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FAu1asIA3 is published (haha) aomewhat quarterly byeoh,who is that
fellow now;I know it as well as ny own nane-—-David Engligh (heh,heh)
~t tiie cign of the raised Unmbrella. It 1s pubdished—= That reises an
interesting question,why 1is it published? (hee hee) Material welconed
unleas it is non-fiction,in which case it 1s more than welcome, All
oppinions expressed hereinare not neeessarily those ofthe editor or
Pedro Roﬂrlguez Faraco;however,riost likely they are,since I hold the
blue penec'l;in which case*still Pedro should be absolved from all
dhoa e or blﬂne. (oh! aren't we too dammpeéd funny for words!) Sihgle
copies copies 10¢:4 issue subscriptions for$l.oo (after #6,I nay wish
to show o profit (hoohooboo)).
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The hardest thing about writing an editorial is deciding what to
write first. Many fanzines have gilven up editorials because of this
probleri. Several editors have gone to an untinely fannish death [rom
Tretting over this. However,I donoy worry about this at all. 1 start
off with the second thing. :

In this case the second thing happens to be making whatever appologe-
ies there are to be made. It seens that one thing that should be ap-
rologized for immediately is the paper. I had hoped to return this
sott of paper to its accustomed station in the bathroom. But,alas,it
was impossible.c<For anything better,They want two dallars a ream. And
T wouldn't pay two dollars a remm for anything. Most particularly when
I ddn't have two dollars,

Also I promised,in iAducing some of you to subscribe,that this issue
would feature a fanzine history by Dolor de Cabega. Howver,Dolor pade
H't sent me the thing yet,so how can I publish it? I cannot. Too,there ,
was a small matter of a much-touted story by Gilbert Cochrun which
T was to publish here. Sent it to Henry Chabot for an illustmation.
Ain't secn it since. But don't fret overmuch on
this, They'll probably both arrive tomorrow.
Anyway they will--I hope to Ghu~~be in #4 .

Between issue 7#4 and this one,I'm going ﬁh,//<_‘if‘\~—é%;w
to publish a specilal issue dedicated to Q\<f? (8
Walt Willis. 1t'll cost you 25¢ a copy,if o -

you want it,the profit from it going into o
the fund to brihg Walt to the Chicon. The <;Ei>\517
{ssue will be composed of reprint Willis ) .

£

materidd and profusely illustrated with % A
drawings by Sﬁefﬁy Tick and me. I think L Frene
you'll want a copy, SO send me thosc quar- Sais
toers, This xissuw won®t be sent to you as part

of your regular sub.

L " 4 hoped to bring you this issue by aspceial new publishing pro=-
a- 3., but,unfortunately, it was impossible. The proccss was noy as ful-
v developed as I thought. What was-this process. It's called poncr-
1e-g publishing. Not using paper,as you might know,would certainly
aut cown cxpenses. Well,anyway,I ran off abouy a hundred without pa-

v +7 mailed tiem,but no one seened to like them. No letters of con=
.unt ~=.e,no suBs resulted fronm the sample copiesyne nothing, Maybe
t.ev weren't delivered since I didn't put stamps on then., But they
~1..,11d have been. I asked the mailmen how much postage I'd need on
tirer',and he said since it was printed natter,none. I really wish those
of yvou who got copies would write in and gibve me your oppinions,because
eveil if it isn't neatplt sure is cheap. a /A

/Hlis nose was so léng it was ( continued on page twelve}/ &ég:)
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1~ OP JORBAN WAS SHOVING ME THE HOUSES, There were two of Chem, and

|__) they stood at the erests of fine roiung lams in 6 niee residen

i tial suburb, And I asked Pop how it was that they were both soex

L actly alike,like twins,almost, And of eourse Pop had to tell me
the whole story,and so I ak putting it down here,...

* * 2 L ¢ L J *

It all began,I guess,when Bop was made Construction Engineer on the
newest,highest skyseraper in New York City,about twenty years ago.Podp
had just graduated from technical school,and it was his second big Job
really. And so he was mighty proud of his building as he saw herclimb
ing,girder by riveted girder,toward the Manhattan sky. How he coddled
her,and how he ruled with en iron hand over the workmen who elimbed on
her constructionesteel frame,but adl the while instilling them w i1th
that love and pride for what they were bullding:and, incidentally, the
same sort of feeling toward Pop himself.... '

Well,the building was a two-year job,and Pop loved every minute of
working on her. He supervised all the other supervisors,and all t h e
vice-supervisors and assistant-vice-supervisors,and personally instre
ucted the workers on every Job no matter how simple or incidental, Of
nights he pored over the architectds drawings and structural bluemimts
familiarizing himself with each and every rivet and joint of her,

He watched her grow:the skeleton shot up,and on it the sub-skeletw
on. And the skin of fine white stone and shining steel and shramne and
clear glass. Tier on tier,and storey on storey,level on level, up 125
floors above Broadwny. And he wateljled her innards take formeoh,most
delicately,for a orcature of her size. They installed generators in
the sub«basement,run off atomic power,the first of their kind.And the
arteries of pipes and wires spread out and up,ever upward,l250 feed a
bove seca-level, The elevator shafts and the polished,noiseless cages
that slid smoothly in them. All of it,he watched it all grow,and h e
knew it,and he loved it, It was,in its day,the mightiest building end
the mighticst machine pver produced by the hand of man.

30 when it was complete and the time for occupancy arrived,he sét
up offices on the 125th floor as a consulting construction engineor-,
.l sctbled down to the life of ease the building had made possible
Tor hiw, A

They were good days and good years,enthroned there in his
Lry tower 1250 feet above the vulgar hust2d and noise o f i
eregrvday life. Living in a different world of chrame and | 4!
glnras and the smooth humming of eleotricity along the arter- [ f
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ies and vains of the building. Business was good and he built a legend=-
ary reputationi;working ail over the nation:supervising the construction
of the Claremont building in Chicage,and the Golden Gate Tcower im San
Francisco,and the Ohio River Mart in Pittsburgh-~but ever he came Dback
to his tower,the one he had built in the very beginning,

The city changed outside the:huge plate windows of Pop's office,and
the skyling shifted as nqwer and bigger structures arose on the islaidd
‘arid -dominated the metropolis,but *Pop wouldn’t have traded his first job

“'for any six of the newer struéthures. He would sit in kis piush efflece ,

and looksout to-where the 'coptérs buzzed among the duilding tops and

- ithe steel traffic ways stretched like strands of a giaat web from dulld-

ing to building,andl think to himself that they didn't build now 1like
they used'¥o in the old days....

