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Censored ,. 
GUES'r EDI'rORIAL 

"-In D1 scord Vl1th The· Definite" 

I don ' t suppose you 1·ve e"Ve r watched t he sunrise 1n Northel"n Ontari o 
when the a ir ls about 50 degrees below on & winter morning . Few 
have , .as 11:, ts a bit out of t he way and most .People are still s l e ep
ing , · So we l ll Just ask you , Hlve you e ve r watched a sunrise ; per
"haps the al arm clock went off tt bit early or you got home a :U ttle 
late from some b1 nge ? 

First the r e ' s a red glow ove r the irregular oUtllnes of t he 
1urrounding b uildings; you blink your bleary eye • and wonder if the 
tofm. is on fire, but a g l ance at your watah and an emp t y f~ellng in 
::rour 11tomaoh assures you t hat it must be sunrise , You s t ar o o. t the 

:!~;:y d;~~e~!~~ ~!~m:i~~l~!Y ; t~~n~=~l~fo~O\" d;~~~ .!~g;~h:;~! s b~~~k; 
d e te rminde d at tack on the vani shing rampart~ of night - grows high
er, dee pe r r ed , fringed wl th go ld. · Yo"u SEE ~t mo ve upward , but you 
a r e thinking of breakfas t . You stare f ascinated a t the golden disk 
that r i ses over Gl oobor 1 s Depar tment St ore _·:.. _ ·1t reminds you of a 
beautifully fried egg. · · 

, · The cl ty begins to stir like some vas t beas t --- - -- there is a 
clinking of mi lk bot tl es,, an increasing whir of passing automobiles 
a rat tle of iron whee l s , and. the ryt;l'>.mlc clop - clop of 'horse - drawn 
de ll ve ry wagons . You f ee l small, i nslgnlflcaht , before the vas t 
tumult of the awakening cl ty . 

latlo;?;t:~m:!~~~~s ;~ot l~c~~~~g{y 
1 ~~~~: ~ I~~~ 9 

J:nist~!~ ~~~~~t~~~: 
prehend 1 t . The hum of awokening life g.rows to ·a roar 1 a mad caco
phony of sound • . For a mo:ne nt you are. i n d i scord with the de flnlta ; 
for a bri ef moment you experience the true splrl t of · Sclentlflctl on 
--- the discord of t he wrangling fans , 9f dogmat ic gr oups eUch as 
the FUturians , Sc l encoflctl oncers , Solarolds and Pro Scientists ; or the 
heres i es of the NFFF , Then you scream at the top of your voice . 

11Ge t Up ' I 'WANT MY BREAKFAST II t t t 
And soon ·you are a ll se t to go about the 11 ttle tasks of your 

i nsignificant llf-e , but wl th a well filled stomach . 
Vie who love tho d13cord of Scie nce - Fiction , cannot but -help 

love !' METEOR ", which like 1 ts interstellar name sali::e ls flo.shing 
across. the ,,,-orld of Sclen tlflctlon, plcklng up readers en route like 

:o:!~~: . :~bc~e~f1
~0~~\~r~~~; n:b; ~~m, ME;;t~ 11:

0 u t:iw 1~he~!1~ : ; : ~~ 
like the sun tha t nobody w~tches rise i n Nor thern Ontario , _whe n the 
t emperatur e l s about 50 be l ow on a winte r morning 

-- ------ - Trembll n Ormalne 

editor "METEOR" 
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LUNA AND LUNACY 

I distinctly remember , 1t was after the thir9" . b~_~tl~, that ?he 
argument started . How, I don • t know, but there was my-~.1,end. 1ns1-s't-
1ng ln a rather whooshy ',[01ce . that t;he Moon wa~ ma9,e of cheese . I 
argued long and violently that 1t· -was ni:>th ing -of the sort ; that any 
damn f o.ol knew . it was - just an overgrown. orange, We argued sieadily 
for three ; more bott:i,.e s . 

11 Aw rite t_hen if you inshisshk ~-' 11 prq ·,e. it t 1_you O ; lisped 
my friend (?_ve?' his empty glass , :i We 1 ll go there a.n:·± 1.11 pr9of it . " 

s •a cupi!l Hji;i;n:~g:~ ~-;~;':p~ng, 
11 I'd like t •µl,l se'e y9u 'get there 

'.' Ctimmon 01:1tside·;!t h8 burped, 11 S:n"1' · \7jiS me." 

WfJ ,.staggere4 dPwn ' the sta_i fs and out · i nto the moCmli f '. Y&:rd. 

11 )','ash· me fly , 11 he Said. 

,He , bif e;an, l;i'?PP_~ng .~ long_ th.f,I , grPuna, :..f lapping h,~s··~rms f;-an~ ic 
ally ; t remembe r reflecting at that ·t i l'le how mucl\ mer~ s\lccas.~fu1 he 
1,ould h:&v~ .. .. b f:l_en .had he used a swi mming stl'oke. '. · He . ': tripped and 

. fl.oP,ped "int<?-a large mud - puddle, e:1 embryonic l .ake. The ~ight of 
hi;!' wallowing in the pUd!:H~ , .. st..111 flapP,ing weakly, ~as too m1:1ch for 
_me ;, I l aughed• so ~rd that I _ slipped and ren in t ·oo.~ The · cool, but 
somewhat unclear wate r, cleared bur ~or-;J'i.'hat unc_leti.:r' minds·, 

11 I have i t , " sta ted my rri"end 1.r,tpress1vely,muct aripp1r'lg.from 
thfl tip of his nose , 11 We'll go by ~;arr. . 

