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T YOUR MAN IN MISSOURT~

by Hank Luttrell

Some reacers are zoin~ to be unhappy about Bill
Scheidtls article in this issue. In fact, unless T
answer it mycelf before someone vwrites in, I'm very
likely to hoar the old, "What does that have.to do
with science fiction?" ©So I will answer it: Nothing.
Bill even said it himself when I asked him for the
piece; "But that isn't science fictionl.” T agree.

I7, oh, YANDRO had run an article about Thomas Wolfe
no one would have asked a question of the above
mentioned tvpe (well, I don't think they would. . .)
They have been publishint a long time (er. .yes.)
and they don't cofine themselves completely with sf.
Everybody knows this and no one guestions their right
to do so. (Or if they do, its more of the order of
a —eneral attadkx on fandom, Usf Tfandom for Scilence
_ Fictionfgoes the cry.) In my cgse, I don't think
“#Beople are guite expecting me to publish completely
non-sf-slanted material. In thet respect at leagt,
this article should be an ice breaker.

Don't misunderstand me. I plan to publish thin~s that interest me,
and science fiction remains one of my mein interests. There are
others. . . A TR TR LR T T T 2 1S

I spent a very pleasent week end recently in Crystal City, Missourl
at the Home of James and Dave Hall (father and som, both fans) While
there, Dave and I published what cen only bte called an untortunate
one shot. It wasn't as bad as it might have been, however, as I —~ot
interested in drawing Dave and a visitor (Becker Staus, see letter
column) and so had little time to write anything. Dave did the
writine, or most of 1t.

We spent most of the ni~ht talkin~ and playins some silly game called
STAR REPORTER. (I won most oI the games.) We stayed up to 5:00,
which is too late, by the way. The next day I looked with awe upon
Mr. Hall's huve collection of science fiction books.

It appears thaet I ml-ht be able to ‘o to the Midwestercon this year.
Nothing certain, but I mi-ht bz comin~- alone with the Halls. Paul
Gilster mi ‘ht be com ing too, thoush I haven't talked to him yet
about it. 7osh, I hope this doesn't make you chang your mind about
coming. . .I promise to be -~oo0d, rezlly.

Any comments on the book roviews this time??

Hank Luttrell \j
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STAR HIGH by Nate Bucklin

hen you lock behind you and see a pailr
of winrs sproutint from your back, you
don't say, "Impossible." You flap.

I never did anything like that. I con-
sidered the situation until somebody gave
me a yank and I zo.med forward through
space. I yanked back, and forth, and
back azainj no results, I kept coing for-
ward.

I flapped. And when you find your win-s
flappin~, and no air resistance, and your-
self mov1ng Just as fast in the same direc-
tion--that's when you say,"Impossible'"

Do you agree? I said "Tmposeiblel" and a
voice chuc&led in my ear, "You always say
the same thin~, don't you?"

"Probably," I answered. Then memory came
flooéing back. "Oh--you turned mwe on again.
How lon~ have I been out?"

"vou're not ours," he answered seriously.
"Our party went this way at the beginning,
when we had to stert searchinz; youre only
the Iirst outsider in twenty life- cycles
or so. I mean, twenty age cycles."

"That' s a lon~ tlme? OQur people never die
on us.

He considered. "ijell. . .ntnety revolutions
of the home around its primary. Now, we
last lonver. Sometimes whole ~roups die
between. . .but I made 1t, and so did all
the rest, and I'm three hundred." He was almost arrogent about it.

"and I'm a thousand," I told him. "No kidding--I really am. I don't
remember back to the home, thou-h." 4

It isn't surprisin-—," said the invisible being. "We left about
twenty thousand years a~o. But what beats me 1s whenever one of you
old ~uys loses ener~y, you wake up and say, 'Impossible'. It's as
if you don't believe in win-s, in B Rt . :

"There isn't any air resistance." I considered that for a while.
"Have one of your psychoanalysts think it over. i i Bl T
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"what news from your party?" asked the blank.

I had to think about it for a while, then. . ."WE'VE FOUND A PLANET."

Immediately there was a shape in front of me, with his arms, legs,
and win~s all absorbing propellant energy from the surrounding dust
c¢lo uds and nearby stars;. I cousht up with him and held even.

"Broadcast? Planet found."
"Where?" -

I gave him coordinates, of tae world itself and its system and of
all surroundin— stars so that they eould tind it more easily.

"I know one of those," siad the one who had greeted me when I awoke.
"We didn't come very close."

"How far”” I asked impatiently.

"Two thousand 1i-ht years," came back the answer 1mmediate1y. "We
can ~et that far without a midway point to absorb enerTy..

"Let's stop nesrby and tenl up first," I suvvested. "I want to -et
there as soon as possible. But I knew 1t was hopeless.

We left home tuenty thousand of its revolutions aco, what we call

"years." Or rether, the concept which could be expressed as "years."
Or anythin~. Cycles. There was a revolutionary war; half our
world wae mutants, and we could not exist on the same world .

We solved the prohlem by movin=. But: there were problems; no place
to zot I was born after a search of tweanty thousand years, trying

to find 2 world uithout _ another iatellligent race on it that

was. egitable for our habitation. Neanwhile, we could exist in pure
space, without any consequences except boredom. S0 we did--and we

searched. Vhat else was there to do? Not much.

We were still searchin~; worlds of our kind don't crop up very often,
and those without 1nte111 ‘ent lile apparently never; if there had
been: a new nne Iormed recently encu~h to lack it, we never found it.

I led the way to my choice ¥ors the nearest stars; a 8-type dwarff with
a luminosity too low lor real comfort, but no star of type 5 or
better was in the immedlate wvicinity. Ve adsorbed our fill of

erier~y at all levels before proceedln onwerds:. Wings flapped. .« .
tvat surprised me. I only knew air at rare intervals, but I Kkept
flapniny my win-s as thou~h somethin~- really would happen. As my
cunspace conVerters were in my winvs, however, and this was the way
they operated, there was no problem; if I stonped, I would stop.

(znd I YISH THERE WAS ATHOSPHERE) o B B ‘

About a year later, low on ener~y, we arrived at the startin~ point,
a type 6 and a beguty. All up and down the spectrum it rajiated just



the lines we needed for proper sustenence. There was everything.
Just like I remembered it from my stopover there, Just belore I'd
been revived in my memory. No noticeable changes. .

I zoomed down to the suriace of the world, changed to my material
form, and flew across the wide sea, the multiprle 1islands of the lar-
gett ocean, tryin~ to find a si-n of life. Besides the immense dome
coverin~ a city on the shore, and the shattered sunsckatchers
millicircumferences south, there wasn't any. Perhaps life had come
and departed tn this world.

We searched, and searched, and searched. No life; everything was
rava~ed, ~rttef, destroyed completely; anrthinxt we could use for
entertairment or learaing, gone. We'd be urabie to cecode their
writin~ end chaa~e 1t to ours in any.event; most likely it would
be tebtally wintellizible, or even anot obvisously writing.

inally we found a place to ~ive us at least some Information; a
room stacked hi~h with pictures of all descriptions, of everything,
frem conzlomerations of lines drawm apparently at rendom to the zun-
scrachers of tne pruined cities, all of them, and ever 2 dr¥wing which
I remenbered firom my 1ast stiopover gs a distorted sketeh an H-bomb,
or was it a phoenix-pomb? It had been too many years. Too long,
even for someone aged a thousand.

Then 1t came.

An upri~ht drawin- of a hein~ sometning like us, with a few details
aitzred-—-win~s much emaller, other four limps lar~er and zesturing,
fuce much different with ways for breathin- no space-traveler could
utilize. Then I know where we wepre.

OQur home world.

Earth.

I headed toward the le-endary star Arcturus, on my next circle of
the universe, and turned myself off.

END




WORTS FROM READERS

a letter column edited by Hank Luttrell

Harry Warner, Jr., 423 Summit Avenue, Hazerstown, Maryland, 21740

Dear Hank:

It was encoursging to learn that your title has the same associations
for some other rezders that it arouses in me. For a while, I had
assumned that I wes the only recipient who has backslid so far from
exclusive preoccupation with science fiction and the future. For
indeed, when I read STARLING I do not think of a creature from a
distant sun or a little star or any of its other poscible science
fiction associations. Instead I think of the fete that has befallen
the entire business district of Hazerstown, where we have nst only

a white Christmas every yeer on the sidewelks but also sheer, abject
terror on the nart of every hunan who must walk around roosting time.
The only tring that has discoura~ed the blllions of starlings con-
sists of a tape recordinz amp.ified over a pa system mounted on a
truck driven through the downtowvn streets. A local genius somehow
caught a starling, tied a strin~ to its les, let the bird dangle

for a while, and used his tape recorder to preserve the bird's
remarks. This method of chasine away starlinas by thelr own distress
cries ended when a nice old lady stopped the dariver one nicht and
t0ld him that a biz man like tunat should be ashamed of himself for
frightening such nice 1little birds. He didn't have the heart to
continue the work.

The Devid Uall story is excellent in this issue, once the initial
block of the lack of a title is overcome. The reader who finds that
th2 writer hes notv %taken the trouble to think up & title assumess
that the atthor has been equullyriazy in other respects and it takes
a while to ~et over the impression. The dialozr is excellent, the
basic theme is not worn out throuch overuse by others, and the only
improvement that mi~ht be sug~ested would consist of just a llttle
relaxation of the policy of sparseness and laconic character. I
never thou~ht that I would ever sua~est that a beainning writer
should put more adjectives into a short story, but I've done it.

