


i) Neiias) foppeiiid

) ,,,.‘...nu' o
A @ PUBLICATION

CANADIAN FANDOM #15, Successor to CANADIAN FANDOM #14
% Edited and Published Asesistant Editor
g B
Beak Taylor U U ” { H Ned McKeown

E 118 S5t George Strest : 1398 Mount Pleasant Rd
Toronto (5) Ontario May 1948 Toronto (12) Ontario
Canada — 10¢ — ] Canada
N.F.F.F. F.A.P.As |
C.B.F.A.
FICTION
Heaven's My Deetination v o o v o o o &+ o & Freds Husten, Foimw il iy o« 3% 4% 16
FEATURES
Editorial WEe & ¢ v ¢ ¢ 4 4 4 ¢ o o o & & & Beak Taplor dfous of o 25 B0, %25, U
The Maelstrom « v o o o o o o o o o 4 v« s+ » Readers’ Reactions « « o & o , . o o <13
Wee Williels Wanderings ® & & 6 o o BB AW @® Willia.m D, Gran't o, TeTouUoldel Yo' MY o oamdle .22
The Evolution of Religious Thoughts « + « . Fred Hurter T
As I See JE vt *. % e ¢« 8 8. 0,0 8 @ @8 & & Leslie A Croutch. ® ® o ¢ o o e e o c28
La Nuit Blanche o o v o o o o o o . e v pvloenBDinerd tenenai. o sk, K3 ¢« o 32
Sky Wanderingse « o s o o o o o « o o o o . Barbare E. Bévards adge.0q J0PEr , i) 33
Canadian Fan Directorye o « o ¢« v v 4 o s o Canedian Rapas, ad o axiigl Jeg FE 0 «35
Fan Personalities (Bill Grant)s . o . + . . Williem D. Grant & Ned McKeown o« . . «36

ARTICLES

Personal Survival in Atouic Warfare + « » + Alastair Gamenon v sl e Sd % NN S SE . 9
The Evolution of the Mountein « « 4 + » . . Beak Taylor. « o iy or Gl .18
Erotica and Modern Life o« o o o . . ¢ o o o David He, KellérsMD & o oiin 4 e 0" o 3 « 30

POETRY
Accursed.-.-................JamesRussellGray.........o29

ILLUSTRATIONS
COVerao..ooooo-.co.oo-.-ooc..--o.
Heaven's My Destination + . . . * s+ o ¢ o o Bill Grante « o
Evolution of the Mountain « + . . s+ o o« « » Beak Taylor . . .
Classics of Science-Fantasy Fiction « « . . Bill .Gramtie; (s % 2

+C1liff MacFayden

: : " e e e 0 e o l6

L] * L] L] . . [ 18
. L] L] . . 21 & 24

- . . -

Credits for Varityping this issue (if credits they may be called), go to Beak Taylor,
and Ned McKeown. Among our slipsheeters and crank turners this issue, we number
such well-known Fans as John Hollis Mason, John Millard, Lyell Crane, Lewis Swanson,
William D. Grant, Beak Teylor, and — Ned McKeown. (It's his Gestetner, so we have
to let him use it once in a while.) This thing is created and perpetrated at an
interval arbitrarily known as quarterly — thie being our 15th issue since February
1943, you figure it out. Next issue to appear” (hopefully) on June fifteenth

Space to the right is left for the pur- T\ 10¢ a copy, 3 for 25¢
pose of marking number of copies left (’ Will exchange with
in your subscription. A zero indicates P & ny other Fanmag..
that you should send your moolah, or be S Advertising rates —
forced to languish in the valley of the i $1.00 Per

page
\E?enlightened. Exchanges  unmarked. ~4 25¢ per quarter pagetj




Beak Taylor

tOITOR

.l;)r!ﬁﬁika.él’.'I).‘S.Tfd&‘?‘.‘A'LBS‘,‘.'_’.i.'ii‘.‘l’.’d‘.("\"ﬂ&"ZWM‘E:M&IMWIWMFMWMIHM

1L T

Very soon, Toronto (Canade's number 1
Convention city, according to a recent sur-
vey, and fourth greatest on the Continent)
will be the scene of a gathering for which
a great number of Fans have worked hard.
Some have spent many leisure hours arrang-
ing technical details —- others have ex-
pended creative effort to provide a pro-
gram calculated to satisfy the F an
interest.

We refer, of course, to the Sixth
World Science Fiction Convention. And we
know, too, that this "work" we mention was
probably enjoyed as much as its results
will be in July.

