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IE 0MBIE, January 1941:

"Lissen:- The pro mags have got lousy circulation depts. At least, two of 'om
have. I subscribe to Super 3cicnce and Thrilling VWonder, and vhot hoppens? The first
two months nothing heppens. I squak ((sic)) and they send me the damn magezine - o
month late. Thrilling Yonder is the worst. It toock threc months before I got the mag
ot 21l. Then I actually got two coples on time, a day or two before the issues
appeared on the stands. This month, Decerber, Thrilling VWonder has been on the news
stands a week - and I still hovent ( sic)) got my subscription copy. Fast work ch?
=% Mow what the hcll is thc use of subscribing if I have to wait a week after it
appears on the newsstonds? I'11l bet you any demn thing if T go out now and buy
Thrilling Yonder, I will get my copy by the very ncxt mail. Thats the way it wos
last month. Tho the hell wants two copies ? (( editor's note: Listen chum, we con't
sce what in the devil you vwant with even one copy!)) ®#%  The service stinks. I
hate the circulation dept to picces. I wont sign ny name to this. Cause why? Cause
the circulation dept will sec it, then look me up in their filecs and deliberately
hold ny copy up cven longer. They will probably even tcar out oll the last peages
of the stories, so I wen't know how it came out. (Of course, I can gucss).I'll never
subscribe again. T'll buy the filthy rags at the newstands in the fuburc, and get
it a week earlier. S (( signed )) & Le Zorbie subscriber, whe is gled to report
Ic Zombie,ot least, is delivercd by mail LONG beforc it appears ou the stonds."

Anonyncus from San rengisco.

THE VESTERN MAIL: B

"fTe Wielsh Baptists do not deny that menbers of the cther religious bodies are
trevelling to the New Jerusalem; but they arc third-class passengers whercas we,
in virtue of our having been baptised by immersion rather then by & process of merc
sprinkling on the forehead in early childhood, arc manifcstly cntitled to the priv-

ileges of first-class passengers.  Ye are not preparcd to shere such privileges
with other denominationg:® " - From o rclicious article.
ALFRTD /DL R:

"/is Crookshank said: "Adler did not like heroes very much." To scrve in the

ranks of the Army cf progress without special rccognition wms, he knew, the most
difficult task of all, but as followmon it is one we com all accept.”
Dr.0.ll."7ocdcock, in a Foreword.
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L continuation of the old NOVAR TIERRAT series --
COSMIC CAST io.5
by
Sriith
Hore Seoienﬂ, 397-5756, versus Golialian, 594-2398. At the Hall of Justice,

Flanet 1eo;ren, before the Pregldenu of the Court of Racial Rights.
“rosecuting Counsel Sir Watt A. Mann stated his case as follovs:—
”l;‘cese is a minor one and it is only because of the obstinacy of the Gol-

ialian Racs thab it is necessary to waste the Court's time on it. It arises out
Of an arrargenent between them and us by vhich our scientists exchanged with their's
reoresentative sbmnl g of the smaller fauna of each planet for purvoses of obser-—
vation, the aulbulathﬂ being thet the samples were returned in a certain time
alive and undana0pd The scientists of my Race sent a small bovl containing three
amall fishes in their natural element, a vhite rat in a cage, and a very fine spec-
imen of the genus felis domesticus anporensis. The first two are typical lab—L

vy

lqcfiijunnclnens, the last is a domesticated animal of greatly superior intelligence
= A .

- "In due course we returned the snimals loaned to us, and requested the return
of the samples we had sent. To our horror we were informed that the first two
specimens mentioned had been lost through the vwilful carelessness, as we deduce,
of the experimenters, vhile as to the third the reply was a curt rejoinder that if
ve anted the animal we must come and fetch it, TWords camnot express the wave of
indignation that swept our people when this unprecedented piece of piracy was
reluctantly made lnovm to them. 1y Race, lMr. President, is one which feels very
keenly for the sufferings of the least of our cousins of the lower orders of the
animals, and every one of us was shocked and disgusted by the villainous cruelty
of *heae hypocritical beings.

"ilr. President, I charge the Golialian with a deliberate conspiracy to cause
a breach of the peace, with the theft and malicious destruction of our property,
anﬂ with a flagrant breach of contract. I ask that the surviving member of the

amples be returned immediately to us and that my Race be heavily compensated for
thn vrongs we have suffercd at the hands of these unscrupulous rogues."

Sir Tatt retired, breathing heavily after his outburst of indignation, to
give place to the defending Counsel, Swelp Mebob, who happened to have been a
nerber of the sclentific body to which the samples had been entrusted.

"Ir Tresident, the truc account of the actual facts of the matter which I am
about to give you, will show, I think, that not only are the charges against ny
Race absolutcly unfounded, but that we have ourselves been the victims of a con-
gpiracy of unparalloled 1mpudence. T intend to prove that the entire affair was
an ingenious plan on the part of Homo Sapiens to sabotage the experiments and to
put my Race in its present predicament.  “hether the motive behind this plot is a
deliberate desire to injurc my Race or merely a product of the peculiar sense of
hunour of which this Racc boasts I do not know, but I propose to give the true
facts of the casc as I knov them, being an actusl participetor in the experiments.

"The animals as described werc indeed sent to us with instructions for their
carc and feeding, and the only fault that appeared with them was that the cat, to
abandon the rather lengthy description adopted by Sir Watt, the cat was a larger
animal than we desired; our Race being more delicate than Homo Sapicns due to the
lovier gravitation of our planct, However; we found that tha animal was not so
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large in actual mass as appeared, owing to its coat of long hair, and seemed to be
very mild and friendly by dispesition, and therefore we accepted it as a subject
for investigation of its behaviour.

"The first experiment was to be a simple test of the relative intelligence of
the cat as compared with the ret. A container filled with the white fluid knovm
as millk was placed on a table which was connected with a similar table by means
of a bridge. The bridge was barred by a high gate vhich was free to open but
vhich only svung towards the table on which it was proposed to place the two
animals; the idea being that the animal which more readily comprehended this
and go found its way across to the food would be the more intelligent.

"Pirst the rat was placed on the table and we prepared to observe its move- -
ments,  Although it had not been fed for some time it shoved very little initiat-
ive and remained in a lethargic posture, cleaning its whiskers meditatively. e
therefore placed& the cat on the table and the most shocking incident took place,
an incident which took us completely by surprise. With a single bound the cat
selzed the smaller animal in its savagely fanged mouth, inflicting severe wounds.
Of course the superinfending biologist immediately tried %o intervene, but when
his hand approached the pair the cat emitted a sound of such indescribable fury
that he retreated in horror. A daring assistant persisted in the face of this
threatening sound and recelved a severe wound on the arm from the paw of the mur-
derer, a paw which we had thought to be softly padded, but vhich had abruptly
developed an array of feindishly sharp talons. There was no alternative but to
allow the predator to continue its crime by eating its victim, after which it had
the supreme insolence to leap across to the other table, ignoring the bridge, and
drink the milk there provided. “hen a hero later approached it as it placidly
licled itsell all over it favmed on him and allowed him to pick it up and place
it in the specilal room provided.

"ifter this calamity a meeting was held to discuss the matter, and a lengthy
argument toolt place as to whose was the responsibility. It was finally decided
that since the scientists of Homo Sapiens must have known of the character of the
animal it was their fault for not warning us. Due to the length and interest of
the debate the snimals were unfortunately forgotten for a considerable time, and
I may say that it was with considerable trepidation that we enbered the room
vhere they were kept, in fear of the possible rage of the cat. Our relief at
finding the terrible animal placidly asleep was shattered by the sudden realise—
tion that the fishes were missing from their bowl, and the sight of a few bones
on the floor explained their fate and the complacency of the cat, which had been
aroused by our entry and had begun stretching itself leisurely.

"Thile our minds were still stunned by this fresh evidence of the supernal
nmalignant powers possessed by this furry fiend it arose and strolled out of the
room before amyone could think to close the door. ¥ith infuriating statliness it
progressed along the corridors uatil it ceme to the door communiceting with the
entrance hall of the building. At this barrier it halted to give a single
imperious cry, demanding that we open the door and let it out. Ve trembled, but
naturally did not obey. The cat turned its gaze upon the door again, toticed the
red push button controlling the mechanically operated door, reached up and patted
the button with its paw. The door opened and the animal stalked throug;h, waving
its long bushy tall scornfully.

"Since that time it has utterly ignored all attempts to restrain it. It
lives in the open mostly, but frequently enters our dwellings to steal food and
to0 rest on our couches and beds, Seweral times it has made vicious attacks on the
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inmetes of our menageries, killing and eating animals of great rarity and value. e
are bound by our agreement not to destroy it, but find it impossible to capbure it by
torce, for it is too agile, too poweriul, and too cunning. There is nothing we
desive more strongly than to have this animal removed, but it is beyond our powers.

"Mr President, I thinlz I have demonstrated fully who ars the true sul?crers in

*this case, In the place of the fancied moral wrong we have done Homo Sapiens T
tiave shovm that that Race have, through their malicious schemiwug, done s an enor-
_mous amount of actual physical damage, not counting the immenze nevvous strain our
neople heve suffered through living in vasssloge to this animel. I ask only that
the charges be dismissed, and that Homo Sapiens be compelled to remove this animal
from our world, In return for this I waive all the counter claims for reparation
which we might justly dbring against the perpetrators of this senselegs outrage.”

