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Greetings and salutations! You've
had a long wait for this, promised as it
was last September. The nonth is now
February, naking us only half & year, cr
sgRaewhere in that vieinity, late. I doubt
very ruch if the rag hos been missed - I
received only a few queries as to the
whereabouts of ConFan — and lately,
many editors have just decided not to
bother to send their mags to me. I
hope this issue will ©bring & few more
across the border. If any of you
boys want me 1o swubscribe in the event
thet Conadian Fandom doesn't  appeear,
just drop me g note to let me know.

This issue could clmost be retitled
"LIGHT™ . It's so filled up with Les'
material thet there was hardly room for
anything else. However, &s
when I told him the lineup. "New CanFon
sounds all right." Of course, he wasn't
prejudiced in any way. Theilluatratior :
for BESTER SiITH'S ACCIDENT, in this ic
sue are by T. Vi:i and ayself, Thoon on
praess fovn.and smben cre von'a, while I
e paspongdblo {or those othoer ugly inle-
wrdchoteoigont Ll e, soy eimpliiimto -
goreaod b R oditor will be aomvoyad,
by hia,t. the fiiec wustebasket.

My apologies are due to Mrs Jessie
Walker, for my lateness in publishing
FAN ME WITH A NEWSPAFPER. This was writ-
ten over a year ago, and should have
seen print long before now. Hopse you'll
forgive me, Mrs Walker.

As usual, I'm on the lookout for
paterial; any kind of materisl — ar-
ticles; stories, cny length; oartoons;
covers; poultry; almost anything in

fact that would be suitable for a gen-
eral fanzine such as Canadian Fandom.
One thing I want in particular - letters,
any letters; just some cormment on the
mag - what you think; what you want done
with it; what's bad; what's good; how
to improve; anything, as long as it's a
letter. This is dealt with elsewhere in
the mag, but I think this paragraph wont
be amiss if it accomplishes its parpose.
Give a guy a hand, wontcha®

Perhops +he biggest improvement I
could make at this time would be a reg-
ular publication date. I fear, however,

Les seid..
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that this 1is impossible under present
conditions, Schoolwork is so important
at this time that spare minutes must be
devoted to it rather than fan work, 1
will heve +the opportunity to answer
letters, but only during what few holi-
days I get will I be able to work on Can
Fan. This is my last yeer in highschool,
and if all goes well, I'1l be in univer-
sity in the fall, 4f +the army will let
me., I've been deferred for elmost a
year now to finish my senior matricul-
gtion, and certain events which have
taken place in the past few months make
it necessary for me to continue on with
my College education rather than go into
the army. I'11l have to work all the wey,
go if future issues of the mag appear at
very irregular intervals, just bear that
in mind. If all goes well, anoth-
er issue might, notice I said might, a-
ppear at Easter. I'1l see what I can do.
Notice the new heading for our con-
tents page. This was designed by Albert
Betts, and is intended to be permanent.
It will probably appear each issue in
this form. At present, I've lost my .

title stencil. If I find it, headings
will be neat, if not, they'll be sloppy
as hell.

If any of you have any ideas or
contributions for that new department —
Fan Personalities, shoot them this way
please. Yhotographs of well-known fans,
methods of improving the feature, any-
thing which'll help it along. Perhaps
we could include a brief autobiograrphy
with each installment. Suggestions pliz.

Holden Blackwell's SCIENCE-FICTION
didn't raise as much of a protest as I
thought it would. I presume most of you
didn't +take it seriously, which, in-
cldentally, was the best wey. As same
have guessed, Holden Blackwell knows
practically nothing about secience-fic-
tion or fans. He was a schoolmute of
Hurter's and mine five years ago here
at St Andrew's, and having read a few
pro and fan mags, and listened to Fred
gabble about science-fiction, decided to
put his foot In the pot too. He wasn't
gerious about what he wrote, in faet, he

(Continued on page 17)
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The mist was thick and the driver
in the big truck didn't see Bester Smith
until it rvas too late. ¥ith a rasping
curse, he twisted the vheel to the left,,
at the sume time throwing ©ll his veight
on the foot that had cutomatically
scught the brike pedal.

Bester Smith screamed as he slivped
on the wet navement. The right fender
struck him a stunning blow and he went
dovn. Clutching futilely at the unyeil-
ding cement end twisting his body snoke-
like, he made ¢ wvein attempt to sprawvl
to safety. Then the truck wheel caught
him, ond consciousness venished in a
black wave of horrible nain that nierced
his whols being.

When Bester Smith
sciousness eond saw his white surround-
ings, white woodwork, white chairs,
white bed, he wasn't sure whether he was
in heaven, in u hospital, or whether his
wife had thrown the rolling-pin at him
again. She did do that ct times. But
after thinking it over, he knew it
couldn’t be heaven, because any pictures
he had seen of it had shown bevieg of
nlump, angelic cherubs with wings flying
about plaving harns, and there certainly
weren't any here. And besides, where
were the flashing stars, the Saturns,
the streaking comets, &and the bird-like
twitterings he always associated with
rolling-pin cttacks?

But wait! Perhaps he weas in the
Happy Hereufter after all. For if that
wasn't an angel over there by the little
table then somebody was playing & devil
of a trick on him., He sighed, and stir-
red. The angel turned.

“0h, you're awake!™ <Trilled the
golden—haired, blue—eyed vision that
hurried to him solicitiously.

"Wh—where am I?% Bester Smith
asked the eternal question, attempting
to sit up only to drop back with a gusp
at the sudden +twist of pain that shot
through his legs. And now, apparently
for the first time, he became cognizant
of & dull, gnewing ache from the hips
down.

"Husht® the vision admonished,
placing her hands on his shoulders. “You
musn't try to sit up. Not yet, anyway..

regained con-
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Now you just lie there while I call Doc-
tor Newell."

Bester Smith  grunted,
noticed that his legs,

and now he
yes, both of

them, were 1lifted in complicated har-
nesses the like of which he had never
seen before, and swathed to enormous

size in white wrappings. Subconsciously,
he knew that they were in casts, that
they had been broken, and in a wove of
memory cume the 1recollection of the
truek, the wet, slippery street, the
sudden bluckness.

Thwack! A huge, red, ham-like palm
descended on Bester Smith's unprotected
back with a slap that resounded half-way
across the huge office.

"Hiyah, Bester ol'
the presumptuous one.

oull® roared
"When'd ya get

back? Howsa ol! pins?®
Slowly, the diminutive figure of
Bester Smith straightened. Slowly he

turned and glared through his horn-rim-
med spectacles at the bulky, bay window-
ed figure of +the office pest, & loud-
mcuthed, red—faced fellow who, wore a
cigar stuck perpetually in his widely
smiling mouth. iE

"Br—ah—hello,” murmured Smith un-
comfortably. He didn't like this fellow
and he made no bones about showing it.
But, like most expansive fellows, .the
other either didn't perceive it, or just
d:in't let on.

ihen'd ya get back? demanded the
other, exhaling a puff of rank smoke in-
to the smaller man's face.

"Oh—er—I've been back," d@nswered
Smith, waving his hand vaguely, %ih-
about a month. No-er-—six weeks. Yes,
six weeks I've been back.”

"Howsa pins. How'd it happen? 1
heard ya had a peacherino of a nurse.
How was she? C'mon, spill up, ya sly
ol' féx."  And the huge fellow followed
his fast questions with a sly, but deep,
elbow in the ribs, A nudge that fairly
took Smith's breath away. He knew, in-
stinetively, that he would carry a
bruise for days.

fr-ah-ahum," Smith murmured uncer-
tainly, pulling a handkerchiel from his
1ip pocket and absent-mindedly polishing
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his spectacles.

"iell? Well?® verbally prodded the
brute.

