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It most have been three or four years ago that
Bob Silverberg answered a "letter of reply" to
SFACESEIP, and started m2 in fandom. Since
then, a lot of vou hnve read my by-lines, but
this is my first try at editing a zine all my
own. It's not sc mgeh of a personal venture as
that might sound; STELLAR wouldn't be without
the layout-work, headings, art, printing, and
stencilline of iilos that Ted White has done.
Nor, since I seem to be enumerating all those
co-conspirators resorsible for what you're
about to read, should the illustrations by Von
Bernewitz or the encouragement of John the
Q'Hitchcock be ignored,

To the: zine; however....= The majer martiof it
is supposed to Le fiction about fans and
fandom; I hope eager young contributors will
keep that in mind when submittirg, and I hope
will try to discuss fiction formerly printed
when writing. If there arc enoucgh fans out
there who agree with my iceas of "SerConFan-
Fiction, that last reguirement won't be too
difficult to £fil11, Writers are hereby pleaded
with to sukmit material to kesep this zine in
existence. Ted has suggested that, if I'm as
distainful an editor as I am a critic, I may
end up filling STELLAR myself, quarter after
guarter. I might be able to fill one issue...
by emptying the trunk and using anything. I'm
hoping there are enougn rcad-rs who like to
v feike Tl RSO piliitials T STREEEAR =l ] S never Sdases i
such a blaze of Starkx d:featism,.

Obvicusly, this iga't quite the usual first
issue. I've becn real sneaky in employing an
experienced mimecographer; and, wiin perhaps
miner changes, STELLAR locks now about the way
I want it to look permanently, Even the revicw
and letter-columns cre present and full...

HINO TGS T Okt -ara e, UMNANGIS (Il wSTSelce

4



This "SerConFan-Fiction" may throw a fcw of you, because most people
who've been cxposcd to it one way or another have had dim views on its
future, What I mean by the phrase is a piecc of fiction in which the
author has used fandom and fans as background and source-material, and
tried to build a more or less realistic story. There have been examples
of it flitting briefly through fandom, FAFHRD #3 rcprinted "The Cratars
of The Moon" by Boggs, from DREAM QUEST; Su Rosen's story in this issue
was printed in SCIENCE FANTASY BULLETINj; SPACESHIP once printed a story
by Boggs that extemporized scmi-scriously on what H.P.Lovecraft may
have been like in the First World War; Terry Carr and Carl Brandcn have
had examples of SerConFan-Fiction in the pagcs of the FANTASY ROTATOR
which holds The Cult together (STELLAR may hove reprint rightsiby. next
issue}; and Marion Bradley did the fabulous "Fantasy Blues"in her
DAY-STAR.

"Fantasy Blues" is the best picce of mat:orial I've cver scen in this
style, and one of the best fannish storics of all time., I would hope
that anyonc thinking to write for STELLAR will first study the
technique and total impression of this mastcrpiece carefully, The
background of the con is accurate and realistic; almost all the-action
is believablce, though onc section looks a little implausables the
peoplc involved at all times behave like PECFLE; there ' arc many clear
allusions to fannish folklore or legends., It is a story that would be
comprchensible, indeed could have becen written, nowhers but in fandom.

I would be proud beyond words wecre STELLAR to print, even occasionally,
anything approaching Mrs. Bradley's limit of perfection,

Perhaps that's cnough of a soapbox-speech for SerConFan Fiction., In the
interests of ballance, STELLAR will print fiction ‘about fans ‘of a humor
vareity...but I must emphasize that this humor is *to concern FANS AND
FANDOM or else STELLAR can't usc it. Perhaps fannish exagc¢ration and
hyperbole in the John Berry tradition will be welcome; personally, I
also have a liking for such things as "The Lingua -ans" from TIOT (the
US reprint rights are being investigated)} and Jim Harmon's VARIQSO-
printed story about a completist-collector. Fun-fiction firmly anchored
on a bedrock of fannishness will always have a pdd 3¢ eyl A4S TE LIAR S hkre
already-mentioned John Berry and Carl Brandon may take this as public
solicitation of manuscriptss, I'd like it if they would.,

But certainly my mcager cxperience with fandom hasn't put me in contact
with all those writers I might like to solicit or elicit material from,
nor can'I be pcsitive that, unknown to mecst, *here beats within an
unexpected breast the heart of a scrious fannish fictioncer who's never
found an outlct, For these the word is "Dis is de phlEa cle WIASTRYICIES vl s 510
read and report on anything submitted to SISl ARS e nd ST ethink the
standards of acceptance can be explained much be*ter wiien thore is a
story at hand to compare and contrast with the Ultimatc. (nsk George
Spencer for''details about that,)

and that secms to be all for prescent. Until moro reople submit material,
there will probably be reprints in STELLAR; they'ze not simply pACIRINGC, o1 -
but examples of material I've considered exccllent examples of what I'd
like to be able to print in the future., I'd like %tc thank the pecople
who sent me comments on my plans for STELLAR(Thev'1l be found in the
letter-column), and hope that all readars will have opinions about the
centents every issue, Cheers, Bar e Sitlanickand
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From the Publisher

It he—dottepshatfief 21953 ,-<1, made: my “debutfto dThe workd
of fan publishers with the first issue of ZIP. By the
summer of 1954, and with the sixth issue, it seemed dest-
ined to slip.into the top fiftecen at least. That was two
years ago. aibout one year agoc, ZIP ##7 appeared with its
best issue yet. Howcver, #7 was never distributed to fan-
dom at largc, nor to its subscribers, but appeared only
in FaPA. & large number of you, therefore, never having
seen it, werc not awire of the Policy Change forecasted
for the cighth issue: namely that the name was to be
changed to STELLAR and only fiction by-8&-about fans was
to be used. I had/ originally plannced to ‘edit STELLAR my=
self, but I have detected within me a growing apathy cov-
ering almost all non-apa publishing, and this is fairly
evident in the schedules I have been keeping. Therefore,
it was obvious that I must find an cditor-—someonc who
doesn't mind working, and who has some talent for the job.

Last summer, I asked Larry Stark to take over the actual
job of editing STELLAR, and he replied that he would be

glad to. But various and sundry things interfered until

now.

For purposcs of continuity, we are numbering this eyl 1o LIAC
£i0 S H e c T C ol pu R peSie S drty 1 SR a il e ire sl e L sl i BN
I know, a fanzine of this type has never bcen published
before, and we'd welcome both your comments and submiss-
i onss Lkt wel degitget athe lathedyaweT-Shra-ldb bl f oz alpRan
continue reprinting, something which we may keep up any-
way, if we can find cenough good material stashed away in
my filesS.se

250 copies are being printed of this issuc, and it will
be distributed throughout FiP., OMPA, and general fandom,
going free to subscribers to the old ZIP. I don't know
whether we shall keep it in elther apas, but we want to
hit as wide a range with it as possible, at lcast to ac-
quaint you with it.

We have set for ourselves an irregular publishing sched-
ule, and we hope for at least five issues a yecar. How
well we kecp this up will probably depend on the ammynﬁ/

of usable submissions received. ’/iAﬁwfézljngéj%h
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Looking back on the whole thing now,
I guess we should have expected itj
but Christ, nothing like that.
Everything seemed to come together
there at the end, and it probably
takes a lot longer to tell about it
than it took happening,

Stark must have been down on Jake
from the start, though I don't know
why. Jacob Edwards never was a real
fan, but he did a lot of drawing for
fanzines, and he was a regular
fixture at the Insurgent Society
meetings every other week through
the summer., I don't know who invited
him on the bus with us---Hitchcock,
probably---but I guess he thought he
had just as much right as any of us
to attend the New York Convention.

Maybe Larry was mad about the car---
maybe that's what really started it.
He had a private car-pool made up
for the trip from D.C. to New York,
and at the last minute Bob Pavlat
decided he and Dot Cole would drive
up alone in his car---and Stark's
mother put her focot down., If there
wasn't an adult in the party, he'd
have to take the bus. Larry was
mighty sore about that---took it
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a personal insult against his
driving. Maybe that's why he was in
such a damned ugly mood when we
started,

Like I said, Jake's not really a fmn;
he's bug on EC comics. I'l1l bet he's
got almost all the comics those guys
ever printed. Or i1f not, he's had
other screwhalls write and tell him
what he's missing, And instead of
jazz he digs Les Paul and Mary Ford,
(I collect Ellington.) And he's bug
on television, tooj; no kidding, for
this Edwards character Dave Garroway
and Steve Allen are the livin' end,
and he practically falls down and

z
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worships George CGobel. And, to top it off, he shows up with the g =%
bulkiest damn tape-recorder I ever saw, and about five miles of Les
Faul 'and Mary Ford! For the bus-ride, yet. Christ!