The President:=
"It is obvious that there are faults on both sides. I have no doubt that

Homo Sapiens, who we well !mow are a childishly irresponsible race, lent this cat
to the Golialian in the full knowledge that it would lead to awkward situations.

On the other hand there is no doubt that the Golialian, by their naive stupidity,
are themselves responsible for most of the demage they suffered., I must request
llomo Sepiens to remove their cat themselves, though I only do this because they so
earnestly desire the animal. As for the compensation they claim, I thinlk that the
overwhelming success of their practiceal joke is sufficient. Both Races are repri-
manded for behaving in a manner unbecoming members of the high civilizations to which

they belong."
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by William Harris and Christopher Voud.,

The All Cle ar bellows its amazed relief
And life goes on, but not for all.

Here vwhere new landscape simulates old age,
Coffined in stone, with oll smoke for a pall,
The city writhes in death. But we, the mourners,

Lilke holy spires cf churches or the tall
Factory chimeys, with a vague compassion,
atch those who never rose, and mark their fall.

We mourn the syrens blown for tea,
White light from windows carelessly,
Gay church bells ringing usually,
And ham and ecstasy.

Here where grey learning hugs the mindless floor,
Here where esoterism's mirror breaks
snd opened windows lool: on terraced girders,
Fear lies in hollows like peliucid lakes,
fnd men tread water, make for shelving shores
To Crusoe's lonliness cor ale and cakes -~-
Security to lull a mind to sleep,
Tvreet dreams to maslz a city's wekesn.
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Dream awhile my darling till the moon grows cold,
NDream awhile disciple till the mind grows old,
Dream awhile my lady till the rats are bold,
Dream awhile comrade till the pass is sold.

They lie at awkward angles, have no need

To mourn or dream. Their shell's strange end
Is their renewing in some time or place

Where time and place are not. Ve, their friend,
e who mourn and dream, who fear and swim,

Must land and malze encampment, bend
To our device envorons, clear the thicket,

Clean us with running waters, and descend.

Poor man, rich man, wash you clean,
Wash you curate, wash you dean,
Vash you mill-girl, wash you queen,
Viash right dowm to what you mean.

Viagh right down to your human slkin,

Yash away the ugly, burn avay the fin,
State quite plainly there ain't no sin,
Open up the floodgates, let the new life in.

15-23/3/41.,

SRR .by
Eric C. Milliams

Reasoning varies in its methods and conclusions with the mentality of the
thinker, Christians have assured me that simply by observing the world, the stars
and Man the existence of a God is self-evident. I cannot see that. At once there
are two different conclusions. I append this observation because I wish to throttle
all eccusations of dogmatism that mey be laid against me. DMost things we argue
about boil down to matters of opinion and all that follows is an opinion - nothing
more.,

I dislike profit making, I abhor organised religion, I denounce nationalism,
empirism, rovalty, I resent private ownership of newspapers, of shipping, of fact-
ories producing essential commodities. There are a thousand things in this world
that seem unreasonable to me: plainly irrational. I have reasong for these dis-
likes, vet I realise that others see an entirely different view of all these things.,
There is no absolute truth about these man-made matters, only one criterion on which
to judge them - "Is such and such a thing beneficial to the whole of Mankind?" Some
will call to doubt the soundness of this basis; but T set it down as the yardstick
with which I measure the institutes of Man,

This is my creed. It is socialism, it is christianity, it is part of a thous-~
and creeds, but i1t is more wholesome, impatient than any of them.

T think the world is going the wiong way about the whole of living. Nothing
short of a world reorganisation of Man's mentality will satisfy me. I would sweep
every boundary line from his mind} every niggardly preoccupation that clutters up
his mind and set him working for an idsal of Universe conquest. Tvery action and
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thowghtb Gerriod out by Man I wowld have tovards a consummation of that plan which
ultinatdy would meke this world a world of vigorous, constructive minds.,

"Construction': +there you have the essence of ny desires! How forlornly
are the nuclei of construction scattered about this world! Conscious aim for
lasting peace, mental develomment, happiness and unity are nowhere found linked
about this planet. All we have are a nmumber of countries ploughing through life,
holding fast their slipping grips on the miserable joys they hold; holding out
for themselves against hordes of aliens struggling with the same preoccupation.

The present would be good enough if only they could hold that precarious moment
free from outside interference. - But this is stagnation, the loss of all fire in
imagination. It is not good enough!

This sounds like a voice crying out "Utonia®" in the wilderness, but by no
means am I alone. Tvery mind has a longing for security, but very few have the
boldness to face the facts of this vast mental clear-up which must take place if
they are to attain security.

Security in the shape of profit meking must disappear. That is a form of
self-preservation which is irrevocably anti-social in that it puts man against man
in a fight over things far too small for his attention. Man was not made to vorry
over the shcrtest cut to make money., How footling and narrow an dbject in life,
vet it is all we are educated for! How siwall a life to struggle for e home and a
Tireside, and how wegk of us to be content with that! IMillions think they have
reached the apex of existence when they have secured a house and a wife and child.
Their whole brain and body have been directed solely to this incidental side of
life. Their work has not been for the world but for their own misersble ends of
a home, a bed and a wife. This, no matter vhat you say, I hold to ba the result
of a world woefully misconstructed in the object-of life.  The aim of 1life has
been misrepresented and warped to a struggle of man against man instead of Ma
against the Universe. The world goes about life in the wwrong spirit; confidence
is gone, brother service has gone dovn the drain, vashed out by the nsrrow theories
of business men, politicians, patriots and militarists. Christiang still cling on
to the right idea but they hold it onl¥ by wrapping it up in a hocus-pocus of
uyoticilsm abhorrent to a free mind, n Russia the cormon mind was seigzed by
this spirit of the building up of mind and matter, but slowly it is being throttled
by militarists and profit-makers. God knows where it ig .at present,

nveryvhere people see the object of life through 1ll-esst prisms, which
prevent any real conception of what lies ahead. e need an education vhich clears
the view; shows the onencess of Man, his rise from fear and honting to grest mental
heights. TPeople must be made to feel part of a-huge march vpword from mental
darkness to mental light. The man driving a refuse trolley must fecl that his job
is as significant as that of the greatest suggeon. A boiler maker must visuslise
thé part he vlays in the world advance. .  Yellow, blaclk, white and brown roces
mist forget thelr footling diffcrences of colour. It could be done; all of it
conld be achieved if every man géve his mind to it. It nceds abstraction from one's
own ends, a far higher goal. Surely Men has this in hin.

Good Lora! I groan in final exasperation - what might we do if only we were
not s¢ damned perversec!

it e ee e 0ie a2 sl we w1 eheafe sle the e )

Radio ' V.G JHerris
Alviays it lies that smooth and pleasent voice sttty 4 i
That eddies out at any hour. One wvoica

From many lands in many tongues for all

The world:to hear snd have its fine scense dwarfed

Lnd tvisded, bodics and mind mode crotin

And Aividends and glory mngnifiecd.
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THS... ROAD... TO... FAME...

by. L) D'RQST\QTHn e
Lol T

RECAPTTULATICN:~ A band of the most virile characters of science-fiction heve left
the City of aiting to attempt the Pilgrimage to the Hall of Im-
mortal Tame, Professor Challenger has the map which has been given them, and with
hinm are Lord John Roxton, Malone, Professor Swummerlee, Dick Seaton and his enemy
Dufuesne, Kinnisoh - the Gray Lensman, Arcot Morey & Vade, Asrn Munro, Tarzan & John
Carter, Dr.Bird, Commander John Hanson, Jimmy Atkill, Hawk Carse & his servant
Priday, Gregg Haljan, Sergeant Valpole, Cossar, & Clerence ~ the American Idea of
the Young Tinglish Aristocrat., They have surmounted the Precipice of Public Ridicule
and forced thelr way along a psss in the Mountains of Contempt in the teeth of the
High Wind of Carping Criticism at the loss to the party of Dr.Bird. They are pro-
ceeding along a deep gorge when a chance remark from Clarence is taken up by the
echoes and amplifiied and re~amplified into a colossal cacophony of jecring laughter,

bart LTI

The shattering laughter died away gradually into dying ripples of sardonic
mirth far away in the lower peaks and the noise-numbed minds of the Pilgrims rapidly
threw off the mere physical effects. The psychological effect was more dangerous:
vast though the egoisms of the party, sturdy though their belief and knowledge
that they themselves were perfect, something in that vast torrent of ridicule had
penetrated the armour of each and had given rise to tormenting doubts in his supreme
greatness. Mingled fear and rage at this novel fecling of inferiority struggled
for outlet in minds which never before had thought to question their own greatness,
The strongest seemed to have lost their backbone and to be crumpling like snowmen
in the sun, the weaker seemed ready to burst into weak womanish tears - in fact two
were squirming on the ground, red-faced, hugging their sides,furiously biting their
lower lips in an attempt at restraint. Kinnison tried to find the courage to lend
to them as he bent over them and said softly, brokenly, “Cheer up! Try to - try
to bear it."

