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last day

the name and stories of the english writar

a. bertram ohandler--who i1s also "george
whitley"--are familiar to thousands of readers
on two continents. here is one of his best:
the moving atory of a man who goes on the
first rooket to the moon--and of the wife he
leaves behind him.

by a. bertram chandler

[E! DIS CHIMING church oclook v 8low, solemn
a okﬂ.aharo a short gl.!l-so followed Ez% subdued oreak'.ng

e mattress as the man s and stirs Ip bed, Then--

JOBN (sleepily). Seven already. And it's light. ( !HF -

m art 1ittle quarulous.) Why dldn't% ‘Eg_ -
w yn7 Y wanted to be up early. I wanted to see the aun
ri.‘- I wanted o a8

EVELYN (bjitterly). I wanted, too. I wanted all kinda of things. I
wanted you me, Jjust curaelves, as long as poasihlae. I wanted
you to sleep all through today, all through the night that's ocom-
ing, so that thay oouldn't find you and you would miss this oraz-

inesa. But now ( Yoice t on a strained cheerfulnesa) I
auppose you want r brealfast.

JOHN (rather surprised, as though the idea is brilliantly novel).
Why, 8.

EVELYN. In bed?

JOHN (surprised and gratified). Thank you, darling.

ﬁ _;_E * sizzling frying pan, then footsteps on stairs, then
openin

EVELYN (atil) with the same forced gajety). There you are, m'lud.
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Sunny side up, two, with orisp bacon. And . . .

JOHN. 'M'lud.' Funny you should say that. Reminds me of something
else . . .

EVELYN (sharply). What?

JOHN. Trials and things. The 0ld Bailey. The condemned man ate a
hearty breskfast. . . «

EVELYN. The condemned man . . . John, Johnl

There is a h as of breaking crockery, a sound of g woman's
sobblng. Ana-- &

JOHN. There, darling, there. Don't worry about it. It was a ailly
Joke. Do you suppose I'd have made it if it wasn't meant to be a
Joke? We're no more condemned men than Brown and Alcock, or the
Wright brothera. Less so. had to mrke up the rules as they
went along; we already ha ‘mass of theory practice to work
on. And look--you've broken tha teapot. You never liked it, did
you?

EVELYN (with a laugh that is v _‘% close to Je No. It was an
ugly thing. But wEaE a mess"I made of your g@es, darling. And
they'll be your last eggs, too. The laat for a few days, I mean.
W¥hy can't you taims eggs? The acceleration?

JOHN. No. Properly stowed, they'll atand anything thatus% can
stand, It's juat the old, o0ld stary of Mass Ratio. It ns that
we have to cut down weight as muoh as posaible. It means dehydra-
ted foodas , .

EVELYN. And powdered egg omelets . . .

JOHN. There you are, now., You've got it, It just means a few daym
of discomfort, of putting up with unpleasant sensationa and unap-
patizing food. There'd be far more danger in an expedition to ei-
ther of the polea or the South Ameriocan Jjungle. . . .

EVELYN. Exocept that polar explorers know what to expeot.

JOHN. So do we. What do we have astronomers for?

There is tg% d of somebody knooking--gently gt first, then
wIEE inore Ho Yenoe,

JOHAN. Peep out of the window. Don't let ‘em see you. Who is it?
EVELYN. looks like reporters,
JOHN, So they've tracked us down. Hell! What « . « ?

EVELYN., Get dressed quickly. There's no one at t!(zo baok yet.
the ocar's round there. We might make a getaway. voige co
t faintly as she shouts to those below. ﬁu'g ati1Y ﬁ

clearl 4
bed. Fﬁ'a ust getting up.



2 last day by a. bertram ochandler

REPORTSR., We'll be waiting, Mrs. Kent. And perhaps you wouldn't
miné answering a few questions. What . . . ?

t o sound gg_a window being violently closed. Fade in to
no Q o 361f starter, to roar of violently aoooIeraEI;g englne.
gg ug%hsﬁoucs sound of the swi¥t and vliolent passage
a wheeled ToYe. thls latlar Fades.