Yo Andeon vnosof dhesenfine, lazyrdays Mo Wyelif;the owner,walked into
Poptistoffice so_sayrthatzhpgig¢end¢d to sedl.the building and ¥op mu st
vacate. Heimust, have: expeeteds trouble because he had brought with him
a" lawyer to explain the whole thing-to Pop according to law,

Pop jumped to his feet.
> b '3 ¢ 2
MSellin® thevbuildingt What,in hell%s name for?"
+ OAF Y. [ena P10 Lo A%
It was going,the lawyen,explained,to be torn down and a new 250 sto-
ry ‘skyscraper erected on the site.

Pop put his,foot down. Hard. And on the lawyer's toc.

'+ "I11% he damned (if you are!"™ Pop -shoutcd."Why,this here's the best
buildin' in the c¢ity of New York, Besides,when I build something IRuiléd
it permanent!"® '

The dewyer rubbed his, toe and explained in a very carefully control=-
ded rvoica that if Pop didin't control his. temper,he could be sued for as-
sualt and battery end that if he .refused to.vacate immediately,he would
berewictead by court order,. Mr. Wyolif looked uncomfortadle.

"Sue me for salty betterics,will you?" exclaimed Pop. "I'm nHev er
Jeaviag my buildinz to be vorn down:' And he kicked over the chalrw.
the lawyer in it and stalked out in a rage.

"Pryang to make me leave you huh?’ mutteéred Pop as he lot himsclifdown
in the auhomatic elevator. "Goin' to tear you down,are they,oll gill? e
But (E<1l not let tem." Ana the slovator responded with a throaty hum as
it et him offvat the firsv floor.

Pop went -home and 'wravcked his brains .trying to figurc a way out of
$he mess. A8 far as was pracbieal, fheye was none, Mr. Wyclif had thelaw
on his sidc,even:though a matiner discoufirnted law,at the moment .And the
assualt and battery sult worried Pop. He didn't want to go to Jail. Pop
thought about it for a-whilc in;an attitude.of gloom and finally stag -
.gered off for 'a:few hours sieep. .

He had been in his tower office about an hour the follow - o
ing morning when the teclepnoue rang and it was his secretary in
the outer officey Mr. Wyelif .aad-his secrctary were in the oubte| -—
er office,and would he see thom please? Ycs,Pop would sec them, ‘
The lawyer walked warily in behind Mr, Wyeclif and sat down un=- ;)
comfortably in a ‘chair’ in-the far corner of the room. He wasn't |




taking any e¢han.es.with Pop. He rumaged around in his oversized brief
case and threw a paper with an official seal on Pop's desk. :

"That,™" he snépped is én order for you to appear in court a week from
now." 550 W ' . ;

?
1 »

"For not vacatin' or for knockin' you down?" Pop inquircd dublously.

 vFor both," replied the:lawyer coldly. "There are laws—"
nyeah,;¥ said Pop.'"More!s the pi%y that meathead stumblebums likéyau
can take advantage of fem." : : - -

3 AVE Slnadil Y jnitoned the lawyer,"add slander‘and defamation of charac-
£c# to the charges as-soom:as I got baok to my office, You'll not get
away with this."™ He rose and edged toward the door; My. Wyclif rose too

"probably not," said Pop sadly. He got up and opehed the doorfar them
"Well)gbodbye,gcntlemen." s T o

The lawyer stuck his:nosé'ih'the air and marehecd out of the office ,
followcd by Mr, Wyelif. The édge of the outcr office rug abruptlyf turne-
ed up,and both men went-flying.

The lawyor picked himself. and his bricfoasc up off the fldor. I ' 11
remember that,too,”™ hc snapped,vhile he and Mr, Wyclif waited for t h ¢
clevator. rrescntly-the cagge came up and they both shot downward like a

. flash.

Wcll,thought Pop,guess I may as well pack up and get out too, He am=
bled morosely back ‘into his o jce,and oanne out his dcek,packingwhat
ne wanted to keep in a epmall travelling bag that he kept there,and thro
wing the rcst into the disposal unit. He zipped the bag closed and went
out and rang for the clevator. One came up and Pop got in and pode down
to the street floor,feecling very,vVery sad. =5

When he got out on the gtrect floor,there was & erowd of persamel
gropped around one of the shafts, Pop set his gtuff down and wandered D
ver to see what the trouble was. B

"Two guys stuck between floors,"'said a florid faced young man onthe
edge of the crowd. "Cage won't go up or down,"

"hat!" exclaimed Pop{"Ridiculous! I supervised the elevator con -
struction mysel8, Can't do thae."

"Did,though—1isteni" _
#clp," cried the lawyer's voiee, "Welre stuck'
Top strode over,to the door. "Oh~-ho! It*s you,ch?" he said.

Luraduntshouted Mr. Wyclif. vyout dgmned dbuilding is going to pileces
alrcadys" - . :

"No," said Pop, "Not going to pieces.” And it wasn't, Pop I . l
xnow. The building,that legendary machine,was alive., It was on|. /
Pop's side. Dt was trying to help him:it didn'T want tode torni 07 \
dovm. A , i

s
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1Get us out!" yelled Wyclif,

"Well now!shoutcd Pop,"I don?t know if I " an.*
"Hell you can't," oried the:lawyer desperately. ®You bullt the thing,”

"%o,I did. Bit there's conditions to be met beforc I can gect Hou out

"Eh?" yclled the lawyor.

"M¥ hands arec tied," repliecd Pop. “You seo,I'm_a_criminai. I've cOm =
mitted 'salt with battcries.Now,if the suit was to be droppwd—"

"Mfhatl1?2?" the lawyer scrcamed.

"Phat's not all," consoled Pop, "If thc building wasn't going to b e
torn dovme'

"iihat(?" shouted Mr. Wyclif,

"Ity afraid thercés nothing I can do,then,” said Pop. "Good day to you
gentelmen," ‘

"ait!” serccohed the lawyer., “Jordan,you can'te= It isn't human!"
"An' a happy New Ycar,! shputod Pop,boginning to walk away.
"Stop," hodlered Wyelif, "It won't be torn down-—="

“"How about,.e."

