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The peaceful confines of Shintone
Reaches here at Maclennan Avenue were
abruptly shattered early (10 em) cne
Friday norning by a discordant Jangle
from the Aueche,

"Hello,.”

(Yawm)

"Guess who this is.”

(Yavm)

"This is Les Croutch.”

(Yawn)

7111 be over in abou’ an hour."”

(Yevm)

Click!

(Yaw-- migewd, that was Les Croutch.)

And so it was.

Of course, cne cannot sum up the
matter merely by caying,"And so 1t was.”
Les Croutch is not an cccurrence, he is
a phenomenon, Tnz distionary defines
phenomenon ag "Something svrange cnd un-
common."” This is Croutch, all of him,

For a minmte after this mcmentous
announcement confusion reigned. "Then
things, that's me, calmed down somevhat .
Breakfast, shaving, dressing, etc, werg

soon done with and then the thunderous

rocking the houge upon
The obese doorman had

footprints were
its foundations.
arrived.

Thig was at 11 O'clock. I ied Les
into my bedroom whickh alsc serves as a
sort of workshop, study, and isnlation
ward, and became deeply involwvec i gEby
Les sat oa the bed, which rested on the
floor, which rested on the cellar, and
earthquakes occurred in British Columbia.
He sat in a chair first, but it didn't
have the necessary endurance.

Suddenly I realized I was being ex—
tremely selfish. Asre I had thq on-
1y Les Croutch in exisrence trapped in my
domicile, and T was keeping him all to

myself. Egad, sir, how rude. Get the
hell to a phone.

Jack Sloan was the first.

"Hello.”

"Hello, Jack, guess who's in town,"

¥ Ackerman?®

"No, you dern fool, it's Croutch,"

"Aaaagghhl™

(This, incidentally, is Torontonian
for, "I'1i be over in an hour.")

Next, one Thomas Hanley received the
200d WOXa »

Rinnngggel

SFanfnannff%? — 1 "

"Hello, Tom, giess who's in town,"

"Snorkapppilfnnfnfnffgnrfnfff?? 2"

"Guoss who's in towm."

"Whago—yowfnnff (trailing off info
o low whistlo.

"I sa’d, GUESS WHO'S IN TOWNL LI

"Migewd , B0 LES Croutons

"You are cwinently correct.”

"Apaagghht Ly

(This, incidentally, is Torontonian
for, "I'il be over in an hour.")

Al Betts, unfortunately, had heard
a week or; so before thet Croutch was com-
ing. , Ho somchow scemcd to heve landed
up in Kopuskasing, somewhore near the
Arctic Cirele. = There is etill six feet
of snmow there, ond the tempercture is 20
below. Srouseh does not like snow or
cold . wvan Brrrington too, seems to have
veen forewnrnsd. He was in Chicago.
GCrouteh does not like gangsters. This is
not a dirty crack at Chicago Fandom.

Mason, however, was blissful in his
ignorance, as always. He answered the
phone .
"Hello, Tell Croutch I'1ll be right

Doa't let him get away."

HAnanghtil ™
{This, inciientally, is Torontonian

over.
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for, "Jho told Mason?")

Les and I then dashed out for a bite
to eat, Les polished off a few double
helpings, remarking that he wasn't hun-
gry, and we returned after anm hour o r
s0 expecting to find the vultures wait-
ing. Then we waited, and at three of the
clock, the stage was set. Everyone had
arrived.

No noteble first wordswere recorded,
with one exception, Jack Sloan's open-
ing remark was, w@s he blotted up a fow
blobs of sweut, "I'1l drink anything
you've got, besk, How about some gin-
gerale?”

Mason and Croutch then carrisd the
conversation, while Hanley and myself
made bright remarks, 1t sez here, and.
Sloan +tricd to look us if such sordid

dctails were boneath his notice. After
we had thorouzhly covered the ficld of

books, pornogriphy, comic books, (Mason
being the manczing editor of ono) porno-
grophy, Canfon, pornogruphy, Muson cnd
Crouteh, Crousch and Mason, pornogruphy,
we sedtled doun to o Fow rounds of puns
end o bit of pornography. Parry Sound's
Portly rorncgropher itsclf storred in
this endecvour. Iinson then bricfly out-
lined his newest charccter —— o herm-
aphroditic nisogynist.

Whils ve ed dashed out for & couple
of bottles of gingerale, Henloy answered
the phonc, Thexre was then & vricf pousc
for double %uke, ond soon the assembled
fans were cotounded to lezrn that,
"Rosle just osksd for Beck in a mascu-
line voice." Honest follus, Rosie is s0
¢ "he", Hs tlushes, thut's cll.

Then li.son  cbtbtempted to invelgle
Crouteh into ¢ spot of supper dowm in
Chinatown, Croutch footing the DRSO
coursc, Amczing how quickly Les lost
his apnetite.

At six m1 we tumbled into Hunley's
cor ond zassed ond shuddered our way (1

=

em sorry Tom. 48 o motterof foet the ccr
did o good job. But you know Ies.) our
yay up to Hed Vhite's civilian hounts.
Dosccnding on Ted in o body, we soon viere
entrenched deep in his living room, and
the gob got under way cgain, Ted begon
to recail gome of his expericnces OVer-
scas, inciuding the time in Itoly when he
was possessed of 68,000, Itclion funds,
ond hed no vy of getting it out of the
country .

The party then brokc up, and we went
our sovercl wuys, lcoving Croutch ond
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White to battle +the rest of the evening
out smong themselves.

Ye ed was then forced to leave town
for the wecekend. Now he has returned,
but alas, ' the Crouteh is gone: back to
Parry Sound to assume his arduvous duties
as a member of the Farry Sound Boasrd of
Trade. Yos, he aetually is, He and
every other merchant in Parry Sound.

Thus onded the scige of Montserrat.

The foregoing 1is a Dblow by blow
deserintion of the actusl Crouteh visit
to Toronto. It represents the rsactions
of Toronto Fandan to Yerry Sound's big-
gest citizen — well, rerhans not the
entire reactions, but the basic, - the
fundamental 1responses to o stimulus of
physical, mentel and spiritual quality,.
Just what the stimulus has +to say for
itself remains to be seen. Les Croutch,
we realizc, may never recover. He prob-
ably »ill, however, endezvour to state
his case,and the same may bc rcad either
in futurs issues of LIGHT, the Croutch-
zine, or CANADIAN TANDCM, the Beakzine,
Xeep thosc orbs peelcd for the sen-
sctioncl exposc of Toronto Fan life, A
story that cetuclly takes you behind the
scencs mnd tells you what brand of toilet
PLPET WC USC.

This issue of CanFan, vhile not the
best on record, should certcinly be tho
brightest, IT all goes well, ond  the
cxpoeted results occur, our unsuspecting
pages will be searcd by the brilliance
of thrce colors; red, black ond blue,
This sudden displey of fircworks is
made pessible by the kind cosperction of
Al Betts and Jaek Slocun, whe have beon
good enough to spend scvernl svenings ot
the MacLennan Castle steneilling headings
and illustrations., Whetiier or not thesc
works of art cen be produced in 2ll their
splendour rests in the laps of the gods
and the drum of our duplicutor. T h i s
cneicnt rotospecd is known for its
crratic habits, and should it refuse to
accept the bludgeonings of your unworthy
cditorts clumsy mitts, then grect claims
will have been stoked in voin,. Still,
the ombition has moved usy; we have been
bottored by the fleeting touch of the
true artiste, it soz here.

Light Flashcs, you will notc, is no

And toking its ploec is Les's new
column, As I Soc It. Your comments and
suggestions arc respecetfully solicited.

On prnge 17 oppears Discord, ¢ short

moTcC,
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article by Donn Brazier, and, unfor-
tunately, the only article in the issue.
Were it not for the kind and prompt re-
sponse of Valt Coslet and the manuscript
Bureau, CanFan llo, 11 might have been
articless, if there is such a word. Butb
a hasty letter dispatched to Box 6, Hel-
ena, Montana, produced rapid results.
Thanks and comments were immediately
sent to Walt, and a letter which is re-
produced in part was quickly received in
return. Give it your attention fans;
perhaps it may interest you.

*, ., . . . 0y main trouble is quan-
tity, which I'm having quite a time
fighting for. Ve've been terridbly short
of everything except artwork for some
months now, until the last few weeks when
my requests for material have apparently
stirred a few =authors and editors, I
have such a demand Tor material ~——
gteadily -— that I could place quite
eagily fully 5 — 10 times as much as 1
get, with the cxception of artwork. I
do my best to place material where it is
most likely to be welcomed, . . . ., Iy
4rouble is not so much the supplying of
high quality work as finding any quality
work to supply. . . . . . L have a few
fairly regular contributors and some who
now and then send in an item, but I'd be
completely out of material most of the
time if I had to rely on them. . « « + o
Almost every editor who has received
stuff from the Ms Bureau has been well
pleased with at least part of 1it, and
with the service in gemeral . « . . . I
pay the postageout of my owm pocket with
the excephtion of a time or two whon
Van Splawn centme some stamps to pay thc
postage on material I sent him. I have
no objections to receiving donations to
help out on this postage eXPense « . .« -
I am sure 1 have placed something over
200 items to Fnz, and I could place lots
more if I could only get them.

That last sentence seems to me to
be particularly notcworthy ~— "And I
could place lots more if only I could
get it." Fan writers, editors, anyone,
that's your cuc. The ks Bureau supplics
matorial to fanzines, ond so far it has
been doing o great job. But you can't
got something for nothing. It has to
have a steady flow of material from your
pens. If you do get a hankering to turn
out material, don't look around for a
fanzine, put it in an envelope and mail

Tho Editorial We

it to Box 6, Helena, Montana. This bur-
eau is operated for the benefit of fans
and fan publishers; it has to have your
help to be a success.

Fred Hurter is a 1little tardy this
month with his installments of Mason in
Montreal and Stuff & Such. This is to
be expected, of course, not merely be-
cause Freddy is somewhat neglectful o f
deadlines, but because Canlfcn actually
has no deadline at all. So when we told
Fred tc have his s%uff in by June 20 or
s0, he immcdiately rust have assumed thot
this was 40 %be 1like other CanFang—
glightly, about three months' worth, late.
Howover, we've crossed you up this time.
I hope the hell that material gets here
soon; I wanta put the issue to bed soon.

