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LET'S PORBET. ..y JTOSEPE T FORTIER...Pigsic.

JOE WANDERED AIMLESSLY RBACK FRCM THE CLUB CAR AND LURCEED WITH THE SWAY OF THU
home-hound train. Even though his thovrhts were rogy and wapm, and his breath
wag cosy and strong, it was purely due to the gehift of the train and not at all
dus to Joe's khaki form. BEven with scars eround them, steady gray eoyes and firm
bronzed hands proved that.

~There had been the girl, that o n ¢ and only whom Writers dream ahout, evsn
virgin authors asuch as Joe, the one women that only & dreemer could de falthful
enough to see through end wed. Maybe perticularly Jos. More of a dream had
beon his daytime newsbeat covering the city bhell arss and his partisl nightin
menuseript reading. But the big dream had been the nights ke would turn dow
demn swell party to produce his own literary brand until the almost late evernin,
hours, to write, write, write,... Almost forgotten were those days, but not
quite and this ¢rip h e had resolved to bring them back, even now held a brown
papor acribbled full of notes for his first comebeck try.

-=Pardon me, Mi{ss, he sald as pit-a-pat bluc eyes picked themselves from almost
under his chin, Jos's adam's apple matched his heart when a voice drifted out
from under masses and massss of gorgeous blond hair: -—~-0h gee, Apmy, thatts all
right—really all right; and betrayed a young, curvaceous girl's pulse, It wes
only natural fate that when they were beck at the GI cosch Bette knew Joe and ! o
half-wanted to know Bette even mrra,.

—=Yosterday agile, sensitive fingers hed played across typswriter keya apnd full
firm lips hed tasted the night cditor's whisky and kissed yielding, femininc
flesh., Now sgile, toughened fingers had learnad to pley across the triphemmers
of an air-cooled Browning and firm, chapped 1lips had tightened when the selty
taste of sweat, and once blood, and evan tears, had trickled down his face., Arn°
there had dsen Lel, the ons he had pledged falthfulness to...

Tho two menaged to ocerry on the ridiculo - conversation that only totally per-
fsct strangers can attack with flourish. And in the courss of simples words and
trite gestures 1life becams something vory intimate, slweys friendly, so Bett

loaned her head against Joo's shouldsr and o n e of them mentioned the car we.
getting chilly. A damp hand didnt't sven sanses the brown paper full of writer'

notea, good notes. Finally two pairs of feebl were propped ageinst the oppoc.:

seat, legs almoat completoly covered by a8 4 r a b bdlanket, when Joe decided he
really wented %o put his arms eround Bette.

—=Long months fading into years working for what you want, then a hsll ¢ -
wer end after a long time you go home on furlough to chess the fantasy of fic
tion for a brief spsll, the very fantasy that had turned from shesr dreams t
erawl into you end your buddy's foxhole out there. Joe had married last fur-
lough, the only cne until now. His wife, sweot and affeotiocnats, offered overy-
thing & map wanted except something no one clse 1ad ever understood quite right
——)ifa. Joe thought of the first night home with his wife and didn't remember
the girl, and he thought of words, wonderful wori's, but they gibbered away into
nothingness...,

ever
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Joe shook his head, turned sleepy eyes to the smiling face, the youthful, supple
lips end neare-bare shoulders in his arms. What was the look in his eyes, she
wrntaed to know. Nothing, he told her. She had a boyfriend somewhere, though
~~-showed him the ring and began to chatter. JToe amiled and nodded, then looked
vagua, A furtive claw of memory wrestled with his mind as he tried to romember
his wife who would mset him tomorrow,. or was it the next day, and there was no
2irl for an instant, znd thers were no stories, never had been eny words at all.

Joe's arm clutched the girl more tightly to cut awey her words that were tearing
something from him. She mustn't telk, not now, not when she might give every-
thing a chance to come back to h's memory and make him lose the brisef touch with
the anestihesia to & torn dreem. -~F - rgot it, kid, he murmursd.

~-Yas, let's forget, really forget, she arncwered back and she pressed her body
tightly ageinst him, ren her fingers u p and down his back, Joe's eyes looked
sleepy when the blenket was pulled higher and tighter but not the girl's. The
clive drab cloik yielded a low moen and a sagaciously uttered --christ!