Yot, we'd like to feel +that what we
have done is actually accomplishing some—
thing — we'd like to know that you're be-
hind us in this thing.

First, naturally, we'd 1like you to
attend.  But that's impossible in many
cases, even though you'll be here in
spirit if not body. But you can send on
your representative and herc we drop
from the highly idyllic plane on which we
have been writing — pass along your ceash.
It's your privilege as a citizen in a
country, you know.,

If you haven't a buck to spare, why
not take a booster ad in the Program Book-
let, Two lines running somowhat like this

VENUS SESQUILATERAL TO TORONTO

BEST WISHES — GEORGE X. SMORTH

free

will set you back but two bits. Use your
imaginetion, although we admit that two
lines doesn't offer much gcopes Perhaps

you'd better take a page at six bucks; or
8 half page at three; or a quarter page at
one and once half.

If your interest in the TORCON doesn't
follow financial lines, why not give us
some publicity. If you run a Fanzine, use
A page, or a part of a page, to boost the
Convention. If you write letters, remind
your correspondents that July 3rd's almost
here, erd that the gathering will be broken
up by July 6th. If you neither publish ,
nor write, then we can't solve your prob-
lem,

But get here, somehow!
Ron Christensen of Brooklyn saye he's

going to push a bathtub off his hotel roof'.
And Norm Stanley of Rockland, Maine, says
he'd like to see one pushed off the local
Burlesque House, with a chorus girl to
ride it down. Bob Tucker's going to take
some of your valuable time to give you the
answer to +that question which has been
bothering you «— who and whet mekes up
Fandom? He's received over 200 answers to
a questionnaire he perpetrated a month or
80 ago ~ you know, that sheet you answer ¢ d
all the silly questions on. (Do ¥ou app-
rove of sex, eh? John Cunningham o n c o
said he didn't epprove of mass nudism, but
in mmall quantities it must be a nice ex~
perience. )

We don't know what George O. Smith's
going to do (that's part of the Smith
charm — always something differcnt going
on), but he says ho'll be here. So will
David H. Kelloer, MD — and surely you re-
member the grcat storices hoe's had publishod
over the ysars,

And how about Lester (and
Human) del Rey?

Evans, Ackerman, Willmorth, Hurter,
Croutech, Hadley, Davis, Saari — migawd,
you can't afford not to come.

We have some other surprises too — a
film which we don't think any of you have
ecen, the auction, the banquet =~ the Fan
entertainment.

I'm almost glad I live in Toronto.

some were

This is the first Varityped issue of
CANADIAN FANDOM we've attempted; in faot,
it's our first varityping. 8o we don't
know quite what to expect. But whether or
not the practise will be continued depends
on our pocketbook, in the main, and on our
embition, for it means typing the cntire
issuc in about three days — the longth of
time for which we have been able to fina-
nce the rental of Mr Coxhead's contribution
to the world.

One morc issuec of CANFAN will appar
before the Convention — published  some-
in June, preferably well before the Conve-
ntions It'll be distributed to our regu -
lar subscribers, as well as to attondccs..
The postconvention issuc will probably not
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come out of Toronto until sometime in the

Fall, for the publication of the TORCON
Report and the Convention Register will

take much of our time.

The TORCON Report, as those of you
who receive TCRQUE will gather, is to be
our version of the Mem'ry Book (Carlson,
where is the PHILCON Mom'ry Book, eh?). It
will teke the form of our PHILCON Report
published in these pages last year.

Attendees will be asked to scribble
a few lines for inclusion, artists will
be required to be artistic, photographers
to photograph. The cumulative results will
be slung together, lithoed, sent out for a
slight fee. It's not 1like the former
post-convention efforts. It's intention-
ally dissimilar. VWe hope that whatever
happens will be worth the time and effort
taken by its editors and those who wri te
for it — not %o mention those who pay.

As for the Convention Register, this
is sgomething that has been missing since
1939 when the first of them — the NYCON —
was in full swing.

This publication will be more +than a
register; it will be a permanent record of
the Convention, to be passed on down the
yvars from Convention to Convention. It
will contein as accurate a picture of the
Convention as it is within our power to
give. Again, photographs, copies of con-
vention speeches, signatures, write~ups ,
whatever is needed to set down for poster-

ity the Sixth World Science-Fictipn Con-
vention. And we'll not forget the past
gatherings. It'll be a tough job to dig

up the remainders of past meetings, but
we intend to cover as fully as possible a
history o £ them a 1 1. Nycon,
Chicon, Denvention, Pacificon, Philcon ~——
and Torcon. We'll need some help, and
we'll need plenty of suggestions. What've
you got to offer?