"Ahum-well, you see it was a truck.
The street was wet, It slipped-er-ah-I
mean, I slipped. Yes, I slipped. Woke
up in a hospital —er—ah—yes—both legs
broken-~—a-omt¥ Bester S’’’ . related in-
coherently, then turned back to his desk
with the air of one detached from the
sordid things of life and those that in-
habit it, especially loud-mouthed, cigar
smoking men who blew clouds of nauseat-
ing fumes into your face.

Mell, well. Fancy that. Glad
youre out anyway. Yessir, glad you're
out. Here, pal, shakel™ And the over-
bearing one stuck forth a fist like a
leg of ham, and grabbed Smith by the
hand, pumping it as if it were a  han-
dle on an old~fashioned gasoline pump.

"Er-gh-thank you —" and then Bestér:

Smith stopped. . He goggled. He took his
glagsses off, polished <them, then put
them on again, Yes, it was true. ' 3
eyes weren't playing any tricks on hii.
There stood the huge and happy ocne,
shaking his hand and staring at it with
an air of befuddled amazement. His ci-
gar lay on the floor, smocking lonesome
ly. He gave hisg hand a final flip, then
raised his eyes to stare at Smith., Then
he looked back at his hand. An expan-

Sive anile -Spretd Jovor il o ARUSBUR. .. S

his face, and reaching
for Smith's hand again,
he literally exploded.

WSer, yao ot somo-
thin' there pol. Let's B8
sse it. By Golly, must |
be one of fthem new-fang-
led buzzers that sting
yer hand. Quite a trickd

Bester Smith stagg-
ered back bvefore the
verbal onslaught, “Huh?"
he questioned.

Again his hand was
in +that Dbear-like grip !
And again the elephan-
tine one let forth an e- |
xplosive grunt, let go &
stumbled back, shaking |
his hand as though att- !
empting to detach it at f
the wrist. Slowly the !
slightly dazed look left !
his eyes, and passinghis : “Se=—==

i
"the elephantine one let {
forth an explosive grunt,” !

Eister Smith's Jeeident

hand across his forhead, he muttered:

"Lights- flashing- salt- what'n'eil
— and then he looked at Bester Smith,
with a new look in his eyes. A look
oddly mixed with respect.

"Ligten, pal," he said in a zon-
fidential tone. “Let me ‘n on-the sec-
ret, will ya? Ya got a fortune there.
Just let me see it -~ just for a minute.”

"Huh?" Smith asked.

"The do—jigger.
ya got in yer hand!™

Smith opened both hands end looked
at them as though +they had suddenly
sprouted turnip tops or extra thumbs.
Then, seeing they looked as they should,
he raised his eyes to +the other's face.
"Huh?" he repeated.

The other stared at his palms. '¥a
got nothing in them! Nothing at alil
Absolutely nothing!® In a moment of
tenseness, his speech became lose stac-
cato and quite well enunciated.

Bester Smith shook his head, and
looked at his hands again.

"But — but, you shocked me. I saw
flashes of light, and I could taste salt
in my mouth, Here, 1let me touch you a-
gain.™ And he gingerly extended an ex-
ploratory finger, touching the other on

The palm tickler

the palm, He jumped, and withdrew the
member quickly. He nodded.
"Yep.

Just like it was the day I
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stuck my finger In <the light socket.
Just like that: a regular shock.®

And, as & new thought struck hinm,
he hastily added, Dbacking off and pre-
Paring for a hasty exit from the near
vicinity. "Say, Smith, yu ain't safe to
have around. You're & menace to public
safety. You'll kill somebody yet!™ And
then he was gone.

lirs Bester Smith +tapped her foot
impatiently as she eyed the clock with
one orb of sight and eyed the door with
the othery Smith was late, as usual,
and she was angry, as usual,

Slow,
landing outside brough®t hor to her feet.

hesitent foobtsteps on the

There he wcs, the rascal. He'd come in
looking all tired out, saying what a
tough day he'd had at the office, and
how tired he was, and how happy he was
to be home again. DMrs Smith sniffed.
The game old line, she thought.

The door ovened and Bester Smith
welked in. But he didn't look so tired
as puzzled., He walked 1ike a man in a
dreem, or one with o few too many under
his belt. DMrs Smith thought that too,
at first, but a sniff of her keen and
suspicilous nose told her differently.

"fell, you're late!”™ she snapped.

"Huh?" He eyed her speculatively.
Sometimes he did that, and she didn't
like it. He 1looked then like he would
just love committing mayhem, hari-kari,
or some other ghastly deed. The truth
of the matter was that Smith, like many
ancther hen—pecksd spouse, did, at
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then with a coyness ludicrous in a stout
person, . turning slowly, and patcing her
halr with a large hand. "I had my hair
done today, Bester. How do you like it?

"Uh-huh!" grunted Bester Smith, and
made his way toward the kitchen with an
air of intense preoccuvancy. He nad been
like that since the incident in the of-
fice, For a whole half hour after the
hand —shaliing act he had just sat at his
desk, staring at his two hands and won-
dering — wondering if comething was
wrong, or whether he wes the vietim of a
practical joke. He had finally declded
the latter, but e little imp 1in & dark
corner of his brain kept whispering ang
tittering and hinting.

"Oh, Bester; the globe in the bath-
room is broken. Will you put a new one

n? Mrs Smith, polite for onc-, called
«fter him, Bester grunted.

It was dark, infernally so, in the
bathroom, cnd Smith almost fell over a
chair while feeling for the light, which
wvas a wall bracket high up near the ra-
ther low ceiling. He could just reach
it by stonding on tip—toe. It was cf
gntique bronze, which his wife 1liked,
but which, peirsonally. he thought a hell
of a design to have in a bathroom. But-
never argue with &« woman, hec thought,
for it's futile,

Ecster Smith's eyes became adjusted
to the feeble light that filtered in
from outside through the narrow cpening
th> designer had been mean cnough to
call o window. By it he could sce the
light—brucket. and standing on tip-toe,
recach up to unscrew the broken bulb.,

”%ﬁ? "Tust as he gave it the

%) final twist that made it

in the socket, the light came
Ot

times, entertain wondrous thoughts of

the turning of the worm and the metdng

out of strict and poetic justice.
"You're late again, I said.® And



The old buld came out easily enough
and he begen screwing the new one in the
socket. Just as he gave it the final
twist that made it fast in the socket,
the light came on. "The switch must be
on', he thought, and stcpped back. Im-
mediately the light went out. Smith was
surprised. Now what made it do that?
The switeh must be loose and the press-
ure of his hind had been sufficient to
cause it to make contact, Tentatively
he cxtended his hand again and pressed
it to the bracket, Immediately the
light flashed on., That was it, he de~
cided, the switch was loosc,

Bester wasghed and went to  the
table, but his mind was still not at
cage. Of course, he recasoned, it might
be just a coincidence, but the shocking
of +the office pest end now the incident
of the light seemed to belie ,hat And
the little imp was chuckling. %4/ b

"hat on earth were youl

doing in the bathroom?” dO-'ﬁ_.
manded Smith's spouse as she A
sat down, b1/

Y huh 2% T

"I said - what were you doing A
the bathroom?"

Whr—um—washing.” Smith answered
avasively.

"Did you change the globs?¥

“Er-ulhuh!®

"That else did you do%¢

"I cleaned up." (Why am I evading
the question?) Smith wondered. But the
1little imp secmed to Dbe dicbating tho
answers.

"You must H#ave been fooling vith

the lights,” snapped the lady of the
house. "lvery 1light in the kitchen
suddenly snapped on, then off, and then
on again! So did the ones in here. I

could see them through the door."

Bester Smith dropped his fork with
a clatter. Gulping a mouthful of water
from the glass begide his plate, he
coughed and spluttered before looking
up. "Huh-a-huli?® he said, incredulous-
ly. The little imp wasn't tittering novr.
Or chuckling. It was suddenly laughing.
Bester stared at his wife, then suddenly
arose . Without a word cof apodogy,
he hurriedly left for his rocm. He had
to be alone with his thoughts. He just
had to.

