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ABOUT THIS ISSUE'S FRONT COVER .

Uhen originclly submitted emong a pile of incidental and
! filler suetches, this issue's front cover, FiCTOR FORGOTTEN a
masterviece by Jack Harness of Pittsburgh, lennsylwenias, w e
esged Jack ta take it baek and work on it & bit ricre with eye
toverd dront cever publicaticne At ecbout this tine, SCILINCE
Fasamor SWLLLITIE instituned its cover contest, and omong the |
Y&y sirong field of susnissions, was LACTOR FORGOTTEN. Hare
ness had not orly re-doue tiae oripingl completely., he had, in
h1s eagerness te turn out a superletive Jjob,y ilnkzad in o series
of progressive scenes, A= you cen fee by it= prementetior. on
this isgue's tosom, Harness! illustration, reproduced nn mim=-
| eopreph in two~-cojor Byackronizeation, won the first priza for
1 outstanding cover submission,
l] ine progresasives are nov being used vy the editor in his
i illustrated calk, “How 'i'o Muolish a Fanzine," and -re but one
11 one more exmmple of this taleat of J.ck iiarness, a yuwg man,
4| mazing & plase of prominence ia tue earcieur ranks for hismelf
I on iis ineviiable woy to the profecsioval realm,

— e — — ——

Opinions expressed cr¢ nct neeesscrily tlos® of the staff, unloss so
gtated == entirc contemts copyrighited 1554 == moteripl submitted for
publicction LUST be ccccmponiod by stinped, sclfeaddressed envelope,
i1 not previcualy solieited, Ilotericl sulnitted is done 80 at c¢on=
tributors own rigk as no rosponscbility is cssuied, though a recgon-
cble omount of coution will be exerted, Printing this issuo; 2 CQ.
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[editorial]

PLAYING TELE PHONE ™~

illustration by Robert Bythway

We used to play 2 game called "telephone," when we were in our |

tence or phrcse started and waispered into one perason's ear, and

| much younger days., It consisted of . a roomful of people with & sen- .

then whispered through the entire string of ployers till it ecnme out -

at the last person and you laughed yoursclf inte e mild hysteria at
the way, "y Saginaw sister Susie lilrea loocusts and lettuce," waa

{ ¢anpletel, clionged to sound like sonething else, - -

In fact, the application of this deadly l1ittle game to our Av- i

. erage lian's existence has angered me to a point where this editori-

el has energed. I'm angered at a group of insidious and unwitting,
but no leas deadly for all tiat, groups that msy have escaped your

s 1

(and most people's) attention, since they are taken as much for the

granted as the Drive-In movie and paychologicnl mind-blaating from

advertising copy.

Ag regaxrds “"telephone," I have seen the practice rampant in the

rank and file, I have seen a youn; girl go to a gathering where she

was tempht that a traditional Yiddish song was an African spiritual, |
I have seen a joke told by a young fellov aquaintance of mine and '/

repeated ten mirutea later so grotescguely distorted as to make your
hair stand at ettention.

This laxmess on the part of those either searching out inform=
ation, pagesing on data, or constructing paths of learning is, to me,

more terrifying than any subtleties of Fifth Column infiltration. I |

assert that: to distort something in the presentation (whether inte
entionally or otherwise is irmaterial) is to alter it so clevorly
that there is no foolproof method of tracing back to the truthful,
80lid foundations from which the malstaotement emerged.

we find this hebit, increasingly evident as the months parade,

in more than a few of the mary mamuscripts submitted to Us. DDIENS

. draws a pretty fair cross-scection of thie country's pro and amateur

writers, and efter blue-pencilling and ree=editing many of them, w e

.find that forty per cent of our troubles steimed from statements made

in a completely fallacious or at leacst irresponsible manner, T h e
reason for this is as basic a8 it is frightening,

Yor consider: build a reputation, whether zuctorial or period-
ical, and you can sgy things otherwise icmediately recognized a8
hogwash; tuis is a necessary corrollary to the “twisted statement®
procesa. You might call it the Yauthority-trusterY structure. I t

walks hand in hand with, and is as necesscry a8 potassium mitrate in |

concluded pege fLor{y-ibree
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= CRYSTAL—‘ BAI_L'NG ﬂ-_:fri'ratf p-aek: i;zgu?:

cartoon by Gregg i-odgson

VIHENSIONS is sbout to fulfill the promises of
twenly yecrs of fonzinea. The professional is
hereby advised that Alpha=-quelity work which a
pro mogazine wpuld ordinerily reject because of
subjcet matter or handling---we want, The fan
is herebyy notified thet work of off-trail cale
,é ibre, forthright bhonesty, logiccl argument and
: any other work he has held off writing or sube
mitting beczuse the fon field was barren=--we
: again, want., DILISIOLUS wants the material to
be published in a KiV YO:LiER, PAKTISAI REVIEW,
onl 75 GALAXY , ASTOULDING, FALUTASY & SCIENCE FICTION,
ATLALTIC, LW WORLD URITING rolled in one., XNo
manuscript or artwork will be overlooked, .We went oply the first magni-
tude material, but we'll develop the talent, :too. For new directiong--=-
look to new uILNSIONS! In tlie next issue;

BusuJllas Si04 by PQUL W exerplifies tue brand of mss. we want, A
story risque in ports, ribcld in others, and entertaining throughout. In
the sage of Little Blue Ikyes, Poul has written a short story that stands
up unashanedly with the best he's produced, but that N0 prozine would be
able to publish. Art by Callforniats gift to modern art, RALPH RAYBURN
YHILLIPS, A milestone in humorous science fantaay,

FALCONS OF NAGAGEULA by MAGION ZOUJER BRAJLEY 8teps into second gear a s
its plot unfurle with freshness, electricity and vitality. lirs, Bradley
bas appeared in severel professional wagezines and this second portiondf
FALCONS shows why she's hit the big time, This is Bradley at her best.,.

PASTICHE FRA: 0BLRT BLOCH presents & motley assortument of Robertla sage
utterances at Philadelphia, A camplete autiorttative chronicle of Bob's
introductions of notables and sly innuendoes, With a full-page caricat-
ure of Bloch by HLNA W, C.4ABOT. (Also, a self-cartoon of Bloch hyHlah,)

VIA :CiiA by RAY SCHAEFYFER, JR, begins what we think will be the most in-
noveting series of fiction picces run in an emcteur sf mogazine in twenty
years, We ¢all them TABOO-BREALERS. Stories too hard-hitting for the
profeassional SF publications, too adroit for the amateur mags. This one
is the first of a proposed series that hes such nomes as Richard Geis N
detgy Curtis and John L, hagnus, Jr, already lined-up., VIA ROHA mey not
be s-f, nor even fantasy, but I personslly gucrantee you'll be telking o=
bout it long after the magazine it was published in is forgotten,Clarity
of writing you would expect to find only in Feulkner presents itself a=
long; with tight, swift, emotional plotting, Art by talented TOH REAY.

A Bpeclal section of SPACE BALLADS by ALGIS BUDII‘L[S, P,H, ECONGIOU, TED
COGSWrlLL, and thie first publication of "IUiE} AliD ROSESH by TiRODORE
STURAGEQN, S0LGS OF LELY SPACE is a seotion right out .of this world!

there will be other material also, and art of the highest quality obtaih~
able. our cover will be a photo=offset illustration by Englandis AL A X
HUNTER called LuPOPULATION with three separate and distinct stories-b e-
hind-the-cover, ULAVE ENGLISH will be back, LUCAI GIENIHLL and DAVE ISHe-
with his new THi SOFTLY ATQIIC BLAST fanmag review colunn. Be here?
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heading by RAY GIBSOW

LVery once in a Yery great while
we become excited about the redipient
of one of our CITATIONS. ihen we dew
cided that .tay Falmer should follow
in the line of notables who have re-
ceived the coveted SFBULLLTIN  CITA-
IION, we wrote to Beztrice nahaffey.a
very good friend of ours, and alsg an “
editor of the Palmer-owned UiilVEASE, thirt een: !
MYSIIC, SCIuNCE STORIGS and FATE. Ve SR
. mentioned to Bea that the reason Hay
| bad not won the CITATION earlier was Kaymond A Palmer-
. because of tha fact that even though
he was unguestionnbly the biggest man ,
in the field insofar as sales was concerned, he had never Given any |
| Bactual, tangible gift to the field, We felt that we must surely |
' hold off till Hay had proved nimself, uow, in the opinions hel d |
, by the members of SFi's stall, Roy Palmer has come of age., Hies)|

magazines, though not of tlie highest quality, show a definite and ]
| Pleasing perscnality, and a friendliness toverd the fan ranks, 1In |
. point of fact, the Falmer Lagazines are one of the few groups left
| in which thie Fan is recognized, With the advent of his three new |
publications, we venture to say that the Palmer Faction will be g
rugged one indeed to cope with soleswise and uality-wise, So, we
sent off our letter of congratuletion to sy, and Bea answered us,
Here's her letter, with the attitude toward CITATION thet both the |
. people who receive them, and we who give them out, have;

bLear Harlan:

-«Just wanted to drop you o note =nd 8zy Thanks, because
knowing you as I do, I don't think You would have written the
lettier if you didn't mean it, We're locking forward to CITAT-
I0L with pleasure.,.

Dee i.ahaffey

The staff of SCILNCw FANTASY BULIETILN tckes especiel pride in _
preseniing its CITATION, tuis issue, to ioymond A, Pzlmer, whose ]
dynamic personality and sperkling ideas have always stoog for the !
originality of the field of science fiction, Ve hope this amall--
but fully heartfelt--tribute in scme swmall way wirrors the suocess
he 18 surely to have in the next years.

NOTE: the.S5lB CITATION has spread its faue even wider still: rec-
ently, a book titled TALLS rui0i: GAVAGAL'S BAR by de Camp and Pratt
was issued with these words on the jacket, “Iirst Award of t h e :
Cleveland Sk Asmociation, ™ Qur first CIYALION was that one. ,,.he |
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- THE SUN SHINES AT MIUNIGHT (continued) 5

Bert aznswered the doorbell and signed for the package, tipping the
delivery boy. He'took the rackage into.the living-room, sat down ° o n
the carpet in fronmt of the gas=-log fireplace ond opered the box, He re-
maved a glogck with expensive-looking mounting end beautifully simpl e
lines, kExamining it with satisfaction, he put the clock on the mantel.
plece and stepped back to observe the effect, y

de nodded with pleasure cnd then did e retake as he looked nt the
eight~inch face of the clock, Snetching the clock from the mantelpiece
he looked agaln, a puzzled expression on his face, - |

Bert dicled a number, and when he got.-hia party, said, "This 4§ s
Bert Arrows, ‘There's been g uisteke in my order, The clock that You
80ld me this afteroon has arrived, Or rather, it isn't the clock that
I ordered. It looks like the seame clock, but this one has  twenty-five
hour divisiona," .
“iwenty-fivel" the clerk excleimed, -%/e don't have ary clocka like.
that." 2

"Well, you did before You delivered tiis one," Bert replied a Dvit
sarcastically, “"Check and gee if you hove any more like the one Yy ou
were snowing me. I'1) drop by bomorrow and exchunge this one,™

lie clerlk asked Bert to hold the line, ond theh returned in a mom-
ent and said, "There must be some mistake, lir,. Arrows,. The clogk you
ordered hs not been delivered yet. It's still here in the store,"

"1 agree obout the mistake, How many divisions has the clock which
1 was supposed to receive?" > N B )

*iwenty-four,.s ' -

“Well, 1'll bring this fool thing back in the morning and pick up -~
the rigkt clocl, =g A - . 7

*Very well, lr, Arrows. LTerribly sorry ebout the error, but after
all, it's hardly the fault of the Store, gince we don't carry s u c h

clocks as you describe, Perhaps scmeone is slaying a practicel Jokeé on -
: o

ygu." : T ke R
. "I see nothing practicsl about o twenty-five hour ckoek on a plan-
et with a rotation period of twenty-four hours, but Itll-get-it straigh-
tened out toworrow, Goodbye,® * ; - e

Sert went back and stared at the clock. “Then he went into the kit-
chen, mixed himself & drini: and went back to .stare Some- more, He looked
at the back and the front and the mounting very Closely to see if h e
could find some evidence of tampering, There was none,

Finally, he wound the ¢lock, consulted his wristwatch and set the -
cln:k at 7:30, or 19:;30 by the clock, Then he dressed-for his dsfe and
went out, .

Féur hours later, Bert fumbled in the pocket of his robe, found a
cigarette and lit it, He sat dejectedly stcring into the ges flemes of
the fireplece, ) .

o whati if he had been o little irritable? That clock thing wa s-
on his mind, and if Janice couldn't SBtand o little irritability now, it

was a good thing he found out before they were married., It surely would -

have been a poor gamble. Just because he urotested going home at eléeve
en o'clock, she'didn't have to get steamy and ive him bacl hig p ing.
rrobably Jjust an excuse to breal the engageuent, anyway,

Sert looked at the devilish timepiece on the mantel, He had th e
queer notion that the clock was impediately resuonsible for all - h i g
trouble, instead of Jusl indirectly. Lleven-forty-five, Twenty-threa-

forty-five, aotually, The twenty -four hour clock was galning steadily-.--

in popularity, The military ‘had used it for decades, ,of courae, . Some=

times, though, it was a'little hard to convert the hours over " .twelve, ..

ihe clock tallied with his watoh, but it could bardly be . right in the
morning. Twenty-five hours] Baloney!

-



6 THE SUN SHINES AT MIDNIGHT (continued)

Toasing the ring carelessly upon the nentelpiece, Bert went to bed
and alept as scundly as if no girl had ever considered glvipg him t he
keave-ho. At arny rate, he had only gotten engoged beczuse twenty-f our
years old is practically a male spinster in his circle of acquaintances.
He was finding the single life o little boring,, enyway. In a2 while hts
measured snorcs mingled with tiie sourd of tlhe new clock striking twelve.

when his alarm clock-rang next wmorning, uert sat up irmediately {an
entirely unprecedented occurance) and began looking for his slippers, He
slipped on his robe and, consulting his watcl, discovered the time t o
be exactly seven thirty-eight, He hurried into the living room, sub-
limely confident that tae new clock (if indeed it were a clock) would
read 6:38 to campensete for the extra hour division., It followed that
tomorrow at the same time it would say 5:;38, 4:38 the next day, and so,
ad infinitum until it was permitted to run down. The clock said 7:38,
even after dert rubbed his eyes and looked egain, He went tc the bathe-
room and doused his face with cold water. ihen he returned, the clock
no longer read 7:38, ‘

How it said 7;40. -

He cursed the clock amd got ready to 80 to work in the office where
he made a very substantial living playing with figures,

miss Philpott, the secretary with the bomy legs, sharp elbowa and
man-hungry eyes, bore down upon Bert, delighted with the opportunity to
be faintly intimate with him, iliss Fhilpott had worshipped Bert from
afar, but he haed warily prevented her from closing in,

she bent down over him and casually (she tried to make it appear),
let her fingers drop inside his open shirt collar and caoress the back
of his neck, she thought the caress thrilled bim, but the truth was---
it made him shudder, I

s, Haggler wants you in his office, Bert," she said in her sex=
iest stage whisper,

"Thunks, beatrice," Bert said politely and walked away toward Mr.
Hagglerts office,

is1ss Philpott returned giddily to her desal, triumphantly aglow. He

had called her Seatrice instead of the usual ¥.iss FPhilpott, " lizybe
soon he would call her “Hea" and then--, gShe sat at her desk, staring
into nowhere =zrkl chewing on the eraser of an already well-chewed pencil.

She was walking down the aisle in a white satin weddingz gown., Bert
was stepping forward to join her before the cltar, He stood tall  and
wide-shouldered, a lock of his dark brown hair dropping down upon hig
forehead. Not an Adonis, maybe, but at least a Tyrone Power,

she jumped as the telephone jangled its way into her daydreem.
"Good morning; Associated Truat and Loan," she said mechanically,

ur, Haggler waved a paper at Bert and said, "Sit down, Bert, my
boy. 4Therets something I want to discuss with you.,"

"Yea, sir?" Bert said inquiringly as he sank into a leather=cover-
ed chair, .

"fou've alwaya impressed me as an cmbitious young man. Cepable,
too. opbut samething is wrong. 4Are you in trouble?' nr, Hagglerts tons
was paternally confidential,

"Irouble, sir? Why, no. \that makes you ask?"

"Your work. - You haven't had an error in your figures in weeks,but
today by noon I had discovered six in one account alene., If it's wmoney
-=," He let the sentence dangle suggestively, _ \

“It's not money, sir, =Really, it's nothing et all. Just one o f
those daya.™ - : ) : .

"fhen why have you spent most of the doy staripng into spacetf™ lir,



THE SUN SAIMES AL MIDNIGHT (continued) ' 7

Haggler roared, making Bert jump, lir, Haggler was a man of mpidly chan-
ging movods,. P ¢ e T A R - =Y | : =

"I don't feel very well:.today, - I'l1l be 2ll right tomorrow,"

. “well, take the rest of the day offs You'll be docked two . hours
pay, of course," ur, Haggler said nustily, “and you'd better be back ©
normal tomorrow," nis yoige fairty dripped withh threat, . o L3

ithe trouble, of course, wus-the ¢lock, Bert had not taken it beck
Lo exchange. .iie was just humen enough to want to dope out the mystery,
it was beginning to look @s if the clock would ruin him first. .

: sert left the office and went.to the. public:library where he leafed
through many enliglitening but unhelpful tomes cn timepieces. There were
aun clocks, water clocks, candle .clocks, ang a. clock:which read count-
er-clockwise, but there was not one tiny hint of a twenty-five hour clock.

The first thing Sert did upon returning home was to look at t . h e
clock. The time tallied with his watgh, There was naq .earthly = reason
why it should, but it did, Bert didn't feel like congidering amy, un-
earthly reasons. DA B - -

The first glimmer of a new thought occured to him.. Iiaybe the whole
thing was an hiallucination. After ¢ll; no one elae had seen the clock.
Sut why should he imagine the extra muiber on the clock? Subconsciou s
desire for more free time? Bah!l - : o SEm 5

sSert paced the floor as he smoked a eigarettey and tried to figure
out some common sense explanation which didn't suggeat insanity. - H e
glanced out tihe window, It hzd already growvm dark, = s ;

1t had to be same trick mechonism that ceused it to ski'p an. ‘hour.
It couldn't be a gradual change that coppensgted for the extrd h o u r
during a twenty=four hour cycle, because the tiwme had exactly coincided
at too maxy random checks, doate % ¥i. By miM ARt e

There was one last check he could malke.. ~l1@ would.sit up all night
and £ind out wnere the jump took place.  “hen he could forget the whole
toing. If the hour hand did juuwp, taat is. He felt a rassing moment of
panic at the thought of this las%t check being wrong, then he -. grinned.
he -thought of the old joke zbout a man losing nis wallet and dooking in
all his pockets save one, . He didn't check .that ane becaugse he was af-
raidbhe would drop dead if it wos not in that one.. g Haas 43

He turned on the radio znd settled down to wateh and walt. . T h.e
tubes warmed up and the announcer said, . YJoes Jour-.clock give . you g
sense of security? \hen it says, 'Five Q'oleck,! does it really : mean.
'¥ive 0'four'? Lot if it's a Gurkenheifer,. tie Clock .With A Canscience.
Gurkenheifer timepieces--," . :

Bert savagely jabbed another button, .effectively silencing the pan-
egyric to Gurkenheifer clocks, Tiiis time he'got souwe nusic, It wa s
Aarry Jawes playing the old “One 0!Clock Jump."  Zert sighed and ouick-
ly aswitched off the radioa, itumnaging through the small bookease, h e
»icked out a book and began to read it, At froguent intervals he would
check the time against his wristwatch, but notaing happened,

bert stifled a yawn, privately embarressed at this sign of wekmess
in the battle against sleep,. The hours droged on, and finally . t h e
nour Hand had crept around to a point between .23 and 24 on the face of
the clock. Almost midnight! Troditional hour qf mystery. For a mom-
ent, a subtle thrill of anticipation drove cwey o1l traces of sle eD.
iwenty-three fifty-five., Five pinutes befgre nidnight, :

. But the tendency to fzll asleep wWas persistent, 2RBert nodded, Sud~
denly he was aware of & change in the room. .In a mgrment, he realized
that sunshine was streaming: through the windowa, He had fallen asleep
after all, he accused himself disgustedly, ... ; W BT

Consulting his watch, he saw that it was twelve atclock, Ho g n.
evenl But he glanced at the clock on the mantelpieca. It said 24:0Q,



8 THE SUN SHINES AT liIDNIGHT (contimued)

{hat was wrong. Twelve hundred would be noon on a twenty-four h ou r
¢look. that oclock was reading midnight!