It started right after we got on the Greyhound for New York, I guess.
There was an awful lot of jokina and seat-changing before we got movirg,
and Jake wound up sitting just ahead of Magnus and Stark, without a
seat-partner. It wasn't anyone's fault, really, and I suppose it did
make him look silly complaining about it, Finally Larry just told him

to turn arcund and shut up, in so many words, or else he might have come
all the way up.from §ashington kneeling on the seat trying to imitate
Jackie Gleason. Maybe it was Magnus really started the knees-in-the-back
treatment about thenj his legs are too damn long anyway. But Stark was
the one who kept Jake hopping and made an art out of it.

Jake's a queer kid. Just moved away from most of his friends, and I
guess he feels kinda lost. He was always making endless, aimless phone
calls to Larry or me, and giving the schoel's number to the toll-cperator
instead of his own. I got the idea he nceded to be part of something,
and fandom was all that was handy. He was always the fall-guy for jokes
and such, and he always drank too much at the Insurgent Society parties.
But, even though you could sece how badly he wanted to fit in...he'd do
anything, sometimes, just for a laugh; he never understood we were
laughing at him, not with him...nobody liked him much because he never
scemed like a real fan. He just never had any real friends,

The bus made a twenty-minute stop for lunch just before going over that
hunch-backed bridge between Maryland and New Jerscy, and then another
brief one (We were calling them "lit stops" by then.) after that. Jake
must have got hung up at the newsstand locking for comics, because just
when we were coming out of the john, wc met him coming in. He asked us,
"Is this stop as long as the last one?" and Magnus said, "Sure---take
your timel"

Jake said, "Great, I'll have time. for a hamburger," as he left, and we
all got a big kick out of it. Hitchcock even wrote it down---he was
seeing interlincations in every schntence then vet.

When everybody got back on the bus and the motor started up, Hitchcock
shouted, "Hey, what about Jake?"

"Ah, let him stay," Larry said. "He can read his goddamn comics, There'll
be another bus." But Magnus and Hitchcock told the driver, and went in
for him. He didn't even know what was oML N gr s oI

The convention itself was a real wild affair. e managed to get two
double rcoms that connected, and unloaded the tapers, the baggage, and
the accumulated booze. Then we went down to the lobby and played "Fantasy
Feople" a while, %e'd stand on opposite sides of the lobby, and I'd call
out, "Why, Larry! Larry Stark!" real loud. Then we'd rush at one another
and shake hands and slap backs, and Larry would yell, "Dave Ish! My God!
It's been a year!"

Hitchcock, Edwards and I tried to attend most of the formal program.,
Larry kept telling me to take plenty of notes so I could report the
formal doings in STELLAR, but his own con-report turned out three timecs
as long as minc...and I hardly saw him in +the auditorium. He and Magnus
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were all over thoe RBRiltmere at all hours, looking
for parties; sometimes I came along, but more
cften I got the feeling we didn't fit somehow,
Hitchcock managed pretty much on his own, but he
and Jake usually wound up in our rooms early.

I don't know how Jake found all the booze, but
he kept pretty wcll stewed all weck-end, Larry
wouldn't give him any of his supply, and
Hitchcock doesn't drink, but even if he was
under age Jake found some scmewhere, The first
night Larry found him sleeping in the wrong room
and rolled him off onto the floor. For a minute
I thought he hit his head or maybe broke
something, but i1t was just the booze. He never
knew the difference until morning.

Anyway, that last night everything seemed to
come togethecr. We were doinag the rounds again---
Larry, Magnus, and myself; Magnus seemed to know
cveryrody, and Larry wanted to know everybody.,
All the people worth knowing seemed to be in

770 havina a quiet conversation, and we didn't
see any harm in going in. Pavlat and Dot Cole
were there; the Derry's were there, I tried to
start up a conversation with Silverberg, but he
and the Shaws were tied up with Ellison, Harlan
doing most of the talking,

Maybe Larry was getting a little too loud---he
was telling John Magnus and the Derry's all about some new color mimeo
machine he wanted to buy---but Favlat didn't have to be so damn rough.
He said we were too noisy, and when Larry started to answer he just
said, "Look, if all you neo's want to do is yell at one another, you
can drink someone elsc's liquer,"

I could see it hit Larry, hard---but he didn't say a thing. He kinda
sucked in on his lowecr lip a little, and looked around. Half the people
in the room hadn't paid any attention, and the Derry's never said a
word to Pavlat abeout it. So Larry just marched himself over to the door
and said to me ov.r his shoulder, "You cceming, Fred?" Then he went
through befere I could move,

I glanced at Magnus, and we both went after him, The bar was still open,
and we had a few there, without saying much. Then Larry gets a
brainstorm. "Hey, why don't we go up and guzzlec our own liquor? I must
still have the makings of some Nuclear Fizzes. Let's go, before that
Edwards smells it out and breaks the lock."

There was quite a little party going on in our rocms when we got there.
Hitchcock and Edwards were therc, and so were Randy Brown and George
Jennings from Texas, and we'd met Jack Harness in the hall and dragged
him in, too, Larry opened his trcasure chest and started making Fizzes
fer all hands...but Jake got a little insistent. He was half gone
already, but he must have soaked up all his own. He practically plecaded
with*"Larrzy...almost made, a vaudevilleé {actt out of “it...but each.Eizz he
mixed Larry handed to someone elsc, Finally Jake found a glass of his
own, and got down on his knees.,




"Goddamn it, rummy,.crawl!"*Larry said fec-him, and Jake was sovshot he:
started hawling.,.

"For Christ'$ .sake, will yourgi¥e -him some -ligucr?""Mdgnus saids.

"But he's half drunk already," Larry said.

"Please, please, please, please, please..." Jake began again,

"All right, God damn 1t; but you've got to sober up first."

"But how?"

Larry squared his shoulders, I could see him becoming consciocus of his
audience, "Ever read 'A Logic Named Joe', Jake? Somebody find me a
bottle of hair-tonic."

Jennings found one in the bathroom,

"Ted Sturgeon says a bottle of this can sober a guy up just like that.
And now..." he poured half a tumbler-full into Jake's glass. "..you're
going to prove it. Drink that and you can have all the liquor you want."
Jake hesitated. "How do I know it won't poison me?"

"That's the chance you take," Larry said, holding up the liquor bottle.
"Take one swallow, and if you can still ask for more, I'll give you a

Fizz."

"For Christ's sake, Larry,
and give him his drink?"

" Magnus complained, "Why don't you cut it out
Jake suddenly decided. "Put some of that gin in it and I'll take a
drink.,"

Larry poured some cointreau into the greasy-white glass.

"Don't be a fool, Jake," Magnus said.

Jake sniffed at the glass, and then held it up, grimmacing, to examine
1t by the 1light,

R iU T Ear Takais-alid,
"Aw, for Christ's sake, Larry," I heard Magnus say. "Jakel"

I could hear his breath hissing and shuddering through his nestrels as
Edwards put the tumbler up to his lips and tilted it. He got two
strangled gulps down before he gagged. There was white liquid staining
his mouth as the glass came down, but so help me he looked even paler
all over his face and forehead,

"Ncw beg, rummy!" Larry said,
Jake extended his glass in a weak hand., "Please sir," he croaked, "can I

have some more?" And then he gurgled and jumped for the bathroom with
his hand flung over his mouth and Larry's hysterical laughter following

e



him,

Magnus stepped over in front of Larry, and he was practically quivering
with sudden rage. "You dirty bastard," he said, quietly.

"What'ya mean? He's been asking for it, hasn't he?"

"You goddamn, dirty bastard!" Magnus said again, and then strode to the
decor and left.

"Let the sissy go," Larry called after him in the uncomfortable room,
but I hed already followed. I caught up with him in the hall,

"Did you see that?" he said, needlessly. I nodded. "Little Napoleon.
Like a goddamned little Napoleon."

"Jhat are you going to de?"

"I think I'm going downstairs to check out. I can't stay with...with a
goddamned animal like that." He went for the elevator, but before I
could follow Hitchcock came out into the hall,

"How is he?" I said,

"Ckay. He threw up in the bathreom. I don't think he could have poisoned
himself, Where's Magnus?"

"He said he was going to check out."

