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EDITORIAL

CONCERNING. . «
Ryder Hook and his progenitor, Tully
Zetford: an expedition to the land
of bad taste,

Once upon a time I hated Hook
books. I considered them poorly
written, atrociously styled, idiot-
plotted and cardboard-characterised.
For me this left not very much in
the way of redeeming features; there
was a nice semicolon or two, I supp-
ose, Even before I read my first
Hook book I had suspicions of this,
and so, as it transpired, had my fel-
low editor. This was material ripe
for a parody, or even two. And so
Dave bought Hook 1, Whirlpool of
Stars, whilst I tackled number two,
The Boosted Man.

Initial probings into these vo-
lumes confirmed our fears and over a
number of pints we created the idea
of Lynan Sinker, the Rubberised Man.
As it turned out, Dave was more hor-
rified by his task than I by mine,

He could read no more than a para-
graph or two at a time before recoil-
ing in revulsion. Thus it was that
'The Rubberised Man'! was first to see
the light of day, in June 1974.
'Cesspool of Stars! wasn't all that
long in following.

There was a gap then, while we
hoped that poor sales had caused the
timely decease of Ryder Hook., Alas it
was not to be., The paper shortéage
caused only a pause, not a stoppage.
Hook 3, Star City, appeared in time
for Novacon 4, and 'Star Slum' began
almost immediately, That meant I had
two Hook books in my possession,
That third parody was not completed
for a while, and in the meantime the
first two were rejected almost sim-
ultaneously by Science Fiction Mon-
thly. No sense of humour, NEI.

'Cesspool of Stars! then made a
trip to New Writings, since by now
we had suspicions of the real ident-
ity of Tully Zetford, Ken Bulmer

didn't publish it, as we thought he
wouldn!t. IZventually it appeared in
Sfinx 10,

Later on, sometime in the summer
of 75, Dave and I paid a return vis-
it to the Oxford University SF Group,

A certain secretary of that Group, by
name Mike Cule, had inserted himself
in an armchair and was chuckling mas-
sively at the book he was reading,
After initial greetings and salutations
he beckoned me over. "Read that," he
corranded. The book was Hook 4, Yix-
ility Gene. The place was the beginning
of Chapter 9, I read, and could not
believe it. I called Dave over and

he read it, also disbelieving, It was
read out to the assembled multitude .
and greeted with wonderment and rapture,

Introduced in that chapter were
two characters, assassins out to des-
troy Hook, called Line and Synker. The
key words were all there too: !rubber-
isation of the brain faculties!,
'cesspool of stars!, and a few others.
It proved, to our satisfaction, the
identity of Tully Zetford. Naturally,
with such a reference I had to buy
Hook 4 as well, and then, for complete-
ness' sake, Hook 1, Suddenly I had four
books I hated,

So what happened to change my
mind?

Well, I became very annoyed at
the number of SF series. appearing on
the market, ERB and Doc Smith came
back in strength; NEL produced Hook
and 8phere Simon Rack more or less
together; Orbit gave us Inglish---or
rather, American---versions of Perry

Rhodan; Coronet manufactured the Ex-

pendables, Throw in the countless num~
bers of Moorcock trilogies as well,
and there's not a lot of sholf space
left in the shops for good SF.

Not wishing to condemn 2ll series
out of hand, however tempting the idea
might be, I bought the first stories
of Simon Rack, The Expendables and
Perry Rhodan.

Earth Lies Slee by Laurence
James I found extremely distasteful.
The author seems to delight in detailed
descriptions of violence, but uses the
most incongrucus similes to do so, For
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exnmple, ",..the bones of his skull
smashed with the noise of a ripe
apple falling on to stone." Really?
And agnin, "Simon, standing a dist-
ance away, was splashed by the man's
brains as his head split like an
earthenware Jjar," Besides evoking
revolting images, these two examples
betray a general inaccuracy of desc-
ription., There is also a gruesome
sex scene, narrated in a manner both
nauseating and naive---something of
an achievement, I suppose.