Clay Hamlin's basic thesis thet action science fiction is fun to read
- &s..sound but I doubt he ecould. justify tire invlicatiocn that leck of

it killed so menr prozines. IJf the half-Gozen survirors, tuo are
famous for sue eaphasis they've put on sceciclcegical and peychological
science fiction, &nd the third never had mucih to do with antion
stories until 1t made up for lost *tlme py vubliaking CLIORY dAD. It
would hardly be coinzidence that half of the susvivors surlish none
of the kind of science Tfiction thet shoulld nave raved the -icld.

The prozines were decimated because ma~azine ficti-n or all itvpes
stopped sellinc, with scme help from the added Tz2ct thaet there were
never enhugh people interested in science fictioi. to support all
those macazines, anyvay.




You deserve all sorts of praise and sdmiretion for publishing so
fully the letters thet are not exactly complimentary to previous
issues. However, the letler siction could profit somewnat from
some Jjudiciocus editing to amputate the remerks that have no refer-
erce to STARLING and rno interent impcrtance, the listine of what
somedne likes and dislikes withnut expliznctions, and some of the
more rembling comments lilie the one thet runs throu~h the first
parazraph on the other sicde of this very plece of paper.

/ I thourht your first paracraph was ratuer interesting. But
/I mizht mertian that I 2m making a little more effort at
/)excludlng the more-or-less unimportant. HL

Either you or I omitted a word in my letter that causes me to feel
alarm, lest there may be a secret campaimn under way already to
prevent me from going hungry. What I meant to say was that I once
had time but no money to read all the science fictlion that came
alonz, and now I have the opoositc condition, money but no time.
It was probably wmy fault, for I've developed the distressing habit
of falline asleep before I finish writing loc'e.

//My fault. I scem to be trying to Gevelop the distreesing

/habit of makin~ up my own letters as I go alcng. EL

Your reactiosns to the pulps uere very interesting. It's quite rare
that this sort of review is published by someone who hasn't become
Jaded with present—-desy science fiction before he geta around to the
0ld magazines. The onrnly disappcinuvment for we was your faillure to
be more enreptured by Thrillina Wonder Steries. I fell toward that
publication as many other fans feel toward Fluynet Stories, as a maga-
zine which made no pretensions to publish literature but save much
envertainuent end evidenced a sane attitvde on the part of the
editor and readers. Those Via stories went on so lona thet they
finally were lampooned unmerciiully in fanzine parodies. Not that
the initials of the 2uthor nzive a clue tc the fact that it's a pen-
neme. .

I've never tried to form & science fiction club in Haberstown. Jnce
I saw a notice in the company publicetion of the railrchild factory,
which had at the time neerly 10,000 employes. But I didn't respond
to it, and if the group formed, it éither failed proptly.or went
undergrouné in crder to avoid ~enerel fandom from discovering it.
Riglit now there is only one other person in Harerstown with fannish
instincts and he's so anxious to make a z00d showing in his senior
hich school year, for scholarship purposes, that he hasn't become
active. I know a couple of other fellows who like to read scilencg
fiction, end mi~ht J2in a club. But nothine has hapvened and that
proves something that Dwain forcets to emphasizet: someone with

1ous of enerzy and willineness to work hard 1s an important ingred-
ient for organizing a local ciub. If I had those characteristics,
or anyone else with interest in science fiction here had them, there
micht be a Harerstown Science Fiction Society at this very instant.

&



Gary Hubbard, RA 16806841 Cof, 2nd€ Bn, Fort Devens, Mass, USASA#TR

Dear Hank;

S4 came at a zo0>d time. HStudent life at an army training camp center
is usually frustrating and depressine at best, but these last two
weeks heve been abominable. It sometimes rakes me wonder 1f some
mysterious force isn't wrokins aweinst me. :

But to S4. Ousside of a lack of fiction in quanity, it wasn't bad.
Your format is improvinz, which is ~ood. Usin~ the blue taper for
covers is =ood, meinly because it looks like a cover. While is no
good because 1t 1looks like Just andther pace. Yellow is okay, bat I
don't particularly like yellow. And Pink likte Rick Mann uses looks
like the inside of someone's stomach.

You've really got a winner as art-
ists 22, REZ may be a first for
S. An artist who con draw.

Althouch FICTIUN by David Hall
will 2et plenty of adverse mail,
I LIYED 1T. And, what, David,
does enyone else's opinion matter
when you hav¥e mine. About the
story, thcuch, 1 have one conr-.
plaint. You should have nob
ended the story with ¢hat line,
"Oh hell," said the yocung man,
"Here we co agein." That iz a
clecke (sic). It is a line which
has been used so meny tiumes that
it hes iost it's effectiveness.
You should have thouent of some=
thine else for the young man

to say.

I see that you are hsveing a
Miserycon. This is too bad,
because until a couple of weeks
axo I was stationed at Forwu
Lousy Woods
//are you sure that's how
//they spell it? Say, I've
heard some stories about
/that place. For a while
//it was in all the newspapers.
//It seems it was most iwmoral
//around and about the comp.
hl
«..which is Just a weekends pass
- away from St. Louis. This has
always been a problem with me. It seems that whenever there's a con,
it's always held someplace thet's impossibly distant from me. Next
year, I'1ll probably be in Fairbenks, Alaska, and they'll hold it in

Q




the Vircin Islands (known as the VirginVention).

//Naw, we weren't heveing a convenfion. Dave Hall was pulling
yowrlez. Also mine. HL ‘ ' '

What 54 lacks in fiction, it makes up amply 1n Locs, ‘1 suspect:

what Harry Yarner susgest (i.es many fans.aren't paally ‘science con-
scious) is true. I have found this out sbout myself in times past,
But now I feel sefe to say thet I am more science minded than ‘some
fans. How many fans can~-as I can--explain how that transistor

radio they wear around their necks operates. - Not ‘meny I should o
imasine. As for rocketry experiments, I performed a few in uy days.
They were rudimentary affairs, however. Merely empty 002 capsules
.f1lled with match heads (which was both the cheapest and most xR %EP
fuel we could' afford. Once we triéd an exotic mixture of matches
and gunpowder we ~ot from a rifle bullet. As rocksts they made great
fragzmentation bombs, and it 'is only throush physical dexterity and
quick wits that I am here today. But one of them finally worked.

e found that we were makin~ a mistake by filline the thin~s full of
matches. 'le weren't a2llowin~ room for the hat cases to exessape .

S0 we fllled oang half full. SuCass Jur Mark XZA-23.5 ros2 to the
unparrelleled altitude of 3 and < feet and hurtled throuzh the air
for 2 secinds to land 50 feet away. Unfort unatly, soo afLeP, the -
local surc]us sfora stoppred stockinz CIp. capsuLes.

//I must admitt trying to ~et a few rockets offthe ground myself.
They all burned quite nicely, but, nn, none of them ever did wake it.
I used a quite intersstin~ fuel. I melted down lo's of suvar end .
added KNO;. A most interestin~ fuel. It burned with such vwolence, o
I Just bu;ned most of it on'a concrete block, before I even put it - in
to a rockat. It was more intere°tin* than 11*htin fire crackers. .

My experlmants with hydrowen were always qu1te successful {except
for the time I exrloded the O'~s,=ner-a‘c,or in the oasemant) used- a
strong lye solution and alumlimum. Both were easy to ﬂet, and they-
worked better for my purposes then the traditional acid-zinc. I
sent up severzl ballons, asg well as mak: ine some of the loudest
ncises ever heard -in this pt Of ‘thecountry. ( Try senerating both
Ho and Oy int 5 a biw byllon, and then livhtin~ it. But from a safe
distance, Or course. HL = \ :

Lovecraft was, as Cox says, a master of the wierd and stran~e, but
disquietin~ znd manifestly terrifinz, no. Lovecraft's terrors

would only terrify a Victorian mentallity because his horrora were
Victorian horros. Also he was ndt a man of vast and nearly poundliess
imarinstion for he repeatedly used the same plot verionts over and
over arain. He was, thou~h, & writer with a well devzioped vence

of wonder and considerable wrltins abllity. And out of his mind he
created an interestin~ mythos. :

//Your turn, Roser...or anyone else, for that matter. _7();1
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2.2 who didn't putihis address. on hi's letter.
I don't Fnow why you had to ruin your ma-vazine first thinz with
- that story by ur head Hell. His humor is obscure to say the I2a3t
-and anyway if the story isn't tne product of a dope dream I think
he stole the pldot from me. Couldn't'even think. of a title, could
he? You mi~ht as well ~o bzck to ratfinks. o

Clay Hemlin writes 1like a senile 0l1d man. He keeps mumblin<z ior pa=ze
aficor pa~e and ¢omes up with absolutely nothini. I suppose yau
putlisbed this becuvaseé Cloy Hamlin: is a well-knownfan and he heads
the KA story coulecst and 1s a gosh-wow and everythinzt, but I stlill
think it wes a pretty lousey piede... = Lo o

Does Cox drink? His i1llustrations 1look like it. unny thint--I
actually read thuat Almruicuc or whatever it is by Rover E. [Hoverd
“(eic ard double sic), end I taocu~ht it was as frothinc a peice of crap
as 1t lLwee over teen ay misfortune to pick up. Needless to say, I
boprcowew 1o Iron Hall. o : : :

Sey, Hank ., hiby, why dida't you tell me you were zoipz to visit
. Hail dovm Lfre in —ood ol3.Crystel? 1 would naverotirlied the pclice.
As 1t_w;s, ¥odian't haye‘a‘shotﬂfun_sheél in the houce. :

The best thin- y2u 27uld do for STARLINT is to put a 1little LTFE in
it. T osusgest you stert a new geriss: “Advenmvures in Soxual Sadilsm.
You cnuld asrlan your tpiendid writers like Cox znd Fall to 1t. .
tien publish 1v in Swahiili aad give it an air of myslary.