We note with glee that the outside
world is beginning to take notice of
Science-Fiction, not only as fact — for
that has been impressing them ever since
that historic day in 1945 when the atom
entered the srotlight — but as literature.

And the flag for Stf literary quali-

ties 1s non other than A. E. van Vogt,
who's great mutant story — Slan — has

long been a Fan favorite.
Ven Vogt's shortened and rewritten
World of X has hit the stands with a thud,
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and the reverberations have made ocven eome
critics sit up. Among the more tolerant
of the ecultured criticisers are R. B.
Gehman of the NEW YORK HERALD TRIBUNE,
the LITERARY GUILD (sce Wee Willie's Wan-
derings), and William Arthur Deacon, litor -
ary editor of +the TORONTO GLOBE & MAIL.
And van Vogt was recently guest speaker at
a Book and Author luncheon sponsored by
the LOS ANGELES DATLY NEWS.

Of all this, perhaps you'd be inter-
ested in hearing a few of the things non-
fan Deacon has to say:

"Science-Fiction," says Mr Deacon, ‘s
& new genre in imaginative literature. The
principle advance from the technique of
Jules Verne and H. G. Wells is that the
prophetic writers of today are no longer
content with merely mechanical improve -
ments in 1living, and are inquiring into
the kinds of people who will be dealing
with the problems of 500 to 600 years
hence. Freedom versus discipline in =
world of plenty is a specimen theme."

Deacon has obviously read into his
subject somewhat, and ien‘t merely lurch -
ing precariously on as thin ice as most

literary reviewers approaching our "new’
literature. (New in the last two thousund
years.) And A isn't the first of its il

to be reviewed — he did The Doppzlgangers
earlier in the year.

Deacon has to aay about van Vogt's
pen child — "The Yorld of i ic certeirly
an exciting tale, brilliantly contrivea
and indicating at many points the philc-
sopher who is not content to fool witl
mere gadgets. There is a good deal of th.
push-button about the world Mr van Vog"
shows us; but his interest lies in hcv
that world is governed and the efficienc-
of controls.”

From thence, Mr Deacon launches 3.0
an explanation of the plot, and lays cown
rather matter-of-factly the general out--
line —— more sensibly than one might ox-~
pect from an average Stf-ignorant criSice.

— When he finally works his way round
to A itself, Deacon says, "the suvporting
philosophy, nemed null 4, is ‘'man's fight
to train his brajin to distinguish between

similar yet different object~cvents in
space-time.'"  And all in one scntence,
too.

"They believed that no two situations

— (Continued on page 33) —
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"Special Amendment 117: All Engineers
shall be admitted o Heaven, regardless
of character or former behavior, and
shall have placed at their disposal
all the facilities providable by Heav-
en — by Order-in-Council of Arch-
angels. c.f. 1735-89."

The three men walked slowly through
the grey mists that mask the Lands Beyond
Time, following a road worn smooth by the
passing of many feet. They were an odd
group. One was’ tall with pinched features,
and wore a stiff white collar and severely
cut black clothes; one was short, fat and
pompous, and carried a small black bag.
The third was much younger than the other
two; he was dressed in old breeches, a
dirty windbreaker, and in one hand he car-
ried a ciphered white stick with which he
tapped his leg idly as he walked along.

The group was silent.

Soon the mists thinned somewhat before
them, and they saw that the road branched.
One road, wide and paved with smooth black
blocks led downwards toward a reddish glow
in the mists. The other, narrow, over-
grown with grass and beset with thorn
bushes rose steeply into the mists. A post
stood at the fork of the road. There were
two signs:




Heaven”s My Destination

The group paused for a moment and
read the signs, and then turned as one and
began to climb .vp the narrow, steep, grass-
grown path indicated by the signboard as
leading to Heaven. The young man strode
easily up the slope, the thorns tugging
harmlesslii against the staunch whipcord of
his breeches and the tough leather of his
windbreaker. The other two struggled
slowly upwa.ds, the short fat one panting
hoarsely. The young man turned to wait
for the other two. He watched their
struggles and then said:

"After all you go through in 1life
they might at least make things easier
here. An escalator would do no harm."

The two stopped and glared at him.

"The road to Heaven is not an easy
one," said the fat man pompously.

"HeresX," muttered the tall one
clothed 1in black.

The group, again sirlent, plodded on
up the path. At last the mists before
them thinned and they saw the walls of a
great city, all gold, silver and white
marble, before them. From the city came
the music of harps, tinkling fountains and
chanting choirs.

"Heaven!" sighed the short, fat one.

