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WORDS OF THE MASTERS;;

There are many things inherent in 
putting together a science fiction fan
zine: long hours of work with little or 
no sleep, long hours of work with little 
or no food, and long hours of work with 
little or no material to fill a page.

It is this latter problem, though, 
that causes' your editors to rant and rave 
with undue passion. You see, we can do 
without 24 hours of sleep per day, and we 
can do without food (for a few weeks an
yway),but we can’tdowithout submissions. 
Because, it ain’t too cool for a fanzine 
to contain a few pages of pure unblem
ished whitespace.

The purposes of a fanzine, we must 
point out, are to present to the fandom
public works by writers, fan writers and 
amateur writers, that we feel deserve 
publication. The works, however, are not 
professional. They don’t have to be5 If 
they were, they’d get published in pro
zines, and if we published them, we’d be 
a prozine. And we are a fanzine.

But we aren’t anything if we don’t 
get the substinencethat is the lifeblood 
of our existence—nice cleantyped words. 
So if you like to write, send us some 
stuff. If you like to draw, send us some 
sketches, or drawings. Even if you take 
photos of flying saucers (re our front 
cover), send them, tool We’ll look at 
(almost) anything.

i e * ■
Word of Thanks

In addition, we’d like to thank the 
many people, here, who were extremely co
operative, in helping us put Out this. ish. 
Our magnificent lettering is solely due 
to Eric M, Jones, a junior something or 
other majpr, who also did the front cov
er photo. We also want to thank Patti 
Rosen and Steve Fischbein and the school 
paper, Seawanhaka, for giving us the mon
ey. Thanks be to these nice people.

* *



Whenever I stopover on Earths

I

(just across the street)

because I can always rely upon them to have the lowest prices in ,■ 
the entire milky way. For instance, it gets cold on Jupiter and Pluto, 
but I know I can get good sweatshirt bargains at the HOURGLASS.

This week they are having a ■
■ ’ •- ' ■ ' • * .. •

i ■ • • , • • ■, •

SPECIAL ' ; •'••• :

Sweatshirts are being sold at the fantastically low.price of $2.50 

Imagine! SWEATSHIRTS from $2e£0 

Also at the HOURGLASS: CASUAL LIU SHIRTS, formeri 
NOW $2.'

That’s one of the reason me and my friends always 
shop at

THE HOURGLASS, INC. 

(just across the street)

hOO Flatbush Ave UL 8-0751

. You should shop'there, too, for all your 
school and stationery needs.

Tell ’em Arky 73X62 sent you!



REPORT:

LUNACON
I ^67

In September ofthis year, New York 
City will be hosting the 25th World Sci
ence Fiction Convention, conmonly known 
as NyCon 3. And if last May’s prototype 
of Manhattan conventions, the Lunacon , 
was any indication of howihe NyCon will 
be, save your money folks. Not that one 
can cast dispersions on so grandly scaled 
a worldcon, but, a "dud" con coming out 
of New York, so shortly aftera good con 
coming out of Philadelphia (supposedly 
a "dud" city) doesn’t speak so highly of 
NYC’s ability to throw a con.

Maybe it was the fact that all the 
really good pros, and pro-aprty throw- . 
ers, weren’t there. And maybe it was 
the fact that the panel moderators 
weren't the best, but this year’s Luna- 
con was as bad a representation of sci
ence fiction as "Lost in Space.”

To begin with, the greater attrac
tion of the Lunacon was the outer room 
of a two-room suite (lounge?) which of
fered all kinds of free literature, and 
one of the largest selections of SF pa
perbacks around, and one of the largest 
selections of SF fanzines around.

It was in the inner room, however, 
where the actual con was held. Not very 
successfully, due to a pervading boring
ness in the whole affair. Mainly, all 
of the panels were not too exciting.

Samuel Delaney, for one, could have 
'delivered a better speech, but maybe he 
just wasn't in one of his better moods. 
The pro-artists’ panel,for another, was 
poorly chaired by Charles Brown, who 
seemed ill-at-ease, consequently asking

- ' 5
uninteresting questions, Consequently 
Causing much of the audience to leave.

Consequently, one of the better 
parts of this panel was an impromptu de
bate between Kelly Freas and Lester Del 
Rey (in the audience) on the subject of 
art vs. illustration.

Freas claimed that the authors al
ways put artistic impossibilities into 
their stories, while Del Rey insisted 

-’that it°wae-jthe artists who drew up sci
entific incongruities to go along with 
the script. But, sadly, the debate got 
nowhere, because Brown stopped it before 
it had a chance.

The con did have its high points, 
however. At one instance, it was an
nounced that Arthur C. Clarke had come 
into New York (for the first timein 
eight years) and he was sitting in the 
third row. At another instance, it was 
announced that Jack Gaughan was not in 
the audience, therefore not in the third 
row.