"'!m alright" grunted Clarence through his teeth; "So'm I" said Atkill tightly,
but the effort of speaking was too much for them, their self-restraint collapsed
completely - and suddenly they were laughing as men had never laughed before,
howling and shrieking in a very parocxysm of mirth as they collapsed on the floor
the better to laugh. The gales of laughter ran up into the monstrous sounding
boards of the ¢liffs and the mountaing rocked and shook their sides in monstrous gles.

"Ha~ha-ha-~ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-!" bellowed the mountains, peeks, cliffs, crags and
crannies, and "ha~ha-ha-ha=ho-ho-ho-ho-hohehehehehehehel" wept and snorted and
gurgled and howled Clarence and Atkill, tears streaming from under their closed eye-
1ids as they writhed in uncontrolleble mirth, Around them their fellow-pilgrims,
211l thoughts of their momentary weakness swept away in a wave of indignation, cursed
them with the complete thavwygimess and vivid imagery to be expected of such mighty
minds - which added another factor to the din and increased the volume of the gar-
gantuan guffaws. The end did not come until Clarence and Atkill had literally
laughed themsclves senseless and lay in a blissful stupor while the noise died down.

Yhhen all was still once more the party moved off agein cautiously, the pros=-
trate pair recovering in time to stagger weakly along behind, still unavoidably
sniggering under thelr breath at times but quenching themselves whenever they felt
their control slipping by dipping their heads in the ice-cold water of the river,

In this way they managed to avoid any further incidents until the opening out of the
gorge had causcd the cchoes to be reduced to normel proporticons, and so came towards



the evening out of the main mrss of the mountains to a camp-site overlooking a

drop to the foot~hills. These were amazingly rugged, crossed this way and that

by decp narrow valleys that corstituted a formidable maze. Immediatcly before them
a wide deep valley slashed tirengh the Jumble, rumning arrow-straight to the horizon
with a river a silver streck along 1ts cenbre.

"That- appears almost suspiciousiy convenlent," commented Cossar as the leaders
of the party surveyed the goone vhile Friday, Clarence, and Atkill (the only per-
sons wno did not conzidev thamssives leaders) cheerfully set about malcing camp.

"Your sUspiclonsg are u:;lw;u“ *qu ay friend," said Frofessor Challenger,
unrolling his map with an alr of importence "Thls remarkable natural COQfornation
is here QLUTJ termed a maze, tiae lMuze of Posslble Plots, and the canyon before us
is termed the Cne and Only. Unl'crtunately it is barred towercs its fer end by an
enclosure inhabited by what is here described as the Monster of Cood Taste. A
note describes this beast as extrenely ferocious, quite uncon““olLlee, and resol-
utely apposed to the passage of anyone through his domain. In view of the fact
that the composer of this map has, as we have seen, a tendency rather to under-rate
dirficulties than otherwise, we shall do well to consider the possibility of making
a detour through the Mage."  And for once there was no voice raised in disegree-
ment of this point. : '

LA S I I T T SR B R T T L R T Y I T Y S

The disagreement started the next day when the Pilgrims went into committee
to declde the best route through the Maze, end after the first hour there was never
at any moment of the day less than siz views being pubt forward at the soame time
with the full power of the lungs of their proposers. Towards nightfall - when few
could raise more than a throaty vhisper of contempt for the intelligence of their
fellows -~ Clarence, who with Atkill had sppeared to teke the view that the whole
thing was put on for thelr amusement, made an important contribution.

"17ell, old things." he said, "there's only one way out of the bally impasse.
e ghall have to jolly well agree to disegree, what? I mean to say, separate into
parties of chaps o1l with more or less the same ideas on this aggrivatin' question
and each lot tool off on its own, and try to meet on the other bloomin' side.
Pretty grim for those thet are vrong, but what I say is, serves them right. ¥hat?"

The suggestion was the first of the day to meet with the full commendation
of . the whole of the party. It did not seem quite so reasonable in the morning
when tempers had cooled semevhet, and such avkward facts as that there existed only
one mep were fully realised, but there were very few of the party capable of admit-
ting that they might be wrong and someone else right. 50 they all had a last long
scrutiny at the map, making such notes as they thought would be necessary to assist

memory, and get off down into the main valley from which cach party would branch off

in turn.

The band under the nominal leadership of Professor Challenger (still ih pPoss-—
ession of the map) was the first to branch off, and included Cossar and Sergeant
Vielnole in addition to the Professor's tlree assoclates, In spite of their stubborn
Individuality many of the others watched them go out of sight dowm the canyon of
their cholce with a certain wistfulness, as if conscious of the folly of sgplitting
up the party, and did not move on until the boom of Challenger's voice disputing
with Swmerlee the geology of the Maze had finally died away.

They moved in silence now, each ooncentrating on couilting the number of side
canvong passed in order to know when to strike off according to his own particular

plan. Terrzan oand John Carter were the first to go, fording the shallow river to an
owuu1ng on the lef't; Hawk Carse led Fridey up the next to the right; DuQuesne, on
his own, dropped behind end slivped awveay Fur sively, unnoticed by the others; a
melenge consisting of Aarn Mwirc, Cregg Heljan and Commander John Hanson essayed a
broad and inviting opening; Seston and Kinnison with superior smiles strode confid-
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ently up a narrow and most uninviting one; and Jimmy Atkill and his boon companion
Clarence selected one of a five way junction on an "Eeny-meeny-miny-mo-out-yvou-go"
formula, t¢ sed up to confirm the result, and then took a dislike to the selection
and headed up another.  Arcot, lorey and Vade continued for some time afterwards
up the mein valley, having worked out that the later they branched off the shorter
would be the detour.

Their adventures were a falr sample of those enjoyed by the remainder of the
Pilgrims. At the very first bend where they paused in indeccision and sought the
aid of the compass they found that a strong local effect made it useless, while the
narrow strip of sky at the top of the two hundred foot conyon offered no guidance
gither. None of them was so primitive as to possess a sense of direction, and
after following the directions derived from memory for about ten miles of herd going
with some fifteen branches and side openings to the mile they had to confess that
they were completely lost.

Tn spite of the difficulty of their position it would be an exaggeration to
say that they were alarmed. Their combined genius (or luck, as envious PEersons
would term it) had pulled them out of so many incredible predicements already that
bhey were confident all would be well. Tven when they camped at nightfall by the
side of a 1little pool and found that, heving no matches, the combined genius of the
party could not think of a way to light a fire, they were more annoyed than per-
turbed. Arcot and Morey worked their annoyance off on Wade, saying that as ithe
chemist of the perty fire, being a chemical change, come under his jurisdiction.
Wade's language in replying to this unfairness was littlec short of the temperature
required to cause the pile of brushwood to burst into spontaneous combustion.

The ground that night seemed particularly hard to sleep on, and it did not
improve on subsequent nights. The deys of wandering more or less aimlessly along
the interminable detours and windings of the vast Maze were days in which irritation
gradually gave way to despair at the futility of it all, until their cemergence on
the morning of the fourth day into the broad straight valley of the One and Only
came as a wonderful relief.

"Personally," said Arcot, and it was the first time any of the three had spoken
to each other for two days, "I don't give a damn whether we're circumnavigated the
lonster or not. I'm definitely anot going back into that Maze again." Aind the other
two agreed that it was the first sensible thing that Arcot hed said for a long time,
and, morc or less united again, the threc made their way up the One and Only.

Towaxrds evening they came to a place where the level of the valley floor
rose sharply for verhaps fifty feet. At the foot of the rise the broad shallow
river stopped, its end being marked by a flat leisurely whirlpool as if the water
flowed underground. It seemed a suitable place to spend the night and they were
drawing near a likely looking level space when they were sect back on their heels
by the sudihen eppecarance round a boulder of a bear.

It vas not a particularly large bear as bears go, but it was large enough to
startle a groun of brilliant young scientists who had unfortunately left zoology
out of their learning. Thile they went into a huddle to tey to recollecet ways of
distinguishing friendly bears from dangerous bears this one approached to within a
few feet of them, where it sat back on its haunches and regarded them thoughtfully.

T wouldn't go much farzer if T were you'! it said in a mattcr-of-fact tone
as one yielding disinterested information.

"It talksi"

"Course I talk. I'm Johnny Black, who are you?"

"y name's Arcot, Richard Arcob," said that gentleman with poorly assumed
carelessness., "And these arc my friends, Morey and “ade. Perhaps" - he laughed
a little at the absurdity of the word - "perhaps you've heard of us?"

Merr,.." said Johmiy cautiously., "How did you get here?"
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srcob unslung his rucksachk; set it on the ground, and sat with his back resting
conforcably against 1t befors beginning the story of the voyege to date. Johnny
ligtened to it wvery imtently, thoughtfully placing himself to the leeward of the
hunens, and afterwerds, in repiy to jsrcot's question, cxplained how he had got
there himself. He had orrived at the City of Yeiting as had the others, but found
that it was rather dull for him there and hod struck off for himself into the hills.
He had detected slight evidences of somcone having struck out that wey before, and
had followed the faint tracks out of curiosity. His claws made him something of

- a climber, and he had worked his way up the Precipicc of Public Ridicule, and
though he had then lost all signs of the route he had continued on across the
.mountains, He had been exploring the Maze for months, living off the country as
was natural to hin, and thought that eventually he could master it.

"But what's wrong with going straight on?" asked Arcot cunningly.

