion~---- n
Terzan the Terrible~-=—--- i
The Beasts of Tarzan--—---- n any book by Burroughs----§l

Tarzan and the ant men---- "
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The mags listed in this ad are in good to very good condition; many are mint, Prices
include postage. Money refunded if not satisfied. Stamps accepted to 35¢.
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PLEASE MENTION DEVIANT WHEN ORDERING
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For never again shall ye stand forth sane

When ye pass these portals fey

Abandon hope, all ‘ye who enter here

Thou hast come to stay,
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TS Is IT !

This is DOZFAC, a place where anything may happen and often does. You'll
find the zsniest features imaginable, cartoons, jokes, even contests which you
may wish to enter. This department is for you, and all contributions for it
will be considerad very unseriously!

The word, DOZFAC,--if you can consider it a word,--actually means  some-
thing. There will be plenty of clues given on this and following pages to its
meaning, and maybe if youire a genius you'll discover it this first ish, FHow-
ever, this may turn out to be a long-running contest. The first person who cin
tell me the exzct meaning of DOZFAC will receive a 3 ish sub to DEVIANT, or a
L page ad, free. If tanere is room I'il print some of the guesses next time,
together with names of the guessers. Questions, anyone???
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Willy found the destructoray,

And Ynew exactly how to use it,--
He trisd it on the dog and cat,
And WHAM!--they disentiphoosit.

Little Willy grinned evilly

And held the ray gun hard;

He went in to show his mom and dad
His minus D report card.

--Shirley Seegmiller
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Two schizos met on the street in New York. One was holding his hands
cupped %together in front of him. "Guess what I've got here!" he said.
"The Empire State Building?'" guessed the second.

The first schizo carefully lifted one thumb, peered into his hands,
then shook his head., "Nope! Guess again,"

"The Erooklivn Bridge?!

The first peeked in asain craftily, shook his head. !"Nopel"

"The New York Philharmonic?" the second guessed hopefully.

Again the first peered slyly into his hands. "Uh,--who's conducting?"
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Three ghosts swept through the door of a saloon and sidled up
to the bar.

"I say," moaned one to the bartender, "Do you serve spirits?"
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Cynic: Someone who thinks that everyone is as bad as he is.

Siobes



o FASCINATING FACTS

It is almost impossible to swim in the Dead Sea because arms and legs protrude
from the thick, oily water.
(Whose??)

A sord is a flock of mallard ducks in flight.
(Thought all the time it was what duels were fought with???)

In many primitive societies women do most of the work, while the men occupy
themselves with war, politics, and religion.
(This is primitive???)

If the Earth were reduced to the size of a billiard ball, it would be not
quite as smooth as a standard billiard ball.
(This is making a mole hill out of a mountain...)

Housework: Domestic labor which, if you do it for wages you're a sefvant;
if you do it for nothing, you're a wife...

A classic is something that everybody wants to have read but nobody wants to
read. --Mark Twain.

2 - - - - - - -

Can you guess what these DOODLES are???

£

@

(answers inside back cover...)
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HINKIE - PINKIES

Briefly, you work them like thisg:-- (closely observe the following examples)
bunny's customs---rabbit's habits; seasoned carnivore---peppered leopard;

wild caper---frantic antic; and so on.,.
l. reach for a crustacean 6. attractive plateau
2. cold mountain 7. naughty juvenile
3. unpariicular coin 8. distant luminary
4. immaculate Grennell 9. speedy act
5. tremendous bargain 10, deceased associate

(Furthermore, I challenge anyone to find the correct answer to #LO!)

In the little puzzle below, all you have to do is put the numbers from
2 to 10 in the squares, so that they will add up to 18,--~horizontally, ver-
tically or diagonally. Simple? Ha! You can only use each number once.

One number is already there to help you out..,.

(This is no trick--it really is possible!)

i it

- - - - - -

To make things more interesting, prizes will be awarded for the correct
answers to the above puzzles, All geniuses who send me the answers, of either
or both of them, will have their names published in #2, and rcceive one free
copy of DEVIANT, or two if they have both puzzles correct. Your answers must
reach me by March 20th.

(Who said they thought I should give away MONEY as prizes??? You think
I've got a rich uncle or something???)

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

The next time one of these incurable optimists assures you that nothing
is impossible if you try hard enough,--ask him if he's ever tried lighting a safe~
ty match on a wet bar of soap ...

—=30~=



PROZINE PCLL

For thc bencfit of thosc who didn't see the outcome of the
poll I took last summcr of favorito stf mags, here it 1s again.
I'd likc to thank thosc who helped out, and wished me luck,

- These aren't rated in percentages, as it's hard for somconec
to say, this 1s my list of favorites, in cxact and unchangeable
order. So, if a mag was listod on the 10-choice list, it got 1
point. 172 fen participated in this last poll.

