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Gy NERELS

In case you're wondering, there's a difference between just any
nickel and ETducated Nickels. One nickel doesn't count so wmuch; mat-
ter of fact, it can't count past five. Tut that's an amazing thing
-~ ten nickels can count to 50 -- one hundred of these marvelous 1lil
critters are so smart, they can count to 500! --That’'s child's play
natchs grammer school stuff. BDBut those 20 wildly educated nickels
that wake a dollar graduate when accomwpanied by lots of other doll-
‘ars, and ten-, twenty-, and fif ty-dollar bills., It's these college
prads that'll shoot Willis across to the Tasfic (Tenth Annual ST Con) -

Sc buy a Willish -- or better yet, send Dave a nice doughnation
for the Willis Campaign -- check or money orcer., You'll get a copy .
of tlie desired Willish just as quickly.

Send MOW! Don't retard your money's education!
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being the editorial

We might as well face it right now. This issue is somevhat
smaller than usual, I realize that it's foolish for me to tell
you this,that you might not have noticed it otherwise. But, there
in ny excitement,I've blurted it out. You'd have guesseé& it any-
way;seeing the lack of page-numbering yvou'd realize I was try-
ing to keep something from you.

Sormeone raises a hesitant hand. —Do you wish to leave the
roor: or have you & question? Oh, You wish me to stop trying to
distract the reader from the main issue with sparkling wit. We
sktould get down to,er,Brass Tacks., In three words,I an to tell
yot reeeisely why in the sanguinary and abominably hot hell,this
issue is wiAnaturally dessicated?

Well,Sir,it is because the material contained herein is the
full extent. of my non~-fiction backlog. Had I niore material to
publish,I should quickly do so. But the wiiters of Fandon have
not besn so good as to supply me with the life-blood of any fan-
zine;I nmean to say—

The gentleman nods. Without further ado,he launches into a
beautiful eulogy about this sterling editor who would rather
send out this piteously thin issue then to disgrace his public-
ation by filling it with second-rate,uh,crap simply to pad it
out,

I listen to this proudly. But in ny heart I secretly wish
that somcone had sent me sorie of this crap of which he speaks
so I could have padded this issue....

0f this issue,though,I might say in the words of a ver¥ in-
ane movie ad,"Very litt&e meat on her,but what there is is
choice." For instance My Boy Gilbert Cochrun's story,which was
unfortunately excluded fron the last issue. (Incidentally,I have
to appologize to artist Chabot for giving the impression that
this was due to laxness on his part. It was really the fault of
the PO. They are so conscientious,of late,in guarding the public
rorals that they cannot take time to deliver nail properly.)
To get back to the subject,we also have two excellent atticles
by two excwllent writers,George Wetzel and L.L.Shepherd. And



there's also the first installnent of a new column,"Goldfish
Bowl",by Fred Chapell. We have another Boggs in the rnaking here.
Can the world endure another? Let's hope so,because one is cone
ing,sure as hell.

IIIII .
..... .

I don't know if I like using this twenty-1b. paper, Time was
when any responsibility for nessiness could be shrugged of with
a It'sthe&%%$#paperohhow1wishtogodIcouldgetsomebetterbutIcan't-
sowhatcanIdo? Now it is revealed that Fhglish is a nessy,slip-
shod slob.

However,there is a certain romance to
nessy nineography,which I will now lead
you to appreciate. After all,only thus
can onc anderstahd the agony,the Blood,
Sweat and Tears that go into publishing.
We seen the din echoes of another page
here.and underssand that this shows where
the poor harassed publisher printed on
the roller of lwe machine, Inagine,if you
will,hér soul-searing agony (and stomoil-
blistering soliloquy) e&s he crawls under
the torture ricehenism to clean up the
?ess. Here 1s spreading black stain;it

s the firet hint of a tearing stencil.
Bhis page will have to be retyred;soneday that nmag will be a
Collectors iten,having two versions of page X. Little good it
will do the publisher—at this rate he'll be in his cool grave
long ere then.

Learn to recognize these signs;only thus can you apprecitte
the tfue glory of fandon. It is a proud and lonely thing to be
a ran!