"Come on, we'll probably find him in the Jobby or the bar. It's too late
to check out, and the con's over anyhow, Besides, all his stuff's in
that room. Let's go get something to eat,"

And so that's what we did. The night air and the coffee did a lot of
good, and when we got back Jake was giggling about it and falling asleep
on the floor, Larry and the rest of them went out for coffece after a
couple of minutes, and I was asleep before they got back. Then in the
merning everyone seemed to forget about it in the rush to get home,

I sat with Jake on the bus back, but all he talked about was Les Paul
and EC comics. He isn't around much any more; I guess his parents won't
let him attend any Insurgent Society parties any more GCome to think of
it, I haven't seen Larry much lately, either. Maybe that's because the
other Insurgents didn't scem to like the way he sounded so proud about
it all in his con-report., Meetings have been pretty dead lately, anyway.,

John Hitchcock said once he thinks we're all suffering from a mass
guilt-complex or something. I den't know. But that sure was one hell of
a night!
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‘as told tc Lee Holtman Shaw
and police reporters
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Well, the tenth of every month I go down to this
newsstand for my copy of SPICY SHOOT'EM UP WESTERN,

or maybe THE RANGERIDER'S HOME COMPANION

if I'm

Lewbingufia  the ‘moed: For (that sort ol Th iIniglhe o ribites
menth I go down there but 0ld Smoky isn't behind

the counter,

Instead there is this young feller

with big thick glasses and a propeller beanie. The

nminute I sees him I sense trouble,

Like an Indian,

I can smell trouble when something ain't right. But
I pick up a Western which I am fond of and thumb

through it. The novel, Dgath Irappers of
looks good so I read a passages: "Trigger
is weapon and
fild Horse Bloch,
a-gonna die.'
snarled,

raised h

back of
'Yore

Wild Horse

Montana

Eshbach
aimed at the broad muscular
'White Horse,' he said,

'That's where yo e mistook!'
swinging about and striking at

Trigger. Eshbach crumpled into a heap under the

powerful blow.

*Not

so fast, Rloch,' came a voice

from the doorway and Rloch turned to face Snake

Evans,

scourge of the Southwest,

and Moose Korshak,

a lumbering lumbecrman from the far North who was
famed for his skill with his hammerlike fists..."

A thrill chased down my spine, Here was the reading

matter so dear to my hcart,
West,

the

the

life of adventure,

call of
Echoes of a bugle

Here was the

calling Charge over the sounds of gunshots rang

thru my mind and I pictured the ktlue clad Cavalry
galloping over the hills and into the band of
painted savages that had been attacking the

innocent wagon train., With my mind's eye I could

sce the tall handsome fearless young cavalry captain
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on his mighty steed, charging into the midst of the red men, riding them
‘down, picking up the beautiful young schcolteacher from the East in his

sinewy arms and settina her before him on *the saddle, meanwhile doffing

his hat and saying, "Howdy ria'm."

I caressed the volume with its brightly colored front cover and the
bacover ad for an athlete's foot cure. And I knew that I must own this
magazine for my very own. So I reached into my pocket and pulled out a
coin which I harded to the fellow with the propeller beanie.

e started to smile when he saw the title of the magazine I held, He
gasped like a fish ashore and said, "Surely you've made a mistake. You
don't want thet,"

"I surely haven't made a mistake," I said, "I do want that."
ERFeRIESNIoR ESNio M hve! | (s afhdl.

"I clutched my magazine tightly and screamed, "Yeg!"

"But that's -- that's trashy Escape Fiction," he muttered,
IR Bscape  Fiction,” I.told hims

"Look," he picked up a volume with a red and purple covar and a shocking
pink spine. I read the names STAR-BLGCTTEN SCIENCE FICTION. "Now this is
Real Literature, none of that hack crud. This is Real Literature." He
emphasized the capital letters.

"But I don't want Real Literature," I plcaded, "I don't care about Lit
Litcrary Writing. I want plain old-fashioned formula escape fiction."

He turned a fetching shade of FUANIA FASVALA FYZAZ4 purple and continued,
Ml@sten to this." He flipped open a.copy of the Woestern magazine I was
trying to buy and read: "Hoofs drumming, Bat Durston came galleoping down
thru the narrow pass at Eagle Gulch, a tiny gold colony 400 miles north
of Tombstone. He spurred hard for a low overhand of rimrock...and at that
pcint a tall, lean wranaler stepped out from behind a high boulder, six-
shcoter in a suntanred hand. 'Rear back and dismount, Bat Durston,' the
tall stranger lioped thinly. 'You don't know it, but this is your last
saddle-jaunt thru thesc here parts.'" He waved his copy of STAR-BEGOTTEN
SCIENGCE FICTICN and continued, "You'll ncver find that in this magazinel!"
He caressed the shocking spine,

I could feel my blocd begin tc boil and the vein in my templa throbbed as
did W¥olf Willis' whenever his wrath was arouced by injustice. I clenched
my fists like Captain Strongheart Keasler in qums of “IThaDag bl el cietgetc]
when the halfbreed Fecos Shaw had threatencd *he fzir school-marm, Lily
Jdhite, I set my square jaw with the grim d» txlmlﬁ,bltn @l - tine Sylo g
Clarke Vincent in Arizona Dosath Traps when ha was travped in a cave with
SesuiMapsingl. roof by Blustering’ Bulmer ¢ leadder of the pack of renecgade
Indians that had murdered all of the San Antonio wrgen train except four
mule skinners, Bloch Korshak, Eshbach, and Evans, who'd lived to tell
about it, :

- was growing angry, Violently I said, "Well, if %that's the way vou feel
apcut it, I'll buy my Western magazines els°where. /conc(udcdcwp/cg‘/
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" ‘ 5 3 G Rl =2 F It was late in the evening of a
%rfymgtﬂrk focally < summer's night., Fans seem to think

better after sundown...or at least
they think that they think better then., e had been driven by separate
passions to the cellar of my host's house, where concrete walls and a
slight breeze helped give some respite from the humidity. After dashing
off a letter on his 'den typewriter', he joined me amid the stacks of
his fabulcus magazine collection, for the inevitable rambling discussion,
I can only remember snatches now, but I doubt of I shall cver forget its
ending.

%

"That Hitchcock's the one who gets me, though," said the collector.
"Ancient Greek...modern French...and only fourteen!"

"Queer sense of humor, too." I was eyetracking everything within reach,
"I guess he thinks he's too young to drink. He made quite a point of
'Just pure, cold water!'"

"Oh, that's not the reason!"

"Then what 1s? Religion?" My eye caught on three shelves full of DOC
SAVAGE.

"Chod, you mean you don't know about Sean's died? That was the only
thing my mother noticed about him when he wisited us last Selrelin ey X

I resolved a conflict of interests by making a neat stack of battered
UNKNOWNs for future thumbing, and gave him my full attention, "Okay...
tell me about Hitchcock's diet,"

"Well, his father's a 'Natural-pathic Doctor', and I guess he deals only
in herb-medicines, Sean is the Strictest vegetarian I've ever seen!
Wouldn't even drink milk, because it was an animal product. And nothing
cooked, either. Any wonder he didn't sample WiSFA's wine?"

"You say his father's a doctor? It sounds to me more like faith-healing,"
Despite interest iIn the conversation, I had to check to sce if it was
rcally a complete GALAXY file, Even the novels were there.

"Well, the lctterhead has 'N.D. after the neme, so I suppose he believes
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n “what he's doing. I can't see bringing up a child like that, though,
Imagine...he just Won't Touch Meat! They must be crazy."

"AUhy? He looks pretty healthy to me. In fact, I'll bet he weighs more
than you do right new, I can't see that it's done him any harm."

"Well, it has! People think he's nuts! What'll he do at the convention,
when Tucker asks him what he'll have to drink? Say 'Jusl pure, cold
Water? To TUCKER? If he sits down in a restaurant...or anywhere he goes.,
and spends the whole meal eating necthing, or just salads, pcople think
he's crazy!"

USlre st 'n kis* s o 2"

"My Mother, for one! After he left, she asked me, 'Are gll fans like
that?' She thinks he's cracked! Foolish idea about not eating meat. Ghod,
it reminds mc of those East Indians who won't kill flies, even though
they're flying in bkaby's eyes, Half the country is blind, but they won't
break their religion,"

I shifted uncomfortably on the stack of comics that served as a seat. "It
satisfies them, scmehow, I guess," My attention had been taken by some
monster-sized pulps with ASTOUNDING running down their spines.

"But: that's nct the point! They're ruining their kids by their fanaticism
They haven't any right to such stupid belicfs, if they can SEE the harm
they cause,"

"I thought you said most of them were blind." The SHADOW not only
occupied my interest, but uneven piles of them covered the cellar landing
of the stairs to a rather dangerous depth. I caught sight of some
anonymous comics ringing the furnace beyond.

"You know damn well what I mean!" the collector said. "Sometimes people
get so damn fanatical about things.,..stupid, little things...that they
let the whole world go to pot just to keep them up. Like...well, like
trying to practice the Christian ideals of humility and non-violence ALL
the time, It can't be done."

wifleresar. convenient argurients in thie=Sc¢riptures for occasional lapses g%
I quibbled, "Besides, if gvcryone tried humility and non-violence at the
same time, as Christ suggested, maybe it would work. Until they do, there
will at-least’be- the Quakors...trying. And they're not exactly failures

at it, either, even by your standards."

