CANADIAN

A ‘CAFP’ PUBLICATION 2w

FANDOM

5 APRIL No. 7

SRS
AR, S
Ak

%
7

e
Al
rllll
T\

i':i;{:lu;..

=




.I -i .
| ﬁII:q.I_'l‘.:._-E-‘I:‘I '-'-'I

ey Lk

- _r | | I

SRR ":l-"_' AT
1 I--"II I




Edited & Published by _
Beak Taylor i

9 Maclennan Avenue
Toronto, Ontario E

Volume 1 August 1944

FICTION

[ENERNET < (5« il 6, ¢ 6 i e b e e s e e d NolE HOTEis™ason v 0 . WYY .. .3
a

RSSHCTI oL BSBODF . % o 50 3% 5 0 4 e dlphcLoBlte A, Crouteh ' % 4Rl L 1w

FEATURES

Beak Broadcasgts. . . .
Light Flaghes. « . +
Cookin' Wit' Gas . . .

Boeak Taylor « ¢« ¢« ¢« 4 o o o « « & 2
o o o e ¢« s s 2 s a » s o Leglie A, Croutch » » +» . . +» . . 12
3 ¢ Readers . . . +» « « & ¢« v ¢« « + . 14
Stuff & Sueh . « + . s s+ e o 2 o a s s v » » Fred Hurter Jre & ¢« &« ¢« ¢« « » . . 22
Conversely oL 1 0. 104 501 OamOODN T e o EIsh & % 0 o oo o 0 o o o= can o B
Canadian Fan Directory T T T T T T SRR Vo (s b o] T < L= IR 10

jREVIEWS
Good Things From Strange Cabinets. . . + « « + o . Henry A, Ackermann. « . . o+ « o . 17
iThe Magter's Masterpiece » . . « + « . . ¢« « + . . John Hollis Mason « « « « « + . . 21

"POETRY

’Vﬂley of the Styx ] » ” > ” [} L] . L] . [ ] [ ] » A4 ’ . Nanek . i ] . - - * o L] L] L] L[4 . - [ 27
:Vb'hat Tme Hath VJrollght L2 L ] * a . . L] & L) . ] L4 L * Anon. L] . L] . . . v L] L d L] . L[] . L[] 51
ARTIOLE

éScience—Fiction. © ¢ o s s o s e s e s s s ¢« s « o Holden Blackwell. « .+ o o . . . . 28
ADVERTISEMENTS

Centauri . . - - . ] ] . . [} [ . * 3 » . » . [] . e AIldy Andel‘son [] [} . ] . [) L) . [ ] . 2]
%Ad Infinitmn . L] L[] L] . L] . L] L ] L] L) - . L[] [ ] L] L] * L] Al V\Ieins-t einl [] L] . L [ ] 1 ] . L ] L) . 2’7

‘Fantasy Books & Mags for Sale. « o » « v & +» o 4 o Claude Hold v 4 & « o o » & o & o 29

’Cover by Nils H. Frome + . ., . . . . + + + JInterior illustrations by Beak Taylor
I1llugtration for "What Time Hath Wrought" s+ » o s v s s ¢ s e o o« o« o Gordon L., Peck

CANADTAN FANDOM is edited and published at irregular intervals by Beak Taylor, 9 Mac-
Lemnan Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. Price, 5 cents per copy, or gix for twenty
five. Stamps accepted from foreign subscribers. Material and corments gladly accepted.

Will exchange with any fanmag # # # # Next issue out in September




2 BEAK

Someday, fans, the time will come
when I shall be able to get an issue out
on schedule, However, the way things are
going at present, I'm afraid I won't be
abls to get & definite date for any
future issues., I'll try to get them out
on an approximate bi-monthly basis, but
in all probability will. be foreced to
skip an odd issue owing tTo exams and
schoolwork in general.

Next issue will appear in Septenber
and will feature'Bester Smith's Accid-
ent", &a Tive thousand worder by Leslie
A. Crouteh. The usual  features and
columns by Croutch and Hurter will also

be around, as well as the conclusion of
"The Return of Pete", and "Fan Me With a
Newspaper”,
Walker.,

On page 27 of +this issue we have a
new column, CONVERSELY, by a young lady,
Migs Dud

an article by Mrs Jessie L.

Dorothy E. Dud, asked that her

hl’ - %
\\\ 1nor@du

BROADCASTS

COlumn appear under the penname "“Ded™,
but for a while I +thought +this name
rather insipid. So I agked a friend a-
bout the matter and after reading the
column, he said: %Of course she should
be Ded, It will be better for everyone
if Dorothy I, Dud is dead". After look-
ing at the matter from his view-point, I
had to agree with him,

You will notice that the regular
series of ratings is discontinued. It
would be rather useless to continue it
when s¢ few fans send ratings., Thus, it
is no more.

Well fans, I'm sorry this is short,
but I have ne inspiration, or desire -
continus. At the Time +this is being
written, it looks doubtful if the last
two pages age going to be run off. So if
they~don't appear, you'll know we could-
n't do ‘em. Sorry. and se¢ long  for
nowy Beak

Nyou/wu%; qudon any allg@t CTEN e
y~d‘ Jy hayo gpov S ik }

G-Aﬂ /.E‘o'ra (jnss;um
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Page 3

There had been no hegitation in the

Motrer when ghe first saw +the beings
from a crag overlooking the ruins of the
welling place., Thers was no hesitation
in her now as she ceme padding down the
trail that led to the dwelllug center,
the pulsing life-throb of +the Child
beating within her,

The dwelling center had been large.
She could tell that because the ruins
stratched away on all sides nearly to
the limit of her superlative vision, and
where there was no rubble the ground
wresentsd a blackened and contorted a-
poeeranca ‘that no mnatural ocataclysm
couid have produced.

The Mother's progress was rapid,
and es she advanced, the ruins hemming
her in on all sides, she caught occas-
ional glimpees of the beings through
sudden vistas of ruptured stone.

They were bulbous in heavy pressure
suits and the total effect was not un-
like a smaller, more squat version of
her ovm race's space shells., But with-
in the suits, apparently, were °dipeds
who stood erect on two columnar limbs,
ard frcm the top parts of whose  torsos
hranched, on each side, another member .
These seemed to be for a simllar pur-
pose as the Mother's  six prehengile
fore-limbg, and she wondered briefly how
any race so handicapped could have at-
tained the degree of civilization neces=-
sary to develop interstellar flight.

Abruptly, the Mother emerged from
behird a tumbled wall, and there they
ware .

The nearest was fifty feet away as
she starbed forward, the other two fur-
ther back up what had once been a
street, but it was not from the form-
er that the strange disturbance of  the
air issued.

The Mother'!s delicate gsenses direc-
ted her attention te the wildly gestic-
ulating fizure up the street, correctly
deducing thet he was comnunicating her
presence 0 the being nearest her. But
the vibtrations she recelved were barely
within +the 1limit of her awareness, and
meart nothing.

"Look out,

Cort! There!'s one of
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by John Hollig Magson

those damned things coming at  you.
seesofire vhen I say — fire."

It was close, It was terridly
¢lose, even alter the sudden horrible
shock of having to throw all her onergy
resorves into a strong, protective
screen as she whirled, eatlike, and
bounded for cover. The dreadful beems
foilowed her to +the tumbled wall and
even as she flashed into its protecticn,
the tamporary screen blew up under the
incredible violenco of that onslaught.

Thon she was sufe and thero was
only the thundering rhythm of her six
lower limbs as she hurtled in headlong
flight from this placs and the terrible
danger 1t represented - <+that, and a
wild unrestrained flame ooursing through
body and mind, a pounding sensation not
associated with the vlolonce of excrtion
yet curiously similar., The Mother had
never experienced such utterly alien
strangeness in all her long life and her
pounding limbs almost stopped in the
confusion that gripped her.

The nearby crash of falling ruins
as the blpeds razed the distriet throuegh
which she'd just passed routod the gath-
ering indecision, and closing her mind
to all but immediacies, the Mother raced
towards the dense bulk of the woodg und
safoty.