L] ..

i tafa et gros Sl P
At this point I night nod my approval of Shelby Vick's page
2 advice that you buy a copy of ny Willish. It's a worthy cause,
and,too,you'll want to have a copy. Also,you night get thw Wil-
ishes of ny compatriots,hereafter listed:

OOPSIA! —-Gregg Cadkins,761 Oakley St.,Salt Lake City 16,Utah
MADX(-Dick Ryan, 224 Broad St.,NMewark,Ohio
SoL-——Dawe Ish,914 Harmdnd Rd.,Ridgewood,lV.J.

And now,an end to this nass of scintilating huriour and sparke
ling wit,not to mention at all delightful personality.
I GO POGO! .
fannishly,

July 1952 #4 o~

for the behefit of those who tuned in late ,FANTASIAB is a fan-
zine which is published quarterly and sold at the emorbitant
price of 10¢ by David English,whose new address is 516 Deer St.,
Dunkirk,n.y. trades are welcone;contributions too;subseribers
also. the End




BYGIMDGYI COC})FUH
One tvu f <:“£§§ﬂ\
wrns off DuPont
graf avenue in sSan Francisco's

China Tovm toward the water front,the
street is SO steep thot the street cars
aTe cable cars. A DerTon of stens leeds
dovm to *the pagerient entrance that
has over its door the chinese characters
that denict the words:UNDER THE CHINESE
1100N. A large TOOLl hes tables at which
one mey sit and watch the risque chinese
floor show,and 1isten to rfast jazz music.
However Ah Chin and Mu Yet two chinese
gentlemen aressed in neat business
suits,passed through The mafin roor o
. apnd entered a TOOm at the rear. <$ff/'
A large and evil chinese thug N
greeted: woo Yen envelopes heT children.”
wyes," returned Al chin,"The Moon watches,else
one rwst wahch onetsell.”

‘he zhinese thug passed the two through a hidden
door and they climbed dovm a long £1light of steep stairs.
And entered @ hidden and deeD underground street ,making
their way along the narrow and 1sw ceilinged street.
They pessed d4oOTrS revealed by the light of 0il lanterns
vracketted on the stone walls. Ah Chin sniffed the odors of Op-
jwn and srimtel perfume,and spoke: 'What demon is being throned
in the minds behind thess doors?" Mu Yetb voice rode on the

S WERE. - N ey



sound of laughter and jangling bracelets,that came from behind
the door:"Perhaps those ghost like little incubl who come from
abortions ate being bred hLere.” A hrutal faceld chinaman car-
rying pistols ih his belt hailled:"The naster awnits wou two,"
and he wnved them shircugh = door. A3 Lh Cuin and Mu Yet entered
a large wichly Turnishoed oxriental room,a rotund chiness waars=
ing 2 crimec: roba spoke frow is seat dehind & flat Sopned
desk:"be scated and tle Gods will speak throuzh my voice." Then
ricing #2d pacing about tne crimson robed one hegan in ths
tone of one tarowing his glove in the worlids Tace;¥Tine hes
run out,the great one ir Meongolia must ve assnt his gocda, Un-
derstand this Mu Yatj;the greet one has 82i¢ he will not wait
longer., 3¢ recitve now the list that you have. ™

v ¥et direw a poper rrom his pocket and read es hu snoke:
"Two hundred and forty,mens,and one hunir<i and sixby womens,
finger rings,bousht cscond hand ix maum 3hOpS,at an avelie.
cost of fourteen dnllars ard ten cents each. Five hundeRd WrXes
watches usel end pawned,and bought by me at an average cost of
sixteen dollars and twentvy eight cent3." Mu Yet recited on and
on & long list or used clothing,mens,womens end chillrens,at
last he rinished. Ard the crimson rched one struck a gong,and
a very becutiful young chinese womsn came and stood baside
him. Once more the crimson rcbed one seemed to throw Lis glove
in the worlds face with his wordec: "The great one in Mongolda
and shemars in She oréer of chumanisp will wear and use these
goods formeriy used bt emericans so that Mongolda and America
will bacome oune. Suudreds ol Mongoldans will live and mcvs in
the spectrwa of the emerican public mind." The crimson-robed
one pauvsad and indicated tis chinese woman beside him,who wore
a long iur coat that completely covered her. "“Lu Shan knows
how to corntoct the Great One's agentn,allcw her to direct you
Mu Yet,and you must ~tort your truck load of goods moving be=-
fore dewsn berausc hHime has run ont.? Ths silence of an under-
groundi wiscc settdod on the rockgand M Yot became aware that
all three of ke one's in the ro~m with him seemed to use their
powers of vision to see around the edge of ths darg-colored
glassus he wore. He felt a cold fear filter into his feet from
the Floor of the 'mierground place. Then the crimson-robedcone
was saying: "You mist leeve at once,a plane that is like a
flying eacer will ve at a ranch in a few hours,vcou must be
there to mect 14,0