"Alright,alright,” §8lled the lawyer. "I'll drop sult,—Now get u s
out of herel"

"Wait a minute,” eallecd Pop, He pulled a piece of paper out of his
travclling bag and seribbled on it with his pen. Then he took out amll
of string and tied the paper on it. " He hooked the pen onto it and lww-
ercd thc works into the shaft,

"Iff you gents will sign your names,I*1ll have you out in a Jiff v," he
called. ‘R

"Shylock!" sercamed thc lawyer. Pop heard the pen seratching.He pull
ed up the paper and inspeccted the signatures.

"Get us upl" shouted the lawyer
"Qkay," said Pop to the building."Let ‘em up.

THe eagec Trose noiselessly,immediétély.

* % kX ook kTR ok 3k

nind she was so greatful for me, savin' her and for COIHN" B0 peesmisionany
1ifc,that she gave mec a little present," said Pop to me. w6, u
scc ,therc was & male buildin' nexy door,and she was a femalc—
but we never oxpeoted anything like this."” He gestured torardtiac j;7
housed.... :

"No," I breathed.

"Yep," said Pop,hadpily. "Twins,” e




4t is easy to write what {s called a story? Then it is
obvious that you have never written onc,beeause it is not an easy task.
Too many things are requirod,inaluding among them a gset of irmn nerves
—nothing less will doew,hair of steel wire,and a vivid imagination.
This latter,however,is not so necessary as the others,being as anyone
can purchase it in a bottle~which is what I suspect oertain authors of
doing. Literacy,however,docsn't gecm to be too important®,and if your
scienec is a bit awgy,that!s all right too because the gencral rcader
docsn't know the differencceesometines,

Of coursc,a bit of learning never hurt gnyonc,and if you want to scl
any of your ccneostions to the more intelligent magazines,you should ¢
h-ve a Tew wroellent words of suffiogent length whose mcanings arc sSome=
what vaguc to you but not to the readeryso they ean comment at length
on your nental sapasities, This makes for a lot of publicity for your
ability to writc . And semeC solenec thrown in herc and therec is good
too—if you want to write about the moon,well,wveryonc knows there arc
clouds covering thc surfacc,or gomething, I forget,but never mind,bc-
cause after the readers have road the story,they’ll tell mc whether 1I'm
right or wrong.

All you nccd for charactefs 18 an alleapound dad-guy drapcd in robes
of blackcst black-—a sinful monster that you cavy in his uninhibited ac
tivities,cspccdally as pertains to,ah,ah hh haw=— The hcro,of course,is
always dressed in a spacesuit of the fincst matal,covering hinm up to
his very chinny,chin,chin-no,that was somewhcrrc else,l think=-—,thc
hcroinc of coursc Tuns around in a breathtakingly sdanty suit dcsigned
to give her a eohd and causc you to run short of brcath. That shc's in
dignarity with the knight in sgining armor means nothing: Who carcs,
ceccmt a fow old fuddy-duddies. and other organizations designed to quall
adl suclh vicarious activity.

¥hile you sit there,do you wait jmpaticntly for jdeas to flow into
your head? /And sit? And sit,and sit? In a fow moments your spccidal
hoir eorcs in handy,does it not? But cvcn such good hair docsn't last
1ong that is why I have on forcmost authority that most author: who
writ  arc bald;if you're bald,that's a surc sign of genius, I think.
Artcr vou've pulled all your information out,you thcn turn to wour
ner- eonsolation,which soon puts you in a cuphotia of fecling
—oursclf a genius with thousands and thousands of good idcas. S

o

|
M i
1

¥ TL00s TT0TE:There is at least onc famous writer who can neitlw ¥
re.d nor writc,but who dictates his storics to a secrctary. .




you cluttcr up good typing papor with your happy idcas,and thc nczt
norning when you wake up with a hcadashc and road it,you scrcam at

the waste of such prccious paper,and how eould you have thought that
crud was good? You start to tgaP your hairgbut it isn't therc anyuorc,
Only a smooth skuld is lcf¥,and that eauscs you:no cnd of frustration.

By this téme you havc what h&s beon tcrmed by thosc who have suffor
¢d from it,quivcrosis of the nervvssccs,and you quivcr over to the
bed and flop: down om it, But &ocs this ‘experince ourc thc budding
voung genius festering in your soul?. It ‘docsnoy=whuman you arc,you
know,and humans don't know:any bettor than when to cuit. Eventually,
of eoursc,you bcoome an author,if you live .long cnough,and all tho
factors ncecssary don't burn out on you, Morc power,1 say,to thc fcl-
low who can do it,bceausc he's got What It TaRcs.... &?w‘
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+ " T"YBUFFLOCON!
From & lottcr from Joc Fillinger:
"Now a weo pit about the Bufflocon: It is to bc held

. May 3rd & 4th. First Plans wecrc ito hold a.3 day affair,but
ool 2 of the prospectivc attendcees would have boon un-
ablc to got thcerc for threc days anyway. Movics whll bc shown
‘both days,for those intcrestecd. We arc not going to show the
shoeker typc that flooded the serech a.few years back., FANTAS
SIA is-a possibility, Fairly ocrtain arc a couplc of short
£ilms on the.V2 rockct,from-Bell Aircraft. At prcsent I omn
onl, . . an approximation of hotcl avvemodations. The approx
5o zute is $3.50 for atnglcs$2 .50 for doubles. On this v
Foo T tc imow if you wish to double up.:We; will lct cveryor.
e Gefinitcly about this as soon as oud cormittc in chnx
fomgee in thelr report. When you let us kmow-definitcely tnatb
you can attend,wc wbll rescrve a room and save you thc trou-
ble of rinding one yoursclf, A largc attendancc has boen

pro iscd,but we necd you to makec this ponvention a real suc-
cocs We.guarantsc a good timc. If you don't havc onc,it wil.

be your wen faulbt.s.." a0y =
For norc-information writc to; Joc Fillinger,Jr.,148 Loodom ,
4", ,Buffalo 8,N.Y. A
/ /
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‘A“By Eyg Firestonc

£ ML3: Have you heard about the bird cangsters in Great Britain? They
steal milk. It started back in 1921 when a certain species

Tlew around puncturing tops of bottles left on norehes. Today there are

at least cleven more species in this raclket. Itthas been said that some

cf them follow milk carts and open bottles while the driver is malzing

a delivery.