For future publication we have on
tap two good sized stories by Donn
Brazier and Barbara Bovard —— Keeper of
the Beast and Timothy's Angel. n
addition, we have with us a short sequal
to Martians in the Soup by that popular
author, Joseph W. Teylor eskwire, en-
titled The Curse of DjeDju. Don't miss
this thrilling episode in the 1life of
Rosie, Aunt Edgar and the rest, Then,
on the more serious side, a critique by
Nils H, Frome of H. P. Lovecraft. This
will be run provided ye ed can translate
the original manuscript from the ancient
Greek .in which it has been scribbled.
Frome, while an excellent artist, pro-
duces what are undoubtedly the most
illegible manuscripts in Fandom, They
are even written around the outsides of
sheets of newspaper. In addition, he
also includes his sheets of rough draft
or notes from which he has written +the
article, neglecting to aeparate these
from the finished product. The finished
product itself ds a sight to behold!
Trome, to save paper, occasionally turns
the sheets earound, and writes between
the lines back up through the originel
writing. Thus we get two pages in the
space of one. Add to this his dmolutely
unintelligble longhand, and the various
foint spots where rubber has been used &
the words intended to be left not rein—
forced and it comes out ught

I sure cnvy you blokes at the Fourth
World Scienec Fiction Convention. Wish
I could get down, but finances — maybe
next year.... Tom Henley is making ‘the
trip to Los Angeles; whether or not he

— (Continued on Page 13) —




PERHAPS 1t was
. only lueck, good
or bad as you
choose, that
brought me
this story at
all ~ but then
the boys in
the e¢ity room
didn't nick-
name me Luclky?
f o r nothing.
Anyway ,
pulling into
my little a-
partment about
four one morn~
ing and that's
when 1t all
started. I'd
been  working
late at the city desk, had a couple of
quick ones at Charlies' and then hit the
trail for home.

I was walking along the hall when
the door of the room next to mine closed
suddenly, A moment later there was a
single shot. Knocking off a slight dis-
count for reuction time, I was there in
gbout nothing flat, but there was on-
1y this old chap lying on the floor with
the gun still smoking in his hand.

I'd knowvn him for some time — ever
since he'd moved in next to me about 2
years a g o, He was between fifty and
sixty, a retired bachelor and that was
2ll I knevr of him. He had often dropped
in during +the ecvenings that I was at
home, end we'd pour awoy the odd rye and
water and discuss anything from religion

to politics — ©but apart from that he
was just the "guy next door."
=

I was

He was dead 21l right. The gun was
in one hand and the inevitable letter in
the other, I picked it up and found to
my surprise that it was addressed to me.
Well, by this time the whole place was
in an uproar, so I slipped it into my
pocket Just as the first hysterical wo-
man reached the door.

The room was soon full of crying

woman and tight~lipped men who pramptly
threw 211 the women out and called the

cops. After a little explaining they let

. me go and I whipped into my room to get

a look at this note,

I might as well just rgproduce the
letter the way he wrote it — it Will+be
more effective that way, So here it is,

"Lucky" s ~

You are probably infinitely curi-
ous as to why I d4id it. You!ll un-
derstand all when you have read this ——
but then perhaps you won't. For the time
being let it be sufficient <to say that
I've done 1t, I 1left a second note for
the authorities full of the usual rec~
sons, none of which are true, incident-
ally. However, it will satisfy them,
save them a great deal of bewilderment,
and in 21l likelihood save myself from
being put down as "nuts",

You may think the latter yourself
but it doesn'’t matter. This story must
be told, and you arc the only person I
know who might conceivably belisve 1%,
It all started the day before yesterday,
yes, as recently as that. I've tried %o
shut myself off from everyone since then
— you'll soon understand why — but it
is impossible %o go on this way. I'1l
tell you just how it hcppened,

We werce the only two on top of the

-—



6

tus, He was sitting across from me and
one seat forward. Even if I had been
reading my discarded paper, or doing
anything else for that matter, I could-
n't have helped but notice the man.
There was something compelling about him,
something magnetic,

He was the kind of person you would
plck out in a crowd and then try to
guess what he was. There are always the
stock answers. If aman 1is fat, well-
dressed and pompous, he is & tycoon of
industry or a banker, If he is %all,
geunt and 1reoccupied, he is undoubtedly
a poet or an author. Oh, I could name
them all, but you've seen them often.

But %i:ls man was none of these, at
least not conspicuously., So I sat and
looked at him wnd tried to figure him
out = more then that —~ tried to decide
what it was cbout him that atitracted my
attention.,

He was well-dressed, neither expen~
sively nor showrily, but the euffs of his
trousers wers just o little too long and
jJust a2 little Austy end freyed., The suit
was a dark grey with an extremely fine,
vhite pin-gtrire; the shirt was a con-
servatively solid blues and the tie also
o modest bluc — Just dark enough to
stond out, A mell silver clip held the
gypsy fingers of his soft collar exactly
in place.

He was a youngigh man, not more than
thirty five, but his face wus lined and
worried. It wics long and rather cesthe-
tiec, but the eyes were deep-sct cnd bur-
ning and didn't seem to match the rest
of him =t &li.

He was reading the Sports Page of
the News.
Suddenly 1 had the feeling that I

wonted to speck t o him, wanted to find
out who =ond what he wans, So, I leaned
over and Hcored him  lightly on the
shoulder., FHe sturted visibly, anad I
asked him if he had a mateh, that I was
afraid I had forgotten mine.

He dug in his pocket and offered me
one, almost truscucly, but so id nothing.

"{icc weather we're hoving, isn't
442" I veuturzd.

"Yos, lovely," he answered coldly.

"New Yorler?"

"Yo5, =1l my life,"

"Interested 4 n baseball, e h??
Noticecd vou were rcoding the scorcs.
Dodgers?"

The Devil -~ in a Pin-8tripe Suig

"No, I was just rccding them far
went of something better to do. It keeps
my mind off a lot of things."

He gstopped then ©but I could sce
there was something else h e waonted to
saye 1 couldn't guess what so I urged
him on, -

"Why, whet elsc might yoube doing?"

At +this his calm loft him, He
socred to breck up beforc my cyes. He
folded his puper nervously and tossed it
ovcr the edge of the bus, I noticed his
hands vere shoking like. thoscof o chron.
ie alcoholic, He turncd to me.

"Do you mind if I tell you a story?
he csked, quite irrclevently it seemecd,
"Personclly ‘I don't carc whether you do
or not. Herc it is.”

Then instead of going on he St0Dw
pcd, not hesitatingly, but =s if he were
trying t » collcet all big thoughts =
that his story would be ecoheront. I sat
and waited for what seemed scverzl mine
utes, then suddenly he went on.

"I don't carc what religion you
are, whether you have any or not, wheth-
c¢r you belicve in Heaven cnd Hell and
God and the Devil or not. VYou probably
von't bolieve my story anyvicy."”

I can't romember what I caswered to
thet, but I dmow thot thinizing I hod
come across cnother of these cranks 1
rmuabled some kind of assurcace ond he
scened satisficd,

"I think I'11 start zight in the
mniddlce and then go buck to the beginning.”

He poused o morient. "Whet would you
say if I told you I wces +the Deovil, o
rozl flosh ond blood Satan  — probebly
one of o million Setans that are valking
the strects cll over the world this very
mimted" :

Hc noticed mnmy stortlcd cxpression
wnd, looking rothor smg, continued.

IOV S | Tou s thrigdle shinag ikt ferazy
ond I don't blane you, I thought so my-
sclf, ot first, but I know nowthat I wes
tronge. I lmow quitc definitely now that
I g Sctun, or as I suggosted beforo,,
one of o million Satzns.”

I could think of nothing battcr £ 0
scy than, "But Good God mant”

"Well, thot's the middles
stort ot the boginning,"

"I wes walking dowvmn Broadway ¢ n o
evoning, just coming into Times Square.
As usucl, it was crowded wnd I did a lot
of bunping zlong through the nob. I wos

novwr 111l
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4n rather an ugly frame of mind at the
time and the crush didn't help it any.
I'd had a row with the wife at supper
over an expensive necklace she  had
bought without asking me, and as I walk-
¢ along I muttered to myself, "I wish
the damn thing would choke her.," If on-
ly I'd knovn whot that idle thought spo-
¥en in a moment of anger would result in,
=» woll, she wouldn't be dead today."

"I got home aboud -an hour luter
feeling much better gnd eeady to apolo-
glze to her. I found her lying across
¢he autometic dishwasher ~ dead. Her
neoklace hed caught 4m someway and had
strangled her, Noturally the demn thing
should have brolken f£4rst, but it hadn't,
By a single fleoting thought I1'd killed
her,"

He said it 4n a cold matter-of-fact
way that chilled me, There was no note
of sorrow 4in his voice, He said it as
4f he had Dbeen reading the baseball
scores to me.

"It must hove been awrful,” I said,
sounding and feeling a lot more sympa-
thetic than he., "“But it was just o hor-
rible coineidence, There is no reuson
to take on this way about it."

And he went on in that same cold
voice, "Yes, I called it coincidence
too, at the time, I called it coincidence
agein two days later at the office when
speaking of a certain business rival I
unthinkingly wished he were dead. I
ilearned laber thet he died very suddenly
ot the exact m om e n ¥ I had had the
thought, That gave me quite a shock..
Once it could b e called coincidence.
Twice it vms too hard to believe. DBut
to believe anything else was even more
difficult.

"Then I huad the idea that possibly
I was possessed of some strange power by
which I could will things to oceur. 5o
I tried sxperimenting. I tried to make
my pencil leap irto my hand, 1o make a

chair adjust itself for me so that I
conld sit down in it easily. Nothing
like this woried, of course. I didn't

find out until lster that only my evil
wishes were carried out.

"What heppened this morning really
decided me,  The taxi in which I was
carivisg norrevly migeed running over a
amall ehild who had suddenly darted out
from the sjdewclk., I muttered to the
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driver that kids who take no more notice
of traffic than that deserve to be run
down. Suddenly, for no obvious reason at
all, the car behind us swerved across
the road, jumped the curb onto the side-
walk and plowed into a group of children
Playing there. The driver said later
that he couldn't understand it at all,
His car had Just suddenly swerved, teer-
ing the wheel from his hands. Unwitt-
ingly I had killed or injured at least
helf a dozen innocent children,

"You can't imagine what I went
through the rest of that day. I wanted
to drink myself into a stupor but I was
afrzid to for fear of what I might think
or say. That was when I begun question-
ing' my sanity, but it wasn't for long.
Less than three hours after the taci in-
cident I had killed another three per-
sons, It was then that this Devil idea
came to me, «nd now I am guite positive
about it."

He sat beock then and waited for me
to do or say something. But there wasn't
enything I could sey. So we sat there,
not specking o word, and I turned his
story over wnd over in my mind. God
zlone knows whct he was thinking, I t
wes all too fantastic, Every bit of
comon sense in me scid that he was ly-
ing, thet he was med, that he hed imeg-
ined all these things, but I believed
him. He hod told his story so simply,
g0 matter~of-feetly that I couldn't help
but believe him., You can imcgine how I
felt, My whole concept of life ond liv-
ing hcd been suddenly shattered. 0L ad
what he t0ld me was +true then thewry
lives of everyone were hanging by silken
threads. There was nothing betvweon life
cnd decth but the chance thought of the
nen beside me — or a million more 1like
him — «nd therc vias nothing I could do
chout it. Every logiccl reason for our
cxistence had been suddenly snotched
atraye  There wos nothing but chenece t o
decide whether we should live or die.