"The Eternal City!" murmured the tall
black one ‘with eyes half closed.

"Shades of Fort Knox!" gasped the
young one, staring at the golden wall.

They moved forward to a small gate of
mother-of-pearl, bound with pearl-encrusted
gold, that was set in the golden wall. A
golden knocker hung from the gate. The
tall black one grasped it and knocked.

"Wonder why they call this the Pearly
Gates? There's onl y one," said the young
man. "And not very big at that."

The other two glared at him.
within came the sound of a voice:

"Coming. Coming."

The g=*e opened slowly on creaking
hinges, and before them stood a stately
bearded figure robed in white, above whose
head shimmered a golden halo.

"St. Peter!" gasped the fat one and
the black as they fell to their knees.

St. Peter turned and grasped a large
volume that hung by a golden chain just
within the gate.

"Come, come now; get on your feet.
I'm a busy Saint," said Saint Peter.

Saint Peter opened the book.

"You first," he said to the by ack-
clad one. "Who are you?"

"I'm Reverend Wedge," replied the
black one,

"Ah yes!™ You're the missionary who
performed such excellent work in the South
Sea Islands; forcing the natives to clothe

From
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their beautiful bodies in ugly rags, and
encumbering their blissful lives with rules
and regulations. By all means come right
in. We have a place reserved for you.

"And who may you be?" said Saint Peter
turning to the short, fat one.

"I'm Doctor Alexander P. Fuddle."

"Ah yes, Dr. A.P. Fuddle. Yes, in the
execution of your profession you have sent
many our way. By all means, enter at
once," said Saint Peter.

"And now you — your name, profession
and trade," said Saint Peter to the young
man.

"I'm James Smith, an engineer," said
the young man.

"An engineer? What in Heaven's name
is that? — Oh yes; I remember now. You're
one of those fellows that shovels coal for
engines. I'm afraid you are hardly suit-
able for this place. I suggest you go to
Hell: your aptitude for shovelling coal
should come in handy," said Saint Peter.

The young man heard the Reverend
Wedge say to Saint Peter:

"Hardly thought he was suitable,*

Then the Pearly Gates were closed.

The young man paused for a moment,
shrugged his show'ders, and headed down
the path.

L - T -

A year later, an angel approached
Saint Peter in great haste. Panting, he
dropped before him.

"Saint Peter, Saint Peter," the angel
gasped. "You got to get that Smith, James
Smith, that Engineer, out of Hell at once.
That- Engineer . . . . "

"Wait a moment; wait a moment," said
Saint Peter. "Compose yourself and let me
hear your story."

The Angel paused for a moment and
then spoke more slowly

"I was making my regular tour of the
Lands Beyond Time which I make every year
I noticed a rather strange occurence —
the mists above the road to Hell were no
longer there. Flying lower, I noticed
that long tubes radiating great heat were
laid parallel to the road and some dis-
tance from it. These tubes in some strange
manner dispelled the mists. I landed on
the road, and walked toward the gates of

Hell. The gates were no longer slightly
ajar. In fact, the very gates were diff-
erent. The blackened gratings of brass

and iron had been replaced by a panel of
some mirror-bright metal, and above the
panel was a sign in glowing red tubes,
almost six feet high.

It read:




WELCOME TO HADES

The most advanced and thriving
Community in the Lands Beyond Time

As I approached the bright panel, it
slid aside smoothly on rollers. I entered.
All Hell was changed! Gone was the heat
that baked the devils to their crimson
hue! Before me was a beautiful tile-limed
foyer, from which led well-11it tile-lined
corridors! A large desk of some trans-
parent material trimmed with the same
bright metal stood ‘in the center of the
foyer, and behind it sat a smiling devil,
his skin almost as white as mine.

"What's happened?" I gasped.

"You mean this?" he said, swinging
his arm abct. "Like it?"

"Who did all this?" I asked.

"The Engineer. The Great Engineer
Smith, Hell be praised, came to us and
showed us the way."

"The Engineer?
asked.

"Certainly," said the Devil. "It'll
be a pleasure to guide you to him. It
will give me a chance to show you wickeder
than thou fellows what a progressive com-
munity looks like.™

He led me down one of the corridors.

"Soundproof," said the devil, point-
ing to the walls.

"Fluorescent tubes," said the devil,
pointing to long tubes in the ceiling that
gave off a bright light. "Sodium vapor,
you know."

"Air conditioning," said the devil,
pointing to a metal grillwork in one of
the walls from which fresh air blew.

The corridor widened into a great
hall lined with portals. Crowds of devils
were moving towards a large portal.