Udd coincidence that it had stopped at widnight exacbly. It muat
have, though. Hhe checked and found that his obaervation was correct.

fert excianged his robe and slippers for a shirt, coat and shoes,
and went out to get & cup of coffee. He walked out the front door and
ran 1nto a saocking revelation.

His well-trimwed lewn was chocked in weeds. ‘Yhe flowering shrubdbsa,
growing at either sgide of the door, were strangled in vines. The peint
on the house was old and peeling, and the wellk was divided by craz y
Jagged cracks., 4ihe little gate sagged uselessly upon its hinges, I-4t
was as if the house ‘had been deserted and left in neglect for years or
even decades.

Lifting his stertied eyes ond looking down the street, Bert s a w
. “nat the condition of his houge was unique. All the other dwellings
were neatly kept up, with the immaculzte lawns that he knew as a part of
the better suburban neighborhoods, i
i Fuzzled und confused, Bert walked out to the street and avaently

wandered along the sidewalk. A4 bus pulled up to the curb as he passed
a stop, and following a sudden impulse, he got an,
. He could see no fare-box, “Do you take the fzre?" he asked t h e
driver. > 3

“Yexre?" said the driver with a puzzled expression on his face, a s
if he had never heard the word,

“Yes, fare., 'The money you pay for riding," Bert said with & trace
of sarcasm., .

"I don't know what you meen, " the driver said, laughing a 1little,
He couldn't figure out the Joke, or so it appeared,

Tle re seemed to be nothing to do but take o seat, so Bert did so.
That guy aocunded as i1f no one paid fares, But then, there was h i s
front yard. He didn't understand that, either,

He sat down in the seat behind o youni woman in a ridiculous’ r ed
hat, 8he patted her blonde hair into place beneath the hat and powdera-
ed her nose, At least souwething was normal and cormonplace today, Bert
thought witih scuwe measure of relief,

i He noticed a faint scent about the womepne=perfume. There was Bsome
sort of tantalizing quality about the perfume, and Bert found himself
dwelling upon it.

A few blocks farther, end the object of his interest pulled t h ¢
cord and arose to leave the bus as it pulled up at the curb. Bert found
nimself leaving his seat and departing from the bus after the women, He
could not have explained why 1if his life had hung upon the knowledge,
Jut the urge wes irrésistible, ° -

“Just a moment, MHiss," Bert 8aid, catching up with the woman, “If
rou'll pardon me, there's something I want to discuss with you,"

“Yes?" the girl said, witii no trace of surprise in her voice. A s
she turned around, Bert thought oI a Petty girl calendar. She could ea-
3ily have been one of the models, The scent of. the perfume seemed more
Jronounced now. )

Jith more than a little amazement, Bert found himself saying. "I'm
in love with you." 4 lucid part of his minditold him that his actions
vere not at all logical, but he continued, “rhat's not very logical, is

igew .
t?. "And why not?" the girl laughed musically, showing white, e ve n
teeth. . Her grey eyes twinkled gaily. "Is there something wrong with
de, that you shouldn't be in Iove with mag®

“do, of course noti," Bert stammered, “It's just that these things
don't happen. I mean, a guy just doesn't go up to a strange waoman and
sgy, 'I love you,'" = ] = o R
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OB Wi ! = THE SUN SHIN:S AT MIDNIGHT (contimied)

“You did," ahe reminded him, "If you hadn't, my perfumist would
have lost a customer,¥

“rerfumist? what does perfume have to do with this ridiculous--.%
He stopped short., There was something about that perfume.

Ihe girl's eyes narrowed in speculation. This was most urususl. He
had boarded the bus at that old house, and he seemed ignorant of ¢t h e
qualities of the perfume, Could it be that the old legends were true?

keduﬂo you live in that old house where you got on the bus?" the girl
a8 .

“Yes, bul it?'s not old--rather, it wasn't last night."

"I think you're a Visitori" the girl exolaimed. %I never suw mne,
and I'm not quite sure they exist. But you seem to be---. Are you? "

"I'm not sure I follow you," Bert said, "I 1iv$ in this town. Ev-
erything aeems so crazy todagy," % .

The girl thought o momwent, “You must be a Visitor," ghe paid with
finality. “Lo you viait our world oftem?*

* YFor Heaven's sake, what are you talking about?" Bert cried,

"The legend has it that there are certain points where our warld is
connected witih other worlda that oco=e¢xist with it. The tradition is that
the old house where you got on the bue is one of those points. One who
cames to cur world from one of the other worlds is called a Visitor,"

“Why doean't someone investigate the house and find out?®

"01, they have, but they didn't find arything. Of course, t h e y
wouldn't know what to look for, anyway."

“well, it's over my head, Y Bert sighed. “But I still love you, Ia
it mutualg™

“Of oourse not," the girl giggled, *"Why, I don't even know your
name "

"well, it's Bert Arrowas. But I don't know your either, and I love

!ll
S “It's the perfume. I guesa you really 't know that there is an
ingredient in it which stimulates the sex center of the male brain. All
the girles use it,"

“But why? If you were a hag or had bucketeeth or something,I could
understand, But you're a nice-looking girle-=beautiful, in fact, You
don't need to use such methods."

"Oh, but I do," she assured him, "The women ocutmumber the men two
to one here, and we're all bextiful.®

"Po the men use anything like thate*

"Heavens, no, They don't need to. They just take their plck.®

"1t doeen't seem like they can do much pigking if all the womanuse
that devilish perfume. why, they'd just fall for tine first woman they
gee., And every other one, too. How could you have marriage? Do you
practice polygauy?™

"hot so fast," the girl laughed, “The men take a neutralizer t o
protect themselves. If & man gets to know & girl and decides he wants
to wwarry her, he takes & tablet that destroys the neutralizer and falls
for the girl, wmut he only does that if they both agree to marriasge. In
that way, theret's no chance of foolishly deshing into anything. Both
parties kKeep c¢ool heads.™

vgut why all the rigamarole? Vhy not just let nature take i tase
course? ™

"That's silly. Until about a hundred years ago, that's just the
way it was, ard people flocked to court to get divercea. Howadays, di=-
vorce is unheard-of,* - ' R S

" "hat'a a-point,*¥ Bert admitted, *But that doesn't help me, I still
love you, and I didn't have a Chinamaonts Chance to do any clear thipk-
ing., Pospibly you could tell me whether you plon to marry me. I want
you to, you know,*



L SUN SHILES 44 LIDNIGHT (oontinued) 11

"Why, I don't know yet,"™ the girl said thoughtfully., ™I suppose I
wiil, eventually, but it isn't decent to 8ay 80 right away. thile I'm
thinking it over, though, you might us well know my name, It's Karen
Benoit."

*How long is it going to take for yYou to meke up your mind, er --
Karen?"

"Ch, about ten or fifteen mimites, Do you want to take me to Lumch
while I decide?® : i

Bert wanted to, of course, so thirty minutee later, they were hav-
1ng coffee with their dessert in a nearby reateurant, %Giveme your
left hand," Laren said, :

Bert extended the hand over the table, and Karen slipped a r ing
onto the third fiuger. It was a heavy gold ring with a large diamond,
"1 hereby amiounce my intention to Larry you." Karen pronounced t h e
words solemnly and then laughed, “You're hooked,n

"I can't say that I mind it at all," Bert smiled, "But what if
sowe other woman uses her chemical charms on mefY

EKaren searched arourd in her handbag and handed him a amall ¢ ap=
sule. “Here's your neutralizer, Swallow it.™ .

"ut won't that cancel your advantage?" Bert said doubtfully, .

“Oh, no," Karen assured him, "iy perfume hus done its work, As I
said=--youlre hooked," :

Bert obeyed silently, swallowing same water after the capsule, “Is
it possible that scme woman will have o perfume that will overcome the
neutralizer?* Bert inquired curiously. '

"Oh, yes, it's quite possible, If that heppens, I shall kill her,
of course," haren said, matter-of-fuctly. “The law would protect m e,
Justifieble homicide, you know," :

Startled wmomentarily, Bert mentally hoped nothing of the sort ocame
up after he had warried Karen, - “"Don!t I get to kisa you to meal this
little bargain?¥ DBert said..

For answer, Keren leaned over the teble toward him, Their lips al=
moat met, and then it was suddenly dark, Bert sat down with & Jolt on
the sidewalk, He looked pround in terror. karen was gona,

After he had collectea his wits, Dert recognized his surroundings,
The familiar city he had always known. It was dark, Bert glanced a t
the lumincus dial of his wriste-watoh, The time was exactly midnight.

Bert walked howe in a.troubled state near to desperation., He app=
roached his house and saw that it was no lorgor dilspidated, but in its
waual good condition,

The clock in the house said 25:X5, and his watch said 12;15. At
least he knew now where the clock had skipped an hour, but there wea muh
aore he did not know, For instance, the interlude with the girl, t h e
suniyy day ot midnight, and the love potion,

Bert had a theory ready and working, if only to serve as a defense
aechuanian against insanity. Of course, the answer was that he had fill=
en asleep and dreamed the whole thing. Then he had walked in his sleep,
awaking outside., DBut he glanced down at his left hand, and the whole
theory exploded in his face. He was wearing, on the third finger of his
left hand, a heuvy gold ring with a diamond setting.

Bert went to bed, but he lay awake puzzling over the mystery of
the clock. Oaly one sclution was plausible, and the evidence to supp-
ort that conclusion was inescapable, His house was actually a junction
point with another world, It further appeared that this Junction opemed
only at midnight, permitting hiu an hour in the other world while time
stood 8till in his own, His wristwatch had read midnight at the begin~
ning of the weird journey, and it still read midnight et the end of it.



12 TE SUN SHINGS AT MIDNIGHT {contimued)

And a8 a final point of evidenoe, Bert was aware of a moat intense lorg=
ing for Karen. .

fhis could become fruatrating, Bert thought. Only an hour a day

- with Karen was far from satisfying, He felt that the wait until t h e
following midnight would be unhbearable, Sudde:uly, he sat up in the bed,
but then, perhaps just turning the Lands would do the trick]
; He Jumped up, dreassed rapidly, ord went into tae living room, Siez-
ing the clock, he turned the hour hand rapidly around until it apraciad
tventy=four, A little more---znd the sun was again shining intc t h e
I‘OO.m. a I

Bert dasbed joyfully out tie door, along the jagged walk, throuzh
the weed~overgrowr yard, If he could only find her|

lie got to the gate, then stopred short and looked around in confua-
ion, Things were diffet'ent; : .

dbe house and’' grounds inside his. fence were as ‘they had been an his
‘last visit, but evervthing else-had choged, The street was still there
and the houses with their neéat lawns, but samed1ing was lacking.

Sert walked -throygh tlie gite and turned onto ‘the sidewalk, looking
around him with curiosity.  He looked closely at the houses, Col.or |
Zhat wap what was lacking,  Walls and roofs apperred to be coated with
some port of dullelooking Preservative, but there was no apparent color
ocheme, . It made for a hopelesgly dismal.effect, : Eady

. Fhere.was’ color in this stronge city, to be Bare. Brilliant color
could be peen in the flowers that grew here and there on the lawns, but
there waa no color (or at leest planned color) in wanemade things,

Fascinated, Bert walked on, Karen forgotten for the moment, H e
Beard a musical tinkling behind him, . furning, he saw tBat there was a
"bus® approaching; but what.a sirunge-bus, It-relled along inches away
from the gidewalk, and Bert could see that there wds some type of mmooth
rail on the other aside of thie bus which confined it to a portion of the
street-only a little wider than the bus ivself,

Jrivea by curiosity, Lert got on the bus, Agein, there was nofara
DoX, 80 Bert went to & seat and sat down. ' As he leaned back in the seat
===8 geat unusually comfortable Loxr public transportation---there was a
faint click, and a small metal box uounted on- the back of the seat 4 n
front of him geve out with a Binging commerciols

Lower prices, housewives ravej
oo+ -Buy at BELLINGHAN'S and savel

.. The jingle ended and the mupic clicked off, Bert chuckled. Sing-
iog commercials, yet, L¥en hiere, Bert noticed, howvever, one unusual
jality of tims particular coumercial, The music wes beautiful, N o t
just pleasant, but actually beautiful.

-He -r¢sted his aru on the arpbar, and as he did so, his fingers ro-
vidly ‘brushed &Sgainst a small card, Examining the card, he saw that it
~88 plain white., MNo printing. Yea, there was something, * Looking close-
~y» he saw that there were differemt combinations of dots embossed o n
she surface of the card. It looked like Breillel vyl

«  Looking around the bus, he realized that there were mno advertising
Jos8ters as were comuwon in the busea of his own world. But there was a
card mounted on every armrest,. QAR R | At R _

© A-man was seated across the ajsle frow Bert, Bertts attention was
quickly drawn to the book the man was holding, He wes staring straight
ahead, but his fingers were moving rapidly across the surface of the
paper. A8 if he ware blind and reading Braille, ;

Everything was adding up: the lack of color, the asinging camercial,
and the embossed carda, Bert leaned acroes tlie aisle and touched t he
man's &Tm, ' oAt e T I R T E

"1 beg your pardofi, dut did you eee-that blue-bird-fly by just nows™

. %ph?  What's that?" the man sald,: . i - ' '

s -
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“Uid you see that blue bird?" Bert accented the words “see” a n d
"blue¥,

"See? DLlue?" the man was puzzled. "I don't understand those words,

"Is everyone in your world blind?" Bert 8cid with more confidernce.

"S8lind? Iy dear man, you use muny atrange worda, ®

"I'm sorrxy," Bert said, "Please forget it," lie sat back in thehun
geat, and the coumercial played througli cgain,

ilhe man whom he hed disturbed stood up and wolked off the bus a a
it pulled up at the ourb, He seericd to know where he was Going by in-
stinct, for he held on to nothiig, and descended the stevs rapidly,

lhree seals behind Bert another man Got up and moved forward to take
the newly-vacoted seat, "Pardon we, Sit," he scid to Bert, "Can y ou
really see?" ihe man was small and wrinkled, with snow white hair,

"Oh, thien you understznd the word, " Bert sgid, "{e8, I can see,"

‘Hoy " sighed the stranger, "I don't understand the word, butI know
that it is the symbol for a sense which no one poscesses today, "

“If no one possédsses btie aense, now do ywu know that 'seet sicnif-
ies a sense? And anyway, 1 possess tiie genge,

"That is why I want to talk te you," the sirunger replied. "I anm
an historian, In my studies, I have come across o few refercnces to o
strange sense which our ancestors possessed before the Great Rodiaotion.
the books do not deseribe the senpe, for tie autihors had no way of ex-
periencing another sense, but it was called *sight.' Where did you come frar®

STANDS FOR SCIENCE FICTION, BUT. ...
STANDS FOR SAN FRANCISCO — — —

which we think is a kind of nice errangement, since that's where the !'54
Wworld Science Fiction Convention is going to be held come this next Lab-
or Doy Weckend, September 4, J, and 6. And in fact, for this Year only,.
4 two-for-the-price-of-one offer in which with cvery dollar you send to
Join the Convention Comaittee, you will get a free \/lestercon thrown i n
a8 extra incentive, We think it was nice of the Boy Area's “Little Menn
to put their Vestercon on the 3rd and invite down cs Guest of Honor Jack
(Beyond laras) williamson, Oh, yeah, by the way, for Guest of Honor o t
the 12th Anmunl wWorld Con they've chicsen o fellow name of Canpbell, who
sblishes wanuscripts not good eliough for DONLISIONS. liiss Karen Kruse,
%~ Girl, has sent us some rather interesting datc on the SFcon anong wiich
ve found such little itews as that thisg is @ : convention, not a pr o
sonveniion, wilch should mcke the fans haoppy ond the pros pout-ish. VW e
1o noticed that theay've engoged The sir Freneis Drake hostelry, to add
ur joyous shouts of which we chortle, "yghool! e think the SFD is one
elluva classy hotel, Reservations can be nede through; The 12th Anmal
W Camnittee, Dox 335, station Ay Rlchnond 2, Celifornie, which is very
leasant if you want a room. Frisco gidewclks are hard and butt-strewn,
ne dollar sent to the address sbove will get you all sorts of nice tro-
+hiles of the Skcon such as & nuwmber:in the Counjittee, a card with a pic-
«are on it, bulletins of how things are going, and Periaops even liiss Kae
~en Kruse if you.ask politely, There cre gll sorts of things we couldea-
\I we had wind and pica--tell you about iey're having, such as gin, rum
rod vodka (not necessarily in that orxder » but we'll just sny thot every
lotable that considers himself notable will be there, like Tony 3oucher,
or Alijlg Budrys, or ILyle Kessler, or Ray Bradury, cnd even, ofince we so
lLappily got rmuunber 2 on the listing, the cuthor of this adyertisenent. hae

L
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14 _ THE SUN SHINES AT MIDNIGHT (continued)

“I'm afraid you wouldn't possibly beslieve me," Bert said.

. “Oh, but I would, You see--~and no one sees. No one has geen for
thousands of yeara, Vhere did you come from?®

50 Bert explained briefly how he came to be in this strange world,

The old man was silent for ammmet, Thenhe paid, "Wt io it lke to sce? "

"Why-=-er," Bert stammercd., "I don't know whether I can tell youa
rot. Light strikeo an object and is reflocted to your cyca. The optic
nerve carries the imoge to the brain, and you gee."

The old mon shook hio heud, "It 1o hopeloss, I'm afraid, It's 1ike
teaching cileulus to o three yeor old, I hade-,®

"Wait," gcid Bert suddemly, "I think I oon make ¥You undcrotond, M

"HOW? n ] -

“I am oitting ccrosu the aisle from you, I can not touch you, Now
I ohall tell you o few things cbout ycuraelf, There are three buttong
on ycur ooct, Therce iu 2 handkerchief in the breast pocket of the coat,
You have a gold ring on your right hand, There is a thin scir on your
right chieck," 5

"Amozingd" exclaimed the old nan in cotonialment,  "Did you & that
withh this gense of pightet

"Yusy " Bert caid, relicved that he hod oucceecded a little. "I could
tell you otlier thingo, ouch as colora, but you would not be able % core
prehend color,”

"1 did not understand when you scid I had & 'geld!' ring., We know
it io0 . rore metul, but to describe how we qou tell it is tlict wetol and
not anotlior, you would have to know bow our otlier genge have boen in-
neasurably shorpencd,™ The old man was trocbling with cxcitenent, w1
had npt t.l;eu.c:-;l'.t at poesible to understand a vense without poeocaging the
acnso! I s8till don‘t fully understond, but I sun just barcly crogp, sone
slight idea of this wondorful gense of yours, Thec proverb of the'‘cn =
cients nust reclly be truc--'Heoven is o ploce of light ond geeing, 1

"Er, I have to get off here,® Bert gaid unceowfortably, rising fron
the seat ao lic dpoke, : 5 v R

"God bless you, Stronger," tlc old ngn acld,  "Goodbye, ®

Bert got off the buy wd found hiuwelf in o downtowr acction,

Sudderdy lLe wus concerncd about Koren &4l colicned that he hod for-
gotten her, Looking cround, lic sdw thot guotlier bus woo ocpproaching; it
wag heading in the direction fray wiich he hod cone,

He got on t:0 bus, hoping it would retur:i hjiu to lLis house, It did,
in obout ten pinutea, cond Bert Tiurried up tlic wolk ond into the liouse,

He turncd the hour hoind post twenty-five oud the sun quit ghining
thirouch tho windows,” He didn't know whit to Jo. He wunted to sec - Ka=
ren, but it wos beginning tu look liopeless, Still, tliere woas nothing to
do but try copcin, He turnoed tie land to twenty~four, ond the sun ‘wzo g
Leking patterns on e rug, '

He woa cdwost oick with fear of foiling cLoin, but hie went to. the
Joor und opened it, He was' frusclited by wict lie saw.