The lavge truck was rolling swiftly along the road that
‘winds up M+t. Chasta ,Muw Tot whe was driving used the wheel in
the riammer of & orlpple using a ervtch:Hanging cun the steering
Wheel v~ hea 2 dazcd awareness of tie shoughts banging wbout
in his mi=<. de was really John Green a white man,who nad lived
and !.criied as a voy in Hong Xong,how to act pertoetly the part
of a chinese natibe, He knew that only his eyes whichenrre not
slan*ed,could give him away. He Had entered thz 1life of San
Pranciséoes Chinatown,disguised as a éhinaman in order to get
material for a atf. novel. And had worked his way so far into
the confidence of the crimson robed master of the underground



street,that he had Yboen caommidsiocnod to buy e lisd ef wocd elas
thing and jewelery,to be used by the one known only as the
Great One of Mongolia:To work magic and spells on the public
mind of america. Green's thoughts stopped as he felt something
probing intc his eyes behind the dark colored glasses he wore:
He turned his eyes from the swift moving ribbon of rcadway,
that was moving under the wheels of the truck. Lu Skan who had
been sleening on the seat beside him,was awuke and staring at
him. "Zoon the mongol agents will be taking our us=3 cpangles,
and garments to Shambali,” she stated. The truck stoppsd at a
ranch house and a white man came out,his name was Henry Squires,
ansd Ureen learned phat Squires was aun agent of the Moang~ls,and
that he ard Lu Shan knew each other. As the three cntereda the
rarch house Greern thought:This game was vecoming daugerous, if
they learred he was a white man they would Killi hrim:lie was not
like Squiree,he had posed as a chinese,yes he would go to the
police. he would not betray ameriva. Moving in a daze or thoughts
Greea allowed himself to be introduced to @quires chinese wife.,
Thern he scaved himself in a chair in the living room,he noticed
that two email children were stabing atv hin.

Oblivious to his surroundings he was aware that Tu Shan had
placed a gless of wine in his hand,and he began to drink it.
"Yes," nig tnoughts told him,"One will perhapp not lecav:s here
alive,they ¥kmncw cne is a white man. Then he became awarz that
Lu Sha» had renoved her dress,and that the others were exclaim-
ing about wha+r a wonderful dancer she was. He discerned that Ly
Shar wes aaked except for a silvery spider web and opiler that
covernad ncl middle. She began to light cdgarettes oue after
arotliar sine piaced séveral burning cigarettes in her arm pits,
Adroitly she piaced burnirg cigarettecs in her naveli,in her cars
in her vostrils,until she was a writhing and contorting,female
demon cavelopcd by the vapors of hades.

And then Green made himself try to get up from his chair,
and when e could not move he Knew his wine had been drugged., He
couid hear the others exclaiming about Lu Shan aqad her deiice,
which w¥s now a cloud of cigarctto smoke made to sway ani billow
about the madly gyrating Lu Shan. The cigarttte smoke »ceame a
visicn s«sorcen,.nc could see the crimson robea master of the hid-
den wnl:ui-ground strect,sitting in ah undcergrouad room watching
a darviung girie. He could feel the eyas of Lu Shar and Squirces
probing ozhind his glasses,they kXnew he was white,thsy knew he
would tetray them:His wine had been drugged,hc could anot move
to esczpo,smoke was billowing about him,he felt as though spme-
thing was burning him----,and then he knew no more.

Tne Police Department of San Francisco lists John Green
as missing.
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of g houls

S DREAN-GATE and OTHER MATTERS

by George Wetzel

I.The Drean-Gate: In Loveeraft's "Dream-Quest of the Unknown
Kadath" ,hc spoke of varioms gateways in
Hpaam®indcthat gave access to the waking world,describing theh
dreaniand wood of the Zoogs,which touched the world of men in
two such places,as shining with a phosphorescence from a fun-
gus., In "The Nareless City" and "The Teriple" are nientioned re-
pectively an underground phosphorescent abyss and a drowned
tcnple with a mystertous inner phophorescensze,which two locales
are perhaps the two,among various,such gatcways allude& to in
the drean novel4 Also,there is a comingling of the world of
drean and the afterworld of the dcad in the Lovecraft dream-
land as evidenced,in the drean novel,by the presence thcere of
Kirg Kuranes:whose body was dead in the waking world,

II.GHouls and Gargoyles: In 1918 Lovecraft wrote "Nenosis"
which was one of the most important
poens he penned,adumbrating the conccpt of the drean~gate and
its nearby lurkers. But besides that,"Neriesis" foreshadows bits
of the Poesque underground landscapc of "The Outsider” ;jpartic-
ularly thesc lines:Tren

*T have peered...