11 Capita?, idea , n· I repli€d," I. r emember s ee ihg
0

iri. some :ast.ro 
lo'gy b9ok or som_e thing , that ,rt, '!1ould tak1 .88 davs o,r yeti.rs or Some -

~~~r~ !~h g:!i t~h;~: . 1.1_~~; n;~·, ·:n·ca~~r,re .ss train , and if ~-9 _ :::xPrtss 

We _p1.1:lled ou r se l'ves up to a veY'ti~p.l :p9s1t1oh, ,and went·ovcr 
to the nearby garage . We go t in wh-? t my · fr i end choosf:::s ·to call a 
car, and :~1e were' off . I think that we forgot· t,o ;open the garage 

f~:;s•do:t_t~~ ~i:~!a; -~~n!~ t~~ t:~kne!s : ~;h:,i _n~}!~,;;.t~- -~: f~~.i~: : 
planetary space I thoug~t to r,1yself 1 whe n 'lU~d.:.nl,y_ t;7_0 brillhmt 
globe s .- of H~~ht b.ore ~own on ,\ls . 

11
• Heh, · heh, 11 laugh~d . my friend, 11 \'lash me ·go ii;ibe_tw8e"fl tho~e 

two comets 11 , 

There was a terrific crash; t~1e univerze explodod,and failed 
to come toge ther again. \'lhen I came tc, t he car was resting on a 
level , dead grey' p l ain , surrounded by f an'.,a sticall Jap:2ed ueaks and 
crate rs, outlined , against a Jet ::i1ack sky .I t \'!C.S Ju a t 11h the pie• 
ture of the Moon 1 s sU.rface that I had recently aaen in the Nati onal 
Geographic; I could almost see the b1·ush strokes. I ,-t-epped out of 
the car remembering to hold my breath, for I had r oad somcwhc ro 
thatethere was no air on the Moon , A horrible stench nssnil ed my 
nostrils; the Moon WAS made of ~hee~c - - - -- limburgher cheese 
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I tried t o turn, but my feet refused to follow throqy~. I loolted 
down; they were submerged in tho limburgher - the beat of the ridng 
sun was melting it ~ How the mountains, held up , Lord knowai, ~ d Bo 
d i dn ' t seem to be inclined to tell eve n after all those advertisment.9, 
in stf. magazines . I pulled myself free with difficulty and tri ed to 
find the ctr ;it was nowhere in sight. Af t er about an hour I came t o 
the conclusion that it had probably sunk out of sight,s i nc_e it wa sn' t 
in sight . In .. the d 1.at.@J}§I . ..Lll_a_'!\'...~.br!gll.t strip, !:0!!.5rd which I ma.de 
my way through the gooey limburgher . 

After about six hours steady walki ng , strangely, and contrary to 
the best teachings of stf ., I began to get hungry. Around me,_I noti ced 
that the leve l expanse of Mare Humorum ( I d i dn I t get the Joke ) wa s 
turning a rlch golden brown . Mutteri ng somej;hing .about this maybe 
being the " Dark Side " , I stooped and broke off a piece of the recent
l y formed crust . sure enough , just as I thought - limburgher chee se 
scuffle. 

I t asted i t. 

11 Hmmmmmrn, no t bad 11 , 

I began ca ting more . After I had: 
cleared eight s·quare feet , I decided to stop, since I had read some
whe re that a person swallowed some air along with food; and my supply 
of air was rather limi ted . A.nd so, reeking in tune wi th the land
scape , off I went again toward the mysterious strip ahead . 
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At noon I reached it. It was a broad strip (no connec tion ..,-1th 
Gipsy Rose Lee) of metal, which since there was no othe r place for it 
to ~ disappeared in the distance . I stood on it amazed . What was it ; 
part of the wrapping of this big cheese , an ovcrgrovm tape measure ? 

My question was almost immed i a t e ly answered, for rolling along 
the strip came a model T Ford . The strip , I dedeuced, must be a road\ 
I stuck my hand out. The car sqealed to a stop ; a ghastly green""""rii'an, 
wearing a straw sombre r o, and smoking a corncob pipe l eaned out of the 
car. 

" Wana 11ft bud? 11 , he squeaked. 

11 Errrrrr, YES 11 , I answered, cl i mbing into the car beside him , 
( I had to, since he wouldn't open the door for me.) 

Primitive race I thought after examining him more close ly; he was 
only wearing an " F 11 string t The green man seemed to hate to talk 
since he di dn't utter another word . After about a two hour drive thru 
the smelly monotony of t he Lunar landsca pe, we re9.ched a larp:e city of 
metal houses.{funny thing, extraterrestrial creatures always ha ve to 
build their hoµses of metal or massive stone , never of wood or any
thing so vu l gar ) . 

I' ll never forget the first Lunar traff ic cop tha t I saw . The 
fact that he regula ted traff i c by changing his face from a ghastly 
green to a lur i d red wasn 1 t so bad~ It was the i nbe tween state , when 
i t :,vas half green and half red and not succeedi ng at .be ing e ither •that 
caused my stomach to do acrobatics . 

The green man suddenly stopped the c!lr, · . and uncerimonious ly 
shoved me out of the car unto the sidewalk, Before I coul d recove r 
from my surprise , he l'ID.S lost in the traffic, which strangely cons i st 
ed of nothing but model T Fords. I got up as best I could amid the 
surging throngs of the g r een Lunanites , forced my way to the curb 
an d squeezed into a streetcar . I .not i ced tha t it was , customs.rr fo r 
the men to s it down , and for the women to stand {strange how closely 
the customs of Luna resemble those of Te·rra ) . When a young woman .did 
sit down oppos i te me, everbody looked at her shocked, but I loolcia 
at her nether ex t remi ties, which were quite nice in spite of the fact 
that they were greeh . Suddenly I fe l t her eyes on me - - - - - -- a mostt 
uncanny feeling . I glanced up just in time to see them snap back in
to the ir sockets. 

She was beautiful. .ln o. greenish · sort of way , with purple hair , and 
beautiflu, expressive yellow eyes. She seemed slightly tanned, fo r 
her skin was more of an ol i ve drab than the vivid p;reen of the avel'• 
