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CHUCK CLARKSON

[SYNOPSIS: Last issue, Chuck, aided only by his™]
incredibly precise mind, got himself into a roy-
al jam. Accepting s mission Lo find a missing
gcientist and scholar lost on a remote planet,
Chuck found his life in constant jeapardy. For
it seemed an ex-criminal, also a master of de=-
mented science would goto all lengths to prev-
ent his old enemy from being found. Two at-
tempts on his life already having been made,
Chuck refuses to say "Uncle" and even now sits
in waiting to jet to the remote world, Sfonyx.

So enter we now the whacked out future that
our intrepid adventurer, Chuck Clarkson, knows _|

his present:

CHUCK checked his expansive memory for the
climate and living conditions on Sfonyx. The
atmosphere: an adequate mixture of oxygen and
nitrogen. It was a jungle world with a tepid
climate; the only eity, ultramodern Sfonyxop-
olis, engaged in the manufacture of mostly con-
traband articles. Also, the only spot in the
known cosmos where Tellurium, the reknowned wonder-
metal that baffled synthesis was to be found.

Reed, Chuck remembered, was supposed to be
curing Sfonyxian natives in the jungle region
Imown as the Mongolial Marsh. Reed was a modern
Albert Shweitzer, . risking life and limb on
Sfonyx; he had gone there to carry out an 0f-
Ticial Federated Planets mercy mission: his or-
ders: cure the natives of the dreaded disesase,
limb~-limbo. Chuck knew of the malignant blight
known gs lim-limbo, and he felt a hot sweat
break out on his crotch as his thoughts dwelled
on it, (His crotch?)

The bite of a carrier snicker-wasp deposited
small wormlike flukes, which migrated to the glands
in the mouths of Sfonyxian natives., The infected
glands rotted within a week, and no longer manu-
factured a substance called urinicine. This was
vital to turn g Sfonyxian's food, bowlfruit, into
vitamin X-2, necessary for the preservation of
their arms, legs, and mental infancy.

Chuck swung his bag from the spacious relaxo-
bed after his mental excursion, and swung himself
onto it. Tomorrow he would go to that notorious
mongrel-pit of the universe, Sfonyxopolis.

There he would map his strategy taking all
present factors into proper account. After all,
he was picked for this mission because he had the
hardest head to beat! The universe just naturally
needed him as its ace detective, and only this
realization kept him from quitting the FPP and
mining soap on Boraxo-5, as his father had done
before him. :

Chuck shuddered at the thought of what the
universe would do without men like him. Maybe
some telescreen entertainment would come in nice-
ly before turning in. Staring directly at the
tuning dial of the screen, it came to life at his
gaze., The first thing to come into focus was a
live recital of the Martlan ballet, di-rect from
Mars. Chuck didn't mind ballet, God lmew he had
lmite=-cultur, but it was the sight of the Martians
which sickened him, They were ungainly individ-
nals with g red, bumpy epidermis, even inside their
mouths. Whenever a Martian opened his mouth, the
long slimy bumps which lined the red-faced slien's
palate could be seen playing footay with his pink
tongue. This tongue, by the way, was another re-
markable part of the Martian anatomy. It would
change hue with changes in the Martian's dispos-
ition; a pleased Martian had a pink tongue, but
if he suddenly became angry, it would turn green
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with yellow blotches. Since the Martians al-
ways had their mouths open for some reason or
another, their tongues and slimy bumps were al-
wWays visible, maldng them extremely sickening,
yet highly predictable individuals. And now
the sight of them leaping across the ballroom
floor with the aid of their leathery wings,
blaneing each other on their mnose-horns with
elegant grace, was too much for Chuck.

He quickly switched to another channel with
a glance at the tuning dial. A quick eircunit
of the screen's channels revealed such mind-
teasers as the Plutonian Little League Baseball
Tournament, a speech being made by the Presi-
dent, broadcast for the fifth time in the past
three days, an ancient rerun of an outdated
Tina Tolouse flick, and the middle of the two-
hour daily News program, covering all points
in the universe. With a wink at the tuning
digl that almost spun it off the set, Chuck
angrily turned off the telescreen., When were
they going to do something about the abyssmal
programning?

One laat thing to do before catching some
winks, final checkout with Hdqts. As Chuck
glided over to the communications screen, a di-
rect line with Commander Whitfield, he blew scme
snow that had fallen on his nose. Snow!? In-

stantly Chuck's computer mind lmew something
wag amiss. It couldn't be snoWwing..... it was
July! Totally shook by the implications of this
discovery, Chuck failed to notice the cord far

the communications screen had been placed in
his path and was now becoming entangled with
his feet. (No doubt Chemor had something to
do with this.)

Chuck tripped with the grace of a Martian
ballering, over the lowly cord, which hadn't
senge enough to get out of his way; he fell!
onto a bonx-hide chair, lmocking it against the
telescreen., (Thus he accidentally turned it
on, unknown to now senseless, or rather uneon-
scious Space Ace.)

If Chuck could have looked up, he would
have seen a super-silent vibro saw cubting a
swatch thru the duro-plastic ceiling plates.,
Completing a full eircle, the piece of ceiling
Was noiselessly sucked free, and a hand pro-
duced itself from the hole. In the hand, an
ultra-beamer!

The intruding wespon was swung mercilessly
in all directions, emitting a white-hot lasger
ray that made short work of all it touched.
Chuck was saved only by the bonx-hide chair,
it having fallen atop him after bouncing off
Only thus did Chuck avoid a
maiming not fit for a mindless man on Mong.

Silence prevailed, and to all puroses the
invader assumed death had been dealt defily from
his hand. The smell of the burnt aquafdsm car-
pet was enough to make g normal man retch. But
wag Chuck a normal man? Noseeeo it brought him
to.

Throwing aside the saving chair, Chuck as-
sumed all that had passed. Receding footateps
sounded above, and our hero was not to be denied
a risk or two. Quickly he mounted a scored table
beneath the aperture. A leap carried Chuck's
arms to the edge, and a hearty hoist brought
his head into the upper suite. A stoop-shoul-
dered thug was leaving by the door he had en-
tered! This was Chuck's man.

"Hi there," said Chuck, disarmingly.

He was intent upon hoisting his body up for
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followers, but his hands, sweaty with exertion, Whitfield essured, pointing to two sgents Chuck
were slippery. His left hand slipped, something recognized on sight. "But....."

that Chuck Clarkson, ace detective, had not an- "Energy pad?" guessed Chuck.

ticipated., "Energy pad." echoed Commender Whitfield.

He hung precariously by his right hand, "I thought as much," continued Chuck, "A-
kicldng his take-off table over below. Then, nother one of Chemor's henchmen. He makes
regaining his left grip he continued his move sure we don't get anything out of them."
up, petting a knee over the edge as he looked Looking around the room, Chuck noticed more
towards the Interloper. Chuck noted the man's familiar faces. Doctor Paurell, ohief physicisn
'ace for a split second =- an ugly, sallow face at FPP, was putting away the smelling salta he
-- then he acrambled to get up for the encoun- had used on the shemus. There was a skull-snd-
ter. crossbones brand on the salts. "Drat, said

Bat not swiftly as he could hope. Coming Paurell, "failed again," He slid them into his
on with a brutish waddle-bear type gait, the black MD¥s csse of plasti-metal, a compact box
assallant threw his lmee straight into Chuck's containing all the instruments of modern medicine
Imee=high chin. There was a terrific thud, be-=' a doctor equipped himaelf with in the field,
cause the man had a wooden lmeel! fnd when wood He alipped the case into his shirt pocle t.
meets wood, thuds resound. Chuck buckled and Pgurell was a curious sort, being a dootor
twisted, going down upaide-down. His catlike and at the assme time, Terra's foremost VD car-
senges, functioning though his head pounded rier,
like a gavel, caused his body to twist rracefully Standing next to Commander Whitfield was
30 a3 to drop him on his feet, ready for any- Inspector Fletcher. And next to him was Space
thing to follow, fce Barney Check. The two lieutenants stoed by

Instead, with a series of thuds, he hit the the doorway, where another paunchy mn was now
askew table headfirst. Only the hardwood skull entering. Sunlight pured thru the translucent
of an ace detective saved him from certain death} window-wall to the East. Chuck had been un-

A second time the arm of death came from conscious longer than he suspected. (About 29
above; this time deadly bead was tgken. Chuck years, at last tally.)

Was groping around in a atate of semi-concious The man entering the room took advantage
stupor, a condition familiar to the experienced of' the momentary lull to go urinate in the bath=-
apace veteran, With the instinect of a blind room., This set the stage for him as he returned
homing pigeen, Chuck crawled directly toward to the gathering of top officlals.

the death ray's path. The only possible sal- "Who's going to pay for sll the wreckage?"
vation was..... Commander Whitfield, who was he piped. The volce was that of Chuck's land-
watching the whole scene via his activeted com- lord.

acreen., Only Commander Whitfield's fateful "I've told you, man," started Whitfield.
shout of "Hands up!"™ caused s new balance, as "The government will fully recompense you for
the conditioned reflexes of a habitual eriminal the demage.

fired, and the ultra-beamer dropped directly on- "I don't know," resumed the man. "The gov=
to Chuck's head. Pain brought back .the apace ernment can be slow when it comes to paying out;
sleuth's fleeting conciousness, and he aaid they take with s lotta speed."

"Thugl" "Everything will be taken care of, man,"

As fate would have it, the Security Corps glowered Whitfield, waxing impatient with the
was busting in on the intruder at that very intruding landlord. He probably just wanted to
moment, and there ensued a quick apprehension et up the FPPfor a hiked-up repair voucher
of the would-be killer sbove, twin tackles that would net him & few handy credits. Why
pimming his shoulders to the ground. He was couldn't the mind machines make any mogress a-
through with his devilish attempts on a de- galnst the imperfections called greed and cheat-
cent man's life, ing. They must be very deep instinets, indeed.

Whitfield, detecting the meaning of the "I kmew I should never have rented to &
scuffle and grunting from the room above, space 833l" wailed the man.
sat back in his seat, uttering a prolonged "That's Space Ace, sirl" ejaculated Chuck,
gigh of relief. "Ahhhbh,.o.." "I've never met a bigger one," the man coun-

tered.
PART IT With that, the chubby housing overseer
turned and plodded out of the living cell. "It
For Chuck Clarkson, returning to conciousness should be padded in here," was his finsl line,.
Waa a cavalcade of blurred images and half- But it wasn't his final action, since he dropped
remembered nightmares. When he finally did e- a wireless microphone to the floor by the thresh-
merge from the enveloping bandage of black- hold, faking s sneeze.
out he was aware of s number of hands prop- He was going to have credils from both sides
ping him in a sitting position. Two more hands before he was thru. Chemor glready, snd the FPP
pumeled his face with repid, glancing alaps. to follow. He chuckled in delight down the hgll-

The dull monotone voice of Commander Whit- way.
field ate thru the final veila of stupor. "The case is just getting engaging now,"
"Clarkson, Clarkson, sre you all right? Clarke Chuck offered. "Two attempts on my 1life in one
gon?" day; or is it three?"

"Yes, chief," was Chuck's sutomatic reply. "Hasn't happened singe I broke up that
"I feel fine." But his head still throbbed, pluton-smuggling gang on Nabisco. They were
and his vision was blurred. He blinked and tough cookles! Yes, I'm gonna crack this oase
shook his face, drops of agliva getting into or have it crack me, That's what g space ace
Whitfield's eyes. He slalped Chuck a little is made of."
harder., "But, man," Whitfield objected. "We lmow

"Wake up, man," Whitfield prompted. A- now that this maniae Chemor will stop at noth-
nother round of resonant slaps encircled his ing. He's merciless in trying to stop you from
face. finding Dr. Reed. Even hia getting to Sfonyx

"Allright, I'm with you," blurted Chuck. is in the game now. Perhaps a new agent would
"And quit slapping me," he added, now fully 63cape his immediate attention..... perhaps we
recouping his normal state of mind. He tapped should undercover it from here out."
his finger over the dried gash in his scalp as "Nix, Chief, Chemor would be onto any
Whitfield spoke again. man you send out to Sfonyx. And I want to be

"When I saw you hit that table, I thought where the action is when it bresks loosel By
you had broken your skull," the way, how long is that all-day space disco=

"I thought I broke the table,"mused Chuck theque open?"
heroically. "But what sbout that galactic dog. "Uhhh..,.. well said, Clarksonl" replied
Did you catch him?" Whiffield. "We haven't many sn sgent with the

"Well, the lieutenants here stopped him," raw nerve you show. It seems the smarter they
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are, the more they avoid danger. 3But not you,
my man. Stay on this and licle it1" :

"Ahh, yes," asserted Chuck, as Suzy svive-
eled in. Suzy waa an animgl-inapired girl.
Beneath that suave appearance beat the heart
of a savage, in that fierce left chest. Lv=-
eryman present felt the heat of her body as
she sauntered towards them. Chuck felt a
chill ripple his spine.

Chuck swallowed and said,"Yes,
What can I do for you?"

"It's not what you could do for me, Chuck,
it's what I could do for you..... How about
coffee and some sweet rolla?" she purred.

"Sweet rolls, coffee, anything from you,
Suzyl" said Chuck,

"Alright then, I'l1l go get something real
sweet for you, Chuckie," she offered.

She turned then, and if there was one weak-
ness a Space Ace was subject to, Chueclk could
fell it well within him as his eyea fastened
on her sculpted hips.

"Now get on your way," said Space Ace
Barney Check, "there's man talk in here,"
he added dramatically.

Everyone but Check followed her and
undressed her with their eyes as she swiv-
eled out of the room.

"Spaceport at .:30 this afterncon?" re-
quested Whitfield, sharply bringing the group
back to the sordid present.

"Yes, Sir, I'1l give what I've got while
I've got it to give," added Chuck, obviously
pleased with hias quick turn of g phrase.

"Check!" Chuck snapped to bolster thinge
a bit.

"Chuck," said Check, "you'd better check
your chronodial now and make sure you check in
on time."

"Check," snapped Chuck,

"Chuck," repeated Check, "good luclkl"

Chuck, beginning to feel dazed sgain,
uttered a thanks, hoping Check would not say
Chueck again.

As Chuck was leaving the room, Check called
"Chuokl"

Chuck wheeled with his blaster drawn.

There was something about this Check that made
him edgy.

"Holster that, Clarkson.
to say: You're welcome."

Suzy?

out,

I just wanted

PART III

At 1,:30 that afternoon, Chuck was depos=
ited at the main Space Port with last minute
advice and encouragement from his superioras,.

A partner in the venture to find Dr., Reed had
been assigned, Space Ace Rod Fren, a highly
touted new super-sleuth. He was to work in
complete co-ordination with Chuck on Sfonyx.
(Heaven Mnows Chuck could use a little help
when it comes to co-ordinsgtien.)

The two were to blend into Sfonyxian life
as well as possible, and steal into the jungles
to find Dr. Reed. But before Chuck would ac-
cept this man he had never before met as s
partner in peril, he had one test to perform.
On the way out to the Astro-Drive Tlercta
Cruiser, Chuck threw his arm around Fren in a
seeming gesture of comraderie. Chuck usually
wasan't soft on other men, and the move was a
strange one. But not without purpose. As
they neared the boarding ramp, Chuck tightened
his grip and brought his free hand palm against
the man's forehead. He rubbed there with firm
pressure, causing Fren to become s little per-
plexed.