"The Quakers don't go around tcaching their kids that killing a fly, or a
bee, will kcep fthem out of hecaven. Damn it, if a bee stings me, I'm gonna
Kidd 14! And I don't think it'l]l makie any diffcrence come Final
Judgement.,"

Sl cha pof, - had  better change” thelsubiecty, If pocsible SNoit-bescainse
I dislike arguing, but bascause onc can't glom EMSH covers and argue at
the same time. "Say, did you read a story in 'Madge not too long ago on
something like this? The thing was pure crud, but he had a good idea.
Seems every planet has been colonized by a separate secct, and one poor
joker's saddled with trying to re-establish communications betwecen them.,
Quakers..,.Catholics..,.Dhoukobors(Hamling's policy being what it is, he
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had to include them!). Real 'Sense of Wonder' stuff...with most of the
sense and the wonder removed. I'd like to sce a GALAXY NOVEL done
around that concept some day."

"I don't read much of this stuff, anymore," my host waved his hand at a
cellar studded with sloppy piles of assorted pulps. "Too busy collecting,
What issue was it in? Maybe I can find it upstairs."

I shuddered to think of pawing through his 'recents'. "I can't remember
it that well. Couldn't have bcen too long ago, though. I remembher I
Saved a Silverberg. story from-it,vand he,hadn*t sold tooimany... "

"SAVED a story? Don't you keep the whole
magazine?"

"I save the mags I've read, sure. But one
day I rcalized I was addinc copies of
‘Madge to my desk, and didn't really want
to read any of them. So I clipped the
stories I thought worth saving, and tossed
all the rest out."

"You threw a magazine away??" My host
appeared almost horrified.

"No, I threw a whole bunch of ccpies of
IMAGINATION in the incinerator, but who
calls that a Magazine?"

The collector stood, hunched and tense, as
though he were about to brain me with his
chair. There was a look in his face and a

glow in his eyes that I feel sure Fharoah

must have fclt when he refuscd Moses that

last time, And when he spoke 1t was in a

tone of ‘contempt-and loathing #that T.fear TY11
never forgets:

"You Goddamn Bookburner!t!i"

A R e

"OH, LAR—=RY— | SIMPLY HAD TO THANK
YOU FOR COMING OVER WITH STELLAR.
LAST NIGHT!"
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I could sce the postman coming so I ran out to the walk to save him the
trip up to the house. He handed me *he mail *‘with the customary "'S 3
beautiful mornin', ain't it?" I voiced my affirmation and examined the
mail. A few bills for dad and a fanzine for me. I noticed the mailman

still standing there. For lack of anything more exciting to do, I smiled
amiably.

"I been noticin' the kind of mail veurget, Fanzines, ‘aindt "1t
Again I announced my affirmis:.,
"I been reading that scientifiction for twenty years now,"

A Gernsback man, I thought, This time I managed to get out an
188 el RS Gnt— " G

el et conttdrnued ;T dont E exactly ‘call myself a fan, but I like to
read it, for sure. You must bc a real SR A

Ohy- "1, like i to comsider myself on¢," I replicd. "Have you rcad any
Bradbuzyv?" This is my linc with all fen.
"Oh that guy! He writes too crazy... I can't follow him. He's always

blabkin' about Mars. I like that Heinlein guy and that Anderson what
v SEM) ofres Bisan o1t U

"Oh, you read the prozines?" I askecd.

“Ycah, But 'em all, I gotta hide 'em though because my wife she don't
like me to spend so much money on that mon from Mars stuff, she calls
b stoemust inead Astounding,y thuhg

"It's one of my favorites. Do you read it?o"
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"God no! It's too many big words and philosophy arnd junk for me to get.
Panm bt Sandfi ntellectuale-"T “hadda guit e 3nmgr i schec Limati thd. follr th ugiraite
bec awserdad "died. I -was raalismarty thapgh sy The "teacherasaid (I was, "

"That's too bad. I supposc I ought to be grateful for my cducation."
"Hell, no. It's normal for kids not to like school,"
"I'm happy to know I'm normal, then," I replied,

"I take a few of them fanzines like Quandry and Slant. That's how I get
rid: of those old magazines, on Slant, Quandry is .about:my favorite. It's
funny like hell."

"Are you going to the Con this year?" I asked.

"Aw, no. I ain't got enough money to get there. Anyway, I don't think
ISid- it ivery wells ATl -thbse fans arelintellectualssilike I said v Idm
Ol an. intel Lecdtualss You musiE 'ba,  I-motalgs polttgct ~ald- soFts Difslicttors
from a lot «of those fans I heard of,"

e sk mybe's o7 belimedest. - "Ohy 2 1~ don ¥ TkntoflJ T think B At ehle
too young for anyone to tecll whether or nct I am." He scemed silent

and sad for a minute. He lcoked at the pavement carefully. I know what
he was thinking. He could have been the intcllcctual he wanted %o be.. He
was gently cursing the string of fate that kcpt him from it. He sighed
in sharply and jcrked his hcad up.

"Well, I gotta be on my route., Be out here somectimes when I go by and
we can talk about S-F."

He swung the hcavy leather bag over his shoulder and walked down the
rest of the block., I found mysclf thinking about the mailman and his
accute consciousness about intcllectuvalism. I don't know why, but I

BErteise et len Wiy L theg hell shiow id et y.?

BUT | DON'T WANT LITERATURE!—CONTINUED FROM PAGE I3

cNe grou, dont bt UHe pulled out a.strangesleoking weapon that buzzed., Zap!
A blue-green ray shot-toward the Western magazine., Blat! It struck and
the magazine disintegrated.

"Creat hornstoads!"™ I exclaimed. Like greascd lightning I whipped out my
six-gun and fanned 18 slugs into his middlc, He folded up like a tent
and collapsed on the floor in a puddle of the @mrcen stuff that drinped
from the 18 holes in him.

I blew the smoke from my revolver, stuck it back into its holster, picked
up a copy of LCNG-HCRN LOVE STCRIES COMBIKED WITH THE BUFFALO-HUNTER'S
ERZBTLE.and, left, Like I ssaid, Jodidn bl wanet BT gt et ie)
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How is the time, and this the place, for some real
scrcon-fannish profundities. But I doubt 1f many of
the larger lights of our little puddle can do much
plain or fancy philosophizing with a bent neck. The
strain of typing sidesaddle throuah the last two and
a half stories has put my discs in rather pcor
condition, and so+-I'Ll try to.wrap up this ‘issue
without straining your patience too much.

I¥, Find.s L vieh sl Jids Jeg@ S hie credi-t i thedoo r ‘of-doeé
Fred Von Bernewitz for all the fine fillio's he's
given me...and then filled the whele magazine almost
exclusively with Jack Harnoss art-work. My apologies
to both for my embarrasment. The earlicer column was
done prior to Fred's arrival herc for an afternoon
of fanning and an evening of WiSFi-ing. I'd expccted
o chain him to a drawing-board and flick him
occasionally with a whip made of Les Paul tapes, but
he must have been cating Better Breakfasts since last
we wrestled., He's small, but he's wirey!

Harneskat isn't entirely aware of his complicity yet;
I filched a fillio from him when we made a pre-WiSFA
call, and he kncw STELLAR was an inevitability, but
most of these priceless little sketches were left

in Ted's hands for use "anywhere"...and that's where
they happen to have been uscd.

This is to ke a review-column presently, but it's
latc, and Ted hasn't recieved much non-apa material
that I give a fig about., I'd hoped to have read his
FANHISTORY copies by now, but he hasn't searched for
them, and I'd rather savor lMrs. Shaw's prose at a
more lecisurcly pace. Gulping down her last two FAPA=-
zines last night, thouoh, I've got to say she is

the fan-pcrsonality I most respect and most prefer
to read,

There 1g a gencralzine here, though:

OUTRE, Georae W. Spencer, 8302 Donnyhrook Lanc,
Chevy .Chase 15, Md. Irregular, 15¢, 2

OUTRE #1 was a total scilout, and now that I've read
Ted's cepy I can sce why. The cditorial pcrsonality
is about thc freshest and most spontancous I've seen
since DISYCHQTIC, and pcrhaps ceven a little more
dilutecd with sensc-of-humor.

Even without having read #1 befere I arrived here, I

\, felt thec sccond issuc was scmething less~-perfect, and
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comparison now proves the impression correct, What George gained in the
technical production-end of OUTRE (And layout, format, reprc DO look »
lot better, even to old 'Hate-all-Publishcrs-Stark's' weary eyes.) he
has gained at the expcnse of the spontaneity that sparkled in the air
around issuve ff1, I'm tempted to say that his own matcrial in hcre scems
towbgbtao -much of ~a:good tHing, .. too  mielh ‘Tn ‘that hisitrwilngstso “poun ’sg
much of it out has diluted this second dosage.