Clarke managed to give a short 
speech, though. He explained some of the 
aspects of his new film, ”2001," which 
he is now making in cooperation with 
Stanley Kubrick. Said Clarke: "the mov
ie is coming along quite well, despite 
its low budget." Clarke also said that 
he was making a new science fiction fijm 
based in India.

Saturday night marked the Lunacon 
Eastercon Partyvhichvas supposedly held, 
if you cared to spend one dollar per 
drink and 50^ foraltttle glass of Coke. 
At those prices, the New Yorkers sure 
didn’t show up the Philadelphians like 
they said they would.

Maybe the NyCon will be better.

%
i "IT’S ONLY THE BEGINNING."
I —Hugh Marlowe
I World Without End
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TO ADD TO YOUR READING ENJOYMENT (?), 
ANOTHER FUNNY TALE BY STUART KING: The 
Geekendilpandeckers were invited to at
tend the two-hundred-twenty-first Gal
actic Federation Conference. Immediate
ly upon their arrival, however,they took 
the position of obstructionists to ev
erything on the agenda of this meeting. 

After but a short while, many of the delegates started to fall into the trap cre
ated by the Geekendilpandeckers. They started to scream and shout at each other, 
and those that could not scream or shout worked in their own ways to obstruct those 
they thought were trying to obstruct them. The Geekendilpandeckers thus achieved
their objective of creating so much dissention and mistrust, that 
broke up amidst many threats and insults. ’ •

the Conference

The President of the Galactic Federation Conference was heard to mutter to one 
of his top aids while heading for his office, "In the future, young man, beware of 
Geeks bearing rifts." ’ ' ' ' • •

JUST DON’T SEND US ANY LETTERS ABOUT THAT, OK? THIS NEXT BIT KEEPS MORE IN LINE 
WITH OUR COVER. IT’S BY JERRY ROSENSWilKE, WHO CLAIMS TO HAVE SEEN MORE UFOS THAN 
68 DOZEN GEORGE ADAMSKIS: While we’re on the subject of flying saucers, we might 
pass along some information that the United States Air Force has compiled on the 
subject. Since 1955, there have been 15,845 reported sightings of UFOs. In 1966 
alone, there were 2354 official reports that found their way to the desks of the 
Air Force. . , .

Of the sightings reported since 1955, over 14,997 have been removed from the 
UFO category. Most of these have been explained to be nothing more than commercial 
airplanes, flocks of geese, xveather balloons, cloud formations, temperature inver
sions and the like. • . '

For all you true believers, take heart. There have been 848 cases that the 
Air Force has not solved in the past dozen years. That means every year, about 70 
sightings of alien ships are not besng explained by the military authorities.

It is interesting to note that 70% of the sightings in the past three years 
that haven't been explained, the ships have been described as circular, not sauCer
shaped. In addition, other facts about flying saucers show that almost one-fourth 
of the sightings have been made in the daytime. Surprisingly, less than 6% of the 
people who claim to have seen the ships did so on a Sunday. Monday is the most pop

ular day with almost 24% of sightings 
made that day. The most popular tine 
is February. Nineteen percent of the re
ports fall during the winter month. On
ly 8% of the UFOs have been seen in Sep
tember.

Men have reported 65% of the UFOs, 
women 25%. The remaining 10% have been 
reported by children under 18. Califor
nia seems to have the most dense popula
tion of alien creatures. Over 790 sau
cers have visited the Golden State., Can 
they all be nuts, out there?
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Sam Bellotto Jr, was born ina suburb of N.Y.C. (Syracuse) 

and is now attending Long Island University, where he hopes to 
be awarded a degree someday. He has written numerous unpub
lished stories, among them the following sharp, blood-curdling 
tale with a lot of bite....

Ketum Worn BxHe
by Sam Bellotto Jr.

The huge castle built upon the shore 
of the lake rumbled as the iron rocket 
touched down onto the courtyard. But not 
an eyelid fluttered of the many darkened 
windows that pockmarked the castle’s 
brick face. And there was no sign of 
life, except for the haunted wind.

"The city seems to be deserted,Cap
tain, " said Marshall. The dark-haired 
space navigator turned off the televis
ion scope and prepared the vital organs 
of his ship for departure.

"Wait," said the Captain.

"Captain?"

Arthur Deniero removed the safety 
harness from his shoulders. Rising, he 
stretched,and walked over to the storage 
cabinet where he withdrew a low-oxygen 
spacesuit from the shelf. "I will be 
needing an intercom," said Captain Den
iero.

"But,sir," Marshall insisted, "the 
castle is deserted. We will be wasting 
fuel and time if we stopover here." '

The Captain, adjusting his mouth
piece, sounded somewhat perturbed. "I. 
have been to this planet many times be
fore, Marshall," he said, "and I can as
sure you that it is not deserted." ••

Deniero snapped on his visor and 

entered the airlock. The pressure, out
side, would be only one-quarter that of 
the ship,and Marshall adjusted the con
trols accordingly. Curiously,he watched 
his captain descend to the dull yellow 
sands below.