Tespite all the other horrible thin=ss in this issue, I must say that

T 1iX%ed the cover. "I Just 190k at Hall, and then at the skull. Taen
T loovk at Hall's hedd., Then I 1iook at the skull. Then I 100X at

the knife on Hall's desk. Then I look at the skull. 'Then I look at.
Keil. .Then I 1lodok at the §kull."YES;'; liked it . ‘ -] ]




RoO1lf Koster (who's address isn't on his short note. As evéry one
knows, I refuse to 1look them up)

+» « JDesplte thé goody-soody format, I liked the issue very much.
//Pleasé, Rolf, tell me what you ment. Goody~Goody? HL

Mike Deckinger Apartment 10-K, 25 Manor Drive, Newark, New Jersey,
071C6

Dear Henk, I wes amused by Cley Hamlin's references to HOCUS, which
were totally irrelevan®t when contrestinc the decidedly inferior
quality of that past fanzine, with my review of STARUING, but stil]
interesting to see whot scmeone had to say about this zine after so
many yea¥s. Clay is of course guite right in his asgeesment of
HOCUS: the firct few igsuea were unreadeble and hardly worth the
effort to do so. The mimeo~rraphins work was spotty and irrezular,
the layout was crucde, the artwork was deplorable, and the contents
mediocre. Coupared to the first few STARLINGs, the latter were 100
per cent better in every department. As I recall, David Prosser
didn't becin appearing until eround the eizhth or nineth issue, not
any earlier. Stony Brock Barnes had Just folded his VAMPIRE TRADER
and sent me the several stencils upon which Prozcer had inscribed
full paze illos. I ran these as received, and they probably inspired
more comuent than anythiine elee. Shorily thereafter Deve bezgan send-
ing me pre-cut stencils directly, even to2 the point of creatinzg g
cover, and this continued for four or five lissues. He also produed
an impromptu illustration with Joni Ccrnell (now Stopa) when I
manaced to corner them both at the Pittcon long enouszh to collect
some art on a stencil sowcone had given me. Otherwise HOCUS wes
quite unspectacular in content and format and incorporated every
mictake, when I first began publishing (close to eight years azo),
that I would avoid now and thet I dislike finding in so many new
current publiications.

Clay is overratinsg MONDAY EVENING GHOST drasticlly by referring to
it as former "Chamy'. The only thing about MEG that made it different
from other fanzines was the extra-ordinar ily good mimeowork and
editor Jeunincs' irhumanly everwritten editorials and features which
were frequenily.the result of hasty and indlscriminate padding.
Jennincs had the irritatine habit of swearin~ unswer¥ing allegiance
to some cause that mi~ht strike his fancy for a moment, without fully
investizatiny it first. fter the disasterous release of A TRIP TO
HELL he all but vanished, and none have really mlissed him. His

. potential was fiist uisused and them finally corriitad beyond the
point of redeupoion.

A. E. van Voot is ima~inative undoubtedly, and may appeal to you if
prefer his frequent overpin2ttin~T and calculated confusion but I find
the adwventurs element to be ~reatly reduced when I first have to E
¢sclde vwhat is ~oin~ on, to whem, and why. And in a vV story one
can't alwams be cure. His plots complicatiins are frequently devices
to advance the readers' befuddlement without lmprovinz the narrative
until finally one 1is foreed to shake his head and ~rant Mr. van Vogt

4



the doubtful admission that he has won and throu"hly succeeded in
obscuring the story.
/* never zive up, I Just keep on reading: HL//

FICTIOM, by David Hall had some amusinco 1ldeas but recieved the
inevitable shoddy packanin-~ thau spoiled the contents. Some of his

sentences were «ond, such ag "The youns man looked at him, 'I
didn't know he was your budcv, henest,mister' " " ' That's okay,
We exchan~ed Curistmas cards was a21l,' " said Y0ﬁ1.? Cn the other

hand hall should prautlce revr1+1nv,-in order t0 avoid phrases likes
. . .Lou Carios' friend's ~un. . o

Therzs cefinitly is a reeurvarnce of interest in pure action stories,
as Hamiin pointa out, bvut | CU?%LiOﬂ the beneficall nature of this.
From what 1 ve seen (uad rc a; conprisin~ this trénd, nuch of the
matericld seems to beayr a sior "L;" antiquarian value, of ihe sort
that you'd like to heve in youir collection, but you wouldn't really
care 1o read.

//I dcn't think I'd want snythinz in ay collection I dién't want
to read. HL// . » )
Most of the Burroughs books ere adsurd end indefensibke from any velw
point, except as pure, unadorned escapism.  Fu Manchu 1s slighiiy
better, and Doc Smitn can be taken provided you dont cram too much
Kimbell Kinnison in at one sitting. Doc Savaze 1s completly incred-
ible and without any foundation in reality or plausibility. The
characterizations merely proves that lLester Dent knew nothing about
the existance of inter-personal relationships I think James Bond
deserves soune mention too, since there 1s a verJ definite sclence
fictional eiement precent in many of the books and #leming created
him as a larcer-than-life cheracter whose glamorous (equally inflated)
would provide a much needed and sou~h atser spark of escape. Burr
Burrourhs used the save~ery and romance of primitive civilization
to offer this diversion. Ivan Flemin~ merely updates the setting,
but ~ave a 1like asmount of uninhibited byplay
_ .+ »ond I understand that in Fleming's books they are often
NOT married, whil;/in Tarzan, there are only & fow rumors. . .

HL

Paul Gilster 42 Godwin Lane St. Louls, Missouri 63124

I am really amazed at the pro~oress thet you are makin~ with STARLING.
And I especilally want to con-~rztulate you on the ~reat job on the
cover. You showed that to me when I was over last at your house,

and I know that it must have been an extremely difficult Job to cut
it intogtencil. You did a ~reet Job; 1t locked fine. And what a
cover drawin~' It wos perfect. I don't think thet you can do much
better than that, no matter who your artist may be. I likethe blue
peper that you used on the cvver. It sort of sets the front pace

off from the rest of the pa-es.

Your editorial is 204 and contained some good 1ideas. I like your
2@ itorailtgrlor Sm}RLING, they seem to Lhavse come sort of appeal to me,
althou~h1l'm curc I don't know whet it is. Maybe it is the fact that
some editors seem tn love to fill their editorials up with a lot of
“rash that really ssys nothinxz. But you have something to say and



benefica.il

say it in a resdable fashion. "This also holds for your article on
the pulps. Being a true fan of such publlcations, I was very pleased
to read this article. But one thing, do try t6 avold such things
as happened on the top of pa~ve 37, where you etart out with an idea
and then decide that 1t 1is all wrong, all richt in the middle of the
article. Besides this minor point, the articl° was very interesting.
I became interested in the Mertitt story, FACE IN THE ABYSS, that
you mentioned, and found that I had. it in a 1950 issue of A MERRLITT
FANTASY, which is a pretty zood place to find something by Merritt.
I liked the story also, althoush I was riot overwelminvly impressed
with it. I too would like to read the sequal. When and where did
it appear? -

//FANTADTIG NOVELS, Nov 40, accordmg to Brad Day. HL

Also appecrind 1n that 1gsu9 of.A MERRITT FANTASY was a 3uory called
THE CRELN FLAMT by Eric North. I have heard of Eric North time and
time azain, and yot I can't quite piace him. Do you know anythina
about him? The story was very wood, and abaut as 1onw as ACE IN THE
ABYES,

/}Brad Day, azaln, tells us thet that Eric Norfh was a pen name
of Bernard C(Cronin. he only . other story listed 'in his 1926-195 '
index 1 THREE A AINS THE STARS) “which’ was a’ nOVcL and aopeayed
in the May 5O issue of FANTASTIC NOV?LS. 'HL; :

Sorrv to drift so far from the orlﬂinul Siject, mhiﬂh WaAS of ccurse,

STARLING. Back to it. David Eall's story was rathér zood, 1% seemed :
to NG .« 1 wish I nad been home the. nl\hu‘1bat you bwo camv by ano I
was out. . More fram Mr, Fall in +he future?

lay Hamlin took up a 1dr~e amount of space to 8sy astOUﬂdaniy Iittle..
I Ikke actlon stories and reed mony of them.  The article wakes it
clear that Clay doesg,. too, but.the troutle is that he nsver rezlly.
sets forth a thesis and deV°l‘TS it completely. He Jjust rambiés on
about famous characters, eitc., and trbn, before you know 1t, the-
thine is over with. .I think he can do better then this.. '

There 1sn't t02 much to say about the letter column. It was long,
and interesting. I hope that yo2u keep the letter column at about
its present ratio as far as comparison with thé size of the rest of
the "zine nces.