At the nmany-roofed village laid under

The curse of the grave-girdled ground..."

The degenerating painter in "Plckman's Model" had a chill-
ing genius in the painting of faces,which,Lovecraft wrote,could
be comparcd in their hellisymess only o the gargoyles of Notre
Dane, This comparison was re-iterated in the drean-novel when
Carted,climbing a ladder,"saw a curious face peering over it as
a gargoyle peers over a parapet of Notre Dane."

The gargoyle theme is also found in Lovecraft's "Cormon
Place Book" in two entries which both,I contend,were inspired
by passages in George MacDonald's "Phantastes". Take this iten




eron the "Common Place Book"™:
n"Unspeakable dance of the gargoyles—in norning sev~
eral gargoyles on old cathedral found transposed."”,
and compare it with the passage fron "PhanEasEes",CEapEer tIv:
nT pecane conscilous av the the sane noment that the
sound of dancing had been for sone tinme in ny ears.
I approached the curtain quickly and,lifting it,en=
tered the black hall. Everything was atill as death,
...but there was aosonething about the statues that
caused ne atill to renain in doubt. As I said,each
stood perfectly still upon its black pedestal:but
there was about everyrone & certain aib,not of
motion bus as if it had just ceased fron novenent.
...I found all appearances girnilar,only that the
statues were differentlgnd differehtly grouped."”
The second atemcIron the "Cormon Place Book" is this:
"Ancient cathedral-hideous gargoyle:nan seekd to
rob-—found dead——gargoyle's paw bloody.",
and the passage to corpare it with is fron nPhantastes" ,Chap=-
ter XV:
n,,.But I saw in the nands of one of the statues
close by ne,a harp...l...laid oy hand on the harp.
The marble hend...had strength enough to relax its
hold and yield the harp to ne,"
And finally knowing Lovecrafit's penchant for quaint hunor,
I suspect that the Teason gargoyles were considered by hin
descriptive of ghouls was because "gargoyleﬁ"suggested the
horiophonic ngar-ghoul” (though I attribute nothing to “"gar").

1II.Ideas from gawthorne: Lovecraft recorded in his '"Cormon
Place Book" seven ideas obtained
fron Hawthorne's " pmerican Note Books" and sone of his prose.
Howser ,Tive such borrowed gerr. ideas have relevance to the
ghoul thene variations of HPL just considered. To begin with,
there is this idea copied direct fron Hawthorne's 'inerivan
Note Books":

n,,.a defunct nightnare,which had perished in the
nidst of its wickedness,and left its flabby corpse
on the breast of the tormented one,to be gotten rid
of as it night."

Lovecraft Jjotted down,besides this quote from Hawthorne,a
variation of it. When what descriptions and habitations of
Lovecmaft's ghould is considered——that is the fact they linger-
od near drean-gates and were perhams the enbodied nightnares
of such a realn--it is quite possible the above two Hawthorne
1leks were thought thusly by Dovecraft.

Though that is not conclusive buk slightly speculative,this
note in the "Cormon-Place Book":

"Man lives near grave-yard-—how does he live? Eats

no food.",
is not equivocal. Lovecraft obtained it directly frol Hawthorme's
"Doctor Grinshaw's Secret” Its ghoulish hints are too obvious




for corment. _
There is one more idea,borrowed fron Hawthprne,and its

vardation in' the "Cormjon Place Book". The original in Hawthorne's
own words is in his "imerican Note Books," however,for Decen=-

ber 6,1837: : 'S

nStories to be told of a certain person/appearance

in publiv,of his havigg been seen in various sit-
mations,and of his naking visits in private circles;
but finally,on looking for this person,to corie upon
his o0ld grave and nossy tormbstone,”

That is the Hawthorne quote, For comparison here is the Love=-
eraft version from his"@omrion Place Book":

"yisitor fron tomb-—stranger at sore public concourse
followed to graveyard where he descends into the
earth."