However, I've got to add that most of what's gcod about OUTRE is Georce
Spencer, and that he hasn't had a great deal of contact or h2lp from
fandom in gencral., #2 contains a fan-story by Ted Jhite...a fellow-.
member of the local Insurgent Socicty...and two very brief and very
empty articles by Wm., D. Grant and ¥m. Deeck, This is the sccond column/
article by Deek I've scen recently, and putting both of them together
it's hard to find a new, valid, interesting, gorrect point he's made co
far, Grant is at lcast informative, but not interestingly so. And in
the fiction department neither White nor Jan Winston have much that I
could call original or wall-written,

The ‘remainder of the zine is.letters...and the editor, find that's where
the magic is spread too thin to hold the magazine together. But think
what a contribution to fandom this Yanemic-locking little Squirtﬂ(his
quasi-quote, not mine; and he is that, in a plcasant, youngish sort of a
way ) were he able to fill his magazine with matecrial of a caliber to
match his editorship!

The.'only ether zine' I remember getting -before leavipg for-Falls Church
was FOR B.E.M.'s ONLY ... but I don't have publication data, and it's
just as well. The third issue, I think, had that other Dececk column, and
that was the one that was CCMFLETELY out of left-ficld. The rest of the
magazine looked like a poor first-issue...but I hope the editors won't
give up too soon. They seem to be the only gcneral-publishers left!

B sty Pan ' mE . asT Tiedivsay s 2
UMBRA, John Hitchcock, 300 University Pkwy., Baltimore, Md, This issue
mimeographed by Jan Jansen in Belgium,

I amy be the only fan on the North American continent who can review
this issue of UMBRA. Ted's expected copy(he did the cover) hasn't come
yet, and at last report Sean himself hadn't recieved a copy.

The first thing that struck me abcut the mmagazine was a "This can't be
UMBRA!!!" feeling; the offset cover and the mimeography gave me an
entirely different feeling about the whole magazine..,until I'd read

far enough into it to realize that repro isn't all that an editorial
personality i1s fashioned out of, Since Jan seemed very weighed down and
late, I suppose his column will be omitted from all copies, as it was
from mine; that is unfortunate, hecause a few pages from him would have
made this an expected-sized UMBRA, and bhallanced the magazine enough

to have it ressemble the dittoed Baltimore jobs Hitchcock prints, The
letter and review columns were a healthy step in that direction, at least,

The other material in the magazine was a S5erConFan story by me, which
you can judge for yourselves, and a “"story" by George Wetzel., (John
explains it was accepted before a Final Break between UMBRA and G.YW.)
I can't see why such expository and obvious doses of hate are masked
under the pseudo-classification of Fiction, ((Gotta go. New chghge in
plans; dig the just-arianged Round-Robin-Stories this issue] Cheers,
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With this issue we are featuring'something which, while not exactly new,
is different. I fondly remember (from looking through borrowed copies) THE
GREAT STF BROADCAST in SPACEWARP. THE DEATH CF SCIENCE FICTION is not
another story like this. But it utilizes the same idea--seldom found in
fanzines of late--of writing a story by round-robin. Vernon McCain
mentioned this type to Larry; I had given it passing thought, but after
this suggestion, I began to consider it seriously. This story, unlike a
majority of its predecessors, is serious, Whacky-takeoff-on-prozine-
stories is not wanted here; rather, a logical development on the theme
presented. As you can see, we have, in the first three parts, logically
demolished fandom to its very foundations. To be sure, the situations

are exaggerated, but not greatly. It is up to those of you who continue
the story whether Fandom ever makes a comeback, or whether, with great
finality, it is, with science fiction, completely stamped out. I have
some good ideas on both endings, but I'll hold them for now. The series
is based on George Spencer's chapter, which was written first. As it
stood, Larry rejected it. He liked the writing, but found the unexplained
hunting-down of fans both unoriginal and unmotivated. Because I felt the
story too good to reject, I wrote the first chapter as a lead-up, a
foundation for the second. In the discussion of my story, Larry came up
with some idcas which he felt should be included, but which I thought =~
were out of place in my chapter. "So write Chapter Three," I said. He did.
All three are being prescented here. In the future, we may run only one
chapter an issue, or one of us may feel like adding an additional onc. If
you feel like writing a chaptcr and continuing the story (which develops
continuity only with Larry's Cthter), write us, and wg'll assign a
chapter to you, as we don't want more than ocne person working on each
instalment., This COULD be a real hit with fandom, but it won't if someone
other than the thrce of us won't voluntcer to do a chapter. Boggs?
McCain? LeeSH? Walt? Bulmers? Decan? Tucker? Jacob Edwards? How about £t?

= Iyl
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CHAPTER 1

4
A
G

RY TED E"WHITE

I'm scarcd. You know it, and morc important, you know why, for you are--
or should be--scared too. Just ycsterday, I saw Bob Mayor. How he found me
I don't know, but that bothers me too, becausc if he can, the othcrs can
too, He had thc latest issue of his fanzine with him, and hc had found me
togive it to me., It 'scrt of surprises mc ‘that anyonc cah still publish

in this area, but thinking it over, I'm glad somecne deces. But it puts Bob
in a bad.spot. I hope he doesn't get caught, But the purpose of this is
not to reitcrate the obvious--I know we all wondcer just how much longer

we can stick it out--but to explain, if possible, what lead up to this
mess, You sce, I know a good deal morc than the rest of you, and I suppose
I led you into it. I can remcmber how this all startced, and thc conditions
s ATt e = halpiben

I date the heginning at July 4, 1956, when the Russians first "attacked"
us, It was something of a dud attack=--=-rumors lcaking herec in Wlashington
had it that we knew it was coming, and wc'd managed a little sabotage of
our own, The only functioning ICBM was the one that knocked out Alaskaj
the ones that fell short of our Eastcrn coast were victims of our spy-
system,

No one was told about the attack in the first twenty-four hours, but the
papers found a leak. (I still fail *o see how the administration could
expectito keep two atomic explosions in sight oflour coast'a 'secret',)
Along with Cfficial Jord that the Russians had struck, announcements were
made that we had too--and there wercn't many parts of Russia still worth
livirng in. I know how it hit me at the times first relief that it was

all over, and then surprise that we'd becn so drastic. I had a pretty
unecasy fceling when they announced the number of hydrogen bombs delivered
that Fourth of July afternoon....and the rest of thc world must have felt
the same way. Fans had the advantage of overscas correspondants on that,
and wec could'have predicted their rcactions. America scemed to them the
atomic aggressor, and the final reaction was a vic*tory for Communism({which
has ncver died). The Labor Party has pretty woll taken over in Great
Britain, and France has had a Communist governmcn* cver since the month
the war cnded.,

Qf ccursc reaction here to the rencwed Red activity was the new crackdown
on the commies, and here of coursc is wherc fandom got it in the neck.

It was in the middle of my term as FAPA preosident--Spring 1957--that I was
visitcd by two quict, cleanshaven individuals who identificd themsclves as
egents of .the Federal Bureau of TInvestigation. They were investigating
FATA T wasn't too happy about it, because it jg a fact that FAPA was
founded by several commics, and with the current 'scarc on, this didn't
look too gecod. After two hours of questions, the mcn from the FBI left,
taking with them my FAPA mailings.

Of coursc it i1s common knowledge that we were given a clecan bill of hecalth,
~but I doubt if anyone knows that the person who made the complaint against
us was a certain well-known paranoid from Baltimore., He had becn shouting
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against us to the Amcrican Legion, the State
Department, the Post Office, and in fact, any
authority within mailing distance, after he
had becen voted out of membership. I know he
was the causce of a number of fans having their
mail opencd and read by the P.C.

About this time, the Junior Secnator from
Wisconsin made his flaming comeback with his £
new witch trials, in which he ruincd hundreds '
of people without giving them much of a

hearing or a fair chance, And then thc Sedition
Act was passcd., That no onc opposed either
deveclopment had considerable significance, had
we only realized it, I belicve Harry P. Kane

put 1t this way: "I still disapprove of his
methods, but this is no time for partial
measurcs." I guoss mavbc most of us felt that
way, though personally I don't like anything
Joe's been doing. Neither did FAPA, for that
matter, and unfortunately the mailing most
strongly opposing the Senator's actlons was

the one the F.0. got hold of on complaint of
okscenity., The P.CG. found no obscenity, but

they licked up the anti-McCarthy stuff.