age Lunanite , I stared at her fo r seve ral minutes w1ah1l'lg · that I wai
colour blind ; but then, I could always pretend I was wearing sun .. 
glasses, 

11 Y ;u look obtuse enough to be a hero " , she suddenly sai d, 11 Would 
you like a job as hero in my father 1 s laboratory ? He's a mad scient 
-1 s t, You know; the kind you always find i n AMAZING, and I need some 
- one to help me keep him from bl owing up the world.He, thlnka it 1 s J.ust 
a bi g balloon , 11 
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11 Delighted t o 11
, I answered, not knowing the meaning of obtuse 

. at that time, 11 Can I communicate with Earth from your place ? " 

11 Certainly, Via Etherline . 11 

And so it wae settled , I woul d go with h'?r and help her p re 
vent her father from blowing up the world , and in return for my ser 
-vices, I v:ould be permitted to use the Etherline, a very cost ly 
me thod of communication, since the i on charge r was a l w~ys runni ng 
down, We go t off at the next car stop and made our way through o. 
rather shabby sect i on of the town. After some time , we r eached a. 
particul a rly delapida.tcd oblong shed, equoezod between two large 
buildings, on a narrow dism'l. l street , The whole r egion ha.ii an .a ir 
of evil about i t, which didn 1 smell none too rosev, _Withou t a 
word , the yound woman opnend the door at one end of the ob long shed 
and we went up a set of rickety stairs -- - lack of sunshi ne v i tami n 
"D" ., 

The s taircase led the wo.y into a typical mad sc i enti s t • s labor;
atory; long benches covered with u seless fantasti c gl asswa r e in 
which vari - coloured l iqu i ds bubbled and foamed and did nothing i n 
part i cular; mazes of impress ive, massive, complicated mach inery and 
apparatus that sparked, whirred, and clanked, and l ikewise did n o th 
Ing .Amid th is conglomeration of fantastic junk .... t a little shrunk
en man.grinning and chuckling to himself as he b l (' \"I soap bubb l es . 
The young woman whose name turr.ed out to be Mnre ·1~ranquilitatis, a 
ve r y good natured f i lly , introduced me. to her father . 

11 F.andsome devil ain't I" , he drooled , wlth his tc;mguo hangll1g 
ou t of the s i de of his mouth . 

II Yat:i, you look like hell " , ! replied , II Heh, heh , don 1 t you 
get it? Devil -- - hell; catch on? Wasn't that a killer?" 

"Yah, you' ll be the <!eath of yourself yet , say; y ou look a 
little pale, what are you anyway?" 

11 Oh me , I' m half French, hnlf Scotch and a little ginger ale IT 

11 Enough of these corny puns , Come and soe my ls.teat i nvention 
for blowing up the Earth 11 , 

11 You mean the Moon don I t you ? we I re on the Moon you know, IT 

11 Of course not, d on • t be a silly ass, you don't think I'm as 
mad as to blow up what I'm star>ding on? Gnd"man,, think \"1hat ;wouid 
happen i f it should bust. I 1m go i ng to blow up tho Earth; neckere 
here have compla i ned that it 1sn 1 t big er ough. 11 

11 See h e re now ",I replied , You can 1 t do that , I've got to ge t 
a message through to Earth . " 

11 Oh no , heh , heh, heh, just watch me 11 ,~e cocl..-:~.td• .moviilg townr.dc". 
a machi ne that l ooked like a cross be tr. , en an a ir comp r essor and a 
radi o. " 

Wi t h my l eft hand I peeled back my lips in a fighting snarl , 
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and glanced about hurridly for something to bop him on the head ; 
gr!:!.sped the stem of £L large bottle fill e d with a po.le yellow liquid, 
and advanced toward him . He turned and saw me. 

11 Hey look out 11, he yelled, " That's filled with Moonshine. It 1ll 
exp l . . . .. ...• • • , ,, . • ,, , 11 

I brough t the bottle down on his_ bald green ·cranium, The re was a 
terrific explosion that oblite ra ted eve rything. After an incalculable 
interval , I noticed the gr een girl bending over me. Gradually her 
colour faded until o. t l ast sbc was white, A nurse, I tried my . bes t 
to convince her that I had been to the Moon and that i t was necessary 
to extend the Blockade to our satellite , She Jus t said, 

11 Relax, r elax , you 1 vo had a hard t ime , 11 

As if I d1dn 1 t know tho.t , I tried to convince o t her peop l o , 
but they wouldn ' believe me either, and murrmered behind my back , 

11 Poor boy; that accident. 11 

But I can never f orget ; my dre ams are filled with visions of a 
green g irl , and mi les and miles of limburgher chr:: ese . 

--------- The End ( thank God)--------

- THOUGHT HELMETS -

11About the most am3. zing , and probably the most ingenious of 
the inven t i ons of the science - fic tion authors , is the so called 
11 thought helmet 11 , whllreby people spe3king dif f erent languages c an 
understand, and communicate with each othe r . .• • • Personally , I don't 
think it would .work 11 , added the Skeptic . 

n Huh ; why not '? 11 ask ed the Scientifictionist, 11 Af t e r all , 
it's a proven fact that thought is e lectrical in an t1U"-'3 j that de 
finitely measureable waves are given cut by the mind , Why shouldn ' t 
it be possible to amplify these waves; step them up by means of a 
tt thought helmet II so that the y can be rece ived by a similar helmet , 
and impressed upon the mind ?" 

11 A person thinks in words , Tr~- to think of .. anything without 
thinking in words, Na tu rally you will th i nk in t he words of your own 
language , an d thus even if the II thought helmet II coul d transmit your 
thoughts , they would be in the words of your own language , which of 
course could not be understood by a foreigner. You might as well have 