And theh therc is a cat named Jiges who lives in Brazil,Indinna,
This cat,when dining on cheese,uses the last scraps to smear his facee—
then vmits outside a mousehole. The aroma .entices unsuspecting nice
right into his paws.

Docs anyone remember the report,iley 4,1950,The Sunday Timos, Naw
¥ork,about the winged cat of lMadrid,Spain. Vhat napnened to 1t? This
Angora,one year old at the time,was exanined by doctors who declared
the wings were real. Forried br a tyne of cartilagc,they vrere ten-inch
fur-covercd wings sprouting from the middle of her back and folding
neatly over each side.

2. .30 SREERAT R L. pa wn
(ACE CUBHES: All of you probably have read or heard about the huge cubes
. of something hoving the appcarance of ice,which fell 2t in-
tervals from the sky over England. lLast year came the report from Sgt.
Hal Shapiro,then in Alaska,stating that in February (1951) there werc
iciclew clinging to the roof edge of Hangar No,1l,twenty five feet long,
Which broke into cubes as large as two fcet square when they crashed to
the ground. Tt

HIGH LIGHTS==-AND IOV: Crand Rapids,Nov.20,1950.(AP)~-Red flare seen
shooting over Traverse City last week. It was
srotted by two conservation department workers. A search revealed no
clucs. Last Saturday night a similar flare was reported shooting over
“wrthern Michigan. Some peonle said ‘it was red. Two observers described
-. a8 "a tadpole with blue-green head,and a red tail." S s g 1 R akd b, ¥
wuffolk,Virginia,March 13,1951(AP) —Reports of a mysterious light
on the highway reached the sherrif's office, Deputy Sherriff Hurley
~ones went out to investigate. On a‘dirt road through a wooded arca,
.8 repotted finding it. He shated that it had the appearance of a
2l252¢ automobile headlight about six feet off the ground,and alvays
fedol out before passing—and therc was no car on the read. It is still

varinished bussiness for the sheriff's office., .

RETDPT Fulli A PHYSICIST: “"The atoms 'in yout head are exactly lilfe those
in a stone." 'On well—stf readers arcn't like

5

other people.




OLD NEWS BUT WORTH REPEATING:Oxford,England,January 6,1951 (Reuters)—
George de la Warr,mechanical engineer,
claims to be able,in years to come,to focus his camera on the past

and produce photograrhs of great historic events. His instrument,pro-
duct of twelwe years rcsearch,is based on the theoty that every event
that has ever taken place still has its trace somewhere in the fpom

of enrgy waves. George de la Warr claims his apparatus can catch these
radiations of the past and register them on a photographic plate. He
told Reuters his equipment is still in the early stageés of develop-
ment. De la Warr,46,is an associate member of the institution of civil
encineers and a fellow of the Royal Society of Arts. He is working
with his scientist wifie and two other scientists in a private labora-

tosy lhere :
X v

Jake Tool,the village drunkard told
not horse or man.... ¥ith drooling 1lip,of having, seen
A thing not eitlier horse or man dbut-
¢ Doth, _ _
Was hooted at for having such a liafs
: spdaen, 3 =,

And Alden Sims recieved a mental drubbing toO~
His was the place,here Jake would pase to
swear : '
‘He saw the creature,set a trap; . o
And would have had it,only sometne loosed
i the snare ' -

But since Jake's nightmare rides no mre,
‘Curiosity and wonder dinms,
Finds vaguely odd the disappearance of
the girls ‘
Who worked till lately for old Alden Sims.
o i —-Genevieve K, Stephens

A stove-in freighter,Lucifer's Bride; : ' _
Bound for Pluto-——death along side, "lucifer¥s bride....
In the beginning,a queen of space, :
But there was evil under the grace.
Bhe pulped her crew on her maiden run,
Headed her course straight into the sum.
Outwitted there she bided and waited
But space men knew her evil fated.
Two on this trip,theee on that,
How many maimed,only God knew that,.
Iow a freighter with a securvy crew
And suicide fluid to run her through.
Bootleg stuff that corroded and ate,
Leawing her worse than pirate bait,
e more trip and the old gabhs done;
“necifer's Bride on her last bad run.
Off course a little,but let her ride,
‘Tine to correct it-——space is wide. .
And no one knows what happened then
But she headed off on a fatal bend,
Off en a tangent to kiss the sun,
Lucifer's Bride took thé @lory Run.
~—~Genevieve K. Stephens

"i).
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A THING OR THREE (continued froripage two) ([i)

Eaward Ludwig,1942 Telegroph Ave,.,Stockton,Calif.,
writes that he is getting out a fanzine;it's to be
called fantastic worlds. It will feature material
by fans ond pros. Thney're paying for nateridl
at 3 to 10 dollars per, The subscription

price on this mag is a dollar a yecr or
o quarter a copy. It sounds like its , E?
worth that. 9.

Say,look,in future issues,I don't want to 5oh“: o
depend to much on fiction,since it would be too : L{}f

much of o good thing. However,I nay have to. This issue

has depleted my supply of non-fiction. So Jow about some of Hou who
can write articles doing so? I can't,so don't look at me as though
you expect me to write the issue nyself. ,

There is some good fiction pilanned for #%, There's "Fear of Eternity
by Neal Clarke Reynold and possibly o story by Richard Alexander Kirs.
In the issuzs to follow will be "The Doy of Judgnent"',sort of a com=-
panion piece to "Fear of Eternity," by A.C.Catania,and "Martian! by
Toby Duane,and "The Success of Sweet' by Bill Warren. There's also poet-
try by Orma McCormick ~nd Isabelle Dinwiddie. And this will be comple-
mented by o lot of fine articles by various people on various subjects,
which I'm sure I'1ll recieve,

I wont to zet a good supply for the future so that I can stencil it
and run it off in a leisurely nanner way ahead of time during the three
month interim between issues.