I don't now how long we sat thos
way, but it must have been ot least fif-
tcen minutes before I guid anything .
I spoke to him as calmly as I could.

"Whet are you going to do?"

"I sm going + o kill myself.," He
seld it totally without emotion.

"When?"

"Any time within <the next hour or
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two. 1 should have done it this morning
when I first found out, but you see it
takes a great deal o f courage to0 end
one's life., I tried for a while to will
my own death but it didn't work. I'm
afraid that would herdly be evil in my
case, would it?%"

I nodded ny undecsbtending. "B u t
just what will you accomplish by 157"

"Prinarily, there will be one less
devil in the world.®

"You henestly believe  there are

more like you?
"I can't see why not. It may be
like & contazious dissase, B u t going

bacl to yonr gquestion, you can under-~
stand how impossible it would be for o
to go on living, can't you? I coulda't
go through encther day lile this."

"4 must be dreadful.”

"By the way, this whole business
hes given m e a rather interesting
thought, I think it may explain « f@ed
meny of the ¢ icides that occur every
year. Of coursc, they all give otvher
reasons, but don't you find that most of
them are rather inadequate. They can
herdly explein such a serious «ffair as
self-destruct. »m.”

"Mhat is o possibility," I admit-
ted. "ihose suicids notes thut are left
behind are usuclly very unsatisfactory
as for as logical explcnations go, an d
ag a result suvicide 1is generally mut
dowm as being Ane to temporary insanity's

"And isn't it possible that my con-
dition ot the Tresent moment mnight b e
dingnosed as & temporary insanivy My
words ond actiong must certainly rem
mad. I think it is a very plausible ex~
cuse for suicide, but unfortunately it
could hardly be made publice rFerhaps
someone has +old this story before hut
it was tolren for the bebblings ofisval
Tram st

"But mightn't it be be hrr iAf it
were?"

"Mede public, you mean?"

"Yes,"

"lover. Oncc this story was lmowm
there would be & wave of panic wnd hys-
toria that would sweep the world. I
would kill o1l =mbition end initiative;
it would toke «wrey ShT v ooy ENL o)
on living., You kmow that Dbecausc you
Jmow how it has effected you, an intel-
ligent business male So can't you sce

9

vhat it would do to the mess of unthink-
ing and unimsginative people everywhere?
could you expect them to go on &as usual
knowing all the time that death w & s
hanging over them?"

"But doesn't it all the time? Are-
n't our lives unstable as it -is? We
never know when we might bes taken."”

"No, of course not. Dut relative
to what you and I know now, don't you
think that life and cdeaivk ag the rest of
the -orld sces it id samething infinite-
ly concrete?" :

"Yes, 1 suppose you're right," I
agreed, “But 1t still seems a ierrible
pity that this +thing should g6 on, day
after day, vyear after year, witih noone
but tho few unfortunates Llike yourself
knowing of it, Eren then it 1s highly
improhadvle that meny of the others -ever
reached the conclusion that you have ar-
rived at, which means that altogethor
there can't possibly be morc than a fow
people out of The two billion cxisting
novy who arc il awarce of the evil
that is guiding Thoir lives”

"Haaz it oceurrcd to you what light
thie might throw on the mystery of fthe
Afwrican Wit Doctors?”

"ihy n., but that is an interesting
thought ,"

The Sua had gone behind a cloudbank
and judeging from the look of the western
sky it wasn't likely that it would ap-
pear eguin that day., It was cool and I
pulled my coct cround mea little closer,
The man beside me, without his topcoat
didn't seem to0 notice the chill, He
stood up suddenly and I moved into the
aisle to let him out,

"I think I'1l got off here,” he
said in tha’t cold voice of his,

There wasn't veory much for me to
say ond I don’'t think he expected any-
thing. I put my hend on his shoulder
and the squeeze I gove 1t oxpressed far
morc cloaquently something thet I could
not have put into words.

Thew she bus stoppod L @niixed &ovn
the stcre guite calmly, stennea off with
o glight jump ~nd -eliked dovm the street
almost breezily. I never saw him oguin.

I got off at the next stcp and
caught a bus going th: opposite woy..
During our couversation I hnd not no-
ticed thaot we had gone miles beyond my
intended der ination.
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Well, Lucky, you cen picture my
state of mind, You are probably think-~
ing the same things right now, It had
all left me +with a sort of weak and
helpless feelin{_; that has been with me
gver since, Pgychologists spesk of
frustration, They +toss the word around
and use it wherever convenient, I think
I have suffered from the only complete
and tyue frustration., 4nd due to my
selfish desire that this story shall not
die with me, I'm afreid you will h.ve to
go through it too,

But the story isn't finished yet.
These facts alone are herdly enough to
warrant ny death tonight. Knowing mc as
you did you must have realized thsat al-

rezdly. Fossibly you may have guessed
the remsinder, that in somc manner the

on the bus
For that is

F v

horriblc powexr of that man
has becn transferrcd to me,

Th

//a'l.-‘

: A lone blI‘d . F 'ex

e bt

The last man walked 51(&11 un even ”OEJCC,'
With step slow and st

A cold sun hung in the dark blue sky,
And the sand flung itself to the breezes PaS

surest signs of a world soon to die, g ]
where once were seas.

,

" A f’hl'Ll vnﬁ&\blevr,ﬁ- hy' the wountains clear, i

“éold sun'\\@(:_f.--’\\;_,,.? ¥
'nea’th the evenind~=tar 41

O'er a wor}.’d WhOse day was done.

A rvrfﬁed towe’f’ -in the distance rose,
ll;uuahltﬂ SE“__ﬁmi_ﬁgng el e Y

Of death and desolation come

In the passing of l-'lal‘;:.".'g;? gloTy,

)

dyo'er the sand,

The Devil -~ in a Pin-Stripe Suit
what hoppened, and just as he did I can
find no  alYterpntive, I havs caused
my little share of evil cinecce then jJjust
as I suppose it weas my duty to do, but
what is more important, I don't believe
I have 'infected® cnyons with this mol-
ignant thing.

So now, Iucky, vyou know vhy I have
done it, Possibly I shouléd ncver have
told you, but knowing you as I do, ]
think you will understaond. Whether Se
thers will hear of it too is up to you
to deeide, I know what the wise decision
should bec, but were I in your vosition 1
raothor doubt that I would moke it,"

Thot wea 2)ll, He had sigied it
"Sincercly yours,"”
= WL R Tt E X D —

ol

Last live relic of a‘;d_ ce-proud race,
;&m&g last stund.
e L

Last survivor of &

tPetros'
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It is all wvery, very flattering.
Beak amd Al Betts have both said I should
do a colurin ior CANADIAN FANDOM. Both
went on to intimate that a CANADIAN FaN.
DM svithout some Croutchisms was some-
thing thaet shouldn't, mustn't be con-
donsd., So, having killed Light Flashes
as such, and wishing to support the mag-
azine, this iz the result.

As 1 See It has no policy. I dis~
like poiicies. Hav1ng a policy is 1like
having the gout, or 1is that an inapt
sinile? Anywzy, lLaving & policy means a
self-imposed line that I mst be con-
tinually wudzing withnnrpedal extremity.
It means being tisd to a set formula. If
I get wearied of doing one tyrme of thing,
it is tough to breck away. Idon't prefer
that. So this column 1is going to
be as laciting in poliey as an insurance
agent who kas just been fired. I want %o
have things sc I can wander on cnd on,
aimlessly perhops, gebbing acbout this
and that and the other thing. Noturally
Beak will hove to be careful when recd-
ing my output, for I may say some
ncughty, noughty things thet certain dear
little angels mey not approve, And here
end now 13 as gocd a place as any to say
that I, and I alone, am responsible for
2ll ubterances that appear herein from
now on. Whet appears in this column re-
fleets in no way Beak's feelings, the
ragazine, or anybody but Crouteh. No,
Beck didn't ask me to sey this; it's my
own idea, just so you cantankerous zuys
and ga lsxﬁmvure always s0 ready to spike
somebody won't take it out on the editor
for something I said. If I sin, I rest
on my evils; if I err, it's because I'm
human; if I tread on anybody's toesg it's
because it was intended,

So that 1s whot As I See it will
be, unless 1 chunée my mind later on.
Just a line of opinionated maunderings

Ao RO CalrT
thut some won't 1like, most won't ngres

with, and 2z few will positively dislike.
S0 now you are warned. Recd on if you
are still curious, or stop here.

For the inavguration -of this
suspicious occasion I want todoa little

spouting about publishing in the Fao
field, I feel I c¢nn tolk with some
little authority es I've done my stint

in this direction and will continue to
glut the market with more of my output.

What I am driving at is the fact
that every little fan who gets his mitts
on same means of duplication immediately
thinks in terms of putting out e maga-
zine. (Please note that in pro circles
a magazine is a periodical that appears
on a somewhat set schedule.) Any way
Joe Fann and Iosophine Fonn are going to

print, so it's got tc be a magszine, or
S0 he/she thinks.

WHY?

Yes, why? Why a magazine with all

its pitfalls that lurk waiting to trap
the unwary? The road 40 a successful
mogazine 1is long and twisty cnd closed
in by such delightful dangers as Sched-
ule, Deundline, Material, Pcid or Unpaid
Circulction, znd so on and so forth. And
IF you DO get by these demons then wyou
find the Biggest Demon of all, TFleasing
the Recder.

Consider —— you huve a schedule or
else you haven't a ftrue magozine, It
night be annuclly, or semi-cnunuclly, or
bi-monthly, or monthly, or whet hove you.
No motter which one it is, it means c
deudline you hove to meet. You  think
that +this 1is euasy once you have the
matorial on hond. Is I%? The only moan
who can mect a deudline successfully and
continue doing it is the maon with money,
the men without a job, and the men with
the sustcincd interest to slave away ot
it dcy ofter day with no let-up.
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Let's suppose you arce that Mythical
Fon, You have the filthy stuff to Dbuy
the wherewithel. You have the Ytimc —
ne job %o intorfere. No wife -— no
friends - no nothing to tie things up
now and then. You meet your dJdeadline
overy month or whenever the deadliire is.
Things are swooth  then, for a +time
assuming of course, that you clso have
the motericl. lictericl is eacsy to get,
if you know how. I never had cny trouble.
In faet, 1 never have any troubls, and
don't expeet cny in the future. Lucky
you! Your magazine is then going to go
along niecc and smoothly.

