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JEROME BIXBY

John Allen went down the shdrt, dark flight of uneven concrete steps
and pushed open the shop door, A small bell tinklede The painteds~paned
door swung shut behind him, muffling the thin wail of the late September
winde ‘

It was a tiny, narrow shop, :
crowded with merchandisc .
all of which was strange
and some of which was
frightening, g

John Allcn walked to the

¢ counter and said intently,
"Once I read a very amusing
little story by a gentleman
named Collier, in which a
young man such as mysclf
visits a purveyor of cne
chantments and spells such
as yoursclfe"

"Indeed?® said the little
man, standing on tiptoe to
put his clbows on the coun=
ter of his musty, dimlye
lighted hole~i: hethe-wall,
which was located on the
most obscure side strecet of
the greatest city din the
world,e"

“Quite. The young man,
Like mysclf, is in scarch

°f a love potion, by which
ne may sccure the affect=
ions of the young lady of
his choicce”
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"Itye seen some who could just scarcely believe it had happened," the
little man agreed. "One doesn't think of a love potion backfiring s0..."

They were thoughtfully silent: 1In a small cage behind the counter{‘ag
creature, which was the only one of its kind in the world because it
_been made to order, snuffled softly and lashed its eyes, -

" '"In the story," John Allen said carcfully, "the old man mentions, in
passing, a poison... @a tasteless, colorless poison, indetoctable by aut-
opsy. Of course, at the time, the young man cannot conceive of any usc
for sugh a thing——-" '

"Of \course, "

"Now, do you, by such a chance--2"

The 1littlo man smiled. "I have spch a poison,”
"And the pricce?"

"Eight thousand dollars."

"In the story, it was fivo thousand,"

The 1ittle man shrugged, "Prices have gone up, you know, M'm-- I
must soy, your Mr, Collier has made somc remerkablo deductions, I think
I'11 ask around onong my colleagues... perhaps he has patronized onc of us
at somo tine or othor, or cone about in scarch of story nateriel." Ho
opened a drawer bencath the counter and took out a sriall, dusty wvial,
which he put on the counter vetwoen thon, tIn the story, thon, the old
nan tclls all this to the young mnan == fair worning, as it wore == and
still the young man, 2ll cagor and unsuspecting, buys the love potion for
o dollar and goes forth to enjoy a fow years of Heaven... and then .. the
opposite, Corroct?"

"Corroct, "

"Aftor which he will again scck out the old nan, to spend the greater
sun for tho poison. Correet?” v

"Correct,"
"And the story cnds...."

"Ah," said John Allen.  "The .émding is nognificicent! Tho econding is
the whole story! The onding is this:

*The young rnon says happily: 'Good by.'!

"And the old non says: 'Au rovoir, ™



The little mar hehind the counter laugheds "Delightful! The !chaser!
eh? Most cleverl" He nudged the vial on the counter with a fat finger.
"Well, here is the love potion, But I suppose, after the little tale
you've just told, that you won't be interested in buying it--=t

He picked up the vial and prepared to put it back in the drawer.
"Oh," said John Allen, "but you're wrongs I do want to buy iti"

Again the little man noted how  John Allen's upper lids moved with his
words, giving him an almost predatory look; again he noted the tension in
mouth and shoulders. And now the hands were trembling,

This time, the little man frowneds The signs were hinting at some-
thing he had not expected to sees He pursed his pink lower lip as John
Allen said:

"There is a difference, you see, between the situation of the young
man in the story and my own: I do not love the young lady on whom I —am
going to use the potion,"

Now the signs were clear--- nincty-six of them in all,

"I want her," John Allen said, hunching his shoulders against their
tension, "I must have her." He pressed his hands against the counter,
but the fingers remiined clewed. "She is the most beautiful and desirable
woman I have evor met!"

8T understand," said the littlc man,

"Thdre is inore, " John Allen said, his face getting uglier and uglier.
"There is more than just having her. But I must have her tool"

"You shall," said the Llittle man, putting the vial back on the coun
ter and removing his hand from it as if it werc filthy. "You shall
possess her as foew men arc given to possess a woman, The potion is quite
effective in that area,"

John Allon smiled a hating smile.