But the variation on this that Lovecraft jJotted elsewhere in
his"@ormon Place Book" concerning in essence:"a nian observed in
puhlic with features and jewelry belonging to a dead nan"was
used in Lovecraft's story "The Festival",

IV.Boston Underground: "Pickman's Model" ,according to ‘Mrs.
Muriel Edd¥,an old friend of Lovecraftths,
was inspired by a trip he once took to Boston. That story ite
gelf is doubly interesting in that it i1s the only story that
he lavished so rwuch background research and local color upon,
The tunnels used by the ghouls in this story have,or haé,their
real counterparts in that city.
: In 1840' excavators in Boston'®s old North End,when digging
fougdations for houses on the east side of Henchman Street,
found part of a sub=surface arch,which,up at least to 1900,
could still be seen in part in the cellar of one house there,
Subsequent researchers traced this tunnel to the Sir Willian
Phipps house abutting the Copps Hill Burying Ground in the sane
neighborhood. Sone antiquarians said this tunnel was bullt by
a Captain Grouchy,a later owner of the Phipps house,during the
French Wars,for srnuggling purposes.

Another such tunnel was found extending fron the Willian
Hutchinson house on North Street opposite phe old Hanc¢oc
Wharf near Flebt Street.. .

The narrator in "Picknan's Model" has a fear of the:;:Bostoh
Subway which ninor incident Lovecraft undoubtedly developed
fror: knowlege about the tunnels in Boston's South End=-an over-
all area,incidentally,of about one nile if $he tunnel area of
the North End is taken at the the same tinie. One such South
Fnd tunnwl ran between Province Court and Harwwmd Place,issu-
ing on Washington Street. A passage bmanvhed ofif this one ané
extended inder the Ptovidence House and the front highway ecast-
ward toward the saa,its outlet apparently somewhere near Church
Green between Surmer and Bedford Streets, These two tunnels
were closed off in later years by construction of the Washing=-
ton Street Sibway.

In the "Drean-Quest of Unknown Kadath" Lovecraft resorted



again to actual lore of Boston when hc has Qu»tor uvtdse the
ghoul possessing two grave-stones,one fron the Granary burréng
Ground atop Copps Hill in Boston,the other fror a Salel grave-
yard, The pilfering of gravestones for use as door steps,chin-
ney tops and window ledges by Bostonians 150 and more years ago
is an actual fact, Lovecraft,in this passage in the drean novel,
speaks of the ghoul Picknan sitting on such a gravestone, ¥stol=
en" (and Lovecraft used this word) fror: the Granary Burying
Ground in Boston. Apparently he shunned the known historical,
"huwian” culprits,and blaried such prankish pilfering on the
<houls, Which goes to prove that lovecraft had& a dry,if not
gueint,sonse of hunor.

UPHEAVAL
by Isabelle Dinwiddie

Earth arose and shook herself
Then settled back again,

But where once a nonntain stood
Now was an endless plain.

Sonie rivers sank underground,

A few new ones were born,

Chasns lay where once the fields
Rippled with yellow corn.
Secrets hid for many years

Were now revealed this day.
Graveyards opened up their tonbs,
The dead I could survey.

Sitting on a marble slab

The devil laughed in glee,
Hidden things were now a book,
Written for all to see.
Garlic-wreathed,the vanpire's shake
Was secen beneath a pall;

A shining silver bullet v

Broke a werewolf's thrall.

Sone coffins nade just for one
Were now containing two,

TLarge bones and little bones
Had rolled out into view,

A skull resting on the ground
Turned over,to ny dread;

A coral snake had crawled within
The enpty,eyeless head!
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IKewn roAle

Sonetines I fiund nyself thinkigg how generally pice PEODY.
are. This type of thinking is quite alien to me,being a Brad-
bury-Wylie learer nostly. I don't know why I try so hard t6 be
a neaoziniat, Just by riy nature,I'm not. Sonething like the case
~t Beethoven in reverse,l guess. He was one grand exanple of a
pessinist trying to cobvince hinself-—and the world-—that he
was an optinist. I try to convince the world-—and nyself-—that
I'n a pessinist. _

Now I rwust adriit it—I'm not. By spouting dark and cynical
rerizrks in ny counversations with the nundane nicrocosn (the non-
fan world),I've ganaged to acquire a goodly little armount of
ego-boo. And a ruzputation for being a queer. (In ideas and con=-
versation unly-~nuts to you,Laney!) Add to this the fact that
I'n persistent.y a fuggheaded radical,alwoys coniing up with new
and revolutiopary ideas that would sct the project being under-
taken back about ten yeurs.,and you get in general riy contacts
with that huasc,unbelievable rultitude of cnon-fen.

