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TO BOOK OR E-BOOK, IS IT EVEN A QUESTION?  There was a very interesting write-up in Kent  
        McDaniel’s recent fanzine discussing how he 
managed to turn one of his novellas into an e-book on both Smashword and on Amazon.com for their Kindle 
files.  His comments about formatting his manuscript for the e-book market made intriguing reading.  However I 
was also struck by his admission that sales of his e-book, or any e-book are probably going to be miniscule. 
 Occasionally a self published e-book attracts public attention and becomes a real hit, a genuine sales 
success.  But those instances are genuinely rare, and they become news items because they are rare. 
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 The reality is that there are hundreds of thousands of e-books out there.  A quick check of the 
Smashwords site reveals that there are over 30 thousand science fiction novels alone, almost all of them written 
by people I never heard of before.  A good many of them are available for free download, an even larger number 
are available for sale at ninety-nine cents.  A similar condition exists with the e-books listed on Amazon.com. 
 How can any of these books, even well written, carefully plotted, innovative novels succeed in the 
ocean of titles out there?  This subject has been discussed in some depth in these pages before.  If anything, the 
situation is far more bloated now than it was even a year ago, and the sheer volume of titles is apt to accelerate 
as more and more wannabe writers figure out that they can put books out in electronic form for little or no 
money. 
 Editors.  Publicity departments.  Promotional efforts.  Reviewers who provide honest feed back in 
public forums.  Linkage with other accepted authors and their books.  These are features that publishers of books 
on paper used to provide and which are sorely missing from the modern e-book scene.  The word around the 
internet now is that even if you write a great novel, the only way you are going to sell any copies at all is to 
either already be an established author with a strong following, or to write your novel, send it into the internet as 
an e-book, and then relentlessly promote it yourself for the next two or three years, using especially the so-called 
social media sites to influence people to give your work a read. 
 Surely there must be a better way.  There are small press publishers, primarily devoted to supernatural 
and horror fiction, who have achieved a cache of reader confidence and who now make their new book titles 
available in two or three formats, including e-books.  I would certainly be more apt to trust the editorial staff at 
Wildeside Press or Hippocampus Pres when they say a new collection of supernatural fiction is worth reading 
than a bunch of breathless gosh-wow internet blurbs from people I never heard of offered up on a facebook 
page.
 It seems to me there is a market niche that small publishers can fill.  Being able to pick out the good 
stuff from the bad stuff has always been the primary requirement of a successful publisher.  Anybody who has 
sampled the e-book market knows that there are tons of incredibly bad stories out there, stories that aren’t worth 
the time and effort it takes to read even the first thirty pages, even if the writer gives the book away for free, not 
even if the writer were to pay you to read the book. 
 There are some good book review fanzines out there, Baryon comes to mind immediately, and it seems 
to me that what we need now is a good, unbiased e-book review site, a place that will let reviewers take a look at 
new and emerging e-books and provide honest reviews.  And by that, I don’t mean just providing glowing 
recommendations of good books.  I’d like to see some reviews that tell it like it is when a book is putrid, or 
when an author has interesting ideas but lacks the talent to write his or her way out of wet paper bag.  There is 
just too much stuff out there and life is too short to use the crap-shoot method of sampling e-books.  There is a 
market here that needs to be filled. I know a lot of other people besides myself who would be happy to use that 
service too. 
 The only way modern readers are going to find their way thru the internet e-book jungle is if some 
sturdy native guides are willing to hack thru the brush and show us the way to the hidden treasures. Maybe 
internet magazines that honestly review science fiction/fantasy e-books already exist somewhere.  Maybe 
somebody reading this is familiar with such a site.  If so, please let me know, and I’ll be happy to pass the info 
along.

THE END OF THE YEAR HOLIDAYS ARE OVER AND GONE  but it’s never to late to make a few  
         belated observations about the oddities 
that surround the annual orgy of gift giving, food, year end parties and sporting events.  For example--- 

FUN SEASONAL FACT: Because a year on the planet Mercury is only 88 days long, store owners on Mercury 
never have to take down their Christmas decorations. 

ANOTHER FUN FACT: Because of all that Christmas music playing out of all those store PA speakers all 
year round, most native Mercurians are chronic alcoholics. 

STILL ANOTHER FUN FACT: Because of the first three fun facts, gun sales on Mercury are ten times 
greater than gun sales in Louisiana, the murder capital of the United States. 
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FUN FACTS TO GO:   Because of all the other fun facts, the population of Mercury is quite small.  The 
government is offering generous birth bounties and a free tract of land with a nine room house included for 
anyone who emigrates to Mercury.  If you emigrate and arrive on Christmas Day you’ll also receive your very 
own UZI J-15 pocket size automatic machine pistol with a burnished chrome finish, pearl handle grips and a 
smart Gucci shoulder holster to carry it in. 

THE MARCH OF PROGRESS; OR, RALPH 124C41+ REVISITED Jeff Bezos; flamboyant head of  
         Amazon.com, one of the world’s 
largest internet retail operations (new motto---“Books? We don’t need no stinkin’ books!”), grabbed headlines 
across the nation with his announcement and demonstration (sort of) on the CBS program “60 Minutes” a few 
weeks ago of a proposed new Amazon drone delivery program (APAP for short).  According to the breathless 
news coverage, Amazon is in the process of developing their own ultra-fast delivery program for people who 
order merchandise that weighs five pounds or less.  Since Amazon has shifted away from the book business, that 
would includes most of what they sell.  Mini-drones, resembling the toy helicopters that remote control 
hobbyists enjoy so much would pick up the package at a local Amazon warehouse, and whisk it away, 
delivering it to the customer within thirty minutes of the order being finalized. 
 It’s a revolutionary idea.   
 Of course, as Bezos describes it, this is a work in progress.  More development needs to be done, but the 
project has a bright future and unlimited potential.  In reality this interesting concept has been mainly a 
tremendous publicity stunt for Bezos, and a huge boost for Amazon’s sales presence.  My own orders from 
Amazon took a modest but noticeable jump right after this interview was aired. 

The drone delivery concept has also been a gold mine for political cartoonists and stand-up comedians.  
I have posted one cartoon by Rick McKee (my new favorite political cartoonist this month), but I could have 
included five or six more. 
 Of course it remains to be seen if anything like this would ever (you’ll pardon the expression) fly, or 
even get off the ground.  Use of domestic civilian delivery drones would require an extensive study period and 
final approval by the FAA.  Then too, deliveries would probably be limited to those areas around one of 
Amazon’s warehouse locations, which would also have to be a warehouse that happened to stock the particular  
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item being ordered.  And there would certainly be an add-on charge for most orders sooner or later. 
 And we also have to factor in the potential intercept factor.  The town of Deer Trail, CO has already 
passed an ordinance that would create a $25 “drone hunting license”.  Other towns are also exploring the idea.  
One of the people proposing the ordinance in Deer Trail said he would have no hesitation about shooting down 
an Amazon Prime Air Drone if it tried to cross his property. 

I expect plenty of other people, with or without the assistance of alcoholic beverages would regard 
popping one of those little flitter-blade drones as great sport.  It would give you lots better bragging rights than 
shooting Bambi or Thumper, and it would be a sure-fire conversation starter at the weekend oldies dance party 
down by the lake, or in your neighborhood sports bar.  I can picture trophies being mounted on walls, perhaps 
even decals designed for the number of drone kills made that could be affixed to the owner’s 4x4 or mini-van. 

Drone Dropping could revitalize the sport of skeet shooting.  After all, a lot of people, me included, 
really don’t want to kill a lot flying birds, but nabbing an Amazon whirly-bird or a county sheriff’s traffic drone, 
now there’s something a lot of gun owners could get into.  I will certainly be keeping an eye on this emerging 
technology.  The entertainment potential is enormous. 
 Meanwhile, this whole escapade has demonstrated, yet again, that for all his perceived personal short-
comings, Jeff Bezos is a genius when it comes to creating a publicity splash.  You couldn’t buy this kind of 
dynamite advertising with a ten million dollar ad budget.  But Bezos got a billion dollars worth of free publicity 
with a toy helicopter and a quirky idea.   

RECOMMENDED FOR COMIC FANS  especially those who might have an  
      interest in Captain Marvel Jr.  There is 
a new publication out titled THE BLUE BOY CHRONICLES #1 available from Don 
Ensign; 250-A South Passeo, Green Valley, AZ 85614; 8-1/2x11”; 48 pages; produced 
yearly; and priced at $6.95 for this premiere issue 
 This is a handsome professional looking magazine printed on semi-slick paper 
that features generous spreads of color comic book artwork thruout.  The entire 
magazine is devoted to golden age comic book character Captain Marvel Jr., whose 
primary existence spanned the 1941-1954 time period.  DC Comics revived the 
character, along with other members of the original Captain Marvel family in later 
decades, but the focus of this magazine is on Junior’s Fawcett years.   

 The issue carries an assortment of interesting, well written articles on the character, including where 
Jr.’s home town might have actually been located, plus a look at the stories in which Junior aided boys his own 
age.  Two separate articles take a look at the bad guys the character fought during his career.  The write-up on 
Jr.s battles with menaces from outer space covers the whole range of aliens he encountered, from the vile and 
vicious, to the mostly comedic, as well as those that were merely quirky or aggravating.  A somewhat longer 
article details Junior’s ongoing battles with Sivana Jr. 

The article is well written tho, covering all the encounters between both Jrs, and making a few 
observations on Sivana Jr.s remarkable ability to create massive death machines.  One wonders what kind of 
credit cards or bank account he had that enabled him to come up with all that machinery and equipment almost 
on the spur of the moment.  Money worries never seemed to be very important to these comic book master 
menaces. 
 One of the most interesting articles covers the panorama of art styles the comic enjoyed, particularly 
during the 1940s when Mac Rayboy was the chief artist for the stories.  Some beautiful art panels are provided, 
all in full glorious color.  

There is plenty of other material here, all well written and bound to hold the interest of any comic book 
fan even if he might not be particularly familiar with Captain Marvel Jr.  A great deal of effort has gone into 
producing top quality, well researched coverage of one of the most influential and best selling characters of the 
golden age.  I Recommend this unhesitantly for anyone who has an interest in comic books. 
 In fact, I was so impressed with this magazine that it inspired me to get off my duff and actually write 
an article I’d been mulling over for a long, long time.  I finished the article, and you can read it farther on over 
in this very issue of Fadeaway.

SNOW. SNOW EVERYWHERE My kingdom for a decent electric start snow blower and an asphalt  



5

     driveway.  Actually, my kingdom for a vacation home down in the 
sunny south-land would be a better trade, except of course, I have a warehouse filled with crap I am trying to 
sell.  Plus there is also a house full of stuff, specifically my personal collection of comics, dime novels, pulp 
magazines, science fiction, radio shows.  How would I survive without all that? 

Pretty damn easily, actually, if it also involved not having to put up with the eternal, endless cold and 
snow.  Five inches fell a few days ago, followed by a bright sunshiny day, with balmy twenty-five degree 
weather, then the following day, four more inches of snow, followed today by a topical wonderland, sun and 
temps almost up to thirty-one degrees!  We’ve learned to appreciate the irony up here on the frozen tundra. 
 I’ve said many times that I generally enjoy living in Massachusetts, especially during the spring, 
summer and early fall.  Late fall and winter on the other hand, are generally horrible.  I used to merely dislike 
the winter season with the weekly rides on the Montreal Express, mountains of snow, exorbitant heating bills, 
icy roads, along with the hoards of desperate shell-shocked refugees trying to survive the Winter Wonderland 
experience and somehow make it thru to those other three wonderful seasons.   But I’m older now (a lot older 
now) and it’s really wearing me down. 

I’d like to avoid this whole season somehow, but realistically there is no way I can manage it.  Not only 
do I have all this merchandise and my personal collections to worry about, but I also have the house to take care 
of plus all my friends and social contacts are up here.  Even if I could liquidate all the stuff in the warehouse, 
and manage to somehow handle the collections and move south, I don’t really know anybody down south 
anymore.  I have obligations to the assorted clubs and groups I belong to as well as all the charitable 
organizations I work with.  Shedding all that might be more difficult in the long run than clearing out the myriad 
physical objects. 
 So, I am likely to remain here.  But I can sure bitch about it. 

MORE UNUSUAL EVENTS, NOT NECESSARILY SEASONAL The recent January meeting of the  
         Cliffhangers serial collector’s club to 
which I belong was held on a cold but clear evening with a select group of members in attendance.  Unlike some 
of our previous meeting this was a very quiet and sedate gathering.  Everyone acted like perfect young ladies 
and gentlemen.  Altho there was some grumbling amongst long term members, I cannot but believe that our new 
No Weapons policy at monthly meetings rule had a lot to do with this sedate outcome.  
 This meeting we finished off the final chapters of the “The Lone Ranger Rides Again”, and we immed-
iately cracked open the recently arrived 
Beatrice Fairfax volume 3 DVD; a remastered 
silent serial from 1916. 
 Imagine our surprise on popping the 
first disc into the DVD player when we 
discovered that the disc did not hold three 
chapters of the ground breaking Beatrice 
Fairfax chapter play, but instead happened to 
be the NORAD strategic plans and defense 
codes for the North American-Canadian 
atomic missile launch sequence.  Quite 
interesting stuff it was too, featuring some 
nifty computer animation in addition to charts, 
graphs and lots of on-site footage, all quite 
detailed.

There was an aggravating bright red 
signal that kept popping up in the bottom right 
hand corner of the screen, something about 
security codes being breeched or some such.  
However, as Vice Prez Jim Farina noted, he 
had recently added some new gadgets to the 
mind boggling assortment of electronic 
equipment in his downstairs rec room, 
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machines which were meant to ensure that he could play any kind of video or audio disc he might happen upon, 
no matter what part of the world that disc might have originated from, so he was not even remotely surprised 
that his nifty new equipment was able to read and decode some trifling national security Top Secret encoded 
blockage. This disc was pretty old, it was dated 2007 in fact, but it presented quite a show.  There was some real 
eye-opening stuff there. 

For example, we were all quite intrigued to learn that there are underground chambers beneath the 
Rocky Mountains, apparently constructed by some ancient pre-human civilization in the far distant past, which 
our national government had stumbled upon many years back.  Those excavated tunnels and chambers were 
very extensive and were just made to order for a big operation like a NORAD control center, so naturally our 
budget conscious Pentagon planners took over the whole complex and used it to house the national nuclear alert 
defense command. 

Some of the unusual or, to put it bluntly, bizarre images of weapons and creatures depicted in the bas-
relief wall sections, plus the rather graphic frescos, and some of those statues revealed on this disc were a bit 
troubling.  Indeed, there is a clear implication that perhaps some of our national leaders may be under the 
influence of some sort of retro-grade hypnotic control ray once utilized by these strange beings, whoever they 
might have been.  Of course this seems a bit unlikely, since the chambers were so ancient.  I mean, how long 
could those beings live anyway?  But if it were true that would certainly explain many of the unusual events 
occurring during the past sixteen years wouldn’t it? 

Well, anyway, disc two of the set happened to be Beatrice Fairfax, so we did managed to watch some of 
the new chapters.  Luckily there was a telephone number stamped on that first disc, so after the meeting I was 
able to contact the manufacturer of the Beatrice Fairfax serial, and the person on the other end of the phone 
assured me that they would replace that erroneous disc #1 immediately.  In fact he said a team would be flying 
right out to pick it up and make sure that the correct disc was replaced.  I didn’t even have to give them 
directions to get to my house; he said they already had me pinpointed and that a special team would be out here 
at sunset tomorrow.  Is this great customer service or what?   
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    By Balloon to a Martian 
Moon

         by 

Dwight R. Decker 

1. Adventures in Literary Archaeology 

 Almost as soon as it was realized that some of the lights in the sky were worlds like this one, people 
imagined going to them. The early stories in that vein are well known and books on space travel often start out 
with the familiar list: Lucian of Samosata's True History (ca. AD 160), Johannes Kepler's Somnium (ca. 1634), 
Bishop Godwin's The Man in the Moone (1638), and Cyrano de Bergerac's Voyage dans la Lune (1649). 
Whether satiric (Lucian) or scientific (Kepler) in intent, the stories had the problem in that no one knew at the 
time how space travel could even be accomplished, and relied on dubious methods like demons (Kepler), 
migrating birds (Godwin), or rising dew (Cyrano).  
 A few years ago, science-fiction historian and editor John J. Pierce was revising and updating his history 
of science fiction (1), and chanced on a reference to another early work of space-travel fiction in the same vein 
as the others but largely overlooked in the English-speaking world. This was Die Geschwinde Reise auf dem 
Lufft=Schiff nach der obern Welt ("The Speedy Journey on the Air-Ship to the Upper World") by an astronomer 
named Eberhard Christian Kindermann, published in 1744 and apparently never translated into English. Curious 
about it, he tracked down a copy of a 2006 reprint (2), and since I can read German, he asked me to read it for 
him.  