FIRST REPORTER (indignantly). Gawd! He was off like a ruddy rook-
et}

SRCOND REPORTER. What else would you expeot? Coms onl

Self starter. Roar 1no. of fast driven q r fadi out.
0 subdused murmur ;ﬁ of Rent's car, ‘868 1naica-

ve Ef_ ra Ca
JOHN. Thank Heaven for that red light. They'll never catoh us now,

EVELYN. No. And nobody will reocognizs you. You kiocked up enough
fuss when I gave all those very posh photographs of you to the
papers--but now you're wearing a sweater and you need a shave and
your hair is mussed. We have this day to ourselves.

JOHN. Yes. I say, this is a oharming o0ld pub. Very fitting name,
too. The Rooket. But I auppose they mean the firat railway engine.
Not the firat . . .

EVELYN. Don't say it. Don't talk about it. Just stop here, and
we'll have a drink, and we'll listen to the locals talkine, and
1t'11 Just be goauip about the sina of the butcher, the baker, and

the candlestick maker, . . .

Fade in t sto open|i d olosing of
fhtnﬂl'z-l. [ mﬁa %loon %Bem comd'ﬁ?ﬁao -
ground musle o v ouar comIn IooaapaaEer on the 1inea
of BEC's "Husi 1Te You Work. ™

JOEN, One gin and Italian, please, and a pint of mild and atout.

Fade in to other conversations.

FIRST MAN. This time termorrer them fellers'd sell their souls to
be 'ere, suppin' their beer wiv usa.

SECOND MAN. You're right there, Ted. They must be fools, all of
‘em, ter leave all this kinpd o' thing. 'Ere, Bert, ia lt right
woe I 'ear? That you've sold 'em a gallon o' your npecial rum for
fuel?

LANDLORD. If I had, an' if they were going to use it the right
way, as fuel for their own bellies, they'd be alive and well this
times tomorrow. Whioh is more than they will be. But ain't it a
wioked waste? Good aloohol being used to drive ons of them thingsa!

FIRST MAN. What do you think, guv'ner?
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JOHN. Oh, I don't know.

FIRST MAN. But wot good does it do? Answer me that! Wot good does
it do?

JOHN (sarcastically). Oh, none at all. It only pushes back our
frontiers a few hundred thousand miles. It's only the firat rung
of the ladder to the atars. It . . .

EVELYN (urgently). I've finished my drink, John. Let's go.

JOBN# T Setlo0

EVELYN (g little vioiously). I want to go.
6 of door opening and closing, of car outaide starting, moving

FIRST MXAN. Queer cuatomsr,

SECOND MAN, Yera. Talked like a toff, but didn't dresa 1ile one.
One o' them in . . . intelligentiles, or whatever they ocalls 'em.

LANDLORD. Takin' it all quite serious, wasn't he? One of them
blokes who'll tell you that they'd sell their asocula to be going,
and who'd baock out like a frightensd rabbit if they was given the
ochance.

PIRST MaN. I dunno. 'E might go.
SECOND MAN. Not 'im! 'Ia wife'd never let 'im!

The 11 & 1 ht i s6 in -
aroﬁns clamor su atﬁ' . W lmIVII“ ﬁ Jﬁ.—ﬁ:
tant, suppllea aweetly cormy Hoody Sankey.

FIRST ORATOR. I tell you, frienda, that this is flying in the face
of the Almighty. There are aome thinga that we were never meant to
know, and thia 1a one of them! Mark my worda--there will be conse-
quences. You all remember, don't you, the ruined harveats after
the Bikini experimenta? You remsmber . . .

Pade ut. Fade in to--

SECOND ORATOR. But it ocannot posaidbly work. The Jjet from the rook-
et muat have something to push against. In airleas space there is
nothing, nothing, for it to push againat. . . .

JOHN., There isl

SECOND ORATOR. Perhaps this young man, who seems 80 remarkably
wall informed as to oconditions outaide the atmosphere, will oconde-
scend to explain just what is there to push againsat,.