The wind, suddenly picking up in 
speed, whistled siren-like past the Cap
tain’s ears as' he made his way to the 
mammoth gate, the mouth of the castle^ 
Climbing the little hill towards the i
ron portcullis, Deniero saw a whisp of 
white doth appear momentarily at one of 
the windows, then disappear,

She was there, like she said she 
would be,waiting for him, her arms out
stretched, her raven hair whipping around 
in the wind, when he approached the en
trance. She was wearing a one-piece sa
rong of light material that did not, nor 
make any attempt, to hide any part of 
her lithe, pale body. Nor did she seem 
to mind the lack of air that caused Den
iero to carry oxygen on his back; the 
lack of pressure that Deniero had to 
wear a special suit to compensate for; 
the killing chillthat Deniero was heat
ed up to prevent. She parted her lips, 
to smile.

"You have returned," she:remarked, 
"like you said you would. Come." Hold
ing out her hand, she took his, and led 
him across the sandy beach and into the 
castle.



It was vaguely like he expected it 
would be: enormous rooms, reminiscent 
of an age, long dead, but soaked with 
expensive regalia. Crystal chandeliers 
hung from every ceiling, yet there was 
something very strange about the whole 
place—something that indicated that no
thing had really lived in this great 
castle since that past, rich age. Some
thing he could not put his finger on.

"My father is downstairs,"she told 
him, "resting. I want you to see him."

Deniero followed the girl into a 
dimly lit hallway, barren of any decor
ation, past a library thickly coated 
with dust, and down a wooden stairway 
into what resembled andd family crypt.

"Your father—?" Deniero halted,

"I'm sorry,« said the girl, "'I 
should have told you." She walked over 
to a crudely constructed coffin and stood 
by it. "He died shortly after they ex
iled us to this planet."

"How?"

"Thereis death here, "she explained. 
"This planet weakens, and then it kills. 
My father was a good man, strong , on 
Earth, but this planet weakened him, and 
then he died,. I made the coffin and put 
him here. They are gone, now, though, 
the people that exiled us. Now I can 
bury my father where he was born. That 
is what I want you to do."

For a moment the gj.rl remained still, 
and quiet. Then,two smalltears streaked 
from her eyes,followed by several more. 
Her small body shook involuntarily, and 
she started to convulse.

< ' ’. . •
Deniero took her up into his arms, 

and held her against him, combing her 
long hair with his fingers. "Hey," he 
whispered,"let's go upstairs. It's get
ting late. I'll take you home tomorrow, 
and your father." Together they went up 
the wooden stairway and into the girl's 
bedroom.



39k Flatbush Ave 
one flight up 
UL $-66^9

116 DeKalb Avenue 
Brooklyn Hospital 

875-3588

ALL TELEPHONE ORDERS PROMPTLYATTENDED

The navigator,Marshall, aboard the 
ship, was the first one to get up the 
next morning. He sprayed a little stim
ulative mist into his face and turned on 
the television scope. Outside, where he 
had watched the Captain disappear the 
day before,he saw the Captain reappear,, 
with a girl,pushing a kind of cart that 
bore a wooden coffin.

"Marshall,” the Captain called, 
"prepare for a boarding party. We're 
taking off, for Earth, in ten minutes."

Obediently, Marshall made calcula
tions with the humming whining on-board 
computer. Like a magician, he fed punch 
card designs into the metal craw of the 
machine and watched amidst the blinking 
lights and spinning tapes for the -cor
rect ’numbers, for the mathematically- 
translated roadmap through space to the 
planet Earth.

Behind him,Marshall heard the dick 
of the opening airlock. He turned to his 
captain,but his eyes fell upon the girl, 
"She’s an Earth girl,sir," he remarked. 
"I didn't think—" ’

"They were exiled to this planet, 
years ago," explained Deniero. "Now I'm 
taking them home. Keep the coffin up 
here, will you. I’m going to my cabin, 
if anything happens."

The Captain took the girl's hand 
and walked off with her,through the bul
wark, into the second section. But Mar
shall did not notice the two small dots 
of red on Deniero’s neck, or the pallor 
of his skin.

And, hours afterthe ship had lift
ed off, Marshall did not notice the 
coffin, on the floor of the cabin, be
come unlatched, or the gnarled white 
hand reach out for new life.

"MY GOD! IT'S A GIANT APE!" :
w

—Fay Wray •
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No really good SF magazine, or fanzine for that 

matter, can be complete without a continuous story, 
not to mention a bit of Sword and Sorcery. This next 
little piece, we feel, combines both necessities very 
well, and comes straight to the point,...

RIMGOFCwR

by Emile Bradley Smith

....And therefore this situation is 
no longer to be tolerated, good sirs.

Sir Dwain, the youngest and most im
petuous of the gathering, pondered the 
situation and then— "My liege, I shall 
go! ’’

"Aw shuddup, This is a real prob
lem, " the black-bearded giant at the end 
of the table said. This was the first 
time that he had spoken and all eyes 
were focused on him.