L




Also, your comments on the letters are very w20d. I hatethe kind
of editor that comments on every little word that the reader says,
and am ~lad to see that you do not do this. You handle it very well.

The illustrations in STARLING 4 were very zood, all except for the
one of pa~e 12 by Cox. His other 1llo is <tood, but this one isn't,
and there ign't any gquestion in my mind thet when Cox puts his mlnd
to it he can come up with some of the most abouwinable art that I
have ever seen. If he would stick to stories and leave his little
rocket ships alone, I think it will be better all the way ardsund.
But the rest of the illustrations were very cood. RLEG, ol course,
is almost always brillient. 1iz Rizgs has a definte telent. How
about 2ivins her some bi=z-zer plctures next time, end mocre of them.
/Juet in passin~, I would like to mention that I can't azive
them t» Liz, she hes to give them to me. Secret Aside To Paul: I
think I'1l1l have Liz desinn my next color tour de force on thz you
know where. HL ,

ROger Alan Cox (who's address chan7es so 2ften that I mivht as well
not 'even print it. If you went it, you can write me, and I'1l wive
you his latest.) . _

I thoucht the reproc in #4 was between fair and moderately acceptable.
But the spelling, csrammer, and typos shiulén't have happened in a
Hoeben story.

The REZ art was good, but the pleces by me wers misergble. Not that.
they were mi"@rab¢e, as a matter of fact, they were quiite g0o2d before
Hank Slauwhhprpd them with his ball=-point pen stencil cutter (go now
the secrct is out )

//No 1% dsnit. I.use rezular stli to cut 211 illustrstione,
includine your own. Isn't it amsazing how much better the REG 1llos
look after I "Sianahter" them? HL//

The issue is lacXkina sorely in only one resrect, and that was
because there wse no fiction by my hand included. The reason for
its absence beina that I haven'tvsent you any waterial Tor months,

Now, to the conterite of the letter conlumn--E. E. Evers is wrong. -

I love Tolkien, and like tne LORD OF THE RINGS tPllO”V well °nou¢h
to do a term paper on it last year for En~lish, but I pattern Vastari
after Conan, Fafrid, ard Ilric. The Tolkien character that comes
closest to matchine Vastari is Aravorn. I just can't see Vastari
clomping around the Shire, for some reason. . » JIf I seem to have
thrown a little IRRT into my writinsz by accident, i1t's alri~ht with
me.

Personally, I thou~ht "The Thing Below" stunk to all Averaus. It
was the worst thin~ I wrote durin~z my 8th rrade exhuberant period,
ard Tim Eklund hed the misiortune to dredxe up the orizinal version
ard print it, rather than my later revision. Same thing goes for
"Shadows of the .Gcldsn Aze"—I wrote it (parts I and II in Dec. 62,
and Tim got me to ~ive it to him along with a bundle of other story




frasments that I had discarded as useless crud. I was foreced to
finish it, so I sent you that apprupt conclusion for #3.
"Jehn the Darkness Lifts—-" came off the typer this summer, as did
two or three other Vastaristories. I sent "The Winazs of Derkness"
(13 paces)'Crimson Destiny" (2 pakes) and "The Brooding Cliffs (30
paTes) to Richie Benyo for his ;ALACTIG OUTPJST.

.. //vnich hes foldéd. HL

Sorry, Gary, Vestari is a privete zeme. Unless you want to collabor-
ate. . . ' ' ' "

Robin Wo2d 375 Day St., San Francisco, Calif. 95601

« . +I've found that advanced En-lish classes aren't so concerned
about ~rammer construction and such, they are more.interested in what
if anythinz, you have to say in you comps. In other words, ideas,
not construction, counts primarily. Dunno if this applies in your

- case or not. . .

//hood heavens, 1f my teachers ~raded me on the ideas I express
in my stuff, I would never ~et _a passin~< mark. Almost without ex-
ception, my thourhs are in 180° opposition to thourhs of my teachers.
I hope they continue to ~=rade me like they are now, on how T say
what I want to say. I don't mean grammer or sentence structure, I
mean wmy--well, style? HL.

Cuyler “larnell Broahs, Jr. 911 Briarfield Rozd, Newport News, i
Virginia, 23603 :

You're still pretty bad on illos, repro and tyos but #4 does seem
to be a slight improvement over #3. The really important thing is
the material and you d2 well there. '

FUNKS P'BLE is ~ond8. I was sorry to see Cox ~ive up SHADWS OF THE
GOLDEN AGE, but the Vastari thin~ looks even better. The start of
Vastari is clesrly Lovecraftian as someone mentioned and I did zet
a slicht flavor of Tclkien further on. But there's nothins wrong
with that. After all, Lovecraft started out imitating Dunsany, and
s8o dia Smith. , _

‘EEE's writinn is vettin~ very professional now. With a little
expansion his pie-ce in #3 would be as 7zodd as anythins in the prozines.
Not that I like it.

Whats with all these untitled "fictions"? You trying to start a fad?
Hall's #iction" in #4 waes very -o20d, I thoucht. .

//I would just love to start a rad. I wish that just every per-
son that wrote a story for me would ~ive it a title so I wouldn't
either have to make up one, or call it "iiction'". Now wouldn't.that
be a fad? HL . ) .

There was altorether t35 much lettercsl in #4. Gad, what you want
to print all that crud for? . Let them write each other. -Hamlin in -
particular Just runs on and on and or. ’ ch



Dwain Kaiser's article on Tormine an sf club wes intereutin”P This
area has over a million people, countin~ Norfolk, but there's no
club here. There is a collene of some sort in Norfolk but I don't
know anybody there. It Dnly talkes about one half hour ro ~et to.
Norfolk but costs {$1.25 toil. There's no used-book store in the
entire area, and hardly any bookstore worthy of the name. JI the
three fene in the ar%a thet I 'mow, two are ex-fans, and there 1is
nothin~ more discoura~in~, one is stuck in a military academy, and
so that leaves Phil Harrell znd me. Oh, well. . .

Art Hayes, P.J. Box 135, Matachewan, Ont. Canada

Only a few writers, in the 5 field, have developed a style that can
be derlined cs theirs, and theirs alone. In some cases, that style
became a part o isn lanvus e. 710 speak of a vanVoatian story
usually means a complicated type of story that has, it seems, plots
within plots, more than oSne story interwoven into one story in a way
that is pleasin~. I don't think there are very many authors to
distinquish themselves with 2 term of fanslan~

When I wes a child, I thou bkt like a child. Now that I am a man,

I hope I have pro- ressed enosu~h to think as an adult. That, to some
extent, summerizes ny views on Hamlin's article, for the Action ro-
mance, or blood-and-thunder type story. Havin~ pro-ressed (%7
thpou~h over 20 years of S+ readin~, I don't want to re-ress to what
I enjoyed in my earlier days. Todayb authors and publishers are
searchin- £or *he type of story thet fits the a~e. They haven't
found 1it, out they are 12>kin~ fo r 3

it. I don t think it will be a re-
~ression Uo the action-romeance type.

But, even thou~h I olten disa-ree
with Hamlin, I applaud his views in
re~ards to Mlke Deckinger. How well
I remember his early efiorts at
producing a fanzine. Horrible isn't
the word for it. Mike has for-
cotten whet it is 1like to start off
publishin~, and the difficulties HE
encountered. A convenient memory
system, but nardly a realistic one.

I can't -—et interested in forminjg
another s’ club, nor even on how to
do it. Weilrd Tales? I ot sick ol
it some time belore it folded. I

was sorry to hear it rfolded, only
because there were socme who did like
it. TW & viM, I was sorry to see ~o,
thou~h. But, one thin~ that consoles me
is that since they reprinted s> much, by Ay ‘
now, they'd be printint most o7 the stories i ] ;7
I've already read. Planet was Trite. '




Ben Solon, 3916 M. Southport, Chicazo, I1l. 60613

That thlng that Dave Hall wrote under the oelusion he was writinn
fictidonm 1s about the worst thin~ that I've ever read. Iven Cox's
Vastarl yarns-—they at least hawe sowe sembrlance of a nlot--are
better than Hall's "ction."

Clay Hamlin's charve, that literate std ,as lost out to action-adven-
ture stories is utter nonsense. Alook at the Huxq winners of the
past few yezrs will prove that the me jority of faﬁdom prefers the
literate type story to the "thud and bluncer" stony. Sure action
stories sell well in paperback reprints, but reasop behind that is
nostalgia. If Burrou~chs, Howard and tne rect of the sabre-hackers
were writine their stories todey, they'd heve one hell'uva time
sellin~ their stories. The maruet for action-adventure stories has
steadily declined since ‘jorld ".er II. Mr. Hamlin, will you please
tell me how many stories, in tne last ten or so years, have teen
purely action-adéventuee stories Demn few in propertion to the
number of literate, social satire or criticsm storles. 1Incidentally,
by action-adventure, I mesn a story vherein actiongis the entire story
not a part--albeit an imorotant part, of the story.