JOHN. Certainly. The forward wall of the ocombustion chamber. The
fuel is exploded, you see, and the expanding gases ruash free
through the venturi, but also impinge upon the walls of the ocham-
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ber., It's like the recoil of a gun. The bullets are the molecules
rushing out through the jet, the jet ftself is the gun muzcle.
You muat have a recoil. And the rocket recoils,

SECOND ORATOR. A gun recoils, young man, because ths expanding
gases are pushing against the shell on its way out, against the
air itself. But there is no air in aspace. . . .

HECKLER. How do you know there's not?

EVELYN (whiapering). Don't be silly, John. Don't get into these
absurd arguments. You know, we know . . .

JOHN, Yes. Put it's so cdamned infuriating. It's all so obvious,
and the fools can never see it. . . . Something to push against!

Fade in to--

THIRD ORATOR. And who is paying for this insanity? wWhy, you, sir.
And you. And you. One would think thet the Government oould find
better things on which to spend your money. Is there not cancer
research? Ia there not fen drainage? And what of the long pro-
mised hydro-electric development? But no. All these, to the vis-
ionaries that you have put into paower. are matters of no conse-
quence. You may remember that, this time two years ago, I warned
you. I warned you that your money would be squandered on the
wildest of wild goose ochases. I warned you . . .

Eade 1ip to--
POURTH ORATOR. No, friends, we ain't an imperialist nation. They
tell us that, don't they? An' you believe it. would. There

ain't no British Bmpire any more--only what they call a Common-
wealth of Nations, same as they called it in the days when it
was an empire. But they bave freed India. I grant you that--they
ha freed India. Because they had to. They can't get away with
the o0ld imperialistic tricks any longer down on this world. But
this ain't the only world. Perhaps this ain't the only inhabited
world. There may be people up there--on the Moon, on Venus an'
Mars. They may be ripe for exploitation. . . .

But that's not all. Here's another point. Suppose they get to
the Moon, to the other side of the Moon that nobody has ever
seen. Do you realize what it means? Of course you don't. But
this is what it means: Whoever holds the Qﬁlg% Earth, They
oan set up their rooket IEunoEing altes there, on ths Other Side,
whare no one, not even with the best telescopes, can see them.
They'll be able to bombard any oity on Earth with impunity. An'
it needn't be foreign oities. Oh, no. Just suppose that we all
get really tired of this incompetent gang we've got in Parlia-
mant., . . . Just suppose that there are demonstations, strikes,
riota. Just suppose that the people seize, and hold, London. An'
then, from a blue aky, come the V-28. The first ones might be a
warning, like, mightn't have no warheads. An' if they didn't
work--well, you know what happened to Hiroshima. . . .

m B B, 2 B O B e aThaThe, “Minen

01T I Call8d UP Yonder,



funtastic worlds 10

JOHN. Why do they hate us s0? Why have they always hated us? All
down the ages they have hated us. And there's always the o0ld,
old parrot ory--What good will it do? (Softly.) And what good
wil] it do? Al)l this i1s making me wonder. TE%E last chap, for
example. All that talk of his about cheap labor waiting to be
exploited was so much rubbish. But not the reat of it. Whoever
holds the Moon will hold the Earth. . . . And the othsr powersa
won't like it. may be ushering in an era of interplanetary
war. « « « Evelyn! Do you think . . . Do you think that I should

EVELYN. « You know that I hate you going. You know that I've
never wanted you to go. But I should hate you if you backed out
now. You're tired, John, thet's all. We should have aspent the
day, as we planned, out in the country.

JOHN. We could get away now, for a few hours, But no. This is
London. The country ia not England. London is England. . . .

EVELYN. And then . . .