But is it? After severcl months
you suddenly weke up some morning and
find you heve lost touch with the origi-
nal idoa -— . you have ¢ slightly paler
interest.,

A mogozine without a policy will
help you prevent this for then you ccn
print ncarly cverything that comcs your
WZY e BUT sunposc you scll it - you'wc
got to sctisfy the cash customers. it
you cre goins to charge for your littlic
broin bret  you hove to give the rceders
whet they desirc. Of coursc, 7ou can
givo it cwey; thot's fun. Or at least T
think it is. You con print wheat you like
then ond o hell with what peoplc think
— to o cortzain extent, anyway,

But therc are still certain  things
you can't touck, You mustn't, for in-
stancc, touch spicy stuff; you know, scx,
the flowcrs and bugs cnd becyes and such.
Noughty, noughty! And you have tc be
ccreful what you say cbout polities,
espeeially if it's the politics of somo
other country, [or somc of your roadors
may be gosh-cwful sensitive about thoir
1oeal smoll-fry. And the same with ro-
ligion. You mustn't call the Cetholics
whetever you think they are, for someonoe
js n Catholic, You mustn't lough over
Baptisnal Rites, for somcone is surc .to
bc o Baptist. Surc as guns you 4O some-
thing someone will want to cut your
whatever-it-is-they-cut-out out.

Some of +the more moturc Fen night
1ikc to do somc nice barefoot picturesg,
or write somec nico beorefoot siories, or
do some nice Dborefoot varse, but you
mietn't touch. Junior, who is-omly 10
and reads Shaverology might get them and
then the fat would be in the fire, And

there are always some so-called grownups
who are Jjust as straight-laced as a Mid-

Viectorian corset.

As I Sce It

Not that I approve,
HOT STUFY¥, +tsk, tsk, in a magezine, or
all of the time. But I, 1like many of
the mature boys, like some real snifty
handouts now and then.

Another thing. Joe Fann, the pub-
lisher, gets it into his head to turn
out a very elebcrate magazine, maybe his
first, maybe his third issue. He works
1ike mad for wesks and turns out some-

completely, of

thing wreally creditable. But he has
shot his bolt doing it. The fire dies
dovn and that's the last we hear of him,
Too bad; a genius in the making got
got unmade.

I've gone through most of this my-
self., 1 1like ©publishing, but hang it

all, I hate schedules and dsadlines amd
heving to refuse to touch ceritain items
beeeage of thiz and that wnd the other
thing. Out of my mailing list for LIGHT,
perhaps 20 or 20 would like a dandy issue
all hot and tothered now and then, but
the vost would shoot me for it. Now and
then . I get wehelilious ard would like to
whinp up a shocker, dut I don't like
foisting mv l:kee and dislikes too much
unon those who dou't go for such things.
Publishbing a mogazine is almost 100%
creative work. You have +to have that
urge to get going and keep going. This
urge doesn't run true. It waones, it
ebbs znd riscs like the tidcs, This is
no gooc for a mags,ine, which should show
cither o consistent outlook and interest ,
or elsc a gradually rising interest amd
improrencnt .
How mony GOOD magazincs have sud-
disappearcd? Widner's YHOS.
Leney's ACOLYTE (muybe). Warner's
SPACEWAYS. LIGHT clmost did., Hurter's
CENSORED did. It cven ®lookod once OT
twice ag though Taylor would  follow
suit.

So what aore we publishsrs to do?
Must we publish o magozine, or just with-
drow ond let tho rest do the work? Must
wo, likc Widner, write for those that do
continu,? Taat 1is a darned dark and
disnnl oubiock for those of us with
quplscator inx for blood, and for Joe
Fonn wan wants to publish, yet hasn't
the time tO rUn © MAgIZiDC.

How about a one-shot affair, I hear
somebody ask. Shoot the beggar. Turn-
ing out a onc-shot megazine is as highly
undignified as robbing the poor box at
chureh or spitting in the Ffont, Most
one-shot affairs are lousy, hurriedly

éonly
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put together, containing nothing worth
while. They are whot their neme implies,
something whippcd up on +tho spur of tho
momont, with no Torethought, no precpar-
ation,

So where docs that leave us?

IT LEAVES US A FIFLD THAT RUBLISHING
FEN SEEM TO HAVE NEGLECTED EXCEFT FCR A
VERY FEW ITEMS. The Fanecyclopedic is a
notable ocxample of the output of this
1little cxplored fiecld.

In professional publishing we have
mogozines, newspapers, pamphlets, and
books.

In fan publishing we have magazines,
news sheets, one-shot affairs, now and
then worth-while pamphlets, BUT WHERE
ARE THE BOOXZ?

The Fantagy Amateur Press Association
is the closest to it -~ members issue what
might be termed as  books, but they
are not true efforts in that direction.

Consider the advantages of book pub~
lishing for fen: no deadlines, no sched-
ulesgs you publish when you have the time
and the interest and the urge. You can
give your output away or sell it. You
are not limited 1o a set format from
issue to issue. You can vary the number
of pages per copy. You can publish ab-
solutely anything, for when you adver-
tise your new book, only those that de-
gsire to read it will buy it. You can
take as long as you wish on each edition
& make it as elsborate as you like., You
need have NO poliey, You can plan any-
thing you like that you get an idea for,

Suppose, Tor instence, you geh the
notion youtd like +to turn out a collec-
tion of fiction of o certain type, You
contact various writing Fen and state
what you'd like. You can get some illus-
trators in on the dueal, and have the
stories actuclly i1llustrated. You cun
tcke two montlis, six months, a year, for
the projoet. lUWhen it 1is finished you
ccn have a bool &5 puges in size, or 50,
or 100, You work on it when you can,
when you have ¢ creative desire., You are
not pressed by o deadline and therofore
you can do your best work.

When it is finished 2nd being sold
or distributed, you cen rest for as long
as.you like, If you put so much into it
you don't fecl like doing wny morc, that
is 211 well cnd good. In o fuar weels or
a few motnhs another idea will come clong
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and off you go again.

The only +type of material that I
can't see as being suitable is news.
Unless, of course, you werc to issue a
year book, chronologically 1listing the
most important fan happenings for the
preceding year. In other words, thresh
the Fan world, weed the seed from the
chaff, Bring out the Fanworld occur-
rences so they assume a reality, a con-
nected whole, to form a sort of history.

So there you are, publishing Fen.
As I See It, 1it's about time some of us
started investigating +this new field in
Fan publishing, started experimenting.
Who will lead the way? Who will forsake
magazine publishing and enter the riper
and more dignified field of FAN BOOK
TUBLISHING?

As this is a new column, and a sort
of experiment, I'd like to know how it
goes over, lhen you write Beuls, be good
sports and mention +this especially,
won't you? Thanks a lot. Be seein! ya
next issuc,

THE ED ICROR'I-AL WE

(Continued from page 4)

will arrive in time for the festivities
I dunno. We'll hear of that later.

Cover this issue, as most will have
noticed by now, is the work of Al Betts,
Torontofan, «nd newly appointed  art
editor of the mag. Al has a capable
staff on his hands of Jack Sloan, T Van,
Nils Frome, and Mcx Best. It is-intended
to keep the pages of CanFan liberally
besprinkled with 1llustrations., Al, af-
ter returning from New York and the
Merchont Mcrine, is now working near
Kepuskasing, Ont. His exact nddress is
not known, and letters should bhe sent to
18 Wascana Avenue, from where they will
be forwarded.

Don't look now, but I'm clmost
through. Just onc more plec for comments
and, more important, contributions. We

arc short of motericzl, voerticularly
crtieles ond reviews. OCon anyonc help
us out? 'Beak!
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IESLIE A. CRCUTCE| Ho chum! Here is &

letter of destructive
eprdticism for CF Humber 10 which I re-

ecived today without hullabaloo or fuss
and bother,
COVER: Frome 1s a good artist but

i
his work is better suited for the litho
as you saw. Congratse. See if you cen
got him to do aucther. However — I de-
elare the Towmele on ‘the lLoss is sub-~
buman, o alien, or something. Lookat
$hat tootsic Of lleTrSeeses.

CONTENTS Zii:  Gawdemmit (I natur-
ally expect you shall fumigate my re-
marks when they become too sulphurous)
((0f course)) it all to hell and back}
Here I was thinicing I could hit fandom
with the f{irst Conadian Fanzine with
colours, But vou Dbeat me to it. Butb
it's my owm fuult I =uppose. The Moy
LIGHT could have been out before this.
But it certainly will bo o coincidence
or something, both coming out for the
gope month. with some colour — like the
now car models — collusion betweoen man-
ufocturers and so Torth. This blue is
excellent, wet's hopc you can keep it
up, if no othcr rlace than here.

BEAK DROADCASTS: Thank you for the
new nomes ad addresses of Canadian Fen.
I an contomplating an FAPA publication
concerning Conadicn Fen, Half regular
size.  fHaelt Dpage is to bo about
a fan — nonicker ——. alicses -
pertinent and impertinent dota concern-
ing same. If T do I'1l bo culling on
fou for' cid as ycu can be ugeful when it
comes o digging up more dets thun 1 have
cecess to. You have a barefoot nude? I
mey went it laober on, I am ALSO contem-
plating a fan's bedroom companion or "How
to Bave Pun in Bed" ond if I do it will
run raupant with borefoot nudes. So hang
onto it chum, ond something mey come of

i ¢/4t>\\?
}g, quf

the ideco.
MASON IN MONTREAL: HNow was the Grest .

Hollis rTeally in Iftontreal?
really occur. I believe he
journeyed yon bdbut I believe
took libertines from there omn.
NOT & typographical error
rect itl) Only falsc note
Jack's resvonse %o The
cannot believe liason can possibly en-
vigage the possibilities of the Temale
anotony - and I clso cannot countenance
the suggestion that he realizes God made
females and moles different and to what
purpose’

METRELESS MEANDERING: As the butcher
said, "Today I wam metrelesst” Which is
a joke that is better Than 5 minus 1 is
also 4%

THE HABELSTROM: I, sir, sholl expect
to see this letter or portions thereof
printed in Nwaber 11, To the various
people represented thereing Bovards I
love you too., Speer: Bester Suith was
not intended to be scientific. But then
noybe you couldn't cateh the speerit of
the thingt In other words,  not o ghost
of o chance to cateh the whinsy of the
thing. Eloise: Hmmrm? Slogn: Oh never
nind Sloan. L never poy any aottention
to him -—=—— why should you? 1HMaybe Joek
should have o duplicator hinmseclf. Stone:
Will see if I can remember him when I
get back into the whirl  onec again,
Loogerore: Oh? If he loosemore maybe he

Did %his
might have
the Wack
(TBAT is
so don't. cor-
in this was
fair 90X e= I

~won!t hove sny left, huh?

SONG OF THE MARTIAN EXIIE: Moybe
that!'s why he wos exiled, wot?

SIUFF & SUCH: Well-writtcen, but
not being tinecly, it nmedc me yown. For-
gonally I 1like Hurter whon he is funny,
rother thon when he is scrious.

THE HIRROR: Frone should stick to

arb.



Tho Maelstrom

FCR _SALK FOR SAIE Fe~-- oh nutst
Nothing I want here.