// A look at the Hugos prove nothing. ‘Jhet do a few hundred fans
mean when compared with science fiction readers at’ lar~e? You

prove to me that all those books were boucht because of nostalgia.
A1l I know is what the bo>k store owner told me, ¥ Most of those
books are bou~nt buy paople to> youn~ to have known the orig inals.t
(And that may prove somethin~ else arain: mosgt of ‘the buyers of the
action stories are teenagers.) Ve weren't talkin-~ about "the last

ten years.. ." e were tellin: about now. HL

As to your book reviews, they're somethin~ of a let-down after the
reviews in #3. .Cox calls the Randolph Carter stories: ", . .the
lesser fraction of HPL's prose efforts.) He couldn't be more wrong.
Most people, myself included, consider them to be amoun~ the best.
They were written over a period of somethinx like seventesn years,
the earliest, "The 8tatement of Randolph Carter" beény written in
1919, and the last, THE DREAM=QUEST O THE UNINOWN KADATH left
(complete) unpublished at the time of his death in 1937. The
Randolph Carter stories combine the Cthulhu Mythos with the earlier
Dunnsanign tales.

I wonder about Cox, anyone who could call something like AILMURIC
"great". . . The published version wesn't even a final draft; it's
a first draft of (I think) one of Howard's early efiorts. BRBefore .
he became popular with the recders of WEIRD TALES, Howard experiuent-
ed with various imitaticns of other writers techniques. Of these,
the most Iamous is SIULL<ACE, a rather mediocre pastiche of Rohuer's
™y Manchu'" stories. My theory about ALMURIC is: Howard wrote it .
at the onset of his career, sometime be’ore 1928, gnd couldn't seal
1t. 1Instead of scrapin- it, he filed it away and let it moulder,
never attemptin~ to publish it. Instead, he used it as the backrround
for his '"Conan" stories. After his death, 1t wassent to rarnsworth
Wri~ht, who in a mement of weekness, published it ap a serial. 24
years later, Don iollhein ressuredted it from the Pfllovin* pazes
of WT; where it should have couldered forever. | 7&3



Michael Vizzisno, 1834 Albany Avenue, Brooklyn, New York 11210

Teri Moore please note: Most of the people who wrote ne~atlive com-
ments on ST.RLIN: probably find the zine a 1little bit interestin-~
or they wouvlén't bother to write. e hope that the comments will
help to make the fanzine better. Ve inow that STARLINZ is not a
professional Job end is put out by teenavrers lize ourselves, but
with 2 1little bit of pushin- and help, STARLING can become a top
noteh job.

John Boston, 816 South 7irst Street, Mayfield, Kentucky, 42066

It seems to me thet you've missed a point in su~-estinz that we

read pootry ior cocial si-nificsnce snc sclence fiction for imazin-
ation. Much poetry is jus% as ima-~inative, and often more so, than
most science fiztion--in s rathcer diflersnt way, of corse. 1I'd
sy~-est thst you 10okK up T. 5. Eliot's "The Hollow Men" end Dylan
Thomas's "And Desth Shwell liave o Dowinion', which are both excellent
exampies o7 this. The Elint is a world-rencuned pocuh, of cource;
it's in the eenior literature bocks here at Maylield Hi~-h School.

The Thomas poem you mi-ht heve to hunt for, but it's well worth

the search. ' :

//uell, I've read both of the poems you mentioned. I think
these are the first things vou've mentioned in your letters that
I have read. ‘ihat kind of science fiction fan are you, anyway,
Hank? Those weren't even ccisnce fiction.

Accordin~ to Clay Hamlin, psycholo-icel, "literary", and sociological
science fiction &ll failed miserably. Very interestin~. How, thren,
does he account for the fact tnat when the Bust overtook the science
fiction field alon~ in the middle of the '50s, mavazines like
PLANET STORIES, STARTLINY, THRILIINTY WONDER, fAMOUS rANTASTIC
MYSTERIES, and so forth failed, wanile ASF, F&SF, and TALAXY, the
home port of most of the pesychologicel, literary, and sociolo~ical.
scisnce fiction, survived? All these with little or no acsgistence
from the three "~eniuses" he names, Bradbury, Clarke, and Helnlein?
I'm afraid Clay's argument falls down there, and inticturing the
matlter ss an either-or, bleck-vhite thin-. He totally ignores the
fact that meny »f the mosi successful sclerce fictlon novels have
been combinations of, for example, social criticism, and liberal
dellops of advesature. Perhaps the works oi Poul Anderson are most
exemplary 2 this; see THZ LAN WHO COUNTS, 'WZ HAVE FLD OUR 5E4,

and so forth.

Stephen Barr, Box 305, Nocona, Texas, 76255 //Nocona? Gosh, what
s, wonderIiu. name for & coxnvention site. EL .

The article(if 1% could be called that) by Hemlin was okay, but
he could have made 4t so much longer and mors interestin-~ if he had
tried. That man 'mows so much and yet he is so lazy thot he won't
take the effort to write any of it down so that neos will know
anythin~ atout the old days. /49




The most promisin~ ieature in the ish was "A Handful of Wonder"
which wes the book reviews by Rorer Alam Cox. I'm afraid that
Roger has a lot to learn before he is really a hmood reviewer. Com-
ments such as (pa~e 29) "It is aesrly impossible to tear vourself
away from the novella. . ."WHY is it impossibls to tear yourself
away? //glue? HL//Vhat was the author's style like? How did he
handlé it?Vhat was disappointin-~ about it? I really don't know
what to tell Ro~er that will help him. I review one book per week
usually a hardback, for the Wicanlta .alls Times and Record News .

I don't ~et paid for 1%, but I receive iree reviewers copies about
#wo weeks berore the public zets them. I review them and my review
- appears a week or two after bein~ written. My payment is the book
which I et to keep. The Time and Record News is a small news-
paper, since VYichita alls is onl 100,000 population--plus the
other smeller towns 1lyin~ around it that subscrite (like ours).

- How did I et the Job? Thney neeced reviewers that could keep the
weekly pace, since I read iest and have somne talent for it, I ~ot
the Job simply because no one else weas around to ~ive me a run for
my money. Since I plsn to be a journelist this is <lving me
valuable experience. Uhy don't you check your paper, just about
all of the papers need some outside free help. If it weren't for
the cultural center in Dallas, I could be writin~ for the Dallas
Morning News, but the book editor reluses my stuff on the grognds
thet they nave a small cojumn and aample reviewers to fill the position.

I don't know how this.is ~oin~ to help Rower but if he will study
styles, such as HMiller in ANALO?, and try real hard, somedsy it

will come %o him. This letter may nave sdurded as if I am a Bi-~

Fuy or esomethin~. Nothin8 could be rfurther irom the truth. There

are a couple people in your letter column that know more about writing
thah T mey ever Imow. Rofer is ~oin— to have to work .on his

anayl'sis end style and see if he can come up with somethinz better
--at least he can -et rid of that -~oshwowoboyoboy stuff and try

to be serious. , '

ALSO HEARD ROM:

- Tom Dupree, Jack Gau~han, Creath Thorne, Eichard Yordon (a Scot,

who aiter exchanting letters with me for quite a few months, suddenly
turned pro. Yes, I take all the credit. CJeriously, watch NEVWV WORLDS
~ for him), Jim Bo-ert, plus various oSther people sayin- something

like "Fere is a quartcr. Send me STARLINY." or "Hey Stupid, where's
my STARLIN:??LV" -

.
-

This week end I went down to Crystal City and soundly beat both
David Hall and James Hall at every game we plaved, except those
which require some skill, such as Chess and Billards. 2?<)



MY CULUMil. By David N. Hall

Don't blame me. That wss Hank's title for this column (thigg);
I suggested a better title, but Hank censored it. "No," he seid,
"This is a goocdie-gzoodie mezazine.™ So I called 1t."iy.Column", with
understandably pride. . :

Actually, the only reason I am bein~ allowed to write this at
all is bpecause I showed up with an hour and a half notice. I Just
fizured that since I live in Crystal City and Hank lives Jjust up the
road a peice I would come up and see him. Gcsh and shuckings. It3s
only about forty mlles. -

This is a LoC on Starling 4. I have been expressly forbidéen
t0 mention the name of Nate B—-—--- n, with whom (or in behalf of
whom, or about whoam) I have deen debating a vitally important fact:
namely, his nape is rot spelled "Buklin" 1like he was left over from
a Tolkien story, but "Bucklin® like a real flesh and blood musician.
I wonder if Nate is zoin> to write in on that point? Or if he real-
izes it. Or if he realizes anything. .

Other than that, I would like to complain about the cover. Hank,
my good man, you c¢ould have lcacst made sure that you could tell the
"R from "A®. I don't beleive you are hslf trying. If you had put
any effort in it at 211 it would have been all right, or 1f you had
had some approprisse script for it,71t would have besn all right,
but you're just not tryinzg. I cdon't know, Hank, you are just zoing
to have.to work a lot harder.

"Blank space left for ilios)

(Interruption while Hank tried

to explain to me what it is Ed
Meskys 1s doin~ with the Glossary
of Midéle Easrth in lleikas. I never
did =zet it straicht but then I'm
not sure Meskys knows either. Who
knows? The Shadow knows'

- e e e e et mm wm am e ew e s em emw e e

That started out as somethin~ else
Tut I have forcotten what.

A fan is the pereonidwho, when he
cays "I like it. It's crap, but
I like it," -- isn't. tryin~ to
be funny.