Fade in the band again, the people singing, swell at
fém_ﬂﬂem' assumes an alr of momentous mp%--'ﬂ'a%ﬂe%%n
I3 ce1Ted up yonder 1711 be therel” Fade : r_QE
éaﬂ!c smatches of from resteuran o r rattle of
eating utenalla, cTInk of glasses, montage of conversation,

MAN, Are you going out to see?
WOMAN, You bet. Bigger and better than any Brock's Benefit!

FIRST MAN (fr m). Thias time termorrer them fellers'd sell
their aouls to bé ‘ere. . . .

FIRST ORATOR. This is flying in the face of ths Almighty. . . .
SECOCND CGRATOR. But what ia it pushing against?

THIRD ORATOR. And who's paying for it?

FOURTH ORATOR. Imperialism! Imperialiam}

SLTATLICICE (6 LSt etae secen
A CHILD., But, Daddy, will they get there?

A FATHER. Of ocourse not. 'Oever 'eard of anybody flyin' ter the
Moon or the atars?

Fade in to rattling typewriter,

WRITER. We've dreamsd about thias for centuriea. wWells and Verne,
and all the queer old johnniea before them with their vivid ima-
ginationa and no science, and all of us paper astronauts after
them. And even when we've been reading about it, writing about
it, we've never dreamad that it would come in our lifetime--not
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until Jerry launched ths first apaceships end ocslled them V-2s,
e« « « Godl I wish that I could gol

e aingle tyoewriter is reinforced, becomes a battery, and a
Ta he ca nge—

VOICR. A Voyage to the Sun and the Moon . . . From the Earth to
the Moon « « « The First Men in the Moon . . . A Columbus of
Space . . . Stowaway to Mars . . . Vanguard to Neptune . . . Far
Centaurus . . .

WRITER. Yes. We were the first. . . .

2ade haok to Jobp gnd Evelym.
JOBN, Tims I was at the field.

Nm_ * 9ar ip a burry, then squealing of brakes, protesting of
tires. Then--

POLICEMAN., What'as your hurry? I shall have to run you in.

JOHEN. But I am in a hurry.

POLICEMAN. Are you a doctor?

EVELYN. No, officer. This is Mr. Kent.

POLICEMAN., let's mee. Sorry, sir, didn't recognize you at firat,
But do be careful, won't you? The roads are packed tonight--all

of England'as on ita way out to the field. And--best of luck, sir.
And to you, lady.

Pade in t oise of traffioc, to t hoot in innumerable horns
éﬁ"g uii of r#r??' R';Pa'uca In gn nm_j}__"
comea backgroun dYaYogue,

WARREN., So you're here at last, Kent. Thought you wouldn't make it,
1t. Evening, Evelyn. There's a place for you on the stand with
all ths big-wigsa.

JOBN. Sorry we're late, Warren. But the roads are literally
jammed. We abandoned ths oar and walked the last stretoh ‘'oroas
country.

WARREN. You should have ocome by 'copter. (To himself.) They
ahould have insisted on having only single men In this show. You
oan't expeot a man to spend his last day on Earth away from his
'ir.a

JOHN. Well, Evelyn.

There is a silence, broken by Warren,

WARREN., Come on, Kent. The others are inside the ship, waiting
for ua, Officer! Will you take Mra. Kent to the atand?
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Pade ip to volce gof BBC Announcer,

ANNOUNCZR. And so, for the benefit of those of you without tele-
vision receivers, I shall attempt to describe the scene. The sky
is clear, and there is a waning, gibbous Moon high in the Eas-
tern sky. The stars seem very close tonight. The field looks al-
most frosty in the glaring light of the big lampa. In the middle
of the field 1s the ship. She could be a huge, silvery tower as
she atanda there, firm on the buttresses of her four big vanesa.
I can see somebody, with my binoculars, moving about in the
"greephouse™ in the nose of the ship--the transparent oupola of
the tower. That will be either Grant or Yarris. Captain Warren
end Kent--who was delayed in getting here--are juat olimbing the
ladder up to the ship's airlock. This airlock, as you know, will
enable them to come out in their spacesuits to explore the Moon's
surfauoce without losing any appreciable amount of air from inaide
the hull.