"Chuck, uhh, what's happening?" Fren ut-
tered with great patience,

"Well, since you pa: I Lhe test, I don't
mind explaning. I just wanted to see if your
skull was thick enough for you to be a suc-
ceaaful Space Ace,". Chuck said, laying in a
little humor. : ;

Fren didn't laugh, so Chuck continued

undaunted. "lo, in all sericusness, I was
cheeliddng for an eneryy pad on you, the sipn
of Chemor's henchrmen,"

"'loat a little cool there, Chuck, Whit-
Tield and Fletcher aggigned me; do you hold them
auspect, too?"

"0f course not, but an imposter conld have
replaced you,"

"Come now, Chuclk, take a loclk at me.
omeone duplicate this body?" Fren opposed.

"Well, Jugt wanted to see how Yrrenly' you
really werse," Chueck chukled, Fren didn't, so
Chuck added "It's great to be able to laugh a
bit, even under extreme tension.?

Fren, an old-looking man with a hunched-
back and a warty nose Tairly resembling a lep-
tunian pickle, took it all in stride, But he
did give a quizzical atare towards Chuck as the
latter preceded him into the geating aisle of
the Tlercta cruiser.

As he sat down next to Chuel,
ted him on the hump.
Chuclk,

"I understand," replied Fren. "You know,
this is just a disguise that the gpace technos
put on me for my mission on Chaney-6. They coul-
dn't get it off alterwards without removing my
normal nose and back. Don't let them get their
hands on you if you can help it, Chuck,"

"Check," said Chuck, biting his lip.

Take-of'f came quickly after seating, and

soon they were traveling indeed several thomsand
times the speed of light, weeding through and
beyond the commonly traveled space rontes,
Fren dropped off into a nap, and Chuck went thru
his pockets, finally secure that Fren was A.0.K,
After all, that hump could have been an exploa-
ive charge wired to a detonator in Fren's pocket
somewhere.

For the rest of the while Chuck resd some
material he had brought with him, Only once
did he leave Fren, to go to the front guidance
chamber and visit with the crew g bit, He gs-
sayed the crew as straight and loyal men, har-
boring no ill for him or Fren. lio energy pads,
and they submitted willingly to his forehead
rubbing. They almost seemed to like it, and Chuck
could tell they were a close-knit crew.

The stars were a humbled sight, whizzing
past the front visoras at g furious pace. Mere
white streaks were they, and the speed was g gift
of science to be admired, even tho it made Chuck
dizzy to watch.

Fren came awake just as tle Tlercta crusier
was approaching a landing in Sfonyxopolis. GCom-
ing into the anti-gravity channel, their speed
was slowed and a set-down accamplished with nary
a jJolt of the oeccupants.

; Chuck and Fren stepped onto the brilliant
Pink surfage of the landing pad and viewed the
city thrust up about them. Then quickly they
made their way into the debarkation building for
check out. Soon they were having coffee and
cream cheese ple, Chuck's favorite sweet, in

the aire-dome room, high sbove the ground,

Tren had some revelations to make, "You
know, Chuck, there isn't even a division Head-
quarters of the FPP on Sphonyx. It's a looae
city with few ties to the customs or lawa of the
rest of the cosmos. I've a hunch our stay here
will teach us a lot about dealing with surprise,"

"That's quite a huch yon have there," Chuck
reacted. "LetTs 96€ecsas.

"You eall this slop coffee?"
suddenly.

"Yegh, what of it!" snarled the waiter, a
man built like scme leanderthal,

"Good cofee," remarked Fren, winking, blink-
ing and nodding. Mostly nodding.

"You see, Chuck," he went on in a hushed
tone. "No reapect for us here. Any other rec-
ognized planet and we'ed have people fauning
all over us if we complained. Looks like we're
up against more than the problem of Tinding Reed
here; we're up against an unruly public as well."

"Yes, sheer ignorancel" lamented Chuck, draw

Could

Clarkson pat-
"For good luck," remarked

yelled I'ren



ing attention to himself, He said 1t loudly.

"And dont forget that varmint Chemor]

He might yet add his interference to the brew."

"Critter, Chuck? What atrange Jargon isa
that," quizzed Fren.

"0h, nothing, just scmething I pleked up
on the space liner out here., Read a few cowboy
novels to soothe my temperament. Highly inter=-
esting atuff, about the history of early Ameri-
ca. Then power spoke, and the law took second
place,

You know, apeaking of Chemor; I think I
might've smelled a faint aroma of dirty socka
on the space liner. Chemor's trademark 1f
he used a matter transporter to steal onto the
eruiser with us, then using invisibllity as
g shield,

I was just at the point where Jesse James,.
an infamous cowboy villailn had been shot in the
back while raping three Indisn aguaws at once-=-
I remember it well. Very faint, but definetely
dirty socks,

Fren made a gesture of innocence; if he
wasn't to blame it could very well have been
Chemor,

"If Chemor's here now, I have an ides that
might root him out within the hour. I can gl=-
most feel the way that polecat thinks, and I'm
ready to surprise him out of hiding right now.
I'm onto him, Fren."

"I'm beginning to think you ARE on some-
thingr Chuck," Fren put in,

'Sarcasm can ruln the best piece of cheess
replied Chuclk,
"Well, on with it,
ever the outoame. )

With that, the two gulped the last of their
cheese pie, awizzled some last swallows of cof=-
fee, and departed. At second runway level they
boarded a priva-cab and jetted to where Chuck's
huch lay. UNeedleas to say, Fren's lay on hia
back,

pie,"
I'm in it with you what-

On the way, the two inveterate crime-spoil-
ers checked out all possible sniping points,
surveying the needle-towered STonyxian bulldings
with more than a tourlst interest., Soon they
were safely at Sfonyx's greatest hotel,

Chuck tried to gain access to the buil-
ding's undergroind storage vaults wilth some com=-
manding talk and Tlashing his Space Ace creden-
tiala. He was here to look at the building's
garbage, he asserted.

He ended up bribing his way in, when due
process didn't impress the Sfonyxian hotel peo-
ple. Before long, Chuck was elbow deep in the
debris deposited in the garbage bins. Jet chutes
Trom each apartment dumped their contents here
into individusgl crucibles. An ill-timed deluge
caught Chuck right in the face more than once,
but with hereulean resolve he dave again and
again into the trash.

Soon Chuck smiled big and held up scme e=
lectrical componenta fished from g reeldng pile
of food scraps. His eager fingers recovered
even more from the same refudemmem=-= an odd
biece of fish spine, a piezo-electric crgstal,
leads of wire, g shoe-enlarging device, g map
of Sfonyxopolis with gll the public parks
outlined, and a ploture of Frank Frazetta
with Helmut Mueller and Bob Barett. The master
of fantasy i1llustration of 20th century Egrth
and his two biggest fans of the day.

The signs of Chemor reflected in his gar-
bagel

With a jubilant loock on his face, Chueck
pulled Fren slong towards the elevation tubes,
where they boarded and shot up to the 127th
floor. From there the suspect garbage tube
had origimated. Foregoling formalities, Chuck
Placed his full weight sgainst the door of
Suite B, his objective. The door wss unlocked.

In Chuck tumbled, blaster drawn. He al=
ways liked shooting from the prone position,
anyWayS==-== 1t waa so familiar to him. But
naught could Chuck shoot at except billowing
clouds that filled the roam. Polscnous vapors,
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in all probability. The place had been
booby-trapped, and Chuck was the boobyl

"Down, Frene-=--- back to the tubes and
get out. If I don't make it, find Reed and
dedicate the case to mel" yelled Chuck herolc-
ly, thinking of Fren's safety before his own.
Fren had already left, however.

He had to stop yelling then, as his throat
was assalled by the gas, a putrid amelling
stuff it was. But not at all deadly, becauss
Chuck refused to dle. Juat as well he die, tho,
because now he couldn't see, And Chemor would
undpubtedly have a mask on, with a beamer set
to end Chuck's brilliant csrreer.

A small squeaky volce penetrated Chuok
as he rubbed his eyes, desperately trying to re-
gain his vision., Fumnny thing tho, Chuck started
gigling uneontrolledly. ;

i "Hey, what are you doing in here, you big
spoiler,” came the ory. !
"What manner of beast are you, Chemor?

You taunt me with nonsense talk before doing
me in," Chuck retorted, now laughing most out-
of-pace with the situstion,

"Are you some refugee from the whaoko oline
lcs?" came the reply, Now the gasses diffused,
Chuok could see dimly again; the voloe was that
of a small boy, standing in the room with a gas-
mask on.

"You ruined my experiment, buster}"

"Experiment? ~Buster?" uttered Chuok, now
galning his feet and cheoking out all avenues
of sight through his bleary eyes. "Ara you
daft, small boy? Get out of here before Chemor
takes you too; a eriminal has no sympathy for
childrenl" guffawed Chuck,

"Criminal? Chemor?" countered the tyke.
"You busted into my house Just when I was giving
my pet lizards laugding gas. Did You ever hear
8 lizard laugh, miater?

Well, here I got a nut laughing instead,

My nurse will take ocare of yoUs... Marta} Martal"

"Yes, Egor," came a muscular feminine volce
from a few rooms awsy. "What 1s 1t? Alright,
I'11l have to come and see what mischlef you're
dolng now,"

Chuck's mind was reeling, his vision still
not 100%, and he was chuckling all the while,
"But what about your garbage; you should be
Chemor! And chemistry experiments by ohildren,
even the keeping of reptiles as pets 1s out-
lawed. You must be Chemor oleverly disgulsed
as a little boyl" Chuck chugkled.

"Oooch, are you gonna get 1t. T done nothin?’
illegal in Sfonyxopolis.....Marta, Martal"

Chuck now heard the other Perdon approach=
ing at s run. Certainly she would not be imag-
inary, and how could he Tight a woman, espealally
8 muscular woman. He was laughing so hard he
had dropped his gun, anyway. Clearly Chuck had
make a slight mistake, tho the theory had been
brilliant. Chuck decided retreat was in order
————— he had to admit he was probably wrong.

And the little boy had gcooped Up some mean look-
ing dafts from a pile of toys, intent on pin-
cushloning his guest. He really was g little
boyl

In a wink, Chuck followed Fren down the
tubes, not staying to make the acqualntance of
Marta, He was drying his cheeks on his long
3leeve tnilec, still bubbling with giggles as he
approached Fren on the street,

"What do you make of 1tf That apparently
wasn't Chemor up there, nor was it polscnous gas.
Some rascal kid playlng with laughing gas, of all
things. What kind of planet 13 thig?"

Chuck's last remark brought 8 new person
into the conversation.

"Tourists? Do I understand right that you
two are new to Sfonyxopolis, boys?"

Chuck eyed the man with understandable sug=-
ploion, & squat smiling little fellow in an un-
kempt tunic. Only the printer's asaistants on
Terra looked that dirty and got awsy with 1%,
Yes, he had all the appesarancge of a8 rogue.

"Well, I'm appolntin' myself your perscnal
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guide around Sfonxopolis! I've got the day off
anyhows for the ceremony later..... yeah, and
I'11l even escort you to see the Omnipotent One
do his stuff a 1little later. No show like it
in the Universe, I say.

Standish is the name, boys."

With that Chuck found himself grasped by
‘the arm and tugged along down the bustling ave-
nue. He gave a searching look at Fren, who
smiled and shrugged his stooped shoulders.

Fren yelled to Chuck," Go shead and size up
the eity a bit. I'll see you later and I'1l
reglster right in the hotel here. Just ask

for Ty Benner's room to find me,"

'Stmatter, your buddy not interested in
the sights," queried Standish as they came to
an intersection. "Maybe tired from the trip
out here, huh?"

"Yes, that must be the resson," said
Chuck, still uncertain about whether he want-
ed the hospitality that had been extended. But
Chuck had always felt safe in broad daylight
and passed any concern for his own safety out
of his head. He did want to see about a trusty
Sfonyxian guide into the jungle regions, and
perhaps this citizen could be of good help in
that regard.

"Over there's the largest Brewpoint in
Sfonxopolis," started 3tandish as they waited
for the chance to cross,"

"Brewpoint? You meamn that intoxicating
beverages are allowed in your ecity?" Chuck
returned.

"Sure, they push out 20,000 gallons of
Bubblebrew and Cosmic Crutch a day, y'lmow.

And that just barely fills the demand. I drink
my share of the 20,000, by the way. Could be
the best available; nice and light and giddy,
not like the rotgut brands, Devil Juice and
Happy Hours. Don't touch 'em, if you're smart.
Especlally since you're not used to the stuff,
being from the outside n all.

"You came here to get in on the fun, didn't
you? Thas why most everyone ports in from the
outside -~ to enjoy themsaives like nowhere else
in the coamos."

"Why, yes, I'm here for the plessure of
it. Can't you tell by my FPP uniform," Chuclk
snapped, trying to set the man in his right-
ful place.

"Yesh, I suppose you straight types need
relegse more than an average guy at that. Din!
even notice your funny suit till now." was the
manner of reply Chuck drew from the Sfonyxlan.
Not proper at sll.

"Well, let's cross, but step lively there
what's your name..."

"Chuok, Choeck Clarkson," was all our ad-
venturee could blurt, as Standish was hot leg-
ging it across the large intersection in & bro-
ken gallop. Chuck watched amazed ss the auto=
cars sped up as if trying to hit Standish, the
pudgy man doing all the dodging to avoid col=-
lision., Chuck started across and had to maneu-
ver with all his gpeed and skill to avoild
two or three land-crulsers himself, Almost a-
cross the roadway, he got clipped and jolted
from behind, spilling him onbto the ped walk
headfirst.

Instantly Chuck reacted to the motorized
assault, as he wheeled in a sitting position
and ripped out his hand blaster. He started
8 bead on the recedling motor crulser as Standish
dashed up, knocking his arm down most uncer-
emoniously.

"Chuck, hold up. You can't take the law
into your own hands. Man, that driver was
in the right, you lmowl"

"In the rightl"

"Yes, that's how we keep down the senility
on Sfonyx. It's a countryland for young fun-
loving people, and everyone realizea that.
Drivera are in the right if they cut down any=-
one who can't make it across the street with
their own faculties,

Bh, we have old people's homes and hos-
pitals for the disabled, but if you're on the
street, you take your chances along with the

erowds. Surprising to you?" Standish asked
a3 he helped up the space ace and brushed his
pant's seat off.

Chuck could only manage one word as
an answer, "Incrediblel"

For the next few hours he was whisked a-
round the bustling city by Standish, who had
more difficulty than most in crossing the streets
and openly confessed that his chips might be
cashed in any time now, but while he still
could, he'd enjoy the open exciting Sfonyxian
street 1ife with his brother Sfonyxians.

During the tour Chuck gazed in awe at
the sprawling drinking joints, not found in any
other city to his lmowledge, where the Sfon-
yxians made open sport of losing their mental
equilibrium via the bottle. Chuek had one
big question to ask Standish,

"How do you manage to break Galactie rules
of conduct liia thia? This city is like a
mantal asylum,"

"Oh, simeple, Chuck. You see , we are
not subject to Federated Planets meddling here,
Nope, we're immune due to our wonder metal,
Tellurium. We're the only planet exporting
it, this the only planet it's found on., And
the first colonists, who found the ore deep
in the bowels of a water shaft that was sunk,
numbered scientists amongst their lot. And the
gcientists merely built sabotage mechanisms
into the only mine to assure their complete
control over the discovery. They wanted and
got wealth from the Tellurium, and freedom
to do as they plessed because of it.