"You sec," he said, "I am extremely wealthy."

"T sce."

"So I can wecll afford the poison, when the timc comes,"

"I 800."

WEhcn I am donc with her, I shall return and buy the poison, just as
the young man in the story will return, But, the difforence is this: I am






"Wery likcly."
"And when the tipe is ripee- when I have had my £ill of her body and

her agony-- I will give her a child) She could not object, could she?"
"She would — want ite"

#Then T will ‘tell her that I am completely through with her-- that she
will never sec me againl" a3 ;

WShe Will ey, said the little man.
F'fesl"
"She will scrcams"

"Ahi" John Allen pushed a dollar bill across the countere "ihen I
tire of it all, I will come back and buy the poison and be rid of herjy" He
paused and looked sharply at the little mane "You scom a little disturbed
by my intentions," he said in a nasty tonecs "I hardly think you'rc in any
position to moralize, do you? After all, how many happy young men have ;
lcft this shop, only to rgturn yecars later with cight thousand dollars,
socking rolesse from the Hell which you sold them for a dollar?  Why, you
would have donc it to me, if I'd come to you for the ordinary rcasons,
wouldn 't you?"

"Certainly. T am not moralizing, I am a busihcssman‘"

"You'rc many times a murdercr,”

"Tn a sense,”

ifjell, thon," John Allen laugheds "In a fow years I'll be back, and
we'll do business again.® He slipped the vikal into a pockets M"Hell hath
no fury likc a woman scorncd, ch?.es but she'll never be able to 1lift a
" finger against med She won't be able to cven think of harming me, ch?"

#Under the cffcets of the love potion," the little man said, "no woman
in her right mind could harm the man she loves"

John Allen turncd and walkod briskly to the door, where, relishing the
phrasec, he said, "Au revoiri®

_ 15 che closed the door behind him, the September wind wailed thinly
end painfully, like & madwomane :

*Good-by, ! said the littlc man,
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DEAR JOHN W. CAMPBELL:
con e

interest in psychology in recent dccades has caused this sort of story to
f1ourish. It must be rcmembered, of course, that whilc this is the stuff
of which classics arc made, it is also the casicst type of story to do
dully, with thc possible oxception of Man Against Man. An awful lot of
effusions which should never have sccn print have been published in this
vein in the last fiftecn years.

I can't truthfully say you were lcading the pack in this trend, Mr,
Campbell, but you were certainly onc of its active members., ASF!'s staplo
commodity in the fondly remembered ycars were the psychological storics
and others falling into the same gencral category, such as' van Vogt!s
confused supcrmen, and the torturcd lead characters of such-outrec Kuttner
storics as "Privatc Eye",

These arc cven scarcer than the Man igainst Socicty storics in the
currcnt ASF and yot they contributed even more to its imprint on sf.

I, for one, will not be able to be satisficd with ASF until the Man
Against Machine storics go and thc Man Against Socicty and Man Against
. Himsclf storics, which made ASF pgreat in the past, return.

Until then, I-rcmain,

A sinccre admirer,

Vernon L. McCain
R SR S VS SR S Qe e Je ey SRS B0 R BB R R X B LR S

THE TETHER
by Burton K. Becerman

Moving forth in garbed array,
Banncrs high to mect the day,
Danger stalkcd..segamma's proyy -
The spacemen move in a haunted waye 92

Something stirs within their breast
The gnawings of some:thwarted quest,
Fretting movements without rest,
o To yonder planct and distant tests

They cried in the silence of the night,
As if regretting somc ycarly plight,
And found themsclves in morning light,
Doubtful of making the first Star Flight.















Quite often the wife is the guiding -add
steering power bohind a successful author, I
wonderced how Mrs, E. E. Smith fclt about her
husband's work, and down in Philadelphia, I
asked her to tcll us about ite This is. what
she writes:

JHE DORCTIOR AND I

mrs. e, e, smith

Thosc lichts in the banquot hall at the Philcon dinncr were dimmer
than I thoughte Othcrwisc you would have had a better look at me and
would have known my inadequacy as a writcr of any sort, Howover, be that
as it may, I do help "Doc Smith" a bit.