Stepping outaside, he sww thut he wig on tile edge of a great 1lake.
fhere were toll pine trees ulon, the sdgre, opd in the distcnee, beyond
the lake ond reXccted in its codm surfuce was o huge mountoin with sil-
vered clouds honging cbout its surnait,

Birds of gcily colored plumcge flitted :bout in profusion, The
shore of the loke wuB & riot of brightly colored flowers, where h i s
house hod Btood, therc wos only a tiny shock, It was no more thonm - a
froction of tle sizc of his living room. ' '

Bert thouyit about this lcdt detwil. Iic stupped buck through - the
door and he woa in his living rooneeas lgrge oW spacious:cs every But -
ne atepped out ond there was o tiny ehack mede of roughehewn lunber and
pine branches, It wius as 1f space expurded ingide the shock, or ne 4 f
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there wus cn ontirely Jdifferent froue of reference inside, Suddenly, =
couplete feeling of terror ond insufficiency before the forced that had
been guiding Liu, swept over Sert Arrows. He felt dwarfed omd ncked bee
fore the wipht of o Universe thit coull twist space like cluy.

Then it wos pone---gs suddenly w8 it Lod couwe. Bert dronk in the
punorama thot 1y before hiw, YWuis could hoppen only once in a2 1ife -
tine, The sun wus warm on tlte bock of lig neck za8 it bect Jdown,

Succunbing tu the tewptcotion of the clecr laoke lying invitinsly be-
fore Lin, Bert reuoved hisg clcthes end walked toward the water. 4 be oy
broeze coressed Lis bare. skii. He 8tood for < mowucnt wt the wat e p's
edie oand stretchied lwauricusly, the clear water nirroring his well~pro=-
portioned body. . : ;

He scw that the woter wus quite decp, even necr the edge,, He dived
in and splasiied around in the lilke, tinn turned over cnd flouted on his
bogk, In arlittle wiile, Le ciae out of the loke and thirew liiuself Jown
upon the gross und lgy locking up ct-tie clouds drifting slowly cbove--
high up in the sky, He wes scon very drowsy, and dropped off to sleep,

- He hod o rude awuliening., ‘Lley, you tiere,” on authoratative voice
Sodd a8 Le felt o hound on his sioulder, “ire you a1l rightew

Stirtled, Hert sat up., It wes durk, ond he ocould see that he wos
8itting on his own front lown, bock in his own world, The intruder wis
@ policewon, "what Jdo you mean, lying on the lown without o stitch o f
clotiing in the wee hours of the morning? Get apl"

"I don't know what's going on, ™ Yert scid, shoking himself an q
looking around fur his cloties., "I nust licve been walking in y sieep,
1 live here," He wotioned toword the dark bull ¢f the house,

“1 ouglit to run you in, but It11 det you go this time," the office

er sald, "You'd better get inside in & hurxy,"
_ dert obliged only too qQuickly, Im his own living roum once more ,
1@ Wus intensely conscious of o desire to find Liren, The strerge things
<@ lLad seen had tcken Lier ploge in hie nind, but now lie was frantic in
418 ewgerness to get basi to the world.shere hie hod found ‘her, But i+
wad beginning to look us if he would- never see her uioin,

Then he had cn inspirction, Tlere were wenty-five nunbers on the
clock, So for, lhe hod entered o different world ecclt of the tiaree tines
he had tried, PFerliape there was a cycle, There were odd forces worke
ing in that qlock, with pesults wnd corrollcyries ot wiieh Bert calkl not
oven (guess, Aiything was dicble to Lhicppen, -

He t%wok the clock wnd wilked to the door. Opening it, he stood
in the doorwiy. cnd twisted the astem thot noved thie hinds around, As the
sond reccled twenty-fbwe, it wos light outside, Hert saw only  barren
wesert wastelonl with o scrubly little buall Liere mnd tliere,

furning tie hund cround wnd cround until it tLein reached twenty-
four, he sow the fauiliar strect, but tie wilole block was in roging and
searang floues, He quickly turned post twenty-five,

Lext, lLe saw his yard replceed by cn iupenetrable junple thet haod
cloged in upon the liouse, Then the city wus there cgudn, but soldiers
were figuting in the streets. '

Again und o cin, the scene chunged, Logu tiue, Bert forced  hipe
#elf to Lo on turriny tle Lonlds. His wrist wos getting tired, ond bis
vhuab and forefinger were sore, lle had lost count of the differentmi-
tiple worlds he hgd ulinpsed, Tiere must Lcve been nore thian twenty.

ne wus uwbout reudy to tlrow the' clocic down and give up, wien h a
turned tlie bhour Liund to twenty-four and scw the old, now fuiliar weed-
grown lawn, Lookiny aeross tiue liwn to the front gote, he scw-~-llaren!

4 ron forword toword her, und slie- was in is orns, loaugaing and
cryin, at tiie sue tipe. ler eyes were red ond swollen fron tuch weepinge,

"I tough¢ I had lost you," sue cried, "I've been coning liere doy
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in and day cut for two weeka, hoping to see you,*

“Iwo weeks]" Dert exclcimed, "Why 4t lnan't been more thon an hour
or twol” - In iy world, that is, he tiaoucht,: ¢8 an idea occured to hin.,
There rust be o discrepuncy between the two rotes of tine passage, when
considered wita relution to eaell other. Leri woas sturtled as he realized
the ratio'wos' somewhere necr 150 to 1. A yeor {0, -218 hedn't ewnbeen
bornl 4Eh s 1 -

Hhen Karsn caltied down Bert explzined the situation cs he understood
it. "The problem now ia how to go gbout gettim: murried before you grow
old and feeble," Bért finished up, 0

"Gan't you sty in ny world?® Karen gzid,

*I'n cfroid not,  Look what hoppengd tie loat . time I was here, The
clock Beews tu control we," Bert snopped hip fingers,

"Ihe ringl" he excl:imed triuuphgntly. “It went back to oy world
with ne, Periwcps you call, too,"

“Oh, I lLope 80," icren cried, brichtening. "I couldn!t etand see=
ing you only once every tw weeks, You see, I fourd cut that I 1ov e
you, teo, .amd no chemistry," .

"Come ony" sert said, tuking hey hond, . they went up the wzlk and
into the house, - ] . .

o0 fary-so good, " Bert Bcid, “Now I'n going to wove ‘the hend to
28:00, - If you gty here in your own world, weet me in two woalka, "

"Hut wolt, ¥ Leren said, "Jen you disappeared two weekd nio, or a
couple of lours to you, Jou found yourself in your own world witl tile
ring=--but witlout ne! T'm afraid,® 4 ) : &

"I hadn't ‘thought of that," Bert B8uid.slcwly, "But you're here in
the house- witlh me now, - | ‘

“Yes, but the lour isn't up," lioren reuinled hin,

"I've got u theory on thut," Bert tuougut o morment,  nI thiink per-
Lapa I understond,* he seid, "It poy be weal ond =11 wrongZs. but itra 211
tne chance welve pot, " At the ting, you had giwen re tie rive, but you
Ladn't given-yourself, Liow your cetious indioote. tiat you love ne: sao,
technically, you huve now {iveén yourself aznd otn remcin. in Iy woild., At
lecat, I hope thit's tlie wuy it is. ‘Tiere rre. some wretty weird forces
in the laws between these worlds., So thup's <8 logical cs anythinz, 1
tuees." He shrucgied hobelessly, A : io. :

"Oh, Dert, I don't know what we're going to dol" icren frotted,

"Well, I do," pert retorted ceteniinedly, "lLet's o, He rot the
¢lock down fron thie muntel, " “I'n roing to wowe the hand to- 25100 now,
If you don't cowe tarough with ue, keepn looking for ne,n

haren mustered up her couroge and squeezed hiie hcond, "4ll right---
I'n ready." ohe hell hex breath, - Lot b5 NN

Bert turned the hond Yo twenty-five, lle widstled with relief. Ko
ren wus 8till at his side. Hp lanced out, tls vindow, It wos dxic oute
side, He swiled ot Karen.  Yhext stop, City ilall.»m.. .

“What for?" haren asked, ' ) e

"why, to (et a mhrrisce license, of. course, ! he laughed.

“You need u license to et murried? Lov 8illy,"

"There ngy be a lot of tlims in Ly world ti.at you think are siffy»
sert said, “Sut I hope you don't get to yecrning for your own world---
becouse if that ploock' is the key to it, the gote to your werld will soon
be locked forewver,¥ .

*Whaot are you goini: to do?" Kuren szid ferxrfully,

“Why, destroy the clock, I don't trust it, ond I'u cfraid of losing
you. " : : -
"Oh, pleuse don't do unything to the clook] I'm cfreid sauething--
Jometliing terrible higut Lo, penl' LKoren oried,

“what rickes you think so9v

"I don't know, Just.o feeling I hcove,"
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A few days later, they were murried in o quiet little wedding. Af-
ter a two-week honeyuoon at Lake Tumoloc, the nearest area to the loke
Bert had swum in, in that other world, sert took his bride home, Ee had
not touched the clock, but he had been unsble to quiet the thoughts he
found kept couming to the surface of his mind,

He was afraid of the clock, He was determined to destroy f{t i n
Spite of his wife's terror when he brought up the subject,

One afternoon Karen was out of tino house when Bert came home from
work, It was an inviting opportunity to get rid of the clock with g
manioum of fuss, lie took tlie clock down into tlhie basement, placed it
iu the vise which was nounted on his workbench amt dealt the clock a
Righty blow witli the hammer, The hamaer zlanged off with a resounding
ring, but thie clock did not suffer o scrctch.

No wnount of pounding did the slightest daiage, Bertts fear o f
the clock was slowly turpning to terror,

The next dgy, Karen was cookinys supper when bLert came in. He man-
oged to slip a lurge puckgge into the living room wilthout her seeing
it. He set it behind the sofa and went into the kitchen,

"Hil" he said brightly. ".iss your iusband, lra, Arrows."

"You're late," Karen suvid, kissing hin lightly. "Worke®

"bo~-just a little errcnd I had %o 4o before I came howe, "

loter in the evening, Bert preternded to an interest in a novel he
was readirng; ond persisted in Bitting up until aren Yawned and went ine
Yo the bedroow. He sat reading for a half hour more, and then got the
packoge fram behind the sofa,

Bert rwoved the package into the kitchen and took off the paper.
He got out a large pottery cusserole disit und poured it full of t h e
acid. Then he went back and got the clock,

"sert, decr!" Karen cclled B8leerily. “Aren't you condng to bedgn

"In o moment," he culled, und quickly took the clock into t h e
kitchen, He let it slip into the bowl of acids In o moment, bubbles
began to hies to the surfrce of the liquid, cidl brown fumes arose from
the bowl, 4Uhe clock began to dissolve,

<he house rong with herents terror-stricken screanm,

"horend “ Dert shouted, rushing into tie bedroon., He fumbled with
the 1igut awiteh, Finding it, he switcied on the light,

He atared in horror ot the bed, Laren's nightgown lyy stretched
out upon the bed, mupty. He ron out and begon looking through the e
tire house, Ccalling, "Kuren]! lLeren, darlingiv

But he glonced at his left hand und knsw Le wouldn't find her, The
ring bhad disappeared, He sank into o chelry, 1oaning in anzuish,

In the kitchen, the browm funmes graduelly tiiinned out and dingp-
peured, ond the gently boiling surfoce of tie liquid in the bowl becane
suwooth and ealm,

THE D
of a novelette

by
Qurles W, Ryan

wollor's MOLw; wr, i«yan, whose telent is too obvious to comuent upon,
ia now ut work on ¢ nuaber of sgerious novels, to be published bty one
of hew York's mujor publishing firms., In avdition, he is now finigh-
ing @ novel lenjth seriul for JL.eiSIOQKS entitled “"Druus In Mzdison
Square" whicll will appear here wvery soon, It is o work of gquite vrus-
uil proportions and attributes, MNo wmore comuent---just more Ryan..hae
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“Works like this are ns a rirror; if on ass looks in,

you ocxmot expect an Angol to look out,...*
—Lichtenbarger

"wer nie sein Brot nit Krildel uss, . -
“Jer nie die krlldelvollen ilichte..."
———oathe

In this megazine, an issue or so ago, Dean Grennell, (the delightful
colunnist) put “"creadle® in the publi¢ eye. You cen readily imagine
tlie excitewent this gove rise to on the part of the public. Iir. Gren-
nell has truly said that the word will replace the now-atale "grudw,
Actually it will but reclain a position, long-denied, vhich it once
lheld. Students of philology will immediately recognize that marvelous
Gernman word "krfldel®, knglish speaking peoples, being largely uninite
lated into the wuysteries of the urleut, this word soon came to be pro=
nounced “cruddle', and was later sbortened to "crudv, It seems all
earthly splendour is bound to cowe out crucd in the end, It is pleas=-
ant to note that in this Beat of All Fossible Universes, the natter
does not end thus—that it eventuclly becones creadle once uore,

bor the benefit of those who msy be “Lrudellieber" I have cowpiled

Dk LITue TREASUOY OF CREAVIE
Some creadle eacch day keeps the doctor away . ~-ANO Iyrous

If the poor have no bread, let them eat creadlel -wjjarie Antoinette

An apricot ape in a comuon sewer
Plucked creadle frai twixt his toes
And weoaring tle air of a connoisseur
He wafted it under his nose.
=—=Pedro Snatt; “professional poet"

(rignt)
Bdward in the desert

by David English




20 LINT FoQi AN IMELLEKCHUL'S DBELLY-BUTTON (concluded)

How far yon oreudle throws ita reek——

S0 shines 2 good deed in a naughty world, -Ih% | ant of Venlce:
AL : Ac s Scene 1

creadle up a lit-tul closer, larvae mine,,, oreadle up ond be my lite
tul con-cue=bynae, ) - ==mAnonymous Ancient Bellad

- —
.

¥ LT F
. Kt‘” SeA WALTY TAVT WV,  wGreck proverd
Out of the creadle endlessly rocking... ' —Wolt Whitman
S'io cridleasse che mia rispoate fc':ss'e
4 peraona cie ral tornasse cl mondo.,. —Dante
. _ e

“fhere is no God truly worthy of worshipl" declcred Sophocles Smith,the
sophigt. . L =

"Of couree, there ,ust hcve been a crectory as the religious s ay,
the entire universe is witness to this fcat, | sowever, is this creator
worthy of worship; ngy, fox there ig surely one greater than he—some-
one who created him., Calisg guf is an obvious absurdity, Then moy w e
worship this creator's creator? Ho! for he too was created, Andso this
chain of creators continuesy infixd-telyy- never-endingly into the most
digtant reaches of time-—but we .can worship none of tliem, for there is
no ultimetd to wiom we ocan vffer up our prayérs, our foith, witliout of-
foending a still greater being!

"uow ‘take HILt collection plate aviay und let me asleep!"

* ok o«

Thie column, poor as it is, is dedicated to: iloxrlan Ellison, who was kind
enough to atop here for a visit on his wiy to Conada. It was o very in-
teresting wnd pleusant experiencewthougin now I aiall always heve to welk
on the koat side of kiadn St in.order to cvoid a certain Grocery store.
b =—DAVID EiGLISH

T

HERE THERE BE BRADBURYE by STEFHEN F, SCHULTHEIS—

Soemetimes I thank my lucky stors !
That I'm not stuck on o place like ijurs.
A sandy planet with plenty of crit. s
And stinking canals on the face of i%.
Not only that, but hot doy stunds <
To bury garbage out in the sunda, -
And spindly goops in silver masks
Gettip; perfectly plustered from so~blue flusks,
And hot hick towns with locny bins
And amnesiac picknickers strewing tins.

M
It's a wiserable dump, a lousy berth
 Thank God Ray Brodbury 1a not on worthl. . .

-===-aljarch 15, 1953

— s =
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The story 'behind the Harold Shea stories is this; Shea is a syn-
thetia pydduct, but o prqduct of what we hope is an intelligent
synthesi's, . i ;- : ;

Way batk before the -whole_ business started, I met L, Sprague a t

‘one of the sessions of the Naval War Game, where we used to r u n

little wodel ships cround the floor and torpedo each other, About
thot time he produced "Lest.Darkness Fcll", a hell of a good book,
e, I hadn't written Oy thing ip the fiction field for seven years,

‘and I thought & guy who could-do stuff like thaot ona had a cormon

intereat in history and legend, naybe we could do something toge-
Wer, Lo I got'hold of him, and .suggested we collsborate,, H e
agreed, e G5 - SR

When you are going to ¢olleborate, what do you collaborate on? We
spent o couple of days tulking it over, I think it was my idea
that we put our leading character into the Eddas; I ‘read Iceland-

‘ic and an familiar with that background, “I think it was his idea

that we put our leading gciraoter .there by means of symbolic bgic

. and Boolean algebra,: which.I ‘had never heurd of at the time, Again,

1 think it was oy idea that we uss the aymbolic logic to change
the means of pérception and  apperception, so' that what you see and
feel must be. txue, . .. S (S *

“Anyway, that wus the start._.wé i;alked things over, and decided

thal we were going to land.our charagter -in the Eddas, But; the
modt important thing abaud any story-of thia.sort is not to define
what the character can doy.but what he'can't. Being already 1 n
pessesskon of modern technigues and Lnowledge, he would be = far
ahead of znybody that he'd be a Ssuper-super-<super magician, 1 n
fact, o Supermun, aid .thers wouldn't be tuyy guwe, because nobody
would know haw to play .egainst him, . -

However (it occured to us) . he miglit not Le so super after ell. If
you went back in o time=nuchine to -the 12th century arnd tried to
make a radio tube - even if Yyou were & good radio tube mnker - Jou
couldn't do it. You would have no -copyer wire; you would have no
aource of eleotricity; you would be unable with ary technique t o

. make an evacuated tube,

But if this is true, then it is ulsc true that in any past epooh
you are comtrolled not only by the techniques, but the thinking of
the epoch, Tthat is, your matches won't work, because nobody has
diecovered the properties of sulpiiur znd phosphorus, and terefore
they're legendary. But magic will work, because everybody L a B
discovered the properties of maegicy magic being something t h e
modern world has neglected bevause it -hes found eusier and morx e
certain methods of accowplishing the sane results.

Th.i.'a was- the idea L, Sprague ‘de Caip and I a‘t__cz,rjbéd with, AsI re-

0 ST0R G JHE 4B TR JOVELS

1 . L
Loe P b av .



22 THE INSIUKE STORY OF THE HAROLD SHEA NOVELS (contirued)

member it (subject to his correction) we speny two or three days discus-
sing this businecss, then worked out the line of a story, He went home
and prepared a first draft, It was not altogether a success, because he
got to a point where he sent it to me and scid: “Fletcher, for God ' a
soke, get thew out of this jam. I can't think whot they ought to 4 o
next." I dids but about three pages further on I was sending it back
withs "Sprogue, for ileavents sake, get than out of this jam, I ocan't
think what to do next,®

Now one point of this is that out of these repeated changes, we had
gfa.d.ually o work out a firm cicragterization for Harold Shea; we could-
n't let him be just Superman, stopping bullets with his bare hands, but
we couldn't let him be & dope, either. He had to be pretty smart, but
also he had to learn the rules of the (jame he was in before he could play
then any way except by ear, Also,*Shea had to be permitted -a oouple of
abilities, &Lverybody has a couple of ubilities; me, I can cook 1 ik o
ﬁell, and magybe you play a red hot game of chess. This is nomal and

uman,

Anyhow, tlis is how tie choracter of Harold Shea developed in wri-
ing about him, We had &'cherzcter, and he come zlive on us., Then the
first Shea story “"The Hoaring Trumpet" was quite a success, amd Joh n
Cumpbell wantud o sequel, But (he said) keep hinds off all the classi-
cul storiep other people are writing fantzsy cbout, like the "Ilipd" or
the "Odysesey," so Sprague and I thought up one nobody had tried to wrap
a science fiction or fantasy story around, beozuse deamn few people have
read 1t « Spenser's “"Faperie @eene, ™ Well, that worked out dandy, be-
cuuse it was full of magic with rules of its own, and good characters,
and lots of action you could ploy with.