"Nozzing, cxcep' zat in about an hour you come to en open space occupied by
a most disagreesbre anima'. I tried to sneak zrough once and the wretched #zing -
it's somesing rike a burr on'y more so = ccught me and 1ifted me a hundred yardis
with one toss. I go back now and zen to hecave a rock at it, but it's always awake.
I don' rike it - it isn't natura' - why, it eats rock!"

"Tough, eh?" murmured Wade thoughtfully. "inyway, we'll have a look at it
tomorrow. Me for a meal and chbout ten hours slcep at the moment."

LI I T I I R SR I R R SR CHEE O

lorey was the first out of the ftent the next morning, and his amazed hail
brought the other two out very quickly. There was reason for surprise, for grouped
around within a querter-mile redius were the tents of the rest of the party with the
yavming occupants staring round in mutual amazement. Evidently they had drifted up
singly after dark and pitched thelr tents in ignorance of their neighbours.

The Pilgrims were thus oncc more able to asscmble for breskfast together, and
though all were very rcticent over the details of thelr wanderings it was clear
that all were glad to be back together again end out of the Maze., Moreover all
were equally convinced that it would be better to try to force a passage past the
Monster at all costs rather than wander miserably about in the Maze until their
stock of synthetic foods geve out. Of course, none then knew anything about the
Monster ~ the account given by the Arcot porty was considered to be quite invalid-
ated by the obviously absurd idea of a talking beor, and even the appearance of
Johnny himself did not cause anyone to believe in his story of a giant bull browsing
on rock.

"T won't ergue," said Johnny with the amicability o one who knew that he
was right. "You just come have a rock-see for yourselves, and I bet you be glad to
try ze Maze again.”

in hour or so later the sceptics came over the tep of a little ridge and

 looked dovm on a smooth-floored area a hundred feet below them which stretched the
entire three hundred yard width of the valley and was twiee as long. The drop
-below them vas almost perpendicular and the szide walls of the canyon here were
overhanging. In the exact centre of the open space was 1lying the Monster of Good
Taste.

In form it was a bull, a bull of bulls for it was quite twelve feet from nose
to the root of its tail and exbimiecly massively built, It seemed too heavily
muscled to be quite real as it lay there with its back towards them, its hooves
drevm up under it statuesquely, the straisht upward sweep of yard-long needle-
sharp horns eppallingly visible on its wide forehead. Tven at the distance from
which the Pilgrims saw it they felt the superb dominance it radiated from every
proud line of its figure and the subduecd menace of its leashed fury.

"Tou see®™ said Johnny softly, and the rest of the party nodded thoughtfully.

"But it dnesn't seem very weksful," said Gregg Haljan with characteristic
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naivete., "Perhaps it's agleep, and if so we might be able to sneak past, I'm
going to have a go."

He climbed stealthily down the short cliff, which was rugged enough to moke
descent quite simple, and began advancing cautiously outvards and sidewejs; to
give the lMonster as wide a clearance as possible. He was perhaps eighty yards out
when 1t suddenly heaved itsclf to its feet, and as he froze, watching it, the
great bull pawed the ground nervously, hesitated dubiously for a moment, then
wheeled with a thundervous hellow and charged with tremendous speed straight towards
the trespasser. L vory few seeconds later Haljan was back with his friends again
end the Monster, whosge tremendous upward slash of those formidable horns hed missed
by half-an~inch, was registering rage and disappointment most vividly.

"Tou see?" sald Johnny. "A most unreasonable zing.  After aw, what does it
matter to him whether we get ocross or not?"

Yhéther the Monster heard and understood or not is debatable, but it retorted ..
most effectively by suddenly gouging out a huge lump of solid rock with its fragile-
seaning horng and tossing it clean up the hundred foot cliff into the middle of the
party. Thile most of them were dodging and cursing rebounding stones the animal
snuffied smongst the rubble it had dislodged, found a small piecce to its liking
which it crunched up with great satisfaction, and then trotten back to the centre
of' its precious lebensreum snorting belligerently.

"Those horns!' cridd Tade excitedly. "They must be lux!"

"Relux - they're opaque," corrected Arcot.

"I never could remenber vhich was vhich." said Tade apologetically.

"Tux and relux are two materials made by condensing light into matter;, and
are thus extremely strong." explained hrcot pabronisingly.

MThaddya mean, condensing light into matter, and why thus extremely strong?"
engquired someone in the beckground. JLrcot chosc to ignore this question in
favour of one by Atkill, who sald:-

"Tn that case what is old Grumpy stropping his horns up on now?"

The Monster was indeed busily engeged in sharpening his horns by wiping them to
and fro on a lunp of stuff in the centre of the arena, testing the point by digging
it into the so0lid rock of the floor.

"Cogrium" said jircot promptly. "Made by condensing cosmic rays."

At this point Dufuesne said nastily "ell, Tarzan, you've been telling us
every night of the terrific battles you've fought and won with the denizens of the
junglé, and you'lve been weving that pig-sticker of yours about and saying what
you'd do torany animel which attacked us. MNow's your chance to go and do your
stuff. - That are you waiting for?"

Targan looked very thoughtful and said nothing. But he had tended to
nonopolise the conversation at night with stories of his valour, thercby annoying
the rest of the Pilgrims who wanted to monopolise the conversation with stories of
their valour, and so there were not lacking jibing voices to support Duluesne until
they infuriated him into descending to the arena. Lord John Roxton called after
him, telling him not to be a fathcad, but he took no notice, and a rather subdued
band saw him drop boldly onto the floor of the arena. Atkill and Clarence were
the only ones not filled with a presentiment of tragedy, for they had left myster-
iouszly a minute before, chuckling over some ldea of their own which seemed to
please them mightily.

Tor a short time the Monster eyed the steady advance of the alert Tarzan
with the affronted ait of a schoolmaster confronted with an unexampled piece of cheek
on the part of a boy he has just seriously werned; it snorted and pawed the ground
threateningly, looking up to observe the effect with its head comically on one side,
and then it charged thunderously. Tarzan crouched watchfully and tried to dodge
to one side and leap on the back of the great bull to cling there while trying to
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roach a wital spot with his knife, but quick as he wns the Monster was fex gulshar.
Tt stopped and pivoted in a prodigious effort which ploughdd great furrows i thoe
solid rock mnd got its horns undexr the man's lenp, For a moment it seemed thal
his falling welght had depressed the mighty head to the floor, and then it enapped
up with supernal power and Tarzan shot high in the air, twisting and turning in o
great arc which would finish in cruecl disaster on the rough tooks not far firom

the apnalled watchers.

IND OF PART THS THIRD. (WHO SATD "AND ABOUT TIME TOO"?)
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Or should it ?
By~ ===Julian Perr

There is much in Osmond Robb's "Creed of o Sceptic" which is attractive to the
tyoe of person the aversge science-fiction fan is.  The method, which is closely "~
rlkin to the 'scientific attitude', is bound to anpeal, and the undoubted value
of some of the results glves the argument grenter force.

I% is quite nocesuayy thot men should think freely, and adventageous that
truths be discovered afresh by aench of um, for thon they possess so muoh more life;
men have o right to seowrch, to queation, to sugpend Judguent; but we should know
vhere to stop this disintegrating process.  Many uen, sincerely wishing to improve
mankind and his lot, challenge overy statement, bellef and tradition, but they
ought to know that the things which matter most ave beyond the range of proof.

Tor instance, it is essential that we believe in the exlstence of o world outside
ourselves, but prove it, we camnot! Logically, the solipsist is in a most for-
mideble position,  The philosopher and mathematician, Descartes, was a sceptic;

he was also a man of great intelleoctual power, yet vwhen he aonducted his search for
cerbainticl, 1t resulted in but one reflection: "I think, therefore I am." Ind
if Deopcartes, being o sceptic, was susceptible to rensoned argument, s Osmond
suggests, I am sure that meny of our modern philosophers oould provide the rengoned
argunent agoinst even thet single reflection!

53¢ you sec, Thilosophic Doubt has its disadvantages, and we, who are conceriwed
with the urgent demands of modern conditionsg, have neither the time nor the intell-
cct nccessery to wade through volumes of expericnce, applying to them the sceptical
detachment of the philosopher, this 'most valuable' (and most rare) of intellectual
qualities, If once one acquires the habit of demending certainties, it clings
like a lecch, doing irreparable harm to our minds and mind-workings.

Religious Scepticism is the most destructive and malignant of the various
formg, for religion is the most universal of the traditions. Vhen a sclentific or
wolitical theory dies, it affects merely o small minority, and results in some
beneficial mental exertion in conocecting a new theory incorporating the facts which
dissolved the old; but when, by dubitentive methods, religion is attacked, replace—
ment cannot be effected, for religion is not based upon proofs and facts. That
does J,ggic Goldshaw care 1f the universc is expanding? But she does like to
believe that her little boy, who was drowned in one of the ships sunk last year, is
sefe and happy in the next world., Religions are morally beneficial because they
offer men a reason for his existence, a code of life, a system of personal relations
-- truly does the religious man sey "God is our refuge and our strength."

If onec doubts uncertainty, one doubts values and meanings, rights and qualities,
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none of which are provable, all of which are matters of faith. And, as Tolstoy
said, Faith is what men live by.