It was two ycars after the "War" when I was

again visited, but this time by the Sedition

Control Authority. It's hard to rcalize that conly a shert ycar has
passed since then--so much fas happened to me, and to all of us. These
SCA men wore completely unlike the former agcents. They were hard, crucl,
efficient. They were symptoms of The New Crder. This time I was thoroughly
interrogated, and I suppose it was rcally a third degrce. I wasn't
surpriscd sto hear only a fow days latcr from the ncw prexy that FiAPA had
bcen ordered to disband,

But I hadd't cxpected to be follewed cverywhere I went., I discovered my
Shadow thd hard ways I turncd suddenly in a store and bumped into a man.
Two days ﬁatcr, I bumpced into him again, I never saw him after that; he
must have ibcen a poor agent,

Only a day after my second visit, I recicved a phone call from John Magnus
(at that time president of the Washington Science Fiction Association),
who had it straight from Larry Shaw that the Govcrnment was going to
censor all ncwsstand magazines "for un-American litecrature and idcas",
and that stf was having a rough time. In a month, therc wasn't a stf mag
tobesiscenr, on~the ncwsstands, cnde-prccious 1ittle clst...But T “was hawimg
my own troubles again, I had unwittingly lcd the Shadow Boys to a couple
cf-WSFA mcetings, before I kncw I was being followdd. Scon cvery WSFAn
was actting the same ftriatment. 'ie feund that the P.O. was not delivering
fanzines, then nct evenvletters; woe were cut of7 from the rest of fandom.
Whether we got more serious. attantion becauwse of our proximity to the
nation's capitol cr not, I don't knows I dc know that, as past hcad of
FaPA and WSF.a, and a tcoc-active fan, I recicved the best care of alle
they burned my house down., I imagine that was an idea of once of the
bottom~-rung boys, but with my collections and alcohol-dilutcd mimeo-inks,

23




it went up like tinder. I moved in with Phil Bridges after that, and
that was a mistake. Because Phil Bridges had a fatal "accident". That
was two days ago. I've been hiding in the streets and alleys of
Washington ever since. Mecstly I hang around the Second Precinct, where
the slums are. It's harder to trace me that way. In the daytime, I
mill around with the crowds. Decwntown D.C. with its big department
stores is only a few blocks away, and I fecel safor in a crowd. But still
the nights scare me. I haven't tried to make the secret WSFA meetings,
though Mayor has tried to get me te come. I don't dare. Bob's a nice
guy, and he cheered me up a lot, but like I say, I'm scared. I just
hope I get out of thilis alive.

--=-Tad E. ihite

CHAPTER 2

8Y GEORGE SPENCER

The dark figure stood enveloped in inky shadows at the entrance of an
alley, He crouched there, yet stocd erect. He struck a match and lit his
cold pipe, illuminating the cold, unsmiling face. The match went out

and the fac: receded into the well of darkness, He walted patiently...

ihcross the street, apartments squatted in frozen rows., A downstairs
apartment had a party going--a noisy one., ieird jazz and strange junale
music seeped out through the drawn shades, and moving figures cast
phantom shadows on thcm. The shadows moved back and forth, baek and
forth... In the apartment above, all was guiet. A dim light inside went
out every so often when someone lifted the shade to take a quick look up
and down the strecet. The dark figure steppced back so he would not be
scen, It was not yet time,

A block away, another night-prowler approached cautiously. He skirted
strecet-lights and stayed in the protective blanket of darkness, working
his way down the street. He turned a corner and inched his way into the
street where the dark figure lurked at the alley entrance, The street was
without streetlights and in almost total darknecss. He fingered the fan
magazines under his arm nervously, He mustn't be caught with them on him,
Death was the penalty. The fan pcered into the ink around him, straining
to sift out the sound of footsteps from the dro e of a sleeping city.
Straining to hcar the quiet footsteps...

Everything was silent.

He tried to keep from breathing loudly, lest it bhetray his presence.
Strange, half-fcrmed, liquid shapes darted to and fro and swam about him,
He clutched his fanzines in a clammy grasp and moved slowly on. He didn't
even fecel the trickle of perspiration that ran dewn his cheeck and throat
and made a wet bleb on his shirt.

Ahead, the waiting one heard the soft footsteps. His hand went down to
his pocket and stroked the cold metal of a deadly weapen...

The fan approached the apartment from whence the jazz came. He had to duck
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bencath the window to keep from being silhouetted against the light from
inside. He tricd to picrce the darkness once again. The night was alive
with agents of the New Order, scarching out fannish mceting places. They
were out therc somcwherc, but how closc was anybody's guess. Creeping
about the strecets was dangerous business, and ccrtain death death to the
fan who was not carcful., He rcecached the rccess and mounted the wooden
stairs, gritting his teeth at every creak of a loose board., He reached the
door and tapped. Thcre was a brief exchange of words and he was let in.
The door shut again and locked out the night,

"Mayor?"

Bob Mayor nodded. He came in and tock
a scat among the silent WSFA membcrs.,
By the light of a barce but dim lamp
bulb, he handed out the fanzines, one
to a member. They had been mimeoced
bechind locked deocors where no cne
suspected him cf anarchistic
tendencies.

He got nothing but a few murmurecd
replies of thanks. He knew that the
mags werc apprecciated just the same.
The few fanzines that were still
published in secrct sustained them,
bound them together. Bob glanced
around. He stopped to lock at Harness,
The light from the bulb reflected off
Jack's glasses so that Bob couldn't
sec his eyes. But he knew what the
other was thinking...what they were
all thinking., They were thinking
about the cvents of the last few
weceks, how similar they were to the
LASFS purge of a ycar ago. They wcre
thinking about how other fen would
talk about the WSF.\ purge lcong after
it was over, The WSFA members were
fewer now, and shrinking all the
time., .ngents were tracking mcmbers
down one by one. They werc
eliminating cven the less active
mecmbers, Mayor shuddcred to think
what would happen if the mceting
place was discovercd...

The first hint of the crackdown had heen when an unidentificd person pushed
Phil Bridges in front of a bus. There had bcen an inquiry, of course, but
the New Order police/gestapo had conveniently misfilcd the facts where
they would never be found again... Lettcrs and fanzines from other parts
of the country became fewer, and then stopped abruptly. Some were smuggled
into D.C. by dcvious mecans, but in general Washington was being ncatly
isclated from fandom in gcncral., Then it was lcarned that the same thing
was happening all over the country. Somcone got through a letter from
Ellison describing the mass closing of magazine offices, and the trials.
Campbell and Gold had been executed. Boucher disappecared. The Shaws were
imprisoned. The real crackdown had begun,..
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News from Baltimore was nil., WSFA had to start switching meeting-places
in order to maintain secrccy. Around a week after the Ellison letter, Ted
White "fell" out of a department store window and was killed. The
newspapers printed a small item about it, calling it suicide, and
ignoring the fact that there was a bullet in his head. After another

week and two more "accidents", Bob Mayor became president, since no one
else would take the job, At the same meeting, they all learhed that Von
Bernewitz had been shot to death in a theatre. A new member asked whether
the Les Paul tapes had been saved, but no one laughed. Everyone was
scared stiff,

But it wasn't over yet. A bomb was tossed at Pavlat from a moving car,

but it failed to harm him. He began to look a bit pale after thats; and

a few weeks later he failed to appear at the meeting. The only information
about him recieved after that was when he advertised a mimeograph for
sale., During the interim, Spencer took sick in a restaurant and was taken
away to the New Order Infirmary. He wasn't expected back,

While the mceting proceedcd in hushed whispers, outside a car pulled up
at the curb and followed the man with the pipe to the stairs. In the
downstairs apartmecnt, the wild party was still going strong. The men
filed up the stairs and apused at the door just long enough to bring
artillery to bear on the door lock.,

The shot thundered inside the apartment, causing everyone to jump to their
fcet and scramble wildly. One person lashed out with his foot and kicked
over the lamp, which promptly went out. Mayor groped for the back door,

He came to the open window and went out the dire cscapec instecad. Inside
the apartment he hecard shots, cries, and sounds of strugcle. He dropped

to the ground and found himself in an alley next to the apartment, a
continuation of the one across the street. Halfway down the alley, he
heard the tread of trigger-men in pursuit., He careened against a garbage
can and almost lost his balance, but managed to keep going. He turned left
where therc seemed to be an intersection(he couldn't tell in the dark ),
but realizes that the agents were follcwing by the sound of his footsteps.
It was too late to stop now. He'd just have to outrun them. He came to
another strecet where there was astrectlight, and turned left to avoid

it. He ran the length of some apartments, loocking for somewhere to hide,
That was another error. A shot whistled past him and in desperation he

ran for an unlighted street to his left. He had run a short distance
before he realized his error. He heard the jazz party ahead of him. He had
run all the way around the block and was running full tilt toward the
meeting-place and its visitors.

le whirled, and then stopped., He heard running feet coming down the
street. Dazed and frustrated, he ran toward the meeting-place. The police~
car turned on its lights and Mayor was bathed in a merciless spotlight,

"There he is!t

The car's motor hummed into life. Bullets began to spatter the wood arocund
him. He ran, desperately trying to find scme mcans of escapes, They wecre
closing in. He ran down the strecet knocking on windows, but each house was
was silent. He came to the phantom figures dancing on the shades. The

car came toward him at the curb,

The blaring music within had drowned the noise of the drama outside on the
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strcet. He rcached up to the window ledge and haulcd himself up level with
the window. Those happy, arefrce pcople inside had to protect him--- save
him. He grasped the lcdge with one hand and beat on the window with the
other. The window shattered, showering him with glass. He lashed at the
shade in a convulsive c¢ffort and it ripped from the wall, revealing him
to the party-goers within, They were tce drunk to notice him. A woman
looked at him mistily and offered
him a beer, Mayor sobbed. The
tcars rolled down his face where
sweat had gone hefore, There was
a bricf burst of machinegun fire.
He loosencd his grasp and fell
senseless to the concrete walk,
His blood flowed and mingled with
the broken glass and scattering
mimeoed pages. Through the broken
window above, a cool trumpet
blared out to the unfeeling night,
and the cold, cold stars.,
---Gecrge Spencer

CHAPTER 3

¥ I fJ 3 57
fj L. N
8Y ARRY STARK

"You shouldn't have come here,"
Bob Pavlat said, locking the dcor,
"They may still watch this place."