4 crumpled, seribbly brown paper dropped unnoticed to the floor. Somewhare in
the car a laugh crept dom the aisle.c

BANMAL STORY:

Though I had previouely decided, hours hence, that
the viciousness of her lips was most uncomplimsnt-
ery, and that she would undoubtedly talk of cab-
bages and kings, or worse——herself, I felt myaself
megnetically attracted toward her. As I settled
on the bench in a half hearted manner, she turned
to me and asked whether or not I would care for a
peanut. I replied politely that while 1 ¢ould not
climb her shoulder &s the sguirrels did, it would
be a fascinating procedure, &nd accepted the smell
bag of nuts she tendersd me.

And as ghe laughed I
sat and watched the curves of her form sheke at-
tractively; the min. .e squirrels skittered off her
arms and inte t h e underbrush, and I muschod my
peanuts in an entirely detatched manner.

Neverthe-
less she was aware o f my intentions—-they wers
admittedly not too admirable~—and as she rose to
leave, her supple grece and extended limbs beck-
oned slightly, either t o m e or the squirrels,
though I could not tell since she still had one
handful of peanuts to toss ito therm. I syed her
spscrlatively, always entirely detatched, and when
she roturned my glance I knew that Thad succseeded.
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IT WAS & JOKE,
When we read in the papers that afterncon
About soms nut inventoer down in Geergia
With a device for printing matter on the air.
No, it wasn'? radio again,
Or television; it primted matter on the air for you to read.
And it waen't exactly sky-writing, either, because this was permenent
And wouldn't blow away. But there it was, just an item in the paper.
It didn't mean much. Scmething to laugh about, or tell your wife
~-~What will these guys think of doing next ?
And most people didn't even see 1%, I suppose. That's why it came
4s such a shock, when the adveriisers took 1t ups..
I remember the morning
When I looked out of the window and saw the sign hanging there~——
Just hanging there, you understand, in bold black letters,
Reading, HAVE YOU TAKEN A GOOD LAXATIVE LATHLY, OLD TIMER ?
I know I blinked, and wondered if an airplane had written it.
But no, the letters were only two fect high, and they were blaock,
Black as ink. I know, bsecause I went outside and touched them
And they didn't go awsy, or even breek.

They were solid letters, and they hung
Right outside my window, and they ¢idn't venish the next morning,

This was the time it started——and on the streeis, geing to work,

There wore signs to read. REAT REEKIES—THEY'RE GOOD FOR YOU

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR WINTER FUR RELINED ? and GET YOUR CRANKCASE DRAINED,
The passangers pointed them out in the bus. They puzzled, we all did
But I don't think we were sore, then,

You sae it was just starting,

And there weren't meny signs, and they were small, and nobody ceredy
Black and white, twe feet high——POOPSI-COLL MAKES YOUR BLADDER GLADDER,
After awhile we noticed how ths men ceme out with theoir spray gunsa,

Like insect exterminators, and sprayed the letters out.

Little crowds used to watch them do it. And the radio comedians

Made geags, and the columists filled their colums

But nobody wrote indignant letters to the newspapers.

Yet.

Then they began spraying signe on the lawns.

And on driveways.

And above houses,

And the streets were crowded with signs, signs, signs.

Blacks specks of printed matter, whersver your eyes turned,

4And advertising sgencies were susd by indignant property owners,

But the air was free. Wasn't it ? The courts thought so.

Motorists complained that signs over the roads blocked visibility,
There were accidents. Men were killsd, dbut the ads went on,

To ssll more bhreed. To ssll mors tonies to help digest the bread, over
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To sell more laxatives to help you get rid of the bread
Once you digested it,

And then, of course, thsy advertised more breead again.

Thet*s how i% went, and we might have hecome used to it, in timse,
If only the signs hadn't started getting dbigger. And thicker.

Two feset ta2ll in the aeir., TL. five feet tall. Then ten feot.

And the letters a foot thick, The a&ir» became black, TFoul.

Therc was some secret ink in the signs and you breathsed it

4nd it made you retch. But that was all right.

One of the signs seid, USE SIMPSON'S PINLS AND STOP RETCHING.

There was a curse.

But not for blindness, not for insanity, not for the perpetual sight
Of those signs, floating over Broadwzy and Park Avenue,

Twisting between lawn and sky on pal:- "2l ostates,

Weaving between clothes-lines in ths o .uams,

Shadowing the sun in a black blot over the city.

And then,

They made the signs irn color.

And then they made thum in Neon to light up the night

And blindness and inssnity really began to pile up vital statistioa.
But everybody stopped adveriising in magezines and over the air,
Because visual, direct advertising was cheaper and more profitable.
And what if the signs did tangle up in streeming criss-crosses 7

They got the insects to work, then.

Innoculated them, I suppose., Trained thom, perhaps.

To void out the signs. No more sprayers. Inseot thoraxea

Spewad out the signs in patterns.