Doc 45 a scicnce fiction fan from away back, as wcll as an author from
about the samc timce Scicnce fiction he lovess Forhaps not cvory indivie
dual story, or somc authors, but ovorall. And his writings are a hobby
with him, though often I doubt that when I sce him drawing maps, praphs,
vessels, stars, plancts, worlds, and pcoplcse

_He, waits for cold weather, especially snow, then he fecls the urgc.or
desire to writc, although I have scen him slaving in ninety degrec weathe
br. Mo too, as I type for him. i

“hen I sce him strilking his characteristic posc, not gitting at his
desk with his peneil in hand, but .standing about six inches from the wall,
loaning forward with his hcad on the wall, I know he is working on somc
jdea or problem of his story. - I haven't sccn him bang his head on;the
wall, yet, but I wouldn't be tog surpriscd if he dide

The only way I'can help is by being able to recad his handwriting,
usually in pencil, and thcn type ite Reading his handwriting is quitc a
‘zift, but in my cadc, it was duc to our courtshipe I lived in Idaho, and
he was working in Washington, D. C.  Before he graduated from the Univer-
sify of Idahd, ho was quite attrdcted to a picturc my brother had >f me,
‘and asked my brother to writc a letter of introduction, My brother did,
but I reccived onc from Doc first, lcaving mo slightly sonfuscd=--a state
which I have been in cwver sincc, He came down to Beise with my brother to
meet me, and then went on to Washington. He wrote me cvery day for about
cirht months, then came back to Boisc where we were marricd.

Everyone knows that I am not a fan of secicncc fiction, *bocausc it's
just not the kind of stuff I likKe, When I typc, I don't really read ite
It's too decp for mc, and I don't have the time to study it out when I'm
typing it, and lick the desire to do'so after typing. However, I can, and
do, admirc people who dd read ite :

“ When Doc does start writing, B sort of kecp watch, or he'd*be down :Ln



his workshop or darkroom playing with his othor hobbics. He's much like
his brother who was supposed to be studying for his railway mail clerk
oxams. His wifc lookecd in to sec how he was doing, and found that he had
stepped out the window on other business. Ground floor window, of courscs

On the other hand, when he does have the urge, nothing can distract
him. “hen our children werc quite young, they'd makc noise on purposc, so
.ke1d send them to & show or send them aways They woere quite nonplussed
phen, they found he didn't even hcar them, I would call his attention to
- their ided) and he would scnd them off to a show thon.

Once in a whilc I suggest a bit and hc doos usc ite /s I said before,
I type his storiecs. Hc studics the typecd version minutely and notes words
ommitted or misspelled by my typewritcre These he corrccts, changes, or
inscrts chapters or materiale Then, after a long time of studying, ctce
I typc it againe If the story is to be published in bookform, I type it a
third time. Onc would think I'd know cvery story of his by hcart, but far
from that.

He has had and docs have, many fans who arc really friends, through
his writinge Once in a while, amusing things happens Onc night, very
late, two young men knockod at the doors Doc had ben aslecp about two
hours and I was finishing reading my kind of storye I didn't know whother
to answer the door or not at first, but finally I djds Thcre werce two
young men wanting to talk to Doc. I called him, telling him theoir names
and down hc camce They retired to his den and talk they did until about
three a.me (usually he dislikes staying up to 10:30.) They werc planning
%0 leave the next morning, but since Doc had a story about finished and it
being Sunday, onc started:reading the handwritten eopy, the other the typ=
ed eopy. They all camc up once in a while for breath and cats. The boys
didn't lcavc until Monday. '

Lrother time, Jack Williamson stopped to mect Doc, also planning on
staying onlysa short while, Howcver, sincc we enjoycd talking to him so
very much, we kept him over night and a part of the next day,

Doc looks forward to attending the Scicnce Fiction Conventions, so
much always, and mecting his fans and other authors (whom he greatly ade
mores and can mect no other way during the ycar.) Vhy do I attend them
when I am not, 2 fan? Well, bocause I mect so many nice pcople and at them
I can bask in roflected pglory. Aiso, I likce +to be with him, though we
have been marricd over 38 ycars nows