spoken in the first place , Th i s bus ine ss of t hinking in worde i s very 
no ticeab le if you thoroughly study a foreign language ; spend some t i me 
in a country in which i t is spoken , and r eally get to know the langu
age . You· will find yourself begining to think in the words of tha t 
language , Thus you .can easily se e that a 11 thought he lme t 11 would be 
of no use a t all in commuilicating with other peoples, 11 

-- -----· ---. ·- ·· - - - · -------- - ------ - ----fh . 
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VJhee - ee-ee 
If the re are ~my sens i tive souls in our. audience , I would 

advise them to shut their E:a rs , c lo:, c their eyes, and· hold their 
nose s, Vie are about t o take a plu..'1e;e into the caudron of acid, and 
1111 bet this year's potatoe crop t ha t nobody comes up whole. 

On the space to spac~ Hiccup conducted by the astute editor of 
Thrilling Wonder Stories , he come s blearily up and mumbles into the 
Univ erse about his s t ooges, The doi.;.B}lty Sergeant ce.n 1 t carry his own 
weight ( I don ' t wonder ) 1 but e ven if the prog ram is conducted for the 
suckers that come purring i n, th2-i r blu bber is mighty · plcaeing _to 
cauliflower ears . 

The Sunspots kno1•: , don 1 t wan t a mi lk a nd mush palaver on who 's 
who in where ' s where, bu t f or a b u.nch of so- called intellectuals, 
the y 're still roo t ing around i n tht'.l gutter, the snipes, Of course, 
the pages would cra ckle if the bra i n trust 1:per; unto the wave - length 
but at least, the listene r would stay sober--s.nd awake--until the end 
The critics are talking throug!.:. thei r spa cephone s, be cause all have 
spoken, and so far, i n t he pas t t h ree months, nobody 1 s said anything 

Nei the .- have I, 
Well, well, well, a nd a few more hole s in ~"le ground 1 So there 

really is a magazine t..'-.a t doe s wha t I 1 ve suspected ma.ny others of 
doing ~ Now I know t ?-,c horrib le t r·u th; t':c:,.~e is a mag!lzine that 
prints only those epist l e s a.per t a i n i ng to thereof complimentary re
marks. Four pa ge s o.:· letters tha t might all have come from the pen 
of one ma.n, - you lrnow, the one s who write those letters must really 
be artists in their ovm wa y . Ce rtain l y no layrnlln woul sit down and 
write a two-column, sm-il l - print l e <:-ter just to rave about the quali
ics, such as they are, of this II marve lous II ma gazine, 

Poor Merritt 1 Ho ce r ta inly 1 $ taking a beatlng 1 It's a shome 
to see him throw away hi s classics to an 11 i ggerant audience 11 , shred• 
ding them down into uri'"ecognizable form. Who would recognize II The 
snake Mother II as the 11 Facc in the Abyss 11 ? That is something else 
aga in - too - a l so, Gutting his beautifu l stories up into parts ls 
like cutting up the ~1·.~ set, anC. let t i ng out a five - s econd glimpse at 
fifteen minute inten•r:ls. \'Jh· ,,,anb.1 them that way ? 

I don 1 t , Maybe -: ·mold- fashioned , Maybe, 
I propose something tha t no di shonest ma ga z1ne would de. rfJ t o do• 

or would they? These honey- tripping editors break their necks to 
print their favourite le tte rs t-.~d their 11 f a vourite lists", How much 
gumption have they go t'.' w-:iu fd t hey, under a dare, a bet, 9rint 
those letters that would be mat e rial for slander if i t weren't 
criticism? Vfou :1,d th'ey :-J.-.A. ::end tuk i:' i t l"lh ile so:::o stf , r o. dical'po.inta 
them red with green s t.ripes? °r.' ould they t !1.ke it while some one rips 
up their smug authors a nd con t ribu:ors , and makes the pages .crackle 
with, what t h e editors f ondly call, villery? 

Confidentially, off the rec ord, and all that, r·aon 1 t think they 
would. They have ne ithe r the courage nor the sense of humour needed 
for such, Even d"'" r old, _., ._..,, P.t terr.p? r '.'C .:<iree'lnt Sa turn can 1 t take 
a single letter ob !'11..,i.,1 1 : . ; cr.:. ::1,:-,~<,m, 

uo ,ei th,. r. 
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W i'lill soc.eone please ht:=cd my agonize~ cry and paint a decent cover 
illustration? The onl y one , to date , on the current covers thnt even 
approxima t e s a good standard 1s the one on FANTAS'llC ADVENTURES for 
Oc t . 1 41. Not only is it life -like , but 1t actually illustrates m 
point of act ion in the story t Lo.urel s and wreathes to the wm who 
painted 1tt 

Hiat t Chums, but there's dirty work afoot . Someone has committed 
the hen1ou9 crime of plag1o.rl sm t Phooey, why bother with 11 someone 11 ? 
I mean , that . it soems o.s though Donald Wollhc. lri.,, '-dltor of STIRRil''lli 
SCIENCE STORIES, has put into a Canadian publicati on w UNCANNY - wha t 
l ooks like it belongs to Lawrence Woods . In othe r worda, , if someone 
will look · t n the June, 1 41 issue of UNCANNY , and in the April, 1 41 i ssue 
of STIRRING SCIENCE STORIES, they will find that 11 The 'lb.ought Monsters" 
and 11 Black Flame&" are twins . 

O1 wan, I dare ya ! 

---- -·-------- Use less From Ur anus 

,\11~· "J)'l~\ 
- ~\~.- . . t"--~.~ .:::: JJ p. · O / • "' 

1 • 11 j When you were an as t eroid, and I was a star 
· ,.. The distnnce between us was plenty far, 

I ~~_ , AR ...-=t ; · : When you were an amoeba , and I was a slug, 
, 't:::,.~) t ~ Lady, oh l ady, what a mug l 

When I was a snake , and you were a b i rd, •'" '-
Your songs my· scales very often stirred . l•,-
When I was heavy, ha i ry , a nd carried a club, / 
Your oft bounced head you ' d tende rly rub , :.~==-----"= 

I:~ .,,,,,,;a" I ?low we dodge bomb,, ond dive tor .a eh&l t er, ~ = ~ While buildings above us go helter•skelter. 
• As we hold hands , I say with a smile , 