S0 then we picked up another relatively unknown epic, the #Qrlando
urioso." XYou can see puppet shows baosed on it in Itolian distriots,
but few people who don't yead Itclian know zbout it, That was "Caatle
of Iron," and it probably would hive beén published in magazine form if
“Unknown" hadn!t folded, .

Then things stood still for a long while, There wasn't any market
for fantasy. Finelly, Lesater del Rey brought out his fantasy magazine,
as a8 we bothh knew Lester, he asked us whe tlier mcybe there couldn't be
& new Shea story., So we picked another arez of legend that few people
know about, ithe Yinnish epic "Kalevela,"

It seemed to go all ripght, Liow we're worlking on another one.

That's the atory of the genesia of the liarold Shea stories,

el Tl

LN o s [aes Sl ol Ny next issue begins one of the
r}-(JJC)rrJ:bJ‘JJJ}\'C* most umuisual ideas in a fan-
zine coluun in a Univorse of

mnineosravhed non-conformi am.

you have gotten some pretty divergent idevs from the poges o f
the old 5¥L and now the new DOWNSIONS, but we think we have in
store for you a real thousand-volt shocker. HYPOTHESIS, INC. I
would ventuxe, is a startler from the word STAR. we're awfully
proud of HX¥OU.UsSIG, INC., and have gone to a lot of trouble t o
deck it out in proper order., the readers will be the mainatoay
of the coluwn, ard this &s gne reader-fezture that will newer be
at a loss for contributiona. prizes will be the choice of wan-
uscripts from DNENSIONS. don't try to pump the nzoture of HYP-
OTieS8IS, INC, from this appetite-whetter, it's campletely pawl!



COBCELLnG SILL UG InTS mild0.4;
Al alusually dextrous blend of ink and poper, cor
bining oub=oi-cug=uyy Iuceis of robotology tiet jJus
«s cleverly poini up cspecis of ..owo Szpien, ill Lig.
nin's cexrtoons ixre . wad corn,lowerction of arreslisu,
bl Clumibu, ik GownTrigat cevtooning. :iis Celinie-
tion of line cui ve constirued a5 nothing more t.acn eun
overbnaaLing 1li aty evil-iigy-core cttitude, whie It
comnviiices one taat e cares wucil, wuca ziore for © 1€
effect, wian t..e wuclity his work evokes. And for efi-
ecv he strivea continuously. In tue enclosed folio,
you will see &« group of uignint's most adroit wory: tc
Geie. we see greei tiings zlhezda for +»ill, but we nusx
WiXll you in paBsing to disperse oll preconceived noi-
ions c8 to whal cortooning siiould ve, Ior LDignint .
cuxbooning is o sloypy mish-nosh of wondrous stufs .
refleciive of uignin =8 it con be. Jor Dignints ¢-3
woons cre liike _ill: effervescent,
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AB & keynote, «8 a swmition and eupacsis on the
Dignin tcdent, tiac next page preuen‘fu thc most wver;
fevories of tow swavor's ucleciioil o Digninunii,
the cortoon crpirosises Lac subiine ridiculousncsa
of non, pEre-pure e thpeie,  wiieh is besice-
Ay witet Sawdts vurnalh reidooo, Npnily, uporn.
Lignin hos tiee quosil)y ol oli grect portruycrs of
iy : Ak oo swalow ks to uds niaplest
and Lout cowwwwon dunoilllwdls.  Wo loge el folio
nes Lleosed ona cabarlioiiod Yoll, Lol e siensu@e
of tad cxtoorn on tie iU gogv rasdaar the tihought
lor fewiy. aesuserelll

[ pi-y TR ] T
t...... A I






n

ik s 5ty N A ne [T M, cna 1ire, Hal Shap:l.roj
+~ b {%“ X ”H‘ l (Juat tr s once)

) '. a7 " ?‘.-:#? - : ..".20. A T {

illustration by Jook Larness

Well, lada and lassies, iizrlan served up a double ringer pf HALO
laat issue and, because of that ond various other ftems, this install-
ment muat necessarily be fairly short.

Being married for 387 hours (as this is writton) is not exaotly
conduaive to good writing, Sop 48 we sit on the edge of a bed in Hare
lan's room, wiping the 8leep from our cellecilve cyes, we feel t h at
there is not much that we gan write which would be of interest to read-

ere. AYway, cvery bit of materiul .for HALO ond other items lies deep
in the uissouri hills, FeiRc Tl e

- .

we Jjust want to state that this chorigé in'the marital status o f
Halfe) Shapiro will not make Ly differonce 8o for as the writings o f
eitoer fan is concerned, Thgt thig pariicular installment of this pare
Licular 55 column ig different we do not deny. . But, dmmmit, how would
you feel if you had just been married 38{ Hours and Ellison d emaonded
your HALO before he would allow ycdu to 1leave his ppartment?

. : ' ~~=-Hal and liancy
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You live there in the huge shipma

fallim, anim' fallinb. .

You've had eipghteen years of f fall, “he ship

conti mies und the heavens ¢ e axg the ah:l.p drops through space,
Lown, down,

Your heart feels as ;:‘#A{Mour r.lou‘l:h, and y‘our inaides
float cround withip- ./ [ 0

Your blood is cirgul ating tii¥ough your veins, )

but going nowhere Go:ln&. ncw}nere--
at the speed of

4 Clia And

£re down there"‘afea.d 1n/£ha¥ deup cﬂzem of space is

& star) ¥roxime Ceatoumi, (ft'e the nea,reat star, separated from
karth only by.spaoce, d7vaculin-- |/~
nothing, \ /<l /v-/f‘
Yet Time flo £ / /
between, T iﬁ lhq:ra

struggling to hold nﬂhkbﬁcL. Etili the rogkbt loute
thrmg,h-w—;t 186, abe milea per ;mnt second, |

- &
i -

/

!

Home | is In:' rmvpd, erased frm W our :,,uamry by time nng. gpaqe--

trendndous spacey “You dreaw / Ve J P
,nf»immu, = , iy }_5 Py et
/but you gonnot fhink _ N S A /'-*’ "
You try

to remember, "Back there iu a world..f[,raen,u,.pd whole.
where? Lo
"In the aky., .4 ptapoint, 'Jhnret“ you pﬂil‘it : A
your finger, “thut's it," | and v ol wunngr. "That,ltgnt

That's wy lLoue-=-where oy '.tb.lka. 113&’ A

but

do they live? Lo they even ‘axzﬁt? In all of ,spoce everything
exists, yet nothin; does, Hothimn; but”

you und a memory---and you're falling,

You try to remeuber the Good times,

your childhood,

the sunlight,

Yet there you are out in spoce-w-a piteh black well with no lirht.
blacker thon sin, §
ard you go falling as your long Jjourney

contimes,

written and illustrated by Joe Belotte:

QU RNEY
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34 Lpa.id adverti sement

) SORT OF LI THWZS
THAT SCARE MEI”

Boys ARTHUR J, BUHKS in one of the baker's
dozen etoriea in his new (all new) antholw
ow---

LOOK BEHIXND YOU

a collection of thirteen tales of horror,
adventure, science fiction ond the super-
naturcly a collection of tales that will
cause shivers and chills, cnd not & f e w
chuckles, One warning, though; lir. Burks
knows that there is a miniiun of two sexes
B0 8oLe purists mgy be slhocked}

Plastic bound -~= Only 4l.00 for a Dbeaute
iful First xdition copy =u- Mlly illustroe
ted, and your money back if you don't tiink
this book is (ood, or better, than any am-
rent 3,00 boolk}

SHAGUL PUBLISIIERS 819 liichizan Averme in
Buffilo, u,Y.

== - o = — S =

ADVERTISING nOTE: s8ince the 200 readers of this megazine are the very
best possible readers of science fiction advertisements (i.e. rezders,
without queation, of s-f), we hove decided to reise thie coat of advert
epace in VILMENSIONS. A full-pgie is now 33,00, with either your o wn
layout or one of our ataff doing it., We aren't too anxious, but the
epace iB unquestionably valuable, We'd rather use it for naterial,but
neithar will refusal be too vociferous to long green weved beneath our
collectively grubby little nomea, We'!'ll take a max of two ads per ish
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\fizs Wob, tell me, Ur, Smith, what gre the flying saucers?"

4 VOICEFROM.THE.STYX

ii% A renewal of tj,l'e Editor's ooluun of quixctic comuent,
%y /s
3

The little Jingerdoodle to the left ims the work of
Culifornia's artist pcor excellznce, liel Hunter; it
was done over a pipin; cup of Bhiladelphio's Belle=
vue-Stratford's savory coffee, lir, Hunter, a pgen=
tleman with a thin scrub of moustache and a rather
fantaatic flair for the air-brush, has been seen a
goodly portion of times here ond there on the ag-f
scene, and wost lately on the cover of Winstontsg--
I can't for the life of e reuember the title that
wus clapped on the thing---new anthology for kids,
I'd like you to tuke a look ot that antho when it
hits your bookstore, ‘<lie cover is anatomically os
corrupted as imnpincble and the contents are unbee
lieveble., I wop talking to Les del Rey, one of ito
three aeditora, and he hid bothh his heads in shcue over the thing, Quite
a novelty us un anthology. One that was known to be o clinker before a

recder hid puwed it, I'm abesolutely skittislh weiting to see the blaosats
it gets from the reviewers,

HsWS BITS FiUli ALL OVERs A Detroit Con July 3=4-=5 at the Hotel De-
troiter will feature as one of the speakers, & certein lad posturing aos
Horlan Kllison, Of ull the folks to contact to specl, why did Rog Sins
pick we? Well, he's in the soup now. ... In "ihe Petrified Planet" ipg=
sued from Twgyne some time apo, the title UILLR UPRISING should hav e
been "Ullr" witiiout the ne", frow the iiorse god of the scme name, ..,
Les del Rey, Ly the way, plots =11 the Winston Juveniles but those b y
Kaymond ¥, Jones, .., Personol interview with del Rey:s EllisoneAre you
color blind? wvel Rey=Yea, there are certoin pertions of the infro- red
I gee with difficulty, ... Our boy Dave Ish wrote Sam lMines of the Stan-
dard Pubs to csk if he could do a fan review column for STARTLIIG, You-
111 find the text of the letter in our letter section {boxed) for wide=
spread edification, It is interesting to note, in pasaing, that lir, Ish
wound up doin; the review ¢olumn for DILISNSIOHE, You'll find it else-
where herein, ... "Shanadu" edited by Robert Briney, $1,00 from SSR Iub-
lications, 119 ward doad, N, Tonawanda, Y, reviewed in the book seoct -
ion is recoumended to all lovers of spilled intestines. ... Willis! ENe
ChAnLEY LWUPLICAIOR (0l80 reviewed in bool section) recommended to every
single pair of eyes recding this, lizgnificent piece of WhinBy., .., Jim
Schreiber's LESWERACT PUBLICATIONS folded ofore it begun, Kaphuttl] due
to ary nuwmber of circumstances. ... Paul Fairuan's novella "Deadly Cityn
wus allegedly sold to an unnamed movie coupcry by Forry Ackerman, Note
the "allepedly", We hate law suits., ,.. VEGA decd. Sobl

THQUGHT FUR THIS PARTICULAL 24-HOUR ROTALIOLIAL PERIOD; when we be=
gan justifying the right-hond edie of our letters out of hebit fram do-
ing it on the 0ld S¥FB and VLASIONS, we ot the followin: from one Dick
Clarkson: "Jesus! Lkven in your lettors you praotise justifying morgina}
Calkins ocecusicnully tikes o look at a purugroph and sees that accidenw
taly he has justifjed and then makes a big who-struck-John cbout it,but
you are the ultimotel The lest word in o fanpubber, concluded pege 39
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38 [science Tantasy serial]

FALCOXS oOF NARABEDL A by

liarion Z. Bradley

CHAPLER OME: Yoltgue -- Exom lowhore

Soizewhere on the croga above us I hecrd a big bird scream,

I turned to Andy, knee~deep in the icy stream beside me, “There's
your eaglie. FProbably amells that couwar I sliot yesterdoy,” I storted
to reel in oy line, knowing whot my young orother's next move would be,
“Get the cawmera, aond we'll try for a picture,®

We crouchied together in the underbrush, watchling, as the big bird
of prey wheeled down in a sliow gpiral toward tlie dezd cougar, Andy was
tremblin, with excitement, the camera pcised against his cheat, hia ews
glued in the image-finder. ©®Golly =-* he whispered, alnost nmyerfully,
"Six foot wing spread---mzybe more---M

The bird screamed agcin, werily, head ¢ooked into the wind. We were
to leeward; the Bcent of the carrion masgked our enenly smell from h i,
Iue easle failed to scent or to see us, awooping down and dropping o n
the cougar's head. Andy's cauera clicked tvice, The eagle thrust i n
118 beak~w=

A red-hot wire flared in my brain, The bird-- the birde= 1 leaped
out of cover, yunning ewiftly uoross the ten~foot clearing that aepar-
ated us frou the attacling eafle, Ly hand tugging automaticzlly at  the
knife in my belt, Andy's shout of surprised cnger was ¢ faraway noise
in my ears ns the eayle started awey with flapping, angry wingse=athen,
in fury, swept down at e, pinions beating around my liead, I heard and
felt the wioked besk dart in and I thrust upward blindly with the knife,
ripped, slashing®, hearin; the bird's screan of pain and the flapping of
wide wings, A red haze spun around mne=--

fhen the screaming eagle wos one and Andy's angry ¢rip woa on my
shoulder, shaking me roughly, lis voice, furious and friglhtened, w a a
haordly recognizeoble, "uikel liike, you durneg idiot, are you all right?
You must be crazyl®

I blinked, rubbing my hand ocross oy eyes., The hoand came away wet,
I was standing in the clearing, the knife in ny hond red with blood. It
was bird blood, I heard myself ask, stupidly, “ihzt hoppened? ™

My brother's face came clear out of the thickness in wuy mind, scow-
ling wrathfully, "ou tell we what hoppened] Liike, what in the devil
were you thinking about? You told ne yourself that an eapgle will attock
o man if he's bothered. I had him Soucre in the camera when you jumped
cut of thnere like a bat out of o belfry, ond went for the sagle wit h
your knife] You muat be clean crazy}"

I let the knife drop out of my hond, 9"Yech-«" I said heavily,
'‘Yealy I guess I spoiled your picture, Andy. I'm SOrry~= 1 didn'te-aw
iy voice trailed off, helpless, The boy's hend was still on my shoulderg
he let it drop and knelt in the grass, groping there for his comera.,
“That's all right, like," he Baid in a dezad voice, "You scared the day-
lighte out of me, that's w11," He stood up awiftly, looking straight
into my face, "uvarn it, like, you've been acting crazy for a weeki I
don't mind the blamed camera, but whien you atoxt going for eaglea with
your bare hands--=-* abtruptly he flung the coumeras awdy , turned, and began
to run down the slope in the direction of the cabin,

I took a step to follow, tien stopped, bendin: to retrieve the hroe- -
ken piecea of Andy's cherishud gomera., The kid must have hit the eagle
with it, ZLucky thing for we; an eni{la can be g mean bird, But whiy o why
in the living, hell had I done a thing like that? I'd worned Andy tine
and ogain to stay cdleor of the biy birda., low that the argency of the



FALGOLS OF NalvuikulA (contimed) 39
action had deserted me, I felt stupid and a 1ittle light-headed, I did-
n't wonder iudy thought I wug crozy. 1 thougat so nyself more than half
the time., I stowed the broken camera in gy teckle box, mentally promi-
-ing Andy e better one; hunted up the zbundoned lines and poles, oare-
Pully stowed them, cleaned our day's catch., It was dark before I ster-
ted for the cabin; I could hear the hum of the eleetric dynamo I'd rigged
up and see the electric light woross the dusk of the Sierras. A smell
of bacon greeted me aa I cros sed into the glare of the unshielded milb,
Andy was standing at the cookstove, his bagk stubbornly to me. He did
not turn., Y“Andy--" I gaid,

“Jt'es okeay, ludke., Sit down and eat your supper. I didn't wait
for the fish,*

"Andy-- I1]]1 get you another camerge~"

"1 scid it's okay. liow, Gaun it, eat,"

lde didn't speak z_ain for z lon; time; but os I stretched bock for

& second nw; of coffee, he GOt up and begun to welk around the I o om,
restlessly, ".lke-=" he gold entreatingly, Yvou came here for a rest}

why can't you lay off your everlusting work for & while and relax?v He
looked disgustedly over his sloulder ot the work table where the licht
spilled over a confused litter of wires and nognets and coils, 'You've
turned this pluce into a branch office of GQencrcl Llectriocl®

"I can't stop now!” I said vVigolently, "I'u on the track of sonce
thing-- end if I stop now I'11 never find itju

“liust be real important,” Andy sacid sourly, “"If it makes you a ¢ t
like bughouse bait,"

I shrugied without anawering, We'd been over thet before, I'd known
it when they threw me out of the goverment izb, Juat after the p { g
blowup, I thought, angrily, I'u heading for zaother one, but I dont't
care, "5it down, Andy,* I told him, “You don't know what hoppened down
there, Now that the wur's over, it's no wilitory secret, and 1'il tell
You what happened,"

i paused, swallowing down the coffee, not knowing that it soalded
Ly wouth. "ihat is==- I will if I can,"

8ix months before they settled the war in Korea, I was working ina
govermient radio iab, on some new coomunications equipment, Since I
never finished it, there's no point in going into details; it's enough
to Boy it would have made radar as obsolete cs the stagecoach, I'dmajit
& speclial supersonic condenser, and had had trouble with a get of LG
netic coils that wouldn't wind properly. hen the thing blew up I hade
n't had any sleep for three nights, but that wusn't the reason, I wes
normal then; just another cormunications man, intent on radio and this
new equipwent and without amy of the crazy lupractical notions that had
iost me ny job later, They oalled it overwork, but I inew thot the y
thought the explosion had disturbed wy brains, I didn't blame thern, 1
would have Jiked to think so, {contimed next page)

—_—— e —— e s = e ——
— ———— - — e e e S — . - - - .

voice from the styx conzluded from page thirty- five
| se=eWe will miss you witen, ohe doy, sooner or later you'll niss a
i ~ guess and come out wighout enouch "spaces, You'll guietly go slape
I happy and fandow will raise ¢ monument in your nume: "To Haerlan
kllison, who, Huving nothing better to do,
Always justified margins. i
He wissed,

| i Mee L) LI " ou
i ese Closer to the 1llness would Ee iapz.u.ce“-he.ppy, not slop=- h appy.
H but the chances of me nissing are pretty fer removed ond remote,

UOOOOOPB.-aI. ‘m' that iﬂ’ ‘m. plea‘.ﬂe dontt look at thcot lineuoolle
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It gtarted one day in the 12b with a alicdow om the sun and an elu-
aive shortecircuit that gave me shoch after siodk-till I was fittery. Dy
the time I had it fixed, the oscillator hcd gone out of control., I got
a series of low~frequency waves that were lile 'mothing I'd ever seen be-
fore. rthen there wos something liie ‘@ oice apebkin: out of a very dld,
Jerry=rigged muateur radio set, Lxcept ‘that tiere wcan't a receiver in
the lagb, and no one else had hecrd it. I wasn!t sure myself, becaus e
right then every instrument in the pluce went haywire and five mimites
later part of tue ceiling hit the floor and the floor went up through
the roof. They found me, they 8y, lying halfecrushed under a becm, and
I woke up eighteen hpurs later in o hospitcl vith four crecked ribs,and
a feeling os if I'd had a lot of voltage poured into me, It went in the
report tliat I'd been struck hy lishtning. / !

it took me a long time to et Well, e ribs hegzled fagte- faster
than the dootor liked, I didn't mind the hospital pert, except that I
couldn't walk witiout shaking, or light a cigarette without burning mys
aelf, for months, The thin: I minded was whet I remnembered befare: I
woke up, welirium; that was what they told me, But the kind . tvoe
of soers on my body didn't rin; ‘true, Llectrigity==-even freak 14ghte
mong-=edoesn't meke that kind of burns,. and Ly corner of the wo r 1 d
doesn't make &ihabit of branding people, k ] .

sut before I could show,thé scurs to zmybody outside the hospital, -
they were jone, iot healed;'just cone, . I repyembered the look on t he
medic's fooe when I-showed Hild the place where the scars had been. h e
dian't think I wes crazyj he thought ng wca,

- =L knew the lab badn't been strucic by lightning, The liajor knew it
too; I found thot out tim Way I reported bac: to work. All the time wo
talked, his big pen moved in stubbvy circles across the pege of hisg loge
book, -and he.talked without raising his head . to ook at me, ;

. ¥I know all wthat, wenscott, lo electriesl storma reported in the
vicinity; no radio disturbance within a thousend wiles, Butm=*" hig jaw
grew ‘stubborm “the 14b wes wrecked znd you were hurt., We've ot tohove
something for the record,* e

I could underatand gll that, what I reacnted wos the waoy they tret-
ed we' after I went back to work, They transferred me to znother divis-
aon and anotlher:line of work, 'They turned down my request to follow up
thoSe ron-typival waves, Ly privote notes were ripped out of my note-
book.while I-¥ms ut lunch and I never saw them acaln, 4nd as soon o 8
t.li::_.'{hmuld, they shipped me t iairbenks, Aleska, end that was the end
Q at, i ey ~3 : h

The Major told me wil'I needed to know, the day before I took the
plane to Alaska, His scowl siid more than hig words,. and they aaidplen-
We "I4d let it alome, henscott, No sense stirring up more. trouble,

“we can't bother with side olloyes, amyhow, Next time you monkey
with ity you might get your héad blown off; not just o dose of stray
voltage out of the blue., We'wve done everything but stand on our heads
trying to find out where that spore energy caile from-- ond wie re it went,
sut we've morked that whole 1ine of resecrch ¢losed, Kenscott. If h ¢
were you, 1'd keep my mouth shut about it,n

“It wasn't a measage from 1iex8," 1 sugcested unsniling, and he-dide
n'$ think thot was funsy either, But there.was. relief on his face as I
lelt the office amd went to clean out iy drawver, .