Does onyone know the address of Jerry F., Cao? His copy of #3 was
returned,

Also,do any of you have copies of the Mexican promag,los Cuentos
Bontasticos for sale or trade. If so,let me know what you'11 take for

fover)
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for them. But keep the price low,since 1 want cuentos fantasticos,not
preclos fantostlcos, Faia: :

o de ' - fannishly ~
P.S .‘,:: . ’ h " ; . . [S P’ :
In lieu of Gilbert Cochrun's story,which I couldn't publish this is-.

sug,will you take a poen of his instead?

¥

He was billed as the worlds greatest naté dancer
He really was an ‘impegling and alluring prancer

Wealthy ladies would #£allow hin from city to city
Monks leariing of hin exclaimed:"A pity oh a pity."

His act on stage was a movenent of ravished feet
Gave feriinine eyea a Very exotic sating replete

In a dressing roorl the Bold Bare Ducliess of Spain
Said:"0Oh greatest of dancers irmunize me to pain

- But in the duchéss's strong and rappurous enbrace
Of the human nan there ‘discppeared every trace

And there was fevealed a nen from an alien star -
And he,said;“Dear Duchess,we rnust travel very far.if

A flying-saucer‘carried the lovers to Agharti
Tibets underground cepital of the dilletante

el T§4§ There the underground king who toys with the world
) m%\Said:"Duchess and Dancer this world is whirled

- % .\[{. i?:-".',‘
%@By the magic the stat race sends to the humans above
} \ V" Causing then to flower with the seeds of love."
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AVE YOU EVER beeh in a situation that segmed fa-
miliar? Did you ever have the fecling that "I've vech here
beforet" And have you ever wondered if you could have gone
through a similar experience in some strange,previous incar-

nation.

Could be. This fecling of remembering is not uncommon as
a basis for sociencc-fiction stories,or at lenst os & bit of
salt-and popper ndded to the main plot. People hove becn
xnowm to moke a greab deal of it. _

Suppose you've never bchn outside of ‘New York state in
your 1ife,though you've driven around a bit,apd then you sude
denly toke a trip to Chio. Therc you are,breezing mertily <
long the rood wherc you've ncver been beforc,and all at once
you say to ycursolf,"ﬂoyt My gosh! I've bcen here before. I've
secn this plucenboforo!" And you begin to wonder, .«

Well,you pr-bably have sccr the nloece before. The world is
a big nlicc ond-a pis Fedobarn is o big rcd barn,a tiny town-
1ct is o tiny tovnlot,and © doublc curve in the road here is
just ltke o double curve in the rond back therc. Of coursc
the pleece i3 fomilinrt iMost things in our cnvironment arc
fomilirr to uj,uore or less.

Wow let's tekc o more. scvere jillustration.

Bob noticcs Jonc at a dance and is favorcbly improssod.
Thoy begin to have chanec moetings now and then,ond Bob de=
cides to ask Jano for a datc. Well,let's sec. The govm Casino
15 a nige plnecihe’ll toke her to the Town Casino. Slowly,in
nis mind,he formulates the idea of how tho datc will progress.
He gocs around for & couplc of days,day-drcaming of this datc,
Perhops one night hc netunlly drcoms thet he ~md Jonc go to
the Tovm Cagino and t£olk about this and hak waeo

Marnbtimepdanc hos noticcd these chancc mcbtings with BoB,
and she too is favorcbly imprcsscd. "Maybe he'll ask me for
o date,"™ shc hopcs. Surc,meybe he'll toke Bor to the Town cos-
ino.+s And she drecoms about this possibility,cs pcople will.

Then Bob approaches hor ond osks her for & dote,and surc
cnough, they ‘go to the Town Cnsino. Maybc Bob happens to men-
tion thnt heo drcamcd ho took her to the town casino. Hey! Well,
whet do you know? They're soul matcst It's tclepathy,clrirvoy-
ancc,the worksi

And the conversation gocs nlong,ond Bob,hoving drcomed this,
mentions somcthing ho also said in the dreom.If hc Eos any
rorsonable idca of the kind of girl Jenc is,thc conversation
oo 1will follow the dream prctiy closcly. Wclllt This is somc=
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thing! Bob tckes her home after 2 while,but during the whale cven-
ing both Bob and Jone ore hounted,not to mention intrigucd,by the
convbetion that both of them have denc this boforcd

Well,they did? They drcamed about it for quite a while.

Next time you think you've donc somcthing before,try cnalyzing
it beforc jumping to the cogeclusion thot you've genc through this
in anothor incarnation. ¥

Hey...I've got the fccling I wrote that onec boforcigpnaybe os
Shokespeare,or Miltoneee : :

BEYOND THE END OF TDE 274

Editod by Rrcderick Pohl =yl .
B ANV = Permobooks, Gorden City, | A AN
Py \ 7 Now Yorke- 35¢ Y B NN
e 3 W o Ll v

Personclly If've always had o fondness for anthologlcs=——as long os

. they don't contrin the word "Best" in their titles (the cditor's i-

dcas ond my own itwariably conflict). Thercfore I mny be forgiven
for scying that I 1likced this book.

My onc ccmplnint about the book is the introduction-=too short,
~nd obviously slentcd ot the proviously ncn=-scicnec-fiction rcading
audtecncc,it contnincd the usual drumming for scicncc-fiction cs "pro-
phctic." About thc most asininc renson I ccn thinlk of for cither ro
rcading or writing scicnec-fiction.

