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This time around I decided I was
going to work out!a first draft of
the editorial, wonder of wonders!..
Gahl The only thing this accomplisi-
ed was a setting down of things 1
am' sureil “don*tlwant 0 sSayeeeee«s0
I end up taking it from scratch as
usual.seofirst things while I'm
thinking of them,..for some reason
Buckdeer doesn't believe in credit-
ing the illo on the contents vage..
oh, not deliberately, you under -
stand.,,it's just that when typing
up the contents page, the first
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page credit is usually left out....at any rate, this monta it's by Bar-
bara Johnson......the annish, of course, is not only planned to be big-
ger tihan usual, but, we hope, better....the art being my department, I
try to pick stuff I consider more or less the cream of the crop, and I
hope the viewer finds it so...DBi has a caption for her illo on page
lé..0one I found rather entertaining..."I was born this way - what's
your excuse?",....technically, from the Peproduction angle of this ish,
it has been murdcer....don't know whether to credit the devilish cold
dry weather or this particular batch of paper, but I haven't seen such
an attack of static electricity in all my years at the mimeo....and due
to the construction of the Tower, it's impossible to string tinsel on.,.
any suggestions fw miother sufferers.....this discussion of legibility
raging in STRaNGE FRUIT and further comments by several of our newer
subbers lead me into a brief explanation.....some where along the line
some subbers have acguired the idea that YaN ims Buck's pet and I'm just
helping out by kindly doing the illos and the mimeoing (this will be
replitition for FAPA members - kindly ignore)....now to correct this con-
ceptionss,.l got into fandom back in '52, started EISFA-Y.NDRO in Feb -
ruary of !'53 and met Buck at a club meeting in spring of '53....8uck was
an early contributor to the fanzine, but did not become an editor until
our marraige in august of 54,...then gradually, through the usual femil=-
nine deceit...l was able to ease mysell out of the branch of publishing
that I'd never cared for, mainly editing, accepting and rejecting mater=-
ial, and concentrate solely on my first love, illoing and reproduction..
from the beginning, my fetish was legibility, and still is..,..l'm in -
clined to regard mimeoing end dittoing as somewhat like drivinge...the
old master 1s not a good critic or teacher because he has been doing
this so long he has forgotten the simplicities and elementary facts he
himself nonce learned through hard experience.....thus the tolerance of
neo efforts....but when someone has been around for a while and still
produecs *1lousy. CoDTy L start getiing criticnles « sl Ll be somewhat cri-
#IiCallar e el Torts, Looy, i Wley re  tog-hRorribles becatuse I can,look
back to first issues of EISFA-Y.NDRO for comparinese...those first
issues were nothinz to rave about, but they were legible , particularly
after I discovered QRS stencilsse«...,all in-all, it's been g very busy
S1X yearsS...s.seventy-two monthly issues is a lot of turns of the mim-
eo handle, a lot of sore feet, a lot of inky rollers,a lot of slipped



sheets of paper, a lot of assembling, stapling,addressinga.9..it would
be impossible to mention all the contributors and assistanec we receliv-
ed over those six years in the space remalining here....but 1 would 1like
to cast a jaundiced and myopic eye over the file copies..volume one 1s

a skinny little’thing, 1 inch or so, and mostly newsletters....volune
two is a bit thicker, variegated paper, = wealth of Thomas Stratton,and
some of our worst reproduction - including the issue that was typed up
while we were moving, many of the stencils belng cut. 1T Ehe cary AhEtas
per in my lap as we bounced over county roads,..s.talk. = about chopped-
to-pleces stencilsl.....volume three was also somewhat variegated 1n col-
ER, ~ and was just gbout the rock-bottom year emotionally - that was
the year of the school board inquisition and various other problems (and
you commenters on my suicide editorial, if you think 1've never reached
the depths, try going through something as humiliating as that, further
considered in the cold light of resson as fully comprehending four bilg-

. ‘oted people are going to virtually blacklist you in your chosen DR

sion, torpedo the time and money invested in a college education, and
all because you happen to be a science fiction fan in your spare tire...
believe me, fellas, you can't get too much lower emotionally than 1 did
at that moment....beinz married has great suicide deterrent tendencles,
incidentally, with the assurance that there is at least one person com-=
sletely on.your side)....l like to think that with volume four Y.NDRO,
now titled, hit its stride, and thab. the changes since that year have
been steadily for the bettereess.s It inclined to credit the zine's lon-
gevity to = call it an "gasy=going" attitude....we never intended to
shake fandom to its roots or compete with the great trend setters...this
is, purely and simply, a hobby - time-conswaiing, yes, at times expensive,
but never shattering (and that, Kamman, i1s why no photoffset. cCoOVErSesee
when it comes to a question of household repairs,groceries, clothing,
etc., or the fanzine, I'm afraid it's the fanzine that has to cut-backe.
I certainly can't .see goinz in debt over an alleged hobby as some faneds
have done)ee.ss the main purpose of a hobby, I always understood, was
pleasure and diversion..s.to us, should a fanzine reach the stage where
it had great meaning and opinion shattering portent to the extent of
nail chewing and sleep losing,.1t would cease to be a hobby, or to be &
pleasure.s.sssss.othere are many thinzs about YANDRO I'd like to improve,
some which I can, and others which simply aren't feasibles...for one ,
there is far too much offset in the zine at the moment, but the elimina=
tion of this would demand slipsheeting, and since the mimeoing is now
sendwished inibetween dusting, vacuuming, dish washing, child and husband
 fecding, floor mopping, etcs, the additional hours of time demanded by
slip ‘sheeting are simply out of the questlons.....l would like to have
more elaborate covers, and now with the finstallation of a multilith at
Buck's office, this promises to be a wish fulfilled in the near fluture..
1 would. like to discover more good artists...this year brougnt me Bar =
bara Johnson, and about one a year of that caliber would be the answer
to a faned's prayer, but the more the illoier.....one Hew Year's resolu=
tion have I which should please Thiel and a few others (though I can't
imagine why)e..l intend ©o drift back into that which I succeeded in
leaving several years G5O0ses »lOIE to the point, I hope to.take a large
part in the written section of YN in '59, perhaps handle a few letter
columns and Sucheweesotime will tell (even if politically slanted)««JdilC



losing..it

For the last couple of lssues, I've
been urging our readers to write in
and tell us thsir choices of the too
three i%ems published in YANDRO in

S PRTARS ke 1958. At the time, I confidently ex
G AL, < S pected to run the results of this
: 2 Bl C /A g I e ~| egoboo poll in the present issue.It
~41sn't here, however, because the re
sul tesgsUsaR Shge-een sort of "
confusing. To date, about 10% of
our readers have responded, 24 items §

s i have been mentioned, and none of

LSS AT R S S . them have receilved over 2 flrst
place votes. The poll results have been held over for the next issue
and I simply nominsted my own choices for Terwilleger's BEST OF FAND@M.
- (Checking with Juanita, of course.) Another item missing from this An-
nish is the speclal cover we've had for the last two. We d;dn't have the
money thls year, and no one came forward convenlently to do the work for
us. We'll have some multllith covers in the future, though,

If some kind soul can glve us the address of Kenneth Ford, we can
send him hls contributor's copy. A good bit of the material Ron Smith
sent us was by people we'd never heard of before, and I guess that some
of the stuff from DESTINY was by people he'd never heard of before,

: Ye are now the proud possessors of a UY-year—old Webcor tape record-
er. 3 3/U.and 7 1/2 ips speeds, medlum fldellty, nominally dual track.
(I say "nominally" because the recording heads don't quite match, so
that actually we have about 2% tracks and unless we're careful to play
back in the same direction as the original recording we get a double
recording, since whatever was on the tape earlier isn't completely
erased.) I hope that fellow tape-recorder-owners will understand what

I'm talking about here; I'm not sure that I do, Anyway, once I get some
cheap tapes (a2n outfit in New Jersey sells 1200!' for $1.40 plus postage
and a hi-fl addict at work clalms that it's good tape) I'll be 1h bus-—
iness. I've bought a couple of tepes at the regular retgll price, but I
cen't afford this very often. If anyone wants to trade tapes, welre will
ing, but I doubt 1f we ingugprate much tape-correspondence,

Lee Anne Tremper, 3858 Forest Grove Drive, intends to review fan-
zines for g projected publicadtion of the Indlanapolis Sclence Fictlon
hssoclatlon. (The rest of the addreds is Indianapolis, Ind., —- I don't
seem to be hitting on all cylinders today.) dny publishers who are in-
terested in getting reviews tele note. The Indianapolis club is gcing
along qulte well under the lesdership of Bob Madle. They had a New Year'!s
Eve party; Juanlta end I intended to go, but the roads turned out to be
glare ice that night, so we dldn't. We've attended a couple of meetlngs,
For the time belng, however, the Indlanapolis Science Fiction Soclety
ard the Indiana Science Fictlon Soclety are completely different organ-
lzations, with different aims. (The elms 0f our ISFA are quite simple;
to get together occasionally and have fun, The Indianapolis group has
whnat they consider more important interests, but we don't consider any-
thing in fandom more important than an occaslonal party.)

Why should I have spring fever in Jahuary?

/



issue.lt

A short post seript to the egoboo poll:; will the individual who
voted for "Slag" as a unlt please drop us a card repeating his or her
cholces? I recall gettling such a vote, but managed to lose 1t before
getting 1t 1listed, and I can't recall the other cholces,

We were rather startled, while watching the credlts on a recent
"Texas Rangers" program, to notice the line "from a story by Ed Earl °
Repp". (For those:fans without access to coples of old WONDER STORIES,
I might add that Repp is best known--to us, at least-- as the author
of "The Radium Pool" and similar antiquated stf.) And while we dldn't
see 1t, Gene DeWeese reports that the oplum-smuggling vlillain of a re-
cent eplsode of "Yours Truly, Johnny Dollar" was named Al Dodd, (What's
Moorcock doing these days, Alan?)

For collectors who are interested in that sort of thing, it might
be noted that the cover 1llustration of the current DOUBLE-ACTION DE-
TZICTIVE 1s the same one which was used on the Nov. '55 1ssue of ORIGIN-
AL SCIENCE FICTION STORIES, Columbia must be feeling the pinch; I see
that SFS 1s sporting a one~color cover made up of inserts from past in-
terlor 1llustrations,,....there 1ls only one new illustration in the en-
tlre magazline, and I'm susplclous of that one--maybe I Jjust don't have
the lssue 1t was used 1n before. The concensus of opinion 1s that scien-
ce fletlon 1s golng to pot....lodoklng over some of the recent magazines
and books, I'm forced to agree, The British are publishing better stf
than any US magazine except F&SF, and maybe ASTOUNDING, Anyone who likes
to read the stuff had better get in a subscription to NEBULA, NEW WORLDS
and SCIENCE FANTASY, Britain has had better luck wlth her authors.....
as Willlam F, Temple, Arthur Clerke, ¢nd other old-timers slow down
their production, newcomers like Ted Tubb, John Brunner and XKen Bulmer
take thelr places, In the US, when Kuttner and Kornbluth die, Helnleiln
retlres to one-juvenile-a-year, Bradbury turns to preclous stories for
women's magazines, Hubbard and van Vogt declide there's more money in
nut cults, and Sturgeon turns to God knows what, who 1s there to replace
them? Sllverberg ean match the Kutthner output, but he's a long way from
the Kuttner quality. Poul Anderson apparently only wriltes when he gets
hungry, turning out half a dozen stories in a couple of months and then
disagppearing for another year. Algls Budrys and Chad Oliver don't write
enough, James Bllsh ls the only really good US author with a respect-
eble smount of published wordage in the past year, and he's been mostly
rewrlting previous efforts, Brltaln has always furnished a good share
of the better stf authors; John Wyndham, Bertram Chandler, Erle Franik.
Russell, Clarke, etc., But thls 1ls the first time that I can recall when
Srltish authors have furnished a maijority of the readable stf storles.’