UP AND ATOM: The weird thing about
this startling and anozing little bit of
wonderful nonsensec is that I like it.
Agtounding to scy the least, but by no
mneans stirring science.

FAN POISONALITIES: Pic does not re-
semble you, Leak. You are handsomer than
THAT. ((That's not the way I told you
to sey it, Les.))

HURTER CAKTOON: Seems to me I've
seen the same idea used somewhat sim-
ilarly once before. Could be?

A1l in all, a hot hunk of junk.

ALHERT BETTS

Frome's bit of fiction,

"The Mirror" and accom-
panying illustration take top honours,
followed by "Mason in Montreal". W hy
did you classify this as fiction? We all
know it was factual ~ didn't Hurter say
0? And while we're with Hurter, his
"Stuff & Sueh” still rates high, Don't
teke my word for it tho' —e— it must be
good, 'cause everybody says sO.

"Up and Atom” was as amusing as any-
thing dealing with Croutch could be. Re-
minds me that must drop him a linc
again one of these days. You're asking
for strong retaliation  tho! when you
refer $o him as the 'portly pornographer,.’

In the poetry dept, Kym Temby roused
a echuckle., "Song of The Martian Exile"
was good cxcept for verse one. Could be
something was wrong there,

"Beak Broadcasts" as an editorial
gets better cnd bvoetter. A h, poor Mr
Forn. I presumc he spent a cool winter
indocd without his hat and overcoat un-
lecss he mnde it back to Hawzii poste
haste. ¥

Eged! -Six new names on CanFan's
list. Your circulation figure is ging
up by beaps and lounds, ch? I wonder if
they'll hear from the Welcom of the NFFF?
How sbout it Dunk, or rather, Carlson???

So you nccd a cover and contri-
butions, I'm vorking on it - should get
an idea any doy now. As for an article
or such-likc —— I'vc written to Walt
Coslet of the manusceript burccu., Could
be you night hecr from him soomn.,

"Well, what do you know? C o r ni"
I'm referring to Hurter's cartoon,
Shades of Ghu and Fool

Fan Personalitics #3 evokes no com-
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nent so I'1l make none. So I'm going to
be dealt with in #4. Kcep it clcan —
that's all I ask, Wouldn't want anyone
to get the wrong idea you knowe.

"The Maelstrom! contained seven
very nicc letters. You sec, Beak — you
are approciated. You only have +t¢ scnd
out over 180 copies of CanFon and beforo
you know it you've got scven very nice
letters to print in the rcaders! sections
Nover mind. Wilt come a dey when you'll
get your just rewards.

Very clever the way you merged
Frome's coveor pic with youi mew CapFan
banner, And the drawing was up to the
usual high quality you meintain on your
covers, Of course you realize you have
a pair of very good mateur artists on
your staff in the persons of Frome and
Betts., But then, we're prejudiced,,
aren't we, Nils?"

One final comment. You used two
colours on your contents poge. Thot I
was seeing things at first, Wot huppened?

Trusting you to correct all spelling
ond grormatical errors It'll say ~— but
I'd better not. Welve gotta keep 1t
clean, you know,

In reference +to
the filetion, I
liked "The Mirror" best, "Mason in Mon-
treal” and "Up and Atom" werc silly but
entertaining.

I really enjoyed t h e
especially "Stuff & Such”,.
was good also, Let's
cartoons.

The poetry wasn't too bad, I can't
imagine "dim red deserts where no human
lives in a thousand mileg" as "fair."
But home is home, I suppose, and then
again, I'm not a Martian,

CHARIES R, JOHNSTON

features,
The cartoon
have some more

FHIL SHACKLETON

Your remarkable publi-
cation reached me some
while ago. Thank you too much, O vener-
able publisher. I am reading its heart-
ening contents with new ©blood eoursing
through my gradually congecling arteries.

JOE KENNEDY | The issue proved extremely
—————————— readable on the whole, and
the painstaking two-colummn format is in-
deed pleasing to the eye. Mugs like Can-
Fan and Light make me wish I'd Been
EEEding Canadian fan mags long before
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this.

Cover certainly needs no apelogy —
it's excecllent stuff,

Beaic Brocdecsats s o good editorial
columm, I 21ilzc your slightly rrmbling
gtyle of commcnt.,

Mason in Montrescl — somchow L m-
pressed yours truly as being higaly en-
tertaining; HBuriter very neatly combines
broad and subtlc humor. But then I al-
ways get & liicic out of perscnal-exper-
jence teles., ilas disaprointed to note
+that it's sericlized — %i#* to serials,
Particularly faunzine serials.

The Maelgtrom also made good read-
ing, Barbarz Eovzrd and Speer get ‘the
nod for best letters. QOoops — I note
samebody commented o n Mason's "The
Mother", which was in a baclt issue you
gent me. One of the best Lltems »7 fan
fiction I'vec. wread.

Stuff & Such was okay. Intellec-
tual, kinda.
The Mirror not bad. I1lustration

uvnusual.

Up 2nd Atorm d:d neot Imnress over-
much, Crouten should iIind 375 nbe
esting, no doubt, Carionsn on  pnge 21
was anusing, especially t he vigible
belly-button and <he trickling selivia
— 08 ¢ — -galival -— saliva -—- spit,
{Ah, the joys of Deing a perfecs /2/
speller .....)

Fop Personclitiegis o good featize,
and T was interested in vhe personal de-
toils. Could this be the bvegirning of
a wave of fan profiles. Severa. cther
fonzincs heave storted using personal
items such ns this, Moylap the fons are
becoming interested in one another again.
(Loud jeers from the gallery ot thot last
stotemont ()

Cartoon on ‘thc back cover was nlmost
the best thing in the lseme.

3

intor-

It was sure swell o
receive your letvser, Up
to now I didn't think there weire ANy
organized Canadian Feas, now I fird my-
self in the niidst of them. Ifve received
sample copies of quite a Tew Famings,
but I can honestly say CanFan beeto then
all. Your cover was definitely tie best
I've seen. I especially liked Frome's
pic for The iirvor. The I1dea wasn'vy
original, but it vas well done.

iason in ilontreal was well-writien.
I'm one of the iegicn of fans who [ike

! GERRY WILLIANS 1

The Maolstron

to find their science spiked with humor,
ana Hurtoer certainly knows his liontreal.
I'd like {0 complste that one story at
least. On the side, theough, I bet o
to one they wont to +thne Roekhead; just
for « shange of scencry, 1 mean.

i'm afraid my  moronic meanderings,
to swipe slightly from  Temby's title,
will be slightly frowned upon 1 f in-
cluded in 'The Maclstrom. Gluneing thru
it T felt Iike David meoting Golieth,
only without the aid of a verbal gl ing-
shot to deofend mysclf. Are rll these
Fen quiz kids or just a slicc off the
brain trust, I &sgked mysslt weakly ,
especially cfter Speer’s disscrtation
upon the Hyborian Age. Possibly I ex-
aggerate a trifle.

About your remark in - Beak Hroad-
caghg. I ‘personally doubt tiat the
Hiroshima Atom Bcmd eould cimre sterility.
In the Bikin® tests it cansed a gradual
lowsring of <The blood count which will
nrobably end in éeath. I should think
is would +mich soomer causs sterility
than cure 1%,

| BEAK T/YLOR | This overvhelming welcone
bow i g ConFon's  veturn after

eight months of retirement really tugs
at our heartstrings. 1 -2 ~3-4-05
-5 (count 'em) letters. Egad!l True
appreciation of effort. IFrowm 180 recip-
jerts, O ‘take the trouble to write. We
pether that the other 174 have forgotten
hew. it thoy ever Xnew. The most obvious
conclusicn, howevsr, I1s thal (anFan is
g0 blinkin lousy that it isn't worth —
while: if this is so, Just drop a card
or something and let us  INow. We'tll
perk her up even if we have to quit
school t0 4o it. I do the best I can
with what I have; someone should let ms
Ynow how better material is obtained. 1
ask fen “or meterial: they're busy just
then. L write to the manugscript bureau:
The criicles I do get are too short. © If
54 -sagnt ¢ for the efforts of Les Croutch
Hurs v, Jiits Froae and other Canadian Bn
the mes sloe would be blank,

segee  will not be sirculated
throug: the Fapa, members vlease note.

The wey things are going, it may be out
sfore the mailing, so  some Tapaites
will receive 1t before Number 10. Don't
1o alarmed. Your OF i1s having trouble.
Crouteh: You scem to like Fromc's
cover work. His i1lustration for mnext
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Larry

Discord as a scientific concept has
a definite meaning, but from a psycho-
loglical standpoint discord is a variable
without exact meaning.

When two pure tones are sounded to-
gether, the sound waves which they pro-
duce may interfere with each other. The
interference takes the form of audlble
"poats" or throbbing. At some point, as
the interval betwoon two notes 1ls varied,
the beats will become SO numerous per
second that the car seems to like it. I
sey the ear becausc whatever it is that
likes it, docs; and it might be the car.

Why don't we like a slow beat? Why
do we call it a discord? As a mattor of
faet, some pcople like it, Even though
we recognize the combination of notes as
a technical discord, wc are plcased o-
motionally, Docs that makc it a concord?
Yos, I'd say. For in music, T would de-
fond any conclusion bascd on cnmotion as
agoinst onc bascd on tho intcllecet.

Sip James Jeans i n SCIENCE AND
MUSIC says that the unploasantness of a
discord sccms to arise in part from the
mental irritaotion of ftrying to follow a

B“hﬁ&ti&

purcly physicel irritation produced by
a succession of rapidly clternating
stimuli, It 4is compared to the irri-
tation we experience when watching a
flickering movie.

I can imagine aon individual bo--
coming pleased by the gymnastics re-
quircd to follow Jecus' cbrupt changes,
and being stirred to 2 high pitch by
his rapidly alternoting stimuli, Why
imagino it? — you ecan see it happen
anywhore: today. when certain calculated
jazz is ©played — or ceclculated sym-
phonies! I confess +to toking savage
delight in chords I admit cre not con-
cordants I like the sounds made by Rey-
mond Scott!'s old quintet, ond Dukc BEl-
lington's carly music is on my favorite
list, ond Strevinsky, too, mokes sounds
that thrill.

A11 this leads to a point I want
to moke: rmusic, though it comes from
within, has been conditioned from with-
out. It has been subjccted to learning,
to habit, to custom. And two persons
will mnever agrec on a definition of
"good" musicj; neither will they cgree

guecession of abrupt and rapidly rc- on what constitutes a discord.
poated chonges, cnd in part  from the - .The Fnd---
THE MAELSTROM (From previous page)

issue should please you; I think it's
the best he's done yet, if I can get it
sct up properly. Illustrating a pocm,
the drawings are separate, and  the
layout is my worry. Whether or not I
can do justice +to some great artwork
remains t¢ be seen, but whatever ha-
ppens, it should prove most impressive.
AMlso on hand I have a weirdie by Bob
Gibson in crayon, and this should be on
front of Number 13, An unlucky number,
but a swell piece of art.