I really den't havc any probloms, you mipht say, but it ccrtainly docs
give lifc a 1ift when Doc's pencil and pen start writing.
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terry carr
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ATTENTION, MR. BOUCHER::In thc last installment of "Fantastuff®, I wrotc
_an itom which immediatoly brought this rcaction from Anthony Boucher, cdi-
tor of Fantasy and Science Fiction:

"Dear Mr, Carr:

In PEON, Sep 53, p 12, you writc: g

WBotty Re Lowis « o o is 3 San Francisfan, So is
!Brucc A, Agncw,! the penname taken by Mike Walker for
'The Koy' in Fantasy & Science Fiction for June,
1953." -

I'i sorry %0 spoil Mr, Walker's story, but 'Bruoc
A, Agnew! is simply Bruce A, Agnew, a yowng man -from
Conncebicut now in England on student exchange.

I hope you!ll publish a rctraction, and look as
marked suspicion on any further data that Mr, Walker
fceds youe %

Who on carth is Mike Walker? This is as fooli-
sh and pointless an imposture It've ever encountercd,

Curiously,
Anthony Bouchere.n

I wrote back to Mr, Boucher, of coursc, telling him the background for the
story. Boiled down, it gocs like thist Ualker is a local fan, tecneaged,
who is perhaps the world's leading contender for Arthur C, Clarke's "Ego"
nickname. Ho told me that he had written the story, gave the pricc he had
received and a few other particu-

lars, so as to make his story sound reason for him to lie, belicved him
authentice A fricnd of minc, who and included the item in "Fanta-
knows Tialker and his writings a bit stuff." This good cnough retracte
better than I do, rcad the story ion for youw, Mr. Boucher?

and indicated that it was Walker's

style 211 righée I, sececdng no NOTES N QUOTES::Bob Tucker, in OOP-







fillers, and thcy printed them as a
portfolic, depicting "lifc as it
should b ¢ donc...with a slight

' touch of penuiric insantty, boiled

until simmering over a kettle of
sarcasm..." And 2ll this for fiwve
measly fillers, nonc of thon much
good, ¢«The January 1954 issuc of
Planct Stories reminds me of the
good old days, what with Bradbury
and Brackctt so promincntly dis-
played all over thc covere I note
iced, though, that the illo for "A
Scund of Thunder', the Bradbury
story, was practically the samc as
the oripinal painting which accom-
paniced the story in Culliers's Well
I suppose one can't bc too oripinal
wheny like Emsh,” onc has to turn
out half thce illos for practically
overy scicnec fiction mag on the
markct, It's a wunder that Emsh's
stuff 4is as pood as it isldleddny
of you noticc the wvarying amounts
of provity listced by Campbell in
connection with Meskling Hal Clome-
cntfs munstor-world in "™Mission of
Gravity"? In the April issue, he
blurbed the planct's provity as be-
ing 500 times thot of Earthe In
May he said it was 700, and as wcll
over 600 in that issue's synopsis.
For thc next two  installments, at
lcast, he was consistent: he blurb-
ed it as 700 and.called it well
over 600 in' the synopses,

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS::Or The Carreatc
Awards. Sinde I'm “feeling a bit
poctryless at the moment, I'1l pive
them out without theo so-called poc-
try (actually a bastard form of old
dopperal) this timc. For the boest
novel of the ycar, I must admit it
hss hecn a Scramble, but the above-
mentioned MMission of Gravity" did
finally wind up on top, Poul ind-
grson's "Threcc Hearts and Threc
Lions" tokos second place, with 3rd
and Lth places going to Charles Le
Hnorness's "The Rose" (Authentic S-F