0f course they tried to pass some laws.

They always do when it's too late. 4nd it was too latse now,

There were insects overywhere. Insects in ¢louds,

Insects in black swarms, spurting from distended bellies

Each forming his 1ittle letter: his dot, his dash, his pericd,
Too man insects.

Toco many to train, too many to control. So they bred.

Bred, snd flew, and devourad.

They ate the grain that made the bresad.

They bored through boxes of SIMPSON'S PILLS,

It didn't do any good to reline your winter furs. Thoy ate them too.
The skies were really black now., Black with flying forms.

It wza too late, The plague came, and then the feminae,

Thera weren't any consumer goods left to consume, nor any consumers.
And——belated blessing !——thore werca't eny advertisers esny more.
Just the insescts flying

Aimlessly through print-spattsred air, Droning by the signs mede
Meaningless through lsck of ecyes to read them. 4And insect retinas
Flickered down on an smpty world where there was nothing left

Bui words.

Lucky for me

I saved a few to write this down.®

ROBERT BLOCH, with opologies to 8 V Benet
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EVERYBODY I8 WRITING MEMOIRS . . .« MILTY ROTHM:Y

IT'S LIKE THIS: ONE DAY I SUDDENLY DISCOVER I'VE BEEN IN THE ARMY EXACTLY TWO
years, and I'm thinking of all +t h e things “hat ! ppen in all thet time, snud
what I think provea once more that the best thing enout fandom is the .aet that
wherever you go in t h e country there 7ill be pec; .¢ in the vicinlty whom you

know.

Phose off-duty hours in the life o f & serviceman are e thing of jJoy, dut they
can also be poison wh e n wu ge* to the point of wandering the strects of e
strange city trying to decide what m.vie to se8 next. So, whent I come to the
place named San Franeisco, it's nice that I can call up e guy I nsver sew nemed
Rill Watson and say: Watsom, this is Rothmen.

Of course, all the time I've spent visiting science fiction fans could heve been
spent at some joint with a dame, and lots of guys would say that I've been wast-
irg my time. But what good's a damc if she can't talk adbout rockets or atomic
physics ?

(My @od, Laney will kill me for this !)

I got my firet furlough when I'd heen in ¢ h & army only thres montha. That's
vecause I was going to Californie——just like & pre~overssas furlough., Now that
I've been in California I should ge t & colored service ribbon to weesr—eit's
just the same &s being in & foreign coumtry.

80 I get the furlough end high-tail it down to Washington D C from the Abardsen
Proving Grounds. I ¢&ll up Jack Spesr and ask him could I ses him Sunday mo:
Nope, he says, He has to go to church. Which, if you know Speer, is slight.y
incredible. But, indeed, thers was en ulterior motive. That I won't tell, tho,
not even the c¢olor of her hair,

Seo I shoot up to New York end wait undser Father Duify's status in Times Squ:re
for Fred Pohl, who was then editing Astonishing. snd Times Square wes blacked
out, and it was like the dimmed lights in Washingt : reminding you things were
differant. TFred Pohl was one of thoss guys who actually wanted to get into the
Yy« And, ironically, his physical chape kapt him cut until they finally
drafted him.

4t Elsie Balter's apartment the rest of ¢ h e Futurians ware playing poker &nd
drinking wine, and fer a couple of hours it felt like the cld days loing with a
banceh of Famous Fans.

Them were the days when authors waers joining ¢tho army and navy in droves, end
when I saw Norton on that trip he looked at me with that St, Bermerd expression
and asked hopefully 4f I had time to write anything for Astonishing, Hev ng
just got out of basic training, and not ¥k rwing whet e goldbrisk deal my &xmy
life was to be in the next several months, &2ve a weery leugh end said no, no=-
hody hes any time in the army.

fo after that I lived in the setadles at Santa Anita with plenty of (page 12)
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spare time (i e, whenesver I got too droke to run into Los Angeles) so I wrote a
story and sent it to Norton, end after awhile it came back seying: I liked the
story, but we're noi buying anymere. And thet was ths last anycne heard of As-
tonishing.

0“ couras, the very first thing I did when T hit L A, a few hours after lending
at Santa Anita, was to look up Ackerman and Morojo, end rejoicing was rejoiced
by all thet such = sterling addition was to be made to the LASFS megtings,

Some of the meetings were good; others Were not particularly inspiring, although
they had not yet degensrated to ths point at which the Knerves walked out. If
there happened to be a good concert on meeting -ight off 0 the concert I would
go, and often as no% Paul #reehafer and Bruce Yer: = would be there &a: ushers.
Ray Bredbury and Edward Robinson were aluo frequentr 'z of the Philharmonic Aud-
itorium, but the latter wasn't a memher ¢ the LASTR, 30 he doesn't count.