When she became publisher of the local Newcomer's Club newsletter,
Juanlita inherlted a hektograph. She scorned to use this primititve im-
plement, which has been lylng sround the house since. Yesterday, I de-
clded to try 1t out, end after swiping a supply of ditto paper from
work, I typed up a letter which I hoped to send to my various relatives
if I could get 1t to reproduce. (I never wrlte my family; fanac doesn't
leave me any %time,) It reproduced all right -~ looked as well or better
than the average dittoed fanzine., The instructions sald that when I was
done, I was to remove the lmprint on the gelatine with a sponge. Juanita
is now the proud possessor of a purple sponge, and-I have a sore arm, it
was beglnning to think that demned imprint never was going to come off,
From now on, I'll stick to letting Juanita do the publishing. RSC




You older readers will remember, with tears dripping silently from your
eyes, the name of A, E. van Stratton. Ah, what memories that name con-
Jures up, down, and sideways' Those classic novels, Slam, the terrific
Whoppin'! Shop serles and, that incomparable Christmas storJ, The World
Of Noel A. Thé name of van Stratton has long been missing in the fleld;
our boy grew tired of writing about mad scieéntists, and became one.3ut
his singular method-of writing in 100-word blocks ie still remenbered,
and now, as a publlc service, YAWDRO brings you a few of these blocks
_from hls last,) great, unpublished classic

THE REFEREES

chribyties LoAc T \/AN STRATTON——-

Hls extra brain!
Where was his extra brain® g
Gosling broke out 1n a cold, blank sweat Yithout his extra brain,
he was nothln ! :
He had ha § 1t when he entered the darkened POGMA ¢
_But the room wasn't dark now! '
Where -was he?
. Recognition flooded thru him, Fe was outside
Outside?
Outside what? :
4 shadow fell over him, 3 :
Yhirling suddenly, he was confronted o gk giant

~

U

Literally.

The man towered. Spread. Loomed!

Cosnoxious! ; _

The neme came unbldden to his llps, and he realized where he was.
And who!’

Ashgrove! The bastard nephew of tie ‘emperor of the entlre Sixth
Sector of the Galaxy, Ennul the Chartreuse!

Robert E. Gilbert Gosling sat alone in a room, There was a lthock
on the door,

He arose slowly, walked to the window end contemplated the beauty
of Venus Clty for a mlnute while the significence of whaot he had just
.heard penetrated his consclousness, A knock on the door, and he was not
the last man on Earth, Or, he thought suddenly, 1s that the signifi-—
gance.... No, He was not even on Earth

A knock! '

Full reallzation sweeping over him, he whirled, In one lithe ~cat-
like movement he was across the room and opening the door.

But it wouldn't open!

Of course, he thought, in a flash of brilliant 1nsight, I locked 1t}
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The girl smiled. _
Gosling returned the smile, The glrl, he felt sure, held some key

..éy_



to the problem, If he could only persuade her that he was a member of
the group, he might discover information vlital to him,

And to the world, ;

Je smiled agaln, and spoke in the vernacular of the mob. "The Boss
must be getting absent-minded, sending two agents on the same Job. How-
ever, now that I have, ah, acquired the boodle, there's nothing to
worry about, Let's go to a nice, ouiet restaurant,®

"Certalnly," the girl replied. "A nice, cozy tete-a-tete; Just you,
me, and your extra braln,' _ '

Halllng a helli-cab, Gosling directed the pilot to the Emperor Arms,
a aqulet, cozy restaurant often frequented by conspilrators, As he handed
the hat-check girl hls hat, coat, and ornamental atom-blast pistol, a
thought struck him, The girl had mentioned hls extra braln! She knew
who he was!

The émperor swept forward majestlecally down the corrlidor. Rouncing ;
s corner, he looked furtively sbout him, doffed crown, mantle and broom,
and stood revealed a8, not the Emperor Ennul MCMLVIII, but none other
than Gilbert Gosling, boy schizo! Slipping furtively into the pelace's
Chamber of Secret Documents, he was greeted by a sheill scream. A swift,
slightly blanlz look informed him that he had erred; thls was not the
Charber of Secret Documents after all. but the bedchamber of the lovely
Princess Ida. lth an embarrasced esmilehe moved toward the bed reas-
eurinzly. Discovery at this polnt .ould be fatal, ;

A sudden wave of dlzziness enveloped hlm; before he could exert
consclous control of his cerebral arteries, blackness descended,

His next conscious thought was of the morning sun falling on his
face. Brushing i1t off irrltably, he tried to remember what had hap-
pened, He had been walking towerds the bed...now he was 1n the bed, and
1t was obviously the next morning. Confound that extra braln, anyway!

It always menaged to take over during the most interesting eplsodes,
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ABSTRUSES: The map is not the territory. Nelther 1is the territory the
magp. 4 man 1s not elther one, But then, what 1s?

A few deft strokes with the atomic razor and the face of the corpse
was revealed,

There was a haunting famillarity about it.....

Replacing the coffin 1id and gquletly extingulshing the atomic night
light, ‘he slipped quletly into the fog.

The followlng morning, something cllicked, ;

With the first rays of the Venuslan dawn, CGosling sat bolt upright
in bed, a look of sterk understanding blanketing hls features. Every-
thing fell lnto place with the advent of this single esstounding reve-
lation: The face behlnd the beard, that of the infamous Captalh Dodd,
Arlstotelian spy and prlvate physiclan to Ennul the Chartreuse, be-
longed to nohe other than Gosling's Aunt Sarahii!

PALS: ?It seems that you alweys get lousy reviews of YANDRO, T sympa-
thice with vou and will give you a ghodd review 1f you send a few ishes
my way. That is, of course, 1f I think you deserve 1t." /This is an
actual, honest-to-Ghu gquote from a_fellow fan—ed. RSC/




S oTice ch’mon Art\ e

BY ack gauJ/hC/

Science fiction! Wonderful stuff and the stuff of wonder. Some of
1t is even literature, possibly, (I don't feel fully cgualifled to say.)

_ The writers have made of 1t what they have made of 1t and the re-
viewers....ah, those reviewers! Look through the professlonal magazines,
the amateur magazines....even become involved in conversation with a
reader of science fictlon (fantasy or what you will) and behold the eru-
ditlon with which reviewers pass Judgement upon the written works 1n
(end sometimes out of)the field, Oh'!' Such analysea! Such impeccable and
studlous searchings out of plot, characterization, structure, language,
invention, etc, etc, etc, I must admit that insofar as I am capable of
Judging the judges they seem to know what they're gbout, I must assume,
not really knowing a hell of a lot, that they know all thils structure
business and so on. Within the assumption I questlion what I wlll or cen
and accept what they so sdroltly persuade me to accept.

Briefly, I grant thet the literary critics 1n the sclence flction
fleld seem %o know in varylng degrees what they are about when 1t comes
to passing Judgement on storles...on the written word, Nor must I exclude
edltors from this clan of Jjudees of no mean abllity (wlthin our field).

But I malntaln that these so capable judges overstep their bounds
when they begin to crliticlze the prescence or bemoan the lack of art in
the graphlic work of the artists and craftsmen within the fleld. I maln-
faln that not one revliewer I have read has displayed to me the tiniest
atom of knowlng Judgement when 1t comes to criticizlng plctures, des-

e lgns, layout or even the
slightest graphlc effort’
of any artilst, good, bad,
oh indifferen% whom
they have taden it upon
themselves to criticize.
I malntaln thet they are
incapable of judging
-graphic work and untll

am proven wrong I
would politely ask that
they elther refraln fron
thils unfalr and unguali-
fled criticlsm or enlist
the ald of a sultatle
art critic who knows
what he is about,

In order to have felt
the leest Jjustificatlion
in saying what I have
sald, I nmust -perforce
feel gualified myself to




judge these things graphic even as I

must feel qualified to judge the Jjudges, ////AD
Now, I malntain that

there 1s someone at fault

end that these seemingly 5”/7 ‘5x

self-appointed literary //,7767d>

critics are indeed at /%f@/ /%7ﬁﬁ7
f '2“’" A
‘ ‘ j i /

fault; but I further maln- IM
taln that these critics do
not tear the burden of that
fault alone. With a few
doubtful exceptlons, there
are no artists who cannot
bear some goodly portions of
the blame themselves, However,
nc single person or category
of persons professional or
otherwise bear this fault
exclusively., The fault with
artlsts 1s that they cannot,
do not, or will not produce
work which demands knowlng
criticism, But we can always
bleme that on the edltor, can " FeRAEST
we not. Even art edltors take refuge in the argument (or lack of argu-
ment) that the edlitor, who of course has his flnger on the public pulse,
has the finsl say on what is bought and what 1s not. I would ask these
persons Just why they work in the canacity of art directors 1f not to
exerclse the judgement based upon the knowledge they must have dlisplayed
in order to have achieved thelr positions in the first place? I would
then ask editors, who, having art directors, why they do not allow thelr
art directors to display what cepsbllitles they might possess?

And you artists; why were you hired, why were ycu given the commls-
sion or story if not to excerclse your abilities among whioh nust Dbe
some degree of critical judgement in regard to graphlic productions? Or
is 1t that you can "draw" merely?

Science fTictlon art is 1n a very bad way if there be no able judges
gither producing or goverhing production —— sclence fiction is not alone
in thls but at present this particular field 1s all that concerns me -~
and it would seem that there are not, for I do not see any evidence of
thls Judgement.

The literary element of sclenice flction has managed, I bellieve, and
am informed, to raise itself from a rather deep rut of late; the stories
I read and have read have been worlks acceptable at first to no other
publishing field, but have teen of such power and appeal they they cre-
ated outside marhets In effect they led,..they did not cater to a spe-
cific market demand in all thelr respects but seem to have created a
demand for progress away from thset stagnating business of working strict-
1y.for a market. Of talking downh to a market lhstead of just to it, But
the artwork.......we artlsts ste followers now, not leaders or "oreators"
(an admittedly dangerous word), and 1t is because of this lack of exer-

_.f;._
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clsing prerogatlve inherent in our work that things have come to such
a sorry pass.