Great set-up, eh?"

"Incredible," muttered Chuck sgain. Now,
each time they came to a street crossing, Chuck
got more uneasy. He was not used to the dodge-
em antics the Sfonyxiens considered commonfare.
And he was about to take leave of Standish, to
jet back to Fren with his observationa of the
wild open city life they were surrounded by.

But Standish begged him off, "Man, stay
with me at least till you see the Ommipotent
One do his act. I like you Chuck; you're
different. And I want you to see this one
last sight before turning in tonight."

S50, he ascquiesced, admitting to himself
that all the posters and placards he'd seen
about this public hero interested him. Yes,
Chuck decided upon one last go to the big re-
ligious ceremony that afternoon, then down to
the business at hand, come morning, He cer-
tainly could not be jolted any more by those
goings on than he already was by the gambling
spots, the drinking joints, the pedestrian
picking, or the complete lack of status recog-
?ition that existed on every hand in Sfonxopo-

8.

Standish gingerly led him to a large
open area in the center of the city. It was
beautifully laid out with growing trees of
all kinds, lush vegetation and flowering piants,
And in the middle of the grest park was a
cluster of stylish stone buildings, with a
gigantic open stone concourse thronged with
Sfonyxians, more arriving in droves all the
while,

Amplified words drifted over the crowd,
perking their enthusiastiec attention:

"Huzzsh, huzzah, oolahbah, ting-tang,
walleh, wsllah, bing bang!"

"Boy, he's really hot today, friend Chuck.
We're in for a good ceremony."

"Ceremony? This guy talking through the
gpeakers sounds like s Neptunian nut-bird, eit-
izen Standish., What's he want to accomplish .
with all this babble?"

"Please, friend Chuck..... I do not moclk
your customs. Do not mock ours; do not mock
our most beloved Wizard. He always thrills
us with his astounding feata of skill. And
his words bring meaning to our lives. You lmow
what I mean, buddy boy?"

Well, granted, Chuck was curious about the
behavior of Sfonyxisns, and this seemed to be
a Tfocal point of their livea, so he watched
on despite a growing aggravation with the un-



¢ivilized behavior of the people.

liow the crowda waxed larger. Every nook
and cranny of the outdoor arena was filled with
eager faced citlzens. The air was thick with
their shouts, for their human God to come forth.
In the background fast and fantastic musio could
be heard, coming from large loudspeakers pos-
itioned in the center of the stone palace
ground. And above the centrsl ring of great
loudspeakers a great purple-clothed pedastal
stoodse It boasted g huge multi-colored divan
fixed with many swan-necked microphones. That
must be where the old religious fanatic would
make his sppearance before the rabble, Chuck
thought. And to think, religion had been ob-
solete for centuries in the civilized galaxy..
what a throwback culture this was! A mystiec
preposter their all-high publie figure!

"Friend Chuck, how bout a swig?" asked
the funny fellow Standish. He had pulled a
can of some noxious beverage, "Cosmic Crutch"
by name, from his tunic and was splashing it
down his throat in big gulping draws. "I al-
ways like to see the Most FPotent One when I'm
high, Adds to th' enjoyment, y'kmow."

"Thank you, but I do not partake of such
weaknesses," came Chuck's sppropriate reply.

"I want to be alert when somebody tries to
mob me; and FPP agent out in the open is al-
Ways subject to great sdoration, Standish,"

"OK big fell@seso. Whoops!™" The man
fell to his lmees under the impact of the
booze, now, and Chuck had to help him up. As
he did, he noticed that throughout the hardes
people were gulping from similar flasks, lurch-
ing about most uncontrolledly as a result.

This was truly a potential chaos to try the skill
of a public defender such aa Chuck. After all,
it always bolled down to defending the public
from itself, thought Chuck.

Standish continued to swizzle his brew,
finding it harder and harder to stand. So
Chuck found himself propping the rubber-legged
fellow by the elbow before long. Many of
the crowd lay flat on their axes, which they
carried on Sfonyx for self-defense,

llow the musiec was getting more pltched,
and the gay festive sort had changed to a fur-
ious staccato beat. Colored puffs of smoke
roge from the speskers and engulfed the pedas=
tal, obscuring it's couch from view. The throngs
reacted to this as s signsl, and chanted, "Won-
dered Wazir, Fabled Fakir, now appearl" over
and over ti1ll Chuck's head throbbed with the
din,

There was a very raucous cascade of nolse
from the speskers, and the shammish colored
smoke started to dissipate. Someone was
now on the divan. And as the last of the amoke
was carried sway by sudden gusts of wind,
clearly s figure stood out, mounted their sgbove
the masses. Dressed in a flowing robe, pointed
star-spengled csp on his hesd, he stood up to
bow all around to the masses.

Unmistakable, it waa Chemor! )

The people pressed forward, cheering, olsp-
ping, raising their right hands in a salutory
gesture. They flocked forward to greet their
beloved figure...ss Chemorl

Chuck , honeatly spesaking, was flabber-
gasted. Here was the mis oreant sworn to stop
Chuck's mercy mission on Sfonyx, and he was
adored and deified by the mssses here. A God
amongst luny men. Yes, Chuck was set aback,
but more than this, his snalytical mind knew
instinctively that this was not a healthy
gcene for him to be part of. He could only
buck the delerlous rabble gathered around Chemor
over his own dead bodyl And that's not the way
he would have liked it, for if he were to strike
Chemor down now, or lesp to capture him, the
public reation would be planetary rables. And
even Chuok could not take it upon himself to
produce planetary rables in the name of the FPP,

"That stinkard,” Chuck muttered, stunned,
as he took ‘leave of Standish and beaded for the
exits, Meanwhile, the "Wazir" had bowed and
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was ripping right into the main attraction.

"Today, good people of Sfonyx, you shall
witness a famous ritual performed through’
the ages of all men., Today your amipotent
leader will offer to delight you..... a hu=
men sacrificel"

Dancing and cheera followed this pronounce=
ment, and the music pioked up to bugaloo fervor.

"snd, good people, that sacrifice will
show you without s doubt in your minds that the
universe and all the powers in it pay due hom-
age to your crucial planet, the ever=glorlous
Sfonyxl"

"Yahoo, yshoo," shrieked the jubilant
orowd, "

"Standish shouted to Chuck, "I lkmew the
Wazir had something special good up his sleeve.
But this, wow! We've never ssen g humsn sac-
rifice before."

"Hey, where are you goin' buddy boy,"
Standish yelled, then he sunk down belaw the
crowd, clearly drunk off his feet.

Chemor's amplified tones rose high:

"Among you is sn outsilder in strange garb.
Bring him to me. He is the one ploked by your
cmniscient Wazir, plocked for eternal honor in
Fonyxian texts. His name shall pass on for-
ever through the generstions yet to oome to
Sfonyx. He shall be the one named through all
time as he, from the inner unlverse, who gave
himself gledly as tribute to our ohlldren, and
our childrens' children. Bring to me Chuok
Clarkson, patriots of Sfonyx."

Here a great cheer went up from the crowd.
Adoring, hungry arms embraced the still-struck
gpgceman., Tears flowed from the eyes of those
who bore him on their shounlders through the
hyaterical throngs, whioh parted as the Great
Sea had ance for & bygone religious martyr.
Sfonyxians clutched at his feet, arms, and legs
83 he passed, klssing any part of his anatomy
they could manage to plant moist lips on. This
waa thelr finest hour.

Flowers and bits of jelly beans, the Sfon-
yxlan National Frult, were draped on him as
stairs were negotiated up, up to the pedasstal.
There he was deposited, wrapped in the rummage
from the maases, on Chemor's dvan., A hundred
thousand st least, the Sfonyxians, frenetic
men, women, and children alike, passed close
to the central podium, cheering at the mad
sport. Even the kids were gifted quaffs from
the ubiqitous sle-cans of the orowd, to add
to the high happiness of the moment.

A human ssorificel!

Guck Clarksonl

Chemor spoke again into the mikes: "
Death by fire is decreed; the amoke of his sac-
rifice shsll rise up into the heavens. Long
live the MEMORY of Chuck Clarksonl"

The throngs immediately picked up the
chant: "Long live the memory. Long live the
memory., "

Our hapless hero snapped hls head sbout
in 8ll directlons, seelng the crowds thiok and
furious as far as the eye could tell. No exit,
Huis Cloisl

The orowd beat each other on the backa
and heads in delerium, and much was passed
between them, "He's a lucky mn to achieve such
fame. How I wish it were me," So said some
(but not without falsetto to their tome.) At
any rate, pandemonlium broke locse everywhere
but on the pedastal, where Cheror's be-robed
henchmen methodically resdied Chuck's daathbed.
The deathbed" a shining alloy bench which, with
a mechanical whir, had come rising up right next
to the ceremonial couch. A blanket of blossoms
was laid atop it, followed by Chuok,.

"Death by fire," Chemor had deoreed. A
typically nutty event on this planet of inatg-
bility, and Chuck was the prize nut now, a
pecan ready for the roasting.

Chemor made mystical gestures over Chuok's
prone form. The aspace goe lay very atill,
perhapa resoved to his fate, perhaps now verily
frozen in the reslization there was no esoaps.
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The coolness of the metal was sn ironic sens-
ation to Chuck as the torch rays were wheeled
cloge in, reddy to ignite with s blast of
white heat, As Chemor bent cloae to Chuck,

his beoice was low. Only our hero heard these
words: "I warned you Clarkson; now I must car-
ry out my threat, If there is & creator, plan
now to meet him."

Chuck looked directly into Chemor's face.
The twinkling of beads of swest shone from his
sinewy cheeks. "I still feel only sorrow for
you, Chemor. You.are obviously very insane to
perpetrate this act of murder on an FPP agent
In front of s hundred thousand pecople. FPP
will break this planet wide open over this,
Many of your little nuts out there will suffer."

"But, no, Clarkson. For the universe needs
Tellurium, therefore the universe needs Sfonyx
a3 a friend. And I am adored here -~ no ill
can befall me. The plan is perfect. liow, the
massed wax wild; it's time you were going."

With this the mongrel god strode ceremon-
iously to his podium. Both his arms extended
and rose to above his head. low the maasses
grew 3till of g sudden, two hundred thousand
eyea upon their Wizard's arms.

Down plunged the arms to & master control
board in front of the assassin-priest, and the
licking flames spat forth, played over the full
length of Chuck's body. The flames grew quickly
fiercer, and Chuck glowed like some incande-
scent effigy, never moving, face upward, en-
veloped by flame.

Chuck's eyes closed slowly, relievedly.

His one finger never left the presso-pad on

his thigh. The freeze system of his indes-
tructo-suit held, despite the smoldering heat

of his desthbed. Let loose all the Fsghrenheit
fury of a Tellurium smelter, and I'11 still lay
here smiling pretty as you please, Chuck thought.

A sub-priest of Chemor's cult who had sr-
rived late to the undertakingas made his way up
to the altar and edged clode to the spectacle
of fire. His face could not be seen benesth
the Paisley=-cloth hood of his striped robe.
(Chemor and his servants were all sharp dress-
ers,) It seemed as if this late-joiner wanted
to catch up on gll he'd misaed g3 he bent so
cloge to Chuck's fiery form that one could al-
most hear his whiskers crackle.

The crowd grew more silent by degrees.

For this outlandish Chuck Clarkson apparently
would not burnl] This obatinateingrate did not
want to go down in Sfonyx's history books.

Chemor saw and comprehended the nature of
Chuck's resistence. So another ingredient need
be added to his recipe of death, eh? Chemor
replied by issuing forth new hand waves, mut-
tering new incantations, and jarming home ano-
ther lever. The brother of fire, electricity,
was called up from the generators where 1t
lived beneath the podium. Millions of volts
of orackling death lept to charge through Chuck's
degthbed.

Even as Chemor threw the electrical lever,
that curious, tardy priest we pointed out to
you before did something very peculliar. He threw
out his hand and something thin and snaky flew
through the air and fell across Chuck just be-
fore the voltage got to him, Those closest to
the podium, namely the ring of sub-priests on
top of the scene, could see that it was a satrand
of Tellurium, that near-unmeltable super=-conduc-
ting wonder metal found only on Sfonyx. And
they couldn't buy the time to pass thia ob-
servation on,

For as the electrical current flowed deadly,
Chuck slumped and his body went lax. Even more,
a half dozen of Chemor's sub-priesta fell dead
all around the altar.

Tumult captured the ocrowd now as they stormed

the podium like mad children/ Such a gorgeous
panarasma of sacrifice had never been seen here-
- tofore. Now Chemor quickly vanished through
the floor to the obscure safety of the under-
ground temple from whence he had come.
And the mysterious priest who had thrown

the Tellurium wire at the height of the pageant
(inbelmownst to the erowd) turned off the flames
and hoisted Chuck's body to his shoulders.

The erowd parted miraculously to pass Chuck's
body in death as they.had in life. And his
body did pass =~ right up into the air as the
priest, Chuck's body over his shoulders, flew
away towasrds downtown Sfonyxopolis.

FART III

FFor Chuck Clarkson, returning to conscious=
ness was again a cavalcade of twilight remem=
brances and blurred half-thoughts. (Kind of
like being conscious, if you're Chuck.) But
an:rhcwf F'ren noticed him stirring and opened
with, "You didn't lmow I had minister's blood
in me, did you, Chuck?"

Fren sat next to his bed with a Western

novel Chuck had read on the flight, titled,

Some Die Twice.
ey, y'imow, these wild West novels are
good, Fren went on.

"Wild West, minister blood?
came Chuck's baby blue reply.

"Why your side kick only rescued you
from the mouth of an early grave, impersonating
as a man of the cloth, Chuck. I threw & Tel-
luium wire over you that drained all Chemor's
amperage into a bunch of his sub-priests.

Were they surprised! Knocked 'em dead, so to
speal, "

"Then T jetted sway with you courteay of
a rocket belt under my robes. Left the crowd
in an uproar, no less,"

"So you were that obnoxious priest who
bent all over me back there., God, and I
wanted to blast you -- had a strong impulse
to due to the way I felt over the whole ait-
uation., But it would have been & senseleas
killing, so I held back., Thanx, Fren. You're
learning fast, and I must confess, I needed
ald at the time. My electro-insulation
couldn't have held back the jolt, I fear,

I was lmocked out even tho you drained away
the greater share of it!"

"You lmow,this planet is nuts. They lnew
I wags an FPP  super-agent and they didn't care
a bit, They wanted my smoke for their history
books,"

"Yeah, Chuck. What say we head for the
uncharted bush right away."

"I think you're in the right, Fren, I'd
rather trust the primitive savages out in the
jungles than have one of the civilized goon
gquad as g guide.

"Uhh, yeah, Chuck," said Fren, putting
down the wild Weat novel,

Next stop, the wild West jungles of
Sfonyx!

Wha' hoppen?"