I refuse to accept that these
are necessary for the plot. The loo-
sely connected structure that passes
for plot in this book has already
been so stretched to accommodate
unnecessary incidents that stretching
it to omit a few would hardly be not-
iceable,

As far as nausea is concerned,
the first Expendables book,
Deathworms of Kratos, by Richard
Avery, doesn't cause as much, The
characters are as immature and super-
ficial as Rack and Co., but the vio-
lence is not described with such lov-
ing detail, although there is a
scene in which a woman is raped by
about thirty natives, who then ampu-
tate both her legs just for the hell
of it. Or perhaps they do it so that
the author can give her artificial
legs that can run all day at fifty
miles an hour,

This is typical of his approach
to writing. Be alwoys takes the easy
way out and has some very neat lab-
our-saving devices to do so. Welve
seen them all before, of course, but
very rarely all together. For instance,
the first part of the novel (called
Stage One) consists of both current
events, labelled Event, and flashbacks,
labelled Flash, I suppose he did it
so that he could tell which bit he
was writing., Also, he quite blatantly
uses that hoary old device for intro-
ducing background, namely the !page-
three lecture!, Tho hero is awakened
from suspended animation by a smart-
aleck robot called Matthew. Matthew
proceeds to t211 him all about the
mission they are on, on the grounds
that suspended animation generally
causes temporary amnesia. How conven-
ient. How can he get away with it?

The characters have it easy too,
or they would have if they behaved in
a2 manner approaching rationality fron
the beginning, instead of waiting till
near the end. Their opponents are the
deathworms, huge brutish creatures a
hundred metres long, weighing over
three hundred tons, with two brains
the size of an orange. Thus, though
totally, completely outweighed, our
heroes are only slightly out of their
class intellectually.

Perry Rhodun is just unspeakable,
Perry pontificates a lot and is a
right bastard in the treatment of his
crew, Mind you, the crew asks so many
dumb questions you can understand his
attitude, In Rhodan's world of the
future I should imngine all people!s
mscles, apart from the jaw, have at-
rophied, since they actually do very
little—-==just talk a lot. And everyone,
though speaking American, does so in
a manner quite Germanic, It almost
fecls wrong that all the sentences do
not end in verbs,

Of the three I suppose The Expend-
ables is the least bad; there is some
action, at least, Simon Rack is awful;
he makes the mistake of having pret-
ensions and the failure is all the
worse for that, The fact that 200,000
copies of Perry Rhodan are sold in Ger-
many every week (as the foreword prou-
dly claims) merely causes me to doubt
the wisdom of having them in the EEC.
The deutschmark is a very good counter-
argument, however. Perry Rhodan?
Bleah!*

Reading these three put Hook books
into perspective. It didn't change any
of the opinions expressed in my opening
paragraph; from even a mildly literary
viewpoint they are bad books. But they
are such unpretentious little things,
so imbued with the peculiar charm and
fascination of the very bad, that it's
impossible to hate them properly. You
don't hate a crippled horse,

There hasn't been a Hook book for
some time now, and sources tell me that
he has, like a crippled horse, been put
to rest. Let us hope so., You can only
take so much bad taste. —--KEVIN SMITH

*Look it up in any decent Snoopy
Diotionary.
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GEQRGE: ++4No, you did not introduce
me to the President of OUSFG. Now he
tells me she was attractiw! Did I
ever tell you how I feel about the
kind of person who says to you "You
know, she's a smashing bird, and I
know you'd have clicked with each
other, What a pity I forgot to intro-
duce you at the time."Go there, my
heart's abhorrence... (no matter, no
matter, I can still see my future
stretching brightly ahead into my
past),

DRIIRJIS: Sorry, I must have been
overcome by distrust, To business.,
George, you're the archetypal Man
Behind the Scenes, unknown to the
public---though the cognoscenti have
Your old anthos, TAC letters, hatch-
et-jobs on van Vogt and others—

G: Whatever my views on some of
ven -Vogt!s prose, I really am a

great admirer of his, In the first
place, some of his books, especially
the EMPIRE OF THE AT(M series, really
were well written by orthodox stand-
ards, Secondly-—as you'!ll have not-
iced if you read the biog bit that

I got him to write for FOUNDATION---~
his battering of syntax etc is done
on purpose. I once remonstrated with
him that I really drew the line at
such items as "he felt kind of dizzy‘,
Bw wrote back that he often strolled
over to Mayne Hull!'s typewriter, loo-
ked at what she had in it, and inser-
ted the odd "kind of"! Whether they
like his ideas and prose or not,
readers should never get the idez
they arise from any tendencies to the
slapdash on his part. Overwork, poss-
ibly-—~carelessness, never,

Moyne Hull, who had been ill for
some time, died recently. Sad.,. Or,
if her illness was a lingering and
rainful one, perhaps not. The intim-
acy of death is another of those
subjects that SF writers seem to

stecer clear of, 0dd, in view of the
increasing number of old people in
Western society. I have sat at the
bedsides of two old people recently.
They used identiczl words: "I want
to dieo-o"