"What means this rudeness?"bellowed 
his most royal highness, ruler of all 
lands south of the Great River.

The stranger rose and murmurs star
ted around the table. Sir Dwain gasped. 
Blackbeard was of heroic dimensions even 
among these heroic persons. He stood a 
full beard taller than six feet and 
looked at least fifteen stone. As he 
started to speak, a deep silence fell.

"I crave your pardon good and no
ble knights, but the youth, however 
brave, speaks rashly about that which 
he knows nought about.

"This is not just a case, of some, , 
disloyal vassal, but rather at is a man
ifestation of the great evil which now 
is infecting all the land of the Old Em
pire.

’ . "I. was sent. here, by my. lord,- the 
King of Tyre, to see if we could form a

common alliance against the foe. For 
now that the outer islands have already 
fallen, and if my kingdom falls, there 
is no doubt that yours too shall fall."

At that moment all the lights in 
the great hall went out simultaneously, 
and all were plunged into darkness.

"Light, light!" cried the King.

The candles were relit,

The stranger’s voice rumbled. "The 
enemy has penetrated this far south. 
The hour is growing late...."

(to be continued)
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Iz>ve, human style, has been one of the major factors in 

the increasing homogeneity of the people of the planet Earth. 
One wonders what might happen, though, when Earth expands its 
boundaries into other worlds....

by Allen M. Rolnick
My mother said it would never work 

out. Of course, this time she may have 
had a good reason. True, Laura did have 
four legs, and also true that she had 
some slight family features ofa beetle, 
but love could conquer many things, and 
I had confidence that 01’Lan Cupid would 
win out.

We talked about my mother’s object
ions, Laura and I, and decided that the 
best thing would be if she and mother 
had a talk (with me interrupting). Then 
I was sure mom couldn’t object.

After all, I had never been able to 
resist Laura's sweetness aidintelligence. 
But,then again, was mother as sensitive 
to the Hemonites as I?

I had spent a long time in the back 
country of the only continent on the 
planet Hemos, aid had gotten qiite friend
ly with the people. There was much of 
an interchange of ideas on both sides, 
and both peoples gained many new in
sights. I was proud of the work I was 
doing there, and all was going along fine 
...and then I met Laura.

Laura isn't her real name,cf course 
but that is what I could best pronounce 
in a whistling language that is hell for 
a human to converse in without much prac
tice. It is almost like making bird 
calls with your nose and mouth at the 
same time.

But I learned to love her. If only 
mom would try.

It was a pretty harrowing experi
ence, what with waiting for mother to 

arrive at the spaceport hotel, and an
ticipating her reactions on meeting 
Laura for the first time.

But it all worked out okay. Mommet 
Laura and, eventhough she wasn’t exact
ly thrilled, gave her consent and bless
ing. Laura was pretty happy too, sound
ing like a forest full of birds all go
ing off at once.

Everything was all set. We had the 
place, a house to live in all picked cut, 
even the furniture. Was I feeling great. 
I was in the clouds.

Then the cloud burst: Laura's god
dam father didn't like the idea of hav
ing a soft-skinned Earth man for a son
in-law.

I guess blood is thicker than wat
er.
• •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••a 
I •
I •
: "LOCK CUT! THEY’RE ATTACKING!" ;
• •• •
; —Gloria Talbot ;
; "Attack of the Crab Monsters" ;
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THE ODYGSEY AND THE
. ... ENTERPRISE

by Allen Asherman

Well, fans; we made it! The Enterprise is still flying high. Though, for a 
while there, it seemed as if ol' Admiral Nelson, Dr. Smith and Will would account 
for the totality of television science-fiction. But how close the Enterprise re
ally came to spiralling down and burning up forever is an almost frustrating and 
ultimately satisfying story.

At "Tricon, 11 the last world Science
Fiction Convention, which convened in 
Cleveland, the two trial pilot films of 
"Star Trek" were shown. Cheers echoed 
after the last electronic strains of the 
"Star Trek" theme, and viewers returned 
to their homes fully satisfied that their 
new-found friend would remain on the air 
for many years to come. Then came the 
Neilson ratings, which disclosed that 
too many people want to watch television 
and, without thinking one bit, see a 
situation-comedy labeled sci-fi cough- 
up its shapeless plot. About this time 
"The Committee" came along.

"The Committee" got together, composed a letter to fen throughout the nation 
divulging the situation, and started a crusade which we now know for sure was quite 
successful. Who made up the committee? According to their letterhead, "Committee" 
consisted of Poul Anderson, Robert Bloch, Lester Del Rey, Harlan Ellison, Philip 
Jose Farmer, Frank Herbert, Richard Matheson, Theodore Sturgeon and A.E. Van Vogt.