There he threw himself down in I'is
chair. He drew out his handkerchief :

Bester Smith's /Acecident

nervously mopped his suddenly dewy brow.
Whet was the matter, he wondercd. First
the office, then the bathroom, and now
the parlour 1lights. All eleectricity.
The 1ittle imp whispered, and he listen-
cd.

He stared a bit wildly about the
To0m. His eye lighted on the electric
heater he used on cold mornings. The
janitor of the apartment wasn't what you
might call efficient. Rising, Smith
walked to the heater. He looked down at
it speculatively. Then he bent and
cautiously picked it up and returned to
his chair. There he eyed it from all
angles., Yor long minutes he hesitated,
then he suddenly graspcd the two prongs
protruding from the plug at the end of
the cord in his fingers and waited. He
sat patiently with the heater opening
resting egainst his vest and thought.
Suddenly he noticed he was feeling rath-
er warm. Demn that janitor, he thought
mildly. TFirst he freezes you to death
and then he - he broke off with a start.
It was the heater! With an half-artic-
ulcted exclamation he suddenly stood up,
dumping the appliance to .
the flovr, whorc it lay, '

face yp, :its element_» e
glowing brightly but ra- - ((“& -
pidly dimming.

Mrs Bester Smith
had just hed  ansthor /k"//
new~fangled hair-do, ¥Fr- Nl

esh from Parig, she had been told. It
was an outlandish creation, but few
hair—dos are enything else. She was
waiting quietly for Bester again, and,
as usual, he was late., But Mrs Smith
was patient, a very unusual thing for
her. Lately her husband had Dbeen a
changed man.  She realized it now. I%
had begun slowly, but all the same the
change had been definite. No longer did
he act like a cringing dog, expecting to
be kicked at every moment. He talked
back to her. To her! Who had bossed
him for ten years, and she liked it. His
new, masterful” ways thrilled her as
never before. Ah, he was coming. His
step sounded outside, no longer slow and
hesitant but brisk and purposeful. e
wag late, and he knew it, She was wait-
ing, and he also knew that, but he did~
n't give a damn. TFor Bester Smith real-
ized he bhad a force that no other man
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had., But he didn't realize how much of
it he did have. Not until he saw her
new hair-do.

In a sudden rush of feeling he
gathered his stoutish spouse in his arms
and kissed her. The first time in years.
But her reaction was totally unexpected,
for lirs Bester Smith suddenly cried out,
staggered and almost fell to the floor.
Bester, worried at something that had
never happenoed before, rushed +to the
phone and called the doctor, who errived
in a flurry of business-like activity.

"Hormrami™ he said professionally as
he exumined the woman.

"Hrrrmt™ he said again when he con-
sidered his diagnosis.

Then he turned to Smith.

"Your wife 1s suffering from a
fairly severe slectric shock, Mr Smith,
She must have come in contact with a
bared wire 1n the washing-machine or
some other household appliance.™

Smith shook his head. ¥"No, doctor.
It wags met®

The doetor looked at him in aston-
ishment, wondering who was his boot-
legger or whether he should call for the
wagon. Smith, however, before he could
come to any definite decision, took him
aside and related the handshake, the
bath——room episode, and all. The doctor
shook hisg heud and comnented somevhat
drily about overwork and a vacation and
a few other things.

"Ho, doctor, I'm telling you the

gruth!" oried Bester Smith. “Looki¥
And he snapped his fingers.
Sparks, fat blue ones, flew from

the finger—tips, The medical man gogg-
lod, grabbed his coat and hat and bag
and murmured something about a  “Mrs
Jones"™, “apendectomy®, and ¥being lstc
at the hospital", and very hurriedly,
and not very politely, bowed himself
through the door.

Smith groaned as he walked about
like a croos bear just out of his win-
ter's nap. Iz tug beconing ¢ nuiccacc
to himself, to his wife, and to his
friends.

He tied the cloth tighter about his
head and sviept the crushed ice into the
sink. He filled the ice-——cube tray in
the refrigerctor, then sat dovm and held
his head.

Srnnxg FAT

BLUST O©ORES,
FLEW =1ROM
His FIweERQ~—
Tirs,"

"Well, what's the matter now?  hisg
wife asked crossly as she . entéred the
kitchen bearing the remains of ‘a roast—
beef on a platter. % e

Smith groaned. He was.th@roughly
mizerable. It was two days since ‘his
wife had falnted when he touched her
end he was afraid. Yes, afrzid,- Now.
Bester Smith had been, generally, :
fearful man most of hls life. i he
wasn't afraid of +the boss, it ‘was the
bill-collector; if it wasn't the BEII-
collector, 1t was his wife. . .But’ thig
time he was afraid of something entlrely
different. He was very much afraid of
himself. He was afraid 1o go t6'his
office in case he touched somebody. 'H&
was afraid to embrace his wife in case*
she got another shock. He couldn't go
near his car because he was afraid i’
might explode if he came close to the
gas tank. And sometimes he thought ‘he
could hear a motor running, and sldmiy
the idea was dawning on him that 1tswas
himself he heard! Humming and- buzzing
like a great dynamo. And now he dfas®t
getting the thought that perhaps it 'was
because his potential was becoming so
high it was becoming audible! And that
little imp in his brain was creeping
forth into the light of full realiz-
ation. It whispered things to him in
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the dead of night, when he sat down to
thinl:. Things that made his head reel
and made him sweat at their magnitude.
Things wonderful, but +to which he was
afraid to listen, for at heart he as
still just e plain little hen—packed
husband .

And now, to make things worse, as
if he didn't already have enough trouble
he had a toothache! A common, everyday
occurance for rost people, but for Bes-
tor Smith the turning peint of his life.

He looked up at his wife, and 1it-
erally groamed. "This tooth, It's ach-
ing again.”

She sniffed. "Well, why sit there
moaning and wailing like a sick cet? Get
down to the dentists and have it out."

"I don't need it out. Itts not
that bad,” he defended.

"Humph!™ Mrs Smith sniffed again.
"Get it X—rayed then and find out what
is the matter. I'm sick of you sitting
around wailing about your tooth every
weck in the year.

The operator made the final ad just-
ments on the X-ray machine and turned to
Bester Smith, enguiring with a broad
smile if he was ready. Bester nodded
with what he fundly imagined was & brave
smile.

"0, K., then, Mr Smith. I%'ll be
all over in but a moment.” And he bent
to his work.

Smith started violently. Next to

him was a large diathermy machine, T
meters on its front were <fluttering
wildly with their hepds stuck hard a-
gainst the pins at the full scale posit-
ion.
"T must ask you to keep still, Mr
Smith," remonstrated the operator.
"U—huh!” aequiesced Smith, keeping
his eye on the diathermy machine.
Suddenly one of its hands bent over
as it thudded past the pin, Smith jum-
ped violently cgain. The operator stuck
his heoud around the panel, saw his pat-
ient's bulging eyes, and turned to look
in the direction they werc focussed.
"Sayyyyyl® begen the man, staring
harder. He advanced to the front of the
machine and stared again, this time even

harder, if that were possible. "This
thing isn't on. What's the matter with
it anyway?"

"Er-glub~-ahuh!” gobbled Smith.

Begter Smith's fccidout

"What did you say, Mr Smith?" asked
the other, politely.

Smith pointed to the cord which was
out of the wwocket and lay with its
prongs pressed ageinst the metal sup-
ports of the chair he was in.

The operator stooped, and picked it
up, noticing thHet +the meters 2il fell
back to the zero position. Being =
bright young man and capable of putting
two and two together and not getting
less or more than four, he sgtared at
Smith closely, then suddenly pressed the
plug against him. The meters again shot
to full scele. The bright young man
stepped back and ruminated thoughtfully,
rubbing a jaw that looked entirely too
fresh and pink to have ever Xnown a
razor.

"Say," he said, at last coming to o
moentous decision, for him. "You're a
regular battery. A walking power house.
With & good aerial you'd make a dandy
broadcasting station.”

To which Smith nodded brightly, giv
ing a good imitation of Walt Disney's
Dopey.