D: The sociologists might say, "is
two a statistically significant samp-
le?",,, But let'!s hear about soms of
these Hay Projects. I kmow they!'re

8o many and varied that most people
don't know whether you're a pro or a
wild-eyed fanatic amateur. Though they
may have opinions,

G: A sense of professionalism has
nowt to do with money or status; it is
a certain attitude towards one's med-
ium, If you have that, it matters 1lit-
tle whother the author be rich, famous
or vhatever, In STQPWATCH I did some-
thing to put before the public some
authors whom I thought possessed of
professionnl calibre and potential,
but whom, in the normal course of eve-
nts, would never reach the public view.
I am as interested in these as in the
famous names, much as I do like the
latter.

D: How do you feel about thot book~—
apart from your comment of ™ot subver-
sive enough"?

G: I think STOQPWATCH is a good read,
and reasonably well-balanced as an
anthology. I was particularly pleased
with the fact that the publishers dig
a good job on layout and format. Also,
that I was able to get the dedication
in to Dick Geis. Yet further also that
van Vogt and Ursula le Guin were so
helpful, as wns Virginia Kidd, Ursula's
agent, NEL asked me to do another anth-
ology, but I said I'd rather try them
on a novel, wvhich I must now make time
for. Frankly, the anthology field has
been worked to death-—even Roger Elwood
has given up now. I think the worst
example I've ever seen was something
called AN ABC OF SCIENCE FICTIQN, which
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started with Aldiss - © ' At
Zelazny, How lazy ca.. ;o. sau.

D: You could try assoumblin~ the
Hugo or Nebula collections,

Can you hold forth about some
other projects?

G: There is the embryonic Applied
SF Association---consisting mainly
of myself and Richad Kirby—-which
is assembling a filc of SF concepts
as (1) basic material for an anthec-
pologlcal lock at SF; (ii) a £il= of
ideas for scientists, sociologists
eto who aren't really into SF bui
are interested in 1lifting some of
its ideas., Aftor ail, the ideas axe
there to bo lifted, oxr so I soy.
(This will Lopefvily tic in with il
~—GUYING GYRLi——Guer's SI' evalua-
tion projoct) My part in the SPECTRUM
Modular Think-Tank is also concorned
with aepplications of SF ideas.

In Starlight Research, Mollie
Gilliam and I are handling tape-
cassottes of SF authors recading their

th~8s vore roung readers, This doesn!$d
£.YWC sy vere good, but it does prove
they ~re rvadable, I hope shortly to
b~ o 3“2 vesune fiction writing, I
We Ww 3¢, “hat I can't wait to see the
result, oxcept this would simply be in-
viting unkind people to say that they
can, ancd will,..

D: VWhat!s the
stuff to miocrofiche

G: Posting of fiche over long dista~
nces offers a very real saving, always
alloving that the recipient has a rca-
der-—this being of course the snag,
Bu% one has a definite basis in the
university/college/libraxy area, plus
people like yourself with access to
readers.

D: fnd v photo the fiche yourself?

G: You must be joking. In the first
place; ths special camera costs mQngy;
in the sccond (to steal a witty expro-
saion L heard lately from the lips of
Ilen Gerner) I an a technologiocal inc-
ompetent in oy own right., Also, though

of converting

you night not believe it, I am not try-
ing to add to the number of hats 1 wear,
No, I simply pay the printers (or photo-
ers or whatever you call them) to mako

a master and a fow sample copless when
orders cone in, they produce another
fichc and post it direct to the buyer.

Whatv strange dedication keeps ne
at ity Simply that I like to cee things
douo as I think they should be. There
mist be many who could do it better
than I, out they don't so I must. I'ad-
1ty (10% if I rccall axwghs) with a hore o the Dick Geis school: '"Darm the
small advance payment or nov, as the typos——-got the job out on time,"

came nay be. I had to pay far more D: The enorgy-output is horrifying.