I was writing about Starlin~ 4.
But I am beins constantly inter-
rupted by Hank's lit‘le sister,
which makes it .difficult. You
should have driven in the bun-w,
Hank.

v
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PUTURE combined with SCIENCE ~ICTION Dec. 1941 Vol two, number two
edited by Robert Lowndes

The lezd novel here wes a reprint of Ray Cumming's AROUND THE
UNIVERSE . This was first published in SCIENTE AND INVENTION July
23, vol. 11, %3 thru Dec 23 Vol II #8. L4s such, one wouldn't expect
tco much from it. But even wnen approachinz this thin~ from that
direction, one hes to be disavpointed. S

This novel has almost countless faulte, zny one of which would be
enou~h to dgmn it. However, when we comnpare these %aéﬁr: unfortive-
eble Taults with a “ew or fhe basic wron-e in the bodk, wost of the

faults fade into trivialities.

The main character, an uneducated, fat, oorein~ slob named Tubby,
is suddenly ~iven a "power." Any wish he makes comes true. In
order to gset the real story underway (the power +that wes ~iven to
Tu bby wasn't really part ol thestory, you see, it was only the

- method with which Mr. Cumninzs was able to builld.a space ship.
Hendly, what?) Tubby wishes up this fellow named Sir Isaac Swift

" Deioe jells-Verne. The two of them dash oif to Venus. I suppose
1f he were z2live, HMr. Cumuinzs would explain thet the book was g
‘farce, and its real purpose, its only purpose, vas to educate the
reader. And, in fact, most of the bodk im taken up by Sir T 3aac''s
learned discussions of asurcnoay. 1 was usually abvle to sklp over
these parts, hovever, as you could generally tell when Tubby was go-
ing to ask Sir Isaac anotner silly question. é?



At the climax, of course, Sir Isaac and Tubby save the earth from a
bunch of aleins.

I undersiand thet Lowndes was finding it hard to find stories at this
time; as the rates his publishers paid were some of the lowest in

the field. (7 or wmore about this, see SaM's article in THE ORIZINAL
SCIENCE FICTION STORIES #3, vol. II, Winter, 1962. Very interesting.)
It shows. Not only in the movel, but in the rest of the stories as

well.

Two of them were by Lownées alto*ether——"No Star hall Jall" by
"yilfred Owen Marley" end Quarry" by Mallory Kent." The first of the
two was the best short story in the bodk, but none to0o good at that.
A third story was a collaboration of the edltjr Fred Pohl, and
Dirk Wylie, celled "Somethin~  rom The Beyond."

The novelette was by frederic A. Krummer, Jr.; and wasn't too terrible.
In faét, it seemed Just as ~002d as anythln“ published by, oh, say
THRILLING WOWDER STORIES or AMAZING ot that time. I don't see how
Lowndes ~ot it with the r&dtes he paié. Unless, of couwrse, Krummer

had completly sacturated 21l other markets. It micht not be as im-
possible as it sounds, Krummer was one of the more prolific writers

of that time.

The cover, bw Bok, was very ood.

You will never beleive it, but I didn't dislike the Cummings novel
as much as it apoeared in my review. I thou ht it was interesting
. . .sOrt of in the same way pictures by cave men are interesting.

PANTASTIC ADVENUTZS Vol. 10, #2, 7eb. '48, edited by Ray Palmer

Here, now, the leaé novel is by Richard Shaver; called SLAVES Oy THE
WORM. "7rom bad to worge?" you ask. Well, no, surprisin-ly.

Bon't misunderstand me. SLAVES O THE WORM wasn't =ood. But while
Cummlnné' novel wee borein:, trite, inconsistent, silly, etc.;
Shaver's.is only sort of trite, over written and silly. Compared
to Burrou~hs, Howerd, etc., this bodk ien'%t really too bad. There
seems to be little doubt tn2t Palmer dic most of the real writsing
on these thin~s; and whet =ver elce Palmer was and 1s, he was a
pretty fair prcfessionel hack.

I bet thet i Snaver and Palmer head played thelr stories as flctlon,
without evar meationeén~ the "Truth' bekind the '"Shaver Mvstefy Bee
books wonld ri-ut at trhis moment be publishin~ their novels, and

Ballintine would just aboutv be Leaiy to pPO Jaim "ITS SHAVER MONTH'"
Who lmows9 Lero COomicse. -

Dces anyoae caot there want to know what the Shaver Mystery-Hoax is
2ll abrut? Cool. I dlén't think so. 2 -~



"The Silver Medusa'" a short story by house pen name Alexander Blade

is distinguished by a =zo0od Vir~il Finlay illustration, f13rly read-
able prose and almost passible plot in a mazazine in which neither read
able prose or passable plots vere the rule.

Ro< Phillips vae one of Palumer's oest writers. 1lis stories were neVer
brillant, I don't *hink he ®ver wrote a 7z20d characterization. But
some of hlS plets were almost zood and his writine was clear and

very professional. The story T7.ICEL T LIE is standard Philliips.

The worst of the remainin~ stories is H. B. Hickey's "To Dust Return-
eth" and the best-—-none too -ocd--is "They Buried Her Body" by Gordon
Philip England. Robert Moore iilliams and "illiam P. McIivern are
somewhere in between those two. ; »

AMAZING. STORILS Vol 21, 4% March 1947, edited by Ray Palmer -

You know, it is really hard for me to realize that AMAZINT aml
FANTASTIC ADVENTUBLE -"lead" the field ae rfer as circulation went.

And yet, I understand they did. The best thin- I have ever beer able
to say .about these t o Palmer edited publicetions is -sowetkin<z lik=:
iiis horribLe, but 1 you read LB real fasv, just for the fusd of i,
maybe y~u won't notize it. Much.® One doesn't even have to go as rfar
ag ASTOUIDING to find a vas+1y veitter maguzine. Even STATLING,
THRILLING WONDER, FAMOUS ~ANTASTIC MYSTERILS, »n and on, were better
publications. &

I Juét don't see how Palmer déid it, Shavér ot no.
What brou-~nt that on? Vell, this here 1acye is rather bad, you see..

The Shaver novel in »A mi~ht have been readzble, but this thins—-
"Joe Donnon, Pioneer" by Shaver, certainly isn't. Never have I read
a worse story. ‘Evea in STARKLING. -

Says Pelmer in bhis ed;tora;lg ", . .he (8haver) is one of thé finest
writers in America today, and can hold his own azalsnt the best even
in the respected field of Auvpnture.__ Ua-hum.

There were two thin~s wrong w1th Heinrich Heuser's novel, TITAN'S
BALTIE. 1.) He shouid have cut out the 45,0CC irtoduetion an? usth
t0ld the 10,000 word s%cry.-. and 2.) the 1C,CO0 word story wasn't
ary gocd anywig, as it was ore of the mosi LuiJor“uo,ilTO~ipal,;and
5111y thin~-s I have ever rcad since "Joe Dennon, Picneer.' Other.
thep that, it was Just fine. }

STAPTLING STORIES Vol. 18, #3, Jan. 1949

Ace h2s been reprintinf gomwe o7 TFuttner's novels fom STARTLING ;
p=rhaps they will ~2t arcuwnd to this one. They could do worsz. Tb
+8 peiter than Durcou~hz, at auy rate. It 8 name is THE TIW. AXIS,
mayhe it hos alirezdy bezw published in book Torm and I missed 1G?

Basicly, the novel 1s much llke many of the stories of A. E. van Vogt.
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No, the novel is not quite wheels within wheels within wheels, etc.,
but it does use several of the thin~s that van Vogt used cr over used
from time to time. JFor instance, al seversl points the msin cheracters
black out only to wake up in diflerent surroundings. VV was forever
killin~ one o1 his heroegcll, only to heve him come around under Jif-
ferent ccnditions, more ccnfused than ever. S0 it went in this novel.

The climax echos vV's stories. Those of you who have resd some of
vi{now, I lile van Voot, but I aw guite aware that not everyone thinks
this way.) xnow whet I wean by nis "vast metaphistcal co a'spts with
which the characters usually et themselves invelived. Here too, we
find somethince of this soprt. At the end of th= novel, the characters
man~aze to cleave the universe in two. (ho-~hah''%)

The novel isn't as =00d as it could heve becn, mainly becAlise of some
unfortunate ckaracterization. {(vV never botnered with che.,acterisation
Here, Kuttner makes an attempt, and never quite makes it seem real or
even pacsable.)

The Finlay illustrations are simply wonderful. (Yes, I'm a #inlay fan
--how did you ever tuess?) .

Jack Vance, vho could beque one of thrke moct important science ficuiocn
writers we have, hes & short story here, called"THE Sub-Standard
Sardines." Amusin~-, but hercly classic.

Most of the other stories don't deserve much 27 a lookino at, but I

will look at R2ne laiayetite (L. Ron Hubbard) 's FORBIDDEN VOYABE,
because of it's sin~ular lack of direction. On cne hand, Hubbard seems
to be attemptin-~- a serlous story of Possible iutures, wn;le on the other
he lets a bunch of stock"humorous" characters ard situations slip in.
Either he didn't care what he wes writtin: as lonx as it sold, or

he didn't know what he was doin~-. I should think it was the former.

Murray Lelnster (Ahh, I must mention Murray Leinster—-he is one of my
fevorltas) kas a short story nere which was to serve as an intoducticn
to Ron Cantrell, a character who was 1o heve a novel in the rnext issuz.
The story is called, oddiy enou-h, "The Story of Rod Cantrell." Not
tco vreat. But the Finlay illustrations are (skh, I must mention
Finlay, he is one of wy favorites.)