The best meotings were the nights w e mede the c.ubroom a shambles teking ple-
turea. Yerke would bring his suitcase of perapliarnelia, and I 4 have Tessis,
my cemaera, and we would flash bulbs ..2dly, ciimb on tables, crawl under tavles,
and generally raise hell until the landlady would ft:rsaten 1o forclose the mort-
zage, or whatever it is that jandledies do.

My fondest memory of 1. A was the night Bronson, Yerke, tnd I were at Freehafer's
apartment drinking wine and listening to Shostakovitch rgcords. That's a rere
thing that can't come again,

Then it was up to Oregon, and the only fe- within hundreds of miles was Rosco
Wright, and now that I look back on that year 1 spent there 11 seems ridiculous
=0 me that I didn't get to ses him more than oncs. But somehow there was slways
something to do onm Sundays, which was the only chance I had to see him. I found
Wright a good-looking, ambitious kid, end it was hard to reelize that he'd besn
working on that farm &l)l his 1ife. It is a good thing for him that he got awsey
from the farm when he di1d, even if he had to get in the navy to do it. Not that
I have enything against farms. Soma of our very best people come from farms.
The important thing is that they came away in time,

Which brings us to Sen Freneisco, a long ride &croass that marvelous bridge, a
length of trudging up that awful hill %o Californie Street, and the face of
Willie Watson in the doorwey. Sinee this 1s Willie's magezine, I could earn
many browning points by telling what & nice guy he is, wheat hospitality he ex-
tends, and how generously Lke troats the visi ing an, but 1 don't telisve in
talking like that in a fellow's own magazine.

The Frisco fens, though not numerous, tur.ed cut to be a good bunch. Any pecple
like Lou and Lorraine Smith, who keep suca 2a ice box and let you dig around in
it at will, sre good people, verily. Honig, I haven't seen enough of to allow
an opinion to crystalize. Somehow, I fasl that beneath that maligned and mis-
wnderstood exterior there lies a nugset of worth. But of course I'm just an
old softis.

S0 next week I finish my training at the Signal Corps 8chool and come to tha
next turn in the erooked road. Whersver I go, tho, doorbells end telephones will
ring end people will wonder: is Rothman coning ? o
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R WELLS AN (18

IN A RECENT ARTICLE MR H G WELLS, DISCUSSING, AS USUAL, THE WORLD OF THE FUTURE
that is to be built on the vuins o f the present system, declared that his ngw
world would have no room for people like Aldous Huxley. My Wells, the eternal
optomist, is revolted by the pessimism of t h e poor unfortunate who could see
no way out o £ the Brave New World but suicide. There is little doubt that he
rould be equally appalled at Stanley Weinbaum's New Adam. Are we to accept Mr
Wells' optomism as the best way out of our troubles or must we admit that Huxley

is right ¢

by JOHN F BURKE

¥hatever the possibilitics the <future may hold, there can be little doubt that
Aldous Huxley's books are much more realistic and derived from overyday life a-
mong certain classes of people, despite their satirical extravegance. His high-
ly- (perhaps over=-)} educated intellactuals commit suicide with more conviction
than Mr Wells' innumerable Little Men~--the Kippsees, the Lewishams, the Brit-
lings, and all that monotconous family—fece u p to life. Huxley's defeatists
aro sensitive; Wells' optomists have the optomism of stupidity: he insults the
class he is ondeavoring + o glorify by meking its representitives in his books
more puppets, all turned out in the same mould. Wo are apparently faced with
the alternetive of & death self-inflicted, bscause o f over-sensitivity, or a
blind, futile, unaesthetic 1life +that only goes on because the raca is too dull
to recognize its own ugliness.

Somewhere there must be a compromise. If the purposa of Brave New World wes t¢
persuede readers that they must forseke science and taks up 1ife on the land,
using bows and arrows to catch their food, it must be diamissed; I do not think
that it was written with such a purpose. if Mr Wells, on the other hand,
thinks that his world, like that of a somewhat sarlier philosopher, will be bete
ter off without the writers~—and perticularly writers like Aldous Huxley-—~then
Mr Wells cannot expect preise from the discerning.

It is possible for the intellectugl to compromise, because the wall-educated man
has as intelligence that will, sooner o r later, show him he is wrong and must
make some adjustments; but for H G Waells' heross, stuck in thelr rut, there i =
no compromise or alteration possible. They have dogged determination ? Say,
rather, stubborn incomprehension. They have not the necessary intelligence to
achieve the change, even if they could be persuaded to recognize how esasntisl it
is.