"Say, how did you get all that
charge, anyway?"

Smith scttled down Lapplly. At last
he had someone who recognized his trou-
bles and would listen with a sympathetic
ear, He quickly told his tcle, and how
it had begun. The operator listened and
kXept on rubbing his beeardless jaw.

"llaybe you've got rivets in your
leg of two Jdifferent metals,™ hb ouo-
gested. "Like o galvanic bettery. That
might do it, you know."

This was ¢ll greck to Smith, but -
goin hc nodded brightly «nd knowingly.

"Here, I'11l see what I can find
out,"” said the techniccl young rcn, tur-
ning to &a cabinet and fishing out o
multimeter, Inserting +the test prods
into +the pin jacks on its front panel,
he proceeded to measure Smith up as
though he were a battery.

"Well, well,"” he commented finally.
"Your voltage is positively amazing end
your amperage is 'way above normel, You
got a regetion like an ormy mule and
your brush discharge 1s —astounding.

Don't you interfere with radios when
you're near them 7%
Smith shrugged helplessly. Such

high—sounding terms went over his head
entirely. But he still nodded wisely a
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la Dopey

The young mon grinned. "If you got
any worse,” he said, "They'll have to
put fuses on you and filters to kill the
radio interference!”

To which Smith replieu, in a voice
pitiful to hear:

"Isn't there anything that can  be
done?"

To which the bright and beardless
young nan replied:

"Yes, you could ground yourself."

"Ground myself?™

"Yes. Put a oplate in the heel of
each shoe. Wear socks without hecls,
and in this way you'll meke good contact
and will ground +the potentiel. Only
then will you be safe to live with,"

Smith sighed and got up. Reaching
for his hat, he murmured, in his ab-
stracted vavy

"Well, 1if that's +the only way, I
guess it must be done."” And he mpde for
the door.

"Here, where are you going?" dc-
manded the young man, following.

Smith opened the door, With his
hand on the knob he halted, and turned
to face thc other. "To get those shoes,"
he muttered.

For a moment +the technician stood
still, +then in a flurry of activity, he
hurled his snock from him, and grabbing
his ouwn hat, followed.

"Hey!l" he called after Smith., "Wait
for mel"

"Are you coming"asked Smith.

"Certainly. Business is slow today
and besides, I am intcrested to sce how
this turns out. A fellow doesn't meet a
human battery every day, you know."”

Outside, they boarded a downtown
car. They road along in silence for a
few minutes when Smith suddenly straigh-
tened up from the thoughtful pose he had
taken upon sitting down. He felt in his
pockets hurriedly.

"I-ghum~-er doh't think I have enough
money for thoge ‘shoes,” he said.

His companion grinned.

"What of it? Haven't you a bank
account?”

Bank account? Ah-yes-certainly.”

"Well, then. what's stopping you
from getting enougn there?!

9

Smith brightened. He had bheen so
worried over the discovery that hs was =
battery he hadn't thacught of that, Iow
he began lockirg out of the window eag-
erly. ©Suddenly he grasped his conpanion
by the arm,

"There's one. A Tranch bank."

At she nert sler Thaey alighted,
Turning to the rignht, ther started to-
ward the branch bank Snith had notized
from the car, Reaching the place. they
entered,

It was tle 7aoon 1ull, euwu only two
or three others were tiere ahead of
them. Smith lined up beside them and a-
waited his turn. The bright young man
leaned against the wall and began to
whistle what he fondly thought could be
a renditinsn of the "Beer Barrel Polka™ .
but which wwas much too dry to kove con-
tained any 1 .guid refreshment.

The man ahead was a irifie fussy
about the way he received his money, aad

Smithis eyes wandered about, He noted
two things. One comsciously, and The
Cther subconsciously. Threa men

were erterinz the bank, vansing at
the door, %0 vakirg stands conmanding
the v207lc within, =2nd ihs cther making

for the ecashier’s cage, Smith turned
about again.,....
"Stick'emipi” 'Came the command ,

uttered sc quickly “‘hore was no Larcap-
tible pause between the worls,

Heade swivelled Like owls'. The
first thing Smith noticed was the guns,
pointing, it ssered, all at him, A} *he
same time, the t:i¢ man stuck a gun
that looked ac¢ larpe ag a cannc Lhrcugh
the grill-work of <he cashier's cage.

The bilght voung man turned a
brighter cclour. The two patrons tried
their best to ‘mitate totem-r~7-:, abso-
lutely deprived of all 1life, Smith
backed into a corner e.:d reached for
dear heaven.

in the meantime the cashier was o~
beying orders, and choving over piles of
crisp bills and iingling siiver. This
the bandil was stiffing intc a bag. all
the while keering his gun trained on the
others.

Smith shiverei. o was afreil, gzl
made no bones aboutv edmitting it to him-
self. Thinking +that to take lLis eyes
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off the proceedings would relieve the
feeling a but, he raised his gaze up~
ward. It toolt a moment for what he saw
to seep through to his brain. :

The grill work went to ths oelllng
It resambled wood, but, at one place,
the finigh had peeled slightly, gxnnaing
to his startled eyes a sma’l patch of
gleaming bracs, He.ran hig eye aslong
the framework, which,
one piece.

- Smith was not exactly a coward But

he was no braver than the ordinary par- _

son who 1s confronted with loaded guns
and desperate criminals. In sole of us
there is a hidden courags ‘that soms
stress will bring to the fore, usually
only temporarilly. Thug 1t was with
Smith. It struck him with stunning force
that 1% was within his power to ave:rt
this crime without undue risk to him-
self.

For that shiny patch of exposed
brass was but a fraction of an ineh from
his bare wrist.

Smith shivered again, this  time
purposely, and his arm made contact. 3
watched breathlessly for the result.

It came. The bandit at the ceshic ‘s
cage dropped the bundle of bills he wis
in the act of stuffing into a bag. le
jerked convulsively, ond broke into a
ludierous shuffle +that was a cross be-
tween a macabre dance and an sgonized
twisting., His feet jerked, his body
writhed and his free arm flailed the
air. His eyes started, and his lips
drew back in a sharl, And ell the -":ile
hisg other hand stuck +tight to the gun
that was wedged by the sudden twist in
an interstice of the grill.

Smith gasped in am.zc ent at this
exhibition of his unusual powers. His
potential, he thought, was steadlly in-
creasing.

The other two bandits, seeing their
companion's plight, forgot their immed-
{ate duties aond started forward to aid
him. This was their undoing. They
grasped him py the free hand and became
a part of the circuit, thus absorbing
somc  of the charge. At once they were
three helpless, unamed men — for tiley
had dropped their weapons --- jumping a-
bout 1like headless chickens.

It had taken but a few moments for

he eaw, was all-

Béctor Smith's Leeident

all this to +transpire, The cashier,
geeing he wos garls. Immediately pressed
the alarm, end in a surprisingly short
tims the police arrived. The captain in
charge recognized the symptons of elec-
tric shock, and . ordered his men not to

i touch them.

Rather surnrised at his unexpected
avdacity, Bester Smith svn%e up:

"If you'll make rsed, to seiz& ‘them
eaptaln, I'15 release fhem e :

- And before the surprised and in—
credulous pollceman  had a chance 70 zr-
gue the fine points of the matier, Smith
removed his arm, and the three men dro--
ped gasping to. the floor, where thay
were immediately handeuffed.

The captain turned to ‘Smith who was
meking for the door, his momentary cour-
age having oozéd dWEV.

"Just & minute, mister, Wlas cid
you have 1o do With'thls?"

"Who? MLie???’ th—_eb--ah——nouhl o
gir, nothing at alll”

"Good dey, Captain. good daJo” A
brcezy volce broke in, dbrisk: and ener-
getic, The bright young men gtocd
there, a bryad smile on his fuce, "y
friend here .o a little siy, oand does-
n't wish to take cred’t for a marvelcus
feat. He captured these men single-

handed, sir, owing to a freakish occur-
rawze miraculous wn the annals of
sciencetV

"ho ecre you?" demanded tvhe off-
icer.