The Speedy Journey (to shorten its title to something manageable) turned out to be something more than 
just a neglected space-travel story. It may be the first story ever written about a trip to Mars (sort of) as well as 
the first to use a half-way plausible (for the time) method of traveling in outer space, and told in terms 
something like a real-world sea voyage with the purpose of exploring new lands. It was also written to publicize 
an astronomical discovery the author thought he had made, and not just as a satiric jape or entertaining fiction. 
 According to Kindermann, he was observing Mars at about three in the morning on July 10, 1744, and 
discovered that it had a moon no one had ever seen before. Instead of just publishing a dry announcement that 
he had discovered a previously unknown moon of Mars, he went so far as to write a story some 10,000 words 
long about a fictitious expedition to that moon, envisioning what strange conditions and lifeforms might be 
found there, and printing it as a pamphlet complete with an elaborate illustration. To whatever extent it even 
noticed at the time, the scientific world remained unconvinced that such a moon existed, and the alleged 
discovery itself was quickly forgotten. By trying to publicize it in the form of a story, however, Kindermann 
ensured that he would be remembered, though probably not in the way he had intended. 
 At least in references published in Germany, that story, The Speedy Journey, is now considered to be the 
first science-fiction story ever written in German. (Kepler's Somnium, basically a fictional framework for a 
lecture about conditions on the Moon, predates The Speedy Journey by over a century, but that had been written 
in Latin.) A pamphlet written mainly to publicize an author's mistaken discovery of something that isn't there 
would be expected to have a short shelf life, and it probably did sink out of sight in fairly short order along with 
Kindermann's other, non-fiction publications. As a work of fantastic fiction, however, The Speedy Journey had 
an appeal beyond its primary purpose as a soon obsolete tract. Someone remembered it forty years later and 
reprinted it in 1784, then it was reprinted as an antiquarian curiosity in 1923, 1926, and 1962. Until its reprinting 
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by small specialty publishers in 2006 and 2010, The Speedy Journey was long difficult to find even in Germany. 
It is still little read, occasionally mentioned in histories for its distinction of being the first story of its kind but 
largely relegated to footnotes and bibliographies.  
 Something that gets missed is that The Speedy Journey is as much questionable astronomy as it is 
primitive science fiction, and Kindermann's purpose in writing the story is lost or mostly ignored in the literary 
and historical analysis. In 1744, Mars was not known to have any moons, and none would be discovered until 
1877, using the largest telescope in existence at the time. Though it has been suggested, it is hardly likely 
Kindermann could have had an actual glimpse of, say, Phobos, with his small home-built telescope, but what 
exactly did he see that was the cause of his mistake?  
 With a little research and the help of an amateur astronomer friend, I found a possible answer, and at the 
same time uncovered some historical background seasoned with a dash of human comedy. From the obscurity of 
a forgotten astronomer's books emerged a colorful personality who was part well-read and educated observer, 
part astronomy enthusiast and popularizer, part self-taught theorist little short of a crank, part religious believer 
and mystic, and part self-promoting opportunist. Besides adding a few notes to Pierce's book, I was able to 
develop an article about The Speedy Journey that appeared in an astronomy magazine in 2009. (3) Since then, 
some more information as come to light. 

2. Biographical Sketch 

 Who was Eberhard Christian Kindermann and what was his background? Little information exists about 
him or his career. Until recently, even German references could not provide such basic information as the year 
of his birth.  
 The 2010 edition of The Speedy Journey fills in a few more details as a result of research by scholar and 
author Hania Siebenpfeiffer. (4) Kindermann was born in 1715, probably in the town of Weissenfels near 
Dresden, in what is now the state of Saxony-Anhalt in eastern Germany. He gives some account of his early 
education in the introduction to his book Complete Astronomy, but he was apparently unable to attend a 
university due to financial limitations, and was self-taught as an astronomer. Statements in his books indicate 
that he was very well read in the astronomy of the day, could quote all the leading authorities, and spent time 
making observations with a telescope he had made himself. He was also something of a mystic and a religious 
enthusiast, and his books strike the modern reader as an astonishing mix of sane and sober science, mysticism, 
and theology. Even readers in his own time apparently found his work peculiar, as he devotes some of his 
second astronomy book to defending himself against the critics of his first ("there were also some ignoramuses 
who through a few newspaper reviews and such preferred to dismiss my opinions, which seemed strange to 
them, about the heavenly bodies and the supposed creatures who might dwell in them, as a fool's work and make 
me the laughing stock of the world"). 
 Kindermann refers to himself in The Speedy Journey as a mathematician as well as an astronomer, so 
perhaps he was a making a living as a teacher of some kind when he began publishing books and pamphlets. In 
1739, at the age of 24, he brought out his first popular astronomy book, Reise in Gedancken ("Journey in 
Thoughts"), in effect a guided tour of the solar system and beyond. (The title suggests that a journey to the 
planets can only be undertaken in the imagination because actual space travel is impossible. Other than for the 
merest of hints, however, the idea is not developed in the text into anything like a framing device for an 
imaginary voyage.) Then nothing was heard from Kindermann until 1744, which saw a sudden burst of 
publications. Over the course of that year, he published two pamphlets and a circular letter about a comet, his 
astronomical guidebook Vollständige Astronomie ("Complete Astronomy," an expanded version of Journey in 
Thoughts), and his story The Speedy Journey. A pamphlet about another comet appeared in 1746, another 
astronomy book in 1747, and finally an announcement about yet another comet in 1748. That seems to have 
been where his publishing career stopped even though he was only 33. Since some between the lines evidence 
suggests that his youngest child would have been born in 1751, my purely speculative guess is that marriage, 
family, and the necessity of making a solid living put an end to his hobbies. 
 Around 1745, Kindermann was appointed court astronomer to the prince (or "Elector") of the then 
independent German state of Saxony, who was also nominal King of Poland in the complicated politics of the 
time. Although it sounds as though he had come up in the world, Kindermann was basically an astrologer 
casting horoscopes for the Elector. How long this job lasted is unknown, but it was not a lifetime sinecure. 
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Kindermann was last heard of at the age of 58 in 1773 as a teacher in the German colony of Saratov, Russia (i.e., 
Germans invited to settle in the Volga River area by Empress Catherine the Great). That much is known only 
from a casual mention in a letter 
written by someone who had known 
him, and there the trail fades out. 
3. The Story 

 To readers today, The Speedy 
Journey might seem quirky and even 
bizarre. It was written not so much to 
tell a story as to publicize 
Kindermann's claimed discovery of a 
Martian moon (and perhaps to 
promote his recently published 
astronomy book). It also puts in 
fictional form some of Kindermann's 
more serious thinking, such as his 
theory about the nature of comets, and 
the story's odder features become 
clearer after reading his two non-
fiction books. 
 The story itself can be quickly 
summarized: 
 Hearing that a previously 
unknown Martian moon had been 
discovered, five men build an "air-
ship" and fly there to see it for 
themselves. The Martian moon (never 
given a name) is found to be relatively 
large with an atmosphere and life 
quite different from that on Earth.  
 The natives are more or less 
humanoid but instead of being made 
of crude earthly matter, their bodies 
are more like liquid crystal, and they can move much faster than the clumsy Earthmen. Native society is 
egalitarian, with no differences in social status. Crime is not unknown but rare; malefactors are simply done 
away with. The travelers find native society admirable, even superior to that on Earth in some ways, but there is 
no suggestion that Earthlings should establish a similar utopia, perhaps because we are simply not up to it. 
 Native cities are not constructed but rather grown from enormous artificially cultured trees and 
branches, and being in a city is like being in the midst of a forest. After describing some truly imaginative 
wonders of the new world, however, Kindermann then falls back on including rather standard centaurs and 
satyrs among the wildlife.  
 The travelers first pose as gods to awe the natives, leading to an incident astonishing for its brutal 
casualness in which one of the men shoots and kills a native just to demonstrate the Earthmen's power. The 
travelers are then discovered to be not gods at all but mere mortals from another planet, and a particularly low 
and fallen one at that, but all is forgiven.  
 Though not perfect, the natives are nonetheless on a higher spiritual level than the Earthmen, and the 
latter portion of the story develops the theological aspects of Kindermann's thinking. (Most if not all planets are 
inhabited, and each inhabited planet is on its own separate track from Creation to Last Judgment. Comets are the 
burning remnants of dead planets that have completed their lifespan, a fate that awaits not only the planets in our 
solar system but the Earth itself. Each intelligent race has its own version of Adam and Eve in its past, and 
whether that race is "fallen" or not is a question of its particular history and circumstances.) The travelers then 
return home, having made many new friends and gained much new knowledge. 
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 While surprisingly modern in some respects, The Speedy Journey reads almost like a medieval allegory 
in others. The five space travelers are named Auditus, Visus, Odor, Gustus, and Tactus, and they are not really 
human characters as such but personifications of the five senses. The slight individual characterization is limited 
to things like Visus being the one to see something when something needs seeing, while Auditus hears whatever 
happens to be heard. Even if Visus, Auditus, & Co. are symbolic, however, making a story out of them requires 
that they act like human beings who eat, grow beards, wear hats, carry guns, and express emotions like fear and 
amazement. 
 A sixth character is a friendly angel named Fama (pronounced "fay-may"). Fama was the Roman 
goddess of News and Rumor, from the earlier Greek goddess Pheme, and the English word "fame" is related. 
According to Siebenpfeiffer in the 2010 reprint, she was a common figure in 18th Century publications. Fama 
was often depicted with a trumpet, and Kindermann's accompanying engraving shows her so equipped. Recast 
in the Christian era as an angel, she might be seen as a personification of the 18th Century's equivalents of 
publicity and mass media, as she draws pictures for posterity, reports to the people back on Earth on the 
progress of the expedition, and narrates the story itself for some stretches. She may be another allegorical 
character, but she has a literal reality in the story and at some points takes an active role in events instead of 
merely observing and reporting. As an angel, she is shown to be capable of flying to Mars and back on her own. 
A great deal of trouble could have been saved by simply asking her to go to the Martian moon herself and then 
tell what she found there, without the others having to make a years-long expedition. 
 E. C. Kindermann himself is very nearly a seventh character, never seen on stage but frequently 
mentioned and seemingly ever-present in the background. His books are plugged fairly shamelessly, and there is 
a particularly hilarious moment when the space travelers decide not to land on Mars itself because they have all 
read Complete Astronomy and already know all they need to know about that planet.  
 Of Kindermann's several known works, this is the only fiction. As a story, The Speedy Journey shows 
some ingenious if odd construction in its alternating narrative viewpoints, from simple as-it-happens reporting to 
after-the-fact recounting of prior events. Perhaps revealing his amateur status, however, there is a serious 
contradiction that Kindermann did not resolve: the natives at first accept the strangers' claim of being gods, then 
it is stated that the natives not only inhabit the Christian universe but hear from God Himself on occasion. How 
can they accept the idea that there might be other gods? This is about the point where the story shifts gears from 

straightforward adventure to 
something more 
theologically strident. 
Perhaps Kindermann felt the 
story was taking off too 
much on its own, and he had 
to pull it back to make it the 
instructive tract he originally 
intended, but if he changed 
his mind about where he was 
going with the tale, he never 
rewrote the first part to agree 
with the second.

4. The Air-Ship 
 In Somnium, Kepler 
had to get travelers to Earth's 
moon by having them 
carried there by demons. In 
The Speedy Journey,
Kindermann took a giant 
step in science fiction by 
conceiving of a purely 
technical means of space 
travel that a reader might 
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imagine could actually be feasible (demons being a bit scarce). He sent his travelers to Mars by balloon. 
 For something written in 1744, this is fairly 
amazing. The first actual manned balloon flight, by the 
Montgolfiers in France, was in 1783, after all. As it happens, 
the principles of lighter-than-air flight had been worked out 
in the late 1600s by Francesco Lana de Terzi, an Italian 
Jesuit priest and professor of mathematics.  
 At least theoretically, if the air could be removed 
from within a hollow and sufficiently light object, the object 
would be lighter than the air surrounding it. A large enough 
object would not only float but there would be enough 
margin to carry a payload with it, such as a gondola with 
passengers and freight, making aerial travel possible.  The 
practical problem was that the object's outer shell had to be  
strong enough to hold its shape and enclose the vacuum 
within without collapsing from the pressure of the air 
outside, but light enough not to outweigh the air it displaced. 
As there were no known materials that filled the bill on both 
counts, the idea remained theoretical until it was realized 
that a vacuum was not strictly necessary. If the shell could be           Kindermann’s sketch of Mars.  He never
filled with a gas that was at least somewhat lighter than the                   explained what the dark band was.
ambient air (such as heated air, hydrogen, or helium), it could  
not be crushed by the surrounding atmospheric pressure and it would still float. Compromising with less 
efficiency made the difference in being able to do it at all, and since something as light as nonporous cloth could 
be used to hold the gas instead of a rigid and heavy metal to maintain a vacuum, considerable weight savings 
was gained back.
 Since a vacuum balloon would provide the theoretical maximum lift without drawbacks like the fire 
hazard of hydrogen or having to obtain relatively rare helium, the idea persisted. Edgar Rice Burroughs played 
with it in his novel Tarzan at the Earth's Core as late as 1930, sending his ape-man hero to the world inside the 
Earth in a dirigible equipped with vacuum tanks, although Burroughs had to invent an imaginary metal that was 
arbitrarily both light enough and strong enough for the purpose. 
 In Kindermann's story, his characters followed Lana de Terzi's recommendations by employing globes 
made of thin copper for the lifting balloons. The problem of how to keep them from collapsing after the air had 
been evacuated from within them was not addressed. For that matter, Lana de Terzi is not credited and for all the 
reader knows, Kindermann himself was the one who thought of the balloon idea. 
 Even the most wonderful balloon will not work in a vacuum such as outer space, however. Kindermann 
was aware that air is thinner at higher altitudes and allows for it by providing his characters with wet sponges so 
they can still breathe by dipping their noses at intervals (Kepler had the same provision for his travelers to the 
Moon in Somnium), but assumed that some sort of atmosphere extended indefinitely into the void between the 
planets and made balloon travel between them possible. That conception would not endure much longer, as 
science writer Willy Ley mentions a poem published in 1768 about air travel using Lana de Terzi balloons and 
which warned against flying too high because the air would become too thin.(5) In Kindermann's time, however, 
the concept of a vacuum, purely empty space, between the worlds had not taken hold, and he thought space must 
be filled with something, even if it was relatively tenuous. 
 The first known reprint of The Speedy Journey came about in 1784 as a result of the manned balloon 
angle, long after the story's initial purpose of publicizing the author's erroneous discovery was a dead issue. The 
reprint was explicitly intended as a contemporary tie-in with the first manned balloon flight in 1783, as the 
subtitle reads: "A Contribution to the Current New Invention of Messrs. Montgolfier and du Rosier." In other 
words, when balloons made the news, an enterprising publisher remembered a story involving balloons of a sort 
from some forty years before, and reprinted it to cash in on the sudden public interest. 
 How serious was Kindermann about his concept of space travel? Did he actually think his method of 
vacuum balloons lifting a small boat was feasible for travel between planets? He and other early space travel 
visionaries faced serious problems with time and distance. Even in Kindermann's era, the distances between 



12

planets were more or less well known, and they were colossal by any earthly standards. At its closest approach, 
Mars is about 35 million miles from Earth, and is usually much further away than that.  
 In the story, Auditus states at one point that they are traveling at a speed of 100 German miles per hour, 
or 460 English miles.(6) A few back of the envelope calculations show that at that rate, Kindermann's airship 
could put 11,000 (English) miles a day behind it. It would still take three weeks just to reach the Moon, and nine 
or so years to reach Mars at its closest approach. Yet these are speeds that would not be attained for another two 
centuries and would have seemed utterly fantastic in an era when nothing could outrace a man on a fast horse 
and a sea voyage across the Atlantic took two months. That there is sufficient wind for the sail in the thin air of 
interplanetary space to reach a speed of over 400 mph is assumed. (Then, too, if sails even worked on balloons, 
hot-air balloons today would not still be at the mercy of the winds, and dirigibles — steerable balloons — would 
not have had to wait for motors. That sails were ineffective was probably something that was not realized until 
balloons were actually in use, however.) 
 Kindermann was evidently aware of the time and distance problems, and he fudges about just how long 
the journey is taking. He tosses in a relativistic time effect so that only a short time passes for the travelers 
themselves while years must be going by for the people left at home. After being on the Martian moon for what 
seems like a short time to them, the travelers are then told they have spent some 3000 days there without 
realizing it. Adding the time for the return trip, this "speedy journey" seems to have taken upwards of thirty 
years. So there is reason for Auditus' concern about returning to Earth while their friends back home are still 
alive. Although some time has clearly passed on Earth since the ship departed, however, it still does not seem 
like thirty years for the people there, whose memories of the men and their ship are fresh when they return. 
 In the chapter about Mars in Complete Astronomy, Kindermann shows that he knows very well what the 
distances are, and makes an effort to convey the solar system's enormous scale to the lay reader in vivid terms. 
For instance, the speed of light was known in his time, and he states that it takes more than eleven minutes for 
light from the sun to reach Mars, three minutes longer than it takes for it to reach Earth.  
 Some of his comparisons sound reminiscent of descriptions in today's astronomy books of how far away 
the stars are, suggesting that relatively speaking, the planets were as far away from Earth in 1744 as the stars are 
from us now, and the technology required for interplanetary travel was as unimaginable then as the means for 
interstellar travel is for us. The difference is that given enough speed, however it might be attained, you could
reach other planets in the solar system in a short enough time to be practical, while reaching other stars is 
limited by the physical impossibility of traveling faster than the speed of light, making even the closest stars 
years away no matter what technology might be devised. The only known compensation is that at speeds 
approaching light, time slows down, and a voyage that lasts twenty years might seem like only two to the people 
on the ship — a relativistic effect curiously like what Kindermann used to make his voyage to Mars practicable. 
 From the way Kindermann ducks out of having to build such a ship himself in The Speedy Journey,
perhaps to forestall wiseacres among his readers who would suggest that he do just that if he's so smart, I 
suspect his air-ship was just a  
fictional device for taking a journey in thoughts, and not something he took entirely seriously.  