The little men who rur out of the innumerable pages o £ the books of H ¢ Wells
can be made useful; they are ideal meterial for dictetors to shape into automa-
tons, but they are also potential helpers for the thinkers of the worlds T h e
Huxlseyan philosopher, wild as he may be at times, is trying to find his way out
by attacking the more obvious faults in the world, until he is left with some-
thing that will stand u p to his ettacks andtthus provide a satisfactory basis
for reconstruction, In the work of recomstruction he needs labor, and here is
where the Wellsien lsgions coms in. Let Mr Wolls forsake his happy {page 21)
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Look for ms,..look for me...

Paat winhd and sky and étars

On a twilight world

Where an undiscevered see

Beats coasslessly, tireleagly

On Jeweled sands on hidden shores
To blur the chased outlines of memory,
Remember mo,..romenber ms...

As the scho of a twiasted thought,
The shadow of a phantom's breath,
Lost in cool obscurity,

Remenbenr me.,.renonber me-——

In faint, forgotten melodies.

Remember how a bhigh and alien leughter shpne

Through tha humdrum tresd of eternities, M

ARTHUR KENNEDY
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B R E VvV @I ?® Y ... BDDIE CLINTON JR. . . article

TC STAND POR A LOST CAUSE IS ON® OF TWO THINGS: TDIOCY OR MAGNIFICENCE. I¥ THE
evand forthwith mede here springs from idiocy, it goes without saying that I
mist be forgiven and forgotte:.; If it is magnificence, then I rust needes rTush to
tiw task without further delay——lest I be forgotten regardless.

Too often 1% has been mald that in sclence-fiction, & story by its nature needs
room for expemsion to be good or to achieve t h e purely local immortaiity to
which all worthwhile science-fiction stories are destined——or doomed. Yet
is perhaps ironic that the very editoriel force that has fostered this philos-
ophy——the Campbell-Astounding regime——has also heen responsible for the riss
~T the short science~fiction story from the pure-hask-and-snappy-idea stage io
which it was to be found up until 1937 to a level where i% could initiate =
whola new brend of science~fiction and bring =2t ic¢ 3t one followar to its Gise
Temse. But, though ironic, it is hardly illogical——wnat made the Astounding of
1939-1940-~1041 so0 excellsnt was the writs writiug——the sti's, the realization of the
human factor and the turn from materisliew and roboiism to humepism end logic;
end without these things, there c¢.uld never ' @ a good short story, not in any
field of writing.

4All of which leads directly to the tb.aght at hand: that the quality of writing
in & short story is, necessarily——by the wvery nature of the problem of brevity
confronting the author—finer than in longer teles. This may be bacause of the
very "elbow room"™ which long stories are amply supplisd; that is, the ultimate
effect on the reader is, in the czas of long narratives, the result of a slow
accumilation of data and plot and force which, taksn on the whole, leaves a tro-
mendous impression, But with a short story, it is enother thing entirsly: in a
very Tew words; the author mustv p u t something very definite and very precius
forth with force——wbe 1 t mood, plot, surpr % ending, or whatever. Here tho
w.rlter must, by sheer ebility to u 3 e woras, win over complete contrci. of the
rcader's mind, If he does not, his story will fa:l; and, In science~fiction, it
will revert tc en idea yarn, which is almost to say a poor storye.

Having summerily defended t h e short story and made the stend for btrevity, a
little proof is in order...

You've probably read Final Blackout. Yes, we are in absolute agreemonte-—there
was the cream in scisnce~fiction, a brilliantly told atory of man in dscadanc
the story of what happens to man whan bhis hatred and his lust for killing getls
the best of him, L Ron Hubberd did 2 nice job on that one.

But snother writer told the same story in 2 tenth the space, and he told 4i¢ with
a force and & power that Final Blackout never approec >d. The writer's name w:s
Kellem=r—Joseph E Kellem, end he calied his yarn Rust. Simple and deft, thst
titleo—~like the story...oh, oh yes! Now vou Pemombe . . +

Well? The Time Machine, you will zenerally ¢~ icede. stands pretty nesar the top
in thet line of story; it, end John Tainc's Time Ssream, are but definitely the
Yost time travel storises yet comcocte

pege 18
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N2 I'1l tell you about a three page story that has them both beaten the pro-
verbial six ways from Sunday. Sure, you've read it, and you remember it, too—
It ended with one o ¥ +the finest scraps o7 mood writing ever to see print in a
science~fiction magazine:

".-Steve, she cried. Her arm pressed him, her hand squeezed his. We'll be the
happiest people in the world, Steve. The happiest, gayest, most in love two
people in tho world. And we'll ¢» on being that, Steve—forever.