"Never mind who I am, sir, Pay a-
ttention to him, An  aecident made a
human battery of him, giving him eno-o_
energy to shock people, He touched hi
hend to the metal gr’il and the thief
was caught Dy +the electric shock and
tnable to escape, His companiocns ran
to his rescue, and were also caught in
the trap.”

The capbain was a reasonablc man ,
but he didn't quite believe in fairy
tales. However, he always said, les a
man have his say before judging him,
Turning o Smith, he demanded:

Mhot! s uhlS tonagyrot??

Smith nodded, and snadped his fin-
gers, Blue sparks flew. The officer
Jumped ., He crossed himself, and sald,

Y
{(Continued cn page 18}
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Have you ever noticed how many dif-
ferent ideas are acquired when a number
of people reay the same item. I think
this 1is more conspicuous in comection
with the daily paper than anywhere else.

Agk any twenty people what they cap
remember from yesterday's paper and you
will likely get twenty different answers.
The fellow playing the stockmarket will
have checked on the latest quatotions.
The sports fan will have read about his
current idol or the reports on his fav-
orite gamse, Most people will remember
more about <the !'funnies' than anything
else, unless there was gomething un-
usually startling in the headlines.,

Perhaps you are wondering what this
has to do with scilence-fiction — but
have you noticed how much science, fic-
tion, and fentasy you oan £ind in a
daily paper? Our daily is the Toronto
Star, (Hope I don't have to pay for this
plugl) so many Canadian fans will be
femiliar with its pages. Talke the 'fun-
nies! — Brick Bradford and Flash Gordon
both belong to the fantasy class. I pre-
fer Brick Bradfrod for both scenery and
costumes, and a certain something that
makes you think it could have happened.
Alex Raymond must think women are the
stronger sex or he wouldn't have his
heroines wandering  through  trackless
jungles clothed in sandals, bra, and
shorts when their mele escorts have t0
wear knee~boots and leather britches.

Even Popeye and Bathless Groggins
have their adventures in fantasy. Man-
drake's long suit seems to be hypnotism.
Many of his adventures seem to be fan-
tastic at first, but usually turn out to

THE

ELSPREE

have very prosaic foundations.

To turn to other matters, you will
find the 1lctest in fiection mentioned in
the Saturday paper. Two very interest-
ing novels were mentioned last week,
(Feb, 26,'44) "Canape-Vert™, an authen-
tic story of Haiti, written by two nat-
ive-born Haitlans and <+ranslated into
"nglish by E. L. Tinker. It deals with
~heir strange customs and beliefs.

The other was sheer fantasy written
by Stephen Gilbert of the British Army,
It is called "Landslide”, and brings to
life strange creatures of a by-gone age.
Sounds like good reading.

0ff and on in the regular news you
will pick up items on the latest scien-
tifio-discoveries, Sometimes ordinary
news items, 1f combined, would meke a
good plot for a science~flebtion story. A
few weeks ago when we were hearing news
of earth-quakes in South America, <¢here
wasz an item, quote; "Rio de Janeiro, Jan
15 - Meteorologists today were unable to
explain a strange phenomenon which star-
tled inhabitents of the state of Minas
Geraes, The whole sky suddenly glowsd
with light, turning night into day and
making electric I1llumination unneees-
sary, the residents reported. This con-
tinued more than three hours,™ Unquote.

Link this up with the earthquakes
and Mexico's brand-new volcano and you
have a good start for a new invasion
from the centre of the earth.

Such items keep bobbing up frow time
to time and the fan who storted o serap
book along these lines would have auth-
entic details for his stories.

(The End!)

DODO

by James Russell Gray

His nights were 1it by virgin constellations;
By day the sun wag flaming overhead;

He lived with fear and kmew its grim sensations,
For he was ill=pquipped — so he is dead

A shadow birdt

His helplessness betrayed him,

He stood beside some nc r-Torgotten sea

When Earth was young.

But passing years have made him

One with the Unicorn — & memory.

7
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by Mrns J.E. Wairer



|OILIE SAZRI] The best things in the
igsue were Mason's story The Mother and
Fred Hurter's Stuff & Such. Mason's
gtory was Van Vogtish to the limit eand
g little vague as to its point, but like
Ven Vogt's stuff 1t made ms read it 1o
the finish, if only to find out that he
had 1little to say. John and 1 were
correspondents for e long time &and I al-
ways thought his fiction had possibili-
ties; now I know it has, because thils is
very close to professional writing. He
tried to contrast the humen and the
glien viewpoints, and I must say he did
better with the alien, A little more
sympathetic motivation for the  Humans
and a little more logical course of act-
ion would have made this a corking good,
subtle SEOTY..s.ce.. Hurterts column was
full of good solid material as well as
laughs. (I had %o chuckle over the "rov-
ing bachelor 35" who "desires attrective
girl companion for shows, picnlecs, rab-
rimony, ete"). Hurter seems like a fell-
ow I'd want to meet. His browsing in
libraries reminds me of early college
days when courses were oeagsy and cuts
were freguent and one could run wild on
any subject that caught the fancy. I
envy the guy. A 52-hour week and fe-
male entanglements put quitec o crimp
in scientific and literary pursults. And
a Tellow poker=-player to boot! Ever try

"Kaboodle®, %3337, "Deuces-wild-spit",
"Peek', end scme of the other ingenious
forms?

Who is +this Blackwell? Shades of

Abbey Schwarz and H. H. Welch.....Elther
this was supposed to be funny, in hich
case the humour isn't obvious, or else
who the hell is he %o be telling us why
we read science-fiction. The worst of
it is that part of what he says is true,
but why so absolute, so free with exple-
tives, so uncompromising? He describes
one side of science-fiction — the side
which exists in every human enterprise
on the face of the earth, the pinhead
sldese... . ..But maybe I'm thu sucker for
being provoled by something so obvious.
You ¥now, I think a systemetic, logical
defense of science-fiction would do well
in some fan mag -~ an article which
takes every point which has been raised
by cranks, non fans, etc., and considers
it in the light of basic values.

Kym Temby (Wotta name?)
something in Cookin' Wit' Gas which I

points out

hadn't noticed ~— that the seientists in
The Missing Universe and The After Life
were both named Danton Morrell. The
former was written in 1937 and the
latter in 1941 and no connection was in-
tended, Ye Gods, I must love that name!
I think I used it in another story as
well.

I almost forgot +the
cover; the 1leer on the
gexy as hell,

fascinating
guy's face is

|CHAS. BURBEE' Got CanFan #7 the other
day. The Mother was Vean Vogtish  of
course, but not bed, in spite of being
vague. Returny of Pete was not much,
Beak Broadcagts was passebls. Light
Flaghes stank like hell. Cookin' was
all right. Stuff & Such was oxcallent.
Conversgely Jjust so-so. Canfan Dirsctory
i1s a useful item. j

Good Things From Strange Cabinets
struck me as being written with apulling
ignorance —— books in libraries contain
knowledge of pix -— a little research
here wouldn't have hurt a bit. Master's
Magterpiece, a good-enough expression of
personal preference.

Valley of the Styx — well, 1t had
pretty good meter, and didn't seem out
of place here. What Time.....not bad at
all.

Cover, mnot so hot.
for What Time, O. K.

To take the mag as a whole — good,
One of the top five, easily. Worth more
than a nickle too.

I1lustration

'FRANKLIN LEE BAIDWIN . Best in #7 was
Mason's The Mother. The guy is really
coming on. However, I think he should
change his style somewhat as it is evi-
dent that he is following too rigidly in
his idol's footsteps. Nevertheless, he's
plenty good — an interesting writer.
The rest of the stuff in CanFan I just
skipped over. Too much junk.

AL WEINSTEIN'  Excellent. The mag as a
whole has — the only way I can describe
it is — ooomp! It makes you sit up and
take notice, Either it's your Canadian
menner of writing or samething, but I
feel very refreshed after reading CanFan.