than I wanted for the Angelsa Cartor s woll as all this ;
s : ) » You generally send
novel ((The Infermei Desire lachines ne three lettors for every one I oan

of Doctor Hoffman)), becauso Granada . 5.
are greedy on principle---in faocu, -
I only got them to agrec with difri-- G: I don't really deserve credit for
ioulty, oven when paids.. But I tllink drive otc. I have a fair record for
this is a magnificent work, and i had prouction, but that is (a) because Im
to have 1it. intorcsted (and enyone who isn't inter-
ested in life might as well jump off a
. Hngzoe:gf jﬁiﬁiﬁ Ki? ﬁ‘cﬂmf;’ cliff); (b) beceuso, when I worked for
tl.wir 14 torary quality ¢ ot thoir tixc dreaded L.Ron Hubbard's scientology
' o By ouifit, I learmed the excellent princ-
I A » f L .,
nr:rxiwwn egrhl;lf}oili,"ggﬁgl :.Zgivzf;ab'?; iple that you double your output if you
mekes ne wince when I mead it: on the S?zh’ ﬁ f?uaiongi £°:gizte; et
other hand, rcome folk who usked tor 2% 8 \fo)rrk it out°sle)aoh tine you get o
copiec of thess pb's (Loaned with 3 =

lotter, vocd it and toss it aside for
reluotance) said thet they got some la.ter,’you iouble your workload.,
pleasure from then--——and somo of

own work; and nmicrofiche; and ST
postoards-~-I had a super story from
Ursula le Guin, for postcard use!

D: ((mttors))lucky bastard.

I've scen your miorofiche list
and notes there are some odd seclect-
ions~--what goes into picicing them?
Early novels by G.Hay. ..

G: The reason for titles chosen is

moatly (1) availability (ii) cost. I
offer people in generui a fair roya~
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Tomorrow, you'll have to search ar-
ound in the in-tray, find it, tken
read it again to make sure of what
it said. ILeave it too long, and you
know well it will never be answered,
and you'll feel guilty into the bar—
gain, Now I must hasten to add that
Hubbard, if he come into my office
today, would have a fit, as it is
heaped with unanswered letters like
autumn leaves in Vallombrosa. How-
ever, I think I can say that, though
there have of necessity been except-
ions, anything that really should
have been answered, has been, and
mostly in quick time,

D: My letters you answer before
I write. --=Well, it had to come:
what about Scientology?

G: The canny answer is to say that
Sc, is all things to all men., This
is also literally true, since L.Ron
Hubbard!'s spoken and wriiten output
is so prodigious that there can be
few aspects of life that he has not
only covered, but covered from mult-
iple viewpoints, Future biograrhers
will be able, according to their
prejudices, to describe him as a
wild-eyed commmist or a monster of
capitalistic greed.

LRH is a genius of a peculiarly
American kind, such as Henry Ford or
Franklin Roosevelt. You might have
noticed that the same varying and
apparently contradictory accusations
were launched at these two men, who
were deocribed alternately as the
destroyers or the salvation of their
country, Ford, whom I believe died
the world's richest man, and who ran
his commercial empire with total
ruthlessness, was yet the hated eneny
of the bankers, and was also the
first employer to voluntarily pay his
men more than the unions were asking.
Look back ot the old New Yorker car-
toons about Franklin D. and you will
realise just how deeply the establi-
shoent rich hated him---a hatred
matched only by that of the hard-
core Socialists,

Cne sees at itshighest in LRH
that characteristic so typical of
Americans that they themselves are
often unaware of it---the passion
for rationalisation. Only the old
Romans matched it, and it is no acc—
ident that busts of Roman Senators

in the British Museum often have fea-
tures indistinguishable from those of
their contemporary counterparts in
Washington.

Hubbard sat down and asked hime
self "Why can't mass-production meth-
ods be applied to the treatment of
the humaen psyche? Vhy should psycho-
analysis be available only to the
rich?" And step by step he analysed
the features of the mind and devised
'processes! for improving them, withou
drugs, electrical treatments or hyp-
nosis,

D: You are saying that the processes
work? I was intrigued by your letter
in TAC, which said that despite acc-
urmlated rubbish, there was at the
heart of the cult a valuable core of
truth, ..

G: I an not setting out to do a
selling job for Scientology. If you
want to know in brief what is wrong
with it, I would point ocut that power-
ful organisations with valuable tech-
niques and methodologies inevitably
attract power-sceckers, The parallel
between the history---brief though it
is-=-of Sc. and that of the Jesuits
is quite extraordinary, in detail as
well as in outline. Yet, abuses or no
abuses, the Jesuits accomplished an
extraordinary amount of good---and
frankly, I think the Scientologists
have done also. This does not lead me
to feel any more kindly to the idiot
vho, having done a two nonthc! Corm-
Course, thinks he is God's gift to a
failing civilisation; still less to
the Mafioci-types who may be found in
the higher echelons of the Qrgs.