Their letter was dated December 1, 1966, and plainly explained the warm re— 
ception "Star Trek" had received in Cleveland and, later, throughout the country. 
Now, it said, the series was in danger of being cancelled or reduced to a level of 
mediocrity shared by some other teleseries which shall remain nameless. The inter
ested fen were urged to write to whoever could possibly aid in keeping "Star Trek" 
on the air. The lettei' was signed by Harlan Ellison, acting for the "Committee."



Letters began to pour into television stations, newspapers, magazines, adver
tising offices, Desilu Studios and NBC headquarters. Then rumors began to develop. 
The series was cancelled; it would be retained...format would alter; it wouldn't 
change...sponsors are renewing and backing out. Interviews with William Shatner 
and Leonard Nimoy indicated that actors and cx^w alike were satisfied with their 
roles and the series' scope. Finally, it was announced that another series star
ring Raymond Burr as a wheelchair-ridden detective, would debut in the time-slot 
previously announced for "Star Trek.'" The Burr pilot-film was shown; it was a good 
film, based upon a good character acted by an interesting and talented actor. Fan
dom held its breath, along with individuals who had come to love "Star Trek."

Then it was announced that "Star Trek" would be shown this coming season in 
the time-slot in question; Friday nights at 8:30 p.m. on the NBC network. No change 
in format was announced.

James Blish, who wrote the "Star Trek" paperback and is involved in the tele
series out of pure interest, spoke at the last Lunacon, held last April, at the 
E-itel Roosevelt in Manhattan. He divulged some policy changes in the series' for
mat, but they all seem to be on the positive order rather than on the negative one 
that was feared.

According to Blish, the bridge of the Starship Enterprise will not be so 
heavily relied upon as a set next season. Most adventures will be centered off the 
Enterprise and will be rid of that "someone's trying to takeover the ship" atmos
phere o More impressive futuristic and alien sets are being built. Scripts are be
ing done by more science-fiction authors, and new stories will provide for outside 
characters to be concentrated on more thoroughly, though Kirk, Spock and McCoy will 
still have their moments. The time-travel gimmick, originated in "The Ndced Time" 
episode, will not be utilized. Also, rumors of the addition of a Vulcanite girl 
to->the Enterprise crew were denied by Blish. In short, "Star Trek" is going to be 
more ambitious than ever; filled with less cliches and more originalities.

So in years to come, as you behold the Starship Enterprise gliding across the 
face of your cathode-ray tube, remember that its flight is powered by the hopes, 
tastes and dedication of a multitude of fans, other viewers and, more important, 
by the people who make "Star Trek" a mature science-fiction reality.

IT'S IN NEW YORK CITY! IT’S IN NEW YCRK CITY!

the 2$th World Science Fiction Convention:

NyCon3

September 1-U The Statler Hilton
$ 3.00 membership ■ 33rd St, & 7th Ave
$2,00 supporting New York



All that we know about Stephen Eberis that he's 
a junior biology major at Long Island University,and 
a member of the Harry Seldon Foundation Society. He 
came into our office one day and submitted the fol
lowing story, which impressed us so with its irre
futable logic, that, logically, we printed it. Quod 
erat demonstrandum,...

by Stephen K. Eber

Two spoke: "Are we all here?"

"Yes," said One, "I am here."

"Yes," said Three, "I am here."

"Yes,” said Infinity, "I am here,"

"Then," said One, "all that are, 
are here."

"We are all," agreed the rest in 
unison.

Two was excited. It wasaily during 
the last meeting that the naming had tak
en place. One had spoken first so he 
had been named One. One had then turned 
and pointed at Two. Two was so named. 
Two had named Three, but before Three 
had named the last of the unnamed, One 
had interrupted.

"The last of us must be specially 
designated," said One.

"Yes," said the unnamed one.

"As," continued One, "we are all 
there is or ever was, thus, the last of 
our.number should logically be called 
Infinity."

Infinity was so named.

"It was goodthat weramed ourselves 
during the last meeting," said Infinity,

"for before that, we lacked something."

"How can that be?" asked Three.

"Yes," argued Two, "we were always 
perfect. We were always perfect because 
we are the only means of establishing 
the norm to which we all—and we are all 
there are—conform." .

"To lack something,"explained One, 
"is to deviate fromthe norm. It is both 
obvious and logical,then, that we could 
never have lacked anything."

"It becomes dear now," said Infin
ity, "that we were always named thus."

’"Yes," they all answered in unison.

"Wait," said Two, "I just heard 
something."

"Who spoke?" asked One.

"Not I," said Three.

"Nor I," said Infinity. ■

"So," said One, "it is logical that, 
as we are all, and none of us spoke, Two 
could not have heardvhat could not be."

"I therefore heard no sound," con
cluded Two.

'What sound?" asked Three.
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’’Sound?" said Infinity...,

"As I was saying before nothing as 
happened," continued Three, "I seem to 
remember, at earlier meetings, • that, 
there were more—more of us and—"

"A sound!" shouted Infinity,

We did not speak," chorused the 
others.

"Then," ceded Infinity, "it is 
clear that I did not say that I heard a 
sound that never was."