"Recreation center," said the devil:
"Swimming pool, bowling alleys, skating
rink, pool room, games of all sorts. Our
night club hasn't opened yet."

We walked on and on past beautiful
rooms and corridors.

"We could have taken the new subway,"
said the devil, "but I want to show you
the place. Ah, here is the industrial
section."

We entered a vast room filled with
machinery.

"Boilers," said the devil, pointing.
"We've harnassed the eternal flames of the
fiery furnace. We usa the heat to generate
steam power. Boy, have we got oodles of
power. Over there, steam turbines, and
electric generators.

we walked on to another great machine-~
filled cavern.

May I see him?" I

Heaven's My Destination

"Our metal refineries, foundaries and
machine shops. We've got unlimited sup-
plies of metals, unlimited heat for metal-
lurgical processes, unlimited brimstone to
make sulphuric acid for metal refining and
pickling, unlimited power to turn owur
machinery.

We walked on and on. Oc¢casionally,
self-propelled vehicles carrying devils
and loads of material passed us. We entered
an area where the old cavern walls s-
till showed.

"Construction going on here," said
the devil. "That big machine over there is
a steamshovel; that powerful gadget is a
bulldozer; those vehicles are trucks.

Devils were everywhere — smoothing
off the cavern walls — filling up cracks
with a gray paste which the devil called
concrete. We came to a metal wall at the
end of the corridor in which was a peculiar
door.

"Air lock," said the devil. "Here,
take this gas mask and asbestos suit."

Watching the motions of the devil, I
clad myself in the peculiar white suit. I
had a bit of trouble with my wings. We
stepped into the airlock and through.
Before me was a section of the old Hell;
but with a difference — everywhere were
machines, and devils in white suits and
masks. They were capping the brimstone
and fire vents. The devil left me and ran
on ahead. In a moment he returned with
another and went back through the airlock.

We drew off our masks.

"THE ENGINEER!" said myguide, rever-
ently.

"Hello," said the Engineer. "How do
you like the place? We're putting in a
brewery and refinery right now. Growing
the grain by hydroponics. You'll never
resognize the place in a few more years."”

"I don't even right now," I said.
"why all the changes?"

"You've probably seen the place before
on some tour. Don't you think conditions
were pretty bad?"

"Yes -— but they're supposed to be
that way. Satan . . , "

" . . Sees things my way now," said
The Engineer.

"But . . . well, I guess I had better
be leaving," I said.

The Engineer went back through the
air-lock and the devil guided me to a
vehicle. In a moment we were rolling rap-
idly down a long corridor.

"Great devil, that Engineer," said
the devil as we rode along. Finally we
drew to & halt and stepped out of the

(Continued on Page ;.)



PEROONAL SURVIVRL

IAMIC WARFARE

By --- Alastair Cameron

We have heard a lot lately about the
problems of national survival in atomic
warfare; about the dispersal of city pop-
ulations and of industries, abotit mainten-
ance of essential transportation and ser-
vices after the Big Blow-Up, and especial-
ly about the problem of feeding the sur-
vivors of a nation whose crops are blighted
by disease and endangered by radioactive
contamination or "dusting." But very lit-
tle has been said about you and I and how
our immediate families can outlive the
reign of terror and destruction sure to
come in a world decided between two anta-
gonistic ideologies. Such is the somewhat
ambitious aim of this article,

This subject may be logically divided
into two main sections: what you can do
to prepare for the atomic war and what you
can do mce hostirlities commence. My re-
marks will be mainly directed to those
living in a large city or carrying on
business there, as 1t is you who are in
the greatest danger. Thcse of you who
live in small towns or m farms have in
some respects the same and in others quite
different problems to deal with, but ser-
ious ones nevertheless. Of course, I am
presupposing that the outbr:ak of war does
not kill you off in its first few minutes
owing to the unfortunate circumstance that
you are caught in the vicinity of an atom-
ic explosion. This is something you will
have to take your chances on, unless you
have a private pipeline to the Secretary of
State or the Minister of Foreign Affairs,
as the case may be, who may have a little
advance warning of the date met (but prob-
ably not the minute) for the explosion of
the first filight of massed rockets. Never-
theless, many of you will have ‘your pre-
parations rendered in vain due to being in
the wrong place at the wrong time.