Now, the reader. He who howls....he who supposedly governs alle...
you, the market. You with the quarter plus a dime. You have learned for
the most part to accept what to me seem to be revolutlonary changes in
the art of story telling -- but unless you are presented wilith a pseudo
photographic likeness of winged cigars amidst the pseudo photographlo
likenesses of allen landscapes you howl prodigicusly and bemoan the
soap bubble whose purveyor himself must be sick to death of them, other-
wlse he'd still be doing the damned things, And nalve? Oh are you ever!
Some of the purveyors of this photOgraphic regllsm have at thelr commend
the gbility to organize and compose, to communlicate (end art 1s a means
of communication whlch without organiz ation 1s like unto so much glbber-
1sh) but you (editors end artists end critics all Join in this cholege
group now) in your neivety accept any effort similarly accoutred and ex-—
ecuted whether 1t has rhyme or reason. You my friends I do not choose
to lgnore entlrely but I ask your indulgence to allow an artlst to ply
hls trade and gssure you that there are enouoh mere craftsmen agbout to
keep you happy :enough.

There are in this field genulne talents, real abllitled; and lf
you who pass Judgement one way or another wlll admlt a certaln lack of
qualification to do so perhaps these abilitles and talents need no long-
er hide under market analyses., &nd you who possess these qualities for
God's seke use them......do what you can do,

Note: This article was originally accepted by INSIDE, and its Dublloa—
‘tion 1n YANDRO does not mean that elther Juanita or I have changed our
oplnions of the "modern" stf"art'ploneered by GALAXY MAGAZINE,
MONSTER MNOVIE ENDINGS WE WOULD LIKE TO SEE i)
By Thomas Stratton

(At the opening of the scene, the Girl, the Reporter, the General and
the Sclentist are all in a small plane flying over Brooklyn through
which the Monster 1s cuttling a swathe of destruction,)

"But are you sure that this wlll work, Dr, Flickerhaug?" aslks the
General ,

At this point " replies the Sclentist, "we cannot be positive, I
feel certaln that demagnetizing the creature will at least prevent him
from further feeding on Earth's grsvitic currents, and posslibly kill 1t,
But all that I know 1s that somewhere 1in the universe there 1s a force
to conquer this evil, I do not know that I have found 1t."

"There he 1s!" shouts the Reporter,

"Right. Now then, Hal, you must take us as close to the creature
as you can. Laboratory tests indicsgted that the depolarizling current
has a very short range. And hold the beam steady; we must focus the beam
accurately,”

The plane makes several circles. "We're too far away," mutters the
Sclentist, "You must teke us closer,

The plane comed® closer, The monster stapgers then for the first
time notlces the buzzing object above its head, It raises an arm, a vio-
let ray shoots from one forefinger, and the plene crashes 1in flames.
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A-WESTEAN-TALE

o overhecird by DAINIS BISEN|EKSJ

"There's 211 kinds of strange eritters around these parts, but you
just don't see them often. Now there was the time when me and Jeb met
one of them, a real pecullar thing, I cen even tell you the day 1t was.
Last year, daf after some folks saw a flylng saucer or soup dish or
soup dish or something - 1t got in the papers, but of course everybody
made fun of them. Anyway, we were out looking for streys; Jeb was driv-
ing the Jjeep and I was Aeeping a lookout,

"So I see-this 06dd-looking ball of fur: to one gide. It's gbout as’
big a8 a jackrabbit, 'gnd first I thlnlc 1t 1s one, but it doesn't move,
and I see the color is something T have never seen A sort of sllvery
black is the best I can descrlbe 1t, I tell Jeb to stop and back up,
which he does, ghd I step out end plck it up.

"It ig heaVV, end werm, and glive! e put 1t on the seat and stare
at it. No, 1t doesn't stgre baclk, but just lies there. There isn't much
more to soe Itts gtill ‘the sheoe of a ball, and the fur stands stralght
up 80 we can't see if 1t has any front or rear or anything that a self-
respecting animal has,

"That the hell are we going Ht el with thisd" I-aek,

"Chuck 1t in the rear; weill flgure that out later.”

VI dothdt ehucl "1 but place 1t gently on the back seat; we have
some gear in the back tnat will Peep it. from rolling. And we drive on,
Ve come to the canyon rim, and stop, I : Jeb why he's stopping. He
says, 'Before we go any farther, let's fivure out what we're gonnag do
with this thing, whatever 1t 1s. Can't just g0 back and tell the boss
that we found a thing back there - what are we gonna cell 167!

"fell, thet part is easy enough," says I, "Seeilng as how thls is
such a rare critter that nobody's ever Seen one before cgll it a ’rary

"So, a rary 1t 1s, Then we get to talklng:about whet we are going
to do wlth 1t. I want to try and sell 1t to somebody, maybe a clrcus,
but Jeb inslists that 1t is golng to be nothing tut ‘trouble! that iIf
this gets to the papers we are done for., And he proceeds o tell how
we will get no money from it, but are never going to get a moment's
peace, with folks from gll over pestering us and asking questlons And
how maybe we are going to lose our Jjobs, Suddenly he picks up the rary
end puts 1t down on the canyon rim. 'If you can't think of a better
idea, I'm going to tip it over the rim,' he says.

"Before I can get a word out, I hear a volce, 'I say, fellows, 1is
it net  a bit hasty of yopJdhe tip me over the rim?!

e are. discombobbulated, Here 1s the rary tallzlng to us, and sound-
ing like a dude Britisher. Jeb mumbles 'T...I didn't know you could
AT Mg s el Rearyt”

'You didn't ask me,! he...well, it says. 'And since you were going
my way, I thought that I would *ust ride along, you know, and slip 6ff
uhen I was reedy T really oulte sturdy.' He looked sturdy enough,
even though how we could see a sort of crack opened in the fur in one
place. 'But', 1t continues, 'that canyon rim is a bilt too much., It's
e long, 1onv wey to tip = rorv y

_]]__
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Brad Herideth would be immortal when he dled,

That is, if he died. :

He sat on The porch of the rest home, a small white concrete bulld-
ing, in the midst cf =& plne forest, on the planet Bendle III. It had
been bullt: especlally for him: it was his home, 1its facllltles and 1ts
staff directed tOWards one purpose: to keep him alivs.

Which wasn't difficult, Hls body operated all right. It only had %o
be suppllied; with a minimum of direction it functloned, 1t llved. And 1%t
sat out on the porch and stared at the lake and did nothing else,

-

The staff had three members: Doctor Fred Jonnson, and two nurses,
Jean Hedley and Frances Hect.

The three of them were in the recreation room -- which was, in
this case, reserved for the staff rather than the patient.

1ok get 80 tlred, Fred," sald Frences, leanlng back in the pnemmatic
cushlons of the chalr

"And not from overwork," Jean added. :

Doctor Johnson smiled. "M7e'1l not be here for long, Frances. And
after all, someone hes to take care of him, ‘e just happened to be avall-
able at the wrong time. Anyway, I think it's rather a good opportunity
for catching up on my studles. i

Frances looked thoughtfully out the window, down at the still blue
lake., "It!s not just that we have so 1llttle to do " she sald. "It's him.
He slts there, day after day. Just -slts there and’ stares. We put.him -
to bed, and he sleeps -~ at least he seems to. For that matter, he only
seems to be awake, We put food In his mouth and he swallows 1t. But he'!s
not alive, Fred; not really,"

Fred Johnson got out his pipe and began filling 1t. "No, now there
you're wrong, Frances, The unsettling thing 1s that he 1l1s allve. Brad
lMerldeth was a highly Intelllgent, oompletely sane person until he came
back, Then he was like he is now -- an zoparent 1diot,'

Thick clouds of sgoke began rislng from the bowl of his plpe.

"We!ve known of mature, intelligent adults golng hopelessly insane be-
coming raving 1unetics But nobody hae ever turned into an 1diot. '

Jean looked at him, her mouth attempting to grin. "You mean, Fred,
that nobody has ever. before literally lost his mind?"

s

He was a symbol, He had been-the flrst, and he had lost, But they
would try agaln; they would understand the problem and -solve it -~ they
swore by God they would!

Because the race of man 1ls dynsmic, moving, changing, There. is no
neutral for 1%, only forward and backward And man-was dlsperslng into
the stars, facing the challenge of new frontlers -- of space and of the
mind s At was a dynamic force of conquest, whieh might -at any moment -
furn into a force of destruction, But for now 1t -was. pushing outward,
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rather than inward.
Yet Brad Merldeth wasn't moving with 1t.
He sat on the porch and stared at the lake.

THERE WAS A BOWL OF BLACKNESS,#AND HE SAT IN THE CENTER, WAITING,
BEFORE HIl THERE WAS A PANEL HE COULDN'T SEE, AND AN INDICATOR THAT i€
INVISIBLE, HE WAITED FOR THAT INDICATOR TO FLASH; THEN HE WOULD KNOW,
THEN HE WOULD HAVE DONE IT,

UNTIL THEN THERE WAS NOTHING HE COULD DO,

BUT WAIT,

AND AS HE WAITED HE BECAME TENSE, AS HE CAME CLOSER AND CLOSER AND
CLOSm....I.. 2

The planet Bendle III was a sparsely populated member of the Feder-
atlion, It was on one of the trade lanes to some of the more recently
colonlzed and more readlly profltable planets on the far rim of explored
space. It was rich 1n minerals, but they weren't easily mined -—~ theve
were smaller, more barren planets that satlsfled the need, But 1t we
simllar to Earth' 1t had plant life and enimal 11lfe and alr, soil S
water,

It was a fltting place for the erectlon of thelr whilte, box-shgped
monument, The final restlng place of Brad lierideth -- like Earth, to
ease thelr consciences; far away, to ease thelr nerves,

But 1t made: no difference o him, The nurses came and tended and
left; the doctor checked and supervised, But there was never anythlng’
1mportant for them to do, only menlal tasks —-- to see that he was fed,
to see that he slept GOmfortably to see to his toilet. But they seldom
rested; they dld thelr best to tina little things to do, They flitted
around, moving from room to room, from task to task, from minute to
minute.

Brad Merideth never changed. He sat on the porch and stared at the
lake,

#

d’iJhlle on Earth and Betelgeuse IV they worked on the problem deter-
minedly.

John Bennett and Ralph Fowler sat in the view-dome of the latter's
moon residence, while thelr wives dlsposed of the dishes.

"Cigar?" sald Ralph,

"Thanks," acknowledged John as he reached for one., With it he mot-
ioned toward the surface of the moon and the stars gbove 1t, "That! s the
problem I'm working on, Ralph, and I don't think I'11l ever make 1t.