- - - - .- . L - L L L - .
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The editprial "we!¥ has always intrigued ne. All kinds of
edltora~—fion the nost dignified pros to the lowliest fanzine—
are alwarys able to squash the irate- reader-letter-writer with
the single word “we”. Perhaps,as someone once suggested,it nakes
the irate one think there are too many of then to beat up. Or
rnaybe it conjures up the riental irage of thousands of others—
not editors but personal friends of the editor and other readers
of that mag. They all seert to fall under the influence af the
powerful,yet subtle,"weft. All are staunch friends of the editorn;
all uphold his views,do as he wishes at his every beck and call.
All will protewt hir: to the death,either theirs or his. 4nd in
the latter case,they can be counted on to take the rost drastic
revenge!

A complainer just doesn't have a chance against "we"!
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After roading various articles,letters,and pieces of sate
irical fiction by Richard Elsberry in various fanmags,wkt nomine
ate hin for the title of "No. 1 Spoiled Child of Fandon."

%S ol oA R N SO

Well,it has to cone out sometime,I guess. I an now-—and
have been—carrying on a feud with Ken BeXle of the Bronx. Very
few pecple know this;RBcfle is not one of then,

Now EcAle wasn't quite the worst faned to exist,nor is he
quite thc worst colunnist ever TS existe=and he might be (though
I doubt it & nilce guy to thcse who know hin personally. And
just as persorally,l have no desire to ¥now hinm personally.

Oncc upcn a tinme,we traded letters for a ehrort tinmc,conver=
sing upon Ars. Ho i.as very good taste,cxcept for his preoccup-
atior with ou=bop, But it's hiis hie insufferable egotisnm that
gets me, It's highcer than the Manhattan skyline and broader then
Moscowitz. It 15 a thing of evil inecarnote. It poscsses BoAlwl,
He is its slave,and i% 1ides his loft shoulder—ATS right be=
ing occupied with the responsibility of kecping fandom togeth-
er. For Boﬂlc is fandon—just ask hin, If anything cver happen-
ed to Lclle,faron would go to pot. Possibly theore'd be a wordd
erisis. Scnetines Bellc says,he gets a little tired of kecping
us orc¢incry lithtls fen togehbore

mat 1'd hate to be rosponsible for is keeping Beflets
narblesttogother.

¥ think hcfe crazy! 2

PURPOSE
by Ton CovingtoX

Space is a noat,a lifcless goat,

Sprawlgd in whatever it sprawls.

And few have trod on its bodily
sod

Oprsct foot in its unknown stall.

We earthricn alone sat at its bone

Or play life in its dead tisgsue.

And wherever we wander,there's rot and squander
As we dig,and gorge and chew

So are the rites in the inevitable nights
Of all that have lived for a day,

For that which is born wears and i8 worne
And we provide the decay.
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When I wao nine or ten years old,arneighbor boy and mye
sclf killed a scurvy half-starvcd kitton in a cruel nanner., We
beaf it to death with a Coke hottle.

- Leaving it lying forlornly in the tall grass where it had
met out 'ush for death,ws Ilirped guilitly away. Returning the
exr?%o salve ouy conscierces by giving il a decent turial,wé

round i% had mystorioualy aisappeared.
For menuuns theresfrer ,we beoame very interzssted in Sunday

.
Schoc? . aud the prosplet of salvation for ou zinsg, During intim-
. = P .b" . - .
e momente;wa oncke heltingly o sach ovher of the prospoet
of somo wire vondcquonce befalling ud Ter our murder, Graduwally

]

the suriace recoznitisn. of roar of revrivuticn disappenred,but
1t menilentad 1ts312 in othsy wevs

Colli hzrde would teneh me in the Jouely darkness of the
night., 4 veics wouild whispoi of the ctermnl dronnstion that T was
SUre Vo surier for nr wickedness., Banh little ile I told,the
Secret doubte of M parents au! God iy wishes f'or the power to
ceotiey comezone tnas had hart:317 of vihese compined ve haunt nme,
I new I wasllcost:ilended for sa wliarnity of darmztion,