But I defy any honest person to
look objectively at what LRH has actu-
ally done---starting from scratch in
1950-~=compare it to the record of---
let us say---the drug companies or
the British NHS--—-and not be impressed.,
Hubbard!s output is Balzacian---and
even were his work considered a total
failure, one would have to admire the
scope of his aims, in an age where,
as someone recently rcmarked, as the
stage has become gigantic, the actors
have turned into dwarves,

D: Let's move back a bit, to the
British Golden Fifties, when all the
world was young and Ken Bulmer dashing
them off, In other words, have you
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anything to say about your own fic-
tion?

G: Do you know how I got into pro—
fessional SF writing? I was working
for the Refuse Collection Dept, of
Camden Borough Council---I think it
was still Hompstead in those dayse—--
when I wrote a first chapter and
outline of a novel and sent it blind
to Hamilton-Stafford, Gordon Lands-
borough was editing for them (later
he founded Armada Books and other
first-rate series): he liked it, and
said I should finish it. No contract,
mark you! I dropped my work, let my
rent pile up, and sent in the finish-
ed product. At £1 per 1000 words for
36,000 words, by the time I got the
cheque it all went in rent! Well, it
was a start; not everycne sells the
first book they write,

D: ((bitterly)) No., =—Which auth-
ors were Formatiwve Influences, then?

G: In very early years, people like
Joln W,Campbell and Clark Ashton
Smith, I suppose it!s hardly recess-
ary to say I'm an admirer of Camp-
bell, warts and all? ifter all, for
a long time T was the only porson to
have kept him in print in this coun-
try, first with that Tandem collect-
ion-—~-they used my blurb but didn!'t
credit me---and then with The Best

of John W. Campbell,

I'd like to get back to fiction,
though, that sort of fiction? I bel-
ong to the school that never knows
vhat it's going to write till it has
written it, and can read it, so it
can then reply to the question.

D: Having replied, you'!ll burst on
the British Public?

G:¢ It would be nice to do so, but
honestly, what would (will, I hope)
glve me far more pleasure would be

to write something I really did en-
Joy reading, The safe rule is: if you
donttenjoy it, no-cne else will,

D: Agreed. Nearly finished now,
Vhere'!c ry list of Approved Boring
Questions for Interviewers? Ah, got
it: "Which trends and even individu-
als in the modern SF world do you
approve of, and which do you loathe
and despise?" If you say !fanzine
interviewers! to the latter part, I
shall stamp my little feet.

G: I don't think I loathe and despie
any people---at least, I hope I don't.
However, I certainly loathe and despis
some attitudes, and I'1l agree that at
times it is hard to distingrish the

attitudes from those who express them,

One thing I find sad is the reign
of quantity in publishing, as evinced
by the editor who says, "Of course,

I realise that this young writer you
suggest we publish is just as good as
you say he is, but---well, you know
how it is--=-can't you find us somethin
by Robert Heinlein or Arthur C,Clarke?
Of course, sometimes the editor is
sincere, and really would like to pub-
1lish the new names. But he needs his
job, like all of us. Others are just
plain hypocrites, and would junk
Arthur C.Clarke in favour of the tele-
rhone directory, if only Thompson
hadn't acquired the rights on that
first.

You know the really sad thing
about publishera? Most of them have

-totally forgotten that publishing is

a particular way of conveying concepts
feelings and aesthetics. They have
confused the ends with the means.,
Hell, you could publish, if you wan-
ted to, and had the money and the
patience, by getting birds to fly in
word formation, But you try and get
that across.,..

L I R R R R TR T N R 1

GEGRGE'S FREE PLUGS: or, How to fill v
little spaces at the ends of intervie

George asked us to mention:
SPECTRUM "Environmental Think Tank"
(David Cluett, 87 Woodfield Rd, Ealin
LONDON W5 1SR)

OLAF STAPLEDON SOCIETY (Richard Kirby
—-via George)

H.G.WELLS SOCIETY, STARLIGHT RESEARCH
(microfiche) et endless cetera—-
G.Bay, 38b Compton Rd, LONDQN N,21

LR B S R N S T T BN BT RSN

"T doubt if any passages in the
body of this boek are seditious, but
it is quite likely that by improvemen:
in the law they may become so, It sho:
uld therefore be read quickly, while
it is still legal to do so."