"Two trumpets were taking a hotcho. s, unmuted, their notes sharp and high and
Quirering.

".-Forever, he said.”

Brother, that's writing. Without seeing another w o0 r @ of the story, you can
sense the utter ironic tragedy in those three paragraphs. Now you know——For-
aver Is Not So Long, by F Anton Reeds, May, 1942 Astounding.

What it took Will Stewart three storiss and ,ell over 100 ,000 words to tell, wes
told a long time before by Isa=c Asimov in a “enth the wordage. With Stewart it
wad Secetee that was the grea: dre'w. and witl Asimov it was the sternal dream
of science-fiction, but Tre- 1z 1 n 1" brevity was everything and more then te
Stewart saries ever could ). ve been, wi .l all its length and wordiness; and this
on~ opene ' up the field of :»clal-science~fiction.

Which is still not to ecriticize long stories.

But, like enything else, they heve thoir limitations. Limitations that do not
srnly to briefer works; for short stories have told and cemn tell stories thet en
¥ % Smith with all that megnificent adjectivity could never possibly put down
right.

Try to mske something more out of The Forgiveness of Tenchu Taen, and see what
you get. What's there is & story—a thought, an emotional bubble complete in

all ways, It was a serious contender for top honors in that year of 1938.

Helen O'Loy, by Lester del Rey, ‘s ancther, Touching, poignantly tolid, it ims
hardly a science fiction story and vet would be nothing without the basic sci-
encao-fiction facet that puts it imtc the classification., Heden O'Loy, incidenw
taliy, is one story told in the firet person where the reader did place himself
in the hero's position-—=you just automatically fell in love with Helen.

Read the Long Winter again~~yes, that's right, the middle of 1940, Many auth-
ors have told the sems s#pry, a n d they have tried to achieve the same end in
length~—Dbu{ human emoti and grim irony cemnot bs stretched out over thousands
of words and remain real, and thus Gallun h a s succeeded in brevity where ell
others have failed in their superfluity. The Long Winter is the story of man
against the slemonts.

Try snother by del Rey—there’s & .nan with style-—and you'll never call van
Vogt's The Search great—-s me have. D21 Rey's Dark Mission hes it licked.

Thatt's pioof. It's more~ —-it's the reservoir of evidence that can be flung iy
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Ystamding on the racord®. You can't argue againat material like that, I don't
think.

There are more~-—-many more, little jewels of imagination and writing teohnique
“has stick in the memory, right bdeside the big gems, the super-novels eand the
6PicEe Stories like Alf Bester's idem and No Eve, which mey have been en old
idea, but was done nonetheless in a part. nlariy plcasing mannsr. To illustrate
how absoluteiy serious a weacky idea co:id be made, Heinlein under the guise of
MacDorald threw at us, We Also Walk Dogi, and we raceived an intense measure of
satisfaction fror readiug the wvarn-—ecvsl though it's not a classic, agreed.

Thare's Liar, and ell of Isae 4asimov's other robot tales, proving conolusive:y
that a good psychologicel story is  short one modelled after a stiff uppevi:t
to the jaw: brief and effective.

Read Sunspot Purge by Simsk and call it nack if you will, b u t kmow as you dc
that you'll remember those last words as long as you read acience-fiction. Try
Quie*us by Ross Rocklyrie, end feel wuneas: as no novilette or novel will ever
mae you feel uneasy. horeed Emergenc~ in vhe rame issue, by Vie Phillipas, =2nd
you'll see the typﬂ of siory that s simply couldnt* grow up into even a novelettc.
For mood, try one Ly the suthor of Rust——this ons's called The Last of the Ast-
erites; finish it, and you'll aporeclat mood writing as few other auvthors can

meks y you appreclate it.

Just for uniqueness, there’s AMPhillips' wonisrfully and sincerely told Chapter
from the Beginning; and for modern i stification of the idea-yarn, thers is al-
ways B-b Heinlein's Life- ine tc give ome new faith in scisnce-~fLiction.

snd 1f you're after humor- -put down that & e Camp novel! Reed, inatead, Bub-
bard's Dangerous Diisnsion end get & rsal chuckle or two. And if it's =m spic
you want, there is ¢iways Eric Framk Russell's Mana., There's an epic for you~—
in three pages. If you like) van Vogt's monsters. try van Lorne's Marinorro end
got Jjust as much pleasure in half as much time.