"It's a tough assignment *John, You know that, How many research
crews have they had working on it before they stuck you?" 1

"Enough, certainly, But I don't feel that I'm stuck, I want to
solve 1t. It's importert; we need 1t, And I wish I knew the answer,"

"Well, I sympath*ze wlth you, but thank God my research has proved
more fruitful, I'1l confine myself to the solar system and let you worry
about the galaxy. We carry on our trade and communication all right with
unmanned ships., The only difficulty 1s wilth inltial colonlzation. I'm
setisfied, "

"I don't know, Ralph. Meybe I'm the trouble, because I'm a sclentist.
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Meybe 1t'!'s strictly = humeon problem, snd one for psychistry, After =11,
we have the drive, and 1t works, There's nothing wrong with it, Our
problem is obviously a natural law; we can't change 17%. So maybe the
only way is to change péople."

"Are you sure the trouble 1sn't with the nature of the drive?"

"I'm sure of 1%, although that's not offlclal. After all, It 1is
quite siuple only a matter of relative speed. It operates on a funda-
mental variation of Newton's Igw of ‘gravitgtion: that the repulsicn be-
tween two bodles is directly proportional to the product of their masses
and the3sqlare of “the distance. Therefore, .the further epart the two’
bodies are, the faster they will fall 3l§X from each other .In short,
it's anti~grav1ty applied to a specifit point in space,"”

"1t's way out of my line, John; I've got.no idea at -all gbout 1it,
Meybe you've set yourself up a problem that simply can't be solved by
theory, untll you've dlscovered some way of
understanding the bgsic laws involved; and
'~ thet, 'as I see:1t, means doing what, Brad

. Herideth did. Which brings -you to a complete
impasse," He shrugged hls shoulders., "How
long 1s 1t since Merideth made the trip?“

"Fifty years, “#John sighed.

" ir

On Bendle III it was darlk, and Brad Mer-

ideth sat under the quilted blanket of the
night, on the porch, which was at-

s A the front of the buildlng, which was
LA on the top of the hill, which was in
3 front of the lake, and he watched
the world rotatlng#before him,

7 r

HE WAITED, THE BLACKNESS SEzMED TO BE
CLOSING IN ABOUT HIM, CHOKING HIM. HE FELT
AS IF HE WAS IN A COFFIN, HIS HANDS AGAINST
THE LID, AND SOMEONE WAS PUSHING IT CLOSED,
PUSHING HIl! DOW.I INTO BLACKNESS,...

CLOSER- s e 08 R

HE FELT THE 'ORLD CONSTRICTING ABOUT
HIMs FELT HIS MIND SCREAM IN TERROR, THOUGH
HE COULD NOT SPEAK, COULD NOT MOVE, COULD

NOTEDHTNK ;5 s

- CLOSE- .5 8.0
. HZ YWATCHED TYE PANEL IN FRONT OF HIM,
DIMLY AWARE OF WHAT HE WAS WAITING FOR,
BARELY AWARE THAT THERE WAS ANYTHING AT ALL
THAT HE HAD EVER WAITED FOR....

CLOSER. v 4w v

BLANKLY HE STZRED AT THE PAN"L WAITING,
- THE LIGHT FLASHED, AND IN AN INSTANT IT WAS
GONE, BUT BRAD NVRIDbTH NEVER KNEW HE SAW IT.

Tt wouldn't have been so bad, If he'd
had memories, liemories of things and people

e




and places, of smells and noises and tastes,
of disappointment and happiness. But he had
nothing but g mind with which to think.

And he couldn't think, :

A mind not that of a child, which 1s
awakening, but g mind in susoension et o
mature mind cepable of a high potential, 1if
It could 'be indluced $0: funcifeiie l-mind that
didntt function, that dldnit think, that
only existed, exlsted on and on into the
years.

A mind that sat within a body on a porch
and watched the lake and had no memoriles,

There were the trees and the stars and
the darkness; there were the blrds snd the
morning, the dew and the raln; there were
the winds and the snow znd the green grass
and the callco flowers. But there were no
points of reference,

He had not dled, he did not sleep, yet
he was not aware. The switch had been turned
off and it hadn't been turned on agaln.

So Brad lMerideth sat on the porch and
walted, But he no longer knew that he walted,
as the wind blew around his heavily clad body
and the planet moved towards morning. It had
been a.long time. A long tl-ie that he had lived
in the rest home and walted, lile a spaceshlp
that has used up all 1ts fuel an enpty hulk,
with all of the 1ife burned out of it,

But he had been the flrst —-- and that
would maxe hlm immortal, As long as man taught
history, he would teach freckled, pug-nosed,
ear-washed creatures throughout the Federation
of the Experiment, of the Greet Froniler, and
of Brad Merideth, who had been the first -— the
first man to travel faster than the speed of

light.

and then he had been stooped
LI LI TN e L AR BT e LB U S S I e 4
7/1/':/ lll/'u7/u:/7/7[:/’7/447///1/4/:/1:p /] .-u:u M‘nu Wil .uuu?:?;?fnu WA i u e T e et e e T T “.'?J
£ Trufan'ts motto: "Everyone else should have ethics.
N R R N L L R N Ny N R W R IR N R R R ) W I
T nle lula i alk a alala s nla el alnlula i ntils Vi tstaldtainlntnininlalalnlnta aletelalililnlala i a e lalnl e a i el lalnlilais

STFINITIONS
Perlgee. e suoastulce the pUBSGREGRaTITY oo dasss o o sliarsine Helstgeh
Astendenly. .o« oo B0 UD. N1 OBESBEOUI, o\ . . . .« . - f's s's e adEOPEEe Bpencer
BErgoy e, s dee s o oo sl cMale DRREEM TRt o R L L r cnie s v o s aes s CERE DENSESD
Borbitant vivnes BN LB Bru il st e e e e o alhin e e s B PCHES
e L ANE, 35 ve Fuieie o URRE I o o A SN TP TRE B o o 6-scupae s 51 o uikh e by o b e o R (OGS
CHEglenales /o vees s DUBANEEE S DERIHIET s i ads v s i o o0 i 3 as s 4 sies s L ROMAS -~ SLTEC LD
DS E DU, . s s2's s Lol Epa TS TOVEBEREBIER, & 0 o iva eitevie o % o osls ilnit s BB ae 0
QR R TBODNY o« vials 20 o oL NEU L ANCEMBEAICI TR v o sv v 65 o o 000 o0 3w sl siet el BDCIISEL

, B



iru.ru

A O000ERING COLUMI———.

BY uncle alan macdodi

When the news leaked out that the Loch Ness lMonster was about to be’
hunted with undervater televislion cameras, who do you suprose wes there,
elone of the more highly pald correspondents, in s flash?

Thy - naturally - of course.

Fifteen hours by road from London to Loch Ness 1n one contlnuous
rush brolzen only by two hours for refreshment when the manhure lorry
stopped.

‘Desplte the name of lacDodd (I always drop the "Mac" in fine weath-
er), I had never been in Scotland before. Our lot was requested to leave
the country about 200 years before. Even the Gorbels couldn!t stand us.

&8 the lorry ceme down the Pass of Glencoe, with only the red of the
eyebells showing after four hundred miles, Jazzed black mountains shaded
into purple and green ss flylnz clouds were whipped escross the light.

&t Ind a Cameron, our traditionsl enemy, was, unless I
wes misteken, hiding behind every bush ready to nlp
out and level up the score over the recent massacre
a hundred yesrs or so back. Long memorles, those
Camerons. In Fort Augustus at the westerly end of
Loch Ness there 1s even today an aged Cameron who
stlil shudders at the very name of MacDodd, I don't
suppose thoese charecters wlll ever get over the ldea
of belng asked to dinner and thnen having thelr silly
heads lopped off, But thet's the Camerons for you -
they'll go anywhere for a free drink.

Finally I srrived at the Glen Sanders lorriston
hotel gnd sgid farewell to the driver of the manure
lorry who generously threw me a rather unique sou-
venler, Yelkling over to ‘the front of the hotel I
found the owner, Angus lMacCoulson lying on the ver-
andah of wiiet had once been a broken down hotel but

e which he had successfully managed to let
S5 fall into decay.
ST I acqualnted him with my deslre to
see the woch Uess lionster before the
television cameras but he informed me
thet he'd 1ived there for eleven years
and hadn't seen a thing.

- I explalned gbout the monster's past

how in the palmy dsys of the thirties

y hardly a week passed but some chleftain

\\\

to the Highlends bound reported that he
had observed a strasnge thing swimming in
Lheloeh; «In s1937 At had its
photo taken by a noted London
surgeon, an excellent llkeness -




ebuwlg Tind out, . :

- If one could imagine sn outslze marine kangaroo, that might be 1%.
But this did not add up to any known animal or fish, yet it had Been
seen by so many trustworthy people that 1t couldn't be dismissed merely
a8 a gay exerclse to promote tourism in the Scottish Highlands.

"I'11l make a.note of that," sald lacCoulson pressing down a plano
key. As he stood up I could see that 'he wore no trousers,

"You see, we all have .our troubles," he confided. He entered the
crackling portals and we.prepared for: the ‘night, ;

MacCoulson hesring thet Ipdonesia wes at wer wlth itself, drew the
blinds, He alsoc drew the doors, the floor gnd the cellings. "oy can't
be too careful these days," he muttered gs he tripped over a copy .of
"The Monarch of the Glen" which had foreclibly detached 1tself from the
flapping wallpaper in an -evident attempt to ride off on 1lts own volltion,

Loch 'Ness 1in the morning turned out to be a breathtaking place -
twice as deep as the North- Sea (though I didn't go down to investlgate),
22 miles long and with precipitous ¢liffs plunging vertically into .the
dark brown water, Admiralty divers went down during the war and came up
trembling, They had seen caves down there that might
have contained anything.

Buf all they.do contalin as far as we khow are
reptiles of vegetarlan habits, harmless even %o
Camerons unless that august body start pushing in
agaln where theytre not wanted,

Proof of the actual exlstence of these amlable
left-overs (the monsters, not the Camerons) is pro-
vided by (a) people who know someone-who's seen
one, and (b) people who'¥e seen one them—
selves

Mr. MacCoulson was in favour of two
deep sea trawlers making a sweep of the
loch. "Some of the 1little monsters might
slip out of the trawl but you'd be sure
to catch at least one of the bit ones,.."

But having mulled over the cost of
this he declded that perhaps television
camera with searchlights would indeed be
the most practical method of dealing
wlth the matter, After all the B,B.C,
would most surely be bringlng up a whole
team of technlcal men, cameramen, producers \\/
etc., - and after agll, they have to have a
place to stay wouldn!t they?

Together we looked over the Loch..ﬂ
could almost see the monsters in their caves,
"ife'1l have to get on with this," grunted
ifacCoulson, visions of untold B.B.C. expense
account money before his eyes as he picked
up the phone. He rang the television studio:
in London. "We're gll ready," he announced,
"Where are SN Y el RS

& televislon glrl answered '

T




"Negotiations", 1t appeared, were still taklng place and proving "rath-
er difficult at the moment" but an attempt might be made in the autunn
or next summer - in a year's time!

Sadly dlslllusioned I took my leave of MacCoulson, paylng him as I
did so with an English ten shilling note which he was under the impres—
sion, presumably, thet 1t was worth about five pounds, Not wanting to
dlsillusion him further after all the money he had already seen escap-
ing from his hands, I left for the open road.