T BELIZVE that one should demand only such certainty as the nature of the
subject will allow.....surely the knowlcdge that tcmorrow the sun will rise
(1oplcally uncerts in thounh it may be) is enough to live by! It is an act of
faith to assume that one's faculties tend to be truthful. T camot preve this
to you, you cannot prove this to me, but without it, Thought would revert to
just so much gibberish. Consequent to this faith, we should respect the main
stream of serious thought and experience of millions of people - religion. There
are ideas which have satisfied the minds and hearts of meny, great and small,
ideas which have resulted in innumerable reforms, undeniable improvements in
personal and communal life It is imperfect, yes, but valuable as a quarrs for
ideas; we necd to refine these community judgments, examine them in the light
of modern scientific thought (which has great value in religious reconstruction),
and build oursclves a well-proportioned temple of faith, our chief concern being
the embodying of such truth as is an cnrichment of life, our first gquestion
being "het is the valuc of this idea in actual expericnce?"

() () () () (o) () () () (o) () () () () () () (

Swine by Frieda Wilson
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Pig,

Incredibly replete

And fated to toke place with the elite
As pork

And to be poised with dignity

Upon a fork

Yes thou, in all thy pignity

Thou beagt

Thou unbelievable moustrosity

Tith unintelligible gerrulosity

Thou beagt

Cangt slochle and still live?

£h e

L Tortune I would give

To be

The bubcher who will some day have the luck
To make of thee a stuck

Fig. :
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L
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Tlop.

John Prederick Burke lived until recently, as you know, at 57 Deauclair
Drive, Liverpool 15. A callisyllabled address and the place does its best to
live up to it; if the artist is to be forced to live in suburbia I suggest That
Beauclalr Drive be colonised forthwith. It runs discreetly off the main Waver-
tree road out of ILiverpool and is edged by regular, handscme treez and lavn
ornas. The numbers run beckwards with charming inconsequence, and past the
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lower end rumble the grecn-and-creom courlers of Tiverpocl Tramwoys. When the sun
shines the houses look sleepy, and when a Lancashire rain-gale slashes along the
street they make you realise how nice it is to e within their protection against
the vagaries of nature. They are a wondcrful ancodyne for misanthropy.

The fact that John rejects these surrocundings for the hoarlot attractions of
roes-ensconced cottages ot Rye (an undeveloped village on the south coast) is
sufficient indication of the perverscness of his nature. There he is, beauti-
fully balanced on the ocutskirts of Englend's third greatest city, barnacled to the
pipe-line of Iliterature by exccllent Boots and Argosy centres and innumerable
setellites (selling cverything from the works of Addison to "Pleasurcs of the Tor-
ture Chamber" (uncxpurgated), ncar cnough for a plunge into the front line should
he desire to acquire virility for his writing and yet just outside the hcavily-
bombed area, twenty minutes from Lime Strcet, and ten Minutes' wolk from Child-
wall.  That he should prefer a tourist-hunted beauty-spot to this!

_The. perverseness of John is his selient feature (always excluding his jaw),
and the only point of similarity between him and Tric Russell, Both have reverted
to Roman Catholic science, and constructed the universe about the Betelgcuse of their
cgos, both have grovm so used to sneering at the face of authority that they dare
no longer lock in a mirror. But John,; being younger, is more intolerant, more
completely self-centred, more determined that he will answer only to the delphic
oraclc of his owm conscience. ind like a true Sybil hig conscicence is ambidex-
trous, poffering a right-hend answer with its left hond tightly closed on what is
at lcast an alternative.

Thus you may say that Johm is a young bigot. You will be only partially
right. - In meny ways he 1s bigoted: hear him on prostitution, monogamy, the
British goverrment, the. theatre or Rye, and you will recognise this. But - every-
thing, even his bigotry, is gubordinated {c Mis vriting, and in his first novel ==
"T Promiscd Nothing!" =-- there arc few indications of his personal narrowness of
charecter. It is rather surprising to find in the last chapter that Adem, the only
character with anything like guts, turns patriot as the Nazi planes churn up one of
Rye's many belles loceles. - The aforcmentioned village of Rye is, indeed, the hero
and heroine of the story, pleasantly mesquerading as Jury.

It is a good first novel. If I were a publisher I sheouldn't touch it with a
literary critic, but T should cadeavour to sccurc an option on the author's fubure
work in ancicipotion of the hapny wirationed doys nhead. Therc is o surcness of
touch about "I Promlscd Fothing! which impresses more then the oceasionally urnin-
spired phrasing, the irstbstontiality of Sheila and Leonard, or the callous obiivion
accorded to Anne. Joim is net a word painter, and molkes no orebtentions in that
directiony the time that the rest of us weste wrestling with hostile words he uses
to get on with the job which is, as always, the dclincation of your cheracter's
reaction to lifc.

No-one vithout an intercst in vriting could survive John's company for long.

g

By this, I do not mean that his best fricnds have been too reticent, nor that he is
himself boring. The reverse is the casc. It is nmercly that although he can bring
himself to discuss-other things it is always from o writer's stondpoint, and the
conversation alvays gets back to writing in the end. L mention of the Spanich Wer
is an introduction for Hemingwoy's For Whom the Bell Tolls (which, I agree with John,
is possibly the best novel of the last ten years), and a mention of contemplation
dregs in Charles Morgan. Abtack him on writing, or swing if you have enough guns,
and he vwill smash you conclugively; attack him on politics, cthics, and especially
hig oWn shortcomings as a citizen, and he will wriggle feebly in a chair and smile
inanely as you cut him to picces. e is an exrmple of specialised evolution: the
crustaccon writer.

Do not, I beg you, rcgard him as an cmotioncl cod-fish; in fact, he is subject
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the usual crazy impulses of his type, and darc not go within fifty yards of a

bockstall witrhout inevitably wasting his substance He paid 25/~ for "Ulysses'!
To play lonopoly with him is to risk browbcating of the most outrageous character.

"len he introduced me to the game I miicdiately put my enalytical intcllect o bear
on i, and cvolved a novel method of swindling which was not definitely borred by the
rules. The first time this happened he countercd by basely stealing money from the
Barnk; on the sccond occasion he roared at his fiancec so Bashanly that I slid under
the table in fright. Shaw at his wildest could not be more appalling than the sight
of that fierce, prognathous face, the mild brown ceycs converted into flame, the dark
hair loosc along the superior forchead.

The sight of Joan and John together would wring the hecart-strings of any Tin
Pan Alley lyric writer. John tells the world to go to hell while he gets on wit
Lis vaiting, and Joan ignores it altogether while she looks after John. John says
something particularly Jolmesque and, if she 1s near cnough she will put up a tonder
harnd and pat his face -~ just -- like -~ that. TIf shc isndt near enough they cx-
change those glances so well calculiated to penetrate the ersatz-armour of scmi-
hardencd cynics like mysclf. This is young love per exccellence. You feel that
only a couple of Digney doves arc nceled to complete the cffect.

Another facet of Jobn. thet is 1 ay of 1 ion is his, fondness for_ walking.
T caniiot rehchiDar sibtins 6w 108 1 Consecutive getonds the Tegh=end Ha}ry TOrner

was over; and Harry himself, a self-confessed hiker, was as unsympathetic as John.
Cn SunCay morning I tottercd Dbetween them over a five mile circuit into the wilds
surrowrGing Liverpool. On Surdey af'terncon I was invelgled into a ferry trip across
the Mersey and boeck, which stould have mzant a two mile wolk, ond turned out to be
nearsr Six. This woes due to Joiw's postic abstraction which supplied an imaginary
sea~front to the eock~eiged waterline of Birkenhead. S50 we wnlked four miles
through the tripe-ridden atimosphere of Cammel Laird's southern suburb.

Remote on the cratersed scads of INew Brighton we gazed at Liverpool's sky-line
across the woter, and re-planred it. Two more years of blitzing, we reckoned, would
appreciably thin the chaos out, and render it almost suitable for sky-scraper planting.
Harry and T wonted to plant skyscrapers; John would rather house the Liverpudlians
in unbygienic thatched cottages with roses round the door and bugs in the attic.
Somehow the conversation switched round to art. Horry mode disgusted comments on
the suspected anatomy of Lancashire girls (he should sce the pistons of the Southern
Belle!); and T suggested that one reascn for the decline in standerds of nude art
might be that the old masters really did paint their young mistresses, while the mod-
crn ertists contents himself with a hack model from an ert school who, if she in-
spires any feeling at all, must inspire boredom. The ancient Greeck fell in love
first, and when he sculpted from his lady he was moulding a port of himsclf, Unless
pictorial art is gone for good, I can sec its regencration only through a return to
the primitive.

But I am losing John. This is hisg portrait, scanty and distorted as it must
be. Distorted it certainly is; John is a personality and won't be varhished in
vords . That do T think of him, in brief? I think he is zelf-centred, selfish,
anachronistic, wholly likeable, and with such a positive drive towards writing that
it is not mmanly possible for him to fail. I profoundly envy hin. fnd what does
John think of me? He rscogniscs, cbove all, that I haveé no concrete personality;

T am not me, I'm about Lifty other guys with only a vaccillating laziness in common.
A mental butterfly sucking spiritual opium from Home Guard and public house; a
potential vriter damned from the start; a person with cccasional good idcas and
perennial laziness to prevent their fulfilment. T disagree with 50% of it.
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You will have guessed that I thorcughly enjoyed my holidoy.
ok s o oo s o Wr e ok ok oW %

"hen I handed FPantast over to Douglas I did not greatly care what became of it,
T wes 30 pilcased to get it off my hands that he could have made as poor a job of
cditing as an Australian fan, and I should not have objected. S50 it was a pleasant
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surprise to realise that he hod not only maintained my own standard, but improved
on it, and would obviously continue improving os long as he and the magazine
remained extant.