5. The Fatal Error 

 One question remains. What, if anything, did Kindermann see in the wee hours of July 10, 1744 that 
made him think Mars had a relatively large moon? That he had glimpsed one of Mars' actual moons seems out 
of the question: they were simply too small for the instrument he had, and his description of a sizeable fuzzy 
object was wrong for what should have been a tiny speck of light, anyway. Yet he sounds insistent that he had 
seen something that night, and it was striking enough that it drove him to great lengths to publicize the 
discovery. The memory was so vivid that he was still mentioning it two years later in a pamphlet otherwise 
about a comet, even though he never saw the Martian moon again. For all his lapses, he was after all an 
experienced astronomer who would not have been fooled by stray reflections in his lens. 
 A possible clue can be found in the chapter on Mars in Complete Astronomy, when he discusses the 
question of whether Mars has any moons. After referring to authorities who say yes, it has one or more, but then 
say they have not seen any, he states: "I have not seen any, either, no matter how diligently I have striven to find 
something." This indicates Kindermann had been looking for a Martian moon, and looking hard, which might 
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account for why he was prone to jumping to conclusions when he finally thought he had actually seen 
something.  
 Why was discovering a moon of Mars such a big deal for Kindermann? In that early era of telescopic 
astronomy, moons were the only thing to be expected. Galileo had discovered Jupiter’s moons in 1610 and 
Saturn’s moon Titan had been found in 1655. Mars was not as yet known to have any moons, and finding one 
would be a coup and an instant place in the astronomy books for any astronomer. The planets known since 
ancient times out to Saturn were assumed to be all there were; it had not occurred to anyone that there could be 
more planets so faint as to have escaped notice. When Uranus was discovered in 1781, there was some 
confusion at first about whether it was actually a 
comet because the thought of a previously 
unknown planet simply had not come up.  
 Could Kindermann have seen the then 
unknown planets Uranus or Neptune without 
realizing it? Galileo is known to have seen 
Neptune while observing Jupiter circa 1612 but 
while he was mildly puzzled by a star that had 
seemed to move from one night to the next, he 
didn't follow up. Uranus and Neptune would have 
shown as disks in a telescope, rather than points of 
light like stars, so it seemed possible Kindermann 
could have mistaken a distant planet for a moon in 
the vicinity of Mars. It would have been an 
amazing irony of history if Kindermann had just 
missed making a truly epochal discovery because 
he was convinced he had made a much lesser one. 
 I had Tom Dumont, a friend who is an 
amateur astronomer, run his home planetarium 
computer program back to the early morning of 
July 10, 1744 so we could see the sky as 
Kindermann saw it. When we took a look at the 
results, my speculations crashed and burned: 
Uranus was nowhere near Mars that night, and 
Neptune wasn't nearly close enough. What Mars 
was close to was the Crab Nebula. 
 The Crab Nebula is a vast cloud of gas, 
the remnant of a supernova that exploded in 1054, 
and located in the constellation Taurus. In a small 
telescope, it is a dim and misty-looking object, 
matching Kindermann's description of the Martian 
 moon.              Kindermann’s view of planet Earth’s final end, when it
 Nebulae were not well understood in 1744.           would become a flaming comet in the heavens
The Crab Nebula had been noticed by an English  
astronomer in 1731, but Kindermann might not have gotten the memo. The French astronomer Charles Messier 
started keeping his now famous list of dim or blurry objects like nebulae, galaxies, and globular clusters in 1751 
because he kept mistaking the fuzzy patches for the comets he was really looking for, and the first one on his 
list, M1, was the Crab Nebula. If Kindermann mistook the Crab Nebula for a moon of Mars, it may be a good 
example of why Messier's list of such objects was useful and badly needed. It was his misfortune that it wasn't 
available in 1744.
 Since the Crab Nebula is a background object that for does not move from its position in the sky from 
night to night, while Mars does move, by the next night Mars would have been in a different location and 
Kindermann would not have seen his supposed moon associated with Mars ever again. His assumption was that 
the moon had moved out of sight behind Mars and would remain there for an indefinite period. Had he thought 
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to look at the place where Mars had been the previous 
night and seen the Crab Nebula still there while Mars 
was now some distance away, he might have 
reconsidered his assumption, but apparently it did not 
occur to him. 
 Did Kindermann really mistake the Crab 
Nebula for a never before seen Martian moon? The 
fact that he said the moon was fuzzy (the actual word 
was neblicht — neblig in modern German — misty 
or foggy, and related to the same Greek word from 
which "nebula" is derived) and dim as a result of 
what he thought was seeing it through Mars' 
atmosphere seems suggestive. If so... that one 
mistake led to all this. 

6. Kindermann Considered 

 It is certainly possible to poke holes in The 
Speedy Journey, but perhaps that misses the point. 
Kindermann was a pioneer writing a story about 
space travel with only a few prior examples to go by 
that were already obsolete by his time, while 
imagining alien beings that had a life and a culture 
different from anything on Earth. Forced by the logic 
of the story and the material, he was having to invent 
science fiction as he went along.
 Whatever else can be said about Kindermann, 

he was enthusiastic about astronomy. He may have fallen short in his quest for scientific immortality, but his 
true talent was perhaps as a science popularizer, to judge by the books he wrote for the general public in which 
his eagerness to share his delight in astronomy bubbles over. His envisioned use of balloons for manned flight 
nearly 40 years ahead of their actual introduction, and showing how they might work in practice in the 
framework of a story as opposed to dry theory was a major leap of imagination. He also comes across as a 
religious man who saw no contradiction between his faith and using science and technology to explore the 
wonders of creation. He was a dreamer and a visionary, and if his imagination sometimes ran away with him, or 
if he was unable to rise above the mysticism and superstition of his times when modern sciences like geology 
and biology had yet to shake them off completely, it was because he was born a hundred or more years too soon.  
 He made a colossal mistake in thinking he had discovered a Martian moon, but it led to him writing the 
first science-fiction story in his native language.  
 Perhaps he hoped that his discovery would ensure his fame as an astronomer. He would have no doubt 
been astonished if someone with the gift of prophecy had told him that he would instead be remembered for the 
only work of fiction he ever wrote, something he probably dashed off just as a piece of publicity for his 
discovery and his book. 
 Sometimes Fama works in strange ways. 

NOTES: 

 (1) Pierce, John. J., A Study in Imagination and Evolution, Greenwood Press, 1987-1994  

 (2) Kindermann, E. C., Die Geschwinde Reise (1744). Reprinted by de jong publications, Zurich, 2006. 
Edited with commentary by Hendrikus J. J. de Jong. The reprint includes three versions of the story: one in the 
original German of 1744, a second lightly modernized with current spellings and word usage, and the third a 
free retelling in contemporary idiom. 
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 (3) Decker, Dwight R., "The Mystery Moon of Mars," Griffith Observer, November, 2009 

 (4) Kindermann, E. C., Die Geschwinde Reise auf dem Lufft=Schiff nach der obern Welt (1744). 
Reprinted by Wehrhahn Verlag, Hannover, 2010. Edited with commentary by Hania Siebenpfeiffer.  

 (5) Ley, Willy, Rockets, Missiles, and Space Travel, Viking Press, 1957, pp. 24-25. While Ley discusses 
the Lana de Terzi balloon concept, he does not mention Kindermann or The Speedy Journey in his otherwise 
comprehensive review of early concepts of space travel. Since the German-born and educated Ley was an expert 
at unearthing obscure European sources of information and lists at least one book in his bibliography that does 
refer to The Speedy Journey, it is hard to believe that Ley was unaware of it. Perhaps he considered the story 
trivial or unimportant. If so, Kindermann missed his chance for immortality of a sort, as Ley had been a 
consultant for the Disney TV documentaries Man in Space and Man and the Moon (1955) and certainly 
provided the background for the amusing animated depictions of early ideas of space travel.  

 (6) Before the introduction of the metric system standardized things, European weights and measures 
were — literally — all over the map, and different in different places. Internal evidence, as when he states a 
known quantity like the circumference of the Earth, shows Kindermann was using the Prussian version of the 
German mile, equivalent to 4.6 English miles.  
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CAPTAIN MARVEL 
JR.’’’’S
       ECCENTRIC FRIEND 
                                                                                    by 

Robert Jennings 

 In the world of super powered, costumed comic book characters, a good hero is often defined by the 
powers he has and how he uses them.  The early comic heroes snapped up most of the good powers right away.  
Superman got first grabs at strength, flying and other assorted super powers.  The Human Torch got fire, Sub 
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Mariner got underwater breathing and strength, Hydroman refined his power over water, Mandrake got magic 
(sometimes real, sometimes illusionary), Flash got super speed…  Well, the list goes on a bit longer. 

But sooner rather than later the people who created comics ran out of totally original powers for their 
costumed heroes and had to resort to duplication of effort.  When you have a me-too hero welding the same 
powers as some (or many) other heroes use, then you have to find some way to make your hero’s abilities stand 
out.
 Good costumes help a lot.  But often the defining factor is the stories and the variety of villains the hero 
faces.  Batman is a memorable character with an excellent assortment of stories, yet when most people think of 
Batman they automatically think of his pal Robin, then they also think of his arch foes, The Joker, The Penguin, 
Two Face, Catwoman.  It’s hard to think of Captain Marvel without thinking also of Sivana, Mr. Mind, Ibac or 
King Kull. 
 Captain Marvel Jr. is remembered primarily for the wide variety of interesting stories he featured rather 
than for any significant villains.  His most memorable bad guy was Captain Nazi, the costumed fascist fiend 
who murdered Freddy Freeman’s grandfather, then attacked Freddy, leaving him for dead, an event that led 
directly to the creation of Captain Marvel Jr. himself (as related in Whiz Comics #25 in 1941.) 

 After being smashed with a boat oar by 
Captain Nazi, Freddy Freeman is taken to a hospital 
by Captain Marvel, where Freddy hovered on the 
verge of death.  Visiting the hospital later as Billy 
Batson, he is told that the young boy will not live.  
Billy takes Freddy’s unconscious body down to the 
old abandoned subway tunnel where he originally 
obtained his powers, and lights the magic lamp to 
summon the spirit of the old wizard Shazam.  Shazam 
informs Billy that the only way to save the boy is by 
passing some of Captain Marvel’s powers on to the 
young victim.  Freddy awakens, looks up and speaks 
the name of his hero.  With the words ‘Captain 
Marvel’ a bolt of magic lightning flashes and Freddy 
Freeman becomes Captain Marvel Jr.  Later, back at 
the hospital when he changes back into Freddy 
Freeman, he discovers that he will recover, but that 
he is a cripple with a lame left leg, forced to use a 
crutch for the rest of his life.  
 It took awhile before Captain Nazi was 
thwarted. The newly minted Captain Marvel Jr. 

         fought him for three years, often with help from 
Bulletman, Captain Marvel Sr., and anybody else hanging around the Fawcett Publications comic book division 
that month.  Finally the arch fend was eliminated in 1944, just as WWII was winding down.  (I am going to 
tacitly ignore the resurrection of this monster by DC Comics in the 1980s.  That later Alternate-Universe 
revisionist history stuff is beyond the scope of this article). 
 In the very early days the only other regularly recurring nasty Jr. faced in his career was Sivana, the 
world’s maddest scientist.  More properly speaking Sivana was Cap Marvel Sr.’s villain, but he seemed to be on 
regular loan to Jr. during the pre-1945 era.  Eventually the editors decided to so something about that.  They 
created Sivana Jr., who was introduced in Captain Marvel Adventures #52 (1946).  CMJr. appeared in that story 
and immediately inherited the young Sivana as his personal nemesis.  The first story between the two Juniors 
began immediately with Captain Marvel Jr. #36, (1946) where the younger Sivana provided Jitterbug Pills to 
teenagers so they will have more energy to dance longer.  The catch is they couldn’t stop dancing without the 
antidote provided by the world’s wickedest boy. 

I have to say that while I am a life-long fan of Captain Marvel Jr., I could never warm up to the concept 
of Sivana Jr., or Mary Marvel’s battles with Georgia, the daughter of Sivana either.  Sivana was Captain 
Marvel’s arch foe, a vicious, sadistic, mad scientist type who wanted to rule the universe and enslave the entire 
human race.  He was willing to murder millions and stop at absolutely nothing to achieve his goal.  The idea that 
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this mega-maniac could have ever married and sired children seemed ridiculous to me even as kid reading these 
stories, and the idea that Sivana would tolerate his offspring, or anybody else to compete against his malicious 
ambitions at any level was also pretty unbelievable.  Sivana Jr. always seemed to me to be nothing more than a 
dim echo of the original Sivana from Captain Marvel Sr.’s comic books. 

There were only a few other interesting foes beyond wartime baddies such as Captain Nippon, Sabbac, 
or Mr. Macabre that bothered Jr. on a regular basis.  One of the more unusual was The Ant Bear, the world’s 
dumbest animal, who had at least one return engagement and probably more.  And then there was The Acrobat. 

The Acrobat was a thieving circus performer who became an insane killer when affected by the full 
moon and was sometimes endowed with extraordinary strength.  He was introduced in Capt Marvel Jr. #41 
(1946) with most of the entire issue devoted to his origin and battles with Jr.  He made several return 
engagements thru the years.  Older comic fans have related that the original origin issue devoted to the 
Acrobat’s crimes made a powerful impression on them, but I think you would have to have been around the 
magic ages of 9-12 to actually reach that conclusion.  An unbiased examination will show that the original three-
part epic was good, but hardly monumental.  Let’s also be frank about it, even if he did escape the lunatic 
asylum every now and then to create ten pages of havoc for Jr., over all the Acrobat was pretty much a ho-hum 
villain.
 The other factor that can bring a costumed hero to the attention of readers and keep him there, is an 
assortment of interesting friends.  Some super heroes have a good supporting cast, but many do not.  Batman 
had Commission Gordon and Alfred the Butler for support, but beyond that only Vicky Vale and Prof Nicholas 
were mentioned enuf times to be notable, and they were used primarily to either create or become directly 
involved with new adventures.  Superman has a whole cadre of supporting characters, especially all the people 
around the Daily Planet offices.  But for both these characters and for most other costumed heroes, it was always 
the story that provided the reader lure.   
 Captain Marvel, Sr./Billy Batson had a few friends, including the very memorable Mr. Tawky Tawny, 
an anthropomorphic talking tiger, but he was mostly known for his strange adventures.  It fell to Captain Marvel 
Jr. to capitalize on this particular aspect for developing reader loyalty.  Or perhaps I should say he tried to 
capitalize on this concept. 
 Freddy Freeman, crippled newsboy, 
started out his comic book career dressed in 
shabby clothes, leading a hand to mouth 
existence, sleeping in a wretched abandoned 
shack.  During the war years he was dirt poor 
and clearly a boy, possibly just on the cusp of 
his teenage years.  As the series progressed 
Freddy aged slightly, but his economic 
condition did not improve very much.  He 
carried his papers under one arm and walked 
the city streets hawking them.  He lived in 
slum housing, unheated garrotes and 
miserable rooms with little or no furniture.  It 
was clear that selling newspapers was not a 
good paying job, but it was also clear that as 
an orphaned cripple there was little else he 
could do in the world.  (The rare stories that 
show Freddy engaged in some other kind of 
employment are clearly anomalies or 
anachronism that do not fit the canonical focus 
of the series)   After the war years this 
changed.  Perhaps input from readers or staff 
writers was a factor, but for whatever reason 
the editors decided to shift gears and rework 
part of the feature’s background. 
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In 1947, with CMJr #52 Freddy Freeman was assigned to a different newsstand across town, and moved 
into a neighborhood boarding house run by Mrs. Wagner.  This particular story was written by Otto Binder who 
was doing a lot of scripting for the series at that point.  In addition Freddy now had specific regular morning and 
evening papers he sold each day, and his age was determined to be about fifteen.  As the years progressed his 
age was also allowed to progress, slightly.  We are also shown that he has a lot of friends, and knows even more 
people in the town where he lives.  It was said that Otto Binder even had a town map made up so he could tell 
who was who in the stories as they were written. 

Other costumed heroes like Batman, Superman, or Captain Marvel encountered crime or a strange 
situation and were immediately catapulted into action.  But with Captain Marvel Jr., Freddy Freeman’s friends 
and acquaintances were the springboards for stories in which Jr. could interact.  Freddy was friends with police 
officer Jim Bellows, banker Simpson, Sylvester Jones the world’s youngest super genius, P.L. Crumpet owner 
of The Evening Star, (considered by Freddy to be the best newspaper in the region), plus reporter “lightning” 
Larry Davis, the world’s laziest journalist.  But more important, he resided at Mrs. Wagner’s boarding house.  
Initially the other boarders were not mentioned very much, but by the early 1950s the other boarders included 
people such as Red O’Riley, police officer Jim Bellows, Leroy Marks (a punster and joker), Professor Edgewise, 
and occasional other folks who were usually unnamed. 
 In this new century you almost have to explain the entire concept of a boarding house to today’s 
generation.  Traditional boarding houses have essentially ceased to exist in the US, but for hundreds of years 
they were a vital part of American society, and they were a visible part of society up thru the early 1960s.  
Today abbreviated forms of the boarding house still exist as bed and breakfast inns and as short term residential 
abodes in certain sea coast regions.  Mrs. Wagner’s boarding house was a standard classic.  The long term 
boarders had individual rooms, use of the common bathrooms, were fed breakfast and supper each day, and had 
the use of the common downstairs areas, including the parlor where the big floor model radio was located. 
 Mrs. Wagner was a late middle aged woman with white hair usually worn in a top-knot bun.  She was 
usually deliberately drawn to look like Mary Gordon, the veteran character actor at Universal Studios.  Mary 
Gordon is best remembered these days for playing the role of Mrs. Hudson, the landlady in the Universal 
Sherlock Holmes film series that starred Basil Rathbone and Nigel Bruce. 
 For a while after this move it seemed like Mrs. Wagner herself was the only person at the new location 
who became part of the stories.  In Master Comics #105 (1949) Freddy Freeman and a lady who looks like Mrs. 
Wagner are shown attending a presentation at “Middletown Town Hall”.  In issue #107 (1949) Freddy and Mrs. 
Wagner are visiting New York City and want to see the Statue of Liberty, but arrive just after closing time.  Jr. 
is able to help with that problem, but a bigger problem is Sivana Jr.’s plot to steal the statue itself. 