It was the last one. And to Sunders,
as he stood there before theo banked wall
of soreens that made this compartment
the brain of +the ship, the thought was
onc of great rclief.

But if their job was nearly finish-
ed, thoso below sccmed determined that
this last lap would not soon be forgott-
en. They'd developed something good in
sulcide squads and these came hurtling
up at the loonming bulk of the huge ship

almost before those inside reclized what
was happoning.

They almost madc it, too, for they
were skyrocketing upwards at a terrific
speed. Then a sharp voice suddenly cut
through the tableau 1in the control room
and the silence was shattered Ilrretriev-
ably. The fast clack-clack-olack of
keys followed hard on the incisive ex-
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clamation and Sanders recognized — al-
most in surprise ~= thc tones of Halli-
son, the dcfense chief, as he rapped out
a repitition of his command:

"Up sereens! Se-g-nap-it-up, therel
Cort, get your .55s on them = fast!"

A thin man moved gquickly to a giant
key-board, punched a machine-gun tattoo
on the controls as he brought his deadly
,59s into alignment, shot probable traj-
ectory co-ordinates into the machine and
was given a definite course position,
allowing for the time interval of  cal-
culation and the bringing of the batter-
ieg to bear,

Even then they mightn't have made
it if it hadn't been for Hallison's
screens. For before Cort's descending
fingers could trip the firing keys, the
ship rocked like a boat rarmed by a mem-
moth whale. Everyone in the control cell
felt the thundering repercussions as the
counter-energies lashed at one another-—
and the rending atomic blow-up as the
first ship was repulsed.

Then Cort's fingers hit. Again the
ship reeled. The second suicide ship had
been so close when the ,B55s caught her
that the recoll of the terrible radiat-
ions from their own weapons rocked them
worse than the explosion of the first
vessel.

After <+hat 1t was routine stuff,
Sanders watched with conflicting emot-
ions as the rest of the suicide squadron
was annihilated. It was like a Dbeam
from a glant's flashlight sweeping at
light-speed over the sky, puffing out
the puny little moths of ships as they
flashed upwards.

He heard a voice gilving instructions
for the systematic levelling of the city
and with a dull disgust he realized that
it was his own.

Finally it was finished and there
was a moment when all stood together,
surveying the miles of rubble below
where so few minutes before had stood
the living monument of & high culture.

Hallison said with grudging admir-
ation: "They seemed to catch on towards
the end, didn't they? Not bad for a
decadent civilization.”

"They wereh't "decadent,” said Sun-
ders. "Not consciously, anyway. They
just hadn't had to fight for so long
that, even with their tremendous natural
capacity for energy agsimilation, they
didn't knmow how %o use it against us o-
frensively. They only knew defense and

The Mother

it was lucky for us we had those new
Gorn .55s8, That's all that could have
penetrated those wonderful screens of
theirs,

Cort, the thin artillery man, cut
int "Those screens were amazing, If we
ever reach that stage, we won't need +to
bother with ungainly things like this~-"
He waved his arms expressively to indi-
cate the huge interstellar ship,

There was silence ag each gazed be-
low,wrapped in his own thoughts., Then—

"I still say that a race which has-
n't any means of combatting enemies is
decadent,” said Hallison.

Sanders was vaguely impatient., "We
all saw the other planets as we came in.
Lifeless, Nothing., And it's the game
here. What rivals they onee YHad have
long since perished and the interval be-
tween those +times and now ls possibly
millions of years.

"They were decadent according to our
standards — yes. But how can you apply
our standards to a 7race which didn't
live a 1life governed by the law of batt-
le, as we do? They'd gone beyond that.

They were an old civilization —too
old and cynical for their own good, per-
haps, . for otherwise they would have ral-
lied sooner and the result might have
been very different., Butb remember,
gentlemen, they were old while we were
still scratching ourselves in caves.
Somehow I don't like that thought. It's
ags if we've murdered a parent - 7

He let it +trall off and Hallison
interrupted before he could resume. "But
what of the Empire? What of the press-
ing need for colonies that has sent
thousands of expeditions llke ours off
on similar missions, and is sending more
all the time? Are we to0 put the degon-
crate half-lifoe of an alien clvilization
beforo our own absolute necessities?™

An ironic amusement dawned in San-
derts syes, "Yes, the insatiable maw of
the Empirc must be fed, rusbtn't 1t? They
start something through a propaganda
campaign to divert attention from the
growing unrest at home —— it takes —
the whecls start to roll — and then
suddonly it's going so fast they have to
back it up.

"So out we go on a colossal cosmic
crusadc. The military men like yourself,
Hallison, who jump at thce chance of
long-awaited action, +the majority -
poor fools taken in by propaganda., And a
few men like myself who rcmember what
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happened whon something similar took
place in pre-history, tens of thousands
of yoars ago. ZEver hear of the French
Revolution, Hallison?"

The military man shook *is head,
impatient at rcfercnce to a dear. subject
like ancient history. He was out of his
depth In academic discussions. "Never
heard of it and I don't want to. You
could be removed from the Expedition
Command for that specch, Sanderst” His
voice cracked like a whip.

The two men faced one another in
silent battle for a moment, then Sanders
replied:

"I probably eould, And you acould
replace mo, couldn't you Hallison?" He
amiled feintly, as if the threat and its
progspect had power only to amuse him,
finished:

"And in the meantime, the tide of
Bmpire rushes onward, tram»ling all
within its path . . . )

The Mother nearly lost her footing
on the s8teep path. She Jerked spas-
modieally as if some invisible force had
reached inside her and withdrawn some
intrinsic part of her being.

For agonizing moments, she hovered
on the brink of thse abyss, then the
stalemate was broken and she'd regained

the comparative safety of the  narrow
trail.
The Mother was puzzled. What had

happened in that moment when the terr-
ible inner rending sensation mede flame-
tides course unabated through body and
mind like a mad rushing stream in spate?
What the removal? What the utterly
alien sensation that followed 1t?

It would take time. There'd been
too many <things without parallel in her
experience to permit the glorious in-
strument that was her mind to find the
explanation so soon.

The only thing to do was put it a-
side for the moment, Give her subcon-
scious mind a chance to get at it......

With a dull shock, the Mother sude
denly realized the full power of this
strange experience, It had shaken her
50 completely out of normaliiy as t0 =

Forget the child. For whole long
moments the mind +that had had only
thoughts of the o¢hilld had actually been
side-tracked! The wonder of it grew by
the minute,

She must have suspected,then. For
the Mother was, above all things — log-

)
ical., But she didn't admit the thought
consciously. She would deal with such
considerations afterwards. Only the

Child was Important now.

And when that which was inevitable
had taken place and the Child had becoms
a warn, glowing ebb and flow within her,
the livther turned back towards the dwel-
ling aenters.

She wouldn't congider +the thought
that was thrusting itself at hsr. She
demanded confirmation before she could
accept such a fantastic answer, Proof—

She got it.

Two days leter, the Mother sntered
an outlying dwelling plece in +the hin-
terlands of +the plenset, It had never
been big as cities went in her world be-
cause the majority of her race prerferred
to dwell in +he great centers where
gathered four-fifths of the pepulation.
Only the lower intelligence types with
atavistic tendencies would live in such .
a place, :

She entered -~ death. An area of
blackened and scorched ruins, There was
no slightest sign of 1life, She hadn't
expected any, The job was dome too thor-
ouvghly #nr *hat, They hadn't intended
that anyone sliouid escape.

The Mother's fantastic hypothesis
became cold fact, That queer inbternal
rending sensation as of withdrewzl had
been the breskirg of her rapport with
the race as it died, There was nobody
left. ©She didn't need further confirm-
atlon to know that, but for some unna-
countable reason she wasn't thoroughly
sure tdll she'd seea the ruins of the
main centers, her own.....

She'd gone back, of course, They
would listen to her, She was the Mother,
She would negotiate amnesty for hsrself
and the child.....