Boyond tho End of Timc contains such nomes cs:Asimov,Kornbluth,
Lcinstcr, Brodbury,von vVogt,H.L.GoldgWright,cnd others,possibly less-
cr knovmns It contains o good scikcetion,ninctben storics in cll,from
all the major magasines in the field. Morecver it includes a moodw
piece by Bradbury thatI think is cne of his best:"There Will Come
Soft Rains." Most readers are probably familiar with the story of
~ the house of the future after an atomic war jad wiped out humanity,
but it's still well worth re-reacing. And,myself,I'd like to see 1t
“in any anthologies that I night buy in the future,

The Asimov selection,"Heredity",is probably the poorest in the
book,and,ccnsidering all the emcellent work He has done ,cersaiily
jon't a fair selection to introduce him to new readers by. A pair
of tvins are separated .at birth,one:to be raised amid tge highly
develoved earth civilization,the other on primitive Ganymede,as a
seientific efperiment,and without the knowlege of the cther's ex-
istence., At twenty five they are introduced on Mars and given doint
ccntrol of a major business concern. The conflict,what there is of
it,lies in the Earth-twin's dependence on machines and the Ganymede's
reliance on himself. After a boring series of events,they reach a mu-
tunl understandingoof one another's excellences,thus presinmably
proving that mankind needs both the primitive and the machine cule
turé, The climax,for me,comes when the Ganymede twin comes ,
up with aniignorance of practical leverage, How primdtive /ﬁ/ 3
can you get! . e ' Bl ;



Onp of the most charming stories,I thought,was Murray Leinster's
wPhe Lonely Planet., Alyx was a planet-wide mass of protoplasn,a single
organism entirely covering a planet,with the potentialities of intel-
lext but without. the need for the development theresf. After its dia-
covery by mankind,it is irmediately enslaved and set to work for the
. benefit of mankind and the gorporation that controls it. During this
enslavement,it gradually. develppes intelligence on &a scale commensure
ate with its size. Considered a potential menace to nankind becaise
of its abilities the Space patrol sets out to destroy it. Alyx,however,
foils the attempu and escapes from its orbit to wander through the gal-
axy,pursuéd by the Space Patrol,who by now are in a state of panic at
the - thought: that; Alyx will probably destroy nenkind. The catch is that
Alyx lives only to serve mankind . and cannot exist without human com-
panionship. Eventually Alyx leaves the gdlaxy,rescues an intergalac=-
tic expedition and continues onward with such members of the expedit-
ion that wish to accompany it,1iving in the paradise it creates for
them out of itself, And they a1l lived happily ever after. Very good
story.

Beyond the End of Time is well worth the thirty five cents 1t costs.
I recomend 1t'higHI§,eIEEer as an introduction tb science~fiction or
for aficionados who want 0 renew their aguaintance with stories they
have cither forgotten or missed. :

-=ifalt Klein

©° THE BEST SCIRNCE*FICTION
STORTHS: 1951, edited bYE.
¥.Bléiler and T.E.Dikty,
Frederick Fell,Inc.,®.95

This is probably the best of the Bleiler-Dikty anthologies to date,
but as usudl the stories contained thercin are not all the ycais best;
most are,but there is always the dnevitable few incduded to round out

ne roster of authors, The sntroduction runs to léng and pointless exX=-
tremes erxpounding the theology of s-f plot analysis. Such éisrussions
gever fail to bore the easual readeryespecially the noh~fan., Nineteen
stories and ninetecn authors are representec,a ma jority of stories
coning from no one magazine. The Magazine of Fantasy and Science-Fic=-
tion,easily the best mag out Tn this Tevicwers oppinion,is represented
Four times,as 1s Galaxy Science-Fiction,which has risen in a short
time to be one of the finest 1iterate sSpace=-opera magazines published.

Tt's hard to name the best stoxry in the book-—my choice would be
"The Box in the Forest*,by Ray Bradbury,a story of a fugitive scientdst
and his wifle seeking refuge in present-day Mexico fron a totdlitarian
future, Second place would prohably go to Frank M. Robinson's "The Sah-
ta Claus Planet" for its bizarge aulture theme,a plot which has always
fascinated me, In ninetbenth place comes Fritz Leiverts horrific "Com-
ing Abbraction”,1984ish sociological soap-opera, slightly on the phante
asmagorical side.

he dust-jacket is jubenile and poorly drawn ,as Fell's usually are.
If a sincere attempt is being made to aggregate the year's best science
fictiom,vhy not obtain one of the year's best drawings for a cover?

A11 in all,however,it would appear that the anthology,which also
.jneludes such inmoral stories as Bretnor's "The Gnurrs €ome firom the
Woodworlk Out" ,MacLean's wContagion," Mattheson's "Born of Mah and Wo=
man," and Longls "Two-Face" ,deserves a place on every fan's book=-
shelf ,regardless of how many of the stories he has alreedy rcad.

N : . ==Alan M. Grant
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Given:Triangle ABC with side AB un=

equal to side AC;line AD the
bisector of /BAC;EF the pere
pencicular bisector of BC

Egove:AB-Ac

1) AD and EF intersect at G.

Drawm BG and CG,

Dmaw GH perpendicular to AB and
GK perpendicular to AC
FGaCG

Gl=GK

Thercfore trianglc BGH 'is con-
gruentsto triangle CGK
Therefore BHaCK

AGeAG

Therpfore triangle AGH 1s con-
gruent to triangle AGK
Therefore AlwsAK

Therefore ABsAC

Given:AB#gAC Zﬁf they were eoual
AD and EF would meet headeomn,/
Only one straight kine can be
dravm between tho pts.
Construcvion,

Any pt. on the perpendicular
bisector af a lines is equidise
tant from the. ends of the Xine.
Any pt. on the bisector of a /
iy O ulclstant from the legs of
the Juell

Hyp. ané lch of rt. triangle =

Corresponding sides of congruent

triangles.
Identity
Hyp. and leg of rt trianglee

Corresponding sides of congruent
triangkcs

If equals are added to equals,
the sums are equal.

T was reninded of this geometfic odi%&ﬁby James Lewis! startling

algebraic proof that tne equals two (in Bob Silverberg's Sgdceshig)
and tloupht I'd publish it here for your amusement.

In case yeu're wondering Bust why the thing workg out the way it

does,it has to do with the fact that AD and EF would actually intersect
out)lde of tlhie triangle if drawn accurately, Howeverpyou can yell all
yow 7 went about that:it won't do you any good. In order to use that: ob=-

1.ction,you'd have to explain what you mean by "Butside the triangle",

and ol! Euclid,lt seems,never goy around to defining that. So logically
at least,AB is both equal and unequal to AC,

Iflany of you happen to know of anymore stuff like this,I'd appre-

ciete hearing from you. =de.
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t‘D HE SAT IN a littlc rickcty roeking chair,a woman not ycb
old,and ecrooncd a low lullaby to thc baby in hcer lap. A woman not yct
0ld,no morc than thirtv-five,probably,but looking tcn ycars older thah
that. Her cyes worc dull,shc starcd vacantly into a corncr as shc rock-
ed and hummecd. ;

A rustly littlc irpm stove stood in thc middlc of thc room,cold,
There was no coal,no wood,nothing to burn in it. Here in the tiny scte
« tlement,in the middle of thc prairie,wood was scarcce. Coal,haulcd by
mule tcam,or,morc often,by.plodding oxcn,was a prceious commodity,not
to bce sharcd.