PART IV

A few hors later found the two invet-
erate crime-fighters tracking through the
alien sward of Sfonyx. Here they were, tho
it had been no easy feat to get thers. Upon
leaving the hotel, there had been an ugly
crowd of informed Sfonyxians all around the
building, waiting for the man who had robbed
them of making history. They had deluged
Chuck and Fren with garbage and foul oaths,
and the drivers on the streets were particu-
larly eager to nail Chuck at every corner,
one charging onto the ped-walk and putting his
vehivle into a babywear store trying to smash
our hero. Only a shout and shove from Fren
had saved him,

. Quickly they had left Sfoyxopolis by
rocket belt, armed only with their csrried
Weapong and gadgetsa, and s manual of edibles
in the S5fonyxian back country thoughtfully
provided them by the FPP Central Planning
Facility. It seemed that this was the only
item that the FPP had given them fit for deal-
ing with 1life on Sfonyx, vecetable life!

But their sdventures were not to be



less hazardous or unexpected, it turned out.
For, before two hours were up, Fren was taken
by a ifonyxian lizard-mole and carried off to
its nearby burrow in the i;round.

I'ren had been behind Chucl:, and by the
time the fce of Upace realized “'ren had been
overpowered oand walsled away, it was too late,
A1l Chuel: could do was rislk one shot at the
beaat, as it turned to plower defiantly at him,
and it had been a miss. ‘'Then I'ren and the crea-
ture were ;one, dissppesred into the labyrinth
of subbterranean tummels the beast lmew asz home.
"ollowiny: the beast down into the earth could
be futileand was too dancerous Lo the oubcome
of the mission, szo Chuel sadly carrled o,
gorroved by the loss of sood old Fren, A
space fice's fundamental rule,'Hlsaion firat,
aldeliicka second,”" had to talie precedence.
Chucl: had to remind himsell’ sclidly.

The junyzles were cholted with piprantic
plants and vines of all deseriptiona, and ay
blosaoms were an ironical feature to Chuck in
his ;loom and lonencss aizainat the Unlmown,
Soon he had the chance to cope with a famil-
iar aaversary, however, A human fce,

For as he rounded a bend of the winding
jungle trail he was following, a party of na-
tives came into view. And they were spealin:
to each other, --- Juat what Chucl hagd wanted,
to meet with an intellipent group of natives
and convey to them that he wanted to be taken
to their preat white Tather, Dr. leed.

"Hello, there," Chuck sounded as he saw
the pgroup. Ilie realized that they couldn't
understand, but 1t was s start at communica-
tiona.

Curiously enough, one of them approached
at hias call. Chuck stood Taat, piving the
universal hand signal of peaceful intentions,
the left middle finger extended, the others
closed into a fist,

And the native said, "What do you want?"
in gutteral Lnglish!

"shh, you speak my tongue!"™ Chuck said,
enthosed. "You lmow Dr. Reed?"

"Dr. Reed, Dr. Reed," the bold native
shouted. And they all bepgan to dance about
most payly at this chant, holding up their
gound arms, shaldng their sound legs in test-
imony to the man. It seemed they had been
recipient of his curative alills in waging the
Tight against limb-limbo. Sadly, thought Chucl,
they could not lmow that Chemor, Reed's sworn
enemy, ruled the civilized portion of this plan-
c¢t, and who lmows what had become of Reed af=
ter curing these children of the bush?

Chuck was juat thinking these thoughta
when a white-headed old man came into the clear-
ing, walked through the dancing natives, and
towards our hero., Clearly, he was an Earthran,
and as he walked, the natives proatrated them-
selves, still chanting, "Dr. Reed, Dr. Reed,"
Could this be.ssss

"I'm Dr. Reed," the man said without for-
mality.

'This is too good to be true," exclaimed
Chuck, "I'm Chuck Clarkson of the Federated
Planetary Patrol, sir." Chuck extended his
hand to shake with the adwancing old genius.

"Yes, T lmow quite well who you are,"
replied Heed. And he shot from the hip, a
well-aimed blast at that. It caught Chuck
full on the forehead and sent him crashing
into a large tree, fully out of commission,
Reed gestured to the natives to come and bear
away the silent form of Chuck. -

PART V

"Drink some of this, my dear sir."

Reed offered a golden brown, viacous
fluid to Chuck's lips and poured a swelling
gtream down the Space Ace's pgullet,

"Say, that's real good," remarked Chuck,
feeling the fuzz dissolve in his brain for
the firat time in years.

"But, why did you stun me out there?"
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he snapped, reslizing in a flash what had oc-
curred,

"I lmow, and I'm sorry. But I couldn't
deal with you in any other way, I'm afraid.
low I'11 have a heart to heart talk with you
and hope you aese my reasons for acting ss I
did. JIirst, how do you feel now, Chuck?

"My head feels light, very light. That
Wwas a mean stun you gave me out there. Lucky
that 1 can absorb most any blow to my head
llo, don't feel bad at all. low, f0 ON....

"Well, you sec over therec a robe and a
pointed hat, Does that recall anything to
your mind, Chuck?"

"Chemor's clothes! lias he been out here
tpyin; to get at you?"

. 'llot exaclly, Chuck; Tor you see, I am
Chemor!"

ile paused here, letting the last statement
worlk some effect on Chuck. The Space Ace
was obviously dumb struck, and now he was
gomewhat apeechless, too,

vo Reed continued, "Yes, I muat say, I
am Chemor, and I'm also Dr. Reed., You sre the
only peraon alive to lmow the truth of that,
and the implicationa. My jungle children don't
realize anything of the sort. They are rather
simple, you see, In my identity of Chemor,

I am religious epitome of this planet. As.
Dr. Reed I live joyful days out here with
the jungle folk, my children.

"But I must explain further. I must jus=-
tify my actions in each identity to you, As
Dr. Reed, I was & famous and brilliant scien-
tlst., And in that role, according to civil-
ized asystems, T was not allowed to marry, to
Squander my valusbel time in personal ways.
And I had access to much scientific nowledge
of the highest order, but I could only use
this lmowledge and ability to work on gov-
ernment sanctioned projects.

"T got assignment here to Sfonyx to use
my medical skills on these suffering people,
and there started a new life for me. For
on this planet I saw potetisl, potetial for
a8 whole new identity to arise as a beloved
figure to the people of Sfonyxopolis., There
rose Chemor, my alter-epgo to the city dwellers.

"For I found here a new feeling, Chuck.
I'reedom. And the possibilities of it were
intoxicating. I say to you Chuck, a man needs
freedom to do as he sees fit in order to be
at hia best, And on Sfonyx, this renegade
planet where people dare to break the mores
of planetary conduct and simply have & good
time there sprung up the peraon called Chemor,
who lead them in their purauit of fun and re-
lease from restrictions and rules. The
universe is full of foolish rules!

"Chemor was a natural outgrowth of my
confined creativity, and my lack of personal
freedom. It was s simple thing for a men of
my nature to devise delightful tricks to amuse
the Sfonyxopolitans. And at the same time I
found a simple, satisfying life amongst the
afonyxian natives,

"So, you see, I didn't want to be found
by the established, ingumenely designed for-
mal universe; I want to live out my ways right
here, in my freely chosen double Way.

"Tho I harbor no malice for anybody, I
do for the 1life I left. And that extends to
a feeling of malice againdt the agents of
that former 1life, namely FPP agents trying
to return me to the drudgery of a life with-
out choice. 5o I was willing to go to any
leniiths, including your death, Chuck, to pre-
vent my discovery. But now I may have rea-
goned upon another way, a more pleasant way.

"Here, plesse have a little more Godurple
nectar for your head, You'll feel better
quickly."

But what was this? liad Chuck's equil-
ibrium been sufficiently upset by Chemor's
stun blow, coupled with his amazing revela-
tiona, to commit an obvious violation of
Space Ace Regulations? "The drinking of any

.
"
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atrange liquid on an alien sward being defin-
etely forbiddenl"

"Ahh, yea. #godurple, godurple) Hmm, it
makes a right queer sound going down," Chuck
gaid, upon gulping some more fluid offered
by Dr. Reed,

"I find it very smusing myself, Chuck.:
It's a perfect drink, you know. Contains all
vitamins, smino acids, and sugars man needs
for perfect nutrtion. Quite a complete food,
and delicious to the palate snd mind. There
are some hitherto undescribed narcotic moieties
in itf too, you see."

'Narcotica! Then my purest of pure bod-
les has been corrupted!" Chuck realized, saloud.
He tried to sit bolt upright in order to pene-
trate the wizardly old man in khakis with a
gearching atare; but instesd he just found his
elbow go out and he rolled leisurely around
in the moist ferns for a bit. Chuck could
feel the heavy nector swishing delightfully
in his stomach. He lmew, of course, it might
be poisoned, But somehow, he didn't care.

And a wonderful warbling feeling was in
his head, replscing the usual blurry feeling
of clear thinking he hsd trained into him
for years. He could hear and see perfectly,
but the colors and sounds were more intense
and beautifully harmonied than he'd ever no-
ticed before.

"They ought to legalize this atuff," he
heard himself saying in spite of himself.

This kind of statement went agasinst all the
principles he had been imbedded with., But
perhaps it was only the cannyness of s master
sleuth speaking out. "Cajole the enemy, then
bring him to justice"..... the seventh rule
of interplanetary crime-stlpping.

low a sinewy, buxom, pair-chested Brukto
Native she brought a sort of pillow and sat
down next to him, massaging his neck. The
gounda she made as she bent near were like the
mewing of little kittens and the cooing of
little love birds. Not uncomely at all was
gshe,

Chuck suddenly flashed, and in that men-
tal scene he dreamed he saw a painting, one
he'd seen in an old book he'd conflscated in
a thought raid sgainst s Pornography outlet
on Censor VIII. The painting was by Maxfield
Parrish, a master of realistic fantasy in the
vulgar 1900's, snd it had made an impression
on hig mind that was indelisgble.

There was a marble veranda, with Roman
pillars going up sll sround. And the background
was an idyllic scene of trees, balsama and
ferns full grown. The sunlight bounced off
multi-hued mountains on the horizon. Billowy
clouds swelled a majestic sky, warming the en-
tire scene with reflected sun.

On the verands there was & reclining girl,
fair and blushing, in the fore., She was
dressed in a pure white togs, & smile blosscmed
on her fave. And standing beside her was a
golden-haired boy, hands on knees, bending
over == g completely satisfied eunuch was
he, naked and enraptured by his surroundings.

Chuck imagined himself as the eunuch,
gince he certainly wasn't effeminate,

These things flashed before his mind's
eye a3 he breathed deeply of the sweet vegeta-
tion all around and felt his innards warm as
the Sfonyxian sun high above.

The aromas of the Brukto girls sun-cured
body made his eyelids flutter now, and she
touched them to quiet him,

The feeling of her fingers upon his eyes
warmed his mind throughout, and a slow sen-
gation of carefree ease filled him, a sensa-
tion he had not felt before. Her long silky
hair tumbled over his face, sending itchy
prickles dancing sround his body. And her
lips, the succulent pale lipa that held some-
thing over an esrth girl's, her lips were
strong and warm agsinst his neck, over his
face, . around his mouth.

Suddenly Chuck didn't feel 1like a
eunuch asnymore!

"This is living, alright," aighed
Chuck abruptly, not hearing himself say
it.

"Ahh, I prayed that you would see things
a8 I, Chuck."

But the tone of Reed's voice just then
tugged at Chueck's trained reflexes., He lmew
deep within what he had to do, and by degrees
as he lolled in the embrace of the Brukto
beauty, his hand stole into his pocket, It
came out with a Universal Repurifier Pill,
his last desperate defense against chemical
influences on his body and mind., He had to
fight back the desire to fling it to the
gentle winds, a lapse of responsibility he'd
never felt before,

Then he popped it into his mouth before
Dr. Reed could realize what he was doing be-
hind the girls back,

Inatantly the pill should work to ne-
gate the effects of any foreign drug upon
his system. liow he'd be the keenly anal-
ytical marvel of old, ready to bring Reed
in no matter what the barriers immediately.
But perhaps the all-important pill had some
flaw engineered inteo it by the master chemist
who didn't reslly agree with what he was do-
ing, the likes of Dr. Reed.

Swiftly now his hand stole into a se-
cret sieve in his right boot, and he with-
drew a small hand blaster capable of deliv=-
ering a sizeable atun.

"Wouy Wou-, Would you ta~talk about
leaving?" Reed stammered. But then, he had
a lisp, wheih always makes it hard to talk
when emotional.

Came Chuck's quick reply: "Leavingee...
why, I just got here, didn't I?"

He tossed the hand-charger skidding
agross the luxuriant graas.

Then the Brukto she really got friendly.

THE
START
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BILL GAINE

RICH: I borrowed this recorder from Jim Steran-
ko to do the interview; it seems I brought a
little Japanese make to his place to record a
gession with him, and it started stuttering on
us (no reflection on Jim.) So I come to record
an interview with you, Mr. Gaines, editor and
publisher of the dearly departed LC's, using

a tool supplied by a modern comiec star.

BILL: I hope we make itl (Obviously a reaction
to Hauser's windy, pointless lead-in., -Ed.)

RICH: Are you fond of reminiscing about the old
EC'3?

BILL: Oh, I love it, Those were the happlest
days. We make a lot more money with MAD mags-

zine, but I glways had more fun with the comics.
Probably the reason is that with MAD I'm about
90% business and 10% creative, but back with the
comlies I was gbout 95% creative and probably 5%
busineas. Of course, it's a lot more fun to

be creative.

RICH: Nowadays, it seems the editors of comiecs
use a lot of control over thelr writers and
artists. I know for instance that Jim Steranko
just left Marvel Comics because he eraved for
more freedom with his fine writing and art.
Changes always seemed to be demanded, causing
him to fight to retain parts he thought very ef-
fective. Even after accepting the final veraion,
they would change it at times, throwing Jim into
a professional rage. The Comics Code Authority
necessitates some changes, of course, Comics
Just can't be as atrong as back in the EC heydays.

Did you exert a full megssure of editorial
influence over your writers snd artists? Or did
you sit back and let them do what THEY thought
was their best work?

BILL: Well, you have to remember that Al and I
wrote practically all of the material, so there
wag no problem with control over writers be=-
cause We Were the writers., We lef't the artists
practically to their own deviees, and I think
that at least with that group of artists the
results showed that it was the right thing to
do. However, even we were rigid in our format,
and I remember we used to have & lot of trou-
ble with Bernie Krigstein, who would take the
way Al had written a story and chop it all up
and paste it back together his way. He came out
with some delightful effects, and, as the years
go by I have to admit that he was right and we
wrong at times, but he practiecally drove us to
digstraction with the bits and pieces that he
brought in, practically editing our story to make
it fit the pictures. With the exception of Ber-
nie, I don't think any of us had any troublé.

Bernie finally left us becsuse he objected
to doing a certain horror story we had given
him. It was for the PICTO-FICTION's, a rewrite
of something we'd done for the comics; I don't
recal. exactly what bothered him.

RICH: PICTO-FICTIONS: 'The Adult Tllustrated'...
BILL: Haheooss 'The Adult Illustrated Magazines!
of 1956, yea.

Krigstein left in the middle of that story,
and Crandall, who's more philosophicsl sbout these
things came in. He finished off Krigstein's un-
finished story and that was that. So it makes
8 good collector's item, I guess. ("Fall Guy
For Murder" in CRIME ILLUSTRATED # 1.)