(J.B.S.Haldane,1934)
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16, Coming out of Debr-
ett. (3)

17, Tear and twist hea=
ds off---dig in, (8)

18, Destroyed under one

transformation., (6)
19, Performs in French

play. (6)

20, In strait and river

(3)

21, Demolished Man, ie,

N

condition of pale Amer-
ican, (6)

22, Tom's blue (3)

8]

N\

23, From ouija, Zarath-
ustra produced immutab-

25

le prophecy. (4)

77715 5 g7 7 7 24, Raise no weight to
;//’. % //A /A see animals, (B)g
77 25. Nongravitationalj
7 ¢ 7 % 777Y, three of the nine get
- Z// /// // % ////A% mistrial. (8) S
26, Space=-raider's age.
(3)
1 ac. Conventional normali- 27. Palladium holds nothing
ty surrounds a third Ursula but peas! (3)

Le Guin blood relationship.

(13)

1 dn, Confirmed Dune sector

gin is drunk. (13)

2. 1.75 Gr = 26 E (8)

3. Of Spacing and Townswom=

en,

4, Not=not-noticed;

cold. (4)

5. Possibly, Vincent,

involuntary. (11)

6. End of Eternity,
Saul gives in,
Nothing changes;
Frey's Pediculus.

(552,1,5)

7. Misery when sunship pane

shatters. (11)

8. Useful-sounding hat for

rising salesman who levels

the odds, (11)

9, Below which is good or

4115 (153)

10, Lad sounds bright. (3)

}15 Computer bluff king?

3

12, Point—=-don't lose the

point. (3)

13, Maybe drank endless As=-

ti from these. (8)

14, D'ye know Mr Bulmer?

(3)

15,

return.

C=C=

it is

Unless I do wrong to

(%)

28, Backyard boozewagon,
(L)
29,
(3)
30, Case of wine and water
surrounding married worker,.
(11)

31 God===in a Tory hat?
Bribed, perhaps? (5,8)

Before I left the lake,

*

*
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Lynan Sinker legped the last - THE

ten treads of the escalator from

space shuttle to conorete. He was

onplanet again, on one of the twin RUBBERlSED

worlds of Beenangonn and Dunnit, or

would be as soon as the one tenth

Earth gravities of the planet pulled nring

his lightweight Rubberised body down.

Ho'd filled his foam rubber body

cells with helium gas so as to pay

less on the interstellar liner, | | jeofR b o] ogp M (hejivy

There were distinct advantages in

being a Rubberised Man, oven half a

Rubberised Man, which was all Sinker

was. As now, however, there were ’— : :

disadvantages tco. When he finally Kevin Smith

touched ground tho other passengers

were all in the terminal, having

taken all the luggnge trolleys.-.

Sinkor cursed and bent down and took

hold of his bags. When he straight-

cned the bags stayed put and his

arms stretched, At the same time he

felt that unique sensaticn, as of

sago pudding being poured down his

back,

How he craved this experience.
How he loathed and dreaded this
experience. He was allergic to sago.

There was a fully Rubberised
Man somewhere in the vicinity, and
Sinker'!s latent ‘Rubberised powers
were now there to be used. Or almost
there, It always took a little while
for him to gain full control of him-
self when tho resonances with an
R=Man made him fully Rubberised., He
looked at the ground and saw that it
was nearer, His legs had coiled up
and collapsed.,

But what was an R-Man doing
here?

There was o sudden scream from
the terminal and a mass of hmanity
and others came charging across the
concrete towards the smttle. Their
faces were contorted with fear and
they screamed their terror as they
ran, Behind them was another mass,
but in front of the mass was another
scroaming crowd, their bodies and
faces horridbly distorted by the rav-
ages of a dreaded disease. The panio
and disease stricken mobs came
closer and Sinker was still unable-
to move, though he fought for control
of hinself, The R-Man had to be a
long way off, since the conversion




was toking such a long tinme,

"Watch out, you Sons of Rode=
nts!" ho swore, or tried to swear.
But his vocal cords only twanged
like rubber bands. The crazed hor-
des came closer still., At last he
was completely in control and sprang
up on his coiled legs and was irmed-
iotoly fiattenoed by the first mob.
Rubberised Men are very flexible,
however; their Rubberised bodies con
assune any shepee Sinker was very
thankful that a carpet shape was
allowed.

His erstwhile fellow passen-
gers had by now all boarded the
sluttle, The pilot operated the
controls and en immense badminton
racket launched the smuttle into
orbit. The diseased hordes came
closer and he could well see why
the others had fled in such terror.
Mo terrible alien disease had rav-
aged the features of the planet!s
inhabitants so that they were now
all identicol replicas of the Eter-
nal Footballer., Tho dreaded Cluff-
itis had stricken tho planet Dunnit!