Betts: Guess I slipped up when I

classified Mason in Montreal as fiction.
The error has been corrected this isgsuc
as you will notice if you happon to look
at the contents page......four cover is
indeed excellent Al, and readers who
glance at the front of this issue will
corroborate that statement for me., Your
letter to Coslet also produced results,
in the form of Discord and a - shord
article which will appear next issus...
Two colors amazed you, eh? How about
this ish? Looks like a sunset from a
(continued on page 27)
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Last Tuesday was a big day in our
household, Not only had a settlement
finelly been reached between our cat and
an old Tom from across the lane whom she
was suing for breach o £ promise, but
that was the day the Martian got in the
S0UD,

Aunt Edgar had just finished a dis-
cussion onleft~footed Siberian Sea Lions
and we'were zll settling back prior to a
second round, when Rosie suddenly said,
"Migawd, there's a Martian in my con-
somme " - Now, of course, this seemed
quite absurd at the time; if he'd been
consuming alphabet soup, or some other
equally mysterious beverage, from which
almost anything is 1iable to snap at
you, we might have met him halfway. Our
alphabot soup has an aowfully annoying
habit of producing odd bits of machinery,
0ld teeth, dirty socks, and other odd-
ments, so we might quite roadily have
looked into his Martian, But to accuse
a nicc, quict, unassuming bowl of Con-
gorme of such malpractises seemed a dis-
tinet tactical blunder.

We would hove ignored Rosie com-
pletely, had not this fool Martion ex-
ponded in the soup, moking o terrible
mess on the table. . You know the way
Martions hcove of calling attention to
themselves, They're good fellows, bar-
ring certain eccentricities, such as
dropping sand on the floor, {Whore they
get it 211 1 don't know., We had to move
upstairs after this one left.) bdbut they
all have cn infernal dcsire to cause a
commotion., Our Martian was no exccption,
He probably thought. it was funny to spill
soup on the toblecloth.

Anyway, coftor this turn of cvonts,
therc was a bit of an awkword pausc.. We
were wondering what tho usual procodurc
was when o Morticn spilt soup on  the
table, and he was probably vondering the
somo thing, Aunt Edgar was the only onc
40 retain any presence of mind; - she
holpcd our visitor float to the floor.

This floating business was quitc

R
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\ SOUP
I W)\
uj} BY Beak Tayler

intriguing to the family ot first. It
scemed like ¢ very handy trick %o hawe

up your slceve for odd moments when you
fall downstairs, or comc down with hcavy
Acrophobia, Unfortunately, floating
is not catehing, All of us s pent

several jolly minutes lurching about the
roori in atterpts to do it, but suceccded
only in brecking scoveral chairs and
banging our shins secvorcly. So we all
sat dowm ogain and got our indigestion
back into shape, Aunt Edgar sct a placc
for the Martiam, eaend he made himself
right at home.

Eating proved to be
icult., Our visitor had absolutely no
manners, and insisted on eating every-
thing through his mnose. I forgot to
mention that this Martian had no mouth ——
only a nose, which served as a sort of
trough through which he sucked h i s

a little diff-

vietuals, His mother would have been
ashamed at the fuss he made about it,
throwing chunks of meat and vegeatbles

agbout the room. Still, I suppose you
must give him credit. I'm sure I don't
know what I'd do if I had to eat through
Iy nose,.

After dinner, we all went into the
living room. . A faux pas seemed in the
offing when Rosic asked the Martian what
the hell he was doing in his soup. The
Martian only looked pleasanty however,
and scid nothing. As a matter of fact,
we couldn't get a word out of him all
afternoon. I've never seen such a close
mouthed individual. I should think that
when you suddenly find yourself in some-
one's soup you should at least make an
atteript to apologize, not that 18411
do much good. Appearing in soup is a
distinet social blunder.

As Aunt Edgar said, our Martian
friend was blessed with a great abundance
of proboscis, and probably had a very
nasal-sounding voice., = He may not have
wanted to sound coarse or plain and
spoil a good first impression. After
all, it is rather difficult not to sound
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like Fred Allen wﬁuh—
adenoids when a nose is your sole means
of cammunication - OK, Smarty; let's
hear you say something with your mouth
closed., Sounds something like m-m-mfitgbl
doesn't 1t? And that is not good English.

The probler: remained, however, that
we had a strange Martian on our hands.

“What does one do with a Martian? Do you
read to 1t? Sing to 1t? Dance at it? Or
do you just sit it in a corner with the
family album «and forget all ubout it?
Perhaps we could have gotten up a few
chdaradses.

Charlic got the bright idea of
taking it out ror a ride., We have some
very interesting country around here,
expecially out in the North end of the
city where a new  sewage system 1 s
going upe

Charlie, having started +the  idea,
was elected to drive, so he got the car
out whilc wec bundled about getting ice
for the sandwiches. When everything was
under control, we called our Martian to
come out and get in. Af % er severd
shouts we got no response, so I went in

l W e m*"!
case gfﬁm'"qﬁﬁfﬁsﬁ%e S g
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j:c
“Muich to- my-dlscomfort I discovered
that he'd decided %o .go back to Mers,
taking house and everything in it with
him. Something in his travcl system musk
have gone wreng, however, since he only

—AKBEST

got part of it there. H o loft the
physical house +there in our yvard, but
somehow got its subeonscious part over

to good o0ld Mars —— you know that other
identity houses have, espseizlly when
you've just floundered through the door ot
3 As M, and 211 the lights cre out.

Anyway, as I said, I went into the
house to look for our friend. The hiteh
occurrcd when I woent back to tell the
family hc wasn't there, Apparcntly the
door into the house was on Earth, while
the door out was on Mars, a distinet
disadvantago as Aunt Edgar ond the others
discovered when they arrived,

We have quitec a commnity now, in—
cluding most of our neighbourhood and a
good proportion of the eity policc force,
As for the Mcrtians; they'rc as amazed at
this turn of cvents as we are.

e U U o
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SYNOPSIS: Mason arrived in Montreal on
o Seturday morning, as dry as only a
person coming Trom Toronto can be. In
faet he was no dessicated it was a
positive desecration to the fair city
of Montraczl. At the station he was met
by the handsome Wack™ who took him on
a tour of MeGill, the Galety, and
then an alchoholic round of the
night spots. As we left them last
issue, they had Jjust staggered from
the Ste iMichel and were about 1o enter
the Vald'Or.....

Now, unknowvn to Mason, the Wack
had called together the Mars Patrol,
and things locked bad for Mason's
sigter's brother who was in command of
the Iana base. For if Luna Base fell,
the hordes ol Boskone would descend on
the Marsinis and then yould start to
come through the Kye. But Mason was
hoping to Whiskey through +the fourth
extompornl dimension to Scotch the foul
founder of the fiendish fracas. but
who knows what will heppen? Who cares?
I don't; do you?

CHATTER 3.15177°

STIENTLY THE 1MASON atopggorcd up tho 1long-
f1ight of stairs, the Wack pughing man-
fully on his posterior. At last, after
a great déal of heaving, the Wack pro—
pelled the liason into the Val 4'Or. The
burly head wailter approached the duo.
Duo or die, they stood their ground.

"Ah, monsgieur Hurter," he said. "I
am so sorree, but tonight Te have no
tables near ze floor.”

"Byt surely," murmured the Wack.

"Ah, one moment. Zere is one table
at which only two ladies are saated,"”
roplied the hoead wedltsTe

"Women,? shouted Mason, als oyes
unblearing for a moment. "ic 1l take 1it."

The Wack nodded in agreement, and ,
after crossing the palm of that seventh
son of a seventh son of a with silver,
they followed him to a table beside the

}
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floor at whioch sat what passed for wo
ladies.

"Gad, BEM's,"
he sat down.

"Aghhhhhhht" sighed Mason as ho foll
into the chair, "Arcn't we the  lucky
onos?"

"Correction," said the Wack. "Aren't
they?"

The Mason sat, head propped in his
hands, gazing at the painted "girls' le-
fore him, The better looking of the tTwo
harpies drew a cigarctte from a pack
(of cigarettes, not wolves) lying on the
table.

muttered the Wack as

CHAPTER 4.72

"Oh hum," muttered the Wack, as she
senrched in an obvious manner fOr a
match, "Routine numbor two. I guess they
conldn't very well pull the camora rou-
tine in here."

The Wack fatalistically drew his
lighter from his pocket, The harpile
ailed, revealing a glaring cxpanse of
porcelainc, She leaned forward, The
Wack flicked his lighter. Bahml A six -
inch-high fleame burst into searing heat
from thce top of the lighter. The harpie
withdrow hastily, half her cigaratte in-
cinerated. The Wack chuckled.

"7Ze joke mosieur?" she said.

"Ah, parlez-vous anglaise,” said
the Wack.

") leetle bite only,” she sald.
"But my fran, she only parle francaise."

"iell Mason," said the Wack. “Your
chance to try yours oubt."
"sh yes," said Mason, gazing in

rapture at the harpie before him. "¥on
oncle est un crayon.”
The herpies gezed at him in amaze -
ment.
"J1 est fou,
harpie exclaimed.
"Et vous sont tres jolly aussi,"m -
plied Magon, beaming at the compl iment.
He motioned to the waibter.

je pense,” Mason's
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"Seoteh and soda for all of us."

"And two cuarts of beer as a chaser
for me," interrupted the lack.

In a moment the waiter was back with
the drinks. The harpies corl, raius o
their thonks and the foursome ongaged In
o pleasant interlude o f conversation,
Magon struggling along in his broken Eng-
lish and the l.ack in his passable French.

The girls (the title is purely com-
plimentary «s neither would see 35 again)
the Waeck soon discovered, lived, ashe had
surmised alreedy, on Ontario Street, and
had just come to +the Val d'Or for an
evening of fun,

A blare from the orchestra cut into
the conversation., The show was on, With
a prance and a caper the chorus bounced

out on the flcor, and began to perform
the ususal sort of wiggles. As the end of
the chorus line approached their table, a
pretty little blonde amiled at the Wack
and sald:

"It1] be out after the show, Fred.,"

The ‘ack glanced ot the harple
before him:

"iake it fast Betty," he shouted.

The show continued with a soft shoe
dance by @ young negro, «nd a serles of
rather feclthce songs by a buxom negross.
Then came the climax of the show, & new
passion dencer, Lottie by neme. A tall,
slim, tevmy mullato, ghe swept gracefully
across the i1loor, drapes flying under the
soft blue light, while t h e orche stra
drwmed, boorm, boom, bDOOM.

The liason's cyes were again doing on
ymitotion of a EEM by Bergey. OUnly his
glasses kept them in their sockets. he
Wack ordered enother round of doubtful
Scoteh, lingon, eyes literally glucd to
the floor, Arczin:d@ his glass.