I am also assuming that you will be
able to follow an independant course after
the first blasts. This will not apply to
many of you due to the necessity for some
of you helping to aid the injured and re-

store services in the wake of the blasts.
Also, many of you will be in the army or
under some other form of goverument con-
trol at the time, especially if the govern-
ment has forseen the conflict and insti-
tuted some form of conscription., In this
case, your survivel will depend on the

whim of f d 3
thiz gf fate and the orders of the powers

PREPARATION FOR WAR

One of the first things you must con-
sider is when your preparations should be
complete. This depends on many mutually
related factors, probably the most impor-
tant being the state of development of
Russian nuclear science and engineering.
All information on this subject is and
will be heavily censored on both sides.
Ihe Russians will not allow leaks for ob-
vious reasons. And our governments will
not disclose their intelligence reports of
Russian progress in order not to reveal
the success (or lack thereof) of their
military intelligence. This latter state-
ment may, however, be outweighed by the
desire of our governments to warn the
people (and our legislative assemblies) of
the necessity for undertaking preparatory
measures. At all times there are likely
to be rumors and conflicting rumors about
this topic which you will have to evaluate
as well as you can.

I consider there to be a good like-
lihood that the Russians have already put
into operation a low-power graphite-moder-
ated pile for experimental purposes. If
they have not already done so then they
should almost certainly achieve this suc-
cess within a year., This is of course a
sheer guess, but it is based on the fact
Fhat low power piles (which do not have to
be cooled) are Comparatively easy to con-
Sstruct and do not involve too much engin-
eering research. However, there will
still remain vast research and production
problems to be solved before plutonium
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manufacture on a large scale can be at-
tempted. At the same time guided missile
research and long range bomber research
must be carried out for utilization of the
plutoniam stock-pile which is to be accum-
ulated.

My personal estimate for the lower
limit to the danger point is five years
from now, or in 1953. However, you should
form your own opinion on this matter and
act accordingly. But be sure not to leave
your preparation until it is too late.
You should also subject your opinion to a
periodic scrutiny to see if later informa-
tion necessitates a revision of it.

The most important thing you can do
to prepare for atomic war is to choose
your place of residence properly. You
should carry out a sort of personal dis-
persal. If you work in a city you should
commute into it. Probably the best thing
to do when you work in a large city is to
live in a fairly small suburb about twenty
miles or a little more from the center of
the city. But make sure there are no im-
portant military or industrial targets
close to your suburb, or you may find an
at om bomb directed your way. This loca-
tiomn of your home should protect your fam-—
ily from direct killing by atomic bombing,
and &also yourself unless you are caught
and killed in the city.

You should get an instrument for det-
ecting nuclear radiation. Probably the
most suitable sucih instrument is a type of
radiaton counter known as .a Survey Meter
which measures 2all types of nuclear rad-
iation and records tne intensity by means
of a4 microammeter. The Survey MNeter is
used on atomic projects for protecting
health. It is = 1isht, portable
instrument, quite rugged and dependable.
At present. it costs about $200:00, but
this price should go «nwn, especially
since I den't suprpose the parts cost more
than about $835:59. You will need this
instrument to tell you whether or not it
is safe to enter a given area, particular-
ly if much radiocactive dusting is attempt-
ed. A moderate amount of dusting will
make no immediate difference to the ap-
pearance of a given area, but if you get
an overdose of radiation through entering
that area you will become very weak and
probably die slowly from radiation sick-
ness, unable to receive treatment because
at the time the medical services of the
community wilil be vastly overtaxed. The
only way you can be sure an area is safe
to enter is by mears of an instrument such
as a Survey Meter.

It would be desireatle for you to own
a car, This will of course become useless

Personal Survival i1n Atomic Warfare

to you as soon as the distribution of gas-

oline breaks down, but in the meantime you
can use it to transport yourself and fam-

ily to -a place of greater safety (if you

know of one). It will probably be import-
ant for you to go further away from the

city, as the city survivors will be home-

less and hungry and not averse to looting
(or "commandeering"). You should plan in
advance several remote places to which you
can go and how to get there by several al-
ternate routes (none of which should go

near a city or large town). And when you
go be sure to keep your Survey Meter in
constant operation. You should keep in

storage a plentiful supply of gasoline, as
it will probably be impossible to buy any
at roadside fi1ling stations. Say at

least fifty gallons. You should stock up

in advance with'plenty of canned foods,

and if you have a definite place of refuge
you should stock that too. Also stock up

on medecines and clothing. If you want to
preserve the best parts of your Fantasy

collectionI suggest you put them on micro-
file film. Your library will certainly

not be sufficiently portable to carry with
you.

If you live in a small town nawhere
near a large city or any important milit-
ary or industrial establishment you may be
safe from atomic bombing. But not neces-
sarily from radioactive dusting. So you
also should be prepared to move to a place
(or places) of refuge. You may have to
protect yourself from looting refugees,
particularly if their cars run out of gas
near your town and they start looking for
replacements. You should also lay in a
large stock of foods and gasoline, as
little or no more is likely to be deliver-
ed to your town for a considerable time.