In Master Comics #108 (1949) we get to meet one of Mrs. Wagner’s boarders close up, just as he’s 
being evicted from the building.  A guy named Durston is a malicious practical joker whose dangerous “jokes” 
result in serious harm to others, finally causing his foreman’s death.  Durston naturally blames everybody else 
but himself, and resorts to murder to protect himself.  He almost manages to kill Freddy Freeman in the process 
before Jr. finally settles his hash.  I’ve met practical jokers in my time; they’re all jerks, altho none were quite as 
self centered and vicious as Durston was in this story. 
 The boarder who always interested me most was Prof. Edgewise, a white haired round shouldered old 
guy who wore pince nez glasses perched on the end of his nose.  He was a genial scholar who was forever 
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inventing things.  Unfortunately most of the things he invented were not practical and sometimes led to 
disastrous consequences, which invariably meant that Freddy had to say his magic words and change into 
Captain Marvel Jr. to deal with the problems. 
 I am not sure when Prof Edgewise first made his appearance as a significant plot element.  I have a lot 
of copies of both Master Comics and Captain Marvel Jr., but I am also missing quite a few issues, so I probably 
am missing some stories in which Prof Edgewise is a major character. 
 What I do know is that he was a late arrival on the scene, and he mostly appeared in the issues of 
Captain Marvel Jr.  The stories in Master Comics were generally longer than even the lead featuring in Jr.’s 
own comic, and they were also supposed to be devoted to more serious, weighty topics, altho as the series 
progressed that concept drifted considerably. 
 The charm of a lot of the Jr. stories is that they deal with human beings in human situations.  They also 
focused more on young people, people who were either in their teen years, or approaching their teen years, and 
often the stories focused on the kinds of problems the average young reader might encounter, including bullies, 
braggarts, neighborhood injustice, families down on their luck that needed a helping hand, lonely kids that 
needed friends, social improvement, and problems with local town residents.  Not that Jr. couldn’t save the 
world or turn back would-be invaders from distant planets or smash big shot racketeers with the best of them, 
but many of his stories had a stronger human touch than a lot of the long underwear crowd bothered with.  The 
Prof. Edgewise stories fit nicely into this mode. 
 An early predecessor of Prof Edgewise, but clearly cast in the same mold, appeared in the second story 
in Captain Marvel Jr. #12 (1943) which featured Professor Quiddle.  Prof. Quiddle lived in a big old Victorian 
style house, and had recently acquired a new servant, a somber faced, polite individual known as Eza Zomby.  
When Prof. Quiddle doesn’t come around for his regular newspaper Freddy Freeman decides to investigate.  
Turned back by the servant, he breaks into the house as Captain Marvel Jr. 
 Prof. Quiddle is irate at the intrusion and orders Eza Zomby to toss Jr. out on his ear.  A massive fight 
ensues but Jr. is unable to knock out the servant.  That’s when Prof Quibble reveals that his new servant happens 
to be a zombie, a dead man who has been restored to life.  Prof. Quiddle picked him up on a recent visit to Haiti, 
and finds him quite useful in heading off strangers like the boy in blue, since the professor wants peace and 
quiet to work on a new invention.  He even intends to send Eza Zomby out to take care of Quiddle’s social 
engagements. 
 Naturally Jr. is a bit upset about all this, but as the Prof. tells him, “In Haiti they’ve got a law against 
keeping zombies!  But there’s no law against keeping them here!  So there’s nothing you can do!”, and then 
orders Jr. out of his house. 
 Needless to say things go wrong.  A pretty socialite actually begins to fall in love with the reserved and 
polite Mr. Eza Zomby who is forced to fight a duel with another jealous suitor.  Jr. tries to untangle things, but 
winds up being captured while in his Freddy Freeman form by an irate Quiddle who just wants some peace and 
quiet, damnit!  All ends well after Quiddle realizes he almost caused serious harm and offers to make amends.  
Jr. suggests he and his zombie head for the battle front, where the unkillable Private Eza Zomby soon becomes 
one of the most decorated soldiers of the war. 

That’s the kind of zombie tale you’re not likely to find among the current batch of murderous, brain-
eating monsters. 
 Looking thru my collection I find there may not be as many Prof. Edgewise stories as my memory keeps 
telling me there were.  It may be that I have falsely confused Edgewise’s character with some other stories 
featuring eccentric inventors whose devices cause trouble for Jr.  Another one that clearly falls into that pattern 
is Joel Potter, protagonists from Capt Jr. #62 (1948). 
 Potter is a genius who has invented three devices that he finds he must suppress.  We join the story just 
as he has managed to create a machine that will turn base metals into gold.  But, with much regret, he decides he 
must hide the machine away, because an unlimited supply of gold would ruin the world’s monetary systems.  In 
his secure vault are two other machines he feels should not be released for public use, a death ray pistol and a 
disintegrator machine. 
 Enter our villain, a man made of water.  We learn later that this bad guy is actually a former assistant to 
Potter who stole yet another of his inventions, a fluidizer, to turn himself into a living creature composed of 
water.  As water, he can seep under doors, or even move thru the tiniest cracks.  When officer Bellows and 
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Freddy discover the liquid man in the midst of burglarizing Potter’s house, Jr. cannot hurt the water being, and 
he manages to escape by flowing down a drainpipe. 

 The author of this story (Otto Binder again) 
figured out the weakness of a water creature, one that 
the original super hero Hydroman from Heroic
Comics never admitted he had.  Specifically, that if 
the water man allows himself to fall into a stream or 
another large body of water, or even to be 
sprayed/soaked with a lot of water, his body will 
simply dissolve into the larger mass of liquid and 
will never be able to reassemble again.  It takes a 
bunch of pages before Jr. manages to figure that out, 
defeat Mr. Hydro and force him to take the antidote 
to the fluidizer.  Joel Potter decides to destroy his 
machines and keep the secret of their development in 
his head.  Good thing too.  I know I’ll breathe a lot 
easier knowing those three destructive inventions 
have been smashed to scrap. 
 Potter’s appearance in this story is slightly 
different from the general stereotype the artists 
normally used for professors and inventors, in that 
his thinning hair was coal black instead of white in 
color.  Maybe Potter dyed his hair to impress the 
ladies.
 The first story I find in my run of Captain 
Marvel Jr. issues that actually involves Prof. 
Edgewise in an adventure is #94 (1951), in which the 
entire Wagner boarding house has to deal with a 
genuine magical genie inadvertently released from an 
old lamp by Mrs. Wagner’s dusting.  The genie 
(spelled genii in this story) is very obliging, granting 

everybody’s spoken wish, even the most trivial.  This naturally leads to unexpected results, such as when Leroy 
Marks, a door-to door peddler of neckties wishes that all the customers would come to him for a change.  
Luckily CMJr. manages to hold back the mob of enthusiastic buyers that rush the house while Marks happily 
sells out his entire inventory. 
 Professor Edgewater is a minor player in this adventure, which features the genii causing Jr.’s ears to 
grow super long (see the cover illo).  Having granted his required three wishes, the Genii is not interested in 
returning the lad in blue to normal, so Jr. must think of some clever ruse to thwart the genii’s magical powers 
and reverse the effect. 

Bill Woolfolk wrote this story, and was apparently writing most of the CMJr. adventures during the 
1950s, which may explains why Prof. Edgewise appears on a 
more or less regular basis during this period. 
 I next find Prof. Edgewise as a very minor (but 
significant) player in the lead story to Captain Marvel Jr.
#111 (1952).  Massive explosions have been observed on the 
planet Mars followed by one on our own moon.  No one 
seems to know what has happened.  Freddy asks Prof. 
Edgewise about it, and Edgewise casually mentions that he 
figured that out yesterday but didn’t consider it a very 
interesting problem.  It seems huge missiles are being 
launched from the planet Pluto, and one of them is headed 
for Earth right now.  Freddy immediately says his magic 
words, and Jr. flashes to outer space where he discovers the 
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object is a gigantic lump of ice that would have caused incredible damage had it struck our world.  After 
smashing the ice missile, he reports to the United Nations, then takes a long leap thru space to the planet Pluto to 
put an end to the ruling despot’s plans to conquer the solar system thru force & violence. 
 I recall even as a youngster when I originally read this story wondering how Jr. could fly millions of 
miles thru outer space to reach Pluto.  I mean, granted he could fly and all that, but I could barely hold my 
breath under water for a couple of minutes, and I knew it took a lot longer than that to fly from Earth to the most 
distant planet in the solar system.  Of course, it only took one panel in the comic book, so maybe there was some 
technique involved there I didn’t know about yet. 
 In CMJr. #112 Prof. Edgewise plays a major role when he invents a gas that will make people happy.  
You’d think that would be a blessing for humanity, but as the gas whiffs out the window and spreads over the 
city streets we discover it’s a disaster.  People are made artificially happy so they forget their normal caution and 
concerns about their own safety and they also don’t worry about anything that might cause harm to other people.  
Accidents happen, jammed up traffic brings the city’s industry to a standstill, a broken water main threatens to 
flood the downtown area, but nobody cares because they are so happy.  Even tho Jr. helps avert major disasters, 
as Freddy Freeman he is not immune to the gas.  Even when Prof. Edgewater, wearing a gas mask, tries to get 
Freddy to call on his friend CMJr, Freddy is too happy to worry about anything, even when the pair step into a 
quicksand pit near the center of the city.  By sheer luck Jr. is magically called just in the nick of time and 
manages to clear the gas out of the city. 

This story clearly demonstrates that it would definitely be hazardous to your health to live in the same 
town as Captain Marvel Jr. or any other member of the Marvel family heroes.  I’ve never heard of any other 
place that had a live quicksand bog right near the center of town, or a city that was attacked as regularly by 
magical monsters, aliens from outer space, insane criminal masterminds, or malicious maniacs welding portable 
devices that can cause incredible destruction with the flick of a switch.  Even having a celebrity like Captain 
Marvel Jr. around would not be enuf to get me to 
stay in that place. 

But perhaps I underestimate the elastic 
optimism of the human spirit.  Even tho scientists 
have declared for years that the San Andreas Fault 
running along the inner coastal region of California 
is overdue to a major catastrophic earthquake, in fact 
millions of people are still living there, and they 
don’t even have a member of the Marvel Family 
handy to protect them when the Big One finally 
comes.   

In CMJr. #116 Prof. Edgewise is so 
engrossed in a new experiment that he even skips his 
favorite radio program.  The program is interrupted 
by news of a strange man with fantastic weapons 
who is destroying public monuments in the city.  Jr. 
investigates and discovers a man from the future 
named 1467 Q who is searching for proof that a 
legendary inventor in the distant past actually 
existed.  This man was supposed to have created 
artificial diamonds, and was said to have lived in 
this very city.  But the time traveler can’t find any 
record of such an accomplishment anywhere.  
Needless to say the legendary inventor was Prof. 
Edgewise, who has just perfected his process while 
1467 Q and Jr. are discussing the situation in Mrs. 
Wagners’s living room.  The Professor sells his first 
artificial diamond along with a copy of the formula 
to the man from the future so he can return with it 
and prove his theory was correct.  But as Freddy 
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notes in the last panel, “Unfortunately, the Professor lost his formula shortly afterward!  So far he hasn’t been 
able to remember it!  But at least we know the formula hasn’t been lost forever!  It’ll show up again---sometime 
in the year 2398 A.D.!”
 Looking over my collection it appears the writers used Prof. Edgewise much more in the final days of 
the Captain Marvel Jr. comic book than in those initial issues after Freddy moved to Mrs. Wagner’s boarding 
house in 1947.  Prof. Edgewise was clearly most prominent during the 1950s period of the Captain Marvel Jr. 
saga, a period that I believe produced the most interesting and certainly the widest variety of stories.  I’ve had a 
chance to check over a huge selection of Jr.’s adventures from the very beginning until the very end while 
composing this article, and as an adult looking at his entire career objectively, I believe that overall, the 1950s 

produced the best Captain Marvel Jr. 
stories of his career. 
 Much, perhaps most of that 
can be attributed to the fact that the 
majority of the writing chores for Jr. 
in the 1950s fell to Bill Woolfolk, 
one of the most prolific and versatile 
writers to ever work in the comics 
field.

William Woolfolk (1917--20 
Jul 2003) began writing comic books 
early on.  He was contributing 
stories to Superman in 1939, and 
before that he was working for the 
Iger/Eisner shop scripting almost 
everything they were involved with.  
He was one of the writers who 

turned out Spirit scripts, a lot of them, while Will Eisner was in the army during WWII.  He also wrote 
Blackhawk, Captain Marvel, Plastic Man, Batman, the Heap, Black Hood, Captain America, Human Torch, 
comedy, westerns, adventure, science fiction, horror, funny animals, in fact, everything and everything having to 
do with the comic book industry. 

He was one of the highest paid writers in an era when writers were paid per-page rates deliberately kept 
low.  He was responsible for creating Captain Marvel’s phrase “Holy Moley!” developed so the character would 
have something to exclaim when he was particularly astonished.  It was said that he was able to turn out an 
entertaining story about any character or theme no matter how bizarre or unrealistic it might be. 

He went on to write magazine articles, plays, advertising copy, novels, and more.  In the mid 1950s after 
Fawcett folded its comics division he became the publisher of Inside Story, underwritten by Kable News.  Inside 
Story was a scandal mag created to compete with Confidential.  He worked in television, most notably writing 
for “The Defenders” TV series 1961-65.  His novels were often strong sellers and were regularly chosen as 
Book Of The Month Club selections. 

At the time of his death his books had sold close to six million copies, yet it is his career as a comic 
book writer that he is most remembered for.  Some creators resent their involvement with comic books after 
they have moved on to other endeavors, but not Bill Woolfolk.  He gave interviews to fanzines, answered fan 
letters, was awarded the Inkpot Award at Comic-Con in 2002, and in an interview given shortly before his death 
he cheerfully remarked that “comics have outlasted my writing efforts in every other media.” 
 Woolfolk’s stories stressed the human element, as well as displaying an outré imaginative streak that 
allowed Jr. to mix strong human interest tales with science fiction, supernatural mysteries, crime puzzlers and all 
the other wonderful stories that made the character so interesting during those years of the early 1950s.  He was 
the ideal writer to recognize the plot potential of Professor Edgewise, and he made extensive use of the 
character. 
 One of the best Bill Woolfolk adventures to feature Freddy’s friends and to add some human 
background to his personality also appeared in CMJr #111, in a cover story appropriately entitled “A Day in the 
Life of Captain Marvel Jr.”. 
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 In this story we get to see all the regulars at Mrs. Wagner’s boarding house, including Prof. Edgewise, 
who demonstrates a caterpillar trap, one of his wacky, impractical inventions.  To paraphrase the Prof. a 
caterpillar is lured by bait up the stairs to the top of the miniature tower, where it inadvertently pushes down on 
a button.  Instantly the stairs flatten down, the caterpillar rolls down to the bottom, breaking his neck in the 
process.  “Now if I could only find some practical reason for getting rid of caterpillars!“ says the good inventor. 
 This story shows us a look at the daily life of Freddy Freeman, but it also shows the problems with 
trying to develop characterization in a comic book that featured as wide a variety of adventures as Jr. and the 
other Fawcett characters had.  Most of the stories were short, seven to thirteen pages, tops, with several stories 
per issue.  In that space the writers and artists had to create an engaging adventure that would hold the interest of 
the readers first and foremost.  That meant introducing both the alter ego and the costumed hero, introducing the 
problem, and developing a plot angle that would supply a satisfactory solution to the problem.  In this mix 
characterization, even that of the primary title character, gets shoved aside by sheer necessity. 
 The people Freddy Freeman meets during his adventures are almost always there to provide the basis for 
a story plot to develop.  We learn little, often nothing about these other players as human beings.   Jim Bellows 
was a police officer, and Leroy Marks was a door-to-door salesman (another lost profession in this new 
century), but what was Red O’Riley’s job?  From his brief appearances in previous stories I assumed he was a 
delivery driver of some kind.  He was occasionally shown with a truck, but the specifics are never even implied.  
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In The Marvel Family #89 (1954, and ironically the final issue) it was revealed that Red owned a gas station.  I 
never saw that information mentioned anywhere else.  As for any background about their personal histories or 
daily lives beyond their contacts with Freddy and Jr., that’s all missing too.  Even long running comic characters 
such as Superman have a hard time developing back stories for their sphere of supporting characters, and 
they’ve had decades to work on it. 
 One of the great appeals of the Marvel Comics characters since their introduction in the early 1960s, is 
that the Marvel writers make a conscious effort to provide a lot of background info about the lives of both the 
central protagonists as well as their friends and family.  Often times the story plots themselves consist of nothing 
more than protracted hand-to-hand battles between the costumed hero and a costumed bad guy. 

Back when I was running my science fiction/comic book/game store I used to challenge regular 
customers to tell me who the villain was in the Amazing Spider-Man comic book four issues ago.  Except for 
major story arcs that covered multiple issues, I never found one person who could do that, but everyone 
remembered the situation with Aunt May’s health and the status of Peter Parker’s love life and how he was 
getting along with J. Jonah Jamison and the other people down at the Daily Bugle newspaper where he sold 
news photos.  Personality development in comic books was simply not a major consideration for the older 
comics, and even the people at Marvel Comics have to devote entire issues of their titles to do it today. 
 In the days of CMJr it was the stories themselves that sold the comic, not any kind of characterization, 
and Jr.’s adventures displayed an astonishing variety of plots and settings.  Still and all, even if Freddy’s friends 
are just excuses to come up with new adventures, I enjoyed reading about the interaction of personalities, 
limited tho it may have been.  And I especially enjoyed the antics of Prof. Edgewise. 

He showed up often in many of the later issues in Jr.’s own comic, but ironically the artists handling the 
art seemed not to have any kind of style sheet for his physical appearance.  He usually was shown with a 
receding hair line, slightly fluffy white hair combed straight back, glasses perched on the end of his nose, 
wearing the stereotypical white lab coat.  But in issue #114 he is shown with a full head of brown hair and 
appears to be a much younger man.  In issue #118 he is shown with gray hair and appears to be a jovial middle 
aged man. 
 It occurs to me that someone over at Fawcett may have intended Prof. Edgewise to be a benign, absent 
minded version of Sivana, only with a full head of hair.  However there is no real facial resemblance so I may be 
off base here. 

One of the most interesting stories that involved Prof. Edgewise occurred over in Captain Marvel 
Adventures #145 (1953).  Prof. Edgewise even got a spot on the front cover and was a major character in two of 
the Captain Marvel stories inside, both written by Bill Woolfolk, naturally. 