, ~--- ----
11 I'd like to get rid of youonce in a wh1le l 11 

------------------- Barbara BOV81rd 



ACCIDZNTAL DISCOVERY 

Jimlily Graft haC. news to - day the.t 
shook· the world , 1Vhen he stepped 
off . the· · train in i!issouri . 
Purely by s.ccidenty he discover
ed a -window on the train tha t 
"I OUld open by the :;liel\:tes t , 
touch of a fiV"'P.rtip. . .. . Jimmy 
says he ' s w·orking ·on ho1'!' to 
close it now. 

CORRZSPONDENCE BUSltED 

There's a nlc.nt in Sou th Al!lerica 
jU!:t recently d.iscovered b)• the 
I'udt'l.lepo tz Exped i tion . This mar 
vel of the plant worlrl 1s CP.lled 
the Corres"T'.lond.ence Bm:!h ( corres 
pond.itiu.m Bushibus). Drop one of 
its leaves - - which are of a 
i:, aper - like consistency - - into 
one of the ·rtowers ; the flo1•1e r 
will fold up for M hour , unf9ld 
d.ing lA. ter to huw:i. you a letter 

at'td.r essed and sealed. Pr ofe1:so r 
Fuc7.0.lerotz WEI.£ very excited the 
other day. He a.ro !) ped in a l enf ~ 
the , 10.nt otJened a weFJk lnter , & 
h2.nded hirri 8. le tter from his cou 

S?EC1-I.L :?EATVRE OF 

- e1n in Hap:asr.k1, two love l e t te r s 
and six biJ. l s . 

A:JAZING NJfa.t SATI:LLI T,E 

self , 11 but 1 t ce.me close last time 
nnd I sistinctly saw the outlines 
Of four l ees nnd two t ails ,one at 
each er,.d . I wa:: a fia.nt pink col 
our" , Seientists are now mixing 
~~o~e:~t:elesco1'.!es in an effort 

BOLTED SRO:i{ ~OPE 
Our reTJorter, ~iM,rdo Rt e&r(l , .has 
Gtrucl~ U"lJ an 1v•t.1;;,. intnnce wi th a. 
thtmde l'boi t . l!e found 1 t ·perch..:. 
i"nc- diaoonoi:>1-ntc l y on ' h i:'J jlor cb 
lnst· n i gl,t 1 and it seemed qtdte 
friendly . · He ' n.sked · it wbJl. t it 
wua doing in the city, and 1 t 
S9.id it just co.me back f r om Eur-
ope . Too muc1• co m-pcti t ion 

BORIITG I 'f'J?OSSIEILITIES 
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A few years ago I W&3 a h11ppy noron; I ::.tc , won t to schg9l , o.nd 
s l ept . Then I began to r.iess a round with this science stuff ,. Science 
was wonderful I thought ::,.ft~r rl.;lndlng c. bqok on Botany , Just think or 
it; 11 plant .,man ' t Juste. bit of green s tuff wlth r.iaybe one end . col
oured ; no , it was a complex org:mism compoSed or thot sands of minuit 
cells all worki ng tosethcr in perfect h'.l.rmony. Did ·not science mo.ke 
na t ure wonderful and beeutiful? Science is :nagn1f1cent I thought a.r 
tor I h9.d read a book on Astronomy . Think of it. Those stars up 
there werenno t just pin- points of light, but grea t spheres of f i re,at 
inconc l evttble distances·· i n an er.::,ty vo_id, The thought fascinated me . 
The harsh beauty of the Universe the book painted for me co.j'.)tured rny 
ir:m.gination , I spent hours gaz i ng c.t the stars on clear nights, med
ita ting , trying to comprehend the magnl t ude or the Uni verse . I even 
v1ent so far 3.s to wrlt6 an essay on it, Then one day , or rather night 
a fr i end said - 11):our're su;ipos<:ld to knol'9 o lot a bout &.stronomy ; ypu·••o
rce.d e.bout fifty books on the subject , and ga ze at th6c for hours 
eve ry night. Now l~t 1 s see wha t you know ; ;>oin t •out Spica to me, or 
Vega , Arcturus , Anta r es , or Polaris. 11 

• • •• •• • • I couldn ' t spo t a singl e 
one , I had never bothered myself with the pr9.ctical side or As tro• 
nomy , center.ting my se lf v,ilh re:i.dinc .i.bout i t , m~ait::iti f].C on· lJ.ow . thc.t 
vast Un iverse all be¢an ; 'ilhere it would end ., ..• , My vanity was hurt. 
I pro.seeded immediately to learn €- Very constellr.tion, and e very s tar 
it contained . I learned abo ut zcn!th Cistance , right a.ecension, and 
oth()r such things, In a 'Ne ~k I coul d point out c.ny star , any conste l -. 
lation • . ••• • , • · .• Bui. son:ethini else t:.ap;:encc! , The Univ1:,rsE: lost it 1 s 
depth, 'i'he myriad stars were no lcnc;~ r the greet spheres of firs 
hurtling through an empty void , t:hey "t€came mere flat , vul;a r . pa tterns 
in thEi sky , Just big patterns - glorified electric light signs . My 
beautiful UnivLJrse was shat t ered for the sr.tall sa tisfaction of being 
able to point out a few pin - po !.nts of l ight to bored listeners,-
Bo.h; to 1 L with practical science 

- -- ----- ---- Fred Hurter Jr • 

.. RI:QUIESCAT -

Beneath the dy i ng fires of the dull red sun ; 
Under the blue - black sky , the thin cold wind 
Blows d ismally o'er the shifting sands tha t cove r 
All that e ver was upon this Earth , 
This Earth that once was g reen and teemed with life; 
Warmed by a bright and frienC.ly sun that shone 
On wido seas , h i gh mounta ins , and rich luxuriant lands . 
This Earth that snw the slow ascent of Man , 
Hi s strugeles , strifes ; hi s vmrks , his hopes, his dreams : 
Now all. is gone, as if it had never been-
Buried bj· the shifting sands .. . .. , 

- - - -- Fred hurte r Jr , 
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11
• Hello, John, 11 gree t ed the f1J"eman, bending over to open the 

f irebox door to inspect hi s fire critically before carefully apread
ing a shovelful! oc coal over it . 11 Bad night for the run, eh 111 

Engineer John Ru.ggels nodded acquiescence as he lit h i s torch and 
picked up tho hand oile r preparatory to olling up in mysterious re 
g i ons , the giant locomotive that stood panting and straining at the 
leash, i mpatient to be off on the night run down the vo.l l ey , pulling 
the heavy string of pullmans , 

The conductor came slov1ly do1m the platform, riffling through the 
yellow batch of train orders, He halted beside the big drivers, 

11 Bad night, .Tohn, Mist thick as pea soup , You ' ll have to k eep 