I got along a1l right in Aleska, far a while, DBut I wasnit t h e
same, The armistace had hurdly been signed when they sent me.baok -t o
the States with a recormendction of Qverwork, . I tried to explcin it to
Andy. "They said I necded o rest., .ijuybe 80s . 1he shock did sowething
fumy % me,.s tore we opes... like tie eleotric .shock treatments -they
¢lve catatonic patients. I know c lot of things I never learned, Ordi-
nary tradio work doesn't mean apything to me .amguiore, .. It .desan’'t meke
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sense, Waen people out west were talking zbout fiying saucers or what-
ever they were---and when they talked cbout weather disturbances after
the atomic teats, things did moke sense for ¢ while, And when we ccme
down here--~" I paused, trying to fit oconfused impressions together.He
wasn't going to believe me, anyhow, bed I wonted hin to, 4 tree alagped
ageanst the cabin window; I juwaped, "It storted up again the dgy that
we got to tiie mountains, knérey out of nowiiere, fellowing me around,
It can't knock me out. Have you noticed Itye let You turn the 1lights
on and offf? 1Ihe doy we cmae up, I shorted ry electric razor and blew
out five ruses trying to change one, "

'Weah, I reuwcmber, you had to drive to town for them-e" iy bro=-
ther's eyes watched me, uneasy, "iiike, you're kidding--"

*I wish I were," I said, “That eneryy Just drains into me, a nd
nothing hoppens, I'm jumwne,” I shrugged, rose and walked across to
the radio I'd put in here, so carefully, before the war, I picked u P
the disccnnected plug; tirust it into tue aocket, I snapped the dial
on, “I'1l shiow you," I told hiu,

The panel flashed and dorkened; confused static came crackling from
the speaker, erratic, I took Ly hand awcy,

"Jurn it up=--" Andy said uncusily,

Ny hand twiddled the dial, "It's already up."

"Iry ancther station," the kid inpisted stubbornly, I pushed all
the buttons in succession; the static cracikled ond buzzed, the panel
light flickered on and off in 1ittle eryptic flashes, I sighed, "aAnd
receplion was perfect at noonm," I told him, "You were listening to the
news." I took my hond away again, "I don't want to blow the thing up. "

Andy czie over aml switched the button bae: on. The little pancl
light glowed st eudily, and the mellow voice of uillton Croass filled the
room, ",,.now conducts the HLoston Philharmonic Orchestra in the Fifth,
or 'Fate' Symphony of Ludwiy von Beethoven,.." the noise of mixed appe-

lause, and then the mejestic chonds of the Symphorny, thundering through
the rooms of the cabin,

"ITa=damdumdwimn --« Taeda-da=LUid]! "

Ky brotner stared at me ag Tacing woodwinds caught up with t h e
gragaeii?'rherc was nothing wrong with the radio, MMilke, What d&d you

o to

"I wish I knew," I told hiu, feaching, I touched the volwre tut-
ton again,

Beethoven died in a mattering atatic 1like a thousand druus,

1 swore and Andy sucked in his breath between his teeth, edgirg
warlly Uackwerd, He touched the dials aiein; once more the amoothness
of the "Fate" sSywphony rolled out and swallowed us, I shivered,

You'd better let it alone}" Andy said shakily,

The kid turned in early; but I stayed in the main room, Aanoking
restlessly wmd wishing I could get a drink witiout driving cighty miles.
over bad mountein rouds, Neither of us had thousht to turn off t h e
radio; it was moaning out some irnterrninable tirobbing dance musig. I
turned over my notea, restlessly, not reully secing then, OCnoe Andy's
volce came sleeplly fram the alcove, "Going to read «ll night, liike?®

"If I feel 1ikec it," I maid tersely ond began walking up and down
again,

"iike]l FXor the luvvayod atop it and let me get some 8lcep]l " Andy
exploaed, and I sank down in the chair usaln, “Sorry, Amdy,Y

Where hrd the intungible pexrt of me been, those eighteen hour a
when 1 loy first crushed under o feollen beumy, then under morphine i n
the hospital? Where had those scars come fraw? liore important, whut
had made o radio lab blow up in the first ploce? Electricity s o t s

{concluded pago fortyefive)
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ASTICALD PruSOong »

LOLITONIAL nOik: of W1 tue nouy
coluwulis, nd types of colwuns wc
hive proferred our rcaders, npne
Lo 2wlkiidiod: suci: @ll-iround w-
w.w. 3 T ;k.\'otior s intpr;.st.
Theulhi we lave. awd azdiy comipli-
LCLY3 0l our colwane, n‘ou 2N si=-
is tie Qully ore---ond pgrh:.w t..et
coes Lor fie cutire nistory o f
formigilzineg~=~wilich a Iraia::ion.,l
caitor expocosced on ov-.rw.wlx..uu_,
tu_.pthtloz. Lo publish in Lis yro
af moelozine, Yhat he woalg nzve’,
beon nucatrung by lLis publigicr,
hoil e, lessens ‘not one iatu tie
tribute to Fondon's iing of The.
Fun, the grecse in whlch the ax-,
le of ceventi Fundoa turned, ono
of-uy v =V best fricnda---znd if
YU llove Ly pursonulity, .,rob...-
bly one of yodrs, too: 26N Greli=
melly
€r tae uierita of tids coluwx by

sending questions of “J Bcientifia

or Beience-fictionsl nuture to
eithicy Professor Greimell ot.402
naple Avenue, rend du Lig,iiisec,
or tu tiie cditor ot 41 .v;at 1%,
Colwabus 1, Chio., In wy cvent
let's Liuve moue questicns of an
engrossing noture., Suell o8 tad
cnce Ior liils issue. ssssgseshe

WHALY IS wluAnt BY B Lindf, "A SOPH-
-=Jgoel rydchl
A gopliisticcted person is one
van lisgten to the williawn Tell Ower~
ture ond not be rewninded of the Lone
Ronger,

Cay YOU Tuil [k WaAT IT I6 WIIAT A
STILCH Il. T SaviisS?

~=pcrVvin Siyder, Philodelphic, Ph.'

nein, .

WHAL 00 10U TiIzh WE SHOULD 00 wiIT

MALKNKOV? ~~ueria, Crumblin, iloscow -

I'd recoumielld an elola w:.tu. o rouun

candle, , w g

(cont inued next p...(_,c)

‘Iriec.gli_r.';;,_.i]_.lu?trh.ticn Tty uergoret i, Jonirick

UR INFORM: ALDEHVupRA;,'

wiy we urge you to furtin- ..

who:

.
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G IS IT WU WHAY YOU HAVE A SCIELCE FICYTION TYFEWRITER?

£

e
A

editorial: “playing telephone* concluded from page one

]

==-Arlene drcnncn, Berkeley, Colifornia
Yes, 1t even hag a spice-bar]

DO YOU FIiw AnYTHING PuCULIAR WITH H@ul?
-=Aspic Piccsso, 014 Ilystic, I11 ,
Yes, I tuiink Houer 1g Just =8 Odyssey cc1 bo. :

WHAL IS Ui DIFFRRBNCEK BETWLY AN OXIIE AiD AN OXHIDE?
-=Jack Horness, Pittsburch, Pa,
@Gite eleucntory--on oxide ogontuins oxygen while an axhide contcina ox,

WAS likSOPOLTAITA REALLY ‘Mg CIalLE OF CIVILIZATION '

! =~Dovid Engliel, Dunkirk, N,Y,
Scue scy sc wx others wonder if civilizction hos yet reached th e
crecdle stuge=-or the cradle either, for thet motter,

HOW i 1i{INGS IN GLOCCALIORIA? ~-Scorlett Rhett OBogesyliple., linn.
Up to enuff, down to bruss tacka, in step with the London Tines and
O bitter wun than I cu Gunga Din,

I.FAFM.MCDAH.HJFEMA CON AHND A HALF IN A YEAR AND A HALF, How
LOMG WILL SiEId NeXT FAMZING DK% -=Fertile Inlay, Pittsburg, Pa.
1 asked Bob Hloch cbout this ond bhe was concerned gcbout tlie one-ond-o-
half aspect of the situation but we both gireed that. it largely de-
pends upon wiether or not the con-roport is.written by RichElsberzy,
You've got to rewenber that Y aur averoge fonzine 16 a staple ite,

HOW liAMY GEHNS COULD A BANSHUCK SHUCK IF A GAEGSBUCK COULD SHXY BANS?

4,758, XNow, you tell m

==San lidstywitz, Oullah, New Jorsay
@=-=How rany pills will a Willis a@ill if

—_—

Sears Roebuok could Chuck Harris?

IS SQUEUM CHLORIDE REALLY WORTH ITS SALT?

==llorton iiorton, Cooings, Moontana
Salts noy caue and salts my go but you contt keep a good Epsan Downs.

DO THEY KVt FILL AIRSHIPS .WITH ANTHING BESIIOES HYDROGEN AND HELIUN?

-=Lewls J, Grunt, Chicogo, Illinois
One tine out in Hollywood, they filled onc with neon and usad it in
a picture, This wos colled HIGH MKON ond ocpped the Acaday Awnd for 1952.

= Sp——
Bl b s B S —— S—— - - - L

the concoction of o mwagnesium flare, to the propagation of the de-
formed conocept, It reflects the readiness of our Average lian to
accepl witliout doubt arything said by soileone tentatively labeled
an suthority, . .
why in the none of the reporting goda Stanley and Greeley do
these self-styled informants feel it is their God-given prerogzative
to nutilate ony information sent their woy? Why must we contimie
to be Iorced, because of no way to track down gvery scrap of data
fed us, to accept the mony-times-twisted inaccuracies of thia clan?
All it tokes to correct the situction, to atrengthen our lines
of camunigcation, to disseminute knowledge more acocurately, is =a
little wore thoroughness of research, a little more honesty, and a
little less blimd following of those who azpear to be in the know.
I, for one, am sick to tears of readin; the “telephone"-desc-
ended statement beginning, “Ostenaibly, such-und-such is "alleged,., "
===hn

-
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It was a hot, sticky morning in Chicago--Labor Da y
morning, 1952. the beginning of .the last day of the
10ta World Con--gid only a %thin scattering of tired
fans vlistened to ‘the spegqches and panel diacussions in the Terrace Ca=
8inc, - HotWiing much happened until that afternocon, when they voted on
the site for the 1lth World Conventign, " X

' And mory fans thought ¥risco wgs sure to win, amnyway.

But on that morning, with the actugl yoting still hours away, &
certain quiet group of actifars were already.discussing the failure pf
San -Frencisgo, - - -

The Friscc fen had simply overlooked one taing: the 10th  Werld
Con was the firast of the Big Cons., It swarmed with neofen who know
nothing of aotive fandom or of ¥risco's efiorts to win a Con, T h e Yy
were mostly I rom the Chicago area and the Lagte~and many of them
seemed: to think lYork should lave tae next Cofl. .

»: ‘ihis. lexge influx of neofen was totally unexpeocted. It had nev-
er heppened before, And its effects were wmknown till that last mor=-
ning-=-it took the first three days té gether the facts, piece them to=
gether, and realize what was happehing., . - . . Cel i :

by thén, it was too late to help Iriscog, The negofen rescnted the
Frisco fen's penthouse purties, paturally, when they weyen't invited,
The. Frisco fen hed'been hending dut_deeds_to the Mopn when they should
have been sellihg ¥risco, In shoft, they had ignpred those n @ o fen
compietely, - - S PP y 140 s w oot

So the. neofen 'were sure W drop o sizable bloc of votes on th e
Lont. Coesdt-~not big enough to 1ick Irisco algne, but enough to-urbel-
ance that actifan vote srimco had bullt up ond atart,a trewd gwoy from
¥risco,- So there it was: Frisce had lgost, . . . S s

L
- o
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realizing this, rastern faons had to jury-rig their bids so agood
kastsite would be limelighted, sttracting tihe necfen--whichever w ay
the trend went, it had to be kopt away from ivork, where the frn sit-
uatlion waa entirely too unsettled to support a World Con.

HMoat sestfen who would have favored Frisco, if there were time to
do anything for lrisco, had to deal with thia Lestern situation, The
unfortunate thing, though, was that the iwastfen not favoring Frisco
ugsed this opportunity to stir up what amounted to a steam-roller for the
kast, :

That slcau=-roller stuff was about all nany fans saw in the whole
business, Judging from what little I've been cble to hear, it wa s
certainly all the Frisco fen could see, So tiiey went home saying fane
dom had let 'em down, that fana had voted from their procketbooks, that
the west Coust was double-crossed wien it shouldfve gotten the Con,..

That wea tho worat thing obout it. Jrisco lost at Chicago b e -
couse they went in with a bunch of grondoise sghemes and rulled the
Pleuses t boner they poseibly cowld have-=ighioring that neofzan bloe, Of
course, no one hud ever had to ocortend with it before, but it was still
a boner, Only some ¥risco fen ‘couldn!t see ciything 1ike thaty o1 1
they 'could see was that they'd been decublc-crossed, robbed, cheated of
their rigatful ocliance, And there've been rwzors t:ot the Frisco gaong
fell® apart, It undoubtedly did lose some uembers--posaibly a f e w
free-loaderse wio were riding clong for the giory.,

* But on llursdoy morring, August 13th, ‘ot spnroximately 1330 tyem,
my landlady's snorea were interrupted by o Joagling phone--Long Diast-
ance for Gibson, So the old bat pulls on o robe and totters upatairs
to bang on m'door. So I pulls on m'panta and stegpers down to answer
the damn' thing,

And it's Henry surwell, the Lean Rebel, wlio is ver-r-ry active i n
fandom deapite any rumors to the contrary, And he's calling fr on
pomewnere woy thie hell out in Ohio,

sut being a true Lean itebel, he's profusely apologetic about drag-
gin! me outta the sack, and Itw sayirg thot's all right--n'l andlady
stands there, glaring; I gottae be up ot a quarter to six tc go to work

-~but that's all rignt,.. (concl uded next page)
FALGONS OF AfaaBiili (poxt on Lron naco forty-one

fircsg; it shocks men into insensability or death. =Rodio waves are in
tliieniselves hernless, iloat inportant of dl, what maniac freak of light-
ring was Icexxying in my body thicotl made me irzmine to eleetriocal current? I
hadn't told Andy cbout the time I'd delibverotely prounded the electric
dynamo in the cellor crd tuken the whole valbege in ny body. I was atill
elive, I walldhuve been u hell of a way to oxmit suicide---but I hodn't,

I swore, slamming down the widow I wes golre to xd., Andy was right .
sither I wos goy crazy or there was sgeething wrongg in cry oase, sitting
here waaldrdt lelp, If &6 didn't let up, I'd tale the first train home an d
gee o 3wod electriciin -~ ara pgchiatrist, But right now Iwes going to hit the saclk,

dy hand went out automatioclly and switolied the light off,

*sean]" I thought incredulously. I'd shorted the dynamo egain, The
rodio svopped ce if the whole orchestra hued dropped dead; everly light
in the cebin winked out, but wy hand on the swiich crackled with apho-
aphoressnt glow cs the entiré house current poured into my body, I ting-
~ed wish veird shocky I heard my own tecth chiattering,

And acmelining snuapped wide open in my brain, I heard suddenly, an
excited wlioe, shouting,

dhyse Rhys! Theal is the man)n

THE SLOUDD SEGo It OF THTS Lonose G 5B
ISSUs OF LIAHES IOLS
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So Honk and Lon Ford have been talking to Les Cole, out in Frisco.
4nd Les wouldu't be able to meke Philly, so Don was zuthorized to en-
ter a Friscc bid at Philly fer the 1Zth World Con., And Hank figures I .
would know cll doout kastern fen, cnd if they were planning on. any. bvids
widch might conflict with the Frioco bid,

© So theiv [ wasg, stunding in m'punts ot 1:30 in the morning, dige -
cussing” thihys which will affeet the future of all fffondom!) o

Ah, well-=ihobody around here wantod tiae Con, anyvay. NYork fan-
dom 18 juat in the process of getiing itself somewhat organized, and
there are possibilities of-~but not this yecor, Unfortunately, my only
Bpy in the Cleveland fanclub was found floating in the river, but I
thought he'd failed to pPay his dues or someghing,.,,

© And 8o, it began, This time, it was o stroight contest between
Cleveland and irisco=-and it was Cleveland that pulled the boner,They
dido't go to werk soon enough to line up the support of other fans=
groups in the xast ond uidwest, Their preatest drawback was tint they
atood wlone, amd they were fuirly new, while Frisco had contacts with
other fan-groups from sewe rol years buck, |

Jut thwe Cleveland gang coauipuigned hord ot Philly, and they hnd a
fairly good ciance, “The 1lth werld was just as biz cs the 10th, and
was just as loaded with neofen who kiew nothiing obout active fandomes
neofen frou the Philly arcu and the nrst Cocat, 4and Cleveland wes the
neofen's best bet, moueywise, I heced 'em todidrg about Mwk agedn §)

However, the neofen werenft le¢ft in their lgricrance, thia time,
They got worked on from both oides, L, Spracue de Canp was bonging a=
woy with his imles ond Hegulationg--nm why, mind you, why there had
to be any such, Then there wers Proposals {',o organize a permcnent od-
visory coamittee on Cons, and o permanent record of low The World SF
Con Was Accomplished With Slight Bloodshed ss the next group would have
samething to go on, cnud ¢re thing and gnotaer, Lon Ford then proposed
that future Oons be rotated to = different sector, each ycar, ond the
fona wvoted in fuvor of rotation, and direcoted the mé Con te drow up
a rotation plan, 3Since it wos in Chicago==thc. llidweBt=athen PlLiilly=-=-
Wie kost ~=it weent hard to miggeot thot e lext Con giiould go out % XFrisco,

Some checrecter also mentioned that we need .nere good, solid fane
clubs capcble of putting on a big World Can, And if the World Cons are &oing
around by rotation, most fans get toattend one in their crea only. once v
ery few yeors, the small regional cons ought to be built up and medemore
numerous, dhen the fanclubs putting on the regional cons will soon be
ready totackle the world Conm, when it comes their way,

And to top this educationdl cimpzign off, we got a London bid for the 12th
World Con, With ell this goirng on, some of those ncofen began to reclize thet
Cons aren™ kindergerden stuff; a few of them even decided to vote witii us.