Swiftly Iynan Sinker plastered
inpervi-gel over his head, thankful
for the noment that his suit was
completely sealed up to the neck
(though this had caused some embarr-
assing problems in the past). Now
he was totally isolated from the
planett!s atmosphere, sealed away
fron the horrendous disease, As he
begon to suffocate from lack of oxy-
gen, he cursed.

"By Icky Dikki Trashti, I'm in
o pickles If I don't take off the
impervi-gel I'll die from lack of
oxy, and if I do I'1l catch the
dreaded Cluffitis, By the ungodly
mice of Doctor Dread, curse this
blasted planet!™

But walt! He was still a
Rubberised Mon, with all the abilit-
iecs thereof, and an R-Man could go
into Rubber Time! Iyman Sinker went
into Rubber Time, moving at Rubber
Speeds To the outside world he app-
oared to freeze, his heart and brea-
thing to stop. To him everyone van-
ished in a myriad of streaking
blurs, and in the twinkling of an
eye, one of his own eyes, the space
port was deserted and all was still.

(12)

Suddenly he begon gasping. The
air tasted like nouldy jam, furry and
bitter. He was out of Rubber Time,
without wishing to be. The other Rub-
berised Mon mst have left. He whipped
off the impervi-gel, always having had
a sado-nasochistic streak in his nnke-
up, and breathed in the good fresh
air., The Cluffitis quasi-bacteria in
the air would have died by now, and
the affected people would have bored
each other to death with countless,
intermingble, in-depth football match
analyses so that he was perfectly safe.
But Iynan Sinker took nothing for
granted ond took a filter-mask from
one of his bags and put it on, in
case some of-the bacteria had decided
to ignore the laws of nature, Now he
should be more than perfectly ccfe.

Iyman Sinker never took a chance.
His nany years as the notorious Bull
Finch, assassin, had taught hin that
mch, if nothing more. You couldntt
be too careful when externinating
vernin, Rats, mice, voles —— Sinker
had slain them all, and was wanted for
rodenticide on half the inhabited
worlds in the galaxy. The other half
had no rodent problem, But he had
given up that profession many years ago.
The continuous slaughter, the endloss
nassacre, the interminable execution,
the non-stop onnihilation, the nevor-
ending sight of mangled and naimed
and bloody corpses had finally nade
hin feel a little queasy. So Bull
Finch had vonished from the face of the
galaxy, ond Iynan Sinker had appeared.

He!d volunteered to be a guinea-
pig (deciding to continue reminiscing
for the moment) for an experiment
carried out by Z2ZZZ, one of the vast
mltiplanetary economic organisations
which were referred to in common par-
lance as vast maltiplanetary economic
organisations, 2227 had originally
been manufacturers of sleeping pills,
The experiment had been an attempt to
turn hin into the first Rubberised
Man by replacing his bones with soft
rubber, and his flesh with foan rub-
ber. In addition his mental powers
would have been increcsed enormously,
giving hin the ability to solve con-
plex and complicated probleas of addi-
tion using only pencil and paper.
Being Rubberised he had the advantage
of being able to erase mistakes with
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his 1little finger. Bvt the exnerim-
ent had failed, leaving him oaly
with the Rubberiescd body. He was
only half an R-man, wvith the fiiil
powers only in the viciwity of a
truly Rubberised Mon, or a rubber
plantation, or 2 bridge game..

Sinker brought his entire mind
to bear on the situation in which he
found himself here on Dunnit; thus
his reflections ceased. A Rubberised
Man was also here, and the populat-
ion had been stricken by the terrible
Cluffitis, Sinker was horrended just
thinking of the fate of the afflict-
ed ones, Thus it was immediately ob-
vious that there was a secret camp
of R-men who wanted to clear the
planet of nan-kEuibbexrised people for
some arcane and antediluvian scheme
of their own. More then that, thought
Sinker, they had no doubt kept a
work-force of workers under lruno-~
control to do their evil bidding.
But what was the purpose of it all?
What? Sinker thouvmsht for a while
longer, and the ancwer came to him
in a flash, Of cocurse, it had to be!
Rubberised Women! Sinter boggled at
the thought of Rubbevised sex, and
strange thoughis entei’ed his head.
The hyno-control had teken him!