If shc thought of Franz,hcr husband,drinking whiskcy in thc warm
interior of thc one saloon of the scttelment,she gave no sign of 1te’
She held the baby in her lap,rocking,the chair making a ercakcty-ocrcak
sound in thc cold silcneo of the room.

Ooutsidc of the littlc shaek,the snowv swirled cver hdgher,always
dcopor, It fcll goently,whitcly,out of a whitc silent sky,like a bence
diction. It billowcd against thc shanty,carcssing the singlc window's
only rcmaining panc of glass.

A quartcr milc up the "strcet",now hiddcn under two fcet of snow,
was thc main part of thc community. Franz Burgher had built his shanty
away from thc ccnter of his village for hds own unfathomadlc rcasons,
At this moment thc big,coarsc-fcaturcd Franz was swaylng toward thc
door of th¢ saloon, His 1littlc money,from thc salc of his last half-
rank of fircwood,was spcnt for the whiskcy he continually cravcd. He
opcncd the door,muttcring to himsclf,lookcd with bloodshot cyos at the
whitcncit and lurched out into tho strect,into thce gathcring dusk.

b

Onc of the mon sitting around the stove rosc,went to thc door lcft
open by the drunkon Franz,and closed it. Hc camc back to his scat,and,
as tho others looked up at him,shruggcd his shouldcrs,then sat down.

Insidc thc shanty,thc cofid had startcd to sccp in and thc
woman rouscd out of hor vacant unsccingness to glve a Sbepit. 7 W
glancc at thc rusty stove. Suddchly thc door was wrcnfhed / |
open and hcr husband half-walkcd,half-fcdl into thc room. The / )
woman stbod up in terror,thc baby in hcr arms, Shc was drcad~

Ay



coal.no

fully afraid 6f thc man, Shc eringod baek gnte the eorncr,looking fcare
fully at him.

He stood in the middle of the room,hls cycs not yct adjustcd to the
dark intcrior of thc shack. Whcn he bececamce uscd to the gloom,hc saw her
and-beran. cursing her in thiek;dbrutal German words. Hc camc over to her
and stood swaying while shc lookcd at him. Hcr silcnee infurietcd him
and hc raiscd his fist as if to strikec her doyn. Her cygs werce pools of
fcar,but shc could make no sound.

But hc did not strikc her;slowly hu lowcrcd his erm. Hc lookcd over
at thc rickcty woddcn rocker. Ho graspcd it by onc.of the uprights of
the beek and dasked it against thce well. The little shack shook as if
a gust of wind had hit it. The chair shattercd. Thc woman hcld the baby
tightcr as tho drunken man,continuously cursing,movcd toward her with
t. enattored upright in his hand.

His intcntion was clcar to tht woman, Shc closcd her cycs and her
lips moved wordlcssly. She waitced,praying,for the blows,

But then,cven through her closcd cyes,she sow a radiant glow, As she
opcned hor hyos shc saw thc club drop to the dirt flocr. Her husband
was staaﬂlng rlgld insidc a gimwxkmg whitc bald of pulsing light. As she
watehed in horribmo fascination,thc ball secmed to cxpand to the wall,
ncarly rcaching her and -the baby/ Shc f¢lt an intcnsc cold as tho glow-
ing light pulscd out at hergbut it rcocdcd inward,toward thc man stande
ing so rigidly in its ccntcr.

It contractcd until it contained the rigid figurec and seecmcd to take »
onn an addcd luminosity. Around its cdgcs,tiny whitc flamcs seemcd to
triclitic ahd lcap,and it thickeidcd, solidificd until thc horrificd woman
zouid baroly diocbrn thc figurc it oontainod Thc cold bececamc morc ine

cns

2

Than it began to fadc., It shook, wavcrcd trécd to rcasscmble and fie-
nally fadcd out to rcvcal the man standing his cycs staring widce~open,
He fell and | lay stlifly on'the floor.

Sho kncw tigt he wng dcad.

She ran,scrcaning now;shc wrenchcd open the door and fldundcrced out
into the snow, Holding her baby,she stumbled the quarter mile to the
first housed. of th'e settlement and pounded on the dooryeollapsing across
the sill when the door: onared

e e 1 e ————— . . =
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Siézoiuaude to clean up:fanZineé has been so tremend=-
~ua.1ly successful that we are plewsed to announce: WE
considey the matter a closcd deal. _

RN —

(Bv the way,if you haven t seen the latest issue o f
SCIENCE AND CULTURE MAGAZINE,you might like it. 15 ¢

oT, l .00 for six:.) ,

: pyed _ -Stanley E. Crouch g
: S ‘ S207 vl ‘Holly Cirecle ;
i - ' ' ' Sterling,Virginio. jﬁ/ \
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How do you dike the heading we have for this department?
Cute,huh? DEA drew it,in case you don't recornize the
style. . ;

Actually,though,the drawing ina cumate-—and It'1d
tell you why as soon I repair the Hatl T _just chopped -out - \¢
of the stencil. Don't know my own strength I .guess. There,
Now,as I was saying,it’'s inaccuarats hecaude the letters i've recieved
could -hardly be symbolized as the sword-pen and poison armed chimera

of the drawing. Most of them were very kind. Here,let me show you a few

of them-—— i
. ‘Dick Ryan,the noted MAD-man has this to say:

....Venarle's article was interesting. There seem to be a few
prime movers in fandom while the rank and file are willing to
sit around and be dictated to. And Qliver's story was better
than most fanfiction. Notice he,sold a piece to imaginetion,too
I rot ruite a lick out of Pope's plege,though I hed the feeling
et the time that I was reading Popular Mechanics or something.
Your cartoon set it off perfectly. "The Girl Who Abolished the
Ur..verse" would have been better with a little more organizat-

ion . _— — .