There were no manure lorrles going home thls time of the day and 1t
was only with the greatest persuasion I managed to stop a fleeting lorry
driven by a poacher who had captured dozens of llve heggis 1n the back
of 1t, We moved on toward London for the haggls market opens early 1in
the morning there as everyone knows,

I dld not sleep much on the way home for as everyone knows the hag-—
gis ls an extremely nolsy creature, emltting perlodically as it does,

a permanent sound as though some one has placed a heavy welght on 1ts
foot, Not even the more savage Bukplpes make more nolse than a frighten-
ed haggis ln the back of a van,

Eventually I got back home and with the knowledge that it would be
a long time before I got a chance to see a search for the Loch Ness Mon-
ster I returned to my second love —~ that of Egyptlan Archeology.

I shouldered a shovel and walled out of the rear of the house,
down a, few more steps end commenced diggling operations there.

You see — I am convinced - there are Pharoahs at the bottom of nmy
garden,
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LIKE MOTHER, LIKE.. ..
by Kenneth H, Ford

The child at first glance

didn't seem at all strange

until 1t put its tiny hand

Into the brand-new kltchen range.

Passing strange mused liother-dear
and looking at the chlld's large
solumn eyes she khew —=

so strange to put it -- feer,

Strange, strange mused Mother-dear
and as the child began to rise
ever so slowly toward the celling
liother—dear had thet odd ;
end very slnking -- feellng. -

Tell me this: Will that chlld
one day know this fear
when she becomes a Mother—-desr?

o eie e satetren the FElEs o DESTINY
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The first comment that I .can make about SEX & CENSORSHIP 1s that
1t 1sn't wildely enough distributed., It's published 1n San Francisco;
what the dlstribution may be on the West Coast I don't know, but I have
yet to see the:magazlne oh an. Indlana newsstand, (Thls of course ‘lgn't
the fault of the magazine, -except poselbly in its esholce of distribu-
tors; "YCNC" 1s a new one on me, and I suspect that the WC stands for
"Jest Coast"-and that-the organization may have rather spotty coverage
—— 1f @ny coverage at all -- in.other.areas,) At ‘any rate, the only way
that I know of for Midwestern fans.to obtaln S5 & C 1s to write dlrectly
‘to the publlishers:.the address. 1s glven at the bottom of thls page.

Physlcally, the magazine hes the usual slick-paper format, b6l pages
(68 1f you count both covers as the editors and F.M, Busby do) and the
‘standard size popularized: by PLAYBOY, There is no color used 1n the in-,
terlor, bub the magazine features culte a blt of photography and illus-
tratlons which Mr., Gaughan (see hls article) would probably-approve of,

. The gbove, of course, is mere wlndow-dresslng, however important 1t
1s to Sales. The meat of the magazine 1lles in its cholce of subject
~matter. While there have.been several books which have documented and/or
opposed ‘the cénsorship-of our times, this 1s, to my knowledge, the first
magazine to do so. (I"would have said "regularly publlished magazing",
but 1t's too ne¥ tb be described as that, .yet.) If it's successful, 1%
should be aninvaluable ald to eny individual or group Interested ln _
- reterding the growth of censorship -- which would- lnclude at least 75%
of «fahdom,: S Ty - :

Judging from the magazine's title, edltorlal, contente of the flrst
lgsue, and the fact that they have to sell coples to survive, 1t would
seem that the publicstion will concentrate on the more sensational ‘as-
pecte of censorship. A majorlity of the artlcles are on the censorship
(and definition) of pornography and "obscenity", -with an grticle on
premarital sex relatlons thrown in for good measure-and four tales from
the DECAMERON gdded -— possibly as an example of true art as dlstin-
%uished from pornography. For my money, 1t's a poor example, bute....,

his 1s .undoubtedly sound edltorial polliey, as most of thelr readers
wlll be far more interested in the sex than in the censorshlp. 4 plty,
from my point 6f view, but.a fact nevertheless. ' _

However, S & C 1s not exclusively devoted to the censorship of
sex. Thé first issue contalns a very good --'snd qulte enlightening —-
article on "TV!s Stralghtjacket" by Evelyn Lewson, and a photo-article
on-the "beat ;generation”, And for that matter, the artlcles on porno-

' graphy are much better written and more interesting that those which

-:0ccasionally appear in the 'men's Anes". All in ell1, SEX & CEN-
'SCRSHIP 1s a‘'magazine well worth getes : pad 2
0

B AEVIEW OF [SEXECENSORSHIP,

SEX & CENSORSHIP, 693 Mission St, md5~§$f' San Franclseo 5, California

]

Single coples R0Z, 12 issues for $6 forelgn, &7.00)
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——by

G H.SCITHERS———

4 low humming fllled the alr as the three
sclentlists prepared their momentous experiment
in the great laboratory. The gilant equipment
loomed menacingly over them as they completed
the finsl preparatory detalls in the harsh,
blue-white glare of the fluorescent lights that
lined the celllng, There was a falnt tang of
ozone 1ln the alr, and the falntly whining heat-
ers seemed ungble to dispel its chill,

The young, rugged features of Tom Ramfellow
composed themselves lnto a stern, dedlcated ex-
presslon as he looked up at the towering con-
trol board, He adjusted two dlals, flipped sev-
en swltches, and then turned to his companions,

"Alpha alpha epsilon three a2leph naught
nine," read the white-halred Professor Flatter—
ham, stroking his steely beard. "Derivative
twelve gl slgma integrated from chi to infinlty." He turned from the
row of dlals and asked, "How much does that figure to?" _

Joan Flatterham, the professor's besutiful, red-hailred’ daughter,
wore a dedicated, noble expression on her lovely features as she tapped
on the keys of the giant computer on one wall. There was a flurry of
lights, a loud clucking sound, and the electronic brain dropped a card
into her walting hand, - :

"Bilgma cubed over the abclssa of e to Euler's constant minus c,"
she replied, in a firm volice, ,

"Bother!" sald Professor Flatterham, tugging at his beard,

"You.mean...?" asked Joan, putting her hand to her bosom,

"Yes," sald the professor. "We are facing a binomial distribution -
possibly even a Polsson,..." He pulled reflectively at his beard.

"We must go on," she sald, looking noble and indominable.

"Yes, I suppose we must," grumbled the professor, comblng a few
heirs from his whiskers, "Start the deflagrators, Tom."

With an indomlnable, sincere look on his cleahcut features, young
Ramfellow threw four switches, pushed five buttons, and then inflexlibly
began to turn the main control crsnk,

The low humming gredually crescénded to a powerful rumble, the
fluorescents dimmed slightly, whille the dlals snd 1lights of the control
board danced and flashed in a wild, electronic swirl of color and move-
ment. 4 jumble of beeps started, hesltsted, and then settled down to o
regular, high pltched piping, P{) ‘




It wes a tense moment, Even the usually frisky Barf, the profes-
sor's black dachshund, seemed to feel the lmportance of the moment;she
stood quletly at the professor's feet, staring intently at the growling
machine.

"It!'s working," sighed Joan.

"Je are reachlng out further into the unknown than the hand of man
has ever set foot before," sald Tom, an implacable, sincere look on his
inimitable face. : :

Professor Flatterham stroked his beard. "Well, the...." The rest
of his words were drowned by a sudden crash from the machine,

"Look out!" yelled Tom,

There was a flash of green light and a shower of violet sparks
from the towerlng edqulpment, :

"It!s going out of control!l!!" shrieked Joan. "Do something!"

Tonm whirled, and lunged for the swltch box on the wall behind him,
Before his outstretched fingers could reach the box he felt the flocr
sculrm under hls foot, a plercing, 1nhuman scream clové the alr, the
wall seemed to t11lt towards him; and then with a crash, everythlng went
black.

d * »

Tom woke slowly. He shook his head, discovering that he had a
splitting headache. He opened hls eyes cautiously to find he was lying
on his back in almost total darkness. He blinked, and the darkness re-
solved 1ltself into an enthuslastically affectionate dachshund trying
to lick hls face and a tangle of white whislkers bending anxiously over
him, all 1it by a match in Joan's trembling hand,

"What happened?" asked Tom, rubbing his aching head. "I felt the
floor squirm - the machine ~ did it throw us into another dimension?"

"Bombersnagglel!" snorted thé professor. "That machine, you seem
to forget, has twenty-five fuses, slxteen safety overloads, five circulg
breakers, and a protected maln switch," '

"But the floor, and that inhumeh scream,
end the lights?" Tom trled to sit up, got
a lick from Barf's wet tongue across his
face, and settled down with a groan. %

"Oh, that." The professor chuckled in TR
his whiskers, "You stepped on the dog, who : *aﬁx¢¢
howled; you tripped, and smashed the light
switch with your head. The control for the
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A Trufan's motto: "I exlst, therefore I
am right,"
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It!s good light fantasy.......From Alan
Dodd we received the "horror speclal' 1s-
sue of the British mag, PICTUREGOER,...one
of 1t& items 1s a note that Hammer Fllms 1is
considering--starring Brigitte Bardot in
"Bride Of Frankenstein",.,,..?722?272%2%%2%%
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Why do you stare at me? I have not heard

Strange volces speaking dark and fearful things,
Or seen the shadows dance on Abora's heilght,

Or felt the cold caress of unseenh grms

That twine and grasp and tear the veils of sleep
Asunder, as they tear more earthly vells;

I have not heard or seen.... Why do you stare?

Why do you shrink from me? I do not wear

A strangely eltered form to show the moon

When, rising dead and white llke bone, she peers
Through the tormented trees. I do not wall

An eery song that calls black flitting things

As to a2 lost and lonely slister; I

Have never done these things.... *Thy do you shrink?

Yhy do you strike et me? “hat have I done

That you must hate me so0? I have not drunk

The fearful brew that bubbles from the roots

Of dreery cypress and of tortured yew,

I have not danced to distant pipes at dawn,

Or laughed to see blood run on altar-rock,

I would not do these things.... Yhy do you strike?

Protest you may; assume a mask of horror

At thought of all the ghastly things you name,
And stare and shrink as you heve sald we do,

You mock us with your dlsavowels —— we

Who sheltered you and ralsed you as our own,

To have you turn agalnst us. Aye, we stare

And strike, because we lnow your criles are true!