British), and to Philip Josc Farmer
for "Moth and Rust", respectivelye
Thc best cover of the year is a
tossup between Alox Schomburg and
Frank R, Paul, for thcir cfforts on
Startling Storics and Scicncc Ficte
fon Plus, both for October 1953
Thc bost new artist of the year was
Frank Kelly Frcas, thouph he didn't
actually start in 1953, He distine
fuished himsclf many times with

covers such as . the -one i Tops In
Scicnce Fiction #2, Astounding,
October 1953, cte. y and digplaycd a

varicty of styles on his intcerior

,art, The bost new mapazine of the
.ycar wa s Scicnce ' Fiction Plus
which brought %o The TIcld  sIisk

format and a taste of yestcrday,
then gradually combined ycsterday
with today to form a pleasing mapae
zinc with a definite porsonality,
something which just about cvery
other magazine noew this year lacks.
Fan departments in Startling, TWS,

and. Amazing, werc dropped, only to
bc Tcplaced by now [J)nC; inyS-F
Quartcrly, Futurc, Dynamic, and S<F
Aidventurcs. Tho new foaturcs, in
my opinion,at least, are far super-
ior to the old ones, though of
coursc,,  their circulation is much
smallcr.

BORINGS::Orma McCormmick's STARLANES
is takin; the plunge and poing to:
be printed, starting with thc next-
issuc--she's also upping the price
t. LO¢s  Artwork will be dropped,
toc, sho sayse Too bad, the art-.
work of STARLANES always lent it a
certain air that made up much of
the mag's Eorsonalit:y.....l’oul A=
derson and Aaren Krusc, both living
in Berkeley, Calif., are engaped to
be marricd.s Expoct to see a lot:
more Anderson material on thc mar-
ket soon, becausc Poul's poing to

~have two colloctions to kcop up

NoWeseseThat!s all for now. Soo
you next 1ssuCesscess



~-PEON NOTES
{ continued)

. of good--damn good, I must say—-material, and beautiful mimeographing, I
always thought that an annish was a waste of effort, but this one proves
me very wrong. His selection of material is excellent, and the highlight
of the entire issue is a massive report on the last convention down in

. Philadelphia, Congratulations, Joel, but don't fall down on the job now

. thet you've established a wonderful rocord.

Another bit of excellent mimeographing and material selecting is CANADIAN
FANDOM, edited by Gerald Steward. This tzinc's appearance is cqual to
that of any other fanzine I've ever scen—-and tops most of them, I only
wish that I could get PEON looking half as nice. One thing though. Gerald

. calls this the tenth  amniversary issue, a statement which I take issue
withe I've always considered a magazine to bc broken in contunity if it
does not come out regularly--and with CANADIAN FANDCM, therc were no
jssues in 1950 or 1952. Howevér, that's a small matter of opinion--and at
least it's a wonderful job.

Not quite as well mimeographed, but something difforent in the way of fan-
zines is ALPHA, printed in both Dutch and English! ALPHA is the official
organ of the Antworp Science Fiction Fan Clubs I can't rcad a.bit o f
Dutch, but it was interesting to try to make out the book reviews of U.S.
books listed in the Dutch section of ALPHA, I'm sure that if you send a
recent U.S, prozine, the cditors will scnd you a copy. The address, as
closely as I can make it out is J. Jansen, 64 Fort IT Straat, Wommelgem,

Belgium,

Nows to the fourth fenzine worthy of mentionings I'm doing it herc only
fo try to telk some scnsc into the editors, What would you think if you
received & feanzine, and on the index pages found these phrases: "Execut-
ive Offices!, "Chairman of the Board", "All rights reserved", ctc.? You
would probably have the same reaction that I did--that this fan or this
group of fans arc taking themselves way too seriouslyl Of course, you
probably know whom I am talking szbout--Warren A. Freiberg and BREVIZINE
ADVENTURES, BA is a very nice little fanzine--byt nothing to be so proud
of that the cditor should try to sound like a prozine editor] I've always
thought of fanzinc-publishing as a way of fun in life, and I think that if
Warren would comc down and admit it himsclf, BA would be a much -better
fanzino, Oh yes, Warren--you can't rescrve a bit of rights, unless your
entirc magazine is copyrighted--and then you have to state the fact that
it is copyrighted,

-000=

That'!s it for this time fricnds., But before we go, congratulations to Ken
Slater and Mrs, Slatcr on the birth of their daughter last Scptomberesesce
you around the first of March with the next FEON. Deadline for that issue
is February lstesesssssssdave a vory happy new ycar, won't you? L 0o
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