A8 14 wag, though, plenty of fons votcd for Cleviland--both actifor ond reofhn
-=who wanted to keep the Cons near thieir owr nometowns ad tohellwvith rototion,

* ‘Ard therein lies the spark of one helluvn big fight, next yecar.
brisco finally had the Con, now, not. 8o much becouse of any big coup-
algn as beoouse tinelr right to have it wasnlt tlie cold corpase o few o £
them thot it woa, But thiere's one paint on which tie lid mey blow off,

There'll probcbly be more thon o half-dozen Ecst and liidwest fon=
clubs -going to brisco to bid for the 13th Col in 155, There may beat
lecat one frow every sector of the country, And Friacc has to drow up
o rotation plon, suggesting that tihe 13th Con be roteted clockwise or
counter-ologkwise or sone-whicn-way from the liest Cogst to another seo
tor, and every fanclub ret in that fovored scotor, thot wants to bid
for the 13th Corn, will Pight that rotation plen, | .

ABide fram that, o1l Frisco haos to worry about is having its.goup actunlly
fall upart——or ending up with so anell, en atthrdanos they heve little more than 5L
westercon, O EXD - (This wor-the sevctd vy v Z8Eia (hs.)

= v omi Y
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wWith the recent overall decline of the science fiction magazine
merket and tne sharp drop in both production and gquality of fiction,
several great editors remain rather conepicuous. Primorily they are
Johnn w, Compbell, Jr,, Horace L, Gecld, and anthorny Boucher, The rel-
ative merits of their individual mapeczines cxre well known=-indeed, so
well known a8 to have been taken for granted during recent years, I n
the present decline, with the excellent being no longer the commone-
place, they cre more than ever noticeable,

ot so conapicuouns, but perhaps more imjortent, are the great ed-
itors who dre missing from todgoy!s newsatcnds,

In combat, conasidering tlhie two elements to be comparitively equnl,
it is far bvetter to hdve your enemy in sight ond be informed of their
mcvements axd ideas than it is to huve them undercover and to be un=-
sure of their exact wiercabouts., uLven if you must suffer the conaeg-
uunces of constont small-crme fire, it is etill more desircble to have
capuble observation, Nothing is more dcvestating than to have, aud-
denly, a strong and well-concevived attack in your midast from a source
you were not ewn considering, Surprise is perhops the most important
element in ory maneuver, ad was demonstrated by liacArthur to the ut-
mest distress of the Communist forcea at Inohon, Xorea,

Let us, therefore, maoke a resolution not to be taken by smrpriue
when tnhat arch-cditor, Ray Polmer, mokes his dramatic entrance early
this surmer or ecrly fall,

Cf all the editors inr science fiction, paBt or preaent, Palmer
deserves purhaps the most respect as cn advers:ry worthy of the finést

n"r “-’H{fﬁf‘l-}{*j ana/ »{!ﬁ?.ﬂ.

steel fondom haa to offer. To dery thot the men has ability is a8
fytile cs it is pointlesa, hugh like iing Corutel's frustration. T o
ignore Pclmer ie one of the worst tacticel errors you could commit,

After concluding c long coreer as editor of ALAZING STORIES, Pal-
mer plunged once ppain into cditorship with: Ol WORLWS, only t his
time in the ccpacity of owner ags well as editor, Certainly this waa
a benefit to Palmer: the strings that Lir, 2iff and Mr, Davie had ot-
taghed to his desk were cut; emd, should a question of policy or fin-
ence arise, there was only one head and one polr of editorial should-
¢rs to carry the load of decision, If the ashouldsrs happuned to b e
phyasicelly weok, it must be remembered that the load was matericlly--
non=exiatant, ’

At first Palmex found OWFus WORLDS tc be cxactly what he had been
missing during all the first long years of strupgle and toil, There ia
a certain proud ord fiexce Joy to producing something that is entire-
1y your own, &nd Pelmer poured forth his heert into the firat issues,
A certoln proportion of the readership of AAZING STORILS wos beliind
him fraom tlie start ard o goodly number of writers and editors, from
long assoclation, gove to him freely and generously, hoping to see him
succeed in a dreom that perhops they, too, slicred,

The roce, os hus been noted,'1s not alwrys to the swift, In keep-
irg within tiie boundaries of finpneiel limits, hitherto questions Pole-
mer had ‘not been overconcerred with, he bagon to find it difficult to
mainteoin certedn standards of quality oapd queastity that Yo had eegerly
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asgumed in the beginning, Certainly ower-optimism is not a fault for
which a man should be ocondemned nor even horshly rebuked, for we are
all too guilty of that common sin, Nor con o men be assailed angrily
when the dreams he has neurished at his brecst begin to tcke on a dif-
forent form then they hod when lhie first picked them up. Polmer began
to find Olhiu! WOILDS a2 burden that he could not corry, yet knew n ot
how to put down. and slowly the magozine tool on o tint that fondom
found undesirable., Yalmer found it to be equully to his distaste,but
how ecelly oan a proud man sgy that his own product is wortiless? And
if his pride is too great he will ignore the focts until he cannot
ever admit f:om, even 4o hiuedlf,

Aoy Poluer made 2 second try with SCIunCs ST0AIwS in which he ot~
tempted to re-meke OTMuut wWOMLDS into whot he firat intended it to be,
but like the glory thot wos Rome before lero plunged it inte ashen,
thie pinnacle of hope and aspirction wos never ogoin reached.

dottered, torn, the wounded animel retrects into its lair to lick
and heal wounds until they ore solid, firm sccrs, Polmer is quiet,
but the man who haa recached the top, fallen to thu bottom and then re-
peated himself 2ll owver cgain is not one to lie long in wait, Whao t
his.next venture will be is wiybody's gucas, but I confess to facing
the prospect with cpprehension. ITom ¢ man of Hay Palmert!s talcents it
¢ould be exything and I suspect: the modifying influencea of Bea Mnohnf-
fey may g0 o long way toward determining whot the real outcome will be
-=yetl even ao they could be most surprising,

The military haw a saying for it: "The isasue is still in doubt,™

IRENDS . The MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIiiCis FICTION, a8 has been
noted in many quarters, is suddenly fecturing in its here-
tofore popes of solid text a very few smecll illustrationar

two, In any other magazine this trend would not be half mo surprising,

since illustrations are an integral poxrt of the science fiction moge
azine, yet 1t is with a bit of shock that one finds them allied with
anthony Boucher,

Although MNoF&SF hos two editors, the secoond being J, Francis Mcw
Compa, it is not readily cpparent that any hends touch the isgue oth-
er than Boucher's. He is c¢osily the more copeble of the two amp for oa
Belence fiction 13 concerned, and all stotoaents of policy appear t e
come directly from his hands, It is easy to drow the mental pioture
of Boucher presenting the fintllied copy to licComas for approval an d
he merely nodding abstractedly in pasaing,.

why, then, should o mogezine ag definitely ond unswervingly op-
posed to the use of pictures suddenly begin to accept them {in noticee
able quantity? It should be noted =t the soue time thet the magczine
has undergone several policy changes, aueci 8 the general exclusionof
rovprints, ond now has o definitely different flovor then was found in
tize 4dniltial iesues of the mogazine,

Perhops the influence of J, Francis iloComna has been atronger than
woe reclized and i8 only now reloxing to pemit severcl chengea in the
magazine, Things which have been cttributed to Bouchor in the past
are possibly not due to him ot oll and only now is lhe cttaining real
control of the mgzazine, 1If this is true, what trends will be  next
to appear?t

One thing is sures FAXLTASY AlD SCIpNCE ITCTICH is merely one of
the forerunnrera in whot looks to be o bumper orop yeoxr of trends withe
in trends, 4Yhings ore-on the move, Toward what evontual destinction
ia a8 much your puess 2a it is mine, Perhcas yours is better,

THE MOST STRIKINGLY UNUSUAL FICTION EVER PUSLISHED!

«odn"ofan fdicsczine incugurctes TABOO-BUALAILLUS next issue with Yia Romp
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YAl UCKNILION by David.Duncon (Ballantine) roviewed by Ellison

There is o certoin vitality locking in the work of most writers who
apeciclize in science fiction, This laci: of sparkle results from
being too close to the field, In thisg cose, fomiliarity has bred a
cextain urjustified over=csasumption, oo neny things arns token for
grented. Accordingly, though we must eften suffer untder their gloe
ring errors from tiis same fomilicrity (though in this case & la
of it), the writer of main-strecm fiction con produce a work of muel]
more enduring and ewinent quality.,

we have expericnced this with auch autiore =s Alfrad Beatexr, Stuart
Cloete, sernard wolfe, Huxley, Orwell cond a few ctiers, 'To this lst
L should like to pdd David buneccn. Mr., Dunoan manaes with the
worn=out tools of the acience fictioen trede, to produce a mechonism
of such flawless workings, thot many of cur ac~c2lled "Gregots" could
toke ample heed, And though not of clagsie cclidbre, still quality.

"Uork vaminion® is a story, Primarily ond foremost it is thet, 0 f
Bound philosophy and equally osound science there is c-plenty, b u t
gbove oll it is good entertaimment, Duncen secmz to hove embodied
all the prerequisites for the Cood storyteller, One who can leave
the nodules of constructive thougiit blosaoming, but whose primaxry
aim is to tell a good yarn,

n the eage of the legellan Project and ita ultra-secret attempt to
get "The Black FlanetfWe-z rocket-povered grace staticn built on the
ground--~, into the air, no aingle event cch be estincted before it
hoppens, svery twist of the novel revecls ¢ hithcrto unsuspect ed
gicker, And of kickers tliere are plenty. <The charwcters thangelves,
though for %the most pert ond witi one prine excipticn~-0sborn-~no t
a8 shorply indiccted as they migut te, “plont" the «lues to thesa
loter developmernts with all the intricaey a good novelist cen muster,

There 1a o steady and hecdy Buspense, coupled with o diocmond-s cint-

| illustrotions this poge by DAVE FOLLY |
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1lletin, siyle of introducing new footors Wviiere they hove the most
shock cppeil, The book is -co ietenily lpgiecl throughout, scve ot
the very educlusi 0T, wliere thwé. cuitlior ti:pows tie entire corefully -
builteup &icateter of the wrodzyonist into doubt, Tie Btyle is ex-
ceedlngly swootl, the book is Lood, end tie sustained piteh ocrries
right W to the lost tirec prees where tie previously mentioned in-
con rudng, exigts, The erding is an un_ucssed denouenient which, for
sever.y recsons lecves the Tegder pueping: 1) it is totally uncxpec-
ted and 2) it-1s totally inconsistent, Ii it acd not becn for the
8ncp eixiiy, uroc. cd liter:lly from left field, Ballentine woul 4
hc.vs gd.t Fa flcwle_aa:a winner, As it is, (dnosc unconditionclly fecan-
wended,

L]

Tl waCasainy WELICALOit by wolt Villia ond Lob ghow reviewed Wy .1lison

is o sheer delight, Knowing cuthor Walt wlllia? tongue-inedicel: gte
titude towcxd fandom, it is mpetines rous): sledding to believe the
story is told with deadpin serivusress., -.ut wiether Wolt and Bo b
are laoue.aing up their colleotive siecves ot icndom, or hove cliosen

tais wey to laud the fan who tokes foanning seriously, it is a preo-
ious curoaticle,

dhe unchcnted Duplicctor is o porehle, feciuring such gambits (or in
tuls oase, plnynf &8 o hero ncwed Jophen, g lozy yegident of. the
Circle of Loassisude noued Aobert George Leth (Leth R,G, for short),
Gledes of Goafin, g hLekto OWap,  and o nultitude: of otler pun-porehle
easets, . 5

Told c8 t.ue Journey of a young neofen.fro.i the Lemd of liundcne t o
rrufinaon in search ol ‘tle uagie luimeogroph, this light, cey odven-
“ture~porcble will plecse evean the post vocu=raged of pessimiats, and
it mokes - i1ellow fecl (ood (ox bed ne tiae cope ey be) oo he iden-

Yifies hinself with either Joplian or oue of Jophan's less fortum te
Tellow~trovclers,

sut I fecr tuis review will howe to be e.ed, for I must polish my
shiiled of Guor, ° I hear tell there ia g Qerd of typos coming t hisa
WY s 0e (cvallabler frow guthors, 170 Uner lhewtownords [d,, Fel-
fcat, Lorth Ireloid, 1/~ or 15¢ per copy ond recommended heeoxtily)

RIUERS 10 HE SewiS by Curt Siodmck {;icllmtine}- revieved by ¥llison
we have in tiis volume o roxity: o cample tely be book,

his is sauetlin, the field aen well @ wvifiiout, liovelized by
stobert wuith from Curt Siodieakt g urexcuscoly miserable screen lay,
the cutuor shows o predilcetion for the tirec-dot ellipse {...)f and
tile Susenae-heisntening hyphen (=) with little love for the vogera-
les of pood characterizotion,

ot tlie authior has deicned to dublously lhonor zs the plot, is
& wild feice obout spacenliins whese hulle turnp brittle due to cosmic
FLyB, ok onen wio deelde to overcows this obstacle they must cpture
meteors cid see of wact tuey ore camposed., e Story monoges t o
eover severcl hundred slior tevarc roshed voges of pseudo=H enm ingwry
plotéing, suiowing the effecie on the men vito o up to ride herd o n
e meteors, ‘Yhe effecis vre much like toking pot-shots at o liark
YII tenk with o beanshiooter, deglicivle,

Ixiteness, in this Cise, i3 the keynobte, not the rerity. Th e
batch ‘0f louts who Couprise the ccot, froi: the 100% Alleimeriocn he-
to down to the poor, befuddcled ugyecho wito rushes off into the store
Zlecked visiness, reel frao. Type=custing, Lhe Plot is oompliaccted,
&8 oty a padded novie script designed for the lover of hovelons
Cassidy cin be. The 8cienge is neglirible, fhe blatting unroveled,
Lhe story es a wholgwespn hole,
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Trus SYNDIC by C,.ia hornbluth (voubleday) revieved by Sudrys ;
Cne of tae top ascience fiction writers unliubers once more, and the
result leys waste the horde of “novelists! who have suddenly sprung
up in the field. o0ddly enougli, he docs i% with a collection of wards
thaot rescublea 2’ true novel orldy superficiclly,

Ahe Syndic is a thworousfily worked-out extrapolation of resent
day soclety, in the style wilch Ghe % wgreuouts ond Taiseoff did
50 much to establish cs the leuding method lor writing o science fice
tion story, And it is the ex‘tro.pola}:ion wiiien actuslly carries the
story, for wii:t plot there is has no'beginning and no end, LAy

True, it book beping with o proplem-~2 typiccl, twisted Korne
bluthian problem; the slow disintegratiocf of .2 socicty ruled by the
tenign and charmingly IFlorentine descendents of todoy's eriminnls,
under the vieciqus, pircticul, and unprineipled depredetions of the
despicable remnants ‘of the former United siptea government,

irue, tlore is a boy-uwets-pirl suv=nlct, which is whackily re~
golved in a dead-serious maonmer, for tic i@ro, & distant relative of
the grent Julearos, 4008 get thg girl-~o direct descendont o f
the rulers. But he doesn't do At in the logiczl boy-mects-~_irl mmm
ner walch writers generally. Fellerd ug Bacored.  lione of -the things
Liyone deoes in this book are more tien siperfieiolly logiczl, They
&re merely right, .

But thoat main problen is never 80lvew, wveryone exanincs it,
gives it on experimental nudge, and thel welks ocwsy from it, never
lookings boek, And it doesn't uctter, -the impoverished young Noble
hos won the hicnd of the foir young Princess while the benign spade=-
becrded Lmperor bemss approvingly in the buckegroung., The arocon is
not sladn, but nobody carus, beccuse it's sucl = neaty old Jdragon
tnat it wouldn't be any fun to have anytiing to do witu it,

i could mention beautiful red-hecded witclies, telepotny, nasic,
superscicnoe, sociology, satire, and decd-scrious irory, I could
memtion Lrive té jokes and Wtaieal hisvorion nomed 3,  Arrowsmith
dynde, I could sgy ‘picaresaue, I opuld 8oY=-lmua, I have, hoven't I
I soy, in cddition, that [ om quite sure Cescre Jorgio would  have
I:Ee::rtil},r S2oroved tids book, lNicolo mocidovell would hove eribbed
rom it, b '

and, iu turther additiony GO BUY Iv] wo yocurself tho fovor,
Wovel, seuwovel, tuis is wWonderful ! -

20w Litnn HUrali by Theodore Sturgeon (belicntine) reviewdd by Ellison
Book reviuwers, like #ié Delphic Orccles,. cxe ¢ breed of individuc.la
seli-ocknowledged o be guthorities on everytl ing-~=including cvegy-
‘Shing, Jhus it ia with some feclings of lelplessnegas that a roview=-
"er 1inds he is totally ubprepored or caprble in describing a book,

It hoppens only onces in vwery thousmud yeora or so, omd is ¢
greater trioute to uny book tion o word of 2roise for coech of tlioge
YuaTs, G0 enjoy the spedtocle, dear reader,

Thecdore Sturgeon has expiided his GALAXY novells Seby Is i
into o tender and dteply moving chroniclu of Aonle, cowg in the
moelatrom of forcea pgreoater ticn oy one of thwm. The book,in cose
you misged 11 ubove, is jore ihan ncg o insures the foet thet if
Belloantine Locks were to cecge all publicotion witi this volume,
thelr immortclity would be cdslred, :

Wi Dove drocgced out more than we thougit we could., Sturgeonis
impececule in tLis novel, ungucgvioncbly tie finest plece of work
in the lost two yeors, shd the closest o .roceh tc liternture sei-
ence fiction hus yut produced, '

ASSLGHLAT i BiL.MITY by Robert a. Heiidein (yontosy Press)  reviewed
= by Llligen

d .
e W - s
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This is a very good hook, Ly some mensureucnts it falls short o f
being a yreat book, lLicen of the four voried-=length stories becr the
urmistakceble stamp of Heinlein, The fast plotting, the natursl diw
alogue, tie painlesa philosophy and scicnce, and the characters cll
30 real you can prod thuem with your thumb,

sesurrected fran threc diveraified science fiection pericdicals
ol the legt ten-fiftecn yeors, the storics still shy baok from none
when compored with Heinlein's more reccnt vorlka,

The first story, Gulf, deals with the scoret scrvice mrohinat-
ions of a bond of "not-men® whose cnief cleim to fome is thet they
can think better then anyone, The story .08 much of the flovor and
mory of tiac touclies of this cuthor's 1951 ‘ihe Ig;;ngi ;ﬁ E;ai The
second tole, Lhlgewhen is o rother ahobby ti&c’?—trave ory with some
odd romifiaoctions, liot poxrticulcerly cbaorbing or volucble as foras
Heinlein's writing goes. ITom soume other, lesser, author, it might
well be adjudged c masterpicce, The longest yarn in the quertet, a
noveletic-lengther titled Logt %ng_. ¢:plores the intricacles o f
th¢ mind's powers, lost raeces, an encvolent supermen. The last
atery, Jerxy Was 4 )fg,g, is good for a few lcughs while it proves by
Same veIy speclous logie that o certain cntliropoid 18 o man,

ilic overall iwpression is a fecling tiot Heinlein is carryineg
& banner, whether it be. for Speedtalk ox for the abolition o sdicol
boards, he tells o ;ood slory, Therc¢ is soue very vcluable philoge
oply and saue damn good Tuoding in thosce poges, and this Heinlein,
es witi olmost ull of the preceding, is o good safe bet to add ¢t o
Yy our bookracks or to stort o friend recding science fiction,

SFACE LAWYER by Lot Schaclner (Gnome Fress) revicwed by Norton

nendall Yoster Crosaen's insurance xent of galocotic oeclalm will

hove to move over and grant room to Kerry Dlole, whose knowledge of
solar system law in all its most obacure romifications gets him out
of one sorope aofter anothiere-with materinl odditions to his bank o=
count after gagh episode, Certainly written with the zuthorts tonizue
firnly cmbedded in his ciieck, tids is neithor profound science, now
gerious fiotion, but, even though on the 1light side, it should find
4 very welgome place on any collector's shelvcs,

SEARCH THL S by Frederik Pohl & C.ii, Kornbluth (Baliantine) --Lllison
¥red Pohl ard Cyril Kornbluth would have nrode mognificent novelty e
atore ownurs, hod they not decided to beceame magnificent writers,
The Pohlelorabluth works ore much like a vaoriety shop, loaded with
odd 11ttle gimcracks, reccptacle of o million off-trail unusuzl it=
€ms, elol one glimpsed from behind o laxrger pile of others.