Prof. Edgewise has invented a way to send objects into the far future and bring them back.  He has sent 
off blocks of wet cement into the year 81,953 trying to get footprints of future leaders, but all the blocks show 
are the prints of rats, giant rats.  He discusses the matter with his friend Billy Batson.  Perhaps there are no 
human beings left in the far future.  Billy changes to Captain Marvel to investigate.  Traveling to the distant 
future he discovers human beings living as furtive embittered outlaws in a world ruled by large intelligent rats.  
Human traps are scattered everywhere, but after Captain Marvel tries to aid the humans against the rodent rulers, 
it turned out that the rats are super intelligent and kindly.  They only trapped the scattered few rogue humans so 
they could be cared for and educated to take their place as partners in the new super-science world of the future.  
On returning, Billy finds Prof Edgewise is at work trying to invent a large electronic mouse trap to aid the future 
humans, an invention Billy silently hopes will be unsuccessful. 
 The last story in this same issue has Prof. Edgwise inventing some new weapons he wants the US 
military to use, including an automatic artillery piece that fires at any moving object, a super fast atomic 
powered jet plane, and an anti-gravity space station.  But the devices all malfunction.   Even with Captain 
Marvel acting as tester they explode or wreck.  The authorities conclude that since Prof. Edgewise was the 
designer and was also in charge of producing the prototypes that he must be responsible for the disasters.  He is 
arrested as a spy and a saboteur.  Things looks grim indeed until Billy and Captain Marvel manage to expose the 
real saboteur.
 These stories, and many others, show just how difficult and unreliable any attempt by comic collections 
to establish any kind of background consistency to these adventures actually is.  In the Golden Age of comics 
and for years beyond, trying to keep background information on characters and world development consistent 
was barely a consideration for the editors and writers.  Beyond making sure that the primary facts about the 
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main heroes stayed the same, almost anything else was allowed.  Altho the 
creators of those comics knew that there were adults buying their comic 
titles, they believed that the vast majority of readers were children, young 
readers who would grow out of comics in a few years.  If something 
happened two or three years ago and a new story plot came along that 
completely contradicted that earlier info, nobody was much worried about 
it. CMJr. made several excursions into both the past and the future over the 
course of his career, and none of them were consistent with each other. 
 One story in which Prof. Edgewise plays a very pivotal role was 
printed in The Marvel Family #89 (1954).  The Marvel Family comic was 
a team effort where Captain Marvel, Mary Marvel and Captain Marvel 
Junior united to battle some major problem in thrillers that generally took 
up the entire comic.  The adventures often used Mr. Morris, owner of radio 
station WHIZ and Billy Batson’s boss as the springboard for the plot. 
 The background information shown in the Marvel Family
adventures has no real connection with the other Fawcett series characters.  
For one thing Billy Batson and Mary Batson while in their young civilian 
identities live with Ma and Pa Potter.  Billy Batson moved into the Potter 
household back in Captain Marvel Adventures #133 (1952, the same issue 
that introduced Dexter Knox, boy genius, to the CM storyline), and Mary 
joined him there for the Marvel Family issues. 

But in issue #87 the world was exposed to the dreaded Pin Head Plague, an ancient Egyptian malady 
unleashed on modern civilization when Pa Potter opens an old sarcophagus in his antique shop.  Pa Patter 
catches the disease immediately, and even Jr. is affected (at least on the front cover anyway).  Pa’s condition can 
only be cured by a rogue doctor deported from the United States who is now living in south east Asia.  The 
Marvels move the entire Potter house to the jungle region to bring the patient to the medico, but evil communist 
agents want the Pin Head Plague germs and the serum that cures it so they can wage biological warfare against 
the western democracies.  After a lot of difficulties (about twenty pages worth), the bad guys are defeated, Pa 
Potter gets the cure, and the germs along with the sarcophagus are destroyed.   Pa’s hospital recovery is going to 
take at least a year so Billy and Mary move into Mrs. Wagner’s boarding house. 
 Two issues later, in Marvel Family #89, the three Marvels are involved in one of their most bizarre 
stories with a plot centered around Professor Edgewise.  First the Professor himself disappears.  He never made 
it home from the university where he teaches.  The three youngsters search the neighborhood, but after an hour 
they find nothing, except that Mary hasn’t returned from the search.  A kidnapping scheme is a real possibility.  
Freddy and Billy immediately say their magic words and go out for a more through search, but turn up nothing.  
When they return Mr. Wagner is upset because Jim Bellows, Leroy Marks and Red O’Riley have all 
disappeared too! 
 Another search turns up a couple of burglars, but no trace of the missing people.  Back at the house 
much later that night, they discover Mrs. Wagner is also gone.  Then, Professor Edgewise returns.  He says he 
forgot where the house was.  A panel or so later, everybody else walks back in.  Everybody says they lost their 
memory and didn’t remember where they lived.  Prof. Edgewise explains that he was working on a formula to 
improve memory, but must have made a mistake.  Then the flask with the liquid dropped on the floor, and the 
fumes must have affected everyone. 
 Odd, thinks Captain Marvel, that it didn’t affect Freddy Freeman or Billy Batson.  The plot become 
much more complicated when officer Jim Bellows has to work night duty because of all the recent jewel 
robberies.  He immediately finds the baddies in the process of escaping their latest job.  Captain Marvel and 
Junior rush to help, but for some reason Mary Batson doesn’t say her magic word, telling the boys there are only 
two crooks and they can handle it easily.  The heroes haul the thieves off to the police station leaving Mary to 
return the stolen jewels to their rightful owner. 
 Except next day Freddy and Billy learn that the jewels were not returned.  Fearing the amnesia potion is 
still working, they decide to make a secret search of Mary’s room where they discover the missing jewels.  Mary 
confronts them, and knocks them out, ties and gags them and then decides to kill them.  (Yeah right, I was 
thinking the same thing.  Why bother to tie up somebody you’ve just whacked on the head if you’re going to kill 
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them anyway?  So they can escape, naturally).  In a 
convoluted trick Billy knocks the knife out of Mary’s 
hand, Freddy slices away his gag, and says his magic 
words.  Mary leaps out the window without saying 
her magic word, but Junior flies down and saves her.  
Mary Batson is clearly insane.  With great sorrow 
Freddy and Billy take her to a mental institution to 
be treated. 
 Next day when Billy goes to visit her at the 
hospital, he is informed Mary has escaped.  She 
ripped her strait jacket off with almost superhuman 
strength.  The police have been notified.  Back at 
Mrs. Wagner’s boarding house everyone is depressed 
and nobody feels like eating, even Red O’Riley who 
would have a hearty appetite even if the world was 
going to end.  Indeed, Billy notices that Red’s 
cigarette burns way down without being puffed, and 
in fact, is burning his fingers, but Red doesn’t seem 
to notice. 
 Billy alerts Freddy and they sneak around 
the outside of the house.  Peering in a window they 
see a fantastic sight.  All the male boarders in the 
house have their shirts open exposing some kind of 
panel on their chests, while Mrs. Wagner is gulping 
down swigs from a jug of oil.  “They’re robot 
duplicates of our friends!” declares Billy, “No 
wonder Mary didn’t change to Mary Marvel, and 
seemed crazy…..this is all some big evil plot!”
 It sure is.  Suddenly Billy notices that Freddy 
is walking without his crutch.  Freddy is one of the 

robots!  He smashes Billy on the head and carries him off to an old abandoned mill where we learn that 
Professor Edgewise is being held prisoner by Lem Blucher, the school janitor.  As professor Edgewise explains 
it, he was working on lifelike robots.  “They’re covered with flesh-like plastics and look perfectly human.  But 
the real secret is this metallic robot brain, which is able to absorb all memory from its human counterpart!  Thus 
the robots could think and act just like the people themselves arousing no suspicion!  I was going to surprise you 
with them and confided in the janitor—which was my bad mistake!”  
 Blucher plans to kill the human originals and use his robots to make money for him.  He plans to expand 
his operation to snag rich, important people so he will be fabulously wealthy.  But first, he orders the Billy robot 
to kill the real Billy Baton. 
 Ah, but Lem didn’t figure on the cleverness of Prof. Edgewise, who deliberately didn’t tightened the 
screws on the Billy robot’s arms.  As it raises an axe to slaughter Billy Batson, the arms fall out of their sockets, 
ripping the sweater away too.  Edgewise gathers up the arms and asks Lem to help him reassemble the robot, but 
manages to stick the fallen axe between Billy’s knees so he can use the blade to pull away the gag and shout his 
magic word. 
 In what must have been the fastest repair job in comics history, one panel after Captain Marvel appears 
in the chair where Billy was, the robot Billy, arms reattached and wearing a brand new red sweater, tries to chop 
Captain Marvel in half with the axe, which of course shatters on Cap’s invulnerable head. 
 More complications ensue.  Blutcher threatens to use his own robot to kill the real humans unless 
Captain Marvel leaves.  Captain Marvel promises to leave, but Billy isn’t bound by that promise.  Of course 
Billy gets captured again, but the kids make a desperate dash for freedom even tho their hands are tied and their 
mouths gagged.  They manage to smash thru the old rotten mill house door and plunge down into the mill pond 
below where their gags are jarred loose, magic words are shouted and the rest of the real human are freed. 
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But Lem and his own robot are gone.  More problems ensure, but using the Prof. Edgewise robot to lure 
the real Lem (who somehow managed to obtain a helicopter from somewhere), the Marvel Family is finally 
triumphant. 
 This was a good story, a very involved story, and it showcased Prof. Edgwise nicely.  Unfortunately this 
was also the last issue of the Marvel Family comic book, and the last Fawcett comic to feature CMJr. or any of 
their other super heroes.  Fawcett went out of the comic book business in 1953 after years of legal wrangling 
with National Comics (DC) who had sued them for infringing on their Superman character back in 1940, and 
won.
 No one knows who wrote this particular story either, altho most researches suspect that Otto Binder, 
who had been scripting most of the Marvel Family issues, handled this one too.  But the prominent part Prof. 
Edgewise plays makes me believe it was a Bill Woolfolk creation.  
 In this story Prof. Edgewise is shown to be a brilliant scientist (he whipped those robots up in almost no 
time at all), but he is also pictured as being so absent minded and inept that in today’s world we might have 
decided that he was suffering from dementia and might possibly be a danger to himself as well as those around 
him.  I also never knew that Prof. Edgewise listed artistic sculptor among his accomplishments, altho maybe the 
nasty Lem did the facial work to make those robots look so realistic. 
 This story also involved several instances of one of the most aggravating plot gimmicks the Marvel 
Family and other members of the crew, even Jr., used over and over again to the point of tedium.  Specifically, 
the bad guys have the hero(es) tied and gagged so they can’t say their magic words, but some absolutely 
unbelievable coincidence such as a flying shred of broken glass, manages to rip or loosen the gag so they can 
say their magic words and save the day.  Boy did I loathe that stupid crap when I was a kid and age had not 
improved my tolerance for the ploy. 

In a Mary Marvel story over in her own comic she even sticks her head into a burning fire so that the 
flames will burn the gag off.  Kids, don’t ever try this at home!  Human flesh burns lots faster than cloth ever 
does.  The most aggravating thing about this is that even as a youngster I could have figured out better ways to 
defuse the situation, but in every issue of The Marvel Family, the stories would use the same clunky gimmick 
again and again.  CMJr. even used it in a lot of his adventures.  To think, there were people actually being paid 
good money to come up with stupid stunts like that! 
 If any character in these stories possessed any personality depth, it would have to be Freddy 
Freeman/Captain Marvel Jr. himself.  Thru the many years of stories we learn some things about the central 
protagonists, and yet we also don’t know as much as we would like to know.  With CMJr., as for many other 
comic characters, it was enuf for us that we enjoyed his adventures and saw this unique being in four-color 
action.
 Of course Captain Marvel Jr. was a super hero, a supernatural hero if you want to get right down to it.  
A lot has been said over the years about the different personalities involved between Captain Marvel Sr. and his 
human side, Billy Batson.  Clearly, they are two different personalities separated firmly by the magic word 
‘Shazam’ and a cartoon 
lightning bolt.  Many people 
have remarked that despite his 
adult body Captain Marvel is 
essentially a very young 
adolescent in a grown-up body, 
while Billy Batson is an adult in 
the body of a boy. 
 That odd separation of 
body sizes and personalities 
does not really apply with 
Captain Marvel Jr. and Freddy 
Freeman.  Altho there are 
several stories in which Jr. 
mentions that he is a different 
person than Freddy, or that he is 
glad Freddy called on him to 
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deal with a situation, in point of fact except for some magic words and a magic bolt of lightning, Freddy 
Freeman and Captain Marvel Jr. are essentially the same people.   Except of course that Jr. is not crippled and 
has super powers along with a neat blue costume. 
 Jr. is clearly the stronger side of Freddy Freeman.  Yet CMJr.’s desire to do good works, to stand up for 
the underdog, his compassion for other human beings and his interest in helping ordinary people in trouble is 
simply an extension of Freddy Freeman’s personality, and, by inference, of all the young people who were 
reading his comic book. 

Most people, especially in our younger years before the harsh realities of the world have battered us 
down, want to do the right thing.  We want to help others, we are genuinely upset at injustice and poverty, and 
we would like to lend a helping hand to people in trouble.  But we don’t have super powers.  Often, as children 
or teenagers, we don’t have money, or influence, or even a voice that would be listened to which would allow us 
to express our opinions when we see things that are wrong.  We see problems that should be corrected, or even 
situations where a little basic human kindness would go a long way toward rectifying problems, but in our youth 
we cannot accomplish the good intentions we feel in our hearts. 

Unfortunately the world is full of problems, and the miseries besetting the human race are myriad, but in 
the pages of a color comic book the best intentions and secret desires of readers could at least be realized in a 
fantasy world where might is actually used to uphold that which is right, and good intentions always have a 
happy ending.  That was the way it was in all those Captain Marvel Jr. stories.  I only wish it would also be that 
way today in our real-life adult world. 
 It was fun rereading these CMJr stories.  It was fun meeting all the folks at Mrs. Wagner’s boarding 
house again, and I especially enjoyed reconnecting with Prof. Edgewise.  I suppose his character was a handy 
stereotype of the period, one that has been completely outdated by the passage of time.  It is unlikely that comic 
readers today would accept the idea of a kindly, absent minded genius inventor whose good intentions often go 
slightly wrong, resulting in problems both large and small that the hero of the series has to correct.  Professor 
Edgewise was also a friend of the hero who could supply obscure facts and technical information to help Jr. 
solve his latest criminal cases or recognize the exact nature of some potential menace.   Prof. Edgewise, like 
Captain Marvel Jr. himself are characters from yesteryear, frozen in time, a printed portrait of a era when 
problems could be solved directly, and heroes who could save the world were also happy to do good deeds for 
their friends and neighbors without suffering angst, anger, or guilt.  I miss that quality in today’s comic books. 
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       READER 
REACTION