This could go on for pages; which would be very very uselessa., Instead, here's a
suggestion: think back, go back through your files yourself. Pickingsnowedays
are pretty slim, anyway, and one 1is oft tempced to give up the whole thing and
stop buying the magezine; but rather then that, don't lose feith-ebrush thro:zh
a few of the truly great and beautiful short stor!:s, that, unnoticed and une.ag
have graced the pages of Astounding in the past, squeezed in betwesn the suy o=
novals end the high-vowered c¢: ssics.

You'tll be pleasantly surprised! &

silent gull

i too am lonely whea 1 see you perched
atop a slimey pols
wat=hing the contour ¢ - the tide &m

SYLVIA MOORE


Rocklyn.no

dtublarin

i

PEOPLE HAVE ASKED IOR THE RETURN OF THIS COLUMN, AND SINCE WE HAVE A NUMBER OF
¢ifferent contridbutors this d1ssue, we feel that we might as well bring it back,
We'll take the peoplea in order, as they appear in the magazine...

THE STAFF

JOR® J PTORTIER: Nemaprivats i g Uncle Sem's army, Joseph iz ae-

sured o I enough hooch and good times until et
least the end of the whar, He was, at last hearing, stetioned at MacDill Fiel
in Plorida. Wse wonder offhend if h. has visited Raym, the hormit-poet (harumph-,
of Live Osk, Undoubtedly soms swamp wench led him off the path, if heo ever at-
tomptad the journey. 'Tenny rate, Let's Forget is undoubtedly Joc's best fic-
tion to date. We're happy that we could publish and illustrate it.

BOB BLOCH: 4n introduction is hardly necessary hers, for Bob has haz

stuff published in &lmost overy magazine from Weird Talc .
on up to Eeky. Or has he hit Esky ? We dor't know, strictly speaking, but :f he
hesn't yet, ho undoudbtedly will. At least ..ia ability should net him & place on
the mag's contents page somedey, Bob's Nightrare Number Four 1s tops, 80 we
think, and we figure that you'll enjoy it too. It reminds us of thome endless
signboards one seas while spinning along the highweys today. or rather, a couple
years ago. They have purty pitchers though.

CINDY: Short for Avona Close, sho is now doodling osrie landscapes for

bleery,hless her hsart. Our particular favorite in the two-color
Job titled Collision Course. We of course stenciled it. You cem tell dy toe
botehy linea and all-around sloppy eoffect. Nevertheleas, the originals were
purty. Dammit, no money for lithografe.

MILTY ROTHMAN: Ahh-h-h-h. Those hcppy Sundays when Milty would

drop intc town and we'd chat and mayba go downto
Chinatown or Original Joe's for dinner. ocnly Original'Jne's was elways so damn
erowded we'd have to settle T o r baked ham Iin pineapplc sauce or beked salmon
or-—we drool. Or the jaunts over %o the Psmiths when we would blow in unex-
pected and sluprp port or iced sautrrne end munch olives and sandwiches and coug.
over cake and ecookies when they went down the wrong way. Milty never 4id get an
opportunity to meet the Cripps, the m&le member of the family who is inteneely
interested in rocketry and its various phrases. He brought over Swisher's ireat
ise on the aubject one 82y, but I hed failed to contaet Jimmy and so he had to
write me an erticle which is included in this isaue, but nevertheless mst Frank
Holby and we chatted for hours and Frank told us about the horrors of Texes and
invirons until Milty decided he had to &o.
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JOEN ¥ BURKE s This article is reprinted from ZENITH, top English
fanzine. About the suthor we know nothing, but arae
in complete accord with the views expressed in his artiecle.. -

ARTHUR KENNEDY: The reel nams of this chum is obvious, if anyone
has made a study a t all of his poetry, &ll of

which was published in STAR-STUNG. Pierrot is probably his best composition to

date, The illustration is lovely, too, we think, but know that Ebey would fesl

slighted if we mentioned it. We wish he would write more~—-more often. No such

luck, though.

_AD

EDDIE CLINTON TR : Bddie's erticle last issue was the longest
we've run this far, and & 8 the result his
article this issue is lamentably short, Thanks £ o r +the quote, though, chum,
what lovely illiustreations it offered. We could only do one though, agein dammit.
That's life, though, we guess. Can't have everything. Don't weep, peepul.