Cookin' Wit? Gag

Cover was fair. I didn't like ite
layout very much. Looked too stii‘f Too
mich like everyday covers.

I didn't see the point of the story
The Mother. The writing was good, in my

opinion, but Mason didn't have an idea
to back up his story. VYet it wasn't
hack,

All the features were amazingly

excellent. What T%e He Wrought was
also excellomt. 1dnTt understand a
word of Valley of the Styx.

"HELEN “WESSON: I've thought so much of
‘what I want to write you about CF fthat
now I can't remember did I or didn't I?
But I don't think any pub'vr would mind
two letters on the same ish!

BE 3

was the added.....well, surprise....that
these fairy creatures are of Fantasy.
You ses, I'm learning gradually just
what fanteasy includesS..s....at first I
thought it was Just Lovecraftia! This
discovery opens up another facet to
sparkle and add to my enthusiasm.

The Return of Pete I found as laugh
provolcing as Kruocr~er's Glash Fordon in
el

Even though the Mother was science-
fiction, which is The only part of fan-
tasy I reject, (I've only hed tic con-
centrate and the Weird holds me tightly)
it held me to the very end. Perhaps the
idea has been well poundede~out in Fandem
but fo me it was new and I read avidly
40 see what would happen next.

First, the cover. I always notice
fanzine art at once because all the ex-

With the aforementloned prejudiees,
my giggles at yowr I1llugtratipns for
amples I've seen to date have made me Holden Blackwsll's article must ‘have
gasp. With your cover, though, there been hesrd way up thsr.

TN R T

There you have them, reader's: a page and a half of letters. Not an overwhelmingly
large response, is it? It seems that few of you realize that an editor's only meth-
od of knowing what improvements to meke is through his readerg; he relies +t0 them
tell him what's wrong with the latest issve of the rag. With this in mind, I wish
most heartily that those of you who get a copy of this issue would sit down and put
down a few remarks asg to what you think of it, and what I can do to meske these pages
more Interssting. And 1f you have any pet beefs regarding stetements made herein...
woll, I'1l ba glad to use thase too. Thanx, fellas. =~
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A CYNIDEALISTIGC

An znswer to Holden Blockwell.

I like, Mr Bleckwell, your icono-
clastic but extremist view of science-
fiction and fandom, ag I think it rep-
rescnts the idzas of a non-fan's acqu-
aintences of average intelligence who
thinks he is familiar with the subject.

To begin with, there is no such
thing as "the avernge fan' yo so wrong-
ly depicted, nor can the term ‘taverage-
fan' truly be used. Fans are a too wvar-
iegated and small group to apply this
term to any of its members, tho' you in-
fer that the average fan is 'a drip
looking for a cheap thrillt. We are
very unlike in many respects, and have
many contradictions in our numbers, be-
ing, on the whole, only superficially
alike. Personally, I only know a few
fans, but the few I do know are strange
opposites, such as, Christians, athe-
ists, cynics, idealists, technicians,
scientists, and completely ignorant lay-
men. Basically all are of average in-
telligence or better, and are interested
in stf from three main standpoints —
their scientific interest; love of lit—
erature and literary expression; and en-
tertainment.

You depict the average fan as a
person continually reading lurid and
flashy pulps for a vicarious and cheap
thrill while deluding himself with the
fact that he is gaining scientific know-
ledgs. These do exist, but you find them
more among the readers than you do among

the fen. In fact, I think such an indi-
vidual would be a rare exception among
fen,

In the first group, (fea of scien-
tific interest} you do find persons who
are led thru +the romantic and imag na-
tive tales of pseudo-science to be iz~
terested in +the factual side of it.
They are not deluded' cato beleive of stf
stories any more than that they stimu-
late interest dnd imagination in such,
as was once the socalled puipose of stf
when the scientific gquiz departments
spreng yp in the pulp mags. Very few are
led to the arms of scilence thru this as
fans are prone to be egotistical eand
disorganized. Notable exceptions %o
this mule are such scientists and tech-
nicians as E. ®. Smith, John W. Campbrll,
Doneld Wollheim, Willey Lex, and many
tecnifans of lesser note. O this group,
some were led to scilence thru stf, and

CONCEPT OF FANDOM

by Fred Bsker

vice versa, since stf is an interesting
realm of speculation +to the scientist.

In the last two groups I can only
say that the multitudes of fan authors
and authors who had their beginning in
fandom speak for themselves.

I hope that I have proven to you in
a gnall degree that science-fiction fans
are not quite "Just a bunch of drips
seeking a cheap thrill", Mr Blackwell.

THE VILLAINS! T./0FENT
Gnr Bob GibeooN

We're essential to the story,
For we cause the plot to spin,
We can make a lot of trouble,
But we never, never win,
No matter how successfully
We start careers of sin —
We never win the lady,
And the hero does us in.
Yah! Hiss! Snarl!
We might have won the medals, and been
wed to maidens nice;
all potential heroes, but they
turned us into lice;
Oh, the author was against us and we had
to pay the price.
We're the Science-fiction Villains!

We were

Beh! Grrr! Snarl!
Ray him! Gun him! Slay him!
— You'll not escape from that —
- The world is doomed in half an hour—
This bomb will blast it flat —
—Carefull Dodge the I. F, P. —
~— Drop 'em in the brine —
Once abord the spaceship
And the gal is mine —
Arrgh! Hiss! Snarl!
It doesn't do a bit of good,
there to stop us.
The heroines all turn us down, the space
patrol will cop us.
Oh, the author is against us, and every-
one will bop us;
We're the Science-fiction Villains —
And they never let us win.

the herotgs:

Bahl Grrr! Snarl}
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by Leslie A. Crouteh

IN THE FPRECEDING INSTALIMENT, we left
Pete as Colonel Beel Zebub sent him off
to Hell on o special mnission. Pete
had been discussing various ratters with
Dr Acula and Gordon Gool, townsmen of
his in his new Liquor and Wine emporium,
when he was suddenly drafted He ob-
viously was frightened by Beel Zebub's
Presence, however, he was reudy to go a-
nywhere. The Colonel sent him to Hell
to discover what was behind the booze
racket the Jeps hed started dovm there:

Ever been to Hell. Never gone to
the divil, Well, neither had Pete. OCh,
it is to be adnltted that he had been
told and given explicit directions, and
he had read sundry hot books on the sub-
ject, but being there in actuality, that
was a different story. At Pete's High-
grade Emporium where the geng hung out,
discussions at times ran rife about what
the place was like, and who went there,
and what they did when they arrived.
Gordon Gool had been to church Once, and
had heard Other Worlders listen to a st~
range being &ll in black describe a
terrible place where they toasted people
on spits, and awesome beings with long
tails on the ends danced about, prodding
the wailing roasts with tri~tined forks
to see if they were done. Pete had never

bothered his head mueh about such things.

He'd already lived for 801 years and ex-
pected to live for a few hundred more.
In fact, 1f nothing untoward occurred,
he might never die. So why should he
worry about & hell or not?

But he went to Hell just the same!
Things happened pretty fast after
Colonel Beel Zebub snapped his fingers
and the sparks flew. The ground seemed
to open up under him and he was falling
dovm a bottomless hols., If he hadn't
been in the habit of carrying a flask on

the hip he might have conked out. As it

was he retained his senses to the bitter
end, which happened to be his own, for
the journey ended when he landed on said
posterior with a resounding thump.