Darrell Schweitzer; 6644 Rutland St.; Philadelphia, PA 19149-2128 

 Thanks for the new FADEAWAY.  I enjoyed your article on Miracle Science and Fantasy Stories.  The 
information about the Dold brothers and Harold Hersey was particularly interesting, as they had never been more than 
names to me.  As I’ve said before, I think these various articles of yours could be collected into a good book by some pulp 
specialty publisher.  This one might have to be proofread more than most, as there are a lot of typos in it.  I actually had to
get out my copy of Miracle #2 to figure out what you meant by “first person tense” in reference to the lead novel.  If this 
had been intended to read “first person present tense” that would have been quite an avant-garde novel for a pulp magazine.  
First person present only existed in those days in the Damon Runyon mode (what is actually called “historical present 
tense”).  You know: “So I go up to him and I say this, and he is not happy with me and pulls out his hand-cannon…”  But 
no, the Dold novel is in convention first person past tense, a form which goes all the way back to the beginnings of 
storytelling (“The Golden Ass” is in 1st person, past tense.) 
 I have both issues of Miracle, by the way.  I never understood them to be THAT rare, altho looking at my copy of 
#2 I see that the label on the bag originally have a price of $80 (a price I would not have paid) which had been marked 
down to what looks like $40.  I probably got both of these sometime in the ‘80s, which I remember as a period when pulp 
prices dropped sharply.  That was when I built my Clayton Astounding collection, getting issues for as little as ten dollars.  
You could get late ‘30s Thrilling Wonders for as little as about $3 then.  The only explanation I can think of is that enuf 
first fans were dying or dumping their collections that the market was flooded. 
 I don’t think that Miracle has ever been as scarce as, say, Zeppelin Stories. (on page 9 you show a Zeppelin cover I 
have never seen before.)  The reason is, of course, that the fans of Sam Moskowitz’s generation were already seeking out 
rare SF pulps as early as the late ‘30s, and if these collections survived the World War II paper drives, they probably made 
it up to the present and they stayed in fandom, i.e. were sold by specialist dealers to fans once the original owners died.  
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The magazines that early fans did not so preserve became very scarce indeed.  This is why, at any pulp gathering, you will 
find that the science fiction magazines are quite cheap relative to everything else. 
 I am afraid, tho, that you haven’t done much to dispel the common notion that the chief virtue of the two issues of 
Miracle is the illustrations.  I have not actually read the second issue, but it sounds awful.  As I note that the first issue also 
contains a lead novel by a Dold, Douglas this time, and a story by Victor Rousseau (plus one by Arthur J. Burks, the most 
prolific hack of the day), I put forth a somewhat different theory about the two issues; namely that they were thrown 
together in a great hurry, with no inventory, and on very short notice.  Hersey gave a go-ahead, Douglas Dolt, very likely, 
wrote both lead novels, altho for some reason he put one in his brother’s name.  Elliott illustrated everything.  They then 
got in touch with Victor Rousseau, a prolific hack if there ever was one, and got him to dash off a couple quickies, and got 
either trunk stories or quickies from a couple other writers.  No attempt was made to give the magazine any personality or 
features.  While the literary standards of the rest of the field were not high in 1931, this was still inferior, and shows every
sign of having been thrown together in a hurry.  That one of the novels is a lost race novel complete with all the standard 
clichés suggests that editor/writer Dold was not really up on the latest in fantastic fiction, or at least could not produce it.
Tymn and Ashley in their “Science Fiction, Fantasy and Weird Fiction Magazines” (Greenwood, 1985) referred to both the 
lead novels as “haggard Haggard”.  I don’t see any focus or vision here at all.  The result was the first resounding failure in
the history of science fiction magazines.  Then, with Douglas Dold dead, there was no reason to continue.  Nice illustrations 
tho.  Elliott had more of a future than this magazine did.  
 The practice of the editor writing for his magazine or even writing most of the contents goes back to the earliest 
days of magazine publishing, by the way.  The earliest 18th century magazines, The Spectator, The Tatler, The Adventurer,
et al, were all pretty much one or two man operations.  Poe and Dickens were not only expected to contribute to the 
magazines they edited, they were specifically hired to do so.  Their presence was a major selling point.  In the pulp era and 
later, we see that the Street and Smith magazines avoid this practice, but most others followed it.  Analog has always 
avoided fiction by its editor.  But we were not surprised to see Fred Pohl serializing his own novels in If and Galaxy, or 
Michael Moorcock writing half of some issues of New Worlds, under his own name and pseudonyms.  The editor-editors of 
F&SF (notably Boucher and Davidson) had occasional stories in their issues.  So there would have been nothing “wrong” 
with Douglas Dold continuing to write most of the contents of Miracle, save that he wasn’t very good at it. 
 According to Tymn/Ashley, John Miller Gregory, author of “Fish-Men of Arctica” appeared three times in Ghost 
Stories.  They speculate he was a Heresy regular, who probably tossed his opus together after having gleaned some minimal 
idea of what science fiction was about by reading a couple issues of the Clayton Astounding.  Not exactly an inspired 
contributor. 
 By the way, since these issues were published two months apart, Hersey could not have known how the first issue 
did until the second issue had been on the stands for a while.  It usually takes at least six months before you know how a 
magazine did, which explains why our field is littered with two and three issue runs.  I wonder it was ever more than 
marginally profitable, and with Douglas Dold unable to write the lead novels (possibly very cheaply) Hersey just gave up. 
 As for “stone age science fiction”, well, of course, some of it pretty awful. The entry level of writing for even the 
better pulps like Argosy was very low in the earliest days, but the thing to remember is that back in the 1890s science 
fiction was not a pulp genre.  It was published as general fiction, and could be found in general magazines like 
Cosmopolitan or McClure’s, and then it was published in book form.  H.G. Wells was not an isolated phenomenon.  In 
those days a science fiction writer had to write well enuf to get into the pages of the better magazines, or the book market. 
 In 1931, when MIRACLE came out, this was no longer so.  MIRACLE was at the bottom of the bottom of the 
market, as far as popular publishing went.  This is a perspective we lose if we take the science fiction magazines in 
isolation.  If you were a top SF writer in those days—about 1930—you would aspire to publication in ARGOSY or BLUE 
BOOK and then (as Edgar Rice Burroughs or Ray Cummings managed to achieve) book publication.  The Gernsback 
magazines were written by amateurs and paid very poorly and reluctantly.  T. O’Conor Sloane’s AMAZINE wasn’t much 
better.  WEIRD TALES was respectable enuf, but paid poorly.  ASTOUNDING was the first science fiction magazine 
capable of interesting an actual pro writer, which is why it soon had new material by Cummings and Leinster, rather than 
the reprints by those writers that Gernsback ran in AMAZING in the ‘20s.  From the perspective of a full-time pulp hack—
it is very clear from E. Hoffmann Price’s memoirs—who judged professionalism and success solely in terms of how much 
money one could make, the whole fantasy/science fiction field was a ghetto within a ghetto and something a “pro” got out 
of as soon as he was skilled enuf to sell to better markets.  Of course we could argue that “skilled” meant “more adapt at 
conventional formulas” and that the “better” markets produced far less of lasting worth than the more “amateur” WEIRD 
TALES or even AMAZING, but that was pretty clearly how the pulp writers of the time felt.  So from the point of view of 
a professional hack, like Rousseau or Burks, MIRACLE was not even a blip on the pulp scene. 
 One thing I will give Rousseau credit for.  I was going thu some pulps for John Betancourt looking for public 
domain stories to reprint, and there in an issue of, I think it was SPEED ADVENTURES (“Speed” became the code word 
when the censors cracked down on the Spicy line) was a story by Rousseau under one of his pseudonyms, set in the 
Warsaw Ghetto Uprising, published only a few months after the event had happened, and probably well before the general 
public even knew about it.  It was a contrived and bad story, which, if I recall correctly (I don’t have it available to me now)
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was about a Jew called upon by the SS to impersonate Hitler.  Given that Rousseau was Jewish, he probably got his 
information about the Ghetto Uprising from Jewish publications, but being by this time a really trained pulp hack, he still 
couldn’t make a good or powerful story out of this material.  If he had, a pulp probably would have turned it down anyway.  
But it is still intriguing that he even tried to write about something as valid and urgent as that. 
 There’s much talk of John W. Campbell in your letter column.  I never met Campbell or saw him in public, tho my 
late friend & colleague George Scithers was a friend of Campbell’s and I heard a lot of John Campbell stories.  I confess 
that when I was a kid (Campbell died when I was 19) and already in fandom, most of my contemporaries, with the 
shallowness of youth, held him in contempt.  I remember ANALOG being referred to as “The Howard Johnson’s of science 
fiction”, referring to the restaurant chain that had very distinctive buildings all over the country and mediocre food.  
ANALOG had the best distribution, the best artwork, and paid the best rates, but its fiction was by no means the best.  
 John Campbell was being beaten soundly at his own game by Frederik Pohl.  If you wanted hard science fiction, 
you knew where to look---IF or GALAXY, where you would find Larry Liven stories, or Poul Anderson’s “To Outlive 
Eternity” (published in book form as “Tay Zero”).  It was an era in which, among the fans, being known as “an ANALOG 
writer” was not a good thing, but implied a staid, unadventurous sort of writing that one had to break away from to show 
any real creativity.  
 I brought this up with Fred Pohl once in an interview, and he graciously remarked that maybe it was so, but he 
learned the game from John Campbell.  I was reading the older magazines even as a kid, so I knew better than some of my 
fellows that John Campbell has been a great editor ONCE, even if he no longer was one by 1969.  The lesson I took away 
from that into my own career is that one wants to be like Campbell at the beginning of his career, not at the end.  You have 
to try to stay fresh, and keep aware of the new important writers and try to lure them into your magazine, rather than just 
assume you are on top of the heap and everyone will come to you.  Because, by the end, they were not coming to John 
Campbell anymore.  You will remember what a shock it was when Ben Bova took over ANALOG and the magazine 
suddenly came to life.  He started publishing all the writers John Campbell SHOULD have been publishing” Niven, Bester, 
Zelazny, and Haldeman, even George Alec Effinger and Gene Wolfe.  It was like a breath of fresh air in a mausoleum. 

///You are one of the lucky few if you have copies of Miracle Science in your collection.  As I said in the article, I 
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looked for this magazine for years, decades even, and only found one beat up, dramatically overpriced issue in 
all my travels.  This might actually have been due to some kind of quirk in the original distribution.  I mentioned 
the advertising connection with Man Stories, a Chicago publisher.  National distribution of Miracle Science may 
have been spotty, or more likely, concentrated on major metropolitan areas like NYCity, Chicago, Boston, St. 
Louis and the like.  Research in the Heresy pulps of the period is mostly concerned about who wrote what, but 
his gangster/racketeer pulps sold best in big metro areas that had experience with criminal gang activity.  For 
whatever reason, copies of Miracle Science just aren’t around, while most of the other science fiction and weird 
story mags are. 
 You may well be correct that the two issues of the magazine were cobbled together in a hurry, perhaps 
to meet some kind of printing schedule deadlines.  I don’t agree with your assessment that the stories were all 
crap, (altho the third story in the second issue sure was awful).  I think you are picturing science fiction in the 
early 1930ss, but at the time Miracle Science appeared it was competing with the other SF magazines from that 
year, and I have to say, having read a lot of the early magazine issues the past couple of years, the general 
quality of fiction in that time frame was not good.  The two lead stories in the second issue of Miracle compare 
favorably with the material coming from the other three SF mags of the period. 
 I might also mention that the last race story, long a standard tinplate for stone age science fiction, was 
very much alive and appreciated by science fiction readers up thru the end of the 1930s, and even beyond.   For 
example, readers voted “The Drums of Tapajos” by Capt. S.P. Meek, the most popular story ever published in 
Amazing Stories.  The sequel “Troyana” supposedly received an available of fan mail when it was announced as 
upcoming. 
 I note again that the tone of the stories in Miracle Science favored the old guard, but I believe that if the 
magazine had survive Douglas Dold would have been able to attract writers more in tune with the rapidly 
changing scope of science fiction. 
 In theory it takes six months to make a determination about the profit margins (or losses) for a 
magazine, because that’s how long it takes for all the final returns to come in and be tabulated against the 
original distribution sales.  However, distributors usually kept multi-title publishers posted on the returns situation 
after a few months, sometimes after a single month, which is why a lot of magazines never made it past three 
issues.
 In this case we also have to rely on Harold Hersey’s comments about the magazine.  He always 
maintained that Miracle Science was a good seller and a profitable publication; that the only reason the 
magazine folded was due to the death of Douglas Dold.  I doubt if Hersey paid a hell of a lot of attention to the 
title.  He had plenty of other things to concern himself with in 1931 besides his foray into the science fiction field.  
At that time he was busy putting out more racket/crime magazines to keep up with the demand, while fending off 
threats of censorship.  He probably figured he could get back into the science fiction business any time he 
wanted to; but by the time the tides of public opinion turned against gangland pulps his financial situation had 
changed dramatically.  His next experiment in the field was that odd Flash Gordon title. 
 I agree that editors have a long history of writing material for their own magazines, but it has always 
been considered bad form (unless your name happens to be part of the magazine’s title; then it’s not only 
accepted, but expected), which is why most editors used some sort of pen-name for their writing efforts.  Back in 
the dime novel days the editors at Street & Smith were expected to contribute something of their own almost 
every week, to justify the fat salaries they were being paid.  But when S&S got into the pulp magazine biz they 
abruptly changed that policy and prohibited editors from selling to themselves.  Frederick Pohl in his biography 
discussing his pulp editing and writing experience cheerfully noted that the only way the editors at the 
Fictioneers division of Popular Publication could survive was by selling stories to themselves. 

The best example I can think of this situation came from Lester del Rey who related that in the early 
1950s a magazine distributor wanted him to edit a couple of science fiction magazines which the distributor 
would underwrite, print, and distribute.  Del Rey was to be the editor with full control.  He thot about it, then sat 
down and wrote all the stories for both magazines.  I think he had to buy a few stories every now and then from 
friends when he ran out of steam before the next deadline, but almost everything in those short run titles was 
written by Del Rey under an assortment of pseudonyms.  Of course that grand old tradition continues today with 
fanzines, where editors often write everything in an issue.
 Victor Rousseau was half Jewish, his father was Jewish, is mother was not.  According to Tuck in his 
“Encyclopedia of Science Fiction”, Victor Rousseau was acutely ashamed of the fact and suffered life long guilt 
about his “tainted” racial heritage.  I don’t know enuf about his life (having not read the recent biography of him) 
to know much about his connections with the Jewish community in the 1940s, if any, but the Warsaw Uprising of 
1943 was big news when it occurred, making the newspapers world-wide.  As a working pulp writer Rousseau 
undoubtedly kept an eye on the newspapers for possible story springboards.  I admit it seems unusual for a pulp 
magazine to publish any kind of story connected with this kind of horrific event, but at the same time other pulps 
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like Argosy,
Blue Book
and Action 
Stories were 
printing 
contemporary 
stories about 
recent war 
time
happenings 
so it may not 
be all that 
remarkable. 
 I 
don’t agree 
that being 
published in 
Analog lost 
its luster in 
the late 
1960s.  By 
that time 
Campbell’s 

prejudices had managed to dampen down a lot 
of reader enthusiasm for the publication, 
particularly his never-ending fascination with 
psionics, but a lot of excellent fiction still 
appeared there, and the pay rates were strong 
enuf that Campbell still got first crack at a lot of 

top line stories.  I certainly agree his judgment of modern writing styles had drifted 
so that he turned down a number of fresh new writers that should have been 
featured in his pages.  His failure to react to the strong sales of If, Worlds of 
Tomorrow, and Galaxy shows pretty clearly that he was slowing down and losing 
his edge.  In the past he was acutely aware of the competition and made it his 
business to examine the other magazines and see what they were publishing and 
why readers might be buying those titles.  By the mid sixties he apparently didn’t 
care any more. 
 I have considered having the “Yesterday’s World of Tomorrow” series 
published in book form.  A few half hearted inquires have been made.  I’ve still got 
a few more entries to make in the series before I could give it any serious attention.  

By that time the word count may be prohibitive.  The word count might be prohibitive even at this point. 

AND THEN DARYL WROTE--- 

I’ve always been a little removed from the production and publishing end of magazines. I do know that, at least 
when I was doing it, it took about three months to get full returns on a given issue of a magazine. In the meantime, you 
have to put out the second one. This is indeed why many magazines fail after three or four issues. In the old days, by that 
point the distributor would have a clear idea of the title sold or not, and could refuse to continue carrying it. That was the 
fate of any number of short-lived magazines of our own time, like the revived SPACEWAY or COVEN 13. You may also 
remember the attempt by Elton Elliott to do a professional, newsstand version of SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW. He went 
monthly at once. The problem there was that he had published eight or ten issues before it was clear the sales were very 
bad, at which point he was very broke. The reason ISAAC ASIMOV’S SF MAGAZINE began as a quarterly is so they 
could tell how it was doing before they increased frequency and sank more money into it. 
 I am sure you are right that MIRACLE would have eventually gotten better stories if it had continued. That is, 
assuming the editor had the wit to buy them. There are been magazines that have failed because the editor bought junk and 
turned down the good stuff. 
 As for what else appeared in 1931, well, that was not a particularly good year for SF, was it? I think the one real 
classic that year was Lovecraft’s “The Whisperer in Darkness” in WEIRD TALES. Indeed, when things began to go badly 
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and the Clayton ASTOUNDING folded, and the other magazines started skipping issues, fans must have realized that there 
was a very real possibility that if things did not turn around, science fiction could have been extinct as a publishing category
by about 1934. It was right on the brink. But then things turned around with the Street & Smith/Tremaine ATOUNDING. 
 Considering that Hershey’s next attempt at SF was the FLASH GORDON FANTASTIC ADVENTURE 
MAGAZINE (now THERE is a real rarity, something I have never seen), my guess is that he really didn’t have a grasp of 
what science fiction was about, any more than did, say, the people who did those SF issues of TERRENCE X. O’LEARY’S 
WAR BIRDS.  (Bob Madle described reading them when he was a kid.  He commented that even then he could tell they 
weren’t any good. Umgoop the Horrible and the Neptunian Hordes indeed …) 
 I think what we have to admit is that time has not been kind of a lot of science fiction we used to think of as 
classics. To modern readers, even the Golden Age of the Campbellian ASTOUNDING is for the most part unreadably 
archaic. You and I grew up on reprints of that era, but for today’s readers, I suspect much of it is too far gone to be revived.
 As for editor/writers filling their own pages, I was not so much thinking of Fred Pohl and a handful of friends 
filling the pages of ASTONISHING, but more of his serializing DRUNKARD’S WALK or THE AGE OF THE 
PUSSYFOOT in GALAXY. He was already an established, major writer of that sort of SF, and had been a mainstay of the 
magazine for years. I see no reason why he should have stopped writing just because he was editing it. I think Street & 
Smith actually made a mistake when they forced the author of “Who Goes There?” to quit writing. I am sure there are 
instances where the editor becomes self-indulgent and buys crap from himself, but usually this works out soon enough. If it 
is bad, readers will complain, sales will dip, and a certain Darwinian selection takes place. 
 If you actually look at the magazines Lester del Rey was editing in the early ‘50s, SF ADVENTURES, SPACE, 
FANTASY FICTION etc. you will see that he did NOT write whole issues, unless we are to believe he was using such 
pseudonyms as “Isaac Asimov” and “C.M. Kornbluth.” Yes, he was Erik Van Lihn, but there are too many known names in 
those magazines. 
 As for Rousseau and the story of the Warsaw Ghetto, I am referring of course to the Jewish uprising in 1943, not 
the general Polish uprising of 1944. I’ve certainly seen enough LIFE magazines from the period, and I do not recall seeing 
much if any mention of the Jewish uprising, which from the perspective of the overall war was pretty small stuff when the 
Battle of Stalingrad was going on about the same time. 
 As for who would publish a book of your essays, well the easy answer would be Wildside Press. If you provided 
this in electronic form, more or less ready to go, John Betancourt would publish it in a minute. Or you might want to go to 
one of the publishers who specialize in non-fiction about the pulps. But, a hint: they are probably going to want standard 
spelling from you. 

///I actually saw and got to examine a copy of Flash Gordon’s Adventure Magazine.  I was more interested in the 
connection to the Flash Gordon comic strip than I was to the world of science fiction.  Back in the early 1970s 
when I got a chance to look at the issue, the only real reprints of the comic strip had been in the Flash Gordon 
comic book King produced in the late 60s (and abandoned after a year or two).  Copies of the cut Sunday strips 
were expensive, so I actually considered paying the $75 the dealer wanted for that thing.  But fortunately I came 
to my senses.  It is an oddity, but if it weren’t so rare nobody would be paying big money for the thing.  I’m not 
so sure people are actually paying big money for the thing even now.  I’ve got all the issues of the del Rey SF
Adventures etc., but haven’t looked at them in fifteen years or more.  I pulled that comment from del Rey’s 
remarks in his book about the history of science fiction and his involvement with it./// 

Jefferson P. Swycaffer; P.O. Box 15373; San Diego CA 92175 

Howdy again!  Lovely issue of Fadeaway!  Thank you for printing my essay! 
I love John Cody's cover!  (No, I'm not gonna go and build one!  But I do feel a strong desire to!)  I don't know 

what the heck that thing is, but it looks like it ought to have an incredibly long German name!  I also really like John's self-
portrait:  very friendly and cheerful!  And his odd quartet of -- I dunno -- the make me think of totem poles!  As Sidney 
Wang said in Murder by Death.  "I like it.  I do not understand it, but I like it." 