They followcd for several hundred
yerds, spraying their amall Gorn port-

ables after her, But i was too late,
She mcoved like a whirlwind and even the
sound of craching escape was dying away

over the barely obtrusive hissing of the
portables.

"Shut ‘em off,” grunted Sanders over
the suit phone., "She's gone now. No
use wasting our powsr, We'tre going to
need”’ it soon,® The Commander's eyes
suddenly saw into a future that wasn't
pLeasan’.

It had been different when tkey
were in +the chip, with the titanic in-
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' antly realistic

. shélter she'd
the invaders.

6

torsteliar voyager botween them and the

others. The difference of  powerful
sereens, weapons against whose on-
slaughts nothing they had could stand,
and the gigantic machine that had
brought them over the gulfs of inter-
stellar space at greater than light-
speed.

This time they'd met onc on its own

ground. And 1if he hadn't spotted it
when he did -~ Sanders glanced at his
companions.

They were looking at him. Cort

slate gray, even through his heavy hel-
met plate, at the slim margin of his es~
cape. Hallison puzzlecd.

It was the lattor who broke the si-
lence, His wveoice rang with metallic
welirdness over the suit phone.

"But why did it take such a risk?
Surely 1t knew we were rosponsiblc for
all this.,” Sanders knew Hallison's cycs
were indicating the ruvins.

"It kncw we werc responsiblc,” said
Sandars. "But I think it was too self-
confident, like the rest of its racc. It
thought we'd make an exccption in this
casc. And if we didn't finish it, the
only rcason 1is because of some instinct
underlying €1l that false vencer with
which the race has coated itself for so
long. Something too deeply rooted tu be
destroyed by any attitude of mind they
might have developed over a few eons....

"The creature's fully aware of the
danger now; it won't be deceiving itself
egain. We've missed our chance and I'm
afraid we won't get another.”

In the depths of the forest, the
Mother waited., Waited and watched as
the solar rays grew dimmer and the wood-
on the indetermirate di-
mensions of dusk., And the pulsing life-
throb inside her was an almost audible
thing in the silence of the forest.

The near-death result of her rash
venture was too close, too mind-shaking-
1y personal +to allow her to retain that
curlous blindspot in her mind from whose
considersd psrleying -iith
Abruptly, the picbure had
snapped into a focus that was unpleas-
and the Mother was
shocked to the very core of her being by
the.startling realization that all her
gggggjictenexgjes had nearly failed her,

" The Mother's vhoughts whirled in 2
tight, egoistic band for whole preciogs
minutes lilke a space ship unable t0 gain

The Mother

the velocity of escape, chained immovab-
ly by the heavier gravitational attrac-
tion of the planet %o a narrow orbit,
neither falling nor escaping, and forced
to spin there Impotently.

Then she jolted herself out of sel-
fish congiderations and — instantly —
the ship was free!

Deep within her, while the surface
part of her mind was divided over triv-

lalities, the Mother was thinking furs
iously. Now, as she snapped out of it,
the real issues crystallized, and she

gaw what must be done.

The Mother made a dscision and the

life-throb within :her was a wamm per-
sonal thing as she slipped through the
darkness.

Nothing moved in the ruins, For the
two who stood alertly fready to cateh the
slightest change there wag neither sight
nor sound of alien presence. And as time
wore on, their attention waned and they
became dependent on the filtered sound
accumulators in their helmets. It was
no use trying to see through the pitch
of this planet's night anyway.

And with soundless steps, the Mother
drew closer to the two invaders and the
precious prize they were protecting.

A million centuries of 1life that
had known no sleep from birth to death
lay in the buried roots of the Mother's
being —~— a time in which her race had
adapted its visual organs +to an alter-
nating night and day cxistence, and as
the Mother crept through +ho blackened
ruins, the darkness was &g natural to
her as the day itself.

Reaching the end of a concecalment
that had once been a great educational
building, the Mother peered across a
small, cleared space at the bulbous fig-
ures of tho invaders,

But it was wupon thc object behind
them that the Mother's sorutiny came to
rest. The thing was a ncubtral color, its
shape roughly cylindrical, with blunt
tapered ends and about twice the length
of the Mother is she were stretched out

lat on the ground. There was a scction
of each cnd that would swing open in-
stantanenusly at the Mothor's touch, and
elose behird her. And it was but the
work of a moment to motivate thc vessel.
She felt a flaring sense of neary viet -
oTY .

Then her attenbtion came back to thé
enemy, to the amall boxes attached to
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their belts — replicas of the weapons
that had 80 nearly defeated her in the
first encounter ——~ and the wild exult-
ation became a hard, calculating band of
thought.

At lasgt the Mother made her decision
and slipping into +the open, she started
across the intervening space. She gam-
bled on +the chance thatthe eves of the
inveders would be wunable to plerce the
blackness, that it would camouflage her
advance for her if she moved slowly till
within striking distance. The Mother was
a good gambler.

She nrealy made it, She'd covered
more than half the distance between her
and the guards when blind chance inter-
vened with that queer disturbance of the

atmosphere she knew for the communi--

cation of the invader.

The Mother moved, She sprinted for-
ward with all +the power of her gix
mighty lower limbs, and not a moment too
soon. The crackling horror of that alien
energy exploded behind her, rolling the
atmosphere like a mad sea.

A gmall corner of the Mother's mind
briefly reglstered +the retinal impress-
ion of two bulbous figures off to the
right — the source of that sudden at-
tack. So intent had she been on her
purpose that she hadn't noticed the re-
lief squad's approach.

But if &she escaped the initial
attack, the Mother was not to be so for-
tunate now that the guards in front of
her were aware of her nearness. They
flred point-blank and she barely had
time to throw up an emergency screen be-
fore the first radiations struck. The
force field around her flashed danger-
ously as the counter energies met and a
ghostly wisp of the deadly radiatilons
that slipped through made the Mother
shudder momentarily.

Now the screen quivered anew as the
rolief guards got +the flying figure in
their sights, For a long, horrible mo-
ment the Mother thought the flimsy emer-
geney screen would go down, leaving her
in the midst of that rending holocaust
of radiation.

Then her furious speed had carried
her beyond +the range of the beams from
the right and she flashed past the two
guards between her and the space shell,
bowling them over 1llke nine plns and
sending the radiations from their stlll-
discharging weapons up into +the night
like searchlights.

The Mother® was still thirty feet

v

from her objective when the world ex-
ploded and a beam of insensate fury
threw her to the ground.

Yor long moments she fought a lose
ing battle with the heavy radiations
from the space ship. She threw every
grg of power that she dared Into the
screen, but it only bulged outward far-
ther as a new onslaught of hard radiat-
lons hlt it.

This, then, was 1it, The Mother
realized with sudden, horrilble finality
that death was facing her, the final
point in her ineredibly long life-span.
She was dropping dowWn.....d0wh,«....1into
a bottomless pit of blacknesS.....

And the Child stirred within her. A
small thing, yet suddenly the Mother ex-~
perienced egain that alien sengation of
something flaming through bodyand brain,
a something that tookthe volition out of
her,reached deep down into reserves that
were hardly sufficientfor body and life-
and threw them into the screen!

The stalemate was broken. The beam
from the space ship disappeared and with
an audible flashing of relief, the Moth-
er's monstrously distended screen sank
back to normal. The burning sensation
within her was commingled with a high
exultation, Shetd won.,

But she was not safe yet. She must
gain the interior of the space shell he-
for the aliens brought their heavies %o
bear upon it.

The Mother covered the remaining
distence to the ship and activated the
forward hatch. Then for a timeless in-
terval she lay inside +the space shell,
inert, powerless +to move, when somehow
she must raise a screen eround the ship.
Any instant the alisns would unloose
their bombardment against 1t and +the
flimsy shell was not bullt to stand the
incredible lashingof their radiations.

For the second time within minutes,
defeat stared her in the face.

And for the second time in minutes,
a warm glow of -— something =~ crept in-
to her body from that precious little
being within her and agein the Child had
saved the day.