SYLVIA MOORE:: -—j8 0of courae Shirley Chapper, whom we've inter-

viewad bdefors. A short resums might be in order,
though: has had poetry in SAPPHO, PARADOX, CENTAURI, and a bditing (though some-—
what maudlin) review in Kepner's TOWARD TOMORROW. Poor Jimmy, someday we guess
that he'll 1 e a rn the meaning of the term ‘'postry’. How 4id the safari
into Pershing Square ¢ome out, Jimmy ? We wonder I1f Honig was still in good
ghape..,

MALTIANGOG ! The meaning, in literal Castillian: ‘'Bad Yeexr'. Nevertheless

the cat-tracks done under the neams have been received fairly
woll, at least good enough to continue using the name, We hope Joe is pleased,
since Melieno tried to make the pitchur of the men look & little like Fortier,
Ho didn't remember much ebout Joe's looks, though. Maybe he wasn't impressed;
and at such an impressionable sge, tool Tek tsk, what will Rull think? Never
mind, peopls, if you can't understand it; we know Jos does, don't. you, Chosef ?
No ? How sed, B0

. . . . . . - - L . - . L . . - .

MR WELLS & MR HUXLEY. . . sontinued

PREAMS OF 4 MID-VICTORIAN UTOPIA PEOPLED with replices of Mp Polly. One hopes
that all those silly little nondescript men are creations of en author's imagine
ation; if they were real, and if the future of the world rests in their hands,
then let we sit down and weep,

The Wellsien optomist will give you 1life, but no cpportunity to see the baauty
there may be in life; the Buxleyan pessimist will see all the potentlalities of
this "world, unfathomably fair®, but realize that in the midat of such c raws
nmaterielism he will never heve the opportunity to use those potentialities.

Woe betide the unbeautiful stodginess of his optomistic future world if there iz
"no place" for Mr Huxley's analyticrl satire.
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be very kind ta us, chums

AND 80, DEAR CHILDRFN, WE DRAW THE ELINDS OVER ANOTHER ISSUE O P ELEFRY. THIS
ona, we figure, is a deamsight detter thamn a n y preceeding ones, cause there's
pany, many more illustrations, emd lino oyts tool, plus what we think is & con-
siderably better balasced contents pzge (meaning ths contributionsg). The last
1ssue 15 scmathing f o r which we are lamentably sorry, and hops that you will
Torgive the horrible makesip and mediocre material. Or rather, we should say,
the spotty materisl, ‘'Twill never heppen sgain, we assure you.

You've of course notieed the switchback in genmersl mekeup, e sort of revolt over
the sterotyped formatg of the past. We've published six issues of bleery now,
end have come to the sonclusion that this particular format is the best, for all
around circuletion and the various personalities involved. Hope you feel the
séma.,

Also of some note and perhaps of somo interest 1s the cut in the number of pages
now being pudbbed. Henceforth, we are holding publication down to 24 pages, and
coms hell or high water, or a flood of materiel (no snickers, please, it may
happen somedey) we ere going to stick to thet figure. It's not the dough invole
ved, nor the offort; we like to pub bleery; nevertheless, we figure that often~
er publication is far better than 50 pages itwice a yeer,

Too, just for the sheer hell of it, we want to see how many fairly sized issues
we can publish between now and the time when w e Join +the Merchant Marine, in
June, We figure ten as a minimum, or rather, three more after the publiocation o
of this one, and hope to do as many as twelva. It all depends on whether or nct

you cooparate—by sending material,

¥issed this issus are Jack Wisdenbeck, Marijane Nuttall, and ¥ddie Priee. We

hope, however, that they'l]l be back with the 8th number. Vaguely (oh, very
vaguelyl) hoped f o r ia emother yarm b y TFortier, but tham, JYoa's mrotty tue
8y theases days and can't be bothered with civilians. Nevertheleas, we car hope,

Leses, wot elgse can we talk sbout *? Well, we can retrace our steps, and asayi
1) we nead material, so badly we'll do enything to get the stuff 2) we eleo need
some good postry, since we can't always b e yelling et Marijene and Banks for
stuff, and George complains that hets written dry. Damyou, Burbeel Why tha
hell can’t you f£ill up SkangritlL'Affaires with Crozetti's stuff? We know it
is bad, but then-— 3) the old saw zbout illustrations, Wiedenbeck lucky boy, got
hissalf hooked and is pretty busy seiting up housekeeping. Watson and Cindy
can't go on drawing forever, f£illing up pezes end pages, s¢ why don't you fel-
las help & guy out ? Bob Jones, front§{ 4) our publication date is still dammed
sketchy, but you cam sxpect a copy at lsast every two months, if not a monthly,
Sorry we can't pull a fenewscardweskly, really.

And that is all. Drink haarty ! oo
TUHSEN SSrDEL Bl