RICH: Reed has been very generous to us, as an
example the laat cover for SPA FON.

TALKS WITH THE
FANIMALS

BILL: Gee, I haven't seen Reed for..... ch,
it must be ten years now. He was older than
us, and he must be well into hia fifty's by
NoW.

RICH: He's a rather unique EC veteran because
he had a long spprenticeship in comics befare

he came to EC. He did some beautiful work for
the Quality Comlics group back in the early 'j0's,
A lot of the other artist only just burst upon
the scene when they were working for EC.

BILL: Yes, Crandell was a big man in his field
long before he came to work for us. Most of
the other artists blossomed after coming to work
for us.

Ingles had been around for a while before,
He did a lot of things: westerns, love, and a
whole lot that even I never knew gshout. I'm
jast starting to see aome of his old work now,
the point being that he was a pro and Crandall
was a pro before they came here. But most of
the other artists were relatively young and rel-
a tively untried before they hit us.

RICH: Do you feel a senge of personal pride
when yon look at the carreers of some of the
artists you had, and see how far they've gone?

BILL: Oh yeah, like: "We lmew them when....."
Wally Wood and Jack Davis. Bill Elder with his
"Little Annie Fanny."

RICH: (inevitable) And Frazetta?

BILL: Well, Frazetta never did that much for
us. Not nearly as much as now I wish he had.
He wasa glways tied up with other atuff,
gnd we just didn't see that much of him. You
know, we never really sought artists out.
They sought us out-- like Crandall. He came
walking in here one day; we'd never seen him
before. He was a few years after the reat, and
I think he just came in to join the fun., Frank
he just hardly came in. I saw your checklist
Just the other day, and I was surprised he'd
done as much for us as you said. I auppode
you lmow what you're talking about; I haven't
checked it out.

RICH: Well,we ferret our way around the comic
world trying to find out what all of these srt-
ists worked on. 4 lot of times, you may not
have realized that you paid artists for certain
bits that they contributed. A few of them were
close persocnal friends, as I'm sure you know.

BILL: Of course, especially Williamson and
Erenkel. Well now we never had Krenkel do a
job for us; he worked for us, but we dealt with
Willismson. I don't recall Krenkel ever get-
ting g by-line.

RICH: Once, in INCREDIELE SCIENCE FICTION B2,
the story "Food for Thought."

BILL: Well, g lot of the boys did this. Wally
Wood's early stuff felt the prescence of Joe
Orlando. A guy by the name of Sid Check was
kicking around for quite a while, and God knows
how much he put into Wally's stuff. And Wally
had & wife who could drauw,

Of course, Wally has pride in his work
nonetheless.

RICH: The thing I can't understand is that he
has been credited as saying that he can barely
stand to look at s lot of the work he did for

the old EG's. 4And he feels his clean style today



is gpuch more g true illustrative style. The
work he did for EC was way too eluttered, ac-
cording to him.

BILL: Well, it was cluttered, no question g-
bout it; and we recognized it. Wally didn't
do g heckuva lotta covera for us for that
regson, if you'll notice. A cluttered cover
is not a good-selling cover. It should be as
simple and punchy as possible. Once we 3old
the magazine, we didn't care how much clutter
waa on the inside.

Graham Ingles! Covers never sold as well
as Craig's and Davis', as much aa I love Gra-
ham's work, We just ran them because we loved
them, His work, brillisnt as it was, was not
very saleable. The HAUNT of PFEAR's with his
cover work never sold well., i

RICH: But he seemed to be quite popular by
the letters printed in the horror books. -

BILL: Well, he got g lot of letters, but they
don't reflect the salea. You lmow the story
about science-fietion fandom and fanzines.....
Probably the most vociferous group of fans in
the world are the soience=fiction fana, and many
g publisher hgs gone to ruination because he
believed his mail. I don't know how it is now;
I've loat touch with the field. But in my day
the leading science-fiction magazine, which

was GALAXY, was selling under 100,000, At
this level of sglea I don't know how they made
money; I don't know how they existed. And with
all the fussing and fuming and shouting, there
just weren't enough fans to support a magazine,
which is why science-fiction rates were very
low. The publishers probably couldn't afford
to pay more. The market just wasn't there,

I don't know how they're doing now, do you?

RICH: Well, there seem to be more on the mar-
ket now than a few years back. But then there
was g pargdoxical flood of horror comics on

the market back in the EC days just before the
code, when things were rough for the publishers,

BILL: Before the CODE there were 700 horror
titles on the stands.

RICH: Did your sales go down proportionally
when the tremendous flood of titles came in?

BILL: Ours didn't, but remember that we only
had ten well-known titlea, The moat we ever
had was ten, which for a comic house is Very
amalls And Kurtzman handled three of thoge,
I didn't have anything to do with TWO-FISTED,
FRONTLINE, or MAD, * So, Al and I really only
handled seven. And that was all we could
handle. Martin Goodman (Marvel) put out 70
when he saw the success of our horror comics.
So the quality couldn't have been there, sim-
Ply because of the volume. That Stan Lee did
a3 well as he did with 70 horror titles waa a
miracle.

RICH: It's very spparent that the EC imitators
just didn't have the luster of EC, lacking
editing, artwork, and story quality. Marvel

is trying horror titles right now, by the way.
They're putting out TOWER of SHADOWS and CHAMBER
of DARENESS, And of course, DC has constant
horror titles, which are doing guite well in
sales right now. There seems to be a whole new
boom in horror at the present.

BILL: Well, of course, Joe Orlando is over
there at National, and I can see his fine I-
talian hand in their success.

RICH: We were touching on Graham Ingles a mo-
ment ago, and that's a point of interest., He
geems to be one of the most confused personal
topics concerning the old EC group.

It so happens that he's one of the favor-

T

ites of today's EC fans, the interest in EC
being at a near-fever pirch thronghout fandom.
Inglea is one of the most sought after of the
EC bunch; referring to his life -- it seems

to be g tragic mess, though admittedly I don't
have many facts to be sure of. Is he around
now; I understand he's gone from the scens?

BILL: Well, he ia a favorite.

Here in a nutshell is what I know ghout
Ingles the person. He is or was an extremely
nice man, but he was an alcoholic. Consequent-
ly, he'd go aslong fine and then he'd fall over
the edge and disappear from sight -- he could=-
n't be found. So we'd just sweat it out and
hope he'd show up in time for the deadline with
the job. He generally did show up in time.

We quickly sized-up the situation and gave
Ingles jobs with long, long deadlines. We'd
give him g job due on a certasin Tuesday, and
it might really be needed two weeks fram thab
Tuesday. One thing I'll say about him 1s that
no-matter what dreadful business he was in-
volved in, and most of the time we didn't lmow,
he never lost & job, and he never got a job
dirty. His home was out in Long Island, and
he'd be on his way in here but stop off acme-
where for a quick cne. And that was his down-
fall, as the quick one would turn into a very
long one. He'd come -in here four days later
with his mind a complete blank. But, as I
day, he never lost a job and he never got one
dirty.

RICH: He seemed to make just sgbout every hor-
ror issue, though., I know in HAUNT of FEAR he
hed a string of atories and covers that lgsted
for I don't lmow how long.

BILL: Inglea was in every horror book, and
there were three horror books every two months.
5o there's six weeks that he gppeared in horror.



72

Now, if he was on the ball, with the other two
weeks he'd do a story for SHOCK. And if he
Wwagn't on the bsll, that means he messed up
for two weeks. We'd try very hard to get him
in gl1 the horror books.

RICH: And now, nobody kmows where he is?

BILL: As far as I know, he's missing. Ev-
erybody's dying to find him; it's 1like he'a
become a sudden hero. I do think there'd be

a lot of work for him now if he'd pop up
somewhere. There are a lot of good years left
in him if he's still alive.

RICH: Would you reflect a-bit on your fav=-
orites?

BILL: Oh, they were all my favorites, every one.
I loved them all, even Kamen, who is everyonetls
unr?vorite. {Chuckle as he sees my face wrink-
le.

RICH: He's not well received by devotees be-
caude he didn't have much range or flash.....

BILL: Well, Jack was hired originally for love
comlca which we never put out, We had put some
out, but by the time we hired him the love
ccmics had died.

By the way, the death of some of our ear=-
lier titles crested some furnny title changes
and numbering systems. The regaon is that when
you publish a magazine, you want second olass
poatal entry, becmuse they send out your sub-
scription coplea at a lower postal rate. It
must be applied for, and once it's granted, it's
a valuable thing. A depoait has to bs:provided,
snd when a title was dropped and a new title
started, it took the poat office g while to re=-
turn the firat deposit. Meanwhile, a new sum
had to be deposited for the second title. So,
rather than put up s new deposit, we tried to
change the title so the poat offlce would gllow
us to go on. That's why GUNFIGHTER 1l turned
into HAUNT of FEAR 15. Occasionally we'd get
away with it, and sometimes not. Then, the poat
office would make us go back and start re-
numbering. That'a how HAUNT 15, 16, and 17
were followed by HAUNT L.

There were then two 15's, two lb's, two
17's, and so on. I can generally piece it to-
gether, though it takes me a while to figure it
out.

Anyway, (boy can I get to rambling) Jack
came here for romance, but we kept him. And he
seemed to do very well with s kind of story that
We used primarily in CRIME, 3HOCK, and the aci=-
ence~-fiction titles.

RICH: He seemed to be real big on this love
triangle thing, really science-fiction love
gtoriea. So you used him on love in apite of
the acience-fiction format, ahahl

BILL: Well, yes, we gave him a lot of those.
We wrote the storiea, and when we sat down to
do a story for Jack, we plamned it for him.
Every story was written with the artist in
mind. When we wrote a story for Grsham Ingles,
we knew it was a story for Graham Ingles, so
naturally we put in all the ooky monsters and
slobbering blobs of protoplasm and meased-up
old people we could come up with., And we gave
Jack the love triangles and pretty young girls.
Somewhere in almoat every Kamen story some girl
says, "Look, Busterl". 1like "Spa Fon" and
"Squa Tront", which the aliens invariably said.

RICH: You enjoyed wording those little trade=-
marks into the stories, didn't you?

BILL: Yesh, we enjoyed it.- Al put most of

those in, because Al was the actual writer.
We'd plot together, generally. I would

come up with the 'Springboarda', and then we'd

git down (the two of us) and we'd plot out the
idea. Then Al would go off and write the story
from about one o'clock to four o'elock. Al
would actually write the story in pencil on the
drawing board, breaking everything into panels
as he went. Then, the story would be asent out
for lettering. (As you lknow, we used 'Leroy!
machine-lettering.) When the thing was lettered
it was given to the artist, already broken down
into panela, the balloons drawn in, and the let-
tering already in the balloons. And that'as gll
the artist would get; he got no other script.

Al would go over the story with him, and then
the artiat would take it from there, with no
other directiona.

RICH: Today at Marvel Comics, they do it dif-
ferently, almost reverse. They do 3all the art,
with balloons and spaces for narration, then the
Writers take it from there. That'as probably
why there's seldom a concise plot involved.

BILL: Well, this was something new that Martin
Goodman tried to make the comics more art-
oriented. After all, when we gave a story out,
the story was already there; there was nothing -
the artist could do to change the yarn.

Joe Orlando was working for Marvel when
the new idea was first started., He said, "They're
doing something revolutionary over there. They're
letting the artist do whatever he wants, and then
they're putting the words in later." I don't
dee how they can do it, but apparently they're
having a measure of succeas with the technique.

RICH: Well, on the new horror titles they're
reverting to the traditional atyle of atory
first again.

Do you think EC could have gone in it's
original form until today if it wasn't for the
friction you got from various groups and the
comics code? To clarify, do you think the
artists could have kept up the great quality
;rt?and could Al and you have kept up the stor-

es?

BILL: Towards the end, Al snd I had brought in
some script-writers. Larry Stark, in his fa-
mous "Ellegy to EC" said something to the ef-
fect, "You oould almost see that towards the
end, everyone stopped caring." I never felt
quite that way. What we did was to bring in
the writers, who I think actually strengthened
the books. After gll, after five years, Al and
I were pretty exhsusted and we started rumning
nothing but honse-plots, We had run just sbout
everything new we could conceivably do. In
desperation we brought in the outside writers,
who were fresh, and by working with them (Al
re-writing just about everything they came up
with) I think the lgst few issues of the horror
books were even stronger than the middle ones.
I didn't keep those records, unfortunatley,
and I don't lmow who wrote the final atories.
I know we had a Carl Wessler, and he was s
darn good writer. We had s Richard Bernsatein,
a Jack Oleck, snd an Irv Wirstein. So, I
don't see why we could not have continued.

But I gave thoae horror books up after the
Senate hearings.

RICH: You astually had to go down to Wash=
ington to be part of them?

BILL: No, they were held right here in New
York,

RICH: Jerry Weiat is supposed to present the
actusl transcripts in the third issue of his
fenzine, "Squa Tront." Were you much harassed
by the Senators? They seem really to harry
people when they get them up before these Fact-
finding panels.

BILL: Well, we were slightly harssses. They
had me a little punchy there towards the end.



I have 8 recording, and I lmow there were dif-
ferencea in what waa actuslly aaid and the
printed version. Nothing severe -- these were
court recorder's mistakes. It was probably
99» goecurate in the printed form.

RICH: Did they have you pretiy depressed and
disgusted after it was all over?

BILL: Ch, yeah. It was headline stuff around

the country. Somehow, T managed to cop the
headlinea. They did azk me that one loaded
question during the hesrings: "Do you think
thisz i# in good taste?" And they held up that
Craig cover (CRIME SUSPENSTORILS 22).

And I said, "I thought it was in good tas-
te for a horror comic.'

So they said, "Well, how wonld it not have
been In good taste?"

(Mow, the truth of the matter is that when
Cralg first brought that cover in, it had blood
dripping from the neek. You could see the bot-
tom of the severed neck and blood was dripping
out, To Craig I said, "Johnny, move the cover
up 2o the bottom of the page cuts this whole
thing off and there isn't any." ((blood))

That's what I said, and of course, they
thought 1t was hysterically funny. And it made
the headlines, It was a difficult experience,
because all of a sudden you find that every-
one you lnow kind of regards you as 3 criminal.
There had been the famous Kefauver Hesrings be-
fore this, with criminals and the mafia, and
they were very big. ©So all of a sudden, we
comic publishers, and me in particular, fingd
ourdelves c¢lgssed in with Frank Costello and

all the other ecrocks dragged up before HKefau-
ver., Kefauver technically waa not the head

of the comics comittee, but Kefauver was pret-
ty rough on me.

RICH: How many days did they pgrill you?

BILL: Oh, I think 1t was just one session,

or at the most, two. If it started in the mor-
ning it finished up in the evening, or maybe

it was just ons morning.

RICH: What wgs the cerueial point at which you
decided to throw in the towel on horror comic
publishing?

BILL: Well, after this hearing. You can't
imagine the condition of the sountry in those
daya. First of all, it was the MeCarthy Lra,
and the whole country was nuts anyway. There
were all kinds of stupid things golng on. To
show you how really wild things were == do you
remember the cover of one of the early MAD's
which was disguised as a compoaition book” You
lmow, "designed to aneak into clasS.i....”
Well, the HARTIFORD COURANT in those days was re-
garded ga one of the top six or seven papers in
the commtry. It had a reputation for integrity
matehed only by the ITIW YORK TIMES,

find the HARTIFORD COURANT had g big cam-
paipgn attacking me and MAD megazine, They btook
that eover aerioualy, and they setually had
headlines such gs: '"CORRUPTING YOUTHS BY SHEAK-
ING COMICS INTO CLASS!" My God, MAD magazine,
y!krnow?