My sister and I are home alonE, and she is expectinz ner
boy friend., She just ~eve me a bottle »f soda. I think

it is drussed, J'm 109 smart for her. I'm going to pour

it in the

Thloher Plant. Ha-Ha. 25



[THOMAS WOLFE AND THE PREACHER

by Bill Scheidt
", . .vanity of vanitléslall is vanity.

"Jhat does man vain b& all the t-1il1 at which he hoils_under'the sun?
"A ceneration coes, and a generation comes, but the esrth remains for-
.ever. :

"The sun rises and the sun -~oes down, and hastens to the ploce where
it rises. ‘

"The wind blows to the scutih, and ~oes round to the north; round and
round ~oes the wind, and on its circult the wind returns.

"A11 streams run to the sea, but the sea is ndt full; to the place
where the streams flow, thnere they flow again. : S

"Al1l things are full of weariness; a man can ndt utter it. R

During the last twelve years of ais 1life, Thomas Volfe produced a

series of Tfour autotiozrephlicel novels, spannin: nearly his entire

1ife. (In cronolo«ical order, and in theorder in wanich they wore
published, they zre: LOOK HOVEVARD, ANT &L, OF TIME AND THE RIYER,

THE WEB AND THE ROCK, and, YOU CAN'T 30O HOME AZAIN.) Throush out

thsse bools there is a prosrssion of bellel eand conviction as jolfe
views the world around him. Wolfe examines life with a wild intensity,
discarding and keepin~ ideas until he arrives at last in a confrontation
with the idea expressed by the Preache T~ o v

in Ecclesiastes.. (next paze) T
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In LOJK HOMEWARD, ANCEL There is less than in any of the other three
novels and yet it is Just as necessary as any to the develcpment

of his Tinal belief as stated in his "Credo" shortly before his death.
Durine this early part of his life he learns that he must deny the
eonformity of the world, to attain the dynamic freedom and independ-—
ence he desires. S

Wolfe, the youth, was wild and impetuous, fantasticlly ener«zetic and
alive. He had a Tamily tradition o[ extremes, especially rfrom his
father, who s»>u~ht to abosrb the whole of ‘1life, and passed thils desire
to his son. He had no use for the Ireek's idea or moderation; inctead
he did everythin~ in immense proportaons. N )

"Tn the mornine they rose in e house punzent with breakfast cooking,
and they sat at a smokin~ table loaded with brains and ezws, ham, hot
biseunits, fried apnles seethin~ in their zummed syrups, honey, goliem
buster, fried stea ke, scaldinv cosifee. OQOr they were stecked batter-
cakes, sun-colored molascss, frazrent trown fausazes, a bowl of wel
cherries, plures, Tat juicy oagan, jam. At the mid~duv meal , they

ate heavely. A hu-—e hot roast of beef, fat buttered lima-heans,

tender corn.smokin~ on the cob, thick red slabs. of sliced tomatoes,
rou~h savory spinach, hot yellow ccrn-bread, flacky bisc ults, s C=en
dish peach and apple cobbler spiced with cinnamon, tender cabbaze, deep
glass dishes piled hi~h with preserved iruit--cherries, oear , peachcs.
At ni-ht they mi~ht eat Iried stea k, hot squares of grits fried in
egs and butter, porkchops, fish, younf fried chicken.'"2

And so, is it any worder, then, that Thomas /clfe was also an iumense
men in all manners? Phisically, he was six ieet three iaches in
hieght and wgichedtwo hundrzad and thirty pounds,. He either gorged
himself or fasted for days. FHe drank (o unconsciousness, or _
abstzained completely. He went days withcout slsep, or slept for days.
Whnerm writing, he smoked dozens oI cigarettes, and literally drank and
paced until the ecrly hows of the mornirny; then walk the strsets
munblin~e and nutteriny fo r hours, until physically spent. He
would then sleep into the afternoon. '

And, yet, this was not life for Thomas Volfe, but rather only a result
of tig intense secarch for life. Ee was so immsd in his own
conguning btrugale with thou-hts and ideas that at times he was
completely oblivious oi the world arognéd himw. In the end, however,

he must return to the world to seek, to question: When, Where, How?
In the final scene he telks to the ~host of his cead brother, Ben, -
and asks:

Mhere, Ben? Whére is the world?"
"Nowhere," said Ben, "You are your world."
", . .Is this the end? Have I esten life and have not fourd him?"

"rool," said Ben, "tnis is life. You have becn nowhere-. .. .there is

one voya-e, the first, the last, the only one."? s
SRR ihcw‘k’ir*" . 7
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“"fven still, he felt that he must 2o out to the world, to envelope and
digest the way of thines, to find a leaf, a twig, a door, a small thing
on which all the colossal truth of eternity must hinve. He rust 2zo
and search again, outward toward the "Holy Grail" of his disperate
and overwhelming need--this is the hope of the final passane:

"Yet, as he stodd Bor the last time by the anwels of his father's
porch it seemed as if the Square# already wae far and lost; or,

I should say, he was like a man who stands upon a nill above a town he
has left, yet does not say, '"The Eown is near," but turns his eyes
upon the distent socarin~ ran-es.

The next two books by Volfe ars a record oi the continuing search for
life; buft excellent as they are, they seem only to be a prelude to the
wisdom and unéergstendin~ oF Lis Tinal work, YJU CAN'T 30 HOME A:AIl.

In a stran®e viay, maybe mostly imerined, Thcomas Wolfe almost seems

to know. that he will never write another book, that now he must tell
what he has found life to be. He says that it 1is not a final statement

. of belief, vecause no philosophy of worth can ever be static, but must

chanre, and ~row ard mature. Thies belief is not an end, but a found-
ation for growth, - L

And at lest he has arrived at the truth of Ecclesiastes:

", .I said to myself, 'I heve acquiréd -~reat wisdom, surpassing all
who were over Jerusalem vefore me; andé my uind has creat experience

of wisdom and knowled re! And I applied my mird to know wisdom and to
know madness and folly.. I perceived that this also is but a striving
after wind. ‘

"For in much wisdom 1s much vexation, and he who 1ncreases knowledge

. increases sorrow.

", . .then I said to myself, 'What befalls the fool will befall me
also; why then heve I been so.very wise?' And I sald to myself that
this also is va nity. | . ‘

", . .I s21i¢ to myself, 'Come now, I will make a test of pleasure;
enjoy yourself. . .I make ~reat works; I bullt houses and planted vine-

- yards for myself; I made myself ~srdens and parks, and planted in them

all kinés of fruit trees. I mode myself poodls irom which to water the
forest of ~rowin~ trees, I bourht male and femele slaves; I had also
creat posséssiong of herds and flocks. . .I also zathered for myself
silver and gold. . . '

"So I became ~reat and surpessed all vho were before me. . .then I
.considered all that my hands had done and ths toil I had spent in

doin~ it, and behold, all wes vanity and a strivin after wind, and
_there is nothint to be gained under the sun."

FoHE R WM et deesiet .
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The Preacher of Ecclesiastes has methodically considered all things

1n an attempt to asses. meening in some act or work of toil. With
very verse he cCestroys belelf and tears down and refutes all that has

tradltlonally been counted t2 hold value, eitler as a worthwhile act

or at leact one which the doer can dérive pleasure from. He even finds

a sesrch for wisdom futile, since it only increases one's sorrow.

In a similar though lesser way, Thomas Wol:ie had also experienced

these thinas in 1liie. He becrae rzmous, loved anc pralscd by many,
quite well physi@lly, and had in enerel lived the thin~s that we hold
to be of value in this world.

After he had achieved most of the hopes he hsd held since his youth,
Thomas olfe had to decide ii they had been enou=h. He had to decide
1f these ac%s and conditions, in actuality, filled the need, and o
the desire of hiec life. i : :

what _ '
"Since chlldhood T had wentzd/all men want in youth: to be famous, h
to be loved. These two desires went back throu~h all steps, degr@es;f
and shadings of my ecucetion; they represented what we younglings
of the time hsd been taught to belelve in and to want.

"lLove and fame.. Well I have had them both.

"you told me once, ¥ox, that I dicd not want them, that I only thou*ht
I did. You vere ri~ht. I vanted thenm desperately until I had them,
but once they were mine they were notl enou-h." (He now tal%s cf a
srest man whom he had met before achievin: fame. He relized then
that ~reatness had not been enou~h ior the other man—--and would never
be enouch for hmim--but. < ) ' ‘ :

"I say, I should heve lecrned from that. Arnd yet, how ®would I? Does
one ever really learn from others till one is ready ior the lesson?
One may read the truth in arother's life and see it plain And ghind’
not make the application to oneself. Loes one's ~lorious sense of .
"T—-" this wonder”ul, unique "I" that never was before sirce time besan
and never will be again hereafter—-does not tnis "1" of teunder favor
come Before the eye oi jud~ement and always plesd exception? T
thou~ht, 'Yes, I see how it is with him, but with me it will be
different~—beoause IamI.'" . . .I could never lezrn anything except
“he hard way. I must experience ét for mysely berore I knew. . .
Fame, like Love, was not enou-h." »

With the accomplishment of their aspirations, both Wolfe and the
Pireacher heve found the victory to be hollow; for neither it was
enosuth. Ané now the real disision must be made. Is life, then, =2
rreuense, a farce, a cruel uoax for those who see it clear1y~wdr is
there stlill somethin~ else, somewhere? A climax; a fulililimuts
Thou-h cach cen show the complete uselessness, the complete futllity
of auman life, neither can accept the conc¢u913n.