I hel sugcested Broadside in the thought “hat he might be short of material;
I found that he could persuade people who haa never responded to me to write for
him. Consequently when, in asking for another Broadside, he asked that it be
more carcefully written, T realised that still another load was no longer on ny
mind. I cannot write carefully; I never have and E never shall. Like "Blitz",
"War Bull", "Fan Dance" and the first "Broadside", this is being vritten directly
onto typewriter, and I have neither the time nor inclination for revising it.
So I am exercising my last editorial privilege and suspending Broadside. The
ship, my friends, is sunk! CsY -- 11/9/41.

wewecpohhowweweepweweepohhowweweepweweepohhowwewe epweweepohhowweweepwewecpohhow

Tying Up Loose Tinds Dept. by 'Douglac ‘obster
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Given that modicum of sensc which, basc romantic that we are, we still
cfedit to fantasy fans, you will have read C8Youd's Broadside before turning to
the Tditorial. Time was when we'd thought of closing TANTAST with Broadside,
in anticipation of trying times ahead. Material, however, kept trickling in,
so that we think we'll be terribly dering & promise you another Fay - a "fight
issue’ - to worm your hearts with ZENITH at Christunas. And no "fight" issue, we
forecast wickedly, would be complete without Sam Youd. You wait & see !

e hope with that issue to satisfy nll tastes. We will annoy you no matter
how fastidious you are, be it by the imfamous "Bough-Bride", or Maurice Henson's
plea for immortality and Tric Hopkins slapping his ears down, or the Creed, or
John Burke's new series, or - well, rush to the newsstands on Christmas doy & see
for yourself. This new series: in it JITB considers with sober, married Judg-
ment the fans he has knovn well, and the first to accept consideration is, almost
inevitably (though not in reply to Broadside) CSYoud. is comic-relief (1), if we..
can cram it in, we have inestimable pleasurc in announcing a S-part serial,
whinsically written, by the tne & only Arthur Bgo Clarke., "A Short History of
Fantocrncy, 1948-1960" . Need we say nore ? '

Last time we asked for humour. Ve ask again. We find we could also do
with one or two short, complete stories, and adjure yau to bring cut your dead.
And thirdly, what the hell has happened to American fan writers ? Ve'rc most
thankful to Chauvenet, Michel & Lowndes for their material. But surely there
are others ? Why don't we hear from them ?

e forgot this last issue. In a (fairly) recent issue of SPACTWAYS, Herry
Varner officially adopted "fanzine" as nickname or abbreviation for "fan nagazine"
Now we are perverse. We dislike "fanzine"; we dislike "fanag" much more. Te
"farmag" was good enough for Inglish fandom five years ago, and threc years ago, and
& year ago, we reckon it's still quite cfficient. ind plense bear in mind that
nwither the policy of FANTAST nor the principles of cither editor could cver be
called "conservative".

Txpericnce with o single issue leads to agree slmost comwletely with John
Burke's view, on rating items, expresssd in o HOONSHINT carlicr this yeor. In-
dividuelly, ratings are very interesting to the editcr, asg indicating the charact-
ers of their divers senders; in bulk they arc usclese, for the resulting Yages
give no indication of Jjust how nn item was liked. It may be medicerng stuff &
thus rote 5; or it moy bo very much liked by scme, & _1ullAcd bt Qithers), Sthe
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ratings cancelling .out to give another 5. This issue, we con find cnly 7 cor 8
incemplete sets of ratings - there mey be more. If we've space & hunour, wo may
tabulate them in Folly, but only Youd, Smith & Smith were marked by all. i there,
the serial has the edze over CSY by 8.4 to 7.9; while the cover, on less figures,
ccnes flrst with 9.5 (excluding scome merry soul vhe gave a filler 10). But the
results are far too sparse to mean anything. VWe'd like more of them, but under-
stand - only for intcrest's sake.

e have plans for a new colum. The name is to be The Bells of Hell, after

The bells of hell ring ting-a-ling

For you but not for me
by a bloke. (We forget just which bloke at the moment: we suspect Herbert Read,
but JTB assures us it's from a Salvation Lfrmy hymm.  How would he know?) The
idea is that you think of something or someone thet annoys you - o gripe - & we
provide the space for you to enjoy yourself. It's not & new iden, but , in the
honds of British fandom, quite a promising one, we think. CiBeling has such a
column in his magagine FUAI-ATIC, & asks us to put in a credit line if we crib the
idea. This we are glad to do.

As we write this we've scen p.d duplicated - and the result was good - hut
since there's a war on the rest rust be done by proxy &, naturally ontimistic
though we be, we expect the worst. [Llso, tnrough using & diffcrent tyones of
stencil, lattorlj, we fenr, ve've crammed for too much into a prge.  Denl kindly,
we pray ! Two other remarks con this issuve. Tirstly, comment as you like, butb

don't be too harsh on "3vine". It tickles our fency, but since we found it in a
letter sometime last year, it certainly wasn't mcoant for publication. But look
again, & admire the de-lovely rhyme-scheme ! Secondly, note Julian Parr's article.

The comment or reply by oarticle is o procedure we like. Plcase to follow suit.
ind lastly, might we cxpress our most cordinl fthonks to Mcessrs. Roscenblum,

Turner & Burke for their cxecellent hosnitelity when we visited them recently ?

" +5+ +5 4 +o+ +o+ + 1+ ot ++ +:+ +i+ +:+ +i+ + 3+ PRP ko
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Jayeff Burke comes first, by wvirtuc of his rccent noble picce of work:
1ind so to Fay. Harry's cover is quite good, but not a patch on the beauty

he has done for his own ZENITH. The girl is ll right, but not inspiring. /She
ingnired several people to the rudest remarks! j The ZI;{ITH one is more provecat-
iyy with Gwe clotihes on than FAY with her clothes off. /Tnis is sooth. Ye have
werned Harry thot any repetition will be regarded as an act of the most blatant
sabotoge & lay him open to retaliation. Ve _haven't seen the present covers yet:
they'll probobly make the issue a weck la tCJ ¥%¥ The Story of Joc I have already
read, and I still think it's uproariously funny. T wonder how it will go down
with the majority of your rcaders? [t proved & perfect criterion of fon experience.
The older fans gove it 10, the newer ones 2. But look here, Burke: we renmenber
cxplaining this to you on top of a Liverpcol tram, just two weecks ago today./ *#
Crecd of a 3eptic . . . sorry, Sceptic . . . I thought of writing this, but now that
Robb has done it, I suppose I'll have to cell mine the Creed of an Anarchist -- if
anybody's interested, that is. firre, burro] ¥% gam's Broadside is a bit of a
tanpgle, varicus bits of which we tricd to unravel when he was here. The first part
is futile. The sccond is interesting, just as Herry's article in ZENITH is
intercsting, txlough T will not for a 1‘.1Pr\<,n'l: subscribe to the blasphemous supnort of
bungolows gpotoering the couwnmtryzide. Soma dislikes the English countrysidce: Joan

LY
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says that this is so becnuse Sam is one of these pcople who arc afrald of being
nlenc. This is not mn unrcasonable cxplenation - the person who realises subcon=
sciously that his ovm porsonality is lacking in something will naturally be seared
of being alcne in the oountry, where there will be none of man's artificinlitiey
to distract his mind. The last section of Broadside reads like the Sundny Pie=-
tordial. 1. Rebb, sir, I hope you are sceptical? ** The "Dialectic" situation

Tric an' me) is almost ns funny as the Youd-Tric mutual scorn in Folly. I like
Rothmon's letter in Tolly test becnuse he's the only cne who mentions me. "y
not cnll the readers' section "The Gentlest Art"? I think some memory cught to he
left of the early Webster effort; and as Sally is supposed to be incorporated ag
well it would be gquite a bumper magazine. ZThing we want to do most with the Gent
is forget it. And not only it & Sally,but GG is incorporated as well$7 i
sorry to see that so few liked Motaiya. imerican fans would noturally complain,
teing prejudiced against any of Doc's erotica symphonies, but I thought a few
local lads would rally round. Zfes, the Amcricons cre a pack of sissies . . :}N
Dagnon Knight:

"News?  Well, Lowndes is dead. Cause, slow rot; his arms and legs started
dropping off, and finally the poor fellow simply lapsed into a pool of slime. Ye
had all been expecting it for years, of course. ** The funeral was hcld last veek,
ond. relatives are expected any day now to carry the body back to Texas, where it
vwill Te cremated. Zﬁhat body?  Still, tough luck & Fay's condolences, Doc. Those
of you who read IT in UNKNOWN some while ago will now know where Dr.Lowndes orige
inate@é7 *¥ The Denvention was a howling success; scventeen fans attended, not
counting pseudonyms, and fifteen were corried away in a state of complete collapsa,
The other two arc dead. The next conventicn will be held in Piccadilly Bomb
Shelter No.3, according to a majority vote at the legal meeting on the second day.
** T'rank R. Paul has renounced science~fiction after an attack of brain-fever, ond
is now illustrating for The Ladles Home Journal. “hen guestioned, he explained
that he couldn't sleep nights on account c¢f the bug-eyed monsters. ** Therc was o
borb-scare the other day. An explosion demolished the lower floor of the apart-
rient building in which the Tmbassy éFuturian ﬂMbasqj7 is located, shattering win-
dows and crockery in all five floors. (Tnmbassy is on the third.) Cormmunist act-
ivity is suspected. *% Johnny lichel requcsts the announcement of the fact
that he wants to be a father. Lny publicity you can give to this worthy cause
wwill be apureciated. Z;ha! L proselyte for the SPQQ7 *% Doc has just called nc
away from the typer to shuck corn. I go unwillingly, but what rust be must be;
the "Thite Man's Burden, you know. ** yours cver, damon+"

The mighty Russell, now in Alr Poree bluc:

"Brother, I am now the Squadron Shot, having gone on the range and scored 63
out of a possible 85 points. Furthermore, I claim to be the only stf-ite who
hos kept up the Gernsback tradition by inventing something. I dodged an after-
noon's drill today by sitting in the Squadron office meking out drawings and o
full specification of ny brain-wave - which has been approved by the Flight Ser-
geant, the Warrant Officer, and the Comonding Officer. It is now going to be
forwarded to the Group Captain who may or may not forward it to the Air Ministry
who may or may not pass it to their technical experts who in all probability will
file the documents and forget them. I'm not permitted to give you details of the
Russcll wheeze, but it is nothing so spectacular aos a purple ray which destroys
plancts at a press of a button. that's a relief!/ It is surmat very simple but -
T hope - equally effective. Lnyway, the gezecbers who've looked at it appear to
think that it has some degree of merit. If it works out in practice as well as
it does in theory, they may give me some leave as o reward for thinking it up.
(Yoicks.) ZEQNTAST is at a lose how to receive this newa;7
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Zeus Craig wrotc, Somqhiﬁkiﬂln_“fO‘

Westerdey I went to see antasia This is positively terrific. I don't
lenow if you will get it up there yeu or whother vou have already had it, but don't
miss it. I disagree wit: most of the critics who secm to have approached it
veiled with a nmask of intellectual sncbbery. You have, of course, got to accept
a certnin amount of sophistication and Hollywood-Disney vulgarity, but that, like
the poor, is always with us. Cronted that you accept that then you ghould be able
to enjoy it with an untramaled mind. I could 1ot greatly connect the vnictures w1th
the rusic of the Bach Prelude & Fugue in D Minor but apart from this the abstract
dcsigns represent one of the finest surrealist efforts T have ever seen. The other
plece which ilmpressed me immenscly is Disney's cffort on evolution to the accompani-
ment of Stravinsky's Sacre du Printemps. I found this almost overwhelming and the
woy he manages to convey the vast illimitable distances of space is astounding, so
is his picture of the carth as a flaming mass of volcanos ond spouting lava. I
don't want to see any more of DeMille's "impressive'! spectacles after this. In ny
opinion Disney has put all these pcople on the spot and opened up entirely new
vistas in the entertaimment world. For instance there is little doubt that this
is the proper medium for the ballet because things can be done which could not be
attempted on the stage, or if attempted would merely appear ridiculous. To return
tc the Stravinsky piece however, Disney follows up his lave with the development
of life from the amoeba to the Tyrannosaurus with some pretty grim and realistic
fights in the rain in a steaming sweaapy forest. Ile follows up with the extinction
of these monsters through a wave of heat which dries up everything (an astonishing
picture of the creatures treking across parchced deserts) and finishes up with a
symbolic eclipse of the sun and a perfectly frightening portrayal of a vast, cat-
aclysmic earthqueke and tidal wave in which you seec oceans and mountains being
formed. It is heightened very much in effect by the welrd and nmetallic quality
of Stravinsky's music. T should describe this as the "high spot" of the film, and
moreover it seems to represent a trucr welding together of sound and picture than
the others, with the exception of the Walpurgis night to Moussorgsky's Night on the
Bare Mountain., Zﬁc saw Pantasia in Leeds. Playfully, they deleted the Stravinsky
pilece altogether. They also did this in Manchester, Liverpool & Aberdeen. Vi
should 1like to go on record as considering this a bloody swindlq;7 ** T have Jjust
received from Ackerman a copy of their publication VOM. It isn't deted but it
one with a copy of a picturc of 0dd John (vhat about copyright?) on it. Spelt JNO
if you please. Of 11 the crags shortenings I think JNO for John is the stupidest.
/e might put it more stronglyi7 Do you know what the whole thing reminds me of
in fact? - It reminds me of that quotation -

'Unconscious of impending doom -
The little victims play.'
The vhole thing I find a trifle vulgar and decidedly Pharisaical in its effort to
be "different”, with its "new" spelling. In fact the best contribution iz from an

Instralian. That o stote the fmericans are in, aren't they? I can sec now how
the Czechs regarded us at the time of Munich. However I suppose I shouldn't crit-

icise too heerlily - after all Ackerman is obviously a good sort, and this stroange
nixture of naivesy and sophistication appears to be a normal Lmerican characteristic.'
Fric O.VWilidoms:

"The whole issue was good from cover to letteors, ond my joy at receiving it v
0 intense that 2y, attemmt to rate the contents would be absolutely uscless.!
love you, Cuthberbd/
And Maurice Iianson:

"T regrct being in a hyper~critical mood when it comes to writing about

FANTAST, but that's the woy T feel at the wmoment. The last issue was, of coursc,
still worthy of the Lest british fan-mag but T ean't rove over anything except

TS
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Smith's "The Road to Fame®. "The Strange Sad Story of Joe" was passably amusing.
Toul's rmsings differcd from Robb's in posscssing some slight interest but I'm
sick and Yired cf the Home Guard and Bemg it Up Imlu.  levertheless I would
like to read a volume of Youi's reminiscences in about forty years time. In
fact T lock forward to it oz cne of the more exhilarating expericnces of my .
0ld age, should I he bicssed with cne." /ind how can we possibly love you, Maurice?/
The US vievpcint from Miltv Rothman:

"And aiEB, T completely forgot to make mention of Fantast in the previous
letter. That is territlc, ien's it? Tow can I get my name in readers columns
if I don't write letters? % That Strange Story of Joe was told by Lowndes at
the Denvention costune party. % was very lovely. Lowndes looked very lovely
with the blood coming slowly cut of the slit throat. It ocozed all evening.‘
Made his shirs colinr rei. Yomiden wag a Zorbie, you know, at the porey. R
The Misch-mosch favle iz lovely. It sums up the entire complexity of the
world in%to one simple confusion. It secms that whenever you get to a certain
point while considéring the problem of ecxistence, the only thing you con say is:
what the hell anyway® % vhat I find most striking about the articles and letters
writton by you Britishers is the beautiful, crystal-clear manner in which you
have opinicns and express them, and also the honest wey in which you acknowledge
shanres of opinions. Most of the fellows over here have the wuaint idea that once
you have formulated a creed you are stuck with it for the rest of your life. It
is a partial result of our feuds, for once you have entered into an argument upon
& certain side, it is rather embarassing to admit a change of mind. But the
fact that minds do change is tremendoudly important. Jean Christophe points out
beantifully that falling out of love is just as important as falling in love.
The exnmple, then; of C.3.Youd changing his mind about the war, and Osmond
Rotb go ¢uickly modifying his Creed 1s very encouraging. I+ makes me fsel not
so bad about not having formulated o creed in the first place ~- or rather keeping
my ideas in a plastic state to be altered by each piece of information. Basically,
I'm suppesed te be a pacifist of the socialist type. Bub I'm also supposed to be
aati-fascist and o believer in pragmatism, which meons that I should believe in
swacking down the nazis in short order. I should believe in defense and inter-
vention and everything that goes with it. But at the same time I see the people
who are supposed to be running things laying down on the job and ereating a total
failure of the defense program. People like Knudsen, instead of harshly going
ahead with defense at any cos%, nerely defending thelr cwn noncinry interests,; and
stalling production ail alcrng the line. The airplane industry, pubtting on a vir-
tual sit-dowm strike until they were allowed sufficient profits. The Aluminum
Corporation, keeping elumirum preduction down nerely to protect its monopoly. **
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So why should T be a suckor? Why should I be a dope and endorse a war wnen the
people at the top are cheeting at the grame? It's a nesty conflict. I'm saving
my decision until the time when it is needed. FProbably nobody is going to ask my
opinion zhbcut it. So I shall continue to vacillate. /7hen confronted with the same
problem over here, most peoplc decided to defend the Dad against the worse./ **
4h well, by the time of my ncxt letter I'll be able to 4tell you whether or not
I'll be in the army. So tally ho. milt!
4nd here's thet man Smith again--