Where she got the energy the Mother
never knew. She shouldhave been depleted
by now; the atomic explosion produced by
drained cells should have scattered her
to the winds, But once more some hidden
portion of her being yeilded power.

Power +to raise & screen around the
ship. Power that exerted a stress on the
fabric ofthe interplanetary envelopes and
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hurled the ship high into +the air. I}
was like being caught in the path of a
glgantic, rebounding elastic band.

Through +the long moments, as the
Mother increased her stress on the awmos
pheric blanket and accelereted tne space
shell to attain the velocity of escape,
she felt the violent <tremors as the
screen shivered urdertlie hard cuoslaughts
from below and with each increase cf en-
ergy cubtput for acceleration, ske was
compelled to reinforce ths strength of
the screen.

Normalliy, the power expsnditure ne-
cessary tcatbain the escane velocity was
negligible. In her present conditicn, it
was a problem of major pronortions. It
seemed that she had to heave the reluc-
tant shell upwards by main force, fight
every Toot of “the way. The fact that to
the invaders Ler world was 2~ heavy one
was brought home +Ho ths Mother in a new
light.

The beam from the ship below was
becoming more insistent by the minuts.
At firgt they'd hed considerable diffi.
culty keepirg “the swiftly moving pro-
jectile in their sights. MNow the drain
from her protective screen wzs a steady
flow. A few more minutes ¢f “hiz -

And then she was throaght Tie
Mother's hypersensitive  psrceptions
could detect the differcnce instantly as
the shell left the last of planet! s
atmosphere and flashed outwards.

It was the mather of a mﬁme“t
set her course, make ©Ths neces
justments in the chip’

And two billicn miles sway e Pnﬁndu
was racing <t0 ccmplete the rendczvous
the Mother now layed co~orainates to
effect. A planet that in the far reaches
of pre-nistory hed spawned the Hother's
race. She Found 1t curious 1o think thatb
after a million years the last menber of
a race wag returning to its place of
birth, Curious -— and fitting

She knew shat there would be places
of concealinent Ffor herself end the
Child., Here the Child could be horn in
gafety, Tor the planeb had heen Tejuv-
enated several hundred theousond years
before and wag now a Talr ~worlid or for-
ests, rivers and rich, heavy ajsmosphere .
Almost as if it'd had sowe inkling of
what was to come.

The chip hurtled on and on end thea
Mother premered hergel? Tfor +the long
seige that was about ©O begin.
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When the 7lying dblur of the Mother's
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figure passsd beyord their range, and
disappesared in the dirsction of +he
space shell, Sanders and Halligon raced
back towards <the chip, barking orders
cver the suils puones to those within.
The two guards were unhurt and would
foillow as soon as they were able to
force the considerable bulk of their
suit-body mass into an upeight position.

But for the moment all that matter=
ed was that the alien ship he destroyed
and the commander and Hailison were the
keys to the expedition's fighting power;
they must be cn the ship to direct oper-
ations against the alien. Such a tricky
job could not bes entrusted to junior
officers. They couldn't risk any mis-
takes this time.

Tor agonizingly 1long moments the
two pounded across e open space that
sevarated them from the snilp. uvtilizing
every ocurce oI gorength o raise and
lower thelr Legs against the heavy grav-
itaticonal pull »f this plaret. Then they
were in the air-locl,

The ehi» roeled under the recoil as

he heavics ctarted ir.

Another morent and they were in the
contral celi; Sanders still grotesqgue
in pressure suit, eyes rivived on the
banked serccns ag he observed the re-
sults of The boubardrent; Hallison tear-
ing medly at his gloves as he took over
the weapon key-board from his assistant
and poised lons fingers over the firing
atudc.

The sercen in  front of Sanders was
a magnificd pieture of the imnediate
arca inclozing, thae alien space vesscel.
Evervthing was ag ciear as daylight in
ths wondex=ful - infra red radiations and
the Commander ha? just been din time to
aeg the ond of the Mother's magnificent
battle with the .55g and the cloging of
the alien ship'g air-lcck as she passed
within,

As the mnomenbs passed and nothing
whir

~heppened., Sanders lcd on Hallison,
demand ings
"What's $he hold-up, man. You're

giving thc ereature valuable secondsi¥

alliscn stroggicd with the jammed
keys and a streen of white-hct proTtanity
ceared tho air as he gave a detailed, iT
obscene, dcscription of his gunnery ofi~
icer's ancegtry, face wan.

The uc’d details broke off in mid-
syllable. The keys had depressed infin-
itely bemeath Hoallison's probirg finger-
ipa. Fverybody turred back towards the

and froze, The alien =ship

“r
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was hurtling uwpwards.

Hallison didn't waste time on ex-
pletives, His lips moved rapidly as his
lightning-like perceptions made allow-
ances for the ascending vessel's trajec-
tory, and his finger-tips beal out a
staccato rhythm on the key board.

.It was inevitable that the first
few shots should miss and Hallison only
vemmed home his first hit when the alien
had got about five miles up.

Every e in the room was on the
imege in the 'screens as it rocked in the
holocaust; rocked, righted and flashed
onwards. The alien's screen was ad-
equate, They'd known it from the first,
really, but there was just that chance—

"Prepare to up ship," ordered San-
ders, taking his place before the master
control-board. Many things must be done
before the huge interstellar ship could
give chase.

It took them longer than she'd ex-
pected. And her two hours had already
become three before the ship burst out
of the air envelope.

She'd needed that margin. It wasn't
enough, but already the unadulterated
rays of space were pouring power into
her drained cells. And she was gradually
able to increase the rate of accelerat-
jon, while maintaining a tight screen
about the ship that precluded the poss-
ibility of being taken by surprise.

But it wasn't fast enough. The big
interstellar ship of the aliens could
matech any speed she was capable of at-
taining in her weakened condition and
she had the additional problem of keep-
ing the screen up., She dared not relax
it for a moment.

Hour by hour, the gap between the
two ships decreased and hour by hour the
Mother kept her razor-sharp perceptions
directed towards the other. She must
have warning when the onslaught began.

And she got it, Approximately ten
hours after leaving the planet's atmos-
phere, it came. A gudden devastating
blast, tearing across space towards her,
narrowing. the distance between pursuer
and pursued:in the twinkling of an eye.

The Mother was just in time, 5She
threw up a tight screen and at the very
moment 1t came into being the holocaust
struck, There was a sharp flashing as
the ravening flood hit and the shell
rocked dangerously.

Again and again, like a hungry

beast, the hard radiations hit  the
sereen, and each time were repulsed. For
hours the fight continued, sporadic and
devastating, draining tremendous quant-
ities of power away into the void, com-
ing again and egain like seething foam
that attacks a shore and is driven hack
into the sea, only to attack again and
again and again.

The Mother went through an eternity
o squendering her carefully hoarded
power. It seemed as if  there was no
1imit to her capacity and yet, with each
outflow, she could feel that deadly
overpowering weariness creeping into
her.....dulling her perceptions....slow-
ing her reactions till it was impossible
to distinguish reality from the terrible
phantasms that assailed her mind.ces.

Finally, the ferocity of the attacks
wened. Durihg one of the lulls, the
Mother accelerated with mad disregard of
her meager reserves, hurling her shell
beyond the reach of the enemy. Then she
threw down the screen and basked in the
flow of power that seeped in frum space.

The aliens overhauled her and 1t
was only the constant alertness of her
superb perceptions that gave her time to
got the screen up before the onslaught
hist.

Thus it went. The Mother would
alternately accelerate beyond range,
glide on momentum alone and throwing
down the impedlment of +the screen, a-
ccumulate the freecly-flowing energy of
gpace, only throwing up her screen again
as the aliens once more drew within
range.

A second eternity passed and for
the Mother, 1life beceme space, the reo-
lentless battering of the allens, the
mad accelerations,.....and the insuffic-
ient quantities of energy she absorbed
beforec she was forced to raise the
screen. Rach time she accelerated, it
was more difficult to find +the energy,
and eoach time she lowered the screen,
she acecumulated less.

