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etc., etc. Anybody who ever read a
history book knows that the im-
mortals of science—da Vinci, Fara-
day, Edison, Galileo, Newton, to
name a few—always got a unani-
mous vote of confidence from their
readers and critics. Nobody consid-
ered their dreams fantastic. They
never cooked up a broth that was
centuries ahead of their times. For
example, suppose somebody had
put a television set down in front
of George Washington, with Dag-
mar doing her stuff. Would he
have cried fantastic! Not about the
television set, he wouldn’t. Televi-
sion, which practically everybody
has got a set of these days, wasn’t
fantastic in those days.

This thing of writers letting their
imaginations run off is bad stuff.
They ought to stick to solid facts,
something you can put your feet
in. Like a pair of old galoshes or
something. Come to think of it,
somebody had to dream those up—
or did they? Remind me to ask a
boot manufacturer sometime just
how we got galoshes. However, an
idea just barged into that thing I
hang my hat on: Why not get out
a reprint of the Podunk telephone
directory? Then you can really
check your facts. All you need is a
pocketful of nickels and dimes.

Whether the thought in the final
paragraph applies to all science
fiction magazines or not, I don’t
know, but here’s how it goes: “A
magazine like yours is hardly sensi-
ble reading for anyone.” And he
signs off with “truthfully”, so I
guess he means it. Now that durn
right hurts. But I’'m gonna take it
to heart and request an IQ from
everybody around the office.

So I took this letter seriously and
I hope our readers do, too. And
when this gentleman from Maine
borrows the next issue of IF, he’ll
be happy to see that all the writers
therein have certificates stating
that they have never been within
100 miles of a laughing academy,
and what’s more they’ll all agree in
their plots and ideas concerning
the future. They’re going to get
their slide rules out and everyone
is going to come up with the iden-
tical answer.

DOGGONE! I just happened to
run into a friend of mine last night
who was one of “hell’s angels” way
back in 1917 and 1918. His name
is Henry Jones and he was one of
those daredevil knights of the skies
who formed part of that elite fly-
ing group known as the Lafayette
Escadrille. Well, we got to chin-
ning about flying in those days,
when their “kites” were covered
with a cloth fabric and painted
with a substance known as “dope”
and a 30-calibre bullet came in one
side and went out the other and
they came back plenty mornings
looking like a piece of Swiss
cheese. Anyhow, we talked avia-
tion clean up through the jet jobs
of today that can crowd a thou-
sand miles per hour. When the
chin music was over, we had it all
figured out how, ten years hence,
we’d be crossing the Atlantic in
better than three hours, with 120-
passenger ram jets doing 1250
miles per at 35000 feet. You
know, that’s too fantas

Now, about that little ole light.
I’'d a sworn it was around here
some place. —ilq
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