If you are a farmer much the same
considerations will apply to you. I would
also suggest in your case that you slay in
an extra supply of seed and gas and oil so
that you may replace crops destroyed by
diseases spread by the enemy and also con-
tinue running your tractor and other farm
machinery when no more fuel deliveries can
be made.

Whoever you are, you should take a
course in first aid. After the catas-
trophe you will be thrown largely on your
own resources, and a knowledge of first
aid may save yours or another life in the
case of an accident while all medical
services are preoccupied with disaster.
You should keep as up~to-date as you can
on medical knowledge concerning the ef-~
fects and treatment of radiation burns.
Unfortunately, I do not know enough about
this subject to write an article about it.
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And you should make all these pre-

barations by 1953 or by whenever you

think the period of danger will arrive.

SURVIVAL IN WAR

If you are caught in a ¢lty when the
first bombs go off overhead, you may be
killed immediately. Or you may continue
to live for a few days before dying of
radiation sickness. You may even live
through a period of this sickness. Under
vVery exceptional circumstances your health
may not be affected at all. It all de-
pends on where you are when the bombs go
of f.

We will assume (very arbitrarily)
that the bombs will have about twenty ti-
mes the power and effectiveness of
those used on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. If
you sirvive the blast effectsof the near—
est bomb you may evaluate Your chances
of surviving radiation sickness (although
under the circumstances you may hardly be
able to do this in a calm and detached
manner) by the amount of building con-
crete that was between you and the bomb at
the moment of explosion. Radiation Sick-
ness is caused by the neutrons and gamma
rays passing through your body (but not
completely through!) within microseconds
of the expilosion. If you are in a con-
trete office building, but not in the
direct line of sight of the bomb through
a window, the radiation will probably not
kill you if you ap@ more than two miles
from the explosion center, and you have a
fair chance if you are within the area
You will have little chance if you were
out in the open in the latter case.

There is one encouraging fact that
should be pointed out in connection with
the radiation from an atomic bomb. The
strength of the bomb can be improved by
causing more material to undergo fission,
but this does not change the energy of
the neutrons and gamma rays originating
in the fission. It merely causes more of
them. Now in the absence of stopping
materials the radiation density diminishes
inversely as the square of the dist-
ance from the explosion center. HRowever
the air through which the radiations pass
acts as a powerful stopping agent, espec-
ially when there are several miles of it.
Therefore, whereas the radiation density
in the vicinity of a more powerful bomb is
much more lethal within two miles of the
explosion, increasing the strength of the
bomb twenty times only extends the range
of lethal radiation by a fraction of a
mile (about 2/5 of a mile for gamma rays
from this bomb). Of course the destruc-—
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tive energy of the bomb is propagated as
a shock-wave and such considerations do
not apply to it. Thus a more powerful
bomb will cause distruction over a much
larger area but only enlarge the area of
radiation deaths by a small amount.

You will have a very few seconds be-
tween the flash of the bomb and the a-
rrival of the shock wave in which to find
cover. Use them if you have enough pres-
ence of mind to do so. Lie down with some
cover between yourself and any window ,
which will shatter and cause flying glass.
The shock wave will probably throw you se-
veral feet and will cause the building to
collapse unless it is very strongly built
and far enough away from the explosion
center. These problems you must of course
solve for yourself at the time, if you can.
You will almost certianly sustain at least
minor injuries. Your knowledge of first
aid will help you here.

If you are killed in the explosion I
am finished with you. If you are exposed
to lethal amounts of radiation i have no
further interest in you. Your hours are
then numbered. Your death from radiation
sickness will be relatively painless. If
you are exposed to non-lethal amounts of
radiation you will probably have radiation
sickness to some degree. In this case it
is important that you do not exert your-
self more than you have to, as strenuous
activity before the onset of the sickness
seriously increases its severity. Eat
foods containing lots of vitamins (espec-
ially By). Take doses of penecillin or
similar all-purpose drugs. These should
be contained in the stock of food and med-
icine that you have collected in advance.
You may possibly be able to get blood tran-
sfusions at this time, but don 't count on
it as it is rather unlikely.