J e asasrnems thel Tiles of “BESTINY.
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DTRANGECFRUT

Quite frankly, I don't lntend to review everything that I recelved
in the past month or so, because I don't want to waste about 6 pages of
an Annlsh in fanzine reviews. The little monsters are springing up all
over the place; hardly a day passes without another one plonping 1into
our mallbox and daring us to read it. So, without further ado0......,

LNF #1 and QUIXOTIC # (Don Durward, 603; Garth Ave., Los Angeles 56,
Californla - irregular — 10¢ or 6 for 50%) LNF, 1t 1is stated, ls a one-
shot; put out, presumably, to test the equlpment and the reaction of
fandom, Not a bad idea; you would-be fan editors take note, It contalns
an lmitation or parody (I'm not sure which) of the Goon storles, an ed-
itoriasl, and some very bad artwork. QUIXOTIC 1s g bit more varled; be-~
" sldes the edltorial, we have a story by Ted Johnstone that was too blur-
red to read ln my copy, fanzlne reviews by Bob Lichtman, and a badly
overdone dlalect story by Guy Terwllleger. Reproduction, except for the
Johnstone story, ls reasonagbly good., & pretty thin issue, but the edit-
or has the energy and abllity; what he needs now is material. I can't
rate thls one very hlgh, but the next issue should be better. Rating,.3

PSI-PHI 1 (Bob Lichtman, 6137 So. Croft Ave., Los Angeles 56, Calif, -
quarterly? - 10Z or 6 for 50¢) Thls one »1so has fenzlne reviews by
Lichtman, plus an edltorial by Lichtman, plus a story by Lichtman, plus
an editorial by Arv Underman (who, 1% seems, gets in by virtue of own-
ing the dupllcator). Quite simllar to QUIXOTIC —- in fact, 1t's just
about a third fanzine from the same group, One note; these boys want
materlal, but they ask that you let them know whether to send 1t back
or throw 1t awey 1f they don't want 1t, Since most fan authors send in
materlal-under the assumption that they will get 1t back if the edltor
rejects 1%, this policy won't be too popular, I suspect. Rating..eee.3

PROFANITY 7% (Bruce Pelz, 4010 Leona St., Tampa 9, Florida - quarterly -
avalleble for trades, letters, contributions or 15¢) Pelz is learning

to handle his ditto —- some llght pages, but everything readablec this
round. Alan Dodd -reviews movies, Al Andréews reviews Fu Manchu, I review
fanzlnes, John Berry proves that he does, too, know how to wrlte science
flction, the editor rambles, and there is a bibliography of Fletcher
Pratt. (Now 1f someone could only tell me where to ret a copy of "Eleven
Generals:..) Posslbly the best thing in the issue, %Hﬁugh,_is "Shake-
speare Views The WSFS Hassle", complled by the edltor and every bit as
good as the simllar items which used to sppear ln the POST, There are
also letters, and another instaellment of Reauthored Books, Rating.....5

JD combined with ARGASSY #39 (Lynn Hickman, 304 N, 1lth., St,, Mt. Vernon
Illinols - lirregular but freguent - 10¢ or %1 for 12) Lynn has adopted
Ted White's policy of combining all his:titles aznd putting out various-
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slzed lssues, from l-page newsletters like thls one to ?0-page general--
zines. This one conslsts mostly of letters, with a little news added.
Nice multilith reproduction. : - Ratingeeecsses®
SHANGRI-L! AFFAIRES #39 (Djinn Falne, 25l8 'est 12th., St., Los Angeles 6,
California — slx-weekly — 20¢, 6 for $1) Other reviewers have commented
on the cover of this 1issue, but since all thet remalned of the cover on
our copy was a minute speck of red paper dangling from one etgple A a1
have to forego commenting. Reproduction is so-so; everything 1s readable
if you're really that interested. Bob Bloch's article on replaclng the
Beat Genersgtion with fandom 1s outstanding, Burbee's co-edltorlal 1s
good, there 1s a fasclnating ad and a good serlous artlcle on sclence
fiction by 41 Lewls, There ie& also somewhat lesser material by Rick
Snesry, Dale Hart ‘and Ron Ellik (sorry, Ron, but I don't like perty-
reports, elther). - _ Babitio, sebe

MIMSY #3 (Steve Tolliver, Ernle %heatley, 3Bjo, 2548 West 12th. St., Los
Angeles 6, California - six-weekly - 15¢) This one, unfortunately, ls
mostly concerned with the Solacon and Los Angeles Fandom. Not that there
1s anything wrong with writing about Los Angeles Fandom, but the only
California fan I've ever seen in the so-called flesh 1s Ron Ellik, so a
10t of the comments on appesrance, mannerisms, etc, are beyond me., Bloch
has a falr item, and Juanita instructs me to say that she considers 3BjJo
to be the best fan cartoonlst in America. Since 1t is announced that
there are no extra coples of this issue anywey, it might pesy you to ask
for the  next one. Ratingeeeot

S S S SN —————— N ——————— e e

TWIG #13 (Guy Terwilleger, ik12 Albright St., Bolse, Idaho - irregular?
- 15¢, & for 80¢, L2xfor él.SO) Begutiful ditto work -~ Dan Adkins 1s
now cuttlng the masters for 11los and the zine begins to resemble a
somewhat meatler SATA. Riclk Adams contributes a rather bad story, Ter—
willeger does a rather good story, Don Franson has the best Ytem in the
issue -~ & heat parody of both stf and stf reviewers —— Adklns reviews
fanzlnes, Dick Lupoff admires the book "Who?" (so do I), Belle Dietz
blasts Dave Kyle and F&MNAC, and there are letters, : Ratingeee?”
Incidentally, 1f you want a copy of the second annugl BEST OF FANDOI,
better get your 757 in to Guy. Last lssue was a sellout.

KIVIFAN #9 (Roger Horrocks, 18 Hazelmere Rd,, Mt. Albert, Auckland SV 1,
New Zealand - irregular - for trades, or probably US prozines) Vhat was
once a Small newszlne has Frankenstelnlshly expanded into a 52-page ..
monster, complete with news, columns, a resume of New Zealand fandom,
letters, parodies, and the inevitable Alan Dodd column. (What's all this
about John Derry beihg prolific? Dodd keeps right up with him -- and I
understand’ that 1t's much harder when you don't exlst.) Ratlnge.eseeseeb

3" BRILLIG 713 (Lars Dourne, 2436% Portland, Zugene, Oregon - quarterly -

20¢) Erillig really lsn!t a fanzine anymore; 1t's a small literary
Journal. The emphasis 1s on modern art, modern writing, and modern
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psychoanalysis. I suppose that 1f you like this sort of thing you'!ll
1ike SRILLIG, but I admit that I'm not much of a judge of the fleld; I
Just don't consider it.very lmportant, Dick Gels 1s a consistently good
writer; he can interest even outsiders li%e myself. The other contribu-
tors may be good, but they don't interest me. & special interest zine,
and so not rated,

QUAGHIRE ;22 (Pvt, John Quagliano, US 51 L30 661, Troop B, 3rd Platoon,
lst. Reconnalssance Squadron, 15th. Cavalry, Fort Hood, Texas — lrréegu-
ler - probably free for comment) 4 startling resemblance to SRILLIG,
only partly due to the fact that Sourne published 1t. There 1s much the
seme gdlitorlal attltude, and the contents are somewhat similar. The maln
difference seems to be that Quagllaho seems to enjoy publishing materlial
simply because 1t contailns naughty words, which strikes me as belng ra-
ther juvenlle and polntless, 1lilke words on a back fence, If you're the
sort who giggles over cheap pornography, by all means get QUAGHIRE,

TRIODE ;15 (Eric Bentcliffe, 47 Alldis St,, Gt. loor, Stoekport, Chesh-
ire, England -~ US representative Dale Smith, 3001 Kyle Ave, Mlnneapolis
22, linnesota - bl-monthly? - 207 or 6 for O1) This is one of TRIODE'g
better lssues -- llal Ashworth's "We Honked Like Seals" is one of the
funniest things I've ever read in a fanzine, there 1s another chronicle
of Harrlson the Indomitable, Terry Jeeves Tells All, and Archle Hercer
starts another fannish serial. Rating...8

APORRHETA #% (H, P. Sanders-Blunt...err, Sanderson, that is, 236 Queens
Road, lNew Cross, London SE 14, Engknd - monthly — 15Z or g letfer of
comment) Sanderson explalns that future issues will not be 44 pages long
(he uses the Busby system; I say U2 pages), and believe me, Sandy, I
sympathlze, There comes a time when fanzines become t00 expenslve and’
too demned much work., APE 1s improving in quelity ss well as quantlity,
however. "Inchmery Fan Diary" 1s an entertalning column even if H,P's
ideas are a'blt blzerre at times -~ or possibly because of 1it. Penelope
Fandergaste, whoever she may be, ls writing one of fandom's best col-
umns, and Jack Williams, John Berry and Vin? Clarke are all readable.The
Belle Dletz article may be readable, too, but I haven't read it yet and
so I can't comment., _ Ratineee.t

SATELLITE ;8 (Don Allen, 34a Cumberland St., Gateshead 8, Co. Durham,
England - quarterly - 3 lssues for 2 US prozines, or a letter of comment
each lssue) A sort of International issue; articles on Austrian, French,
and Inchmery fandom, editorlals, a perody of the Fandergaste column in
LPE, end lots of letters., 3 Ralingesesesasvaed
THE SICK ELEPHANT # (George H, "ells, Box 486, Riverhead, New York —
irrezular? but frequent - 10¢) ell, he's lmproving. Reproduction 1is
st11ll bad, but the material 1s on the upgrade. It will probgbly be of
more lnterest to the younger and/or newer fan then to old codgers 1llke
me. Most of the materlal seems to be by young N3F members. It can stand

a lot of improvement, but who “nows -- 1%t might recelve a lot of lmprove-
ment. You can only lose a dime. Raltlng .. sx st aite’
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GCRUMBLINGS

BRUCE PELZ, U010 Leona St., Tampa 9, Florida

With the arrival of YANDRO 71, I have two complete years of the zine
(having chiseled several missing iscues out of other fens), and as soon
as I get done with this letter, the whole stack gets tled up to be sent
to the bindery. /Gee, If I was titling letters 1ike CRY does, I could
call this "Bound And Determined",RSC/

I'm going to have to dissgree with ol' Buz -- I 1llke editorlal ilnter-
ruptions when the comment is quite pertlinent to one particular statemens
in the letter, On the other hand, meybe I'm a simon-pure neofan? /Nobody
in fandom is pure. RS8C/ Of course, the single slash separation that’ you
use could be improved -~ square brackets would probagbly be the best, 1f
.avallable. Or at least double slashes,

TelWleese's word plays are delightful to a punster's ear. What would
happen 1f he went into biolegy, and fournd a way to make wool grow on

fowl? He could hire the process out to some company, wlth a safety
clause stating that he could, at any time, have the DeWeese Fleece
Piece Geese Lease cease,
: _ Y'know, even after spotting the source of your fenzine review col-
. umn title in ProFANity as being from e fol%song, I still didn't tumble
= to the source of the YAIDRO cotumn, "Strance Frult". But the other day
I was reading through THE PECPLI'S SONGBOOK, and there 1t was -- an
Eiels Ve _-fgziﬁx ceue e entl-lynch song, no less! You plck
= : the morbld ones, don't you? /“ell,
forcolunn titles, I tryi.to flnd a
folltsong tltle that bears at least
a triflinz resemblence to the column,
(Though at times I've been forced in-
to titles like "Dis Cum Bibble'....)
However, personally, I do like the
morblid ones. Jusnita Insists that
the onlky songs . L. 1fke, are the ‘ones in
which someone is getting killed.RSC/
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RANDY SCOTT, Route 2, Vatts, Ozlaghoma

One present I got for Christmas was a HAWK model of the Army Juplter-
C misslle, and in the bottom of the box was a pamphlet titled "Navy
Life Begins At Boqt Camp". That's golng just a 1little too far just to
spread recruilting propaganda. /At least, they could have made it Army
propaganda....RSC/

DONALD FRANSON, 65473 Bebcock Ave,., No, Hollywood, California

This 1ssue, lilked best moving target Bennett, DeWeese interlineo
on page 16, liimeograph instructlions. ; i o

Agree with Busby only that his double parentheses are.easler to fol-
low than your slants, but cuttlng in is okay.