"Infinity did not speak," stated 
Two.

"Speak...?" said Infinity. "Now 
there is less of us." w

"But we are all," said One.,

'We are all," echoed Two.

"We were always all," agreed In
finity.

' "So it was, so it is, so it shall 
ever be," they all said in unison. -

"If we all know this," said Three, 
"then none of us could have made such a 
statement."

"Therefore," said One, "the state
ment was never made."

'What statement?" asked Two.

"Statement....?" said • Infinity.

’What shall we do now?" wondered 
One.

"As we are all," replied Two, "we 
must do all. Therefore, we need not do 
anything else."

"Where shall we go?" asked Three.

"As we are all," replied Infinity, 
"we must occupy all space. Therefore, 

there is nowhere else to go,"

"A sound," announced Two, "I heard 
a sound! "

"I did not make it," said Three.

"Nor I, " said Infinity.

"What of One?" asked Two.

"One is not here," said Three.

"One is not here?" queried Infini
ty.

"But," deduced Two, "if One is not 
here, and we are all, then it logically 
follows that One can be nowhere."

"If Onb is nowhere," pronounced 
Three, "then One does not exist."

"Thus," concluded Infinity, "be
cause we are perfect, we could not know 
that which never was."

'What," wondered Two, "is a One?"

"As One never was, it is only log
ical that Two doesn’t know what a One 
is," explained Three.

"And as we can’t remember One, be
cause One did not exist," said Infinity, 
"we cannot discuss the fact that One ne
ver was,and that we knew. One not. There
fore, it is perfectly logical to say 
that we do not know what we have been 
discussing, nor could we have been dis
cussing anything, as nothing, not ex
isting, can not be discussed."

"That," said Five,as he dragged the 
dead One away from the others and com
menced to feed upon it,"is rot necessar
ily so."

But, of course, they did not hear 
Five, as logically Five did not exist, 
• •••«••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••*<» 
: . • 
• "A SKYLARK IN SPACE?" :
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Ronald Woronov, who makes a living helping out-of-work uni- 

vers'ity provosts find jobs, writes: "In addition to reddingand 
writing science fiction, I enjoythe theatre, am presently engaged” ' 
to a girl named Jill, and like to camp out.4’ Since most authors 
write fromtheir experiences, we wonder just how true the' follow
ing short story is..,.

tncounTer
by Ronald John Woronov ’ ”'

“Maw...Maw, are ya there Maw?”

The high pitched voice carried ac
ross the back lawn, lifting its cry o
ver the bannister of the rear porch and 
pierced the screen door,

“Are ya there, Maw? Maw, gawdammit 
will ya answer me Maw!"

He was on his hands and knees inside 
the pup tent which he had, in the best 
of all boy scout traditions, staked out 
by the tree-line which marked the rear 
of the Sandler’s two-and-one-half acre 
property.

"Maw, I mean it. I need ya real bad 
...come on, Maw, answer me!"

His voice began to change slightly 
as he raised his pitch. It took on a 
shrill quality,like the screeching sound 
of one hundred crickets,all calling out 
in unison. And when they stopped, there 
was a total silence,the type of silence 
that gave the boy pause to measure the 
depth of the night.

The screen door began to move and 
he thought for a moment that he was not 
alone and that she had really been there 
all the time and that she would come out 
and cross the damp lawn which separated 
him from the safety of the house and take 
his hand and run back with him. His. 
palms began to sweat.

"Maw, come on! Come on, Maw! I 
need ya! I need ya Maw, dammit! ’•

He began to rock back arid forth, 
digging his fingers'into the hard earth. 
His elbows felt weak and a pain shot a
cross his back, his two shoulder, blades 
tearing the muscles which held than.

"Maw, I need-ya, Maw/..!"

The call became a scream,the scream 
became sporadic yelps and they were harsh 
and burned his throat making it necessa
ry for him to swallow. He began to gasp, 
"Maw, come on Maw, don’t ya hear me?■ 
Dammit Maw, don't ya hear me...?"

He began to rock faster, back and 
forth, back and forth, back and forth, 
his arms bracing now against the force 
at his legs trying to drive him forward, 
his fingers tightening around the dirt, 
and the dirt beginning to mix with the 
blood which filled the spaces between his 
fingernails and his skin, back and forth, 
faster and faster.

“Maw, Maaaa, Maaaaa!" The cry was 
like a rake ripping at the insides of his 
throat. "Maaaa! Dammit, dammit, Maw! I 
need ya, Maaaa!" •

All his words were lumped together 
and they became indistinguishable and 
louder and he rocked back and forth,fas
ter and faster,and the sweat poured down



his face and his long blond hair began 
to stick together and was pressed down 
against his scalpvhich was red and col
ored with the blue of his veins which 
tried to burst through his scalp and he 
looked like he did when he was first born 
and he sounded like he did after he had 
been smacked and his breath came slowly 
and in gasps..."Ma I need ya....” 
back and forth,back and forth... "Ma I 
...need ya,...*

His throat became filled as-his sto
mach contorted and pushed its vile con
tents upward. He began to choke,and his 
swollen tongue let a minimal amount of 
air reach his lungs, and his chest began 
to heave in and out, each time with a 
greater effort as it tried to suck life 
into him. He could not scream. There 
was only the sound of his wheezing as he 
rocked back, and forth and his chest 
heaved with his motion....