There'll be more from Ryan in a little while I think. He has an

interpretdion or two of the poems in the last issue.
Now we will hear from Richard Alexander Lirs. His letter 5N
will appear on the next page as I don't wantm to spoil its ef- [0
A

fect by dividing it.
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Orgie porple stf and fun, xeee ut)
Down with oirls,their stockings run b;.ﬂﬂs“ )
David English, thnn or theee, \: /’\ An} Irﬂﬂ
Why did you do this to me? evrn lemos

bt I s/

Fanzines stink and so do I,but just the same, dear dav1e-p1e when
such a pne s yours I See plp pop bim bam-—~cowboree!! Paper Sp=-
lendid,illos too,but someone's nuts @nd I mean you! Big name stf
fans mxke me retch so here's a smalltime stfanbh”Tetch....

Honesttogod,that's what he said., I didn't believe it at fiest

myself but there 1t is.
J.W.Espley,a British stfan writes:

As a S/F Reader you may have mags of @and P/Bs of Weird,Fantaatic
or S/F which you have finished reading and would -be prepared to
send to British fens. These fans would be glad to reciprocate by
plecing a credit with me in your .aane to the extent of one Brite
ish Pub for one American. T em in a position to obtain any Brite
ish Pauh you may want , either museznine or poeket Yook, You would
of course senGg your requlrements with each parcel.

(YUY _eﬂulﬂemeutg would be dispacched 1mned1dtelj to you.
All P/Ps and mags should be in good condltlon as the ones I send
you w1]l be as ver publisher

For any of you .whoe are 1nterssted in obtaining the British mags
.and P/Bs,tiie address -is:1l Gorsebank Rd,,Liverpool 18,England.

Jhlle I happen to be thinking of it for some reason or other,{i
want to thank Shelby Vick for sending me the shading screen which he
sent mejwhenever you see shading like this: - ,or-thiS‘ ;  you
know wne it vs there because~of ¢

Well ,RIbanks! letter in the laot issue sure stirred up a lot of
excite nment,

Thfvwe Jlettors. '

Ruseell Wutlcins wrote: |
followed R.J.Banks' advice and

I am very delighted to -see that you heve/cleaned un yvour mag of
1ts £ilth. Belicve me,he's right and you'll have a riuch better
8ine if you-continue to'watcH it. I'm sure you remember me as
the iastisator of the CCF. Tho' it could not continue as an org
anization it did do g lot of good by spreading the idea around
tiiat fan editors do have a responsiblhlty to fans and their sub
bers All fanzaines are strictly independent but after all,they

¢o sell (most of thcm) and that's why the fans who buv then
should have a say-so in their makeup.

I can't agree with you,I'm afraid Ruusell I believe that fans
publish fanzines for the pleasure of it (they must sinecc they ecrtaine
1y can't derive any profit from it), Therefore they should be allowed
to publish -Just what they please. If any reader objects to tlhie policy
of any magazinex,he is certdédnly in no way foreed to-buy the magazine,

In Fantasias I would like to publish any material that pleases
me,no matter whot the reader's reaction is 1iable to!be: -If you readers
don t like that idea and want me to’ begin publishing only what I think
you will lilte,you'll have to pay me flfty cents a copy for this mag;
Yecause I'm dimned if I*l1l do that: for frec.,

Ta;lng £ stand opp031te that of Uatkins ,we find. Ken hrueger;z/)



vrrit.es

Recieved the #2 ish of FANTASIAS to8hyr day. Reed it today and
was promptly aroused to write and express my ire at the asinine
attitude affected by stéme of your readers. Especially that of
my esteemed colleapue,Mr.Banks., I don't know what's the matter
with some of these guys, I had to go serounging through a fmz
pile taller than I to find xm £¥mit the fipst issue 80 see just
what the "crack-up" gag vas,

I'm revolted by it. These guys whe want to "clean-up fandom"
should start with their own crabby little minds. For, god's sake
pass over the stuff if you don't like it. To stress filth breeds
£ilth. What the /!!!/ issa matter? (This is one letter that will
never see a letter Section in tact)/Keerect)/

And here's the third., From Walt Willis,the non-perpendicular fan:
If I can find it. Oh,here:

v.ol am weeping hot,bitter tears that I didn't get No,.l."Expose
of femfen,bad taste,pure filth",..what have I missed? This is a
notker English injustice to Ireland,and if there is any more of
it,I shall revolt. In fact,many people think I am revolting al-
ready

I'm glad I can't send you a copy of #1 Walt,since there are no
more, Just as well:you'd only be disappointed. Why,I didn't even not-
ice that "Femfen" was filthy until Clean Mind Banks pointed it out.You
have to be moughty sophisticated to be a Censor these days.

Now that the purple dawn of F has been dragged to light,letds
look at the mail about those poems., You may,or may not,remember that
I asked youse people to interpret the verse in #2. I'@ read somewhere
that a piece of writing could mean many things to as many people and
wanted to see what things. First,from Dick Ryan,we hear:

eses''Not In Red Flame:" To me this 1s an expression of the hor-
or of being the last man alive., Before total annihilation is
complete,the instruments that cause it will have broken down for
lack of manpowerx to operatex them. And this one individual,who
may not be the last one alive in the world,but feels he is, 1is
faced with a solitary,lingering death, "Where Shadows Mwet:" I
really couldn't say what this means,unless the poet has suffer-
ed some great would and is wallowing in self-pity. "Identity:"
Rather good. Man and Machine,I would say. In the midst of ever-
expanding technology,man tends to forget that the machine is
his own creation,and personifies it,

First time I ever tried to interpret a poem. On paper,that is,

Of "Identity",Russell Watkins says:

«eve.It was superb. What was it trying to say? Well,...I would

say it predicts man's future with religion., In other words Ma-
chado tnlnks (I don't) that man will consider himself a god e=-
ventusally. Sort of an atheistic viewpoint. Am I right,Machado?

I really expected more than those two letters. Dunno why I didn't
get more=unless everyone was as c¢ynical as J.T.0liver here:

I dmi't Xnow what the poems mean. Maybe they don't mean anyth-
ing. Ever considcred that possibility.

P

3y
Ané with that,we shall bid goodbye to our letter hack friends,

and to the -editor, who one might think from his lengthy comments,is

trying to write the damn thing himself ~0One more word and I run off the
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