"Don't vyou think I'd check before
doing something like this? We've

all lcazned a lot about safety and
sccurity lately," said Jake Edwards.
The two sat down, conscious of thcir
awkward tension.

"Why are you here? What can you want with me?" Bob said.

"I'd hoped you might help me, Bob. You heard about WSEAL?"

"Yes, it was in the paperse. All of them?"

Jake nodded. "All but me; I must have left just a few minutes before they
closed in. I saw them chasc Bob Mayor down and murder him in the strects
like some animal., Maybe I'm alive now becausc they had to run him down
first., Bob...something's got to be dcnc,"

“What? And to what purpose? Fandom is bcing persecuted.. .unjustly, I admit.
but I think it'd be unwise to try anything, And I don't sce what a fan can

do these days...except turn yourself over to the SCa."

"You think I just want to stop persccution? Bob, what's happening to Fandom
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is nothing more than a symptom. It's part of the insane fright that makes
intelligence or non-conformity synonymous with Communism. Something is
wrong with this country, Bob, something horribly wrong. and I need help
to try to do something about it."

"And just what do you think you can do?" There was a hint of mockery ip
Pavlat's vcice, but Jake didn't scem to notice,

"First of all, we must re-establish contact...find out who of older fanms
are still surviving and still outraged enough to help, Then... I'm not
sure. But we must take some kind of action. Perhaps.., Perhaps we'll find
friends in other groups. Fandom isn't the only organization of friends

or intellectuals that's been persecuted...unjustly persecuted, There used
to be a writing-forum that produced a magazine called VENTURE; they'd know
more about political action than we do...if any of them are left. But,..
I've got to have help to get to New York...or at least, out of the capitol,
I thought you might..."

"Vou must be mad!" Pavlat jumped to his feet abruptly, cutting short Jake':
plea. Have you any idea what you're propesing? Fandom is being exterminatec
for being Communist, just because it has members who voice a dislike of

the methods of this present government. The innocent are being punnished
with the guilty...but none of the 5CA liquidations have any real claim to
even the remotest legal justificaticn,

"But now you want to give them exactly the reason they're searching for!
Tc fight back against unjust charges of Communist activities, you want to
collaborate with underground Communists! Despite the smokescreen of
official news recleases, they haven't a shred of honest evidence that would
bear less hysterical examination, And do you really want to give them

that evidence? I think you're crazy even to suggest it.,"

"And what do you suggest? That I burrow into the slums and wait for a
bullet in the brain, like Ted White? That I give mysclf up, and try to

get the truth written into an SCA trial? The New Order hands out pretty
severe trecason scntences, Bob, and the assumption is that guilt exists if
there isn't conclusive proof to the contrary. Have I taht proof, Bob?%? Have
I proof they'd accept? Isn't it better to die fighting a disease I believe
is deadly, than to wait for it to attack me, too?"

"And you really think you can get away safely?"

"If you'll help, I'm sure I can., You've recanted, so far as the authorities
know. You can travel freely. If you bought passage to New York, no one
would check on it, If I were disguisaed somechow...grew a beard...."

Pavalt laughed., "Jake, have you any idea what you're trying to beat? You'd
never get out of Union Station @live, Believe me, Jake, there's no way to
escape, and fighting back is a youthful fantasy. I know, A hand-grenade
exploded near me right on the strects of Washingtcn...and no one would
have minded if it had been a fcew feet closer. In the eyes of most people,
Jake, those who die for spies are automatically convicted.

“Jake, this isn't some game they're playing, and the SCA isn't something
you cap hide from behind-a new neard. They're thorough, vicicus, and

arbitrsry in their methods, and directed by short-sighted fanatics. But,
Jake, nobody seems to potice! The government is too busy worrying about
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bombs going off under Air Force officers in Paris, Tokio, or London, to
notice a few accused subversives shot decwn on the streets of the capitol,
And the pceople are so tensed up that they're glad when some dirty Commie
spy gets mangled resisting arrest. Whether he's guilty or not doesn't
bother them. The SC.i is brutal and arbitrary, but it has the sanction of
the government and the will of the people behind it., And it's too
efficicent an agency for extcrmination for you to escape it,"

"Then you mecan I should give up? I can't do that., Someone must be made to
IHCFOMIOTAZ- @0 % s

"Oh, for God's sake, Jake! Do you think fans are the only ones who are
aware of what's going on in this country? You really believe no one else
has the-sense to realize the insane injustice that this purge-campaign is
spawning? We're not so bankrupt as a nation yet. There arc still people
with a highly developed sense of justice in this country...a lot of them
in important position. But a lot of them arc more worried about the shakey
situation of the American Empire, and others are undecided; they realize
there is a powerful subversive movement, and any attempt to secure total
justice for the innocent could lead to hamstringing autheorities in real
cases of espionage. There will bec a time for justice, and there will be

a time for Fandom to re-emerge and continue in peace, Until that time...
LI igaver &o tendure dajustice and  ifidigrity ) while always voicing our
innocence, and...maybe most of all...we'll have to Stay Alive, Someonec
will hear...eventually."

"Then you won't heclp me?"

"Jake, the only help I can give you is to call the SCA and say you would
like to surrender, You'll at least save your life that way. And no corpse
can explain his innocence."

Jake was silent for a moment, his shoulders drooping., "It's only that I
feel it's so-futile not to try to do anything," he said finally. He
removed a few sheets of mimeographed material from beneath his shirt,
"Bob Mayor printcd this just beforec he died, Ted White's last words are
in it, And a note about Ellison, The ESFA has bcen organized again, in
secret, Harlan is planning direct political action. He's the one who
menticned the VENTURE crowd. It scemed like the answer to our prayers,"

“"Harlan was always a hothead and a fool. He'll be caught soon., And so will
you, if ycu don't surrender before the SCA tracks you down,"

Jake sighed, reluctantly. "Perhaps you'rec right, aftcr ‘all."

"Fine!" Pavlat moved toward the phone. "I1'11 call, and you can surrender
e ncas L L1l be betien this waye.. "

n sharp pounding on the apartment doéor interrupted them before Pavlat
could 1ift the reciever, "Open up, Pavlat! SCA!"

For a moment Pavlat cringed like a frightened cat. "They must have
followed you!" Then he moved, quietly and swiftly, as if he had rehearsed
what he should do after such an alarm. "Hurry Jake; they'll kill us both
if they find you here, The dumb-waiter; pull yourself up to the roof,
amdetanE there till they. lkelaye "
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The tiny elecvator was cramped,
but Jake did as he was tcld.

Frcm the apartment below,

nmuffled shouts occasionally
reachced him. Once he hcard an
uneducated accoent scream,
"Warrants are for Loyal Americans
Pinkc!"

He understced from snatches that
Favlat was defending his
innocence. He heard him say once
that Jake had been to the
apartment, but had been talked
into surrender, The authorities
obvicusly didn't believe the
truth, But despite thec scunds of
a scuffley, Pavlat stoutly refused
to reveal Jake's hiding place.
Then, as abrupt punctuation,
there were three quick pistol
shots. Ancther subversive for the
front pages.

Jake heard the sounds of
searching, outraged tenants
quickly silenced. Stiff and
cramped, he remained hiding until
nightfall, and finally emerged on
the roof. He took out the fanzine
again, and by the light of a
rising moen he read it carefully
once mores the accounts of terror,
unfinished because no man writes
his own obituary; the brief note
of murders and prison-sentences
in California; the report about
ESFA's decision to take positive
action.

After midnight Jake crept from
his perch and moved quietly
through the silent town in the
direction of the freight-yards.
If he were careful, he might
smuggle himself to Baltimore, He
doubted if his description would
he sent out nationally yet.
Washington Fandom was now dead,
but there might still be a chance
elsewnere, New York, for instance

" As he worked his way toward the

station, for a moment he gazed
back at the square spire of the
Nashington Monument. "Someday," h
vowed, "I'm going to help hang a
flag of Freedom from that
flagpolel!™ ---Larry Stark



"For all actions there are
equal and opposite
Eelic tignsy

—Newton
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This column will, I hope, be
the Balm of Egoboo for the
authors here represented, and
the battleground on which the
ideas or reservations brought
to light by their stories are
discussed, if not settled. The
material, its artistic merits,
and the implications of its
subject-matter are of most
interest to me and to the
writers involved., Commentary
on such mattcrs will get most
of my attention when making up
the column.