Pete picked himself up and locked
around. He didn't doubt for a moment
his whereabouts. %So this is Hell!™ he
muttered. It was a dismsl place., Over-
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head swirled clouds of orange—hued
smoke. The landscape was bleak and mud-
dy-looking., And, to make things worse,
Pete had landed splosh in the middle of

a pond. Cursing, he splashed to the
shore end started to wring out his
clothes. After producing & semi-state

of dryness, he started out in the gen-
eral direction of what appeared %o be
the brightest part of the horizon.
Topping a small rize near the pond,
he espied what appeared to be a road, or
foot-path a few hundred feet befors him,
and he made for this. On reaching it,
he noticed a fresh +trail of footprintsr.
leading off to the left. Deciding' if he
followed these he might catch up ‘with
the ovmer and thus learn his vhereabouts
Pete set off at a goodly pace. e 5
As he jogged along, he noted the
atsence of the fire and brimstone and .
stlphurous atmosphere attributed to this
eerie place by the Other Worlders., In

fact, it looked to him 1like any other .

landscape after a particularly heavy
rain storm. '
breeze with the smell of moisture on it.

Finally he reached a turn in the
road, and, on rounding this, espied a
goodly sized river on his right, over
which the road passed by way of a small
footbridge crudely made of rough plank-
ing. On one side hunched a bedraggled-
looking person who appeared to be sither
Just sitting and thinking or sitting and
fishing, Pete always Dbelieved the
quickest way to get anywhere was to take
the offensive, so he grested the other
with, "Er- shem- koff- koff-!" To which
the greeted one raised his eyebrows,
which curled upward and outward like a
pair of small horne.’ "Yes?® he said,
politely, and drew from behind him a
fleshy object with a spear-head. It was
a tail. Pete shuddered, Then this must
be a demon.

"Er- I am a stranger here—-"

"Obviously!®

"I~ er- Beel- or- Colonel Beel Ze-
bub sent-"

"Oh yes. My Boss has been wailting
fce you, We received word you would a-
rrive somewhere in the vicinity. I was
fishing while waiting for you."

There was even the cool °
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"Huh? Waiting for me?.) But it vas
only by accident that I came this way.”

"Oh yes, at first. If you had gone
the other way -you. would have soon come
back,” s e 3
"I am.-Petes . Pete the Vampire,®

VOf gourset How rude of me, I am
Demon Remg,” = =

The: introductions over, they start-
ed off at a jom-trot. Pete marvelled : °*
this antique means of locomotion bur <
enquiring, was told +the Boss would an-
swer -atld. things when they arrived.

“Within half an hour, by which time
Pete ‘was pretty well blown, they arrived
at thé gatés-of a huge walled city, thru
which ‘they passed when Demon Rum gave a
sort of password or sign that looked for
all the world 1like the traoing of the
Other Worlders'! religious symbol in tho
air, and not upside down, either.

" Inside, DPete noticed the streets

ﬂgre not paved with any great elegance,
but -were cobblestoned, eand seemed to be
in & deoided need of vrepair, In fact,
‘evorywhere he looked, things appeared 1o
need some repair work done, and plenty
of it, at that.

Eventually they reached the portals
of a once-imposing-looking edifice be-
fore which two more demons lounged slop-
pily, omne carrying a spear mended some-
what crudely with <twine or rope. The
door squeaked mightily when opened, and
Pete gasped at the sight of leather hin-
ges on one and wrought iron on the
other. Within was a huge hall, at the
opposite end of vwhich was a second
pair of imposing doors. Theie were in a
slightly better state of repair, bt
still protested noisily when  openc .
Within was The Boss.

Demon Rum disappeared wfter closing
the doors, and Pete was on his own.
There, was a large. table, and, a. hugo
chair, in which reposed a mighty man,
dressed in shabby though ncat evening
clothes. Pete advanced toward this ln-
dividual, who grected him with, "You are
Pete the Vampire, I presume?"

Pete presumed he was right.

1 an Mick, Have a seat.”

Pete gavked. So this was Hig Sat-
anic Majesty. From the stories he had
heard.......but this fellow seemed quite
decent, quite human, in fact.

Nick smiled sadly. "“You ars muz-

The Return of Pete

zled, I see, Apparently you didn't ex-
pect to see what you do.”

"Well- er~ I've mnever really be-
Iieved in Hell, or you," Pete said. "But
the Other Worlders paint a pretty awfull
picture of you," ‘

“Ah, yes — the eloven hooves, the
spikod taill, +the horns., Well, as you
can see, I haven't any. Sone of my de-
mons have all three, but I am quite nor-
mal. Anyway, I dare say after your
brief though lengthy journey you are
hungry."™ With which he clapped his
hands.

Pete got 1o thinking of the things
he had heard, about spitted Other World-
ers, and things., But what came in was
as great a surprise as had been overy-
thing else. There was chicken, though
Petc didn't fanecy it mueh, and wine, and
fruits, just as there was in his world.
In fact, it was all so normal, he made
cuite a hog of himself.

After he had finished,
Now to Dbusiness. I dislike having to
rush you into things so socon after your
arrivel, but it is very important."

Pete nodded and settled back.

Nick looked about him and sighed,
"As you have no doubt noticed,” he be-
gan, "Things aren't quite as they should
be., Thig isn't my usual domicile. I
usually wuse this place only when I am
supervising inspection and work on the
barriers between my domain and that of
Job and Pete. They get pretty rocky at

Nick spoke.

times and have to be repaired, you see,
or else they'd fall, and beings fron oy
land, or their land, would sneak back

and forth. Anyway, back to conditions
here: the Barrier is getting weaker due
to lack of workers +to Tepalr i1t; the
whole domain, in fact, 1s going to the
angels through lack of workers. You sece
Pete, my men are all on guard against
the trouble being caused by these slant-
eyed fiends from Up Above. If something
isn't done soon, Hell will be in a
Heaven of a mess,"

Pete could see that qll right, but
he couldn’t see whet he could do about
it. Nick smiled. "I see you are won-
dering how you can help. The power of
these Japanese is their booze, a vile
concoction of something-or-other they
call by an outlandish nane, whieh en-

((Continued on Page 17))
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The Return of Fete (Continued)

flames their fellow nen. They can't make
it dovm here, or if +they can, I don't
know how, Find where they get it, or how
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in Censored, however,
went by the board, Freddy passed the ms
on to me. I thought mebbe it micht stir
up a little righteous indignation among

when sald mag

to fix them so they can't use it. That some of the younger fans.
is your nmission."” So long for now, gang. May I add
(To be concleded next issue.) a plug for the NFFF before I go. Supp-
ort a really worthwhile organization,
Beak Broadcasts (Cont. from vage 2) and join now.
was rather attemnpting to Dbe sarcas- ot ol
tic.  SCIENCE-FICTION was originally S 2 ’
subnitted to Fred for publication Beak
By sa e ; | | i) y Ay
AN TTERS O | L S CIRCDUJTG:IH | ((Ea. note: An urtfft, .
AT i who, for the present will
LT R e = s 1 T
***** - ‘remain  anonymous, has.

po)

Haepy Dream T';PE

TFamibor 2ol stoun, bot LA,

. sent me a number os sket- |
| ches of various prominent |
| fans. Since this issue |
lis filled with material
by the Kindly 01d Centle-
fmen from Parry Sound, I
' thought it mnight be a !
. good idea to begin the |
. series with a sketch of
| him. It is reproduced, |
@ ' as nearly as possible, |
7 & exactly as it was receiv- |
i ed, complete with the ar- ||
'tist's notes, and all.!|
Other sketches will ap- |
 pear in future issues.
~Are YOU next?  Hmmm????
t Tune in next wee - and the
i hern- er, - Canadidn Fan-
i dom will tell you alll

o

' PY ] - - Y /’ 4 @ /‘;il.l
{! of moonTewIoss  MesColinity 1),

Ftitor of LIGHT, Hhe Ghoolt c:’;—"iﬂfﬁ'{;
B/B jc§€ Cﬂf?&f? mn 'gﬁmy Seonn
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Cartoon

« / ¢ ’”
[ see the new f?b)qzl?g s o07"

BESTER SMI

"Blegsed Mother, the mau’s bewiteedl¥
Then, as others hed done, he touched
Bester experimentally, and was severoly
shocked .

"Phwelll™ he scid, lapsing in his
excitement into his Irish brogue.
"Phwell, I nivir! The man is dangerous,
he is,"

Ang then, after a c¢lose look, he
broke into a grin.