I'11 take Aristotle over Existentlallsts by eleven touchdowns.

ATAZING STORIES has improved, at least in lettercol and editorials.,
Lobsenz seems g better editor than any since Bloane. S

G.1. Carr is all wet (naturally, living in Seattle.) Ackerman was
active enough in the early days to contribute hls share of fanac for a
lifetime, I'm sick of the "whet have you done for me lately" attltude
the world has today. /Ckay, he's a great fan....he's still a lousy
writer. RSC/. _

G. M, CARR, 5319 Ballard Ave., Seattle 7, VWashincton

Tsk, tslk! Seen in cold print, what I sald about Be certalnly looks
awful! I guess I'd better hurry and est my words before his fannish ad-
mirens throw a fit. I'm stl1ll of the oplnion that a charming affabillty
1s.a slender basls for fannlish ‘sdulatlon,........but T nuet gdmlt that
I dldn't phrase the opilnion wery felicitously.

Re the gripe. about the comments 1ln the body of the letter -- natur-
ally (as pointed out) I nrefer the comment to appear at the appropriate
place in the letter, However, I do thinl: 1t better if the comment 1is
.readily disginguished from the letter 1ltself, I have no difficulty in
separeting your remarks from the letter, becruse you do an excellent
Job of . 1dentifying them as such. /Gem also included a cony of a letter
of apology she'd sent personally to Ackerman {(whlch must have confusged
the poor man), and mentioned that she'd received the lmpression that we
had several children, We don't:; Bruce 1s the only child. RSC/
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BOB LEMAN, 2701 So. Vine S5t,, Denver 10, Colorade

Your review of APORRHETA sagys 1t all. Really, it's a damned good
magazine, but the WSFS hassle seems to take up a disproportionate amount
of space —-- partlcularly when one would think thst since the resolution
to petitlion, etc, it's flogming a dead horse. The "little Bo Pest" thing
shows signs of getting out of hand at this point, leading one to visual-
1ze a scene llke the followlng. Our dramatls personae are Little Ad Nau-
seam and her Uncle Echi :

Little Ad: Uncle Ech, why are you grinding your teeth that way?
Uncle Ech: I am trying to control an urge to scream, Little Ad.
Ad: Well, why are you holding your head in your hands?

Behs T Sl attemEtin% to resist an impulse %o beat my head ggalnst

the wall, Little Ad
Ad: Vhy do you have these demented cravings, Uncle Ech?

Ech: Why, I'm a 1ittle nervous, child.

Ad; Poor Uncle Ech. What 1s 1t that has made you nervous?

Ech: I am torn between conflicting deslires, Little Ad. On the one
hand I am eager %o peruse the fanzlines that arrive in the
mgll, and on the other hand I am terrified that when I Open
them I will encounter an idiotic dlglogue like this one, and
I simply cannnot bear any more of them,

4d: Why, how many of them have there been, Uncle?
Eeh: It seems llke thousands, but when I count, I discover that
there have been only three. But that's a God's plenty, and I
have a powerful suspliclon thet we haven't seen the end, by a
long shot,
: Who was responsible for these outrages, dear uncle?
Zch: The 1nitlal one may be lald at the door of Aunt Sanderson.
Then Cousin Busby had a creck et it, and filnally Brother-in-
Law Ellington came out with his verslon., Who'll be next 1is
anybody's guess,
Ad: Perhaps second-cousin-once-removed Coulson?

Ech: T wish.you hadn't sgld that, Little Ad. The new YANDRO has

Just arrived, and now I'm scered to open 1it.
CURTAIN )

This verdammte notlon of Bennett's to spread hls convention report
through a bunch of zlnes 1s a real enthuslasm quencher, Since three in-
stallments have left him stlll in New York, 1t seems falr to presume
that the whole wlll run to at least twenty installments, lnsurlng that
practically everybody wlll miss at least one lnstallment, and that the
whole thing probably won't appear until sometime in 1964, since one of
the lnstallments 1ls sure to fall into the hands of a publisher who 1s
affllcted with delays of the lkind common to fan publishers, and will
hang onto hls plece for half a year or more before 1t sees print, thus
effectively blocklng off the followlng instellment., It's good stuff,
though; no HABP STALTESIDE, but good stuff,

/I egree with you on disliking Bennett's i1dea of passing the tripreport
around.....I tried to persugde him to let us publish all of 1t......
But you should Fknow that never under eny clrcumstances would we ever
publish an idlotlc conversatlon like the above one in YANDRO, RSC/

Does your t-v set taste different lately?




RICH BROWN, 127 Roberts St., Pasadena 3, California

"The Final Truth" was a damn fine pilece of fictlon. Just off-trall
enough to be really good., And ghad, the Dodd-bit 1s short of fabulous,
and just barely. /%%/

And now (snarl) to Famous lonsters, etc. Have you taken a look at
the &tands lately? Seen IMAGINATION, TLLES, FANTASTIC, FU and the 1like?
Well, AMLZING, ASF and SCIENCE WONDER STORIES ceused this, Ergo, All4Z-
ING, ASF, and SCIENCE WONDER STORIES were Bad Things. /Well, as a matter
of fact, they were pretty lousy -- have you ever tried to read one? Be-
sides, I never sald that FM was lousy because 1t broke trall for SHOCK
TALES; I was merely pointing out that you were wrong it saylng that 1t
had caused no harm, RSC/ :

Pergonally, I enjoyed Flio¥ for whet it was; corn. &s I sald, criti-~
clsm on & stanéard is ok, as long gs it's simed at that standard. Forry
himself regrets that FlioF lsn't aimed at stf fans; that was set down by
the publishers. And damnatlon and hell's belles (and ofher groaning cur-—
ses). I'm not saying Forry 1s above criticism. 3ut if you're going to
condemn him for something he has no control over (the fact that 1t
wasn't ailmed at fans)or stupidly critlicize it for that fact, then yes,
I'm going to bltch rbout 1t, FMoF isn't sclence fictlon and shouldn't
be critliclzed on o science flction standrord esnymore than science fictlon
should be ¢rliticized on a Liternture standard. Movies llke "I Married
&~ Monster", "Curucu", etc, are not almed at stf fans, on the other hand,
But, they are detracting from science flctlon in thet they feature ad-
vertisements that they are "for the true sclence fictlon enthusiast on-
1y"™ and other crap of that 1ilk. In the case of stf movles, whether
they're almed at fans or not, they're bad movies. Put within themsolves
they have thelr good and bad, FloF has its own bad points,- within 1ts
own fleld, and such critleclems I am in fevor of, regardless of how good
e fellow Forry Ackerman 1s, But I can't, I repeat, I can't enjoy reading
muck ralkings criticlsing somethlng for not belng swmething 1t never set
out to be. &nd I say agaln, as long as no harm's done, then Forry (or
anyone slse) can eat off the profits of the mag without being 111 at
eass. /Rlch, you're repeating yourself. Sefore we go any further, mlight
I lnquire where you got this obsession that I'm critlclzlhg FlloF because
1t 1sn't good science fictlon? I'm criticlzing 1t, dammit, because 1t's
LOUSY WRITING. I've seen better wrltten comlc books, and the entire pro-
ductlon 1s on the lowest possible llterary level., Nobody objected when
we ren a parody of the "men's magazines" in the lest annish: no one ac~
cused us of considering men's mngazines poor science flction. I rather
doubt 1f anyone wlll say that I conslder SEX & CENSORSHIP good science
Tictlon. So why thlis sort of "defense" for Aclerman? Don't you think I'm
a competent critlic of anything but stf, for God's sake? (On second
thought, maybe I shouldn't have asked that, but....) I say that the
present fleld of "movle welrd" magazines' has yet to produce a slngle
offering that is worth readlng, much less buying, and I'11 keep on say-
ing that untll end unless some publisher puts out something better than
the present crop of crud. RSC/

JIM CAUGHRAN, 2315 Dwlght Way, Berkeley U4, Callfornia
No, fanzines aren't worth straining to read, They llkewlse aren't




usually worth putting a hell of a lou
of effort into.to meke them spotless.
If a fanzine 1s easil% readable,let’s
say, and has worthwhlle.contents,
~thls to me maZes 1t a Good Thing.
/S0 we agree 100% -~ except posslbly
- on the definltions of "worthwhile
eontents" and "esgsily readable',RSC/
Damon knight's stf reviews approach
what fanzine reviews: should do, but
i 5 S AT e ciGlLEs L. 80 hard
to do that I doubt
that there are :
: half-a—dozen peop-
le who could do 1it,
. Plctlon - thls
1s good flction,
but here's another
thing you and I
disegree on. If I
want to regd fle-
tiony L!11 look
+ at a prozine.(This
ls a rare occas-
lon, )L ‘think g
fanzine should
_ A : A , s : serve a completely
different purpose -~ tho now that I think of 4t; 1t's an individual
thing,” a d1fferent purpose for every faned. Keep on printing fiction,
and 1111 keep on not reading 1t., 5 : :
Real bohemians "1ive in Europe -~ maybe what Bourne calls pseudo-
bohemians are pseudo-pseudo bohemians, hah? /hah-hah./ _
Now I doubt that you've done so 1llttle elong with the crowd that
you can count them on the fingers of one hand —-I find myself drifting
along with the group all too often, even watching televislon at times
~- tho I'm not.interested in whet I'm dolng at the time, or really want
to do.it, It's discopcerting.... No one.but an out-and-out hermlt -does
nothing to go along with the crowd, oy o
I'11 bet, for instance, you Iive'ln a conventional type house, tho
there have been better types developed.. You probsbly eat average Amerl-
can food, tho' you could be ssmplling’'all sorts of things without a lot
of -trouble, You'llvelin America and probably would llke to do so, ex-
cept possibly for'a vacation, all your life, You.can probably think of
several dozen more exampleS,., Thls isn't bad, it's: simply necessary.
/As 1ong as 1t's necessary, I don't'consid®r it "going along with the
crowd", "folng along"implles a choice,...,for example, I live in a con-
ventional type house bec¢ause there ls dqulte 1iterally no other cholee;
those sre the only tvpe houses 1n this area end I can't afford to build
my own, For the other examples.....I eat the food that I 1llke, end I've
sampled a lot of different food. Live in America? Oh, 1 have no object-
lons --"but I've never really lost ?5 boylsh deslire to live ln Cansada
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and be a gulde for blg game hunters. Sure, I "go elong" occaslonally;,
T vislt both my relatives and in-laws (even the ones I don't care for)
once a year or so. I suppose the beatnlks would conslder a regular job
as "going along", but I prefer to eat and put out YANDRO regulerly. And
T do sit on conventional chalrs instead of the floor, but then I consid-
er that anyone who tries to be different Just for the selke of belng dif-
ferent, at the expense of hls own comfort, to be an 38T, Ty short B
do just about exactly what I want to do -- and so far, it's been a_great
1ife. RSC/ RS
BILL PEARSON, P.O. Box 171, Murray Hill Station, New York i AN

Tell Juenita she had a full inch of space left beneath the cover
11lo, and there was absolutely no need for her to put-lin a border at_
that point. /She didn't —— Gllbert did. 7SC/ :

thoever Barbi 1s, I'll wager she's had some sort of art tralning.
Which is not true of most fan—artists. Okay, go ghead...write ahd tell
me she's 13% years 0ld, see if I care. /She's not 13} yeers old, she's
had art training —- and she's merried, so don't souhd too eager., RSC/

HYACINTHE HILL? At the finish of the flrst page, I thought I was
reading stralght fan fiction. “hen 1t got to Mr. Ridgely's halry hands,
I thot 1t was out ond out comedy. However, at the finish of the second
pege, I was sure 1t wes a deep £nd pgnetrrtlng satlre. I'm st1ll not
sure what 1t was, but I enjoyed 1%t...stayed with 1%, enyway.