your weather eye peeled tonight , Vfe 1 re leaving ten minute;s late, <\O 

you 1 11 have a chance to real l y roll her this qme without bi.: lna hci.ul
od up on the-carpet for it1! 11 

The big engineer strightened and a rinned , 
11 That 's good , Tom. ·1a1at 1s thf.l rc.;nson.for being l o.to ? 11 
11 Special shipment of express coming in at the last minute . Some;~;~ff valuable, I B1J.ess , else they wouldn ' t hold the Limited up · t his 

The other nodded, and wiped his oiler off with a bit of co tton 
waste , The conduc tor hesitated , then i n a sympathetic tone : 

n How ' s the wife , John ? Any better ? 11 

11 Got a long distance t oday, Tom. Doc says if she doesn't suff .. 
e r a relaspe she'll be r i ght as r ain fro!:", now on . 11 

11 I ' m glad , She's a fin~little woman , n 
11 She i s tti.at . 11 

It was clGvon nnd b. hnlf !:'linut e s pc:st th,., schl:duil.ed leaving t i me , 
that Enginee r John Ruggels pulled optm the throttle, and rolled her 
ou t into the night. It was bad, he admittt.d to himse lf, The mist roll 
- ed across thetracks in great clouds of thick fleeciness . It would be 
hard to see very far ahoad . And he 'd have to make a fast run this 
time to Z11akc up that e lE.: ven o.nd a half minutes , or else t ho dispatcher 
-.·1ould be ra i sing morry old blue hell with him next day , 

Clicking over the frogs and cross - ove rs, the long , heavy all
steel tra in rolled under the signal bridge, ou t of the yards, and 
ero.duo.lly p i ck~d up speed as they left the grc o.t c1ty , s1c,11y_ Ruggles 
e;a ve her head , and the gentle rock i ng roll of the grea~ iron horse 
settled down to a surging move of immense power. 

He whistled a t the yard limit,o.nd ,:;lo.ne ed ncross ·the cab at:..his 
fireman , and grinned, 

11 Ever _notice how bette r t hey pull: wh5,n the air is wet and heavy 

The other nodded with a grin and stuck his hend out of the \Vindow 
The spray f e l t good on his face afte r the heat of the cab , 

Wi th a muffled roar they shot pas t a Sl!lllll station, its · lighted 
windows · l ooking like a white streak at the speed they w£ire travel
ling , 

T'"enty rninutes out of the city was their first stop, which was of 
about four minutes duration , but which would be probably cut a tr i fle 
tonight in order to shorte ., running time , 

They had no sooner d r ::::.wn- .to a halt , than the telegrapher came runr 
ning out in his shirt s l eeve s , waving a thin sheet of paper in h i s, 
hand. Cl i mbing half way up the cab stops , hc thrust it into the engin
eer • s hand , 

11 Message for you, Mr , _Ruggles, 11 he said, 11 Just C8:ffie in a few 
minutes ago , 11 

Vlith a sudden catching of h is breath, the big engineer hurriedly 
unfolded the paper, The words seemed to blurr before his. eyes , but 
somehow he r.ianaged to !Mke them out . 
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11 Bad news, John? " asked the fireman, no ticing, tht'.l other ' S su dden 
pallor , 

The o t her nodded and blindly handed .\ t to him. The firemo.n r ead 1 
11 Mrs . Ruggels suffered sudden r e lapse. Condi tlon repidly growi ng , 

worse, Aski ng for you , Doctor Fred.d, 11 

n I - I ' m sorry, 11 Was all he could off.'er in the way o.£ s-:,TJ.I):i.thy · • 
The other nodded h i s thanks , but said nothing . 

This time as tho long train pulled out of the town and ac r oss the 
dar k , h i dden contryslde, it was pi cking up speed at an alarming rate . 
The! man a t t h o throttle , his mind bllndod by the sudden agony"''6 f tha t 
of his loved one lying t erribly 111 , pcrhnp::i dylng,could think .. of no 
thing else but the urgency of gett i ng home as qu i ckly as poss i ble , and 
that meant making thi s run as re.st as possible , for h i s h ome arid the 
end of the run were in th0 same city . 

Sou th of \'/estmore , th(; s eco nd stop on the run, _. the doubl e t rack s 
me rged into one through the deep rock cuts the ·.t r a i nmen cal led - the 
11 Dev il' s Tr app i ng Ground 11

, b e cause of the numerous wr ecks that had 
occured there in the early days of the system. At both the north and 
t he south end was a small cnbin v,hich housed a man acting · both as 
signalman and telegr aphe r . Hi s duty was to throw the switch from one 
track or the other to the s i ngl e one and to mako sure no trai n ran i n 
to the pe r i lous s e ction while ano ther was a lready there . The cab i n at 
the south end was set tight aga inst tho rock wall, and this ni ght , t he 
mis t b oinc heavy, and the seepn.ge f rom the rocks great , there had been 
a grea t deal of wnter from above r unning down onto the edge of the 
roof . It b egan Ito leak. The man within seeing a damp spot appeari ng 
on the wllll, and believeing 1 t safe to leav e the place , went out s ide 
to s ee what could b e done cbout the situa tion. He wa s out side l onger 
than he suspected, and 1vas on h is way down from above, when the high 
whistle of an approaching train fro ze him to t he spot. Before he had 
more than a chance to even begi n to move , a short fast frieght roared 
by i n a cloud of smoke and cinders , the whistle giv i ng two de r is ive 
toots as 1t f ade d from sight in the swirling fog . 

John Ruggles pulled th ,;;-, throttl e a tr i fl e wider , and l eaned out to 
see the bo ard at tho north switch c c.bin a s it cru-ne into s i ght . See i ng 
it set at green, he gave h i s whistle a couple of poops and roared on 
through the closed switch. His fireman inspec ted h i s wa tch, t hen turn
ed and ye lled across the c c.b to hirn. 