"Hiec, shu wodderful place Morcoalll
Oh why do L huoff to go back to Toronto."

Toars gloored in Moson's eyes.

Then the chorus agein, &nd the show
was OVET. “he orchcstra came up with
dancc music, ard Mason turncd to his harpic:

"Foulez-ous dancor ma cherry?"

The linson stoggered out on the floor
with her and Dbegen 1O perform, What a
The Wack, since Betty had not yet

sight! :
shovm up, wusked the other harpie for a
dancc. She duneed beesutifully, 1like &

sack of flour. Finally the ordecal was
over and they were seated agein,

Suddonly & blonde goddess dreasod
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in something red eand clinging appeared
at their table: Betty at last. The two
harpies glared in anger as the Wack
pulled up a chair for her, und prepered
to leave. Mason assisted them with their
coats, and whispered to the ack:

"Shall we escort them home?"

"Are you crazy?" said the Wack in
amazement, "Do you want to be found
next morning with your pockets empty and
a bump on your noggin?”

With regret, DMason wateched them
leave. Then he turned and looked close-
ly, (he had to look closely for he could
no longer see very far) at Betty,

"Shades af McCauley, what heaven
did you come from?" ; ey

Be tty smiled, "Your friend Ias
quite a line,” she said to the wack.

"Yes," said the Wack i1n annoyance,
"These Torontonians seem to develop e
rapidly in Montreel atmogvhere.”

"Tu eres hermosa, hermosa con esa
hermosura que inspira al vertigo," mur-
mured Mason 1in Letty's ear,

"Hey!" cried the Wuck,
linel"

" hich means in Spanish," contimead
Mszson, "that you are beautiiul, beauti-
ful with that beauty which makes one
dizzy. TFor truly you ure beautiful,
yours is a honey-pale beauty. You are
like Helen of Troy, for whose beauty a
thousand ships set sail; you are like
that overpowering Circe that....."

"Hey! Wait a minute! Woit a min-
utel” gasped the Wack, "This 1s treasm;
plagiorism, that's what it is.” He tum-
ed to Betty.

"T think we had better be leaving"

“iren't you coing to escort me home
tonight?" she pouted.

"I'ye got to take i home,” seld
the VWack, pointing to the swaying Masm.

"jell, you could at least ctay a
while," ghe said. "I think you're jus?
a mean jealous thingl® She rose from her
chair and stemped off among the tsbles.

"Ohhhhh! groaned the Tiack as he
propelled Mason to the check room. Tkey
donned their coats, Masonnmanaging to mt
his on backsards, and dowm « flight of
stairs they staggered, the .itck singing
something about:

"There vwas a robot nemed Villiam,

Whose body was made of berylium."
to console himself over the Betty episode.

"that's my
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And dovm St Lavrenec they staggered,
the Vack's stangor being due to induced
vibrations. The Wack was now singing
something about a Hermit named Dave. At
the corner of &t Lawrence and St Cather-
ines, he heard a familier chant:

"We are, we zre, we are the engineers.

Wo can, we can, demolish foriy beers.

So ecome, 8O come, So come and drink

with e

For we dou't give a damn

For any cld nan

Who don't give 2 damn for us!
And sure enough, swinging over to St
Lawrence camc the other two members
of the Unholy 'Tric and a few other chom-
ieal engincers.

"Lookt"” wont up the shout,
Hurterl”

MMherc huve you beon? said Joe.

Mle've Dbeen to the Esguire, to
Rockhead!s Furadise, to the Devon Cafe,
to Slitkins and Slotkins, to the Night-

eap, the Iawaion Grill, ond the Sto
Michel & couldn't find you," said Art.

Wietrc off to the Blind ¥ig. Com-
ing?" scid =11.

"No," aighcd the Vack.
my fricnd hemc.”

"Miell, so long," went up the shout,
and the chant, "o are, we arc...” fudod
away up St Lavrence.

At lust, the Vack found a texi, and
avay they spun to the Town of Mount Royal,
the Mason hunming to himself the whilea
rather horrible parndy:

I am, I am, filled up with rum & beer

I een, L can, 1 can no longer hear.

So cone, so come, and give me a guid~
ing hand;

For I am so tizht

I have lost my sight,

And hardly icnow how to stzndl

ihen they arrived at the abode of
the Wack, the ack guided Mason into the
den through the downstairs back entrance
and settled him on the studio couch. on-
derful thing, that back entrance. You
oould get into the lair of the Viack at
a1l hours of the morning without waking
up the house.

After outtingMeson to bed, the Wack,
exhausted from supporting hason, hit the
old saclk himeelf. ({Eged, scandal: a bag
in Hurter's btoudoir. Visit the Montven-
tion in 47. You will be allowed to hit
the sack t00.))

n"itt's

“T must take

Mason in Montreal
CHAPTER }CKI'V];

MORNING CAME, the sun rose, sent long
shafts of 1light through the den, high
lighting Mason in noisy slumber, and the
Wael: in deep repose. The swm rose all
by itself, It rose higher and higher.
Still by itself. Until at 11 O'clock
the vack arose, if it eould be sald that

he arose. But then arosc by any other
name is stil) =rose, Anyway, the Wack
got up and began to wander about in his

pyjmma top. He looked at the Mason.
Gad, whatta sightl A ficndish thought
passed through the Wack's magnificent
nmind. He got his camera, inserted Super
XX film, set the exposure for a 50th of
a sccond, opened wide the aperture, and
foeuged it on Mgson.

He grinnecd, then shouted:

"Get up ilcson! Rise
Heh, hch, heht”

Poor Licson grocned,
head, and begen to rise.

Click!

And the damning evidenee wos prese-
ved for posterity.

((Unfortunately, financcs prevent
us from reproducing this sensationcl on-
the-spot proof of Mason's sluggardly
conduet, In this issue. It will, however,
appear in the next installment of Mason
in Montreal. Don't miss this sensational
cxposel Night 1ift in the raw ond morn-

and shine!

clasped his

ing.})

“ippghtl?  seid Mason. "iWhat a head
I hove. I feol like Jog-iim after a
nightmorec.  And my mouth: filled with

sawvdust, I think. Give me a drinik.: Give
me o drink."

The Wack was amazed, but if he wan-
ted onc he could have onc. Io opencd
the side door at the end of the book
case, withdrew a bottle of Johnny Walker
apd poured a shot into a glass. Fe
passed it to llason. lMason gulped it dom
without opening his eyes.

fifhhihhhuuuaa,” he gasped. "I meant
weter. 1s there no water in this town?"

Leaving Mason to his agony, the
Wack glenced at his desk. LIGHT had a-
rrived, Muttering something about how
gtrange it was that anything put out by
a man of Croutch!s build could be termed
LIGHT, he hunted for his punch so he
could file that excellent little fanzine

((Continued on page 27))
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Curse Deall It's
had at leust the decency to make an apol-
ogy for the delay in getting out the mag-
azine, About threo days after the first
Atomic Bomb f311 I get a note from the
Beak to hurry up with Stuff & Such. I

a good thing he

pound like mad on the old typer on what
is a red-hot ncws item, using what little
data was +then available, Then he goes
and publishes the column about half e
year later, Raturally it is now old
gstuff and as such mostly nonsense. I
could now luounch into an accurate  des-
cription of the production of atomic
cnergy and bombs, but why bother, there
are now umpteen books on the market, to
say nothing of the Smythe report, which
I presume 2ll Yen have rcad. So & ploguo
and a pox upon the Book., He could have
et loast vritten me for a rewrive on the
atomic onergy busincss.

lihat moltes me still madder 1is that
several of my friends here were on the
projocet. One vas a mining engincer up in
Eldorado, wnd the other & chemical at
Cralk River. I romember well enough a-
bout a year ago drinking beer with them
and discussing the possibilities o T
otomic energy. And not so much @s o pecp
¢ron cither of them. In fact they pooh-
poohed the idea.

Agein looking over the atomic mess,
in the last issue, I note I was cll out
for lotting the Russizns, since they wero
our olly, in on the sceret. Buf now,
after sccing the rather imperieliastic
attitude of the Russiens, that spy bus-
iniess, and their goneral uwillingnesss
to coopcratc, I am beginning to think
that perhaps we followed the best poliey
aftor all. How too, I ses cll hopes of
a world govermment venishing for many
years, for it Tbocomes apo-rent that
Rusgsia will nover join a world goveri-
mont that isnot Communistic, which would
amount to world dictatorship.

Thet spy business struck rathsr
close to home. Ono of the people invol-
vod, Dr Raymond Boyer,was my leeturcr in

organic chemistry, and I was one of his
favorite students, I gtill find it 4if-
ficult to belisve that a men in his pos-
ition; wealthy, (he is more than a mil-
lioneire) a well-known and highly rated
oslentist, extremely popular, and the
best lecturer +the chemistry department
at McGill has seen for many years; would
reveal national secrcts to a foreign
power, Well, I guess it takes all kinds
of people to make a world. I am also
surprised to find that the sentences im-
posed on those people who betrayed their

country are lighter then those for com-~
mon theft.
Well, be that as it may. Enough of

politics, a subject about which I mow
vory little. I am reading Plate's
Republic at present. Can any kind
reader suggest a good general primer on
present day politics?

Well, (why do I have to start every
second peragraph with that word?) a
1ittle over & month ago came the long-~
evraited ovont. Convocation. At last the
long awaitcd note. "With due authority
of the Senate.....fulfilled all require-
mentss.....for the degree of Pachelor of
Engincering,” After ull my worrying, and
surprise? Surprise! First prize for
thesis and the highest mark (100%) ever
given for o thesis. UYhen in tlie morning
of that duy, cap and gowm, crowds of
friends, the conferring of the degree.
In thc aftermoon, drinking beor et the
FPeel with the other members of the Unholy
Trio. And in the ovening the Convocation
Ball, First the Normandic Roof, the Un-
holy Trio singing and drinking, tho girls
lisbcning in amazement. Then the Ball
itself, 52 girlsin their colorful gowms,
the men in tails, soft lights, soft mus-
ic, ond the Unholy Trio singling and
drinking egain. ((Egad, the dishomminy
of it alli)) Me vperfoming my famous
levitation act by walking onc foot above
the ground, and cverybody so tight +that
thoy insisted I was only six inchcs off
the ground. #And so now I am Fred Burter
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B, Eng, S.E.I.C., P. Eng. And surprise
of all; as o graduation gift a six month
trip to Durope in 1947.

Shortly after convoocation I bade
farewell to lwontreal with many regrets,
hopped the TCA to Kapuskasing for a
training course in the paper industry.
Kapuskesing is in the far distant north,
where men »rec males, beer is scarce, and
it gets cold wunough %o freeze the cars
off a brass nionkey.

Which reminds me of a story. Don't
ask me for the connection between this
story and & brass monkey, but here it is:

A Chinesec philosopher was watching
some fish in a pool.