And then it was no longer difficult,
A wondeorful sense of relief came to the
Mother ss the ship glided effortlessly
and she found she could relax. Relax —

Tho Mother jolted out  of it with
the abruptness of a dreamer rudely a-
wakened., The treacherous state into
which she'd been drifting gave way %o
wide awake alertness.

The planet.
t was almost below her now, its
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vast spinning shape a globe of clouded
mystery as it pulled at the tiny space
shell.

The Mother had no time for thought
of victory. It wes too close a thing
and even thought required energy that
sereen and space shell must have. ©She
gtarted to decelerate.

But she was coming down too fast.
The deceleration should have started
hours before the planet raced to inter-
cept its rendezvous with +the Mother's
vessel, She couldn't exert enough coun-
ter-gtress on the shreds of upper atmos-
phere that already whipped past.

The Mother felt very tired, very
0ld, and death was a near terrible
presence. '

Sanders was cramped and stiff from
long hours of ummoving ohservation, but
he didn't feel it. Hig mind was tempor-
arily dissoclated from his body and
there was only room in his consclousness
for a burning awareness of the battle
that was raging before him.

For the hundredth time, the little
craft had pulled out of range and they
were straining iIin pursuit, hoping thatb
this time they'd catch it before the
creature got its screen up.

They almost did. But even as the
radiations were ravening out across the
intervening space, +the familiar faint
blue aura flickered into being around
the vessel and the beams were repulsed.

They knew the alien would accel-
erate beyond thelr range as it had done
countless times Dbefore. It was only a
matter of minutes now. But the minutes
passed and were replaced by others and
still the alien ship didn't begin to
draw away from them.

Sanders tensed forward eagerly. He
had nothing to go on but that strange,
age-old feeling of intultion that goes
beyond facts, but he couldn't suppress
the rising tide of fierce exultation
that shattered the dams of logic and
reason and swept like a raging flood
through his bloodstreem.

They were all feeling 1t. A new
quality had transfigured all within the
room, from junior officer to Hallison.
They knew. The end was in sight.

Then suddenly the floor inclined at
a sharp angle and everybody was thrown
in a heap. For mad moments, chaos
ruled. Finally Senders managed to re-
gain the master control panel and the
untended screens flashed into life.

The Mother

The corner of a huge, spinning
sphere bulged out of the screen, and
Sanders cursed briefly. That they
should have so jeopardized the Expedit-
ion, could only wring an impotent curse
fram him.

The long battle began to regain
mastery of their mad descent.
The Mother felt it. Her _ superb

faculties detscted the change in the
lisadlong speed of her pursuers and she
realized with a queer shock that they,
also, must have been taken unawares by
the planet's powerful gravitational
field.

It could be a trick, Razor-gharp,
her mind considered the very definite
possibility that they were feiguing loss
of control. And when she lowered her
screen — !

The Mother directed her attention
below., She was plumeting towards the
spinning ball at meteoric speed. As 1t
was, she couldn't throw enough energy
into the decceleration to make , any in-.
roads on her terrific momentum.....

It was a terrible chance, but she
took it. Dowm went her screens and,
with all +the strength that remained,
ghe threw everything into the counter-
acceleration,

Minutcs passed and still the
whirling planet hurtled up at her. Then,
graduslly, +the incredible pace began to
lessen. The Mother pumped <+the precious
power from she knew not where eover down-
wards, producing an almost intoloerable
stross on the atmosrhere.

Ever so slowly the space shcll lost
velocity. But now the Mother was fecl-
ing tho cfforts of her mighty sacrifico.
Again that strange torpor was stealing
through Ler, !'til the ground became a
misty unrcality.

And once more the Mother threw off
the encroaching weariness, forcing her
perceptions downward till the misty vell
that had hung botween her oycs and the
ground disappeared, From within her,
the pulsing life-throb sent a message of
hope and her mind cleared.

The space shell emerged abruptly
fprom a low-hanging cloud bank and below
gtrctched & magnificent forest that lost
itself in the haze of distance.

She levelled out and momentum carr-
ied the space shell along parallel to
the ground. If she could only find a
landirg-place whore the ship wouldn't be
entirely demolished at the moment of im-



Lhe Mother
pact - she found it.

Several miles above, the Mother's
senscs detected the sporadic, jerky de-
gelcration of the aliens. Yheir prescnt

course should bring them down over a
section of country only minutes flying
time away. ©She must hurry.

The space shell slanted downwards
towards the clearing on a long curving
path. The ship had slowed to just under
a hundrod miles an hour when it hit and,
true to the Mother's expectations, it
split open at tho middle, hurling her
clear,

She took the fall well, her body a
tight ball that rolled over and over
till 1t came to rest., Then, in the
fashion of her race, she instantly gave
birth to the child.

The Mother watched through tired
eyos as the Child, an cxtention of her
own furiousg impulsc for survival, raccd
away into the forest,

As she watched, she could almost
feel tho potency of her thoughts acting
through the Child's brain, forcing its
body onward at hoadlong speed. And she
knew that +the +tight band of thoughts
that was suporimposod upon the brain of
the Child was a virtual replica of her
experionce and associations, a ghostly
mentor to influence and guide the act-

ions ' of the inexperienced Child +ill it
was capable of doing so by itself, When
that day arrived, the super imposed

thought-pattérn of the Mothor would rc-
lease 1ts hold upon the Child's brain
automatically end he would bc — mature.
But until then every moment, cvery day,
the Mother would be inside the Child's
mind, gulding him from the groat ficld
of her cxpericncec.

It was as if some incradicable in-
stinet of survival from the carly days
of the racc had impeclled the Mothor to
send the Child on ahcad of hor as she
recovercd her strength, but now  she
knew she must follow,

In barc scconds the alicns would be
on the scenc, bombarding overything in

the district with theilr heavies, She
must overhaul that fast-flceing little
figurc that wes racilng oway from the

danger arca.

Then it came, That qucor disturbod
guality of the air that could moan only
one thing. The Mother struggled to rise
and — she couldn't move.

splendid physical machine +that she
was, the Mother had driven hersclf to
the extromc limit of her powers, If she

.
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drained her last encrgy in movement now,
ghe would literally cxplodec in the rend-
ing holocaust of atomic blow-up., In
that last moment before the elien ship
camc into view over the trces and swoop-
od towards the clecaring, thce Motier sud-
denly realized tho meening of  that
strange scnsetion she'd fclt cach time
death was ncar.

She had felt ——= an cmotional oppo-
sition' For vhoen shc realized they would
have killed her unhcsitatingly, the
Mother had-oxporicnced blind fury. The
lagt of that racial decadence slaughed
from her mind likc & false mask, becausc
in killing hor —

They would kill the Child.

A1l sclf-decoptions vanished in that
momont and suddcenly she stood rovecaled—

proud of <+hosc who hadn't known how to
fight; yct had stood, and fought, and
dicd, Proud of thc race that had spawn-
cd her, Proud +that, at thc last, she

wag their reprosentative; that she was—
The Mothor,

And as the huge alicn ship swooped
ovor the clecaring and the Child raccd a-
way through the forest; shc kncw what
che must do, Victory was & high flamc
within her as shc hurtled upwerds,

Miles away, thce Child was thrown
savagely to the ground by +thc shock of
the cxplosion, and some of the vitallty
went out of the tight band of suporim-
poscd thoughts within his brain,

The next moment, ; howcver, he was.
fleeing onwards agein. Hc darc not stop.
For he was possible the Mother!s ruse
might not have destroycd the aliens dnd
ho couldn't risk being overtaken. 13

Soon the trees started to thin and
the Child cmerged from the last of the
forest. Before him, covored with dense
folicge and well camoflagod from the .air
was an opening to a massive cave.