RICH: HNo sense of humor at gll?

BILL: No sense of humor st all, taking all
that stuff seriously. In an early issue cf
PANIC {our own imitation of MAD, whieh never
went anywhere) we did a parod of "The Night
Before Christmas" (Bill A]derg Aind on the
back of Santa's aled he put g sign: "Juat Di-
voreed." It was typical of what Bill Elder
used to do in all of his MAD work. IHe used to
put signs gll over, You lmow, cars have signs
"Juat Married" so the sled had one "Just Di=-
vorced." Who gave it a thought until we found
ourselves banned in Boaton and all over lMassa-
chusetts., They were on our back because Santa
Claus was a saint and we suggested that Santa
Clgns was just divorced., Well, who gave this
thing a forethought?

We were catching hell on everything.

RICH: Yon must catch it nowadays, too.

BILL: Waw, nothing like the old days, nothing.
It's a whole different world.

RICH: & whole different mood of the country?

BILL: Absolutely. Why, we go ten times as
rough in MAD today as we ever used to dare,

and we never catch anything; in the old days,
my God, we never put out an issne when the roof
didn't fgll in completely.

RICH: What about Wertham? Did you ever have
any personsl relablons with him? 4 lot of peo=-
ple gssociate him with the fall of EC, sinece

he reglly got on the bandwagon and led 2 flock
of folk into believing that comics were toxic
to a young child!'s mind.

BILL: Aww, no, nothing peraonal. He made a3
good living at it at the time. A4And he'a made

g good living in recent years attacking tele-
vision. You lmow, there's nothing left in
comics to attack, and now he attacks television
with the same old line. ©Oh, I read his book
and I found it full of the worat kind of mia-
takes, blunders; he completely missed the point
of a number of our stories., We found his book
humorous. It was amazing how a8 man could be
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so far off base on this sort of thing., The th-
ings he read into our motives, they were com-
pletely falladous becsuse his understanding of
the stories was screwed-up., I just ean't off
.the top of my head remember an example, But

he made stupid mistakes.

RICH: I guess he was a master of lifting
things out of context.

BILL: Yes,

RICH: Speaking of censorship, there's a con-
troversy over whether MAD § was distributed

in the normal fashion or whether you pulled

it back at a certain point and tried to stop it
from hitting the standa. Amongst collectors
it's rumored to be a rare issue, dealer's
charge more for it than they do for say, MAD It
because it's supposed to be the rarest MAD,
Could you clear up this undocumented situation?

BILL: Yes, you see, MAD 5 had a biography of
me. In those days we were running bilographies
of everybody, but because MAD was MAD, we hanmed
up my whole biography. We said I had made my
money through the sale of filth and dope and
then I had come into comics, and all of that
sort of thing. There was s publisher who was
many of these things in the comic magazine in-
dustry. He had been, to the best of my know-
ledge, a semi-pornographer, which is where he
had gotten his start. And while I was kidding
around and writing that thing about myself, I
was in a very loose way following the carreer
of that man, who shall remain nameleas. This
fellow was very influential and very well-=liked
by the wholesalers., And for some reason when
this hit, thw whole roof fell in., It was only
later ca that I found out that it was this fel-
low who was helping to lower the boom on me.
But at the time, I didn't lmow what was hap-
pening.

Also, the firat story of that issue was
"Outer Sanctum". The host, as I recall, was
beckoning you to come into the outer sanctum.
And written on the doors were things like:

"Big Fat Errand Boy Wanted." Now, what would
a horror charscter want with a big, fat errand
boy?

He'd want to eat himl

But these guys didn't know that: they
could only assume that snyone who wanted s big,
fat errand boy wanted him for sodamy, for homo=-
gexual perversion. So now Gaines is selling
sodomy and homosexual perversional And try to
explain to a 55-year old Jewish wholesaler that
big, fat errand boys sre eaten by ghouls in
horror stories. (I don't know, that might be
Worde than sodomy in the first place (chuckle.))

But the combination of this biography and
their finding things offensive written into the
little doodles almoat put me out of business.
God, I remember that Sunday morning, when the
whole thing broke. I had to get Feldstein down
from Merrick, and Kurtzmsn from Mt., Vernon to
put our heads together. We had to devise a
clever gpology which we duplicated six times to
create six little booklets which we distributed
to the six big shots at the wholesaler's con-
vention, which happened to be in New York at
the time, And we appeassed them == they were
gonnag absolutely refuse to handle our books.

It was juat one of the thousand crises that we
Taced in those days, mostly over people being
offended by the things we did in comies, And
they weren't things you could anticipate.

If you publish something pornographic, you know
you're looking for trouble. But we never pub=
lished anything pornographic. We were always
‘getting into trouble, and we never knew why ex-
actly. So it couldn't be prevented.

Those were the timesl]

RICH: In retrospect, when these crises came up,
especially involving offending people, did you
strive to compromise in the future to prevent

recurrencesa of the same kind of friction? Did
it help to sharpen your perception of what you
were doing when these people got on the band-
wagon and said their kids' minds were gonna be
changed and the kids might start acting like
gome of the comic book characters? Or did vou
feel the critics were going to far?

BILL: We considered them all crackpota., We
did just what we had to do to survive. The
present Comies Code Association is not the
Tirst association. It is at least the second
or the third. If you recall, there was g 1it
tle bar with a star under it on the old EC's,
This was the segl of the first code anthority.
I was involved with it, and for many years, wWe
had to take everyting we did and put it thr-
ough their censor. Of course, their censor
was a lot more reasonable than Judge Murphy,
who was our downfall,

RICH: Early EC was censored, then,

BILL: It was. And there were a lot of things
we had to take out of the horror books., When
Judge Murphy came slong the horror books conl-
dn't poasibly survive.

RICH: But then actually the Senste was attack-
ing the wrong people over what had gotten into
print. After gll, the stuff was censored, so
it would seem to be the censor's reapongibil-
ity regarding what had gone to press.

BILL: Well, let's face it -- the censor was
paid by the publishers, The first censor didn't
represent most of the industry: he only repre-
gented a gmall segment. Outfits like National
Comlcs and Dell, Classics Illustrated and so on
felt that their comics were clean in the first
place, and what the hell d4ig they need a censor
to censor their comies for? They didn't even
join the fITst organization.

So most of the early censor's clients, yon
might say, were the smaller publishers, I asup~
pose that he thought that if he got too rough,
he'd logse a client, and every time he lost a
client his salary would go down. When Murphy's
gggociation was set up, it was set up more on
the order of s Hollywood Hayes Office. Every-
one in the industry went through it, and if you
didn't, you got clobbered at the wholesale le-
vel.

I tried not to join it, and my first New
Direction magazines in each title were put ount
wlthout the new seal; we sold like 15%, which
is catastrophic. So I joined the associstion
and the sales went up to like 20 or 25%, which
is still catastrophic.

0, you asked me sbout four hours ago
(chuckle) what put me out of comics. And the
answer is that I was loosing meney left and
right. And I went out of comics becanse I
couldn't put out a title that wasn't loging
money. Every single New Direction comic, every

single one of them, lost money., You kmow,
Eas run out ol money.

" RICH: It was pretty incredible to me that when

EC put out its best stuff (the second half of
the horror runs, and the second half of the
science-fictionj ggles dipped lower then at
the beginning. The seccnd half of my article
on the WEIRD SCIENCE run is going to be titled
"The Power and the Glory" to indicate how they
had blossomed into gregtness. Was it the many
crises of offense that held the sales up by the
3queeze at the wholesgle level, or was it that
you were above the heads of the camic=buying
audience when the high quality came on strong?

BILL: Two things were probably hurting us:
One was the increase in titles, But then, the
horror comies were doing pretty well right on
through, It was the other titles that were
doing comparatively badly, like the science-
filetion. 4And we really had no other compe=-



tition in that area. There were s few other
sclence-fiction comies, but nothing like the
EC science-fiction., The sci=fi never digd
very well; I think the best they did was 75%
sales, which is phenomenal by todsy's stan-
dards. But back then 75% was just mediocre
sales. The horror books sold 80-85% most of
the time. I think the seience=fiction books...
by Georgel you may be right! Maybe we did
cet too good for the market. I never really
thought sbout that; there's no guestion that
as the quality went up, the sales slid down,
but T never hooked the two together,

Well, it finally got to the point that
We were losing a little money on them, and we
didn't give a deamn. The sci-fi never at any
time made us rich..... when I say we sold 75%
originally, that was only during the first
gear, and I think they quickly dove down to
U";Jn

RICH: What's the break-even point and what's
the good=-return point in sales percentages,
the way you're analyzing things now?

BILL: Well, in those days, we put most new
titles out at 300,000 copies. That was a good
place to start a comic. It wasn't particu-
larly economically feasible to put out much
less, And it would bresk at, oh, maybe 55-60%
somewhere around there., So that's the point:
if in the science-fiection field there were
100,000 dyed=-in-the-wool fans, and sssuming
every one of them bought our comic, which they
didn't, we atill had to come up with a lot of
comic readers to sell 60f% of 300,000. And
they didn't sell it for very long,by my records.
I'm very archive conscious, but about 8
or 9 years ago, we had 8 series of robberies.
Some nut kept breaking into the offlice, rob-
bing things. And one time when there was noth-
ing else for him to rob, he gathered up all
my records and started a bonfire with them.
Worst thing he could do to me -- it broke my
heart., He also burned up about 500 horror
and seience-fiction springboards that I'd
never gotten around to using.

RICH: What exactly is a "apringboard?"

BILL: Well, that was the idea which Al and
I would uge when we wanted to do a story. 4
typical springboard would be, ohhhh.....
(chuckle) cccoa Here's an unpublished atory;
someone once asked me, YHow in the hell do
you make up a horror story?" So I sat there
in thought and I made up the following horror
story; what I'11 tell you will be the apring=-
board:

lNow, you've got these two guys. The firat
one 1s & promoter, a wise-guy, and the other
fellow is a sort of simple soul. The first
guy comes up with this incredible ides that he's
going to announce to the press. Whatever figure
DuPont stock closes at that day on the New York
Stock Exchange, by the next day, 2l hours later,
his associate i3 going to weigh exactly that
number of pounds. And so now you go through
it..... DuPont goes up ten points, and you see
the guy stuffing food into his poor friend;
DuPont goes down ten pointa, and he'a got the
poor slob doing exercises, steam baths, all
that kind of stuff. And then one day somebody
opens the door and says: My Godl" Because,
there's this guy aplit right down the middle.
0f course, DuFont had had a two-for-cne stock
3plitcesos Springboard!

RICH: You love that sieck twist in there, don't
you. That siek huomor touch.

BILL: Yes, always. Got to have it, That's
the old EC type ending.

RICH: In the article in SPA FON I} covering the
first half of the WEIRD SCIENCE run, I put in
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that I thought one of your favorite gimmioks ==
well, I wouldn't exactly label it gimmick, be=-
cause I thought it was good -= one of your
favorite pitches was to bulld sympathy for some
poor slob of & character during the esrly de=
velopment of a story, who later on really gets
massacred by the forces of evil at work in the
atory. And you did that very well, for instance,
ir the yarn "Seeds of Jupiter" (WS 8), where
thls main cheracter, "Peachpit" was his name,
played the stooge.

BILL: Peachpit! (Laugh)

RICH: At the end, a gruesome, grizzly monster
comes crawling out of Peachpit's gut, grown
there from a seed from space the pod-eater had
eaten as was his habit. Peachpit's lying there
dehydrated, a shell of his former self, And
reading it, I got worked up seeing this happen
to the poor guy I had gotten to feel heart-
warmed towards.

We don't have anything to compare to that
nowadays in comlies. No real psychologiosl
sensitivity to the modern mass-produced stories.
lNo empathetic arousal by the way the innocent
guys get dumped on. We do have the troubled,
tormented super-hero who wonders sbout his super=-
life in thought balloons, but this goes on end=
lessly and is trite before long.

I don't find any good, self-contained
stories, running six or seven pages, with the
well-detailed characterization, differences
in dlalog between people to keep their differ-
ences in personality sharp. And then, too,
there are very few yarns where the good, true-
heart gets clobbered in short order.

BILL: Let's take the typlcal springboard and
degeribe writing a story even further. I'd get
this idea and I'd write it down on & plece of
paper. I had this gigentie batch of plots --
thousands of pleces of paper, each with a spring=-
board on 1t. The big thing in my 1life in thosge
deys was to sell Al Feldstein a story. And

once I got him interested, then he'd atart work-
ing, and we's go into the details more fully.
And finally when we got the plot all worked out,
he's go ont and write it. OFf course, he's a
great writer, a natural writer. But, being glao
an artist was his secret. He and Harvey Kurtz-
man and Johnny Cralg, being artiatas, could write
visually, where %Yhe average comic seripturiter
in those days was not an artist. He was just

a goriptwriter. Well, it's one thing to write
for a novel and another thing to write for com-
ics -=- you've got to think visuslly for comies,
and these guys did. So that was omeaf the lucky
things I did. I got three guys who were artists
to write my stuff.

RICH: You considered Al g pretty good artist,
didn't you?

BILL: Well, I don't think he was as good an
artiat as he was s writer,

RICH: Wait a minute on that. In your blog-
raphy of Al Feldstein that ran on the inside
frontcover of the EC titles one month, you

wrote that he did the best science-fictlon covers
in the field.

BILL: That's right, science-fiction covers.
There's no doubt about it. That's what I've
got by him to represent his work on my wall
here, my personal collection. His horror stor-
ies and covers were imaginative, but A1 him-
self admits he's not the grestest artimt. On
the other hand, he's a great story-teller,

RICH: Did you have any strong sentiments about
what waa more importent, the storyline or the
art? Or did you think they were equally im-
portant, one not covering up for a lack in the
other?
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BILL: As g matter of fact, to give you an ex=-
ample of how I feel about that I can bring you
up to date. ' In comics, when I first started
out, the going rate for acript was about six
bucks per page, and the going rate for art was
about twenty bucks, twenty-three to be exsct.
Oh, National paid better than that, I suppose,
but the goings rates were those among the
smaller publishers like myself. Over the years
the rates went up, but I always tried to get
the script rates up much more quickly than the
art rates. The ratio started sbout four-to-one,
art over script. Today in MAD, my top rates
gre over two hundred a page for art and over
two hundred apage for script. So you can see
that I feel the script is at least 100% as im-
portant as the srt., Maybe even a little more
important, but I realize that it takes an art-
ist a little longer to do a page than 1t takes
a script-writer. Our top seript-writer makes
just as much as our top artist.

RICH: Are you as happy with your pecple today
a3 you were in the days of EC? I know that's
8 loaded questioNessss

BILL: Do you mean talent-wise?
RICH: Yes.

BILL: Probably some of them are even more
talented.

RICH: Bob Clarke and Al Jaffee seem to do very
well.

BILL: Jaffee iz a powerhouse. His principle
talent is his soript. He's a good artist,
but not as good gs writing script. This guy
is g very, very funny man.