"Dengerous to  criminals, tihct's
phwat!l My mnon, you should be o the
force, I neced u man like youl"

In a daze, Bester Smith, his Thole

IR S ACCIDENT

{ Continued from page 8 )

life taking a sudden spin, and whole
new vistas opening up, nodded woodenly.
No more office work., No more bullying.
Instead, he could be an important per-
son, a feared person, and, best of all,
a respected person.

He held out his hand, The captain
took it.....ond yelled.

"Phwat +th' divill I seid ye'd bve
dangerous to the crooks, but I don't
phwent ye to be after killin! the
forcet®

( Finis )




Pac& 19

by Lieg (irovren y..ﬂl }L?[; E&SBES

JUDu renentiy I e"(LVed a letter
from edi’or Tayler who brardished a fig-
urative clvb over my head and suggested
very gently that I shonld get to work &
gend in "Tight Flashes” i1or “his igsue
of Canadi:n Fendom cr else he might pos-
8ibly vecome violent. Now, I have never
geen Taylor in such a svate, but I have
heard from »sliablic sources that fans,
when they become vicleat, eare creatures
to beware o7, Tisrsfore, I decidsd I
might as well pley the game safe and do
as he hinted.

And this is the result,

Well, boys and girls here and there,
hither and yon, it loocks as though
Spring 1s somaswhere in the offing. For
us in Parry Sound enyway, Fsbrvery has
broken bright end miid. = zaw a robin
the other day. No, not a zkinny robin,
but a nice fat cne, He was perched on a
customer!s verandah railing, considerin?
the possibilities of robin sometihiin® or
other. Then, last week, as I drove vp
tovn in my trusty indian (it's a Pon-
tiac) ebout 9:30 ack emma I heard ir the
bush that luddles wup on a raocky hilibe=~
hind my house, a crow muttering come
very dirty remarks tc nimself. They mist
have been dirty, for t'a tons of his
voice wag such o9 10 mA%e me blush and
press a Little more firmiy on the accel-
erator. And when scuetiing makes &
Croutch, especially a Les .routch,blush,
then it must be either wsrully putrid or
very personal,

NMo wisecracks pleasel

But down to business, T'sn doings
up this—a—way -have been sort of lazy
sinee I last did this column. Canadlians
are notably slow waen it comes to fan—
ning. I mean Science-—fiction fanning,
not just ~—— well — fanning. WI fade!l™
However, a dark note of sorrow was cast
over the Yuletide Season when Besk lost
his mother, Those of us who have
Mothers know what this loss must have
meant to him, In the bargain, his Father
has been recuperating from an iliness. I
know all of fandrm joins with me in off-
ering him our stmpathies. We can do n
more. None of us are super—ssientists
or master magicians,

Then, Sapper Alison Gedfrey, of my
home town, Parry Sound, who is in Bel-

gium or thereabouts, (Godfrey, not the
‘xwa, you dopest) got himself konked on
tae noggin with either a piece of shrap-
nel or a shell fragment., He was laid up
for gome time but is well and happy a-
gain, I have & photograph here showing
where he was struck. It was on the fore
part of the skull, =above the hair line.
It is an vely scar to be bald atout it,
I wouldn't have wanted it.

Over in Itely, Sgt Lanmb was retur-
ning to camp from a show in the negrby
congregation of hovels +thaet make up an
Italian place of habitation, and got
wounded. Yes, the truck in which he and
soveral others were riding rolled off
the road ‘nto a ditch and onto its side.
Owing to0o goldiers fiying this way amd
that, mixed up with feet, benches amd so
forth, he got soratchel, bruised, and
generally mussed up. Gn:'. Gibson was
ill for a time with jaundice, but that
is 0ld news as he is well again.

Up hore, Weird Tales and Super
Selence are still going pretty strong,
with no signs of being discontinued or
anything gulte so uncouth aad ungentle,
Weird Tales is stlll reprinting material
from back issues of the American editiom
but Super Sciencelllil Since 1t ran out
of Americen Super Scilence material as
*het magazine stopped soms time. ago, it

Jd to find stuff somewhere else, This
it is doing by digging into 6id Argosies
0ld Amazings, and so forth. Tately such
reprints as 'The Dawn Seekerst, 'The Red
Dust', end others have appearsed. ‘Crimes
of the year 2000%' is being run as a ser<
les. The covers remain pretty mice, but
I don't look inside to reaf: them, Just
0 look at the pretty pietures. | Ther
nake swell swap items, though, and here
ig where I get a plug for myself.... Do
you mind, Beak? Thank you. Box 121,
Yarry Sound Ontario, 1is my eddress,
1111 swap Cansd fan stuff for Americeh if
you'll drop me a line about it.

Next paragraph, ZEverydeay fanyasy
¢nd Sclence—fiction, Everyday we ses
things coming +true we “houv~at sounded
crazy In the magazines, bt least, those
who wers not Science--ficliion Fans thot
S0, Remember when they thought us a
tunch of Puck Rogers flends? Remember -
¢gad — they still think so. But not as
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muich. Rockets and jet-propslled planes
are vindicating us every day. Now some-
thing else hits the technical news. T
haven't seen any report of this in the
popular press, so maybe just the r~dio
men know about it. But a new develor.ont
in ultra—high radio promises trsns —
miggion of several programs over
same radio wavelength AT THE SAME T
This means a station could broadcest «
play, a newscast, a musical show, and
several other progrems all et once. One
frequency would be broadcact. This oue
frecuency would carry all these pro-
gramg. Receivers tuned +to the wave-—
length could choose the progrem the lis-
tener wished to hear by the simple ex-
pedient of pressing a button, which
would meke the circuits responsivc to
the part of the transmitted wave carry-
ing +the program desired to he heard!
Fran England comes word that Baird, the
pioneer in television, has demonstrated
in his laboratories successful full-col-
cur, 3-dimensional television! From the
reseerch laboratories of various compan-
ies comes assurance that the three—di-
mensional motion pilcture is at our door.
You wear no special glasses with two
differently coloured lenses. You just
sit dowm, and look, and there before you
are the 3——dimensional novies. Thirk of
Lana Turner walking right out of the
sereen and dovm the aisle! Think of the

Light Flashes
train roaring right out of the picture
and at youl I wonder how many faint
hearts will pass out the first time they
gee one of these movies of the future.

Capad ian author, Alfred wvan Vogt
and wife, Edna Mayne Hull, moved to Cal-
ifornia to thaw out after this Canadian
winter. Yes, she is the Astounding E
Mayne Hull. I have known +this for
a long time, but was honour bound by his
request, not to teli it. Divulgence of
the fact by Forrest J. Ackeman relesses
me from my word, however., Most of the
vanVogt stories are true collaborations.
She starts the story, writes half of it,
and then he takes over and finishes it.
This husband—wife team is very success-
ful and is going places in a mighty big
hurry.

Incidentally, I have been told John
Hollis ““ason, who recenily appeared in

aney's ACOLYTE, is thinking of follow-
ing suit and hitting for California,

also. Watch out for the women, John!
They don't take any guff lying down in
California, you know. ((Mason sez: If

Croutch goes, warn the women!))

Well, gunge. I guess this is all
for this issue of old LIGHT FLASHES. I
hope it was as acceptable as it hag been
before. Thank you for liking it so much.
So, till the next number of CanFan comes
out, I'1ll sign off with best wishes for
whatever you vant best wishes for.

K . .
(J‘."'h(;,ﬂc(LF’@R\SYTHIW!VIQ¥;‘,A?‘ Vr'}(?; WEEDE D GLASS

At

e — —~

i i e e —_ »\.\

((Just a brief note of apology and explanation, Pans. sred Hurter has just written
to explain thet the press of exams and schoolwork &t lieGill makes it imposaibic for
him to make the deadline this lssue with Stuff & Such. e promises an’ extra long
effort next time. We'll be waiting for it, Freddie.))
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