Very much enjoyed the essay on Miracle Science and Fantasy Stories.  The pulps were certainly a place for raw 
creativity.  I hadn't quite realized how "raw!"  I was taken by your observation, "All this could have been avoided if 
Rosseau had bothered to plot his story in advance, or if he had bothered to do a second draft..."  This is one of the few ways 
in which the writing of our age is objectively better than so much writing of the past:  readers today, in the word-processing 
era, are much less willing to accept really gaping plot holes and logic gaps.  And the internet era makes it a lot easier for us
to share our disapproval of stories that don't live up to these newer harsher standards. 

Ray Palm mentioned a rumor that Batman is never shown sitting down: Aha!  Not so!  He's often seated in front of 
the Bat-Computer, analyzing clues.  But, it's funny, that's about the only exception.  Ray is right!  Out on the streets, or on
the rooftops, Batman may *crouch*, but he doesn't *sit*! 
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Joseph T. Major 
mentions other "Ben-Hur" 
movies.  Wow!  I didn't know.  I 
certainly didn't know that 
Charlton Heston's name was 
"John Carter!"  Wow!  It's a darn 
fine name; why did he change it? 

Rich Dengrove 
mentions Sax Rohmer novels 
that *aren't* Fu Manchu novels.  
I confess to a shallowness there:  
I have read (and mostly enjoyed) 
all of the Fu Manchu books, but 
do not find myself tempted to 
read Rohmer's other stuff.  (I 
have read some of Arthur Conan 
Doyle's other stuff, but never 
found myself really enjoying it.  
His "Brigadier Gerard" comedies 
are fun, but a tad shallow and 
formulaic.  He has some stand-
alone spiritual horror books 
which are nice for mood.)  I'm 
afraid that some writers are 
cursed forever to be associated solely with their most famous creations. 

Rich also mentions that I might get a tablet computer to use as a comics viewer:  can you or anyone recommend a 
model?  Cheap enough to be used as a reader?  (Cheap!  "Hey, who let da sparrow in da room?") 

Finally, Rich alludes to the unconscious/unintentional racism, bigotry, and mere chauvinism of the writing of past 
eras, and notes the tremendous progress we've made over the years.  So very true.  I'm a fan of G.K.  Chesterton, for 
instance, but his opinions on "The Jews" were almost always pretty rough and often painful to read today.  Chesterton was -
- or at least writes in the persona of -- a very nice fellow, a decent English chap, the sort of man who *could* create the 
lovable "Father Brown."  Robert W. Chambers (why, yes, I'm still obsessed with the man and his writing) could also drop 
an anti-Semitic reference in the middle of his otherwise extremely humane, urbane, and empathic writing. 

In one of my own books, I stumbled into an unconsciously racist allusion:  I had somehow gotten the impression 
that the word "Swarthy" meant "Worthy."  I had failed to learn that it referred to skin color.  So I let fall some 
uncomfortable and quite intolerable allusion to "Swarthy workmen." Oh the Embarrassment!  A totally humiliating blunder. 

Big grin at Brad Foster's "The Blazing Bullet."  He ought to be in a team-up with Bullet Crow and Fission 
Chicken! 

///I think readers today are much less willing to put up with story glitches and inconsistencies because there are 
a lot more writers out there than every before, and many (possibly the vast majority) are excellent story tellers.  
The other difference is that the pay rates are now high enuf that editors can pick and choose exactly what they 
want.  In the pulp era days there were a lot of magazines, and pay rates were not necessarily generous.  As 
discussed in the letter column before, sometimes editors had to accept a story of a certain length because they 
needed a six or eight or ten thousand word story and the deadline was looming. 
 I also think the advent of computers and word processors has helped immensely.  It is very easy to edit 
and adjust stories with a word processing system, whereas in the days of typewriters, whole pages had to be 
either retyped, or parts of pages had to be cut and physically pasted into the master copy to make edits or 
corrections.  
 The main place I see story glitches in popular fiction these days is on television.  Apparently some 
producers/networks believe their audience is composed of idiots who won’t notice when something completely 
out of whack happens during the flow of the story plot.  Maybe they assume that because most people watch a 
show only once, and don’t necessarily have equipment to back up and check an event again, that they can get 
away with this kind of stuff.  Another reason to avoid most television programming, says I. 
 Surprising that you never encountered the other Rohmer novels and story collections.  During the 1960s 
Ace put out a whole pile of his non-Fu Manchu material in paperback.  I bought and read all of those when they 
came out, and it was easy enuf to pick up many of his other books.  The cheap American hardback reprints 
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were selling for a buck or two or three for almost 
everything.  Prices have advanced somewhat 
since those days. 
 Uh, I was the guy who made the 
comment about casual racism in past eras.  It is 
disquieting, especially when it pops up in the 
works of a writer you happen to enjoy.  I 
sympathize with your unconscious racial slip.  A 
few years back (OK, a bunch of years back) 
some Batman story happened to be set in 
Australia and featured Bats and his pals using a 
term for the native population that was actually 
a derogatory racial slur.  Ooops….  It’s hard to 
catch something like that if you don’t happen to 
be up on all the hate speech past or present.  A 
customer at my old store happened to be a 
member of the KKK, and was trying to recruit 
people to the new branch in Worcester County.  
He gave me a booklet with a whole list of words 
I had never ever imagined would have been 
used in a derogatory manner.  He didn’t recruit 
me and I don’t think he got many other people 
to join his group either, but you never know.  
Prejudice dies hard./// 

Jerry Kaufman; PO Box 25075; Seattle, WA 
98165 

 I failed to write about your previous issue, 
so I'll just mention I enjoyed the survey piece on the 
Marx Brothers - their 1930s movies are among my 
favorites, with Duck Soup in my all-time top ten. 
 In this new issue, I'll single out John Cody's 
man in a flying contraption and Brad Foster's "The 
Blazing Bullet" as my best of issue choices for fan 

art. In your "Yesterday's World of Tomorrow" I liked the sampling of the gangster and racketeer pulp covers, especially the 
cover showing the "Cool, Calm and Collected" gun-moll - what a dame! 
 However, although I appreciated the insight into the publishing world of the time, and the detailed description of 
the stories in Miracle Science and Fantasy Stories, I think I would not like any of them, even the one you enjoyed the most. 
That story sounds a lot like the lost race stories that Burroughs wrote for many of the Tarzan books, and I've found I can no 
longer read Burroughs with any pleasure because the books have too much of the chase/capture/rescue/chase formula. And 
although I read every Burroughs book when I was a teenager when both Ace and Ballantine were reissuing them (not to 
mention Otis Adelbert Kline's imitations), I no longer have tolerance for the writing style of the period's pulps. 
 On the other hand, strangely, I like the primitive artwork by Elliott Dold. 
 In the letter column, I see that Ray Palm shares Pauline Kael's theory that many movies were thought up and 
agreed to under the influence of cocaine. I believe she was thinking of the 1980s. I'd have to dig up the essay she wrote 
about this to see which movies she singled out as having been greenlighted this way. 
 Maybe Carol Channing singing in Skidoo is the reason that Ray hates musicals. But Fred Astaire singing and 
dancing to "Put a Shine on Your Shoes" in The Band Wagon is the reason I love them. (Well, some of them - I can't make a 
sweeping generalization about them. After all, I sneer at The Sound of Music. "The hills are alive - and it's kind of 
frightening.") 

///Anybody who has tried to watch the movie “Skidoo” would have to accept Ray Palm’s theory about the 
influence of cocaine (or some other illegal substance) involved in the film’s creation and production.  The other 
choice include mass insanity or a brain scrambling ray used by alien monsters on the planet Venus that 
happened to hit the” Skidoo” set location.  After trying to wade thru that movie again to write the article on 
Groucho, I tend to lean strongly toward the brain scrambling ray explanation myself.  
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 Actually Elliott Dold’s art deco style artwork was (and is) considered pretty sophisticated.  It was usually 
far superior to most of the art being featured in the other SF mags of the time period.  He made his reputation 
with science fiction fans in the 1930s for the b&w interior art he did for Astounding.
 Ah, the curse of sophistication!  As we grow older we tend to become more discerning in our reading 
habits, so that we sometimes turn our backs on the wonders that thrilled us in our youth.  All action pulp writing 
was not set in the ERBurroughs mold, and much of it remains enjoyable even to this jaded old stf fan.  There are 
more efforts afoot to reprint some of the classic pulp stories of the distant past so there are other opportunities 
to sample the material.  You may yet find there are some period stories and writers that you could enjoy even 
today.///

Milt Stevens; 6325 Keystone St.; Simi Valley, CA 03063 

 A cartoon has more impact if you don’t get the gag until the second time you look at it.  That was the case with 
Robert Cepeda’s cartoon on page three of Fadeaway #38.   Santa Claus with goat legs and a tail.  Ook!  That’s really putrid.  
I like it.  I imagine there are some religious groups that believe Santa Claus is a demonic figure.  He does seem to have 
become the god of consumerism.  With movies, the Santa mythos expands every year. 
 One of the nice things about fanzine publishing is that it’s your nickel, and you can publish anything you darned 
well please.  Of course, fans can and will complain about most everything.   Fans do complain about the brand of chocolate 
you are handing out for free.  With conventions, you can have one group that wants more A and less B.  There is 
undoubtedly another group that wants more B and less A.  If you do things about right, both groups will be equally 
dissatisfied.
 I once saw an issue of Miracle in a dealers room.  It was probably in the early seventies.  The dealer was asking 
$40 for it.  While I was interested, I wasn’t $40 interested.  Howard DeVore once told me about the time there had been 
only two sets of Miracle Stories in the city of Detroit, and he owned both of them.  He first learned about Miracle Stories
from a column by Bob Madle in Original Science Fiction Stories in the fifties.  I recall that Madle didn’t much like it. 
 I learned a couple of things about magazines from the Contento Index.  I learned there never was a magazine titled 
Spicy Horror Stories.  However, there was really a magazine titled Spicy Zeppelin Stories, and it ran for several issues.  I 
think Spicy Zeppelin Stories must be the oddest title ever for a magazine that actually was published. 
 I’ve heard the theory that bank robbers became folk heroes during the depression.   Bank robbers were just so 
much nicer than bankers.  Movies were supposed to show you that gangsters always came to a bad end.  They did show 
that, but they also showed you how much fun you could have being a gangster.  Back during the depression, gangsters and 
G-men were the only people who got to shoot folks with automatic weapons.  Now, almost any lunatic can do it.  I don’t 
think that’s progress. 

///During the late 20s and very early 30s movies portrayed gangsters as heroes, even if they sometimes came to 
a bad end.  They were happy go lucky tuff guys who sold liquor and ran gambling joints, and gave hundred 
dollar bills to little old flower ladies shivering in the winter cold.   
 During the Depression bank robbers were given folk hero status in some circles so long as they didn’t 
go around killing people in the process.  Unfortunately that’s a difficult standard for hardened criminals to live up 
to, and most violated that standard sooner rather than later.  By early 1933 the public was fed up with gangsters 
and the brutal violence they used.  The FBI cleaned up the mobile bank robbing crews, the IRS, Postal 
Inspectors and newly elected DAs in big cities began cleaning up the rackets.  Crime figures stopped trying to 
appear on the front page of the Sunday Rotogravure, figuring staying hidden in the background was the best 
way to stay alive and stay in business.  Some of those guys were better at surviving thru the liberal use of 
bribery. 
 Uh, the Spicy weird-menace horror title was Spicy Mystery.  “Mystery” in a pulp title was the code word 
for horror and the kind of weird torture-porn those magazines specialized in.  When the post office and local 
censors objected to the use of the word Spicy, the Spicy titles changed to Speed. 
 There was indeed a Spicy Zeppelin Stories, but it wasn’t a pulp magazine, it was a modern trade 
paperback produced in 1989 with the stories written with boisterous purple retro-pulp style by Will Murray under 
a variety of pen names.   This has long been considered the ultimate ludicrous pulp crossover title.  The whole 
“issue” came thru at 52 pages, not even a full pulp page count.  The cover featured a giant nearly naked Betty 
Page clone on top of a zeppelin, a scene with obvious sexual connotations. 
 Despite the fact that the mag shows up regularly on Amazon and ebay for reasonable prices, I’m sure 
that if Will ever decided to produce another issue that there would be plenty of buyers for it./// 
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Don Ensign; 250-A South Paseo Cerro; Green Valley, 
AZ 85614 

 Goodness, how long has it been since I last saw one 
of your publications!?  Probably 30 years or more. I still have 
most of the Comic World issues from the late 1970s and late 
1960s.  Even have issue #16 where some of the pages of the 
Sheena article were only partially printed. I kept thinking I 
needed to return the copy for a better one but never did.  My 
problem. I still miss The Comic World.  It seems as if most 
comic book journalism these days has to do with interviews 
(lengthy and otherwise) with the rapidly decline cadre of 
Golden and even Silver artists and writers (mostly artists). 
Most of those interviews (with some few exceptions) are not 
particularly insightful ("did you know so-in-so at such-in-such 
company?"). Most of these guy's memories are not as good as 
they once were and most were in it not because of they loved 
comics but to pick up a few bucks until something better came 
along. They weren't all Joe Kuberts or Alec Toths. Also it 
seems as if there is not a great interest in the work these men 
and women produced. 

That is probably the reason I enjoyed The Comic 
World in both it's incarnations.  You and your other writers 
were able to balance the articles with a blend of both historical 
context, editorial/publishing oversight, creative personalities, 
and the actual characters and stories themselves.  There was a 
sense that you were striving to bring understanding to a long 
vanished genre, the Golden Age of Comics that was a very 
different era than what was currently being published.  Which 
brings me to ask why you chose to revive your publishing 
interests in the direction of science fiction rather resuscitating 
The Comic World?  I suspect that your interest in science 

fiction was as great a lifelong fascination as old comic books if not greater. Forgive me for not going back and pluming that 
stack of long ago issues of The Comic World for clues as to your duel interest. 

This brings me to Fadeaway (this title reminds me of a Silver Age favorite, Adam Strange who at the end of his 
stories while he was safely in the arms of his beloved Alanna would fadeaway as the Zeta Beam wore off whisking him 
from the planet Rann back to his native Earth)  #38. The graphic format you use is essentially the same as in your previous 
fanzine. A chatty, informative editorial, several articles and a lengthy letter section.  Your primary article on the obscure 
Miracle Science and Fantasy Stories  #2 was vintage Robert Jennings. 

You delve in the publisher/editor personalities and the writers giving as much of their personal history as possible. 
Then you launch into an examination of the actual stories giving enough plot summary to give the reader totally unfamiliar 
with the publication (which I'd wage the great majority) a sense of the direction of the storyline followed by a fair-minded 
analysis. Miracle Science seems to be a quest into the realm of "what if". The major "what if" seems to be what if editor 
Douglas Dold had not unexpectedly passed away.  Was he the linchpin that could have sent pulp science fiction in a 
different direction or at least added significantly to the way it was already proceeding during the early 1930s?  It seems as if
we will never know for sure but you thoughts on this are perhaps more valid that any other.  You definitely achieved your 
goal of bringing this little known pulp artifact to light and giving it the attention it deserves.  Would I care to read any of the 
three stories?  Probably not--the Jennings analysis is probably all I need. 

Sometime ago I received a similar publication to Fadeaway whose focus was not pulp science fiction (I do note 
that other topics far afield from pulp science fiction is fair game for inclusion) but on, for lack of a better term, "boy 
adventure fiction". The editor/publisher, also, a connoisseur of old style printing, either wanted LOCs or articles for sending
of subsequent issues.  My comment that while I appreciated there was someone devoted to researching and preserving the 
early roots of this once popular literary genre I personally had no interest in it. As one gets older you realize you can't be 
interested in everything even if your personality has multifaceted leanings. However I can't use that excuse with archaic 
science fiction and related genres for which I entertain at least a marginally greater interest.  

///I decided to revive Fadeaway instead of The Comic World for several reasons.  First and foremost, Fadeaway
allows me to write and explore a lot of different interests, science fiction, comics, OTRadio, comic strips, dime 
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novels, movie serials, pulp magazines; a whole bunch of related topics that I happen to be interested in.  
Reviving Comic World would have restricted my field to just comic books and perhaps comic strips.  I still collect 
and love comic books/strips, both old and new, but my opinion is that if I were to bring back Comic World that 
very few people would be interested in reading it.  The way the hobby has fractured in recent years, along with 
the sharp decline in the sales of new comics and the decline in the number of retail outlets carrying comic books 
does not encourage me about the future of this hobby.  Rob Imes keeps sending me copies of Tet Frags in 
hopes that I will rejoin the UFO, but I don’t think I will venture into that area either. 
 I echo your comments about interviews.  I have never been a fan of interviews in comic fanzines.  Not 
only are the questions often trivial and border-line to the subjects under discussion, but in addition to the often 
hazy memory of the person being interviewed, there is a natural human tendency to exaggerate one’s own 
involvement with past projects, or to overstate your own contributions.  Personal prejudice and old squabbles 
also enter into the situation a lot more often than anybody wants to admit. 
 I have always been interested in the total picture when it comes to discussing old comic books.  That 
includes the stories, the background of the characters, and how everything interacted to create a product that 
sold and that people remember fondly decades later.  Interviews can’t do that./// 

John Purcell; 3744 Marielene Circle; College Station, TX 77845 

 Once again, Bob, another fine issue of Fadeaway has arrived via the post offal. I shall 
do my part to stay on your mailing list by writing a letter of comment on this issue, and I might 
even write another article or two for your fine zine as the urge strikes.  

I completely understand your reasoning behind making necessary cuts to your mailing list. Postage is increasing 
by a few cents for first class mail starting January, 2014, so if you need to trim off the deadwood, that's fine. For my print-
only personalzine, Askew, I keep the print run at a modest 40 to 50 copies, and even then, some recipients don't loc. I 
believe that if someone doesn't respond with even a brief e-mail saying "thank you" after three issues are sent to them, then 
that person's name should be deleted from the mailing list. There is nothing wrong with enforcing such a decision, 
especially once you spell it out in your zine.  Publishing a paper fanzine in this day and age is an expensive proposition, so 
don't feel bad.  We all have to do this from time to time to cut costs. 