RICH: He's got that sick stamp to his humor
that comes on so like MAD, That Gahan Wilson
(PLAYBOY )genius is in Jaffee, That's the kind
of humor that cracks me up, perscnglly. Ohh,
what's an example?,.... where the one guy says
to his friend, "Damn] I got a flat tire this
morning when I ran over that milk bottle."

And the other guy naturally replies, "Well,
why didn't youn drive around the bottle? Are
you blind?" And the first guy anawers, "The
demn kid had it under his coatl!"

BILL: I love sick humor, and of course, the
old EC horror storles were largely sick humor.
And that's what people missed -- that almoat
every one of those horror stories was tongue-
in-cheek. I happen to be one of the chickenest
people you'll ever see. If I 3ee blood, I
fgint., When I tell that to people, they think
I'm putting them on because of the old EC horror
stuff. Well, that stuff was strietly fantasy,
and in the field of fantasy I'1ll go as sick as
you want, I'll match anybody, but not for resl.
Or I'11 faint. Our horror stories were sick,
and our science-fiction stories were largely
sick. We had a lot of different kinds of sci-
encge-fiction storles, but I enjoyed the ones
with the sick twiat best. :

There was cne about this gal who fell
in love with this alien, and he lmocked her
up, and then at the end, this spell that he
had cast over her so that she didn't lmow what
he really looked like wore off. He turned out
to be a typicsgl Wood octopus-monstrosity, and
she realized that she had been knocked up by
one of those tentacles. (Lsugh)

RICH: The mental transaformstion theme, ones
mind playing tricks, seemed to be another
favorite point of departure.

BILL: But again, some three hours ago, I was
discusaing sales, and that nut that came in here
and burned gll my records. For that reason,
I can't dig the figures out to prove it, but
I don't think that the sei-fi made money for

more than a year or so before going into the
red. We just kept them on because we liked
them. And finglly they did aoc badly that we
combined the two into one {WEIRD SCIENCE=-
FANTASY) and we turned it into a quarterly.
We even tried it at 15¢, but that didn't work,

RICH: TIa it true that the distribution takes

a heckuva lot of g cut out of the sales money ==
that the money just barely trickles back to

the publisher and the people who made the thing?

BILL: Well, in those days, we did get a nickel.
This was low, and we were about the lowest in
the industry. Most of the comica publishers
got 53¢, and we, being with the smallest, weak-
est distributor, gotnéﬁ. Now that quarter o a
cent doean't sound like much, but when youmt
out sixty issues a year, averaging three-hundred
and-fifty thousand copies each, selling perhaps
65% of that, then multiply that by a quarter of
a cent, that makes a vast difference, and it
makes the difference between profit and loss.
($3L,125.00 a year) That's why, in addition to
everything else, we had to try a little tharder
because we were getting a little bit less,
Those quarter of a cent's hurt.

RICH: Why were you getting less?

BILL: Well, becanse we were with the weakest
distributor. And with the 700 comic titles,
wholesalers couldn't care less. They couldn't
care if you dropped dead. They'd much prefer
to handle 25¢ magazines, and since they weren't
aware of the EC insignia particularly at that
time,they junat took what came in, put them out
for a few weeks, and then sent the reat back.

I don't think that they ever reglized that the
EC's were selling better or worse thandhers --
they just took what csme in and hated them all.

RICH: You had one campaign there where the
fans in each town would go ever to the deslers
and put the EC's out on top of the stacks., Did
that help at 8ll?

BILL: Well, after we put out four or five of
the New Direction masgazines, snd they were still
losing money, I thought it couldn't go on. So
I'd try anything. But I don't think the fan
campaign helped, not really. To this day I'l1l
pass g newastand and I'll see a stack of MAD's
lying there. I juat go over and pull it out
front by habit.

Fingally I dropped gll the New Direection
comica (VALOR, PIRACY, IMPACT, MD, EXTRA, IN-
CREDIBLE SCIENCE FICTION, PSYCHOANALYSIS).

And aince MAD waa such a success at a quarter,

I thought maybe I could pull it off with the
other titles, so we put out the Picto-Fictions.
They don't look it, but they were an extremely
expensive magazine to produce, even withount
color. The comica are so deucedly cheap to pro-
duce == they're put on newsprint in four colors.
In thoae daya, you could atill get a comiec prin-
ted for under two cents, which is fantastic.
They were printed 1 n volume, of course, snd I
guess that's why. You had to print a quarter of
a million to get the price. So when we went in-
to Picto-Fiection's, my God, the price tripled
and quadrupled for printing it. We tried them
as I recall at 48 pages, and we apotted a little
color here and there. And they were an asbyamal
failure. Nobody bought them, and again, I dpn't
lmow if they got out. You're st the mercy of
the wholesalers.

RICH: The EC emblem could really holdthings
back at the wholesale level, eh? Was this a
chronic misgiving between you and the whole-
salera?

BILL: 7Yeah, towards the end, the whole-aalers
didn't like us., #And it culminated in a most
terrible thing, where thia little diatributor

wWe were with went banlkrupt. At the time we had



the PICTO-FICTION's and MAD with this little
outfit.

vou have to understand the financial ar-
pangements between a publisher and a distrib-
utor. The publisher sells his entire output
to the distributor -- the distributor is his
only customer. licw, he doesn't pay you for the
iaane at hand; ohh, he gives you a little bit,
but for the most part he doesn't pay you.
They're his and they're gone. lHe owes you the
money. So this guy had been our distributor
throughout the whole thing, and he owed ua about
$100,000, which in thoge days was a lot of money
for me, in 1956. In March or April of that year
he went bankrupt, owing me a grand total of,
$130,000, In turn, I owed the printer that
muche So I was in a hell of a spot; T was
counting on every cent the digtributor owed me
to pay the printer with.

Well, this was bad enough, but I worked
that out. Then, you aee, the distributor sells
MAD magazine to the wholesalers and they fork
over to him for them. Now, they have returns
of MAD that don't sell, snd they give them back
to the distributor, who pays back for them.
Then he subtracts it from what he owes me.

But now the distributor ias bankrupt, so there's
nobody for the wholesalera to give the returns
to. So they all come and tell me they want me
to pay for them. But, my God, how can I pay
for them -- I never got paid for that bunch of
magazines that they've got in the first place.
- Well, they said, "If you don't pay us,
we'rve throwing you out." This was another of
the wild things where for many years every-
thing I touched turned to shit, and the ghit
turned out to be gold. Later 1t turned out
that the best thing that could've happened to
me was the weak distributor going bankrupt.

1) I got away from him; he was a terrible dia-
tributor. And 2) I went to the American News
Company, which in those days was in magazine
distribution. And it was a whole different
get=up. In those days you either went through
an independent distributor, of which there are
a dozen, who go through wholesalers, or you
went through the gigantic, momopolistic American
liews Compeny, which owned its own outlets.

So I went to American News (I left the
whole independent outfit) and I said to them,
"If you don't take me, I'm out of business.
Here's what I need to stay in buginess." And
what T showed them was MAD., And they took me
on, whereupon for one year and one igsue I
stayed with them, and that's when MAD really
atarted to take off; it went off the charts
and stared to sell a half a million coples.
llow, this is a very respectable sale. Then
American News announced to my horror that they
were giving up magazine distribution, and I
thought I'd have to go back to those ogres.
But by this time MAD was strong enough and
there Was no problem. I went to Independent
News, and everything's been fine since. To
this day I have nothing to do with wholesaler's;
T dan't go to their conventions, and I want
nothing to do with these guys.

RICH: What asbout fubure re-printing of EC stuff?
I paw some things over there on your ledge from
Woody Gelman. 18 he onto reprinting EC as he

did with FLASH GORDON?

BILL: 0h, yesh, Haven't you heard? Yes, Woody
and I entered into a contract. He's putting

out a ten dollar, mostly color book.

RICH: Mostly color?

BILL: The contract calls Tor B0% color. I've
got the original art and I've got the silver=-
prints, Bhob Stewart, who works for Woody over
at Topps Chewing Gum first interested him in
it, Bhob and I went through and picked the
Table of Contenta. And then we went doun to
the vault, where I keep all of this atuff, T
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‘have virtually every penstroke of art that was

done for EC., As I say, I'm very archive con-
scious. Many publishers threw the atuff out,
but not me. I saved every scrap of 1t.

S0 we went down and pulled all the stuff
and they're over there now photographing it.
0f course, this is an avocation with Woody.
He was going to try to get the thing out for
Christmastime, but I don't think he's going to
make it., And this one's going to be printed
in Italy, tentatively 196 pages all told.
(That's how we get the color in, by going to
Italy for the printing.)

RICH: Reprinting what you consider to be the
best of EC?

BILL: This is s combination, for the most part,
of what Bhob Stewart and I chose. Eliminating
what was put out in the Ballantine books. The
Bagllantine booka represented more or less my
idea of the besat stuff, balanced off, because
I wanted to have s representation of all the
artists. (If my four favorite stories were
Wood's, for example, I didn't use them all.)
Bhob i3 being a little more art consclous
gbout it, so he's heavy on Ingles. He even
wants to use an Ingles cover for the book.

RICH: How about the rarest EC: SHOCK SUSFENS-
TORIES 3?7 There sre a few stories drifting
about on what happened and how many got out.

BILL: Well, as you recall, I told you about
the wholesglers and about how they wanted me

to absorb the returns. #nd I told them that

I couldn't poaaibly refund because I hadn't
gotten paid for the issue in the first placs.
So they said, "Goodbye, Charly!" and that was
that. At that time, SHOCK 3 was already off
the presses. 250,000 copies of the insides and
the covers had been printed, and all were sit-
ting at the Charlton Bindery in New York, ready
to be bound. (Incidentally, that's the bindery
that atill binds MAD.) But we didn't have the
money to bind them. We didn't have the money
to pay for printing them, sven. We were really
broke.
RICH: You were in s resl bind, huh?

BILL: (chuckle, grimace, points to door out.)
So I told the printers, "You know, I don't have
the money to pay you. I can't pay you for the
past stuff you did; I can't pay you for SHOCK

3. It's crazy to bind the thing because no=
body's going to take it, anyhow., The wholesalers
just won't have it."

So, horrible as it sounds, it was agreed
to destroy 250,000 copies of SHOCK 3, But I
said, "Look, hand bind me X copies of SHOCK 3
and send them over to my office for my files.?
Which they did.

Now the only question is, what was that X
number of copies that were hand-bound. My re-
collection is that I said 100, Subsequently I
heard that I had said 200, and ~I've heard 300.
I don't remember what I said, but I doubt that
T would have asked for more than 100, because
I don't know what I would've done with them.

I know I wanted to give a few copiea to all the
artists and writers that were in the book, and
I lnow that I wanted to wrap twelve 'coples be-
cause I wrap twelve copies of everything. And
I know that I wanted to put & copy in my bound
volumes and in Al'as bound volumes. So I lmow
how 15 coples were used =-- twelve wrapped and
three put into bound volumes. My recollection
ia that there were BS5 left, and anyone who wan-
ted them just took them. They probsbly sat a-
round the office for a few months, and then were
gone, got used or thrown out or something.
Because at the time, who cared?

@ICH: Do you know that the thing sells for
$50-$75 now, to the EC completist?
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BILL: The last I heard, it was around $50.
That's understandable. I'yp a collector my-
gself in my own way. Certaln wines and colns
== you get hooked on aomething you collect
and you'll pay most anything to complete.

RICH: Well, the EC's certainly were the best
in the comics field. Even the men in it today,
like Jim Steranko, a top-notch Marvel scripter
and artist, agree that Al Feldstein was one of
the very best comic writers. And when you've
got both the best artists of the day and Al
Feldstein writing for you, you put out scme
dsmn good comics.

He hasn't written any comic stories since
EC has he?

BILL: No, strictly MAD.

RICH: Does that keep him buay?

BILL: Oh, it keeps him busy enough. You lmow,
none of us sround here work very hard., (Belly

laugh) Al's not married to his job like Harold
Rogs of the NEW YORKER wasa. Or any of those
guys who run around putting in 75 hour weeks.
Al and I work s 35 hour week; we do a better
job this way.

RICH: Much more relaxed than the EC frenzy.
But you liked those days well enough at the
time, didn't you?

BILL: Oh, I loved them == a lot of fun. I
used to read all night getting ideas for those
atories.

RICH: Getting back to art, there's a rumor that
Frazetta was going to do all the WEIRD FANTASY
covers after a certaln point, but it fell through.
Is there any truth to it?

BILL: MNo, I dont remember that. You kmow the
story about the Frazetta WSF cover we did us€.....

RICH: You mean the BUCK ROGERS cover you used
for WSF 29, Yes, I saw it in the original with
the Buck Rogers helmet back on the guy, and it
was a gas.

BILL: That's the only piece of art that I used
in my life that I didn't buy outright. 4As I
recall, I was paying sixty bucks for a cover

in those days. And I think I offered him forty
bucks for the rights of sixty bucks for the
cover outright. And Frank, well, he was never
one for the buck. He'd rather have the art.

He kept it, and I think I paid forty or fifty.
Today i1t's probably worth $200. Beautiful work,
and the other thing he's got is the Picto-Fic-
tion story we never printed.

When I went bankrupt, all the boys were
working on a Picto-Fiction atory. And I lasted
until the day after Christmas. I just couldn't
tell them I'4 folded right before Christmas.
Then I called everycne up and told them I'd had
it; I couldn't go any further. "Finish up the
last story you're working on and I'1l pay you
for it; that'll be your last job." But Fra-
zetta gaid, "I won't finish it -- you don't
have to pay me for it."

Boy, anything that saved me $200 in those
days was great! ©So he kept it snd he's still
got it. He was in here a few months ago, and
that's the last I've seen him,

RICH: Is he going to do anything more for MAD?

BILL: I don't kmow; he's so damn busy, you know.
- But I'd love him to do some work for MAD,

RICH: How about Wood?

BILL:
atrange circumstances.
and he had gotten very cantankerous.

Well, you know, Wood and MAD parted under
Woody had gotten sick,,
He had =

he adache for a long time, and that can make you
cantankerons. His work had degenerated, and

he took the criticism very badly., It got coky
there for a while, and so he left., But he got
rid of the hesdache then, and now his work is
very charming == brilliant!

One of the last times I saw him, he asaid:
"How's this for openers: that work I did for
MAD stunk!™ (Laugh)

But he never indicated that he wanted to
come back. And, frankly, I don't think he
wants the pressure.

RICH: He put the love into that old MAD comic
humor stuff, showing a natural charm in it,
and he had tremendous range, being able to do
seience-fiction, horror, and humor.

BILL: Funny thing -- Woody never used to
smile; he was never happy about anything he
did. I think he was just a sober man. He's

a lot happier now, I feel. And certainly the
stuff he does in WITZEND is so charming, so
delightful., And that's probably what he means
when he says his old EC work depresses him,
compared to what he's doing now.

RICH: How about some of the other EC artists
that are still around? You could never work
Crandell into MAD, could you?