How Goes each rind hope? 1In two ways, they search for the truth and
arrive at close to the same determination. o é?g)

Lia DA A L 2 ara Ke PL LT
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It is amazinc~ that althou~h nesrly the entire book of Ecclesiastes
is devoted to showin~ the futility of life and effort, never once
does the Preacher question the existance of ‘rod, but rather several
times states with conviction thst God'is in the world, and the world
in “od. Even more than not denying Tod, it never occurs to him to
refube the existance of his Lorg. houﬂh hse can show and believe
the venity ol reme, Llory, plezgure, labor, 1ove, hate, wisdom,

or anythin" he mi~ht do, God is.

And in this unquestioning faith is his "out." Althoush any*hing on
earth may seem to be labor in vein, and may well be as far &s what
can be attained on earth, he believes in Judgmant day. He believes
in God, and so, also, he believes in Heaven and Hell. There is no
jud-ment on eerth; the fool and the wise man come to the same fate.
But this fate is the same only to earthly eyes. Deatn is the end of
1ife on earth, but it is not erouh t5 end 1life. Reward or punish-
ment, Heaven or Hell, for eterrltv. This is the end of vanity.

"Re joicé, O youn~ man, in your youth, and let your heart ~heer you
in the days of your youth; wall ian the weys of your heart and si~ht
of your eyes. But know thst Ifor 2ll these thin~ws :0d will 'brinz you
into judgement. . .The end of the matier all has been heard. ear
Tod, and keep his commandments; for thls is the whole duty of man.

for 3od will brin- ev09y deed- ¥to jud~ement, with every secret thing,
whether ~ood or evil." \

Thomas Wolfe? He cen not deny what he has found:i

"Man was borﬂ'to live, to suffep' and to die. s'."8,

He can not deny it, but, yet, he -oes on to tell that he must deny it.
"Man. was born to live, to suffer, and to dle, and what befalls him.

lsatragic lot There is no denyin~ this 1n the final end. Bun Ve
must, dear o&, deny it all alon-~ the vey." : '

‘.Wolfe sees man as being»two~~~Man~Alive and Man—Etehnal.

", . Mankind wes rashioned. Tor eternity, but man—alive wi® ‘fashinned
for a day. New evils will come after him, but it is/th& present evils
that he is now concerned. And the essence of all faith, it seems to
me, for such a man as I, the essence of rell '‘ion for people of my
faith, is that man's 1life can be, and will be, better. o .

"You and ‘the preacher may be rizht for eterﬁity, but wve Men-alive,
.dear. 7ox, are ri-ht for Now.

For Thomas Wolfe, there is hope on'earth. He does not deny the
Preachers o .ul:iillment in eternity, indeed, in the last passa-e

he sees this as our [inal hope, but unlike the Preacher, he gees Man-
Alive with a distiny. His ar- ument is not lo- ‘ical, in Iact it is
without lo~ic aliogetner, unless one would call it the lo- ic of faith,
and reli-ion—based on faith. Thomas /ol e believes in man. Thomas
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Wolfe believes in himself--as a man.

But Thomas Wolfe, as a man, knows that he must die, and he believes
in eternity. His Tfinal "Credo" is not a testament of od, as is the
Preacher's—-but it.1s a final statement of conviction of something
beyond the world, something beyond life, something for Man-
Eternal.

"SOmethinf has spoken to me in the nizht, burnins the tapers of the
wanin~ year; somethinz has spoken in the night and told me that I
shall die, I know not where. JSayins:
'To loge the earth you know for =zreater knowing; to lose
-the 1life you have, for ~reater 1life; to leave the friends you
love, for ~reater lovinz; to Jind a land more kind than home,
more lar~e than earth--- SR T f

“~~~Whereupon the pillars of this earth are fdunded, toward which
- the conscience 01 the world 1ls tending--a wind is rising, and
the rivers Tlov. ' : :

. END

By David N. Hall

The moon 1s a merciless master,

Each ni~“ht I would deny her in fear

Her beams wmean my freedom is ended

My dark hours of horror are here.

I cannot defly my white master,

She transiorms me to shapes that are foul,
End I flee throu~h the woods in my horror, -
I flee, and impotently howl. '
Briars, braars, brambles sharp, .

The cuttino into my palpitating side;

End I hear the voides of hunters,

And I Iknow that I qulickly must hide.

For twelve hours my vi~lil is horror,

Terror and fear sre my fate;

A burcen I fear I must bear,

Till I pass to death's other =zate.

Vhat a fine rest that then will be to me,
¥or me, when my ~rim cup is passed

To be free from my dread lonly burden,

To be free of the ~rim moon at last'

~—




A HANDFUL OF WOND'E/?’:‘

CRASHIL: SUNS, by E¢mond. Hemilton

hee P-319, 192 Peges., Co 1965, cover by Eé'Valiguréky ﬁoal

These taleg aro 60.914d, that 1t hurts to.read them. Why Don Wollheim
insists. on brin~inz back all.these blud and thunder spsce operas, I'll
never understand. All the stories included here ere sg 214 that . .

Hugo Gernsback must have Prosfread them for Amazing. The dGates «iven

are 1928, lgeWu<ehd RO, e A : :
The stories...”"Crashins 8Suns,"' '"The Star Stealers",” "Within the Neb-
ula"! "The Cowmet Drivers"™, and*"Thé Cosmic Cloud"™.are all actign and.
no sclence. They bore with their overdcsaze 5f ray aguns and dated
Flash Gordon cliches. In the first . story, the hero sticks his head
out of the conning tower window t» view the "traffic of tne space
lanes" ag he approached Earth. How do you stick yaur head dut of a
window in a spaceshlp without problems?

¥>u have a hard time rationalizinz some of it. T recommend that you

skip t one. ly isn! h 3 .
ip this one It really isn't worth your time +« s JROVET Alan Cok

B OE DR N P T PR T 1)

ghe five-shogt-novels‘collegtedTlﬂ CRASHIWG SUNS are truly represen-
ative of a bygone €ra 3f 8Lf. Ly Hamilton is certsinly the dear of
this collidine worlds, crashirix universes type of adventure stf Ia
the five stories, the Universe enC the S»olar System are saved no less
than twice and the Galzxy once. Incredibly enduch each disaster 1is
averted with »nly sedoinds _t> spare, dnd in each case by .a wmere man.
Since the twentiés, when CRASHINI SUNS was -first writtén

stf hes become a arest deal more somhistim ~ QuicK? THWROW N

ted. Althouch we heve not stopp Foe g 5 A T
ped writing "end of the untveyse )it HAMMLTON, TRACEACARP
stories". Today our plots in-: ' LLVTCHD
volved?teadyist@tg thgogig§€ bE AT a0
e (24 niverses, 5105 BG-) ‘ T *
STTons 1A wnich the 'hero 18 Gon---
fronted with the 2nd Law of

Thermodynamics. I ¢o not intend . r gt b
to belittle the scienptific type, .. k¢¢f;/( -
but for many »f us, anyway me, Pl Wil
these »21d bYan=-pow, sluz it out ﬁ,¢:jy\\ TR
action stories are heartily A N i
' ; Iz / 2 FL
welcomed. /;’/‘ ;\\/// &
It is impossible to dismiss the 4 ';/,/( l// i
pientiful scientific implaus- IS /o
hilities scattered throuch- P s
out the cnllertior- The ast- / S
ronomers of the rederation are it 37
apparently able to see thou- B 4

sands of licht vears instan- WOLFF,
taneously. v
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Hemilton, of course, could have easily «otten around this by crea-
tinz some s»ort >f instantaneous viewin~ device, but he fails to do
82. The examples are meny, as Hamilton goes blissfully about
combetin~ the insidious alien intelli=zence throuch men who win
because they are stron~, coursacedsus, noble and richt. It would be-
ridiculous %5 .dafers-ERABUIN® SUNS s its sciertific-aceuraecy, but
then 1t was never weant to be that sort >f material; as far as good
old fist-swin~ino science fiction =2es, Ed Hamilton is easily the
best.

++..Bi11 Sche4dt
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I'aaree with Rower when he mentions he doesn't unow why Don Wollheim
insists 2n brin=ine beck these stories. I s-ree with him insofar as
I can't see why Don reprinted tnese perticular thud snd blunder
stories rather than »ne of the score o stcecries written for such
mp~azines @s THRILILIHG .JUNDzR STORIES or ST/RTILING.

These et .ries are 21d. Huoo Ternsbeck never proofread them, however,
rarnsworth iricht did. ChaShING SUNS wes a serial startine in the
Au~ust, 1928 issue of WEIED TALES. The rest of the stories also
appeared in the lete twenties and early thirties.

Perhaps one 92f the worst thines about this book-—guite apart from
any oSther fault--is sameness >f plot. All of the stories heve
alrost the same thinws haonenin- in them. In different issueg of
mecazines, this would not be to0 noticeable, but in a boaok, it is.

I think that /ollehim would have done well t2 renrint some »>f Hamil-
tons’ other stories instead o>f these.

last 1issue I t0ld a number of you that this would be your last issue.
Then I went and forrot to write down the names of those I rave that
messace to. So--this issue, if there is an 'L' on your mailing label,
this is you last 1lssue, unless you do somethinc.