Mrs. Sandler crossed to the window 
and looked out across the rear of her 
property. It was a cool night and she 
had left the kitchen door open with on
ly the screen door to act as a filter 
between fresh air, cooking odors and 
bugs. She was alone in the house, her 
husband was dead, and her only child, a 
boy of twelve, away on a camping trip 
...well, not quite away.

She had given him permission to 
pitch a tent on the back lawn. Her hus
band taught the boy camping and started 
what he called "property camp-ins" when 
the boy was nine. This would be the 
first time her son was out alone and she 
wanted to take a quick look toward the 
tent before going to bed.

For a brief moment, she sensed a 
great deal of activity. There was a 
flash of light, which, for one second, 
illuminated the camping area, and then, 
it rose quickly until it became lost in 
folds of darkness. Thinking it was on-; 
ly the effect of the kitchenlight shin
ing in her eyes, Mrs. Sandler, content 
that all was well, closed the door and 
went up to her room.

They were only there for a matter 
of moments. To the boy it had been for
ever* He was calm now. His breathing 
returned to normal as he lay stretched 
out onthe damp ground. His father would 
have told him it was all because of those 
’’outer space" books he was always read
ing, but he knew that They had been 
real. What he didn’t know, and would 
never- know, is that They left because 
They were afraid of him. And the boy of 
twelve, slept, now. '

• «

: "GRHAAAAAARRRRRHHHH! !" J
1 —James Arness Z
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Few of the forms of popular literature have made any attempt to pop

ularize the field of poetry, except in the case of science fiction. In 
the past few years, some very good examples of SF poetry have been writ
ten, like the following.... ; >

ni -Verse
Cosmic transfigurations appearing, 

resulting on the Dime,
Watch!-----the slivering, 

the sli—p motion along
Liquefaction in a planetless void 

of less than nothing,
Freaked with silver queues of

demonstrative
Martian-like

small animals
—Phil Brown

If I were
In "Yet To Be," ' 
Now would be 
Past History

Tomorrow would be
As it must:
To fit past bones 
That are but dust.

Where sweeping hands 
Have yet to tread. 
Where life is not, 
But ne'er the dead,

SWISH! In Yet To Be....

the terbofonic heat faggot 
looking for the source, 
the life flow, 
the mother,

the connection.

twirling round, the big tart commerce 
SALVOACTIONBABBOTIDE— ,

baby you better be clean,

he doesn't give, a fart

for the silver cylindrical ship will 
take him away

uranus, baby you're all I got
—you an’ a couple veins left....

—Stephen Eber

DEMONSTRATING MAN'S NEED 
FOR TWENTIETH CENTURY
POLTER GEISTS

devouring bradburies 
on the asimov isle 
the lonely sorcerer cried:

"look in the sky 
the saucers they fly 
i believe in
science friction!"

DEMONSTRATING MAN'S NEED 
' FOR SURREALISTIC

"SLEEP, MY SON. "
—Maria Ouspenskaya

—Mike Hirsch CUPS 
HEA 
AS 
MEYER

OF
VEN

IN
LEVIN (?)

—Zev Shanken
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Ernest R. Lendler Jr.
•273 Henry Street 
Brooklyn, N.Y.
11201

With the appearance of the Seldon 
Seen, the vacuum of variety in the aca
demic community, in relation to student 
publications, is beginning to end.

Science fiction as a literary form 
is neither new nor, in the realities of 
today's achievments, dreams of imagin
ative minds. This type of writing stim
ulates the conscience with visions of 
the future of our world, and the reali
ty of others. In the recent history of 
literature, such names as H.G. Wells 
and George Orwell, Arthur C. Clarke an^ 
numerous others stand out in the relm 
of not only fiction, but Science Fic
tion as well.

*

Jim K. Donnor
86 W. Memorial Street 
Ardmore, Okla.

Science fiction really ought to be 
abolished. After all, whendid a science 
fiction writer win a Pulitzer Prize? 
The point, of course, is that the art 
just does not attract top writers.

Further, these writers would have 
us worry about the affairs of those out 
in space when we can hardly manage our 
own problems.

Finally, have you ever thoughtthat

Such contemporary occurances as 
flying saucers, UFOs, are only one is— 
sue, dating from H.G. Wells, this field 
deals with in its complete context.

The United States Air Force spends 
millions of our dollars and a great deal 
of their time in investigating these 
UFOs. Their final report stated, quite 
clearly,that 20$ of all reported sight
ings are not explainable. Who? Why? 
From where? These are searching quest
ions which more than one novel as well 
as numerous documented books, even by 
those who did the investigating for the 
Air Force, have covered.