BILL: Crandall..... Wwe gave Crandall one thing
to do, a long, long time ago. But Crandall is
not funny. He can do most anything, but I
don't think he'd be effective in MAD. Ingles
of course, has disappeared. Krigstein went on
to fine art; I lknow every once in s while I

get a notice in the mail that he's having a
showing of his paintings. Apparently he's do-
ing quite well,

Kamen is big in advertising art, for the
Madison Avenue places. He drops in every six
months or so and says Hi,

Jack Davis, you lknow what he's doing ==
movie ads, TV ads, and everything under the sun.
Bill Elder is drawing LITTLE ANNY FANNY; Kurtz-
man is on that with him,

Johnny Craig is working for an advertising
agency, and I hear tell he's doing work for
camics now again.

RICH: Yesh, he's doing horror stuff for Mar-
vel now., For the new books they've on the fires
for this Summer.

BILL: John was very slow. He did a lead story
for two of the horror mags, and once in a while
a story for one of the other books, He rearely
got in all three horror books in two months.

He was sort of special. can see that
if you were an Ingles fan, you weren't a Craig
fan. He was taken with Will Eisner -- you know,
every artiat has his god. I was very fond of
Johnny's stuff; thought it was great.

We never put him in the science-fiction
or in the grizzly horror. It was ususlly
the more straight horror. The real Yecch stuff
we gave to Ghastly (Ingles).

Davis could do anything.

RICH: Contrasted to Craig, I understand Davis
was one of the fastest.

BILL: Oh, yeah. Jeez, yes! We used to do
cartoons of him with his art machine..... just
turn the ecrank and the art falls out at the
other end. Very, very fast. He's working for
MAD again now, and he doesn't do nearly enough.
He can do about twenty pages a year, and that's
all we can get from him,

Orlando is over at National. And you know
about Willismson, Frazetta, and friends.

RICH: How about George Evana?

BILL: Gee, I don't lmow. We sort of drift a-



part when we don't have a business comnectlion.
But he did a lot of great stuff. This book
that Woody Gelman's doing == again, we tried
to balgnce it, and we've got a couple of damm
nice Evana stories in there,

RICH: You're never going into comics again,
are you?

BILL: 0Oh, no. One of the contibuting reasons
I pave up the horror comics is that I wouldn't
do them if T couldn't do them my way. I think
a lot of the success of the horror comics is
that they were horror comics more than it was
that we did them.

This is something hard to accept. Hugh
Hefner put out a magazine ecalled TRUMP which
went to oblivion after two issues., And then
he put out a magazine called SHOW BUSINESS
ILLUSTRATED which only lasted a year or so.

He put a lot of money into them, and they were
flops. I'm sure he was very surprised in both
cadesd, because he has been 3o very asuccesaful
with PLAYBOY. One gets to think he can do
anxthiﬁﬁ. But when you come to think of it,
everything Hefner's been successful with is
sex, and he's the number one sex succeas in
the history of the world. That's his medium.

And it'as the agme with me. I was very
lucky with horror, and I was very, very lucky
with MAD, so why should I lmock my brains out?
This book for Nostalgia Press is just for fun;
I get next to no royalty on it; it's just to
do it.

Also, at the same time, we're doing s $10
MAD hardcover for this Summer. I have high
hopes Tor it; it's going to be scmething dif-
ferent, 256 pages, bl pages of color plates
ineluding the original "Superduperman", "Bat
Boy and Rubin", and "Woman Wonder" in colorl
In addition to which, we're running six of the
Annual gimmicks.

RICH: I understand you ran & poll to determine
the average age of your readers, and you wWere
surprised to find out it was as low ga it was.

BILL: Well, that was for MAD, not EC.
And we were disappointed at the time,

since we thought we were hitting an older crowd,

and we always almed higher than we thought our
readers were, But I think our readera are

smarter than we expected, so it's a lucky thing.

We found the mean readership in that poll to

be around 1l}, but you have to understand that
firat of all, that poll was around ten yesrs
ggo. It could be outdated now. And secondly,
that's the mean readership, and it goes from
there in both directions. Everybody knowa that
we have readers in the colleges and we have 'em
ten yearas old. What the ten-year-old gets out
of MAD, T don't know.

RICH: One important question I wanted to put

to yoUseeeo Do you think it's posaible to change

the mind of a kid with the offbeat atuff he

regds in a comlic book or MAD magazine? To clar=-

ify, do you think it's possible to assgsinate
the character of a tyke with the grussome hor-
ror or tremendously sick humor; or do you think
it's healthy to expose him to the wild, the
extreme in life as well as the tame?

BILL: I have always believed it's healthy. How-

ever, I'm no doctor, and I'm no paychietriat,
and I'm no paychologist; and many psychologists
who are quite respectable, un-Wertham type psy-
chologists take the opposite point-of-view.
There must be a brealding point somewhere.

Some ggy, i1f you read about violence, you
won't commit it, and I take that point-of-view.
However, I'm prejudiced. You could make & case
that MAD is corrupting; it depends how far you
want to go. But I believe that a kid is ac-
tive or passive, and the kid that sits home and
reads is passive. The kid that is apt to do
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anything 1s not apt to it home and read.

RICH: Well, Mr., Gaines, S5PA FONers all over
thank you for sharing your thoughts with us.
Now, just one other thing..... how'd you like
to turn over those twelve new copies of every
EC you're saving to me, so that I could set up
breadlines snd dish them out?

BILL: (Laugh and frown simultsneously-- runs
out of room to cateh his 5:30 car ride home.)

It's a MAD, MAD, MAD, MAD world, thank God.

THE above interview was conducted on the af-
ternoon of Wednesday, April 2, 1969. I think
a measure of periscopic color conecerning the
surroundings at that time might be interesting
to the Spa Foners of America.

Mr, Gaines was dressed in a blue two-pocket
shirt and dark slacks, sitting behind a neat
and spotless desk, with a "No Smoking" sign pls-
ced squarely in the middle of it. During the
interview he wheeled around in a cosster chsir,
taking phone callas, reviewing current MAD pro-
jeets, and talldng to me simultaneously, & mad-
cap pace that he enjoyed.

A reasdy laugh, s smooth informsl manner,
and an engasging ever-present grin are the things
about him that stsnd out 1n my mind. On the
walls surrounding us were paintings by Al Feld-
stein --of g science-fiction scene (the cover
of SQUA TRONT 3), by Johnny Craig -=- of his
famous "Crypt-Keeper, and by Grsham Ingles --

a spooky, ooky graveyard tableau, with the stoop=-
shouldered "0ld Witch"standing droocping in an
unkempt graveyard. It was most atriking, done
in drab colors with big, loose brush-strokes.
Heaving ita best effect viewed fram across the
room, it wgs terrific to the taste of an EC ad-
dict. The lighting, soft and cold moonlight,
wgg incredible, and the markers and gravestones,
tilting in all directions, created a chaotic
gffact of horror and eerie evil I have not often
elt.

Qutaide Bill Gainea' office, the corridor
linldng to the other MAD offices is lined with
MAD original covers by Mingo and Freas.

In the waiting room outside the complex
atands a full-scale cut-out of Alfred E. Neuman
in a Bavarian leder-hosen outfit, grinning in-
anely at all those who wait to go within the
mad MAD world he is doorman of.

Also typical of the atmosphere within
the set of rooms MAD magazine is created in is
the faucet, which hangs suspended by three
strings in Mr. Gainesa'! office. And there it
wavers about two feet below the ceiling of the
room, 8 constant stresm of water pouring out
of it, as if magically supplied.

To me that faucet, drawing water seemingly
from the thin air typifles the steady stream
of creative magic Bill Galnes has been pouring
forth for the last 20 years, with the help of
the geniuses he has drawn to him -- g constel-
lation of marvelous minds who help him to make
our world g little bit livlier, a lot more en=
joyable,

Long 1live Bill Gaines and the EC traditionl
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POEHS 9 OID UNDERITUCAR..........

"GoD, IT'S RAINING"

Hearing Cholk=Chol's roar, Smith began to sing his song,

"Rain, rain go away come again snother day."
Cholk=Cholt seemed to be deaf that morning.
to bluster and foam and drip, drip, drip.

Smith went on with his tune, I"I‘t:’sl raining, it's pour-

ing, the old man is snoring.”
Craclle=bam=pwop!

Splder strands of summer lightning crackled acrosa the

misty sky.
No, Cholt=Chok wasn't deaf.

SECOND COMING

ind Jesus spoke unto the sgilor's widow
and said, "Come into my mind
and T will glve you the sun of tomorrow's
paradise horizons
to brighten the light of today's
sorrow deserts,”

And the woman looked upon His face
and felt the wonder of His words
but answered, "I have no mind that you may sense.
I have no sorrow that you may touch.
I have nothing that csn be fathered
and made to grow in the garden
of Thy love."

And then the world was silent
g3 the Christ's eyea became twin novaa,
giving atill more light to the noondsy.
He looked upon the woman
and guicksilver surged through her veins
and her body was twisted with apssms
and her mind burned and erupted
and became a worm's nest of life and cozing,
gerpent flesh
gnd she died in & mosning wall of hunger.

And then Jesus the Christ gsazed upon the dung mound,
once a8 woman,
and through ssd tears murmured
"Much had you to give."
John Guzlowski

THE HANGMAN

He continued

John Guzlowali

POETIC JUSTICE

I was gitting across from an athelst,
at church yeatereve.
He put alx slugs snd a button
into the collection plate.
I put three sluga
into the minister
gnd tried to esacape.
But it waa fatal, futile, and fated.
My bleoodlust waa sated.
(I hadn't time to contemplsate,
so the murder wasn't premedlta=-
ted.) Jay Broeoker

IDENTITY REGAINED FOREVER

Donnerwetter, donder, blitzenl
came the stormtrooper's loud curse.
Relentleas actions, pounding humsns
into dust where once was fleah.

The supple skin of countless thousands
brutalized till soft was cold,

And thrown into the yswning chasms
of g nation full of graves.

The S3 troops were prize possessions
of the lunacy within

The bowels of nation where once pecple
laughed with mirth not creased with tears

The inhumsne maas group behavior
seemed so unidentitied,

But waa made up of scole people
clustered into murderers.

4 single one with besmirched garb on
Pauaed at cnce to see a corpse
Looking, stunning in his face,

Dead in err =~ his mother was it,
Lying in a wet clay rut

Where the herds of humans died.

He cradled then the slack and filthed Ie ad
Crying tears of bloody paln.
And he too, one of prized poaition,
Fell dead there soon without his cosat.
Rich Hsuser

Whenever there's a time to piteh dung, a bell to be rung, a man to be hung,
He's there.

Vhenever there's a wrong over right, a sandwich to blte, a nooase to be tight,
He's there.

He's the jolly, holly hangman, and he's ready to do you 1in.

He comes around at evening time, when all the clty sleeps.
He does his work efficiently; he plays his game for keeps.
He weara s big, black poncho, and a pair of fourteen "D"'s,

And if you hear him comlng round, your bloocd 1s sure to freeze.

He's the jolly, holly hsngman, and he'a ready to do you in.

Whenever there's a word to be spoke, an oxteam to yoke, a neck to be broke,

He'a there.

Whenever there's a death in the town, a house to tear down, a woman to frown,

He's there.
He's the jolly, holly hangman, and he's ready to do you in.

He plies his trade most earnestly; he really lmowse his stuff.
He makes it look so easy; you lmow it 1s no bluff.

The body jerka there skyward, anaps along the rope.

The blosted tongue shoota outward, the fingera atart to grope.
But eyea no longer seelng, and mouth no longer live,

Continue to bulge outward in struggling to aurvive.

The hangman now 1s amiling; he asenses what's to come.
The end of another 1ife, my friend; are you sure you don't want some?

Jay Broecker
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O RDDAE & RCASON

MINI NOVEL IJ..sssby John Guzlowski

Manned by the multi-limbed, single=-breasted she-loons of the
devil=king Hogruth, the Wall was congsidered invulnerable.

Fifty cubita of hand-hewn stone could be counted from the Wall's
" base to its ramparts, and fifty more in its thiclmess.

For two centuries, scores of millions of haggard, crippled
slavea gave their sorrows and their lives to it.

Finished, 1t defied a dozen Egarthigian well-breds and their
vile, desert hardened hordeas,

Agpar stood upon the down=like grass, surveying the black ma=~
jeaty of the horizon-spanning Wall. He frowned, lifted a
cigar to hia lipa, and drew a cloud of blue haze. He saavored
its goodnessa, sllowing 1t to drift into his lungs.

Mamenta psssed.

He torned to hia lisutenant and ssked, "That height of ebony,
can it be acaled?"

"Hey, Sirrsh," Smithgun replied.
"Can we not pierce the Wall with our engines of war?"
"Nay, Sirrah," the worried side murmured.

Again, Aagar frowned, He glanced at his cigar and sallowed it to
fall. Suddenly, his eyes fixed on a section of the Wall which
he hgd previously missed.

Asgar then spoke the words which would henceforth cause his name
to be cherished snd toasted wherever fighting men would gather
to reesgll distant moments of valor, war, and bravery:

"Gee, they forgot to close the gate.

MY PRISON

Once in the heart of an Auguat night,
When no bird heard snother's flight,
And all the leaves of all the green trees
Solemnly hung limp and still,

I, singly out in nature's preserve,
Thought I saw raw fantasles

Dancing out amcongst the trees.

Where a hillocks moszay rill

Ggve the moonlight bright green nerve,
I thought I ssw a zephyr swerve

In and out amongst the bushes,

Bending branches wilth wind-pushes.

The zephyr had a form, I fancied,
‘The moonlight seemed to follow it.
But what I saw is hardly "portant
(Dancing out across the glade)
'Cause the cause of strange new viasions
Hardly carries much & portent
When I am a lunstic
Trying to eacape my prison.
But my prison lives within.
Rich Hauser

THE OLD BONE MAN
The man who collects old bones came here last wWesle.
He grimaced with hia toothless maw and stsred with
Vacuous eyes, longingly, at a piece of steak I had,
Impaled upon my fork.
Scmething once wild and free and living, rossted on
My fork.
I pondered chewing it, to make my fat belly even more.
The old bcne man was just thanking me for some scraps
The dog hed left.
When I thrnat him down into my dinner plate,
Almoat scering him to desth.

Jay Broecker

SEA WITCH

Beneath a starless sly
Enveloped in an ebon miat
Of darkest night,

Upon a cragey reef

The sea witch stands.

Without a moon

Yet bathed

In eerie light

She stands.

liaked

Her ivory form
Glistening

In the icy spray
Her raven hsair
Billows in the gale.

A soft, pale glow
I1luminating her bosaom
Hiding a splrt

Dark asnd myaterious.

Her outatretched arms
Conduct her aymphony
Of murky waters
Sesthing

Tempests rise

Oceans rage

At her command,

Her beckon
Brings the Krgken
From the deepsa.

Her syes

Reflect the zes
The aoul

In pools

0f darkest emersld
Deptha,

About her

Crash the tides

Hocks are beaten, crushed
By beoliling surf

While her feet

Pale, delicate

Are gently washed.

Her slender ankles
Lightly caressed

In swirling currents.

What awful power lies within

Her praap.

A soul Tormented

Imprisoned in the sea

And yet

She smiles

Delight

Upon her Mace

A myatery

Enchantreas of the ses,.
Inspired by Frazette Painting
Won an Alabame State Award

By James E Thompson

THE WORLD'S MOST ALL-ENCOMPASSING

LPIC POEM

Life,
Love,
Death,

Idea by Jay Broecker
Written by R. Hauser
Edited by J. Guzlowski
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