If you have any quibbles about
the quality of printing, or of
Wia p ey tte s g orici L]l ingd "C i s
work, the layout of this
magazine, Tcd White's address
1s on the contents-page, and
he, not I, is the one to talk
to. As editor, I only work
here.

The magazine, or the idea of
it and its projccted contents,
has already gencrated some
correspondant interest,

For instance:

Shaw

RoyPub

47 E 44, NY 17

Dear Larryy

I've read this through, and I
think you make the point well,
((A story I find too unfinished
to publish.LS3}) But I don't
think the use of actual names
in ficticious pieces is too
wise, Ficticious names that
make it clear who the character
represents are less likely to
cause hard feelings... It
L=y Dl ey Mgt Aoy, LEaliihs
vieuldi tsue s vat y [ e d Tl Sssniht
impossible. Law suits over
stuff in fanzines arcn't
unheard of, you know. Why dordt
you re-work it as straight
fiction, instead of this semi=-
ficticious business, and make
the characters cbviously the
people they represent, without




naming. them...sort of the old dramatic ireny business.

In items like the fan-satire 'l Am Legend™in PEIT a while back, Teal
names are fine, but in a piece so close %o possible as yours, a person
gould casily fecl as if his privacy has been invaded, werds put into
his:-mouthland all that... aAnd it wauld'be.rasy for a ‘fan to mistake it
for straight reporting rather than fictionalization,

Use your own judgcment in the matter, but remembsr the confines of goo
good taste,

Best,

A e

This is a particularly pointed problem ' for me, since I often draw upon
friends for a "“cast of characters"., The story "The Biltmore Insurgents"
for instance uses practically all of Maryland-#¥ashington-Virginia
fandom., The first draft made no concessions to the feelings of the real
pcople concerneds When making the typescript, however,I inserted my
own name and that of Teod's mythical neofan Jacob Edwards where the
characters of fricnds were obviously distorted for dramatic reasons.
I did so not "to avold a punch in the mouth", hecause I think both the
people in question would have no real objuoctions, but to protect them.
Fans wheo don't know them too well might easily believe I were engaged
in slander, or cven worse might believe my characterization to' resembk
the people involved,

I've used friends nearby as basic characters first because I know them
well enough to visualize them in story-situations, and second because
I can get to them to ask whether they approve of my taking their names
in vain., I think the real persons involved shine through the false
names, to anyone who knows them, but no onc has objected yet,

V L McCain

Fadre Hotel

Bakersfield, Cal.

As to your plan to establish a magazine full of such stories((This
brief excerpt came aftcr a half-page discussion of "Dirty Fro", from
DGHE HOTIC ol 50 £isret 5B Ay oub cant dapdd - blrt CEadon Yt (think you can, -Thexre
are comparatively few situations which would lend themselves to such
expoesition, most fans wouldn't be capable of writing them well, and I
imagine comparativecly few would be interested in even trying. It
involves a certain haring of the psyche from which most people shy
away violently. Also, therc is the possibility cf offending the objcts
of the stories if they tend to dig as dee¢ply into human motivation and
personality as your story did. I suspect your story made many fans feel
e on € ohtlse §. o 57,

Let me clarify my vicws regarding fiction in fanzines. I'm not 100%
opposcd to anything smacking of fiction appearing in fanzines, My
complaint, over the ycars, has/ been that there is no cxcuse  for
printing anything in a fanzine which could(if sufficiently well plot-
ted and written)sell to a prozinc, Fanzines should not be the place

for the prezine reject or imitation, There are various types of fiction
which do not fit into this category, When I specak of fan fiction,
however, I use the term(as it is most commonly used)tc denote prozine
imitations, I differ with the purists who insist on eiting.the Speer
definition of it as fiction about fans; I believe thot usage is the
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proper determination of meaning(I fecl that gafia actually means
getting away from fandom than getting away into it, as it was
originally coinecd}so that the fact that most people use the term to
denote prozine imitations is good enough for ine. The sort of fiction
which. uses fans as chmracters I prefer to refer to as fan satire, 1
have no objection te this appraringsin print except that most of it is
miserably written and not worthy of acceptance, Occasionally thecre is
an inspired classic in the genre...of which "The Enchanted Duplicator"
is the perfect example. For the most part these leave me cold, though,
"Dirty Pro" while coming no place close to this level of perfection
was an excellent story, but of course it is not a satire. However, in
line with comments above, I doubt if it will ever attain sufficient
currency to make it worthwhile to invent a title, The oriainal example
while a sturdy specimen, in itself, is, I suspect, a non-viable sport
which will fail to pass its charactcristics along to asdfficient number
of offspring to enahle survival of the species.,

If you can obtain other gocd storiecs of this type, I'm in favor of it
{(Come to think of it, the Maricn Bradley story in the current FiFa
mailing is very similar in atmosphare thcugh lacking the intensely
personal factor of concerning live fans,(("Fantasy Blues; see the
editorial. )} As such, I guess it must stay in the category of mundane
G o st ot it howghzabo ue fanse i) 5

I'm afraid the threce examples of fiction you mention in DOUBLE WHAMMY
((Three stories with the title "Every Issue Better", by Ted White,
John Hitchcock, and myself; the result of a onc-shot session running
on vegetable juices instead of Golden Juices.))only illustrate my
point, They suffer from all having the same subject, of ccursc. But
I'm afraid I was unable to work up much enthusiasm, anyway., Yours
being first, I.rcad 1t as a normal piece of fiction.,.read it all the
way through, waiting for a development which never took place, I kept
having the feeling that this wes supposed to be hilariously funny but
that the joke never quite reached its point. And unless it was supposed
to be funny, I couldn't see the point in writing it, Then I got into
the others and saw the point, and decided it was an idea which sounded
wonderful in the planning stage but which fails to jell in actual
practice, The other two stories I only skimmed through once I found
the link since there was such great similarity in plot as to lead to
impatience trying to read the whole thing.

((DOUBLE WHAMMY was a second in what may turn out to be a lo-ong
series of one-shot sessions held at The House O'Hitchcock; it was
put into FAPA by Ted ihite and John Magnus, "Fantasy Blues" by
Mrs. Bradley was printed in her FaPazine DAY-STAR, and there were
barely encugh copies to go around, Roth ilhite and Hitchcock have
promised STELLAR rcvised versicns of their WHAMMY stories; and

if non-FAPAns would like to sec the other stories recprinted here,
I'1l sce if that can be arranged., Soeme statement of opinion

would be appreciated.))




UITH BACAWARD BLATICE

This ought to bear a banner proclaiming it a production of "One Shot
Press"; though it's not a TRIPPLE WHAMLY, it's more of an inspirecd-
on-stencil production than I'd expected. The Round-Robin idea occurred
to Ted just before we wrapped up the issue, and I was glad enough that it
did that I joined him in enthusiasm. The expected Von Bernewitz art
ain't, but there is a great deal of Jack Harness art here, and I thank
him mightily for it. {((This will teach me to save editorializing till
last.)) Harneskat fits my tastes excellently, and I hope he fits yours.
Final word from me on this issue ought to be some attempt to catalog
the work Ted White has put in on this, "my" debut in fancditing. He's
probably proudest of the layout and format...all of it his work, and
better than I've ever secn him do before. The only cutting I've done
this issue was with this typer((one of the White Stable's best)), and
all but a few fillios that Harness cut himself are here because Ted

cut them. Ted has olready printed most of the issue, and 1s faunching
petulantly for this last segment now. And, without his mailing-1list,
and his FAPA-OMPA membership, I'd probably have no circulation,

I'm hoping there is mail, submissions, and offcrg of Round-Robin
chapters in the box from you soon...and I'll do sy best to act l}ke an

editor about them. You do your best to act 1f 7’roadors.(h:49’ A
11 Chgcr ;;g
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Dept. of Esoteric Significance-or-You Dig This, Tuck?

pigay e b

I played the best "Lear" this nation cver saw---
And did it with an ankle broken,
In a wheelchair and on crutches.
When my company needed actors,
I made actors.
I showed Hollywoed what celluloid could really do.
When storm-clouds swept over Europe,
It was I put "Julius Cacsar" on the boards
With Fascist costumes, z
I was the last of the race of actor
Who knew the meaning of the words
L Cllsals'saibe A pia di st onpis
In a sca of Sociology and Smut,
I alone gave men the real Tragic Heros
More real than life itself---
A giant,
Crumbling from the vacuum in his soul.
They call Olivier a genius, for his "Henry V".
Mzurice Evans' puerile T-V farces,
Defaming the name ¢of the Bard,
They call tasteful pioncering,
(Do they forget my "Lear" the year before?)
and even Guinness has his immortality.
But what does history say of me?
"Remember the night that Mercury Theatre fool
Scared all of Jersey silly with his shocking
'War of The Worlds' Broadcast?"
— ==--Charles Foster Kane
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