One Jay;ir t:e ccourse rt mny avid reading of eraerything I
could 12y ar Lands upon,I came upon Hitie Mole.” B3gar Rice Bure
rougis spened the dewr, Fromethers it was a prace Yo read them
all. Eer with Wells and early aditicny of Wonder Steries,
Amazing Stories anil Werewolf Teles,TI feund Allies. They dared
to brealr the tavons of conventional thinking,and,most imperte-
ant,vo 1y nind,they were not stuck dead in their tiacks.
Thanks to these sarly writers,I had been inibiated into the
wondsas of using my imegination without fear. I was delighted
with my new-found power. However,like an underprivileged kid
with his first toy that he breaks in his enthusiamm,I went to

extremes.

hia




I displayed and flaunted my new thinking. Mother burned my
books and magazines,forbidding me to aquire more of them. Also,
she began nightly sessions of reading the scariest chapters of
the Bible. She was going to'"savé" her boy.

Needless to say,she only made them forbidden fruit. And,
worst of all,she laiff the foundation B8r resentment of religion,
Of course,to her credit,I had never %o0ld her of the "voices",
the imagined suffering théid was too vivid for a young mind,in
the "lake of fdére." How many boys take thetr mother into their
confidence?

Years rolled by. Religion was for fools. Reading only clut-
tered up oce's mind/ Science fiction was forgotten in the hec=~
tie races to live as completely as possible. Life was too short
-=-hore today and gone tomorrow.

But,deep dowiu,;ny fears stayed.

Savagely.tlev were repressed. They were blamed on Ptoo much
thinking." Hunting rishing,pleving cards,drinking,chasing women; .-
all were brought Into piay tc kalt this evil ability to "Imagine®

War! No Zreelicm, Fnforced idleness, =~=Science fiction mage-
azines. At first to kill *time. Then a sudden remembrance, They
began to live again. And with them,sgo0 did I,

Blinding light ccnfuced me, All my velues had to be reorgan-
ized. The things that are made shiny and attractibe to appease
the lazy minds of society became as dust. All it needed was wipe
ing aside,but it was hard., It had seemed so real and was so easy
to live with., But Science Fiction wor *“his time., There was no
going back.

Frcm the ragged edges of the pulps,tvo the absorption of
psychology and the behavior of pevhie,IItravelled a steady
course. Rigiul back to tie Bible I had turned from in fead,so
many years before. It btegan with the secret,that in my oppinion
ismnot fully recognized today,of not being afraid to thinkm
think,and thiunk! y

All men's progrpess has stemmed from what in their tirme was
called wild thinking by by brave men. Men not afraid to admit
they didn't know everything. And,using this for a base,gt in
search of new and different truths.

Except for Science Fiction jarring me out of my nice little
rut,I would never have had the courage to taste,at least the
dust of their passage,the frmits of the broad,excitige road
they found.

La cucharacha, la cucharacha,
Ya no puede caminar,
Porque no tiene,porque le falta
Mari juana que fumar.
-—Charlie Korrol

’Damﬂ'
DorTo Ricawns
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‘%gg BEALE: "Max's cover is quite good,I think—one of his best.
our own interior artwork must've caught me in a pleasant rood.
Anyhow,I seen to find it cute,which was not the case with the
stuff you sent me,or that in MAD. Of course it atn't all on
that Ligh pilain. Nevertheless,I do feel that you have a talent
for cartooning,so I apologize for the low opinioa I've had of
your puzst artwnrk....g Aunyway I found the picture story on
page 12 irdefinably cute, eomchow,end the gamit-of-emotions
Jobs on paged 15 and 19 ditvo. Your other inside stuff shows
that same free oni easy attitude towards artwork thet charace
terizad SPACEWART ,which doesn't make it good,y'understand, I
care nct for the 1lldscs8igned "John Be Trene® (a psuedcnym if
I ever hesfd one) nor for Mre. Deniniek?:s ftll-pages job,whick
was,nli ia 2ll,pretiy sickening. The othusr 1,105 are S0-80
except for Krueger's and Rotsloe!s,which are better. Nothing
to shout about,nothing o pov.#.."