There are crowds all around the fisld. The whole country is
blaock with them, The pnlice ara having trouble in keeping them
back. There has already been minor rioting, caused by various
fanatios who ussert that the whole project is, in some obscure
way, sinful. But the temper of the crowd is mainly good. And I
am surv thot the good wishes of all of us will be going out with
those four brave men tonight.

The airlock door is closlng. It ia shut now. The hull is an
unbroken surfuce of silvery metul. The police and the last few
officials ure walxing, unhurriedly, away from the ship. Some of
the people are singing, and there ia s band playing, but I ocan't
hear what it is for the roar of countless voices, the ceaselesas
clamor of motor car horns. . . .

Fado in to--

EVELYN (to herself). No, I wouldn't sit in the stand. I couldn't
bear 1t--alY the stuffed shirts with their talk about Empire and
Conquest, all the old time-worn platitudea applied to something
which 1s new and fresh and . . . and beautiful? I suppose it is,
But John would want me down here, I think, among the people.
He'd want m8 to hear what they said, so I can tell him if . . .
No, no, I muatn't say that! So I can tell him when he comes
baocke « . «

A NOMAN. What good will it do? What good will it do?
ZVZLYN, I beg your pardon?

WOMAN. What good will it do?

EVELYN. They asked Christopher Columbus that queation.

ANOTHER WOMAN, Narsty things, them rockets. My old man was
killed by a V=2,

A MAN, They've got guts. Say what you like--they've got guts,
ANOTHZR YAN. Somebody had to be the first,
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IVELYN (to herself). 3ut not John! But not John!

A MAN (wita pompous solemnity). If blood be the price of Admiral-
ty a sl

AMPLIFI=ZD VOICE. Fifteen seconds . . .

?ggs_ _1_% to the ticking of a clock. An unendurable pause, ;h.h
cé silence. D a screaming roar, fuding rapldly to a aint
E?E whistling. Cries, screams, ans shouts from the Crowd. Fade
h -

ANNOUNCER, The grass of the field is bdburning, and the ship is
only a streak of fire in the sky. Only a pathway of fading flame
e « o the road to the stars . . .

Fade in %o orowd noises.
EVELYN. John! John, my . «

A MAN., Stand back there, she's fainted.
ANOTHER MAN (sourly). She ain't ths only one.
Silence. Then~-

A VOICR (It could be John's; it could be the Writer's. Perhaps
re i3 a alstant r of rocket drive. perhaps a phantom type-

w er, Erﬂga both.] W were the first.

the observatory

Piret prize in the thira 1ssus went to Philip Joaé Farmer for
his article "lovers and Otherwise.™ Gens Bunter took second place
far his story "Faint-Heart,” and Garth Bentley third for his poem
"Love Song for the Year 2053." asmong the illustrations, first
place was Raaman Peterson's for the spaceship illustrating “Paint-
Beart™; seocond place, lee Boffman's for the oover.

Capt. K. 7. Slater, 13 Gp. RPC, BAOR, 29, e/o0 OPO, land, is
now the Rnglish representative of fantastio worlds and 11 a0~
cept subsoriptions and advertisements. Uur Australian represen-
tative ia David Cohen, Box 4940, G. P. O,, Sydney, New South
Wales, Australia.

S8oheduled for future issues are the following:

THE QUESTION, by David H. Keller, M. D.

THRE RIGHT-EUNDREDTH HUNDRED DAY, by W. L. Bade
PATH OF GLORY, by A. Bartram Chandler

THE MAD MAR YROM MACHINERY ROW, by D. R. Bumoh
SXLP-DEFENCR, by Clive Jackson

THR TLIUSTRATED CHRONICLES, by Bob Shaw

KO BEMS IN T V, by Dick Morgan

PI LINE TO PRINT, by Alice Bullook

CARNATIONS IN THE SHOW, by Artbur J. Burks
PANTASY 18 IN THEIR HANDS, by lao louis Martello
THE MAN WHO LIVED TWICE, by Alden lorraine



calling doctor
caligari

anyone who has ever read any science fioction or
fantasy is familiar with the name of robert blooh,
a milwaukee writer whose protean produotivity, be-
€inning at the age of seventeen, is astounding.
the high level of his writing cen best be seen

by dipping into bis collection of short staries,

the opener of the way. in this article he shows

hImself also a wide soholar and disoriminating
oritio of oinematio horror.

by robert bloch

ACCORDING TO ANCIENT GREEK LEGRND, when Pandora opened the box,
a lot of troubles were loosed on the warld.