Golaxy-r=r=-memmm e e 170 Spacc S,F.-m-mmmmemmeemeen 55
Imagination=------ccceeu—a- 169 Fantastic--cccmmmmmeacanaom 48
Other Worlds—--we-eeemcaua- 167 Boyond-==-mmmememm e e e m e 46
Astounding S.F.--------=--- 140 FuburC--—--eememmem e e 43
Startling Storics---------- 123 Fantasy Fiction—-=--==--=—--- 41
Thrilling Wondcr Storics---123 Fantagy--=e=cmemeemaaceeo—n 32
B e ettt 06 S.F. Quarterly------e=n-=-- 24
Science Fiction Plus--=-=--=-- 73 Famous Fantastic Mystcrics=-19
Planot Storics-------==---- 66 Fantastic Story-~=--=-=-=--- 12
Spacc Storics-=--ceeea—cw-- 65 Dynamic S.F,---—=m—m—emeem- 8
Pantasy and S.F.-~---~------ 63 Fantastic Universc--------~ 8
S.F. Adventurcs—-=--------- 59 Universe S.F,-c-cecmomeanax 7
Amazing Storics----eea-eca-- 58

Now, since last summer various things have happcned to the
prozinc ficld:

Othcr Worlds, Space Storics and Famous Fantastic Mystories
have folded, and many of the above have either gone quarterly or
Inte an irrcgular schedule. Only IF 1s planning to increase
publication and go monthly.

Scveral of thc ahove mentioned mags were just getting a
good start and had not yet galned a following, such as Beyond,
Fantasy Fiction, Fantastic Universe, Dynamic, and Universe S.F.

Fantasy and Fantasy Fiction were discovered to be the same
mag, with o longer title added after the initial appcarance.

A few ncew mags have put in an appearance: Cosmos, Spaceway,
Orbit, Vortex, and Science Stories. (0f these, only Spaceway
looks promising, in spite of Palmer's boasts for Sc. S.)

Thus, a new poll is neceded. Jack 0'Sullivan, cditor of
Planet Stories, has promised to print the rcsults when and 1if
1000 fen will cooperatce and send me their 10-choilce lists. Al-
rcady I have over 300, so if cveryone recading this would just
sit down and write out their choiccs for me, it would help a
great deal, Will you???

Scnd me your list of 10 favorite mags, omitting thosc mags
which you know have folded. Put 'em on a postcard, if you wish,
but SEND THEM NOW!! And plcase tell cveryonc clsc you know, too,

Thanks...! C., McK.
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THE SAGA

Little Willy,--ain't he cute?--

Is for a youngster quite astute.

He put the tack on teacher's chair
'Cause he knew she'd leap into the air.

Willy took his father's gun

And thought he'd have a little fun,

So when sister's boyfriend came to eall,
He never had a chance at all,

Little "Milly, so polite,
Helped his aunt downstairs one night,
It was such a pity, now they tell,--

That she tripped on Villy's foot and fell.

At the elevators our Willy said,
"Ladies, you please go ahead!"

They went; he'd caught them in his snare,--

The elevator wasn't there,

Our "illy sweet, once in the rain,
Slipped off to visit lovers' lane,

He shocked his mother and 3 aunties,

By bringing back some wet lace panties.

Willy dear, without a quiver,
Shoved his sister in the river.
As her cries for help grew dim,

Yeiled,"Don't you wish you'd learned to swim?"

Little Willy, more's the pity,
Went to visit in the city.
The mayor groaned and purpled fuschia,

My don't they send that brat to Russia?"

Willy sweet, without a fault,
Locked the bankers in their vault.
Then he laughed himself into a stitch,
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For soon they'd all be dying rich.

Willy dear is such a scream;

He gave the cat the whipping cream,

He smirked to hear his mother's sigh,--
Dad's shaving cream was on the pie,

Little Willy, budding genius,

Got a D from teacher, Frenius.
Wiliy wrapped a bomb with care,
Soon had poor Frenius past repair.

Little Willy,--ain't this dandy?--
Put soap inside his sister's candy.
Willy is so thoughtful, that

He doesn't want his sister fat.

Little Willy, full of charm,
Aoputated sister's arm,

Laughed above her anguished wails,
"Now let's see you bite your nailgi"

Little Willy, such a dear,

Shed a solitary tear.

The strychnine he'd slipped Uncle Dick
Only made him slightly sick.

Little Willy, filled with ire,

Set the neighbors! house on fire.

Then he thought it looked so pretty,--
Willy fired the whole darn city.

Little Mlly,-~-ain't this sweet?--
Helped his grandma in the street.
But then he left her in the center,
So the taxicabs would dent 'er.

Little Willy, on the sly,

Guzzled some of father's rye.
bother saw him acting silly,--

My, what a change there is in Willy!

=5, ..
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ANSWERS _TO DOODLES

View from inside open manhole,

Giraffe passing z window,

Bird's eye view of fat woman wearing a J.arge hat,
Inactive volcano. _

Muzzie end view of double barreled shotgun.
Cross section of a toenail.

Fly specks on a ham sandwich.

Mexican riding a bicycle.

9. Dog going around a corner,

A el 1y
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(How did you do?  Would someone else like to submit some for next time??7)

CLOC‘GOFOQODOOOOO000OO000.00900000000000000000
"Oh no, it's in good shape,--you don't need to \_‘_\1 s
have it checked! No--it just busts down 26 : — 2
s - €55
light-years from home!" ; ~0- —;/ \
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In the nightmares of the future,
With terror raging free, _
Crawl the unknown, half-seen horrors
From out of an alien sea,

~ == Carol McKinney
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