After the explosions the first thing
you will want to do is te get out of the
city to your home. This 1is essentially
your own individual problem, and you will
have to take what opportunities present
themselves. Your problem will be compli-
cated by the fact that most of the city
will be in flames. I warn You again not
to overexert yourself more than you have
to. I would also suggest that you keep
in the shelter of conecrete as much as pos-
sible. One of the tricks the enemy is
likely to try is, first, to send over the
massed flight of rockets that caused the
original damage (some of them are bound to
get through the defenses if there are any ),
and then after the explosions when the
survivorshave all come out into the open
to send over a few more atomic rockets to
destroy these survivors.
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Once yuu have reached your home your
problem of survival is one of avoiding the
action of the enemy. Drive to one of your
places of refuge if you consider that to
be the wisest course. Avoid areas of rad-
ioactivity through use of yow Survey Nete,
Don't forget extra batteries for that
meter. Conserve your stores of food and
eat off the land as much as you can (your
refuge should be chosen with this in mind ).
Rest as much as possible until your period
of radiation sickness has passed. If your
refuge becomes radioactive due to dusting,
move on at once to an alternate place of
safety. Above all, use your common Sense.
But keep your common sense as fully in-
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formed as possible.

The above has been a collection of
random thoughts concerned with your activ-
ities before and after the outbreak of the
next war. If any of my readers have stay-
ed with me thus far, I hope that the fore-
going will stimulate your thoughts and
help you to prepare for your individual
problem of survival. The main point to be
emphasized is that you should not leave
your preparations until it is too late to
do anything except duck and run with the
millions of other people who have been
equally neglectful.

~o- the end ---

HEAVEN'S MY DESTINATION

(Continued from Page 8)

strange vehicle,

We walked through a short corridor,
entered a contrivance called an elevator,
and arrived at the foyer before the gates
of Hell.

"Goodbye," said the devil. "I feel
sorry that you must go back to such a
heavenish place as Heaven. Drop down when
the brewery and night clubs open."

So I left and hastened to you, Saint
Peter. You've got to do something. You've
got to get that Engineer out of Hell. He's
making a Heaven out of it. In some ways,

sounds. You've got to get him out!"

And thus, when you too reach the Lands
Beyond Time, do not be surprised if you
find all the Engineers in Heaven; even
railway engineers and stationary engineers
have been literally pulled into Heaven,
because they said they were engineers. And
too, don't be too surprised if you find
the straight and narrow path replaced by
an escalator.

THE WEAPON MAKERS LEST DRRANESS HALL

Laurie Woodruff
Z Shell Oil Company ¢f Canada, Limitea
25 Adelaide Street East
Toronto |, Ontario
Canada
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THE MAELSTROM

(F.USSELL VILSEY

. Bellerose, New York
N 4

Ah, those good old days when I knew all
the names and who liked what and what the
whtole tempest in a teapot was about. Go-
ing through Canadian Fandom, a sorrowful
mood of nostalgia touched me. As has hap-
pened before when I've gone through it, I
felt a desire to junk Beethoven and Faulk-
ner, drag down the Junior Speed-0-Print,
and go back into business.

The make-up 1s no worse nor better
than a lot of Fanzines I remember. Your
column was too much of Fandom for me to
enjoy, since I just don't know anything
about the scene today. However, re Palmer,
I would like to say that this Amazing-
Palmer-versus-United Fandom is just what
made me tired of Fans. The whole thing is
an inconsequential teapot-tempest. The
various editors cater to different groups
of readers. They're in business to make
money. The combined action of a few-hun-
dred wild-eyed fanatics has had, has now,
and will have all the effect of a rain-drop
in the Sahara.

Campbell of AST knows there are a few
intelligent folk in Fandom's circles, and
that they can be used as barometers for
the rest of his audience. He, and the
other editors outside of Palmer, tolerate
Fans because it is policy. It's for the
Same reason that the national slick monthly
for which I work takes pains to see that
all the half-assed little morons who con-
tribute to our slush-pile get their
imbecilc manuscripts back, even the ones
who forget to enclose a return envelope.
It's for the same reason that no matter
what kind of letter the U-S citizen writes
to his president, he will get some kind of
answer.

Fans ought to take their guasi-intel-
lectualism and give it a cold bath of hard
reality.

First in line ought to be Miss Bar-
bara Bovard. Miss Bovard may be an ex-
tremely nice individual, for all I know,
but some one ought to send her a few good
books. And, if she's really worried about
the common man and his fate, might, or
rather, let me suggest she read Carl Sand-
berg's The People, Yes, particularly the

87-22 252 Streetl

very last bit which has been so thoroughly
read, commented upon, anthologized, and
then ignored by the intelligent.

And perhaps Mr. John Cunningham might
benefit from an article entitled The Lo-
gic of Peace which appeared in the December
issue of the Atlantic Honthly.
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