“Thne excerpts in FR NO APPARENT R7ZASON interested me on a sliding scale.
The firzst interested me most, but not very deeply at that, because the theme is
one that has been discussed times without number by men of sensibility (not al-
ways with the same conclusion possibly), and the curt staccato sentences, mere
notes jotted down, weary rather en masse. The sccond fragment was amusing. The
third was tripe of the most loathsomc description - not for the subject but for
the method of reasoning. ZIhis is DRSmith & Kulturkampf, warming at the pita$7
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This cheapy smart-nleck type of argument is enough to moke one a fervent Church~
goer if only out of disgust with the type of atheilst that can produce it. @en’cle—
men, we are now getting well under way./ I will only give the whole melange 3
merks because the last item merits a negative rating., /ind this is Smith, hitting
on all six cylindersJ *¥ Rather a thingumebob to talk about THI CRYED OF A SCTPTIC,
Iy idea of a sceptic wns a chap who had no creed, who didn't believe in anything,
vlo knows that photographs cqn't lie but liars can photograph. In fact T notice
now that Robb says himself that his creed is to have no creed. What the humper-
dink Z-—ck27 is he talking about then? I think myself he would have done better
to hove snid "The Creed of a Youth", for his eccount of scepticism reads suspio#
iously like the stage we all pass through (I think I'm approximately 3, of the .
way through it myself) when we have no creed for the lack of the kriowledpe of thinge
required to formulate a creed for ourselves. Unless we're like pomie people; mone~
ticning no names - né names no packdrill ch Sam? - who £1it Prém ereed to croed ng
the light and ajry commercial traveller flits from pub to pub. [_T‘.gain mentioning
no names, ch ‘E‘ricg7 TFor Robb's honesty alone I will give his article 7. ** BROAD-
5IDT is a bit of a staggerer to try to comment on. The first chunk fails to hit
the mark somchow = too much Tucking about with metapher for this child. T am not
in tune with the fecling of the passage, to my mind the sssence of a ship is the
crew, without humanity a ship is a lifeless hulk as far removed Trom mean offoico
ns a never-visited ice mountain of the Arctic. "ithout men there is ncither
beauty nor cvil nor amything clse - for such things arc alone created by the mind
of men. /In which we concur] 50 to make an insentient hulk an image for mankind
is folly. It was not the Revenge and the Bismarck who fought to the death, it
wos the living men who manned the guns to the death. ¥* Your ‘editorial was, roughly
s eaking, the stuff to give 'em; and I applaud your appesl for more humovr. I
den't seem to have anything to say about any of "Folly". "
Londonlctter from Fido's brilliant feuilletonist, Sid Smirchme:

"Retings for "Fantast'. One feels tempted to say, after Julian's Parr-agraph
% your Uriah Heapish blurb, that "the Fantast referred te here is not Pantast but
another magazine of the same name" (pace, Joe!), but it was, o th,.;. whole, a very*ﬂ
zood issue, despitc a slight tendency to go arty-crefty. ** "Joe" is an oasy 10.
The Table of Wisch-Masch doesn't deserve more than 7. Ray, you silly little rpm,
why aid you heve to go & put that: "Moral: So what the hell!" 11_1? T+ ::mp;l'.etely
ric'stroys the ef'fect built up by the parable style of the fable 1tsol’{". I'm not
sure whether I egree with the implied thesis, that culture must,'by its nature, &
deservedly, be crushed by the club, but it raises such far-re{v.clfu.x'ng issues that T
prefer to reserve judgment. ** As to whe'bhgr culture must, I imegine th;\ttinyqzife
thot pretends to enlture and at the same time does not take-f‘u}_l no‘.cc of the =
itudes of the more aloodthirsty races, mey be cultured but '.}.‘t certaa'.nly is r‘lot
intellipent. (For the distinction between culturg & intelligence: vide any issuc
of the society papers._) @hs goody! Up the R?ds_!7 Those tribes of intellectual
monkeys that we, in our ime, hove scen vanquished, may have suffered cultural »
cclipse, but their intellects have not suffered; in f&f;:s if anythlr%g., they prob-
~bly think straighter today than ever they did before: Must oulz;lub_ g_e%ixal'vlec%lﬁ:[rﬁ
bow down?  Stapledon evidently thought so, for you will remember the Pii ;fj.dst i
confronted 0dd John, who had %o choose between degth for his co]_.ony in Ct e
of its flowering, or life after a long & brutelising strug.ggle.m.th the res =
world. ** YThe Road to Fame" (8) Bare is another characteristic story by our young

suthor, which has to do with wiat we may call the_}mmo?ous t_y'pe_ @ b .SClCI:lglf]..Ctlon" .
Therc nre some very plcasant bits of descriptiyn in Whlch-the*:pfn-alr :!_1 Sl;{ —
denicted. The writer has some personal experience of thl?;o Bro§d31de. : Misc
nasch. E‘Iﬂ\’tleg D'you know, in spite of the fact that I 11ked_the discursive el~
cment that "Broadside" introduced inte Peutest, I spent seme time composing



feregasery angmeesaboat pocs oid Sam. (uic of them, 1o the tune of Milne's
femous drip, gues (1); wnd the other, imspired by-hiis rempoge in Mido, (2)

'Hush!  Hush! 'Some people think Youd

(1) YNobody cares; (2) Semantically, what is celled lood.
Christopher Jamuel When alone;, he
Las fellen downstairs,' Sneers at himself in the nood.’

which isn't criticism, but amuses me. If only it hadn't ended up like a 'Daily
Express' lcader, 'Broadsiée' would have been worth 8 instead of 7. Am glad

it is to be a repgular feature." [.- ¢ . We hope_!7

CiBeling:

", . . FANTAST. It had been opened by the US Postal Inspection, besides
your censors. Tnclosed was 2 notice that Turner's cover ordinerily wouldn't be
allowed to pass, but since it came from a foreign country, and since the artist
probably didn't know the regulations concerning pornography, they would make an
exception to the rule. Thus, I read Fay. TSxcept for the extraordinarily dirty
cover, I liked Fay. The best piece in the issue was Lowndes' epic, the one con-
cerning 'Joc!." /That you mean is that someone concerned with the affair has a
lood mind?/

Take John Michel, for example: '

"T am charmed as usual by your very splendid covers. The present cover is
directly to my taste as I am scmething of an old lech---or is everybody that way
too?" Zﬁost ; but there are many who pretend they're not _7
Or Joe Gilbert: ;

"Thot that was on excellent Turner cover . . ." /More of Joe next time_.j
Frantic despateh from the ‘Joof: .

"FIZID-WITH-COWS+ 18 SEPT 41+ DOGLOUSZ: TFIGHTING TREMENDOUS BATTLI+
PUTS RUSSIAN SKIRMISH IN SHADE+ MANOEUVRES+ HAVE JUST SWEPT NAZIS INTO SFA+
NAZIS HLVE JUST SWEPT US UP+ JESUSWIPT+  ALL PARTIRS MAKING SWEEPING ASSFERT~
IQNS+ *¥ GOT TO BT TELUGRAPHIC+  INTEZRVALS BETWEEN KILLING NAZILI SMALL+ AT
PRISENT LIVING UMDER CANVAS IN SWAMP+ MUD UP TO NRCK+  NUISANCE+  BLANCOING
OF NFCKS ESSENTILAL+  MOVING SOON+  THINK PONTYPRIDD+  YOVING PRIVIOUSLY -
THOUGHT PAIRRTH+  MOVING PREVIOUSLY - THOUGHT INVAIRNESS+  THOUGHT PONTY-
PRIDD ? *¥ THANKS FOR PICTURE-POSTCARD+ GLAD YOU XWPT IT CLaN+ (LIAR!)+
*# WTHINGS TO COME" RTVITWER JUST ORDINARY HUMAN BREING+  MILLIONS LIKS HIM+
ONLY VE KNOW+  *¥ THOUGHT THT SCOTS DIDH*T LIKE TO BE CALLFD "SCOTCH"?  YOUR
FRROR ? MINE ? /Whiskey is Scotch; Scotch are Scets or Scottish; Scots or
Scottish are crazy./ CEASE! THESE ARE TRIVIALITINS+  HAVE DISINTEGRATION OF
NAZIS ON MY HANDS+  HASTILY, BILL+ ¥* BANG!! "

INTRRLUDE: We have not, alas,
the space required for many more excellent sections, including the Mad Scientist
Youd anti-wireless despatch on being called-up, & some megnificent Hopking des-
patches from the battle~field; but here, from Southampton Hospital, is ~-

That mighty warrior, Littlec Hiawotha - C,S5,Youd:

", . . To rcturn to the bathroom, I am allowed - nay, encouraged - to take
daily baths, in a long, deep tub where a body mey fdoat. I have not ventured on
y reading habit; instead I excercise my bass-boritone-~tenor voice at its full
capacity. Woadering members of the staff approach to listen. I have been
mistaken variously for o gramophone & the B.o.C. I am considering the insti¢-
ution of a Request Programme. ** .,.They object to my bolting the docor, although
I warn them well beforehand that I am using the bathroom. £8 I explain, there
is a difference between pcrforming intimate functions for helpless invalids &
watching one of Ingland's literary hopes in a clear bath. I am not a circus
side-show. The gay widow is particularly troublesome & in mony woys affectionate,
I shall fight like a Martian gadzook for my honour. ** Writc please, Sam. **

P.S. Can a Martian gadzook fight? Tven if it can ~ docs it? s."
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