The effect is somotimes overwhelming, os in Sgacﬁ Mexglants,
In this, their sccoml effort together, they don'tl;‘h;ach thot pravie
ous highy but there is still o good bit of morvelous spoofing, some
delicate sociolofical concepts and a segreu~tiroughetha-atorg whieh
i8 groeatly enhonced by not moking &y trite cllusions to sugh anal-
Ogous eXplorcrs na JIagon, Leif Lricson, liomer or Columbus as in the
recent Updving ¥ire by Fletohex Prott, which voguely resembles this
volume in subject mutter, though the gquolity is goloxies apoart,

The intricute wonderings of Rosa, wio senses the deozy of Mon's
culture on Holscy's Flinet, is o tight little chroniels pinpointing
the Pghl-mri. i nblut? nyatoam of writing, which they are perfecting.

e noy s-f authors tod thegs ¢ en
*gystem®, mf are proceeding tgytmrk if tcgoé'he %&i?e,l}o%me%e oun%uc%
therein, <the first two or thiree times we were treated to tiese mare-
or-less mloute claracte rizotions of odd cultures, it was stimulting,
but now that they fecl they hove pioked o winner, Paohl and Koxrpbith
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cre riaing tie poor old nog liellbentifor-lecther, Several meore ond
I'will venture thiat tlw revicws becanw & bit derogcetory. Or reveti-
tious, ; g ;

sub o8 I sqy, tae plot is rozther nect, though in ports where
tha pli it of the kero gedna insurmcunt:ble, Cyril and Ired get hiim
out in o Lretwy eyebrow-rolsing monner tact evokes o certein nir of

"o m! ] :

all in 11, o (ood little bit of gociologienl gtf, with soue cute
satirliccol copers beirny cut. ‘he book wes hormless cnd o filood time
wes aod by cll, ‘ l
atllithy QF ITik by Henry luttner (Sollantine) roeviewed by Budrys
It was 'rounu tlic midule-of tix nently, oro. in 1943, ord I'd reed oy
wWo¥ tiirpug.e =11 the otuer s=f prozines on tic newsatond raek, I stocd
Uiere, indeecisive, "wait's this astounding dit9" I scid to Ly self,
"awIul duli cover. o nzked womun, Sihould I botlhierg® Well, Idid,
out or guecer desperation, ond rar heod-on into A, Von Vortls “The
Storw, " Wio kuew fran Bectue? Contraterrere? wWhot kind of o bit
is that? I recled bock, wy cycs vioriting, ond wlmost stopped ruce
ing sclcui.oe Tiction theln cix tiuere, Fortuncttely, I read "The Froud
ilobot" noxt, .

Ali OF TIldk contoins ten stori eg, 3ciic of thewm 850 new t h e
mogozine versions cre borcly off the pirnds, otlicrs going e f o r
bock o8 "42 (“ueodloek") s '43 ("ShgckY ond "Ghost"). The lineup
contains one--count it, but donft brujisc it~-one story that seceems
representotive of Kuttner ot i
his lu.cide-roising busts txme
Is Yhe lunter," freas out of -
Galoxy., "Or nlse%-~-still o n

tite stonds 1in g"n_--gip; ot this
writing--is of anotlier i~ of
Kuttner; tic guntle, Light-
touched ilerry with: bLloci: bite
terneas in his hiwart, InL i
~dition, {uere. is Meor Doy, "
,for whid: titer¢ is no mrevioua
copyrigi:t notice, whidi would
Sach to inddecto.tiict itle o
brow-nuw job, thouch Ita
swerx tig titic's femilinr,

e must indicative Bdo:
coout tuis cutliology is (the
foet thot tiie stories were
carefully cliosen to coxnformsg
W auttmr's new preoccupetion, psychology, tc whicly Iin en pntani-
ogropbidiced note, he rufers to os "o scicnee, owncerred with hume n
beings, thot uiidlyzes cixd studies the world of the imoginoticon thot
is fictionu." Ycrsortlly, I've alwoys liked luttrer stories better
when ionl: Jid Liis own Liglyzing=-it svoiiod tc cone out less depres-
singly wien,

e book s o woll-done e sidgintiy neuscoting Jocket by Hi-
choard rowers. . Cul, LooTe 6ia Lo by=lines, out Jdraws o pot on  the
back in tae catiobicy,  1oulve probobly reia wost of thie atories,but
you it lilke teo _ive = friend e cung,

Sut I'G rother giw tluw diricid ‘o ey of Wik Froud itobet,
cnd tiic rest of tiw Golle hor scries, I'coulun't help tiinking, cs
I recd adbay Ol Jfiu, Hiob-I'd nmuch rafiicr be 1'-.:.:.:11:1;; Lewis' Icdgett.

i v i [“’11'
“HAW—-—VA MISSED™ AT

Ll UhuaN Il $Iu% "uy sletclhiexr Iritt (Szlluntire) © reviewed by Lllison
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with his usual rapidity of style znd siwotiness of norration, t h e
venerable iur. Pratt hes once ogain set down o 8tory. Dased. ncmine
elly, on Jason's search for The Golden Ilecoe, Frutt Lizs moved t he
myth into tie star-colonized future and reteld it., Replete with an
attacking force of apoce pirctes, designing iiedea~like wenclies, su-
per-science and mathematicians with the gift of Linstein, THE UIDY-
InG »Idk moves ot g prodigious rete,

If the lack of verve over the book shows, it is because t h e
writing copears to have been oured onto the pPcees, wita the author
BIrugeling not in the slightest, <1he reuder wilo enjoys perapiring,
witi his cssaulted heroes, will find little sctisfuction for h is
masochlsi, it is difficult to believe things will end any way but
hooplly ever ofter, rignt from the stert, F¥ersonally, I didn't gdve
a flying doan whiether Captain Thorwzld Poulsson did clear himself of
dereliction of duty charges or not., Final cnolysis: plensing to a
Sobbsey Lwin enjoying frotiy reading, not texing in the slightest--
for tHose cold evenings when the girl friend isn't around,

SHALWBLWAU by C.l. hoore (Gnome Fress) revieved by Ellison
Secord only, perhaps, to .obert i, Howerd (cn inevitable comporison
since the cribbing is obvious), Cathy i.oore wields the swiftest,
surest, most scintilleting sword of udveniure-litercture between
hard-covers,

Her slyle is o flambuoyant attack on the senges, cach word a
whistling thruat, parry or riposte at the rezder's defensea, C. L.
inoore has hocked out for herself = singular niche in the battlefield
that is sclence fiction-fanteay writing, -

This volume is her masieruiece, In it are conpounded tale up-
on tole (to the toatl of aeven) fraa the old WLIRD TALES that  be-
speak a tclent rare in the ledgers of creative writing--ond  rarer
yetl in tue iittle notebeook of science fiction, Her stories cbound
with herces thot swoshbuckle with the best of them, heroines either
entrancing to = fault or sedugctive to = perfection, and "unspeckable
horrora" so liorrible that they're, well, unapeakatle,

Good cleal. fun with drippning swords, floming blastcrs, fiery-
heired Jirel, lody warrior of Joiry, and .orthwest Smith, scourge of
Mere' underworld, Wothing overly tuxing for the grey cells, occos-
ional repetidton of certein well-liked litercry clichéa personnl to
riss Hoore only, and & flucney of style siwuply delightful in these
doys of rook-hurd writing auclh cs that of Lemingway or Spillane, It
is o style of en era long since faded--~ond before C.L, Moore b & =
ceme C, L. Kutiner, If adveuture ias your wine, try this vintuge.

UBTOUGheED L uULAd HaddS by Hobert Sheckley (Sallontine) =-Budrys
ihis colleotion of thirteen storiea stonds unquestioncbly as t h e
best one~unon antiology yet to come out of Lellantine's shop. Admit=-
tedly, some of this stonding is due to the disappointing level o f
the huttner aml Clarke colkectiinrs which have preceded it, but more
than enough of the ceredit pemains with Sheckley,

deither Clarke nor iuttner are bagieclly short-story writers.
sheckley is, lie has o professional's sresp of his specialty, e n d
knowa beivei thon eany other writer in his noproximate age-group, just
whot moy be done within the borders thai define the gshort-gstory--ond
where tlioce borders mny be extended,

ULIZOUG D BY HUlunl HalWS contains thirteen atoriea, I wish it
were fourteen, for then tiiere ‘would have becn room for the spoavlitng
W adme which cgypeared under o pen-~ncuwe in the firat issue o T

HINEAS

LADL LAGALLLE, end whidi threatens to heoome lost, ’gﬁ. %
which a_.pecred with it under Sheckley!s own mone, ig in ed in this
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collection,) Which only goes to show: $aat everyone ngs his fovorite
sheckley story, wnd that culy sowe veople will be satisficd with this
collection; tiaw rust of us will Just hove to wedi for the next ane,

SHALUU edited by dobert =, wriney (suit Publicctions) reviewed YyEllison
in tis chronicle of o pre-nistery city muncd Shanadu and its inheb-
leanes, we hove o mewsdering withology, gueer in mawy respects., In-
aluded are short stories ud'onc novelette length jou Ly assorted &
Sundry fn~writers of a stuture higher tion normcl, The suane Bros,
and their retinue nove one wasi® L5w: the influcnces of Hobert I,
fowtrd, UL woore cud tie flunbucyant Loveoraft zrc all too obvious
in spote; fhie uncsswning: “orcfiientiouuncas” of the plot lincs ere be-
fuddling in 8pots; wiud the overdll ottitude thot tie sogs 18 rocring
off in oll directions ot once lends on alreto the book which is ve-
ry diffioult to isolate, 1Is it that of gorbige or rire ambergrisg?

It's o pretty 1ittle voluwe, tll done up withs frontiapicge by
_t.huquncgyrund:mbl,}' wolrd R,., Fhillipe, cond uop of Shenodu by lobert
&, Briney. And eye-cbusing typogrwly that duncrds the lifes of tie
man wio set it in sueh Ehcatly anidl, close-lined oftaet,

It is printed,.it 13 reasonooly priced,.o godascnd to the cult
who revel in Loveeraftin “noneless terrorsY ond. Yelocks that wure
deeper than blagk,,.and ig, 4n ©ll, "seversl narks sbove ususl fan
fiction, uowever, it should be stoted Lo thot Shonedu offers no.
lorge notice to the muins trean of fontesy fiction that 4t tends t o.
usUrp power, . Jood recding, the cuthors ndidt writing it merely for

tie ontertoimient Vialue, ol fronkly, wio could wish {0r a mere clear

sto.tedl policy for perpetroting samctiily,g of thig nature? :

. Theug!y, treiy writing is o bit too.uffectoted in gpots, crd evy-

-eu more flowery in others, atill it is o goud fHing; there ore.n fow.

in the ronks with intestincl fortitude cnough to produce an o LA -

treil itew such ce this, I would sugeeay that if you ~xen't t o o
myopic ca yet, send for - Coiy ct 119 word .idy, uerth Tonawanda, XY
8 there i1s o certoin slom-bongishness cbomt it thot evelr the crud-

1tics of its plot ard stylc cornnot ¢oncecl, I enjoyed it almos t"

outrcgrously, !

TALLS BRG: GaVabal's sat by L, Soravue de Coup und Flgtcher Prott (Twoyrs)
‘ revicewed by Eliiaon
we won't go Lito oxy elcoorcte effusions cbout this morvelous ser-
i¥8., lror wny gplaudits ydu wish to iwoibe by the 9ditorship, w e
Suggest you iry and find ¢ long-defunct ¢oy of the first issuc we
published, veck in tie diys wien LDILLNSIONS was "The Bulletin OfThe
Clevelind Science Fiction society"., That wus threc years oo, cornd.
our very first CILALIOL wus awcrded to de Cemp ond ¥rott for t h e
Gavagan's Dar series which had, ot that tlme, Just begun in The ko=

. ¢ _

witine of sontagy ord uiiunng g{ietign. T
Liocse scrutiny of.the dus wropper ou fhls collection of twen-

Ty-tarce completcly enciceting (and enchiented) fobles will siow . o

¥ellow cirole besring the wablguous words: "Jirst Awcrd of the Cle-
veloml Science Fiotion Aggogiatlion," 'Miose words, .iude 0 scen o @
though . tha. CSFA had glven tuc book = fire: owid oyar everytidng in
Ihe herd-cover line, wos our Iniziol CITAYION in oux firat smudiy
lssue. * Ingc Frott!ls line, arawvirzsa lwrein are morveloug, ‘
Cfime cidseheig e lieve ‘weougut o good derd in the mutuc], affirs
o' Gevagon's bur and LLLL.EI0.LS, since thet cwird wes plecfully hina
ace out, .ir, cohorn wnd his bcbituels Love expericrnced tdventures--
unlike wiy fowadd in.the Knows Uniwt rsge-atitl H:¢ possible uxcept-
ion of the Aub of the rekrowned ir, Joguyl. Jgorkens, And MOLSSTIOHS
hes couw tarough tiree chingea, frow the lulletin {oonucluded p. 5%)
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£LIT0I AL HOVE: probaply more thun any other pieece of material in the
first issue’ of UILLWSIONS, I feel a strong tie of pure love for this
one, Lot 30 much because of the subject matter or treatment---though
they are excellent---but because the author is about tihe best friend I
have ever found, UDave, who lives in itidgewood, New Jersey, and myself
irem out hore in Ohio, zre closer than blocd~brothers eould be, We've
stuck to eaci other (sometiwes more lodsely tucn others) -tirough three
conventions, two romances, three family remonstrances and 2 horde o T
Le80er detterents which we've by now forgotien, Xut Dave and I hawn't
forgotten the good times, cut, that's ne ousincas of the rcadcership--
herewitn, Lodies and Gentlemon, I rresent for your edification, lir, D,
as Ish (nicknomed Codf) who will entertain end ocmuse you with his cau-
stic comments anent fanzinea, ‘liwo speciil features are included i n
vave's column; tle kFznzine Of The Month and tie ULIENSIONS Review, We
figured everyone clsc gets reviewed by an iuparticl reviewer, why not
PLAssSI0NS,  1his particular instaliment wes written some time ago, so
large sections have been deleted and only those which are still timely
or interesting have been kept, The Fanzinc of The ilonth for this In-
Stallment wiua Joel wydahlts VEGA, wialch ia dcod, so the Fo@ awvard nay
be scen next isgsue, If you want to be reviewed, send your magazine to
LAVIL ISH, 914 HaldiOND ROAD, JLDGWOOD, WBV JedSEY and AT will obey.he

———— — i

Ihrough & series of mishaps and scme foult of my own, I have fin-
nally fellen heir to a colwmn that I have alwzgys had a supressed
dedire to write; a fanzine review column, ucads of people haw
hod fits of zpoplexywhenever I suggest writing ome for them,not,
they ossure me hastily, becouse I couldn't do a good ong, but
nerely merely bocuuse there ere too many 28 it is, Howcver ed-
ltor rllison, bless his ink-filled heart, has seen fit to have me
teke over tire review column for wINHENS[OLS, Defore doing s0, how=
ever, I think 2 few statements of policy should be made,

I will reithur be fog Phillips or iorion bradley, I'm not
going to whole-heertedly recommend every fenzine that sees fit to
come within sight. 0On the othexr hard, I'm not going to. rperson-
ally chastise every fan mogozine, I don't telieve in "knucklc
rapping® or shouting, "Noughty} Noughty} Shouldnt!t print auc n
stuff," In short, my attitude will noither be naolye or overly-

illustretion this poge: JaukS i, NEWHERRY
all otliers are the work of: itAY NxLSON
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moterncl, I will try and give on over-all review of fan magazines wi-
thout dealing tco much with specific detaile, I will, naturally,  con-
went occasionally on the wortii of one particulcy picece of writing in an
issue 1f it is outstandingly good or bad, If you recaders feel thot this
Lype of review is too vogue, I trust you will inform me through t h e
letter colwu, If you like the review in its wrecagent stote of exig-
tence, I trust I'll be duly informed of this, too, all in 211, t h ¢
mede of the review is up to the reoaders, Tle opinions expressed in the
reviews, however, will stii) be mine, It is up to yau to tell me how
you want me to say them., But, on to the reviews this time:

1L LER gy
sl 1o ;<; Norman G, Jrowne and Decn i, Grennell
402 haple ave,, Fond du ILoc, Wi s o,
Ihe much advertised FILLRA is ot lost in our ridet, For-
ty poges filled with 527 fillers thot hove hiuior or a non-
eBoterical nature, whether you read science fiction or s, w
not, if you rcud s-f but not toe many fon neficeines, 10t (
maked no difference. ‘he humor in FILiiR is of o univerw
sol nature. A beauti ful cover by Jack licrness is pres-
vnted in photo-offset, which brings cut the fine detail
in Harness' axiwork, all too often lost in rdicography. 4
fire Job put out by two fine people., The iteue are culld
from conventions, prozines, fonzines, slichk-moge dnd lote
ters, If you have o quarter, serd it in risht owoy before the limited
supply 18 gone, und I mecn pone, Of the cignty copies taken to Philly,
there were only a handful left. Therc cre, of course, some more scved
for scnding through the mail, but the supply is rapidly deareasing, This
is definitely o cornerstonc in any fan librory, along with such efforts
as the I'ancyclopedia and Frojeoct Fonelub,
UV B e e e 4
JNU L /)3 Cloude Holl, 807 H. liain, Corlsbad, ilew
lnexico. 15 c¢ents. These later issues,
while showing ilwprovement over tie firat, still hove a
long wiy 10 (o before becoming top-ronking !zines, There
is little interior artwork, thie mastheads cre Wped, sme-
thing that zlways proves whnoying ofter one has oceug-
tomed oneself to fancy ones, znd it is too hecvily leden
withi fon fiction, always a bad point in early issues, Fic~
tion shouldn!'t be printed in fen magezines until the mof-
azine reacines a status wiere it ean ask for good fiction and get 1t ,
marly isaues alweys get c¢rude, stilted, bodly-expressed ideas instead
ol stories, omd the sccond isaue of MUZZY beors thias foet out, Tiere is,
nowever, o gleam of promise in LUZZY, despite its supcrficinlly dull
eppecrance, II you have the peaiicnce to subseribe and stick with ite-
LS might sururise you guddenly ond x come & good fanzine, If yu'lre
locking for something good rigit away, though, I'm afraid MUZZY isn't
far you,

— ;\\\lg_,u Aoy
FAMNTTA KR Iy Lyle Kessler, 2450-76 ave,, Fhilcdelphia 3 8 ,
Fernsylvonle, 20 g¢ents. FAli WARF surprises
me, &8 & first issue, it is probobly the best fandom has seen in nany
& year, It is photo-offset, hos mnterizl by iiilt Rothman, Bob Hloch,

BO0rxowS  concluded from pece fifty-Tive:

of the CSFS to on imdependant publication SCILLLCE FALTASY BULLETIA to
its present admiroble stote o8 DLWELRSIONS. Let's hope Gavagon's B a.x
continues for o8 long as DLEGSIONS, or vice versa,
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A #lan u, Nourse, iiexi Wolf ond vevid Xeller. The fictia:is
0 at o minimum, and the articles cre top-grede, Yet there
18 some iidefinable amd elugive leck, something thaet should

(@ be present. I can't pin-point it, but there is something

that should be present, I con't Pin-point it, but there
iz soucthing that makes the difference between fanzines

— like VEGA and this one, It certsinly isn't matericl, I

- guess you'a call it rersonality, 1It's rather like drink-

L ing elghteen doller champoagne and firding it was flot. If

iyle could put some personclity into FaN WAIP, the magazine would be g

success, over-month, Somoetimes rersonclity in a fanemag is tood, some-

times it's bed, depending upon the editor. In Lyle's case, it would do
a world of yood, Send Lyle a buck and waten L1AK WARP grow.