What was he doing here? He
should be in the factory, woricing
with his friends. Yeg, thore it was.
The crumbling, dscrepit councrste
walls; the foul, tlack, reecing
snoke from the chimmeys; the svench
of garbege rotting in ile svrvacts,
Just like good oid Eaxth. Cie of the
work shifts had just tinished and
were filing out. Tlred and hoggard
they looked, their clotling rags.
Bringing up the resx was a man in a
puce and yellow svit, Sinkex felt
the sago pudding, It was a Rubberis-
ed Man,

As his powers came to their
full, the hypno-control over his
mind was broken, and he saw the fac-
tory ard workers in their true light.
The shining marble building; the
clean, fragrant air; the imrmaculate-
1y cut, fresh clothes. No wonder the
mental control was o sirong. No yo-
nder the nmental control was so stie-
ong., No man in his right nind could
work in such alien conditions. These

Rubberised Mzn would have to be smash-
ed ivitldesaly, without mercy, showing
no pity, not an iota of sympatllyy. They
were trying to bring down the foundat-
ions of modern industrial society, and
that could never be allowed, Clean air
indeed!

The guards! that was the answer,
In the induced unreality they were each
carrying, as was standard practice the
universe over, a HilfArm model T-1
power rifle capable of destroying an
armoured fiyer with but a single half
hour burst, In the foul reality Sin-
ker could see, they were carrying vic-
iously pointed and furled umbrellas,
But (and this was the point of ment-
ioning the guards, Sinker reminded
hinself) they hal to be wearing scree-
ning devices against the mind control.
Be had to get one before the R-Man
went too far away. Moving like greased
treacle he felled the nsarest guard,
an alien, before he could use the eight
sharp, eye-gouging spikes on his umbr-
ella, He searched the alien thoroughly,
finally unearthing an earpiece which
was attached to a piece of wire which
led to... Aha! So that was why they
were woaring those fifty pound back-
packs.,

RQuickly he put one on and put
the earpiece to his ear, Darm their
accursed olien physiology, he cursed
soundlessly, Wy in the name of Zutty
Telford did they have to have ears
nine inches across? The earpiece woul-
dn't fit!

Worling swiftly he dismantled the
instruncnt and began to reduce it to
wearahie size, Iyman Sinker was jack
of 21l trades in the galaxy; but anyone
who assuned he was master of none would
nake no mistake, He glanced furtively
round to make sure he hadn!'t been spo-
tted and returned to his task. Then he
stopped and looked up again. Twenty
Rubberised Men were sitting on the con-
crete watching him with interest,

Mjere you going to remove the red
wire next?" asxed one.

"Yes, but,.." replied Sinker. The
speaker turned to one of his fellows,

"Ten credits you owe me," he sgaid,
"You hadn't spotted the lethal protect-
ive cizcuits," he explained to Sinker.

My you know-it-all chancrous
gonil!" cursed Sinker., "You haven't
got me yet!"
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He went into Rubber Time. Three
of the R-Men went with him, His powe-
rs were enormous, phenomenal, fright-
ening when he was Rubberised. Well,
somewhat above average, anywsy. He
could, for exgmple, drink any normal
man under the table, thanks to the
capacity of his foam rubber body
cells, But these were also Rubberised
Men, and Sinker would have to call
on all of his assassin's specialised
knowledge to defeat them. He went
into the Vole Marmaliser fighting
patterm without delsy. They must have
realised what he was doing, for they
went out of Rubber Time almost imm-
ediately, the cowards! Sinker chor-
tled at this first victoxry. Then he
saw the iron bars firmly set into the
conprete floor, and the sheet metal
roof,

They had tricked him, ocutsmart-
ed him! Working in normal time they'd
built a cage around him where he
stood. Be cursed at the universe, at
the blind fickle fate that had led
him to pit his wits against someone
with a modicum of intelligence. He
came out of Rubber Time and shook the
bars in rage and anguish,

"How did you know, you verminous
curds? How?"

"Your filter-mask, sweetio. None
of our people would be scen dead in
a blus one,"

Several dgys passed, Sinker spe-
nt the timoe in Rubber Time, coming
out only for meals. The doys passed
in the blinking of his eye. The trou-
ble was that he couldn't bring hin-
self to leave the food, always having
hated wasto, and yet it was difficult
to work up much of an appetite blink-
ing. After a week in coptivity he re-
alised that only bars prevented his
escape, and being Rubberised he could
easily squeeze out between then.

"By Icky Dikki Trashti, their
first mistake., Why didn't I think of
this sooner!"
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