The knowlcdge within his mind told
him that this was thc cntrance to.a vast
net-work of tunanels thet had, at an in-
conccivably remotc time, been used as a
planet-wide, sub-surfacce tronsportation
systom. The placc was o veritable maze
and hec would novcr be dlscovorcd once he
geincd its lower:lcvels. :

Scfety woe within the Child's grasp
as hc entered thc abendoned nct-work of
tunnclsg end hc know that this would be
the birth-place of « ncw and grsater
race when the time came for him, with
the means maturity provided, to become——
The Mother.

s s N I
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This edition of Light Flashes is
being written on July 20, so if CANFAN
is way late, blame it on me. Taylor told
me I was <the bottle-neck in the line of
progress and that I was holding things
up. However, it couldn't be helped. As
I type this, composing directly out of
my head, mno wisecracks please, I can
hear outsidé my window, which is open,
the pitter-patter of the raindrops on
the leaves of the spreading maple there.
Remember the trees in "Tim's Tree®? Nope,
that isn't the one - it resides in front
of the house. Looking back, you realize
we had a pretty nice winter and spring.
The winter, especlally, was far nicer
than last year. In fact, some old-timers
claim this has been the mildest winter
on record, while they also claim, backed
I believe, to some extent by the weather
bureau, that last winter was also the
severest on record. So you see not only
the Americans can claim to doing things
in the bigeest or the most extreme way.
We also go to extremes in Canada. Or
anyway, around Ffarry Sound., Which re-
minds me of a fish story: My family owns
a farm outsgide of PYowasson, which is
sort of North Bast of Parry Sound. On
this farm is the swellest little lake
for Mudcat, Catfish, or whatever you
wish to call them. They are those beau-
tiful little fish with long horns and
spikey fins. Anyway, overy now and then
the kids 'round about there go picnick-
ing on the shores of this little lake.
They never take any food, or anything,
outside of maybe a knife and fork and a
tin plate., Oh yes, also a can of nice,
big, fresh, juicy worms. Once at this
lake, they man the punts and row out to
some favoured hole among the Lily pads
which dot the surface almost without
end. Into +this hole between the pads
they drop the baited line. Soon the Mud-
cat start to bite. You draw one out and
drop your line and draw another and —
well, an expert at the game can flip his
line out ag soon as he feels a bite and
before the fish can swallow the bait. If
you do it smartly enough, the surprised
fish hangs on for an instant, then opens
his mouth, and drops right off your line
into the boat. You save your bait — In
fact, one fcllow once caught over a hun-

~own truth,

by Leslie A, Croutch

dred fish with the same worm, and when
he returned hdéme he put the worm, still
alive and healthy, back in the box of
earth where it lived. I am told he used
that same worm for over two years and it
lived to die at a ripe 0ld age! But I
digress! ((You said it! This is still
a stf mag, I think.)) Usually two such
expert fishermen go out in the boat, and
in about an hour they have drawn in so
many fish and so fast that +the frietion
of the hook and line has heated the
waters of +the lake. Soon the water is
hot enough and the fish are cooked to a
turn when they come out and all you have
to do is clean and eat them! I know
this sounds unbelievable, but its Ghod's
so help me Foo foo. One
figherman was lost there a year ago. At
least they think it was his skeleton
thoy discovercd on the beach. We know
there dis the Grand-daddy of all Mudcat
in that lake, for we have seen him. We
also know several times he has almost
pulled somc careless fisherman in., Is it
too far from the realms of truth to sug-
gest he pulled this fellow in.,......well
you do find the beauch littered with fish
skeletons afteor a picnic you Knowse.eeos

After thus managing to f£ill up some
gpace I shall get on to the little fan
news I know, Honestly, gang, things are
glow up here. There just doesn't seem to
be anything doing outside of a choice
few., Ron Conium has dropped so complete-
ly out of sight he is apparently out of
touch of even the Toronto gang. John
Mason, so the story goes, is conceivably
recovering from an atbtack of the dread
disease, matrimonitus, Metrimonitus is
gsome terrible, especially if the victim
has been a sufferer of <the other dread
ailment, misogynistitus. John 1is, or
was, or may still be, a misogynist. To
him the fair and mysterious wearer of
silken underthings just did not exist.
However, I am informed by sources rcmote
from Canada, but rocliable nonetheless,
that friend John was introduced by a
fair conspirator to a certain Dblonde
babe and that the terrible virus took to
such a degree that John almost succumbed
to the perils of passion. 'Tis said “by
informant reliablec that John contem-
plated matrimony. Contemplated — past
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tense, please, for the latest word is
that John's mognificent constitution
threw off +the deadly germ and he is a-
gain safe. Now, instead of keeping one
girl unhappy, he can keep a whole lot of
them in the same state.

Albert Betts is out of town due to
enlistment in the merchant marine. Last
word was a letter from hinm written on
board his ship, thc name of which is
pronounced, ‘according <to BBetts, as
figkare-a-asg.” He has been across the
ocean, and to Glasgow, where, he tells
me, he findg the blackout is a wonderful
aid to nature where the young ladies are
concerned. ({(With that face, yes.))

Tom Hanley and Jack Sloan are heard
from egain with their usual intermittent
communications. Hanley 1is supposed to
be masking mucho simoleons somewhere but
thet is all I know. Harold Wakefield is
sore as hell at MacKenzie King because,
it seems, he had to dispose of certain
of his precious books in order to pay
the balance due on his 1943 income tax.
Fred Hurter, after a long silence, ceme
through with a breszy letter, written on
paper which bore the letterhead THE RED
LIGHT INN and which had scattered around
the borders such pithy statements as THE
HOUSE DET'ICTIVE ALWAYS KNOCKS TWICE. A
BLONDE IN EVERY ROOM, and so forth. Out
in Vancouver fandom is sloppy. Child
has withdrawn his fair name from fandom.
The Pecks no longer peck about, Frome
won't write. Strange people.

The Canadian edition of SUPER SCI-
ENCE will apparently continue, ZLatest
edition has a cover from I¥IM, and sto-
ries mixed from FFM and U.S. SUPER SCI-
ENCE. Ought to Dbe even more of a cur-
iosity now. WEIRD TALES is still going
strong and bids fair to outlast all the
other Canadian attempts. The firm that
published +the Canadian SCIENCE FICTION
recently brought out a pocketbook called
BRIGANDS OF THE MOON, They have it as
being written by John Campbell, Tut
tut! Copies may be obtained from Les
Crouteh, Box 121, Parry Sound, Ontario.

" Fanzine publishing in the states
appeares to be quickening instead of
otherwise. Recently I have received
several very good publications, and cop-
ies of first attempts that were excell=-
ent, The best of those received for
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some time 1is Al Ashley's NOVA. I cer-
tainly recommend thig for tochnical
brilliance of production, guality of
writing, size, and beauty of illustrat-
ions, He has a photoscope machine,
which photographically transfers sany
drawing to a specially prepared stencil,
This does away with the old stylus meth-
od of tracing. From here you duplicate
in the regular fashion, The art work in
NOVA is so close to professional print-
ing that some couldn't be discerned from
press work, in my opinion. For a copy,
write Al Ashley, 25 DPoplar, Battle
Creek, Michigan, Send 10¢.

It looks like the furor created by
the Cogmic Circle 1s starting to die
down. Degler is supposed to have with-
drawn from the CC, bubt one Rogers is
still very much in existence. Fandom's
ire seems +to be turning against the man
who looks 1like a good scapegoat, Ray
Palmer of AMAZING. Seems the gtyle is
to curse him and his publications. Like
a flock of gheep following the bell-
wether, Incidentally, here is the ques-
tion of the month: WHAT WELL-KNOWN SCI-
ENCE FICTION AND WEIRD AUTHOR, AND ALSO
SOMETH ING OF A FAN, ONCE SHOWED A PHOTO-
GRAFE OF ©SHEEP OVER THE BRO§ OF A HILL
AND ON THE BACK OF THE PICTURE HAD THE

INSCRIFT ION: WSCIENCE FICTION FANS %%
Personally, I don't see why fandom as a
whole 1s =0 against Palmer and his two

publications, I admit much of his stuff
is bad, but other magazines publish mat-
erial just as lousy. CAPTAIN FUTURE,
for one, was, in my opinion, worse than
AMAZ TNG and Co. Yet fgndom didn't ost-
racize it the way 1t did Rap's pair. No
magazine exists that is ALL bad, or ALL
good. . It is no wonder Rap has recently
turned against fandom +the way he has,
Any man who was called the names and run
down the way he was for years would soon
goet sore and start throwing things back,
Fandom, in my opinion, is pretty much to
blame for what has happened, more so
than Palmer is.