"Those fish must be very harpy," he
nused aloud.

A stronger overheard his words and
gaid:

"How do you know that the I'ish are
happy? You are not a fish."

The philosopher replied.

"How do you lmow I do not kmow that
the Tish arc happy? You arc not me."

I don't quite follow Specr'!s arguc-
ment in foveur of the law o causation.
The broakdown of that law occurs when
sutriieroscopic, or rather nolecular and
atomic cquuntities are cxamined. The
breekdorm of radium  for instance, whose
atoms breok down rundomly 1s an exorple.
For the scie conditions the same nuaber
of atoms dc not alweys broalk down, nor
do thoy breal dovm in any ordcrly monnoT.
I cannot scc how & coise~el fect-canso -
offect chain cun be brought to bear upon
this, wnlcss you want to push the chain

within the atom  itself. But 1f you do
that, whcre is the linkage to the other
atons?

Docs your wnteh run slow. Maybe
fast? Want to adjust it without cven
opening it~ Here's how. Bolance the
watch (this is difficult with o wrist-
wateh) on a rubbor pad 1/8 to 1/16th of
an  inch in dlamster cut from o rubber
band and lecve 1t overnight. Dy adjust-
ing the size and thickness of the pad,
the watch can be made to lose or gain
several Ninutes in a night. Don't ask
me why: i%'s supposed to have something
to do with harmonies, oscillation per-
iods, ete. Haven't tried it as yet, but
I have it on the authority of the head
of the Dominion Time Observatory that it
works. Sc start balancing your watches
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chillun', and 1f you want to stop them
hit them with a hemmer. ((4nd if you
want 'em t run dowvm, lcave them up-
stairs. ;)

For some unknown reason, a few weeks

ago I became interested 1n pipes. Yup,
pipes! You know, those long things with
a hole down +the middle. Vell, to my

anazement I found that piping was quite
old, and I had always thought that the
ancients used only aqueduets, towering
bigh over the surrounding  country. I
kacw, of course, ©+that the Romens had
lead pipes, and +that the Indians had
tobacco pipeg, but......

Wooden pipes mno doubt cume Ffirst;
perheps a4 follen hollow trce, ond then
loter logs deliberctely hollowed. The
oldest wooden pipes thot have been found
to deote arc some larchwood pipes loid
dovn at% St Moritz zbout 1000 BEC, but no
doubt there were wooden pipes long before
that which hove rotted aoway. The oldost
rocord of piping is a twin line of clay
pipes found in Nippur in Babylon. These
pipes, over 5000 yearsold, drained rain-
viater for household requircments. Also
about 5000 ycars ago, o copper pipc was
laid by the Egypticns connceting the
tomple ot Abusir with the Nile. And of
coursc you rust have hecrd of the megl-
cal woy in which iZgyption priests opened
templc doors by steem provided by a
boiler in the fom of an altar. The
connsct ing pipes werc leid within o pas-
sage within the temple walls, and wero
of bakcd clay. Unfortunctely, ot times
so rmeh sterm was genereted by the fires
of over—cnthusiastic worshinpers that
the e¢ley pipes dburst, end tho poor
pricsts had 2 bad time cxplaining how
the power of the gods was limlted by
the tonsile strength of eley. L supposo
I could make some commont herc about
Gods with clay fcet.

About 2000 BC King Minos ercected his
nagnificent palcce ot  Knossus. In the
domcstic wing, watcerwae supplicd through
tormn cottn pipes so tuapered zs to give
the water o shooting action, thus pre-
renting the ocecumukation of sediment.

The Greeks and Romons were of course
great plunbers eond used pipe of various
metericls ond in more highly developed
systeris leorge quantities. of wood and
lecd piping. The Greeks went in for
stone piping ond cutting stone 'pipes'
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through solid rock, One brilliant piece
of engineering was an 8 inech square
tunnel 4200 feet long constructed by
Eupaline of Megara for Polycrates about
530 BC through solid rock at Samos, pas-
Sing an Athenia tunnel twice under the
Illissus River and at one point carrying
the conduit into Syracuse under the Sea,
I'd 84111 1ike o know how that 8 ingn
Bquare tunnel wag dug. Must have hag
trained rock-chewing gophers. This
"piping" System is still in use today.

The Romans of course wers the fel-
lows that made really widespread use of
Piping. They built some rretty compli-

cated Bystems, and used lead Piping made
by bending lead plates around a wooden
cylinder and soldering the ends, exten-
sively. They made four branch fittings,
tee joints, and even brass water taps
that could be turned on and off, iike
thoss we have today, I wonder how many
People were killed off by lead poisoning,

After the Roman Empire collapsed,
piping declined, =and only the erudest of
wooden piping was used until well inso
the 17th Century when lead Pipes weza
made again, and cast iron pripes were de-
veloped,

Speaking of piping: the Greeks wers
a bit too imaginative, or shall we say
unimaginative, in their statuzry decor-
ating and dispensing water in their
fountains, They had to guard their
fountains at all times to Prevent pol-
lution by small boys emulating the poses
and actions of the decorative statuary,

Ah, what a letter writer ic Lloise
Becker! Her letter ig written in such
& delightful, effortless style., ' Remind
me to send you an autographed photograph
and a nickel for that rlug. Sure in-
flated the already bursting ego.

About here I was going to say some-
thing about gas turbines and the Rollas-
Royce Derwent Engine, having recently
attended a lecture on the subject at the
Enginerring Institute, and something
ebout solar myths, but we'll skip it for
now. Which reminds me. Loosemore, I
wonder of he has read up the teachings
of the Upanishads, Some three thousand
years ago ceriain groups of prhilosophers
were in the habit of meditating in the
forest of Northern India and schools a-
rose there. In the case of each school
some teacher went into the woods and
collected groups of disciples around him
who lived there in his company and lig-
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tened to hig words, The doctrineg or
these teachers were gathered together
forming the booxs called the Upanishadg,
Some party are excellent, otherg rather
stupid. But on the whole some of the
tranglations are worth reading. Theip
basic teaching ig that the self of each
men is continuous with and in g sense,
identical with the self of the universe:
trees, earth, stone, and a11 animate
life, the universe as g whole.

Here at Kapuskasing I am working at
the paper nikd 11 working slowly through
each department, doing the work of sach
man. It means a 1lot of menial labour,
but I am learning the baper business but
rapidly, Right now I am in the ground-
woed department and have developed a bag
case of groundwood jitters, You see, the
favorite stunt of the groundwood boys is
to place a handful or pulp under your
posterior just beforo you sit dowm. Now,
not only is +the pulp wet, sogey, and
slimy, but also, as it comes fran the
grinders it is hot, (aroumd 70 80°.c),
and the sensation when you sit in it ig
far from pleasant, People at the hotel
here think I'm queer the way I always
Inspect a chair before sitting down.
But: There was = young engineer

Who thought thet no rpulp was near,

As he sat he dig shout

And jump madly about,

For hot pulp feels decidedly queer,
So naw I em careful at a1l times.

Did you rezd in the papers chout
those two old beople =znd n young girl
scattering human bonesg about “in Cuebec,
Jounds like samething out of Lovecraft.,

Back to the Atom Bomb again, Ittg
rather amusing to find that the people I
know here think very little of the atom
bomb after the recent tost in the Paciw
fiecs  All worries scem to have dis-
appearcd. Nobody secms to realize that
ships, ospeciclly warships, are protty
tough end can resist pressures that none
of our buildings can stand. The under-
water oxplosion should bhe quite o dif-
foront mattor, Water is so incompre-
ssible, Thore should be quite a far
crushed hulls,

Well, tootle = 000 for now.

g%/z[g = =
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MASON IN MONTREAL (Cont. from page 22)

(plug) in the lioors binders.
"I've loot my punch," said the Wack,
hunting high «nd low.

"Lost his punch," said Mason with a
Ylaugh. "That's o good one. Wait till I
write a story about the Waek in his py-
jama top shouting, "I've lost my punch!i"
Hoh, hehi"

After about an hour the Vack and
" Mason looked presentable, and went up-
stairg for brunch.

"We're going out to Chateaugay to
see the Marks, and then up to the Laur-
entians to +the Helingers; want to come
along?" said the Wack's mother.

"Certainly," said the Wack, and tur-

ning to Mason, "It's a nice trip. D o
you good."
"0.K., let's go," said Mason.

(To be continued. When? Who knows, who

cares?)

Be surc not to miss the next thrilling
episode. Rcpd how Mason tanks up again
tanks to rum and coke. Read how Mason
loses his shirt. Read how Boskone
foiled, aond the Martians establish a
-base, Read, well, can you read?????

is.

THE MAELSTROM (Continued from page 16)

distance.
Johnston: Thanks for your letter.
Wish more new fen would write, even

abbreviated efforts such as yours. Any
sort of letter +to let me know whether
the rag 1s appreciated or not is a
Pleasunt changs.

As for you, Shackleton, non-fan that

you are, your gubtle sarcasm indeed cut
me to the quick. My arteries congealed
a week ago this Tuesday, tho', so it
didn't hurt a bit,

Kennedy: No comment, Thanks for
the letter.

Williams: New fan. Address, 4711

Verdun Ave, Verdun, Quebec, I Suggest Fen
send sample fanzines to this boy, He
writes an entertaining letter, as you
can see, and should prove an excellent
addition to the Canadian Fan £0lde.e....
Your guess was fair. Rockhead!s was men-
tioned, but was not an actual stop. Hur-
tor has really turned Montreal inside out
and any fan visiting thet city, and
attempting to follow his dircctions will
have o time on his hands.

That's all for the present, Wish a
few of you would take the +trouble to
write this time,
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Number 4 in a serles of short sketches of “anadicn Fen — Albert A. Betts,
Torontofan ond one of Canada's foremost fan artists. Recders will know him in
this latter capacity from the work he has donc in the pust, and on the present
{ssue, for CANADIAN FANDOM, Largely sclf-taught, Al has built himgelf an en-
viable reputation as one of fandom's better artists.

Although 18 Waseana Ave ishisaddress, it is seldom that he is %o be found
there for any length of time, Al is probably the most widely travelled of Can-
ndian Fen. His excursions in the merchant marine have carried him far and wide
over the facc of the earth., In oddition to this, he spent some time in British
Columbia, and is at present in Kapuskasing, Northern Ontario, His ambition 1is
to someday recch, and live in Los Angeles.

Statistics about Al are not availoblo. He is dork, quiet tut intercsting &
casy to get along with., He®s fond of music, expecially boog_ie;,;. and in Toronto,
a fan gothering without Al, 4f he's available, 1s definibely not a success.
His only lmown alias, and one whieh has not been scen mach, of late is "Alabe".
He eonfines his colleecting activities to ASTOUNDING cnd FAMOUS FANTASTIC.



s
1t heretit”

dontt try

18013 Fire Insurance, daid yéﬁ‘? “Well,