D MACH DO JR.: "Nn, 3 is a definite &mprovement over your
ast 138ue. The wwe book reviews were excellsud. I nope you
will ceontinue tihis type of featur:s. Half the en joyment of read-
ing a bAck-vevisw Is in learning the likes and Gislikes of the
reviewsr. Fverrone 1ikes to cormare opinions.# Fireatcae's
"Fortissize" wos also good., Strange news iftens are alvaps in-
teresting to fans,for thesy malce s wonded ebcut the unknowns
that still surrsund us in this advarced age,# Miss Stcephens!
"Lucifer'’s Bridc'was a bit of enjcyabae space dremna. The poem
coulC be prophecy,ror the idea ¢ a jinx siiip may crop up once
more when internlanetary travel is cormmonplace and rockets are
numbered in the hundreds. Even today, some vessels are consider-
ed to be jinxes.# Seibel wrote an ariusing parody on the writ-
ing of a space-opera. A great ammount of humor can be derived
from this sort or good-natured satire. Fandom has its share of
sacred cows.# The use of cartédns to illustrabe stories and
articles greatly wnhances reader enjoyment. Pleasec continue
this prpacticc. The heading for the lwtter section was good...."

Cg%%LES WELLS: "I just calded up Lee.# I'm about to diec laffing.
wouldn't be that funny bus for this: I sont Lce a note the
other day,signing the name of my music toachor,A.E.Wilson,ask=-
ing for a sample copy of 0. Just now I called her,ostensibly



tp tell her I coulfn't get out to thq/%b>FZas plenned,but reald
1y to f£ind out if she'd recieved the note. She had. After saying
boohoo at my not being able to show up,shw told wme about the
note and dtRcd kmoufafybody named Wilson én 46th St.%# She also
said she seut him a note telling him to call her up and giving
her phone no.# But @y rusic teacher is Annc Flizabeth ilson!

I can picturelﬁ\ﬁﬂmﬂf”nfkfacw now when she hears *the feminine
voice of my <54 year c>3 nmusic teacher,

~ ey . l
[ QD():{LLﬂaraxgﬂBOEJO]DO‘ﬂ'
ﬁ"Goodly Lord! whai a wit-=.apper thou orti™ Wondesful!It does
ax Keaslor's and my hearts_gool to hear of this nale victory
in the War cf tie Sexesi- &7

USSELL WATEINS: “"Groater Love,by Venauble,was a very good pilece.
oF Tanfictran, .f he?d only chenged.the ending someviral, it
wouli*ve hecn exeellent, Tnat port/ruihed it for me.# How to
Weite a Story was interesting also tho the style is a biy
crampod,I think.# Mivestona's ertiels didn't interent ne nuch.

I cap buyv Fate If I cere for sucla gtufi.;# Now to Duanecjhere's

an article I ontirely disagree with and I don't thinkx Duunc is
suep of his cpirion either as he doesn!t write it in a confident
manncrT, Live had these Teelings he mentions and 18m posiiive
that IA¥enot drcanide.those things that T felt had happoned tbe-
fore for 1 usuallv can clearly recall ny dreand.ahnd when I've
felt as if "I've been herc rercrc” I'm sure that I've rot been
to such a 8inilar place. Inde@d.I can't explain this phenonen-
on but I wouldnit attempt to oxlain it awsyas sinply as did
Duml n-'o"

—— JT—

A Iantasy Book Roview

"Sweet spirits of my own dementia progcox! wombwaile
ing guidocalls reechoing throuzhout subcavernousterran=
eans! fica, fugao. cornucopious fuzalations in depths
in in i in @eptas arbveitung verstakthBeight....l havé
juct reaa thoe ¥ill of Hreans! Br tae brazen buttocels
of thal brimstone bellona who lells in Lakes of lava,
nevcr in my 1life have I read c? even Iragined that such
a piesce of escupist litorature existed. He is superior
to Dunsany and Alzernon Blackwood whe though not an .
escep’ct may te classed with thom. The booksis £illed
with black nagic, The man’s powers of prrchcotic inven-
tion are almost uabelievebloecnd his feniliarity with
certain phonomena of sgbnorued psychology is creepy. Are
you acquainted with Tchaikoveki's schorzl? especlally
the weitz=-cchorzmo of his f£ifsh? It roves in this sane,
weird,uncanny way. Now I wich I wuoro dead.”

~Quoted in Scabrook's ASYLUM
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