— & l‘, LY ¥
ituseell wtlkine, 110 Brody Street, Savonnah, .'_)/L\\H J\I
Georgia, 10 cents. FKor its return to fon-
dom LAWL hasn't started out very avapiciously. The ditto~
graphy, or hectography, I can't tell which it is, is ra~
tier poor, ind very hurd on tie eyece. The articdes ¢ n d
fiction are voth in dire need of improvement, Russ soys
he'a on an irregul.ox schedule, ond enly taking single-is-
8ue subs, Jeing in the servioe snd trying to publish a t
tie pame time, is doubtlessly e handicap, but I shoul 4
think a little more care in choocaing materinsl, if nothing else, wouldit
be too difficult, 4s it stunds now, LAWN could use a lot of improve-
went from the standpoint of pe,roduction and contents, Not really
“recommenaed" in its current condi tion,

LInENSIONS LwVILW: lunning a review of the laceezine one's column is ir,

appenrs, I suppose, to hove only two zlternate reo-
aona, withey o desire to end onels revievin; ocreer ca quickly os pos-
sible, or to asaure one's aelf of contimuing the column for a long, long
time, deing as objective wug Joesible, however, I like to a ay
& fow words coout UDusHBIONS, wnd boel when it wos oFl, I'm sure Har-
lan won't nind, aid I certainly hope you won't,

L0isuSL04S (ond SIB) have done something thet no other fonzine I
know has done, or tried to do, It has ceted as o mecting-ground f o r
bot: profespionals crd fons, It Les acted cg a bridpge across an nll-
too=wide gop tiuct hos grown between the professionzls ord the fang i n
recent years, OCIsiQk FaA(TASY BULLETTL stoxrted in its March issue, in

-

& very quiet wzy (one of the few things SFU or DIIENSIONS hos done qui-

etly, incidentelly), to bring the funs ahd pros togetlier on o m u tual
sounding-board, with top-rete fans and pros oooupying the same issue,
one nclurally gets e treuwendous smount of zood material., 3ut putting
Silverbvery, del Rey, Bogus, de Comp, Grennell, ond Budrys in the some
issue serves alsc to give a two-sided, well-rounded outlock znd ettit-
ude cbout science fiction, JVor too long a time we've heard nothing but
the fin's viewpoint, tie fan's owinion, ow, at lost, we cre - getting
professionals to s_.eak their minds, and most of us arc discovering,for
tle first time, that professionals are uioney-mad snobs that don't
glve &« damn for fandom or tie opinlons of frns, ilost fona are recliz-
.ing that pros cre povple with as sincere on interest in s=f zs oy .fan
could boest, uesultwutly, the Gop between the funs and the pros that
has existed to vurying degrees in the lcoat fey yecxs, the gep, that the
fans who ecried, "ucksterlv and caked quegtions later, were responsible
.for, 18 begdnning to close, It is in port due to DILLHSIONS and the
outlook of 1tp editor thot the gep is closing, To "review" DIILHSIONS
in uie custowory fashion, would only be of 1ittle-. {ocncluded p. 60)
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FROM WHERE I SIT

by Horold Ven Dall

BDITOR'S KOs The possing of Dave Ish's SOL
left FUiiOh WHBRE I SIT without a pot to peroh
on, after one instollment, After some negoti-
ation, DIuENSIONS now brings you the firat of
this new series of reguloxr columns by Horold
Van uell, Lr, Vau Dedl hes asked us to gppend
the information that he is a hard-bitten old
iconoclost, and that his opinions couldn't pes-
aibly ocincide witii this nmasozine's-=-or with
anyone elsels--amd thot he assumes full en d

P PR R e L T

Lo piw Ob' A s8ole regponscbility for them. lay we add, fura
LOVibeabbalid ond other| ther, thot much as dledd Dogg's SKYHOOK's cole
stories... umniat William atheling, Jr, is liatened toin

awe=-=and.often fear & trembling--so cur Il r,
Von Dell, with many thilngs in cormion with the
1», Atlieling of bombshell fame, will be in the
future, another authwrity-to-heed, s 0o l2E

Ol OF SCILLCH FICTION'S HiST GuAVY TRAINS is just about 'round th e
bend, armd tiuct ol! clickety-olook of ecger typewriters is gonna b e
echoin! baok ever more fointly from now on, DLALLANTINE BOOKS, INC.,
in a mecaure inspired by uninspired sales (ond faint signa, to - this
writer, of orgeonized pressure from hardcover and goftoover/reprint
housea) hes cut ita once fabulous advances to the bare bone, The ac-
tual rate of pcyment per word remcins unchenged, end 8111l remaing the
well-binkrolled writer's best bet, but most atf pros seem to work from
hand tc mouth, and con't afford to woit for semd-cnnual royodty atitenenta,

Sic tronsit (to o certanin cxt ent) glorin,., which cues a specula-
tion tidas corner has long itched to apill into tyre,

How come ballantine, with its production focilities and original
bankroll, wcs never cble to sell enough coplea of zny stf book to co-
ver the originod royalty odvonce to the cuthor? (ie despite the faot
that most Bcllentine ZBooka Q}Q show smme profit, none sold enougi: co=
pies to bring further royalties to any writer, Invarigbly, the roynl-
ty advaence, on the besia of 100,000 copies, wcs all the writer aver
saw=-meaning no book topped tial .figure,)

Furtier; How come F&SF ia in a serious reorganizationol hiotus,
with Spiveok experimenting left ond right in on nttempt to raise th o
disappointingly low ciroulctiong

More: Wy isn't GALAXY tops in ciroulation?

AlD:  uow come, wit: month after month of stories written by suaoh
patent amateurs ca Tom Godwin, Lec Correy, ond k,B, Cole, ASF ocontin-
uea to thumb its pose at the rest of the mogozine field?

Got o theory. UGGt & tieory ascivree fictior ienld.the-Litercture
of Art, Got onother theory that secienge fiction art should not oon-
siat of corroded phellic symbols, Got & theory that saccharine proe-~
gy, decadent plrosing, misty, ilmpenetrable eongepts, no matter h o w

plecsing to tie critics and to liartha Foley Jjust g%ain wi g8g8ll,
becouse people turn to riction--ﬁx kind-=to" bc entertzine T 5t
spellbound, Got o theory theot o the involuted neurotica 1n t h o

world, spilling tileir doymores nd wishefulfillments onto poper, will
never equal one honeat-to-God storyteller, - And I wish to hell the om=
ateurs who tilink ogherwise, cond who hopper clao to be publishers,would
show the sense t hire professionnl editora wiio k¥now thg -fields T he
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preceding opplies to ort directors, too,

ASY guntinues to hove Btriking, mostly illustrotive covera, oand
awlul, in wmout ouses, but illustrative, interior art, The writing in
the stories roiges from foir down to pitiful, with only zn ocecsional
upshoot to good, dhere hosn't been an cutstonding lecsd story since
f Ler Genercl, ond thot wes in June, of 1952,

and still Compbell sells holf- &dn o8 nc copies as his necrest
competitor-~wiich, by the aly » 48 neitaer Goloxy nor FLSF,

I got one lost theory: unless stf publigicrs et suart and study
tie methods (Lit-or-mise thoul they may be) of the man who consist-
ently outsells 211 the pretty little litcrory postiches with their or-
gasmic covers, the stf boom will be o thing of so remote o past that
tie surviving magozines will hove to stort doting from B.C, 4and I do
mean before Compbell,

NEWS AnD PULLILUS;

Ballentine will shortly issue o volume of tiree novellas, under th e
probable title of STMad SiHORT 4OVLLS, with stories by Jessamyn West,
Theodore Sturgeon, mnd Lester del ey, Iy Ballentine maon infoms me
that the weat is just about waat you'd expead of & big-time writer cae
deacending tu waste time wifh thot Scicnge fioction stuff; that noebody
understands the Sturgeon, ‘and that the del dey will bring wrath cnd
brimstone down on the writer's hecd from vorious relicious groups,

Sounds typioe:l of Balluntine, SlaR SCILKCEL 1ICITON STORIES NULMAR 3
will be out nesr the end of the yecr, llere's hoping it meintcing thig
series! unusual record--for sallentine-wgf moldng siznigicant moncy.

LIOk BOUKS is storting o brief science fiotion progrom of its own, cone
sisting molinly of originals gnd entiiologiens, with o few scattered re-
printa, Two of the antiologies are Ly Judii’u «erril, one by Larr g
Shaw, Autiors in the original novels progrem include Herril, Cyri 1
hornbluti,ond Algis dudrys, of all people,

COSMOS is folding, following publication of its fourth issue, My Chi-
€ago men tells we Polmer's ends are getiing looser, FANTASTIC UIDERE
is getting along without o full-time editor, with Frank Belknap Long
doing sane of the work, Bob Lowndes is bringing out SCILNC: JICTION
SIOIES number z fairly soon. Apparently, tuct's g tenmuine cnmmcl,

And that's how I see it frem where I,.. But you know,
HVD

EVITOR'S FAUTING SHOT: o8 you can see, we weren't kiddin; when
we sald rnx, Ven wall's pen ocontcined liquid explosives., We oro
Yoy intercsted in hearing your ocoumichits cnont thig column, 8 ©
plecse be sure to remorlk chout FrQli WHLRK T =I¥, wlcn you write

— =
onzine review colwsn  concluded Irom poge 58

importonee, It is more importimt to understond the motivotions nf the
mogozine, ond to see just wiot it is accanplisiiing, ond what gmrfte
good 1t is doing fandom, Once this is reclized, fans will begin %
opprecicte DLiuwiGIiONS for more thcon its superficial quclity, They will
respect it, not essenticlly for what it is, tite leader in its field,
but for what it is doing, : ;
And thot, for athile, is thct, All thosc sending me fon mrgezines
(LUavid Ish, 914 Hommond Ad,y udldgewood, NJ) will be assured of o yeview,

1HE SOFTLY AL LA
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T LEVUH CaLUL ; Isgils IS I e - ; T SPAZE

HORAZE L. GALD (505 ki, 14th St,, NY 9, NY)

eooBowetiiing thcot continues to needle me needlessly is the alle-
ged fact thet I rejcected Philip Jos& Former's wiif LOVERS, - I'd like to
olorify ny 'emi'of"it, since I econ't speck for jr. Former, Amd I hope
it pgmaing clorified,

Jdeturclly 1 recognized te freshness, wvigez cnd 2ppecl of .t h e -
atory, ¥or frou rcjecting it, I «wsked lr, Foxmer to isolate the major
ticme -~ the incidence of zll-female insects thot mimie humanity phy-
eicnlly, os atick insccts minlo branched -- which I considered = wesl-
vned by the two othier major thaies: t.e neo=Judaioc society und the a-
lien world, iwn three mojor themes aré brou ht into o atory, tliey
clash ond blesd each othier, swn two wrc onc too LIOIY

rurthcemore, I asked ir, Farmer to plrce hia story 2
om kexth, which is where I felt it snould logically be, T .80w o8B
a kertean explenation of sueh fereles o8 Lucrezis Borgin, applicd to
the present os well 28 the poat, The story is good now, It may oven
be better tucn the rewrite I requested would L-ve turned out. I ccn't
88y, of course, But ny professionzl opinion is that it would hao v e
been tremencous if it lLizd been norrowed to o single theme and laid in
the immcdi.te present on Borth, " I'm still sorry that ir, Former did-
n't seec it my woy, but refuszl to sec thinga on editor's woy is ajri-
vilege of writers that I don't intend to attock -~ I'n one ryself.Foxr
Ixrom injuring our reletionship, however, it hos put Mr. Forrer o n d
mysell in close wnd friendly ocontact; our correspondsnce was lively,
intercsting ond mutuclly respectful, cnd i1 it dida't turnout th e
way I wisied, I'm sorry, but (Il LOVERS is for from beinz the on ly
story in ur, rormer's system, Yhere cre bound to be others, and I'm
Burv mary of them will appear in GSF,.,

The above, in connection witli Fhil Foruer's article some monthg o-
0 in FanlAsyIC WOLLLWS, coupled with: tae loxy; crticle ir, Formeris
doing for whiunslIOis ot thie wmowent, will sive, I tiiinle, the nost
‘complete of insights into the workings of tlie writer and the edit-
or 28 they whip o story into shape. FPhil, es meny of you know, is
the 1954 recipient of the DL RSIOMS plaque for CIJATIOL ...e..hie

|

being the letter ecolumn in lnttc‘.x our readers express

tilenselvea --=- saustimes lifely, mometines tepid ---
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kB on whicii wos o coricature cf Claxrky)
ation loft over frem Ted stur

(¢d note-=iosuc 13 of
are ¥yoeu sure tuis isnit on
ceonts WITY? . The only thing right

¢losses oren't tuct slwpe, Andif
it wos ever pregarcd "under LY i~
rection' I wos drurnk ct the time}
ses Yyra, srtuur Clorke,

IBut arthur, Jonlt you rencuoory
it wos on tiud woy lierie from In-
dicn Loke in Johany degnus' erx
witi scruwb.ll Jcel: diarness o n
your lop, tiiot you remarked, I
82y, thot coxrtoun logks o Jelly
bit like me, rinish it, Jock, v
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BALI-HAI

-cartoon by Bill Venable

o6 Jocl wid, ond tliere it wes,

sow don't tell me you den't reccll,

Tlhanks fur sending buei t'.l.t_a___pl-.‘.qu_e...llg.:_,

L_gf_.;g_gpenind between pro and fan --

s —

SLALWARD MAGAZINES, INC.
10 E, {0th St., NY 16,1Y

lay 25, 1953
914 Hoomuond Rocd
nidgeweod, XNew Jerscy
UCLT Luve;

we do cpprecicte the sericus inte-
rest sllown by so uwy funs over the
defunct fonzino column znd the nu-
12roua offeras we have hod to  toke
it over -~ for noney, for glcry,or
for free. You wren't the only one
to whon thic ideu hus ocecured ongd
thiere ia currently a long linec woite
ing tc¢ wuon I could only sy hores-
tly that thero is no plon for reov-
iving it on o gtoff bosia,

Bo fur oe hoving o genuine, bona
fide fin do it, that would depernd
upon hig Journclistic tclents, ce
you huve pointed out, A4And Tt he
thin s we nigat look for might neot
be tic¢ srowe things which would oc-
cur to you, or tu the ordincry feon
nog vdi tor, .lso, we do not expect
aryvne tc wori: fur frec, und we ore
not precpired for o colwn now., So
thot's o difficulty, 48 for cos a

It awere of thut cnd o oy~
ing to kecp it closed vic the

B
t.
& l letter coluin -- 2 nurdercus

WXiai GUIL (158 miraanr vrive, L, iruy,

Aisconsin, ioute 1)

I Lave just returned frow o trip cnd [eedling w@ount of work, cs yu
moVe yuur levier of oowmonth cpe. I will [weuld discover when it cune
be Lappy to write the piecce for ycu jugt |to reuding fifty or si xty
B 8uon &8 1 i out fromw under o camags corefully for roview,

tiidinges,

iy,

Wyuea: wuin

I v E‘.'.-'
Lhents for tie opporturity. Sincere-

wony of you will rewwiber "Wnon Suin®
68 Lile catuor of tie froous HAUHY HiDe

Job ir itaelf, though it nay
not sceis 80 on quick recding,
All tliesc things cre an  ope

Aywoy, thonlkas for twe thought
== it8 bountiful goodwdll hivs
beon recorded wnd opprecicted,

auwly, SaEc Ll e i golicor, After g ] -
full tw yeirs ol Srucidl. il dowr, Saimel Mines )
o plecsed o cnncunce thot we  slcll Seicree Fiction Editor)

|gresent the insiuc stcry of HB sygr.hel! \
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QIATLES ¥, RCAV: over two gears ago, we received an excellent sihort story entitled
You Can't Take It #ith You {rom someche vho use: the pen-nam =
Patrick Ryan, The FOLWWR RAVTers on e manuscript vas-the Vest Coast, md the nane
of thie author---truo to life---i:as arles W, Rvan, lie accepted tiw storv. Soetine
in thenext yaar you will gee that story, Dut befcre ¥ou do, you iill see the lcgad
novelette this issue, and a bocl-lergth novel Uruhs In . adison xquare and three or
four cther pieces of fictien of varying lengths, Ihe recson we a3 acconted so ra-
ny subriassions bv Ghuck Rvan is that he is good, t'g that airple, 2ut then, per-
“ans there's reason for hins being rood, Unler ancofyer nae ‘huek has sold widely in
t1s fiction firlAd. Tfecentlv a bosk of his poatry was publishe? in Yew York., this is
perhaps the first time a pmofessional author purposely groomed hinself for a ne w
Yrnd of uritin~ by gsubmittineg to a Ta: macazina, TDubt that is exactly.what harles
“Was sone, '1is work, I'm sure vou will concur, is truly guality stwif, And there is
a good deal qore Ryan scheduled ig DILEESICOKS, so kaap that weather-cye out for it.

FLITQIER “RATT: needa no introduction, Author, naval exrert, historian, & pourmet,
bresder of marmoskta, and author of sclence fantesy (now toc mention
boin~ cne of the rost amiahle and jikrble chaps walling), Fletch is one of =-f's old
wand, havine uritten for sif periodicals bad. in the days the i Hurre nald swny, is
esforts rend like the blurk on a dist jacket (frem where, ineidatjallyr, the ~ove do
10T eome}) or the axploits of tie senior member of the Ixplorer's (lub, Iut <t h e
vereraole iir, Pratt, toking tine out fmm writing sucia benks gs WE UIYING JIRE =nd
TALIS F¥i CAVACA''S BAR (both revieved thiz issue).iias sden fit .to leam the super-
secrot abilitv of rdxing kidnev-lurdling liquers and the Jetigén of throwing house-
nerties of uncommor stargering individuality, He wes also editor of e nov defimct
SATTASY FTOTTON manazine for a pericd of oh, it was about, twe wezke. A renarkable,
remarl:able fellow, iia hope for twe thinga: nore svbrissions tno DROIGIONS and  one
of thzge davs a invite tc one ~f those house nartics, The :ofen, we hear, flow in
mich the some mmner af Fletcher's wine, and sho cculd forege reeztinr, Inea Fratt?

SATOLD VAY NALL: oh-ha! Ner ig mv 1ittle secre’, Let Borgs have his Atheling. In

£1e sacret recesses of Lew Yarl Oik’ lives 2 nan vho is shere the
news is nade, th-n it's made, Thet man is Taroid Yan Dall!, For tie very X viiheod
shich keeps nin in Harwy 2ellafonte records end second shasis would be Jeopariiized ,
dould 3 rewal :ho he is. 3ut thore he sits, his Jaurclced eye watching carefully,
rever-flinching when 1. cores t> writing blasiing nxposés of trends or the actionsd
t105e o we road in the secience fiction masagines., iis colwn, I prophesy, will be
Pie sensation of 195k, Van Dall has a uey with worls, andthe way 1o &lways straight
fyon the showlder: ham-hitiing! Fuctunl! This is the dnside doei In DIiJilSIONS.

ORSG0 CALKINS: editor of the astimable pericdical COF3LAL, undle Grogg sdits that
hangover fvom Sixth fardom fron the licat Coast, derc the Un ited

Statesiiarines hwe some smell claim on hiz body, Crtginally from Salt Lue City,con

boy 1a orce agein deslins out the comsaent in a colum far superior to his old onn,

JOE RELCTTE: 1livea 4n Troy, lew Yorl:, writes mpgnificent Sandburp=of-the-futvre ro-
eiry, rocs to a college in iiew 7ork state vhidt I'we forgotten ‘he nama
of, md corresponds wiii fans via wirs recorder. Netg a DI ESIONS discovry,

lurkers within
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text by ellisen
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