The lead article about making the Flandry rifle was fun, something that costumers would get a kick out of. I 
always enjoyed reading the Flandry books, so it was good to see that someone took their enjoyment of Anderson's stories to 
a higher level. 

You know, I don't think I've ever heard of Miracle Science and Fantasy Stories magazine. Then again, since it was 
a pulp that lasted only two issues that really should be no surprise.  A lot of pulps appeared and died quickly, but it's 
interesting to read about a rarity in the sf pulp field.  For the in depth review and history of Miracle, I thank you.  Funny 
thing, too, yesterday I pulled out my December 1935 issue of Astounding Stories and there on the contents page was Elliot 
Dold's name listed as one of the interior artists.  I will have to check out other issues of Astounding and Amazing that I have 
for his name.  

One thing in your review bugged me. I hate to be a nitpicker, but you kept changing the spelling of the last name 
of Douglas and Elliot Dold between Dold, Dolt, and Dodd, and that bothered me.  I guess that's the result of being a fan-
editor myself, however, the discrepancy was a bit bothersome.  It didn't hurt my enjoyment of the article, though; it was just 
a bit of sloppy proof-reading, I guess, which is something I need to be more cognizant of in my own fanzine. Unfortunately 
we can never produce a completely error-free fanzine.  Then again, it wouldn't be a proper zine without some glaring 
mistakes here and there, eh wot? 

As for the lettercolumn, I thank all the correspondents who enjoyed my John W. Campbell article in the 37th issue. 
That was indeed a fun article to write, I must admit. There is so much more that could be said about Campbell, and those 
things could lead to more articles.  

///My opinion is that if Miracle Science and Fantasy had managed to survive beyond its initial two issue run that 
it could have become a favor factor in the development of the science fiction genre.  Of course we’ll never know, 
but the potential was certainly there. 
 So far as my typos with the creator names, as I have mentioned many times before, my ability to craft 
ingenious typos is well neigh legendary in this hobby.  The situation would be far worse if it were not for my 
liberal use of what I consider to be the greatest invention of the 20

th
 century---Spellchecker.  Of course 

Spellchecker only goes so far, and errors still slip by, but believe me, if you had seen any of my zines from the 
1960s, 70s, or 80s you would be flabbergasted at how improved the overall spelling condition has become in 
this new century. 
 I always try to give advance warning when I am about to purge more than the normal number of people 
from the mailing list, but whenever I do the deed I always get cries and pleas and complaints from people who 



42

want to keep receiving the fanzine, but are unwilling to do anything at all to meet the minimum support criteria 
for keeping it coming their way.  I dunno, it seems that maybe the situation is worse these days than it was in 
the past.  The fact that there is so much material offered for free over the Internet is probably a major 
contributing factor.  People are used to having everything laid out before them on an electronic platter(as it 
were), hand tailored to their personal preferences, and they are startled when somebody doesn’t want to keep 
doing everything their way.  As I also mentioned, I send out about a dozen or so sample copies to potential new 
readers every single issue, so new people with an interest in the fanzine do come on board regularly./// 

Dwight R. Decker; 2902 King Arthur Ct.; Northlake, IL 60164 

 It's a brand new year and what better way to begin it than to write an 
LOC on Fadeaway #38? 
 I was particularly interested in your review of Miracle Science and 
Fantasy Stories #2, since I had also picked up the Adventure House facsimile 
reprint a while back. I can't really argue with your opinions of the stories.  It seemed 
to me that one of the problems with the magazine, or at least that issue, was that it 
had just three long stories, none of them very good, when a long story and several 
shorter ones might have improved the odds of having something that would hit the 
mark. The lack of an editorial and other short features didn't help, as the magazine 
didn't seem to have a personality behind it, and the stories were just served up cold 

to the reader.  As it was, the best thing in the issue was the Dold cartoon in the front showing a traffic jam of the future. 
 Incidentally, I have some memory of reading somewhere, maybe in an on-line copy of an old fanzine, that 
Forrest J Ackerman had determined that at least one story intended for the never-published Miracle #3 was actually 
purchased and did show up in another magazine instead.  If so, it would be possible to at least read Miracle #3 in a sense. 
 I also appreciated the background about Harold Hersey and his career in pulps.  I'm still something of a 
neophyte in the wild and woolly world of pulp magazines, so all that was new to me. I had read something about Hersey's 
crime and gangster pulps and that there had been some controversy about them for seemingly glorifying criminals — and 
now that I see that cover of Racketeer and Gangland Stories you reprinted with the ghostly figure of Robin Hood with a 
bow and arrow hovering over a gangster with a tommy-gun, I can understand the problem.  On the other hand, I've seen a 
cover repro for a recent collection of stories from Prison Stories, and I thought the book's title, taken from one of the 
stories, City of Numbered Men, had a certain grim poetry to it. 
 I enjoyed Jefferson Swycaffers' account of building a prop replica of an SF rifle.  Being all thumbs when it 
comes to making anything, even commercial model kits with instructions and the pieces all there and ready to snap  
together, I can only express helpless admiration for someone who actually scratch-builds something that did not exist 
before.  The vintage 1985 photo of Young Jefferson posing with the rifle was fine, but really needed a furry cat-girl like in 
the Whelan Ace cover to bring it to perfection.   Of course, there's never a furry cat-girl around when you need one. 
 In the letter column, George Phillies mentions John Campbell's famous detailed rejection letters.  Unfortunately, 
Campbell apparently didn't do that for everybody. When I was in high school in the late '60s, a friend more into SF than I 
was at the time wrote a story and submitted it to Analog, not so much in the hope that the story would be accepted and 
published, but more with the idea of getting one of those rejection letters he had heard about as some sort of collector's 
item.  No such luck — he just got the printed rejection form.  Since the Analog slush pile must have been enormous,  
Campbell obviously wouldn't have had time to write detailed critiques of every story that came in, so he must have reserved 
his effort for stories and writers that showed some particular promise he felt was worth encouraging.  

///Very interesting information about that stories projected for the never published third issue of Miracle Science
actually showed up in other magazines a few years later.  I checked your link to the issue of Mimosa and 
discovered that the short novel “Ant with a Human Soul” by Bob Olsen actually appeared in the Spring-Summer 
1932 issue of Amazing Stories Quarterly.  According to Ackerman’s comment Dold originally offered Olsen two 
hundred dollars for the story, a pretty good payment for 1931. 
 I’m with you on modeling or building things (or even doing basic home repairs).  These things at the 
ends of my hands may look like fingers, but they are actually all thumbs.  I can’t do anything more difficult than 
screwing in a light bulb, so reading how Jefferson Swycaffer managed to create a replicate of Dominick 
Flandry’s space rifle just amazed the hell out of me.  A friend and former customer of my science 
fiction/comics/game story in past days went on to become a special effects whiz in Hollywood.  In a recent visit 
back to the area he showed some of the things he had designed and built for recent movies.  It was almost like 
magic so far as I was concerned.   I suppose that’s why they pay him the big bucks; to make everything look 
real so rubes like me will gasp in awe when we watch those films.///
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Murray Moore; 1065 Henley Rd.; Mississiauga, ONT  L4Y 1C8 CANADA 

 I spent time trying to see if the four figures by John Cody atop the start of the letters 
were letters of the alphabet. I failed to see letters although I do see 'JOHN' in the filigree below the 
figures. 
 I continue to enjoy Brad Foster's forgotten comics heroes, in this issue, the Blazing 
Bullet. Brad's head must hurt, from all of the images bursting to escape from it.  However my 
favourite piece of art this issue is Mark Schirmeister's 'Guess What The Martian Stepped In'. The 
category is Lighter Side of Martian Death Ray Machines. 
 You tell us that you have "always had a problem getting into the 'Devine Comedy'". But 
wasn't he always the sidekick, with Roy Rogers, etc., so not much opportunity to shine? 
 "Should I ever decide to actually attend a DSC..." In case you don't know, but I expect 
you do know, the 2014 Deep South Con will happen in Bristol, Virginia, in mid-May, 12 hours by car for you from Oxford 
MA. I just made our hotel reservation. For us the drive is 10 hours 38 minutes plus border crossing. 
 I was both entertained and educated by your "Yesterday's World of Tomorrow". I was born in 1951 so my SF 
magazine reading began with the digests in the 1960s. You know a lot of stuff about stuff, Bob. 
 Jefferson Swycaffer's "The Tyler Rifle" reminds me to read more Poul Anderson. I shall see how long my 
resolution in 2014 lasts to read a Simak and a PKDick novel each month, and read my way from the start through the short 
stories of Theodore Sturgeon, at the rate of one a day. I have begun reading Sturgeon, and inasmuch as tomorrow is Jan. 1, 
Simak and Dick await me. 
 I would read more fiction, and more non-fiction, but for the time that I spend reading fanzines and the time that I 
spend writing letters of comment about said fanzines. I blame you and your fellow fanzine editors.

/// Yes, it’s a known fact that fanzine editors are busily corrupting the reading skills and educational 
comprehension levels of an entire generation of fans.  By substituting our seductive mental pabulum we have 
prevented guys like you from reading the classics of literature, exploring the plays of Sophacles, the treatises of 
Plato and the other worthwhile pillars of human wisdom that have bolstered civilization thru the centuries.  
Between fanzines and video games we should be able to bring western civilization crashing to ruin within 
another five years, tops 
 I am well neigh amazed that you are planning on attending the upcoming DeepSouthCon in Virginia this 
year.  I suppose that’s the difference in our personalities; I rarely attend conventions, and when I do it is usually 
as a dealer trying to peddle books and things in the huckster’s room, whereas you seem to attend lots of 
conventions.  I am still a bit amazed that you would decide to travel all the way to Virginia for DSC tho.  I’ve 
driven zillions of miles to get to places in past days but I sure don’t want to do it now, and driving over twelve 
hours down, then driving another twelve hours back is way more than I would ever want to put up with.  People 
keep telling me DSC is a great fun event, but I don’t see me attending one any time soon.  Maybe if the 
convention was in Maryland, or Pennsylvania, say, I might consider it. 
 Uh, I don’t think the figures in John Cody’s letter column illo were supposed to spell out anything 
specifically.  They were actually a graphic recreation of an ancient mystic symbol meaning ‘send money to the 
artist—or at least buy some of his comic strip reprint books.’  I’m going to help that effort by running John’s book 
sale list in this issue of the fanzine. 
 I don’t think forcing yourself to read certain books or stories at a set rate is going to work.  At best you 
will have turned what should be a pleasant diversion, reading science fiction, into a task, a scheduled task at 
that.  I suspect that sooner, rather than later, you will find the strain of “having” to read material on a schedule to 
be aggravating and you will rapidly find excuses for skipping the schedule.  It’s better to make a mental note to 
yourself that you’d like to finally read/reread every single Sturgeon short story ever written, and if you have time, 
you’d enjoy perusing all the Phillip K. Dick novels to compare them objectively, but making this something that 
you Must-Accomplish-And-I-Will-Force-Myself-To-Do-It deal is just going to end badly, and might even turn you 
off the writers forever./// 

Brad W. Foster; PO Box 165246; Irving, TX 75016 

 Playing holidays catch-up on things fannish. We’ve spread our Christmas gatherings 
over three different days this year, to accommodate the differing schedules of all the various 
friends and family involved. Two are done, the third will be tomorrow.  So, today, I loc zines! 

Wow, I had no idea that John Cody was 91!  I can only hope that I will still be able to do my drawings as well 
when I reach that age as he is doing.  Plus, looking forward to seeing what he creates in the next decade as well. 
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What with the next increase in postage costs, I can’t recall if you have experimented in the past with sending the 
zine out at a cheaper rate than first class?  Pick two or three folks at widely separated points in the country, and send them 
the two copies of the zine (well, maybe just an equivalent weight of blank paper, since this would be a test) on the same 
day, one by first class, and one by whatever the next cheaper rate would be. Ask them to let you know when they get each 
one. I would think your main concern, doing a bimonthly zine, is to get it there in good time to allow for locs back for the 
next issue.  Possibly if there is only a couple of days difference in delivery time, shifting to a cheaper mailing rate would 
not be that bad.  Just a thought. 

I liked Swacaffer’s article on making his Tyler Rifle. I’ve been accumulating various bits and pieces of “things” 
for a couple of years, in hopes of making a few odd sculptural pieces along those lines myself. One of these days, will have 
to actually start sticking some of them together, and see what develops. Articles like this remind me I really need to get to 
that real soon now. 

An enjoyable read with the main article this issue on the old pulps, but what stood out for me were your choices of 
illustrations to run on pages 14 and 16. Wonderful, high-contrast graphics, full of energy and detail. Loved those!  Maybe a 
future article could revolve around some of the artists working in these old pulps? 

///John Cody is indeed still drawing and still turning out unique material at age 91.  I’ll be running another one of 
his covers soon.  This just goes to prove that age is mostly a state of mind.  You can still do something you love 
doing, like art, without having to worry about age getting in the way. 
 I have thot about doing an article about some of the artists who worked in the pulp magazine era.  
However beyond saying I loved so and so and didn’t much care for this other guy, it might be a very shallow 
write-up.  I suppose I could fill pages with the art itself and let the readers judge.  I did that with an article about 
Alex Schomburg years ago for my zine The Comic World.  However, let me also point out that Dave Saunders 
has an excellent website devoted exclusively to information about the pulp magazine artists, with representative 
samples of each artist’s work posted right there.  It is well worth checking out.  The URL is-- 
http://www.pulpartists.com/index.html
 There really is no cheaper way of sending the fanzine out than 1

st
 class mail.  The Post Office did away 

with third class sometime back in the 1990s.  Fanzines, church bulletins, club newsletters and the like were sent 
out 3

rd
 Class Mail for well over a hundred years.  It is possible to get a bulk mailing permit if you send your 

publication to many hundreds (or, preferably, thousands) of recipients, but the annual fee is high, everything has 
to be sorted and banded by zip code, and there is a minimum piece requirement for each mailing.  I’ve looked 
into it.  If the fanzine was being professionally printed and had an enormous circulation I would use the service 
in a minute.  In the past when I was putting out Comic World I used the bulk mailing service, but it’s not likely to 
happen with Fadeaway.  The alternative is to periodically cut back on the deadwood, which is what I’m doing 
right now.  
 I’m hoping the new year is better all round for everybody.  The 13 curse wasn’t exactly in full force for 
me in 2013 but it sure could have been a better year in a whole lot of ways.  2014 has to be an improvement, 
right?  I suppose time will tell./// 

George Phillies; 48 Hancock Hill Dr.; Worcester, MA 01609 

 Your account of early 20th century SF was fascinating.  I have handled Comet 
Stories, but do not remember Miracle Science and Fantasy.  Hersey and his magazines 
make an interesting tale.  We seem to have had a series of SF magazine editors whose 
business decisions led them to difficulties. 

With respect to Rousseau stories, he gets the intervals way wrong, but it is a 
curious fact that our solar system does have planetary eclipses, in which the line of sight to 
one planet is blocked or partially blocked by another planet.  These events are uncommon.  
The last one as seen from earth was in the early 18th century.  The next one is in the 24th 
century.  The 18th century one was just long enough after the invention of the telescope 
that the event was observed telescopically.  There is a respectably good drawing of Venus 
eclipsing Jupiter, which was on the far side of the solar system at the time, but visible in 

the twilight.  There are also planetary eclipses involving trios of planets not including ours. 
Note that planetary eclipses are two-way streets.  Someone on Jupiter, nearly 300 years ago, could have watched 

Venus eclipse us.  In principle, the same is true for our Eclipses, in that someone on the sun could watch the moon 
transiting across the earth's disk. 

Planetary eclipses are not nearly so strange, though, as the orbit of Cruthne 
http://www.astro.uwo.ca/~wiegert/3753/3753_1.gif which must be seen to be believed.  It could be said that it is in orbit 



45

around the earth, except for the minor detail that Cruithne's orbit is shaped like the letter "C" (Cruithne traces out the 
perimeter of the letter) with the Earth being *outside* the loop. 

One can go back even farther for remarkable fiction.  I am reminded of Nick Carter detective stories.  These are 
detective stories, though there is the hero's office lab with the array of mirrors that let him see every approach at all times.
There is also the point at which a safe has been mysteriously opened.  Nick Carter endeavors to open it, reports that he 
cannot hear the tumblers, but proposes that the villains had access to a piece of ultrascience, a *microphone* that allows 
you to hear the unhearable. This is all in Chapter 1 or 2.  Modern readers might be taken back by the number of servants the 
detective has in his home, but the supply of servants in a typical upper middle class household was far larger in those days. 

///Nick Carter and his crew were greatly influenced by Sherlock Holmes with his modern methods of 
observation, deductive reasoning and scientific analysis of evidence.  The writers of the Nick Carter stories tried 
to keep up with brand new developments in science, especially for Nick, but also for the bad guys as well.  
Some of the devices and material were borderline science fictional and some were pretty much impossible for 
that particular time period.  However in the decades that followed a lot of those fantastic inventions did become 
reality.
 Many of the Nick Carter stories are very interesting, but most were written so fast, with little or no 
rewriting that it is sometimes frustrating to read them.  Crisis points, dangers, especially escapes that a skilled 
writer with a bit more time to rewrite those first draft manuscripts would have expanded and exploited for 
maximum suspense or emotional impact are rushed thru or glossed over.  It’s relatively easy to tell certain 
writers, especially the good ones, from the speed demons who needed money in a hurry and were turning out 
thirty-five thousand word plots as fast as they could compose the sentences.  
 Actually there are perhaps a dozen or so professional writers who get Fadeaway each issue.  Some 
were more active in the past than they are now.  Publishing has changed so much in the past dozen years that it 
is difficult for anybody who isn’t already a big name established writer to get published on real paper in the 
fiction field these days.  On the other hand the area of e-books and e-magazines appears to be a rapidly 
expanding new frontier.  Sometimes it seems to me this is a frontier not too much different from the old wild 
west, or the frontier badlands of colonial times, except with works of fiction./// 
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