Aocording to modern faot, when fat, pudgy old Doo Caligari o-
pened up his cabinet, he loosed somnambulist Cesare and--with
him--an unending wave of so-ocalled "horror movies."

So-ocalled

That'a where the troubles begin--troubles that made Pandora's
brood loock pretty siockly in ocomparison. .

Bver sinoe @ Cabinet ¢ tor Caligari was released, the
movie-makers hg: Jevoted maelves to the fairly frequent fab-
rication of fantasy. Said fantasy has ranged from the ocartoon
ghoulishness of Mr. Disney to the pseudo-realism of the Swisa
The Eternal akK.

ADd, as 18 the case 1in literature, each effort is hailed by
same, denounced by others. Everybody, it seems, reaots different-
ly to oinematioc shookers. Everybody has his own opinions. This,
of oourse, is what makes horse-racing. But does it mmke "horror
moviesa™?

My contention, synthesized in soholarly summation, 1s--uh-uh.
It doesn't, It makes everything else but,

It makes King ggeg and then of burlesquing its pre-
deceassor. It 6oncocta Prankenst and n adds Abbott and Cos-
tello. It gives us three sucoeasive Drpoulas--Lugosi, Junior
Chaney, and Carradine; then throws in a daug te{ for goog mea=-
sure. It knooks out a ] Horzors with louise Fazenda and
Chester Conklin, just gor Ia%f;'hn, and fails to provide said si-



Peter lorre . . . with the fake ateel neock, in . . . Mad Love.
Pioture from the collection of Forrest J. Ackerman.

Lon Chaney st tha organ in The Phantom of the Opera. Pioture
ocourtesy of Universal Piotu Corg: oF
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lent epic with any humor. It goes to great lengihs to do and re-
do . Jekyll and Mr. e and oonocentrate on a non-existent se-
rie?ar Yove aPPairs w a poor hack like Stevenson didn't
have the sense to write into his atory.

So the producers and powera-that-be prefer to operate that
way. So it's their business. So let them. But meanwhile, they
acoonpany these gyrations with a steady barrage of attendant ad-
Jectives. "Chilli Thrillin Borrible t for Weak Hearts,
You'll Gasp, You'ﬂ goream, You' ow Up=="

That last Ia granted.

But the rest is obfuscation. If the movie-makers think they
are turning out "horror movies,” they are mistaken. If the mo-
vie-goeras think they are attending "horror movies." they are mis-
taken. So much nonsense has poured out of Caligari's ocabinet in
the last thirty-odd years that it's diffiocult for either movie-
maker or movie-goer to remember just what it is they're talking
about.

The purely arbitrary oonventions and stylizations surrounding
the produotion of fantasy have made it diffiocult to oritiocize
the oinema unless an attempt is made to define basic terms.

So--what's a "horror movie®™?

A horror movie is (a) a film (b) whose oontent horrifies,

Simple? Obvious? Yes. But remsmber, we're operating in a
strange frame of reference, We're dealing with movie-makers who
are more interested in the iocing of ad jeotives than they are in
the aotual contents of the cake. As long as they shout "Devil's
Pood!"™ loudly enough, they think the publioc will awallow it.

And most members of the movie-going publio, having never tas-
ted aotual horror fare. do just that. To many, the olutohing
hand and the body falling out of the ocloset, the shadow on the
wall and the guy in the moth-eaten ape coatums, conatitute the
epitome of terror-in-celluloid. They acocept the convention of
"comic relief" and lmow by heart every oliché,

Which leaves the true aficionados only a few orumbs. Because,
as I atated previously, ib my opinlon there are no true "horror
movies®--motion piotures designed purely and simply to acare the
hell out of you.