11 Attaboy , John ! \'/e 1 rc gaining . Only nine minut e s late now . It 1 s 
t welve fifty-seven ! 11 • 

John Ruggles rsisod his hand in acknowledgement and fo r n moment a 
f a int smile twisted his lips , then was l o st in anxi ety . 

In the rock cut the f og was almost black, and seemed to reach out 
with long, tatte r ed, clutching fingers as t hough to stay the trai n 
from ! t s madly hurtling speed . The he ad light bored a hole of brilli 
ant white before 1t became a solid , odlike b e run i n the mis t . 

The eng i neer drew in his he ad to g l r:.nce a t the wa t er glass and 
ste am guage . Ho opened the throttl e another no t ch, then s t uck h i s 
head through the wi ndow again. 

VJ~ut was that ? For a moment ho though t he we.s s ee i ng thi ngs , and 
then he could see i t distinctly : the whi te f i gur e of n womnn,with a rms 
outstre t ched, and d ress flying , as though to stop the t rain . John sub 
- consciously closed the throttle a notch, then his reason t ook ho l d . 
What would a woman b e do i ng in the cut a t this t i me of the night ? I n 
fact at_,any t i me? He was jp:st s ee ing a phe tasma c r eated by h i s 
anxi ety laden brain. He opened the throttle aga i n and s.;ttled back, 
rubbing h i s eyes . 

0 J ohn! J ohn ! 11 , shrieked the fireman, g r a s p ing h i s shoulder, and 
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shaking him roughly. " Stop the engine ! There's someone aheadt 11 

Vlhat ? Could he see it too? John lookcd.,aza i n, and now he could 
see the arms waving, fluttering, the whole f i gure moving . With a. sob 
he slammed the throttle to the closed position . The train came to a 
shuddering halt that jerked sleepers from the ir berths, and brought 

the conductor on the run, lantern in hand , to see what was the ma t-
ter, 

11 What the hell's the matter with you?" roared th!l.t person i ii a a 
ira_te voice, spitting forth explectives that would have made a sea
man1 s parrot blush with shame, 

John descended fror.1 his cab like one in a. dream . He could st111 
see the figure dancing in the mist but less actively noW , D'll.mbly he 
pointed to it. The conductor turned , and stared, 

11 ';./hat are you pointing at , 11 he dema.nded, 11 There's nothing there . 
Just a shadow on the fog , " 

The fireman shook his head. 
11 I see it too ! 11 he declared, 
John walked t':'ward the figure . And as h(! adyanced, it slowly 

faded unt11 it vanished from sight , Slowly he turned and came back 
In the meantim(.> , the fireman, with a flash of inspiration, had 

c.limbed to inspect the he!ldllght . 
11 Here ' s our ghost , John , 11 he called, laughing . 11 A huge moth, 

caught i n the headlight try i ng to beat its way out through the lens 
cast its own shadow against the fog and l ooktJd like a woman trying to 
stop us 111 

The c'onductor snorted . 11 If I didn 1 t know you two like I kn ow my 
own sons ," he declared, 11 I'd say you 'd been d1inking. Well, let•s 
roll, Y./8 • re lo. ter than ever now ! 11 

He turned tovwalk back to tho coaches. The unSineer and fireman 
started to climb back into the cab when they heard it , 

Faintly, far ahead , coming toward them through the night and the 
mist , was another train 1 They could hear its exhaust ; the rumble of 
the ca.rs , For a moment they stood, stunned, then leaped into action 

The fireman thre11 himself into the cba , grabbed lantern and fuJ
o s and threw th('l!l. to the engineer who started up the track as fast as 
he could run . 

He just made it . The faint glow of the other train 1 s headlight , 
was showing when he lit the fusee.a and started waving them in the air 
Luckily the other eni::; ineer saw them and managed ~o stop . Then came 
arguements and explanat i ons , The coductors compared their watches , 
and finally the blame was placed on one of the signalmen stationed at 
the ends of the cu t . One of them had slipped . One of the conductors 
took his portable phone , clime d a pole, and 5ot in touch with the 
dispatcher. 

When he cr.:iae down they noticed his face was a 11 ttle pale and 
carried a sad look, He walked to John Ruggles . 

11 I'm sorry John, 11 he said, " 'I?:1e dispatcher had a moss!lg() f or 
you and he gave it to l'l.C. Your wife - your wife .. ,. 11 

11 Yes? ";Ruggles braced himself for the worst. 
11 Your wife died at one o'clock tonight ," 
John stood as thoug..'l. graven in stone . . The whole world went tumb

ling about his ears , Then, slowly, he raised (:yus auddenJ.:t .bl t ned 
with tears to the great headlight, where a white moth fluttered its 
last in the powerful beam , 

11 Thank you Rose. 11 he whispere d. 

------------- Leslie Crouch 
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Thia department , dear readers? , which will beg1ning w1 th the next ? issue be con1uctod by that old space rat Major Jupiter, is hel•8 
just for you t o a ir your opini ons of CENSORED, Dut please r e str.ict'· the 
use of profanity, And now for the comments on the fir8t issue of 
CENSORED 

, • , ,wha t a mess, How could you 
eve.r pri nt such tr ipe , 

- Holden Blackwell 

( point 15 we don I t print suoh 
tripe, we mi meograph 1 t . - Ed) 

.• , , Honestly now, the whole thing 
was pret t y bad 

- Julian Jarvis 

, ,My God,you don 1 t r eally '3xpect 
to se ll!£!! l 

- Juan Aguayo 

.. . . Could be better , but I 1 ve 
seen worse . 

- Le slie crouch 

I got CENSORED and liked i t very # much , The humour was terr1f1t.. 
dnmon knight. 

, .,CENSORED i s m.o. r ve l ous , st:oopen 
dlous , terrific1uruiu:rpassabl e . , No ( Tsk, tsk, dammy , can , t you use 