Ever try 1o write a column of dec-.
ent wordage when you have no news to
report? If you ever have to, you'!ll
probably end up with something like this
one. Before someone throws me out,
then, I'1l say “Hasty Banana”, which is
Jidy Canovese, and shove off.



»

COOKIN® WIT* GAS

Page 14

|ALBERT 4. BEPTS| So! My  doubting
friend, you didn't think I'd meke it to
Croutch's? How wrong you were. Yes, I
met Parry Sound's gift to fandom. Skip-
ping all the details and starting at the
time when I approached Les's front door.

I knocked and it was answered by The
Kindly Old CGent in person(s). I immed-
iately recornized him from piectures I
had seen at Conium's and on Voil, He has
a couple of gnapg of me, bubt did he show
the same courtesy of recognition? No, he
didn't, It happened like this, After
the door had opened:

"You're Les Croutch,”
asserted.

Yes? he answered,
ingly.

Well, do you know who I am?" At
this he peered more closely through his
second pair of eyes. WNot satisfied, he
took them off and wiped the lenses.
Putting them back on he gave me the once
over again. Then, making with the big
smile he says:

“"Jack Sloan! Well, how are you,
whon did you get in, where are you stay-
ing??????? Disappointed and disgusted 1
stopped this flow of well-meant welcome
and told him vho I was. Apologizing for
the misteken identity, he bade me enter
and we went up to his room where we got
acquainted and talked about this and
that t1ll about 11:45, when I left him
to get some slecep. The following mor-
ning he came to my room and took me home
with him, where I met his family and had
a couple of fine home-cooked meals. He
showed me his collection of mags and
books and records. Ve ligtened to his
phonograph for quite awhile. He has all
gsorts of records, from Danse kiacabre and
Night on Bald liountain to jazz and jitt-
erbug tunes and George Formby ditties
and recorded sound tracks from all Dis-
ney pictures and the Wizard of Oz, and
even square dance and cowboy tunes, for
which he has a weakness. Between records
and gabbing I zot rid of over five bucks
worth of my balance in Let's Swap books,
picking out a lot of fanzines and a few
pros. I had a great time while I was
there and was sorry to leave.

I beamingly

half question-

ﬁRANK ROBINSd§1 Cover: as nice a bunch
of fans as I've seen. That is, of
course, excluding the members of = the
Midwest Fantasy Fan Federation. Maybe
sometime I'1l meet some of you. (Los
Angeles in ??77)

Light Flashes: Croutch seems to
have a grudge against Campbell and Astou
nding. I rather agree with Mason that
JWC does the best he can with what he
has to work with. And Astounding is
5till the best stf mag on the stands ——
and one of the biggest (if not +the
biggest) sellers. The unfortunate part
is, the authors who weren't drafted, are
valuable men in industries vital to the
walh ~ and haven't time to devote to wr-
iting science fiction. O0llie Szari,
for instance, is an important technician
in the Buick plant in Flint Michigan. Dr
E. E. Smith 1is +technical director of a
huge plant in Indiana., There was a time
when the good doctor thought he might
have a 1little spare +ime to devote to
the chronicling of the adventures of one
Kimball Kinnison, but, alas, such was
not to be. Smith had worked one job
down to the point where he had a little
spare time to write, when he was pro-
moted to TD of the entire plant —— and
left with no spare time whatsoever. (His
list of promotions is interesting ————
chemist to chemical engineer to assist-
ant chief chemigt +to chief chemist +to
technical director.) This was especially
disappointing to those of usg who have
been around when he drdpped hints of the
fourth — and last == of thc Lensman
stories. This story 1is, incidentally,
the one that EES wanted to write ten
years ago - when he wrote Spacehounds of
the IPC. Spacchounds and +the 3 Lensman
stories so far written have scerved mere-
1y as introductions to this last gtory.
I believe the characters in the 4th epic
are the most interesting to yet appear
in scicnce fiction — and they'rc not on
the order of Nadreck or the Arisians.,
From what I've heard, parts of the story
will surpass lMerritt at his best.

Schmarje's articlette: I am getting
very tired of different fans informing
me (via fanzines) that 1 am samething
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definitely out of the ordinary purely
because I read and like scienco fiction.
I resent implications that I am crazy,
mad, or a slan, Such asinine state-
ments serve only to cast reflections on
the writer. Schmarje's statements, as:
"Imagination is fine ~- but then again,
are we mad?" hit a new low in asininity.
Come, come, Harry. Speak for yourself.

[RAY 4. KARDEN]| I liked the cover, though

God knows why. ((Sir! Because my pictur
was on 1t, naturally)) (( Egotistical,
ain't I)) ((Oh no, it's merely that
modesty is not one of my many virtues))
Fan plctures arc almost always intercst-
ing, especially to & more or less isola-
ted fan, Your format is neat and far
more professlonal than most fanzines....
I hope you continue with it...

The only really bad stuff in this
issue are the two articles. Thoy didn't
say anything, and they said it so per-
functorily and with such a condensed
attitudc that they are =enselessS......s0
cut this kind out after this, or send
them back for rewriting, uh?

All of the stories were distin-
guished by their obvious rank of belong-
ing to "fan-fiction"...,not that this is
bad, but they certainly weren't attempt-
ing to be professional. Saari’s "After-
Life" was probably the best of them; in
order werc after this (and the five
stories were the top things in the is-
sue): "Correspondence Picee"; %Jest of
the Dim God"; "The Story of Trees®, al-
though this lagt baffled me exceedingly;
({It vaffled the author too. He came to
me with the manuscript, and seid, "What
the hell have I got here? I didn't
know.)) ¥"Little Drops of Water'; This
latter was strange in that it offered a
ready-made plot that could probably  be
sold to a pro if written up at all well,
but Gibson chose to put it in this form.
Suggested plot: Man lands on desert; is
captured by Martians; is taken to vill-
age where he is imprisoned, together, if
possible, with a heroine; they escapo;
later scene shows rich magnate with
protty wife handling lemonade balls,
ote, Owell, it's my way of looking at
155 0 o 00 ot

Your cditorial page 1is nice and
informative, but Craouthch's ((?!1?!)) is
infuriating with his movieo info, as I'vo
recad it all before in FAN-SLANTS..,.
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JIKE] I nmugt congratulate you on the
Tack of so many typogerrors. Andé ou the
gquality of fiction in this issue. I, for
one, should like to see more art work and
more fiction, Hurter ranks quite high
for a fan columnist, And pleass, no
more articles like the ones by Nanek and
Schmarje. Nanek can do much, much botter
on verge, and as for Harry, well....ahe
goes aroung in circles, although- : his
last paragraph brings out a point - i.e.
fandom tonding toward education and ecul-
ture. &
For therein, rather than in any hope
of organization, lies fandomis great
votentiality., I still medintain-that’ fan-
dom, even if it might gain in numbers,
could never move with sufficient unity
to work as any sort of orusading press -
ure group. Fandom's only hope lies in
the process of picking out, refining,
and development of certain individuals
within the group. It is  to. be hoped
that +these individuals will add -some
small bit to the world's culture and ad-
vancement. Some fans may continue to
rave -about strength in umity, but fan-
dan can have no gtrength.: -Ete.. velue
lies in the individuality of-some.of its
more promising members —— aifew artists
and writers of note; ' -a few technicians;
a few social workers; aind.perhaps, out
of all these, perhaps one’ or more real
leaders in some field.