T think Juanite Coulson wrote it., /Qulte a few people /
commented on the story....most liked 1t, and most suspected //Lﬂ
that Hyacinthe H11l was a pseudonym. She 1lsn't, though. &
I've never met her personally, but I have reason to be- ' \
lieve that the name 1s real. RSC/ /

Mimeograph Instructlons gave me 22 essorted chuckles,
sniclzers and guffaws. And I've never even worked with /
a mimeo, A /é =

I also am violently ageslnst your editorial in- § :

terruptions in the letter column.
//Eth
- ‘/’

/
/

/

Always have been. There have
been many times when I've
wanted to do the same thing,
but I'm usuaglly able %o
solve the problem by slight-
1y rearranglng the letter so

the statement I want to mgke

remark on convenientl N
falls gt the end of tge _lizi_j
letter. This may not be b\‘\'
feasible for you, I N\
don't know, /I'm Just
gabbler than you are, I

guess. RSC/ \\Q—_
Allen Herdls, Jr.

1s eznother of these ;

numbsikulls who make

me sick. Menlkind 1s
like a women who 1s
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about to be raped...fighting to the very end that which they've wanted
all along. (Any woman will argue that that 1s flction.) In this age
when 1t seems lnevitable that all men will become robots -- name sec-—,
ondary to serial number -- the world seems ln a more insane rush than
ever before to invent a million new nzmes and terms for indlvidualism.
The idlots even group and label thelr ldeas.

In the first place, they're trylng to prove something that ganttibe
proven. There's no such thing as an individual. Oh vwhat a simple world
this would be Lf people like thils weren't allowed to go around confus-
ing people wlth thelr complicated chatter,.

~ T sent SATA to St. Louls on December 9th, but the publishers are
glving mé trouble, If you know me, you'll know why....they didn't ap-
preclate the nudes. I wouldn't care if they were just "no reason" dec-
oration, but they happen to play an integral part in my new format.
Also, they're supposed to be Aglala, Thalla, and Euphroséne, the Three
Graces of Greek mythology. Raphsel drew them 1n the nude, so why the
hell can't I? I'm not what you'd consider a "fighter", but I'm pretty
damn stubborn at times, and this is one of them. Hanged if I'1ll pay
over $100 for a lousy fanzine 1f I can't even publish 1t the way 1
‘want 1t. This 1s beslcally what I told Bt, Louls. It'll be my way, or
none et all, '

. So don't expect 1it, . g
/Sorry sbout interrupting your letter....I'd done it before remember-
ing thet you were egin me, end I wasn't gbout to re-cut the stencil./

ED WOOD, 159% So. Plecer Ave, Idaho Falls, Idaho

I think the magazine situatlon 1s hopeless. For a person like myself
who has been reading the stuff since 1936 it is soul searchlng to think
that the end of the magazine medlum is 1n slght. Oh, 1t may tare time,
but the solutlion 1s inevitatle.

A1l the enthusiagsm and convlction has gone out of sclence fictlon,
Somewhere, somehow, the fleld just has not kept faith with 1ts lmmense
potentialities. Once I thought 1t might be the malalse of our time.The
world situation 1s so uneasy with atcmic and hydrogen bembs etc. that
one can sce how people might just want to forget all about sclence and
politics, Yet when one introduces youngsters to the ASTCUNDING of tiae
'UO's you many times get the reply, "Why don't they write stories lliite
these 1n ASTOUIIDING today?" ihy indeed?

BILL CONNER, 155 W. Water St., Chillicothe, Ohlo

Indiana has no monopoly on religlon cranks. I resllized thls when I
vas shockeéd out of a serene Christmas morning at my slster!s house 1ln
the country. ¥y slster's family, my mother, and I had Just finlished
eating breakfast after openlng our presents when I noticed an old man
with a briefcase welling up the hlll from the village. He entered the
driveway and I informed my brother-in-law that he was about to be sold
something on Christmas morning. My brother-in-law 1ls a curious man,and
this odd turn of events Intrigued him, He opened the door for the man
after the man had stated his buslness. Just what his business was at
that time I didn't Znow; but I was very curlous,

The 0ld bald-headed man was selllng something, but 1t wasn't the
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merchandise of this earth. He wes selling Just about the only thing a |
person would try to sell on a Christmas morning by lnvedlng a person's.
home ~ a rellgilous sect that does not belleve in celebrating Christmas.

I was astonished when he sgid that he was the representative of the
"new world government", and I wes amazed when he seld that the "new
world government! would soon control the world. For a moment I thought
the old boy was commle gone mad. When the man produced a Blble and
started a religious splel, my brother-in-lew asked him what rellglous
denamlnation he represented, I wasn't too surprised to find out that he
was a "Jehrovah's Witness". Instead of showlng the Jehovian to the door
immediately as I would have done, my brother-i-1, who dellghts ln re-
ligious debate, asked the Jehovian so many emberrassing questions not
covered by the packaged splel of the Jehovians that the man paciced up
hls books and left after numbllng sone nore numbo jumbo,

It certalnly tckes a hell of a lot of nerve to go to people's homes
on Christmnas morning and tell them that celebratlng Chrlstmas 1s pagan,
and therefore evil! But thet's just what this fenatic did this Christ-
mas morning in Bourneville, Ohio, When asked why he was out on Christ-
mas morning, the Jehovian szld that it was a good tlme to "spread our
word" because giving gifts, the Christmas tree, and holly are paganh rit-
uals made a part of Christlandom's Christmas celebratlon by evil pow-
ers. Gacaaah! _

I almost felt sorry for the old boy after my brother—-1-1 tore the
spiel apert. The Jehovian was helpless when he could no longer rely on
his usual pltch, It wee as 1f the Jehovliens hed sent a robot on thls
mission instead of a thinking man., But if he had been much of a think-
ing man, he would not have been trying to junk the spirlt of Christmas
on Christmas morning!

The Jehovah's Witnesses no longer seem g harmless lunatle fringe
group to me., I used to be amused by thelr antles when the Jehovlans
were to be found stending on the downtown streets with an armload of
pemphlets, The Vitnesses made themselves unpopular in VW II by dodging
the draft and many people haven't forgotten this, But the Witnesses no
longer seem harmless to me. They are a group of fuggheaded fangtics
thet they they arfe destined to rule the world with thelr "government",
The Witnesses are the creeping totalltarisnlsm of the rellglous world,

Ignorant pecple =are the natural victims of the Jehovlans. There
seens to be some sort of a psychopathic thrill involved in belng a men-
ber of a radlcal group out %o wreck the old established soclal order
that appeals to the ignorant and soclal inferiors. Probably the same
thrill attracted soclal lepers such as Himmler, Goebbels, and other
leading fanatics of the Nazl Party to the fold in the 1930's,

Propaganda is of 1llttle power when it ls opposed by lntellligence
and educatlion. The Jehovian propaganda 1s easily rendered invalld as
are 211 sects thet lnterpret the Bible in thelr own way for thelr own
purpose. I see In your letfer column thet Fred Arnold says that the
Assemblies of God believe 1ln demon exorclsing, So do the Jehovians,
Looks as 1f demon exorcising 1s the thing 1n the odd ball sects these
days. /Well, of course, a good shere of Christmas ritual 1s pagan, you
know. The sllly -- and dangerous —— part 1s the bellef that everything
not specifically ordelned by Chrin 1s evlil,The Witnesses are the lead-

"-353—




ing exponents of this line
.of so-called thinking, but
they're Joined by a good
many "decent, God-fearing”
members of other churches.
Bi1ll aglso dlsagreed with
Rlich Brown, commenting that
"The only thlng intendéd

- . 801ely for sclence fictlon
fane '1ls the sclence fletion
- fanzine, Would Brown have
us lgnore everything else?"

JOE L. HENSLEY, 214 K, of
P, Bldg,, ladison, Indlana

Got Y71 today and
thought I'd write you abou:
the N,Y, trip.

I . toolk off from here on
December 2, My wife drove
me to Cincinmnnti and de-~
poslted me at the alrport.
I fooled around there for
awhlle ond was sltting on
a chalr feeling glum when
I sew a famillar face -~
1t was Harlan Ellison, ty-
per case end overnlght bag
in one hand and sultcase

: ' in the other. He was golng
in to N.¥, with a new novel snd to see Theron Raines, our collective
agent. We banged esch other on the back for awhlle snd had a drink and
made arrangements to meet at the agent's office in case I didn't get on
his flight, I dldn't -~ took a plane that landed all over the place and
didn't get to N.Y. untll about three hours after Harlan did, I ecabbed
down to the agents, checlked in my hotel, and then Theron and I went to
a bar and met Harlan and wife, Harlan and I had just both gotten the
money oh a story that we wrote together at the Midwestcon by the pool
on the last nlight we were there, Midwestcon 1s mentioned in the story
and 1t will come out in ROGUE, which pald us 5¢ per word for it. It's
sclence _flction -~ cglled "Do It Yourself", : ’
% Next morning, while Harlan was scrubblng the sleep out of his eyes,
+ went over to the automat end played some of the machlnes there. Stuf-
fed myself, as I kept winning. Later that morning I went out to Colum-
bla and talked ‘to Lowndes, He sald business has not been too good, but
that the sclence flctlon mags are holdlng their own. At noon I had an
appointment with Lee Wright, at Random House, I went there and. met her.
She. turned out to be a very nlce person, We went to Cherio's for lunch
and consumed scotch and waters for me and rye and waters for her and
went. over: my' book, which they want some re-write 8n. Later she showed me
through Random House, whleh 1s quite a place. It used to be a million—
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