doubt one of the greatest fanmags more subtle earcasm - Ed) 
ever published. Fan history wbll 
be dated from t he fir st issue of If 
CENSORED 

- Fred Hurter Jr . 
, • •• There are limits t 

- De. vid Sumner 

~de vrti amen €advertlsmen€€€hi s i sanadvertisr:ien €read thiaadvert i smen tad 

Afte r readin g the glowing comments above,you may want t o got · a copy 
of the f ir• t editi on of CENSORED, A few are stil l available, if you want to was te 10¢", 

WATCH FOR THE NEXT ISSUE OF 11 CENSORED" 

( the magazine that ought to be ) 

CENSORED , 
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/OL E CHATTER 
The Fu turlans seem t o have a nlc_e . li ttl e rack e t; selling stories 

twice . Stories by the Futurlans _that have already appearc,d in the 
Futurlan edl ted magadne s STIRRil-lG SCIENCE STORIES and COSL!IC STORIES 
aro turning up again , wi th pereistcnt regularity in the Canad ian mag 
a zine UNCANNY TAU:S , Inc idc,ntally UNCANY..Y ls also , reprinting illust 
- rati ons fror.i the aforesiad magi..z ines 1 and othe rs, among them AMAZING 
STORIES , 

c~.nuC:.!1 1 s s...:cond f ant'lsy magazine i s out now . SCIENCE FICTION ls 
the no.me . and ls a Canad i a n edition of t he American SCIEHCE FICTIOl!. 
Most of the stor fos and illustrati ons arc roprintn of its Amer ican 
p r o totype . but it is lare;c size , printed on a good g r ade of paper,has 

~!~c~n e~~!h~~t a~~~ ~!~~;~~ ; ~~~m~!n~et;
1

~~ ~tm~.;~~~ ~~~ ~~¢ ;~~;g~~ 
for it , 

Reports frorn Crouch h a ve it that there will soon be a third fant 
asy mago.z lne on the Canudio.n market , I V S to be callod EERIE and will 
be ;iublished by t he Adam Publishing Com;iany v1ho a lso_ publish t he c. 
f or cr.tcn tioncd UUCANJIY 'i'ALES , 

I n the Sep t emb e r issue of UNC;".h'NY TAI..J::S , wh ich f or a change has a 
pa ssable cove r ,. but l ousy a s e ve r illustra tions , ( cxcep t those tho. t 
9.re r 1;, prints) , features a s t r-ry by Ray CUQr.1ing hiding under the pen
name of "Ca llan Edmunds". Cuold it be that he is b a shl'ul ? 

Well it ' s dtfinitely establi3hed now , .or ls i t? , tha.t CENSORED 
1s not the first Canadi a n fanmag, but is the first Canadian eUbscrip
ti on f c..nrnag, It seems thc.t ..,e::ilie Crouch of Parry Sound Ontario has 
bE:oen i ssuing a fanzine called CROUCH Nl.:WS, f or some tima , sending it 
free of charge t o his correspondents 

-S .WAM P C OUNTRY -

In taverns bright we o.re the grey - bes.rd men 
Who tell the tales t hat no on e v,111 belie ve . 
We quaff our a l e until the straggler l ea ve 
At dawn, and then , in silence once again, 
We go out through the fog , across the fen ; 
We two alone , and none is there t o g ri e ve 
That horror lie}l ts our eyes , e.nd none to wea ve 
For us f'ro3ctfllll).e ss of' what has been . 

The laggard t i pplers , homeward b ound in haste , 
Ma k e jests upon the way we tri ed t o fool 
Them a l l wl th tales of what it I s like to drown. 
But we pres s onwa r d through the verdant l'::.i.stc , 
To stand be side a t oo - familiar pool 
Until a nause ou s feeler draws us down 

- - - - ----- damon knight . 
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THE EDITOR'S B LURB 

We ll here we are a t the end of anothe r i ssue , i'lhat do YOU think of 
it? The p r omised improvements,! hope,az;-e mor e or less self evident, if 
no t , p l ease note , I have kept rny promi,se re bet t e r 1llustrat1ona as I 
was lucky e nough t o ge t Ron Smith,a· p r o:fe ssl ona.l .1lluatratCJr~ tti dci them 
f or me , I have also kep t it r evma t e r.1,_al(?) mimeographing , and to some 
ex t en t composition . The l a tte r was some what behind the othe rs due to 
the fact that theres ha s been aga in a l ame ntable shortage of ma.teris.l. 
I had counted on a t l e as t a 24 pagi; magazine, and when the materill, 
didn ' t mate r i alize and the dead line drew closer am! cl oser,! was forced 
t o put the magazint1 together i n e r a the r hapha za rd manne r , i n my has te 
f orge tting titles here, a nd author ' s names there . 

I \:/Ould certainly o.pp r ec ie. t e a sudden overwhelming flood of mater
i a l. The policy is - pa r odies 7 sarcastic articles, slanderous murder
ous a t tacks on anybody or any thing in s tf, That should be. 91mple; if 
you don't lik.e something or sor.1ebody in s tf . parqdy it or him, write a 
sarcastic article , or a straight fo rwa ·d back biting attack. Thi -" pol
i cy is however e las tic, and will accorrmodate almos t any other t ype of 
mater i a l - hwnQurous shorts , poetry , and book reviews are particularly 
welcome , 

This issue of CE!ISORED is more or less an e xpe rimental i ssue , and I 
·,rnuld appreciate conunents , as they will determi ne the future format of 
the mag , Do you like the spacJ.ng f or LUNA & LUNACY better than · tha t 
for THE ~!OTH, or otherwise? would you like a double column of p r int as 
as in UNSCIEl?i'IFACTS? Should the Guest Editorial be discontinued ? Is 
it prefera b le that the cover should· illustrate some po.int of action of 
some story? I would like to get your . opinions on these ques tions, as 
it i s after all your magazine , deu r readers (1/hc re did I hear that be 
fore? ) 

And tha t I guess about wind.5. J.!P the ol-d a lla rnl clock, so dear 
reade rs 



Oh I am all , 
And all am I; 
The earth, the sea, 
The distant sky . 

I am the Observer; 
All things relate 
To me . 
Without my presence; 
All things would cease 
To be . 

For I am al l 
And all is me; 
The earth, the sky , 
The mighty sea. 

-------Fred Hurter Jr, 
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