The imagination of the human mind 
is given a means of expression in the 
form of science fiction. We should all 
be aware of and interested in this type 
of experience.

the words '"science fiction" mean? The 
terms are really self-contradictory. 
When I thank of science fiction, some
thing unreal in science comes to mind, 
like Ed Clark.

In conclusion, give it up, sports 
fans. You could do better by watching 
Roller Derby.

AND I SUPPOSE IF GOD HAD WANTED US TO FLY, HE'D HAVE GIVEN US WING 
SPANS? THE TROUBLE WITH SOME PEOPLE IS THAT THEY ARE TOO INVOLVED WITH 
GETTING RID OF THE MID AT THEIR FEET TO SEE THE PAVEMENT RUNNING RIGHT 
NEXT TO THEM. —ED.



23
Commander E. Equals McSquared 
Advance Preparation Dept. 
The Invaders, Inc.

We have been informed by a thor— 
oughly unreliable source that your or
ganization is willing to act as an agent 
to help prepare the way for us. We find 
this most gratifying, and will be quite 
willing to negotiate terms with you if 
you wish to undertake this operation.

If you do, we will pay quite well. 
The more human help we have, the bet 
ter we like it.

Our policy has always been to use 
local labor to the greatest extent fea
sible, We have found that this lessens 
the rancor against us due to our una
voidable displacement of regular loca?. 
industries and ways of life.

ALL RIGHT WITH US. AS LONG AS 
AND NEGOTIABLE. —ED.

*

Joel Leslie
Long Island University 
Brooklyn, New York 
11201

Recently there has been much con
troversy about the "alleged" powers of 
ESP. It seems that somewhere along the 
line,publicity seekers and profit mind
ed young (and old) men created an aura 
of unreality and impossibility around 
what was once a quiet, yet respectable, 
phenomenon.

At present there are many universi
ties around the world, most notable Duke 
University and the University of Utrecht 
(Holland), which are exploring the fas
cinating field of psychic phenomenon. 
In fact, the University of Utrecht has 
a colony of about forty telepaths which 
they had found to have undeveloped psy
chic powers many years ago and which 
they proceeded to developand effective
ly train.

Our take-over, however, has it's 
brighter side, and there are many bene
fits which will accrue (to those who 
help us willingly) when our control is 
consolidated properly,

However, we have also heard that 
you already call yourselves an advanced 
base of our operational forces, and this 
we do not like. Until we have reached 
a working agreement, please cease to re
fer to yourselves as one of our bases, 
else we will take the severest form of 
action against you,after we finish with 
Mr, Norman Vincent.

Meanwhile, we shall be most happy 
to arrange an appointment to meet with 
your organization and discuss the possi
bilities of establishing some kind of 
an agreement. We hope you find our of
fer satisfactory.

OUR MAGAZINE BUDGET REMAINS UNTOUCHED

* *

As far as the distribution of 
these powers is concerned, it has been 
theorized that every human being is born 
with them, but that they fade as one 
goes through puberty, because of disuse. 
This hypothesis is actually quite plau
sible when you consider that onlya small 
percentage of the total brain is ever 
stimulated in-the normal human adult.

With the advent of psychedelic 
drugs which stimulate some of the usual
ly dormant areas of the brain, and the 
progress made recently in neurosurgery 
and psychiatry, it is possible that the 
secret of the psychic phenomenon will be 
revealed.

For years, science-fiction writers 
have projected the possibilities which 
such powers could provide mankind with, 
like telekinesis. These are onlya fewof 
the fascinating possibilities conceived 
while ESP is an unknown factor. When it 
becomes a controllable reality....



Jill Rosenberg
190 Willoughby Street 
Brooklyn, New York

This letter is to tell you how much 
I enjoyed your magazine, and so has Mr, 
Shandu and Mr, Talbot. I take it with 
me everywhere I go. When I am flying,

ALL LETTERSTOEDITS MUST BE SIGNED. NAMES WILL BE WITHHELD UPON RE
QUEST. SEND ALL CORRESPONDENCE TO: SAM BELLOTTO JR./BOX 10 E/190 WILL
OUGHBY STREET/BROCKLYN, NEW YORK/11201.

through space and, sometimes, when we 
are landing on craters of the moon I 
can't even put.it down....somebody else »
has to land the saucer for me. Keep 
up the good work. This is a swell job 
you are doing, and I know I am not the 
only personvho enjoys reading your mag
azine .

* * ■»• 
-

This has been the second issue of the SELDON SEEN 

the official science-fiction fan magazine of the 

Harry Seldon Foundation Society

whether or not we put out a third issue depends upon:

1.) our inclination to do another 

2.) our financial situation

3.) whether or not we get enough material for a third ish

so

PLEASE CONTRIBUTE!

artwork ads manuscripts poems & letters of comment
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