"
§ A

IKYM TEMBY | It's stupendous!. It's col-

ossalll lt's terrific!i! '~ In fact, it's
good, What am I halking about? Why,
"Canadian Fandom” <. courge,. the first

({sixth)) ish' of which I regeived with
trembling hands today. ‘Gadzooks! - what
class, eh? Almost a dréam ecopy, but not
quite — not quite because of three
photos on the front cover which rather
tend to spoil - the atmogpherc - perhaps
you can guess which they arcé! I must say
they are good, = thoughy .cnes tekon
after I left the establislment, aren't
they? To me the :higher idezcls of Fan-
Fiction are ecpitomized .n the study of
Ron Conium on the cover whereas Scienti-
or Fan Fiction's wackiness . and sense of
huriour could ‘only come from devil-browed
Fred who smiles so cheerfully just be-
low. Al Macrae looks his usual cheery
self, and — jumping gobs of goon-you-
know-what! - ig that you in the lower-
left hand corner? I do. .beglieve you're
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sporting a new jacket; pretty dapper,
pretty danper! Glad to see you and the
0ld schnozzle again.

verssoyour ¥Beak Broadcasts® is
very typical of you! There you go again,
apologizing and rubbing your be--, nose
in the earth for no reason at all. I
think you carry enough prestige to cut
that sort of +thing out ((Kaff, kaff))
(but I know you won't).

Peter Young's contribution, "Jest
of the Dim God" is okay, Perhaps the
old adjectives are laid on a bit thick,
but I know that this seems to be the
case with most stf writers - they just
miss the polish of the professional, His
story is unusual although I had the mis-
fortune to guess the ending some 1little
time before getting there. I don't know
whether to attribute this to my superior
brain-power (ahem!) or to Young's giving
it away earlier on; what say you?

Next someg Croutch's "Light Flasheg"
which are interesting and topical., Al-
though they are not bad they are not the
kind of stuff which makes for outstand-
ing writing, which means that they don't
have the scope of, say, Fred's "Stuff &
Such" —= a very interesting feature., I
like the way he picks on some obscure
subject and makes something extremaly
interesting out of it. He has a real
knack for that sort of thing.

Now where was 1?7 - 1 left off writ-
ing this yesterday and am trying to car-
ry on from where I stopped.

Oh, yes = next on the list comes
"Iittle Drops of Water”, which I haven't
read yet. Hang on for a moment while I
proceed to peruse lbecccecsasevrossaanns
««o..Heht heh! hehl Very amusing., It's
a clever short story and 1s a good ex-
emple of the kind of matter I 1like to
see printed in fanmegs. The idea 1s
quite clever and 1t produced some good
chuckles from me. What's more, Gibson
doesn't overdo his literary style.

Stammering staplesi!! If it isn't
our old friend, Dangt-o-o-ng Mor-r-r-ell
in the next story! It was a great sur-
prise to see him again and you may bo
sure I was heartbroken to learn of his
death., Can you percuade Saari to bring
Danton back in a tale of reincarnation
or sump'n? I liked his tale partially
for sentimental reasons and oentirely for
the improvement he's made in his writing,

I've already commented on the Wack's
effort, His article on religion and
Christmas is very interesting. Ask him
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if he got it out of the Encyclopedia
Britannical When he goes on with stuff
about dextro and levo forms and stereo-
lsomerism he leaves me way behind, does-
n't he you? It appears that he knows
what he's talking about 4f his problem
stumped the MoGill professors.

Al, Macrae's contribution? Well,
1t's Jjust typical of him., I always
used 1o wonder how A.I.!'s brain worked
and I gtill haven't found out., His
"Story of Trees” - well, frankly I don't
quite get it, but I always was slow at
comprehending such talcs

[FRANKLIN LEE BALDWIN | CenFan #6 a sup-
reme k.0, Cover very ok and enlighten~
ing. Mason in best pose, But where was
fan Wakefield? ((Where was he? Grrrrr!
The excuse he gave for not sending a
photo was that he had sent his last to
YOU, and lost the negative)) Caliber of
material best I've seen in (Canadian
mags to date. Hope you can continue to
shoot that kind of stuff to us subscrib-
ers. "Jest of the Dim God¥ one of the
best fan yvarns I've seen around in some
moons === quite a pay-off ending. The
darn thing kept cropping up in my mind
several days after reading it & I'd have
a chuckle for myself.

|SHIRLEY PUM PECK | The cover cleared up

a 10t of queer idess I had cbout what
people look like, You =all seem to be
human and usual-s-looking after all,
Strange.

I wish you would thank J. Hollis
Mason for his comments on "“The Unclean®™
for me. I believe in constructive crit-
icism and had never had any idea before
what a reader's reaction +to my stories
was, 1'm glad he didn't"praise with
faint damns.?

[FRANCIS T. LANEY ] The cover was swell,
But would have becn bebtter for me had it
had a picture, an actual photograph, of
that well-nigh mythical being, The Wake
field, I understand that so little of
this creaturc!s body 1s matter, as we
understand the word, that it fails to
make any impression on a photographic
plate., However, this diffioulty could
porhaps be obviated with a  spraygun,
such as the dauntless professors used on
the Dunwich Horror; or else one might
dangle choice weird books in front of
the +thing and gradually lead it into a
(Continued on page17)




By Henry Androew Ackermann

GCOOD THINGS

- ROM

STRANGE CABINETS .., .

Have you ever wondered what movie
started the present run of fantastic and
science-fictional motion pictures. I
have often, and so finally Dbceeoming
tired of idle and useless speculation, I
delved long and arducusly into ancient

and musty files of motion picture peri-

odicals and this is what I discovered.

In the magazine, "Motion Picture
Classic”, (now long defunct) I came a-
cross a review.of a foreign film, made
in Germany, that, I belleve, was the
first serious gtfempt ever to portruy
the unworldly and psychological in co-
lluloid. However, as the cover,con-
tents page, and other pages of the issue
gre migging and nothing I can read in
the Femainder of the magazine can date
this review, I can only makc vague and
unscilentific guesses as to0 what year
this film was produced. 1919 or 1920,
porhaps. ((Former is correct.))

The review from
Classic™ follows, complete -— word for
word as printed:

"Which brings us to "The Cabinet of
Dr Caligariy actually the most unusuall
thing in the celluloid year — or indecd
of all the screen years put together,
Here is the cubistic or the expression-
igtie, as you will, applied to the film,
For instance, you rccogaize « b uge, but
with its trapezoidal wulls, triangular
doors and bizarrc floor patterns, it is
a structure as never existed in reality.

S0, too, with the weird alleys and
shadowy streets, the fantastic roofs and

Mot ion Pleture

‘as a motion picture.

the crazily inclined buildings. A1l this
may or may not mean anything in direct
fashion, but the settings form an inscp-
arable 1.rt — an aid — to the story,
vhich is as gorgeous a thriller as the
most exacting lover of the sensational
could desire.

It is a tale of madness and murder,
of a queer old wizard, Dr Caligari, and
of his somnembulistic victim, Caesare ,
who by night, seeks vengeance upon those
who have been unhappy enough to interest
or annoy the hypnotist. The whole thing
turns out to be the disordered fancy of
a madman.

Out of the morbid maze stands Wein-
or Krauss! abgsolutelyuncanny performance
of “Dr Caligari®; you will feel exactly
as if you had been whiling away an hour
or so in an asylum. If you like a
shocker, we recommend this. Anyway, you
ghould sec it. For the first tizo -ou
will see a film in which the background
is not inert. "Dr Caligari® gives di-
mensions and meaning to space, aotuclly
making it a part of the story.

I know for a fact that this film
pre-dates the famed "Metropolis', which
was also a German film, as I had the
pleasure of seeing the latter when very
young. However, I am not certain wheth-
er this pre-dates "The Lost World", the
A, Conan Doyle story which was produced
Perhaps some of
you readers can give additional infor-
mation; perhaps & cortain Californian
would know, How about it?
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