There are, instead, "triok" movies anmd "soience fiotion" mo-
vies, and "mystery thrillers"™ and "comedy mysteries" and atan-
dard items featuring "Karloff the Piend” (in which Karloff in-
variably portrays the role of a kindly. white-haired old soien-
tist with a beautiful daughter, his "fiendishnesa™ being limited
to a n%aguided attempt to oonduot an advanced "soientifioc exper-
iment®).

ALL RIGHT THEN, LRT'S SWEREP UP THE CRUMBS and see what we oan
find there,

Bere, from the breadbox of memory, are a few orumby moments
of "pure horror® I've found in films,
1. The sequence in Val lawton's The Cat Pe e where the train
suddenly rushes over the trestle . . . followed, a few moments
later, by the triokle of blood under a doorway.
2. Peter lorre ocoming up the stairs with the fake steel neok,
in his first Ameriocan movie, . y
3. Lorre again, in the 1little- RKO effort, Stranger
the m loor--specifically, in the drum—aeque&'. a
oY d Yeldt's somnambulistio sortie in the aforemesntioned



Tod Browning's Preaks. Piloture from the colleotion of Forrest J.
Ackerman.

Lionel Atwill's scene in The Myatvery of the §3¥ Museum, where

the waxen mask is ripped away rrom nis burne ace. rloture by
Scotty Welbourne. from the collection of Forrest J. Ackerman.
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Cabinat of o Caligari.
8. Veldt. again, In Paul leni's production of Waxworks.
6. The single shot in King Kopns where the giant ape's head

peera through the wind of the wrecked el train, his eyeballs
rolling hideously.

7. Lon Chaney at the organ in The Phant of the Opera.

8. The scens where the armleas-leglesa monatrosity orawls
through the mud, knife in teeth, in Tod Browning's Preaks.

9. Lions)l Atwill'as scene in Mystery of th Yuseum,
where the waxen mask is ripped away from hls burned face.

10, Basil Rathbone's brief sequence at the piano in an other-
wise hopeleass Paramount turkey, titled (and this will give you

some idea of the whole) The % mgr.
11, The last sequence in the Rritis %31 of Night, where the en-
tire film dissolves into a kaleidosooplc montage of imagery. (By
the way, Dead Night comes closer to being a true "horror film"
than almo8t any other nominee, in my opinion.)

12, The ghost-voice echoing through the house in Uninvited.
13. One sélitary shot in the original Draocula: Be ugosal des-
cenda the ocobwebbed atairs of the ocastYe and approaches the com-
marcial traveler.

14. Ths "shook™ moment of Oreat Expectations, when Pinlay Currie
as the conviot rises up ouf of nowbere to oconfront the boy in
the graveyard.

18. The sequences involving the dead RAdith Evans in the British

produoction of _of Spadea.
These are tyMnT remember--the ones that yanked me out

of my seat. All too often the films asa a whole merely yanked me
out of the theater.

BUT ONE MAN'S MEAT IS ANOTHER MAN'S8 POISON. So if you don't a-
gree with my findings--tell me, what did poison you?

ﬁot into the swing

= 01
NOW ¢

Nth WORLD SCIENCE ACTION CONVENTION

BKND ONE DOLLAR 70 T™MX
11th ¥orld Science Plotion Gonvention
Box 2019

Help make 'S3 the Year to Remamder) Philadelphia 3, Pa.
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One solitary shot in the ariginal Dracula: Bela Lugosi descends
the cobwebbed stairs of the castle and approaches the oommeroial
traveler. Pioture ocourtesy of Universal Piotures Co.

The "shook”™ moment of Great Expeotations, when Pinlay Currie as
the oonviot rises up out of no-gerc to oonfront the boy in the
graveyard. Pioture ocourtesy of Universal Piotures Co.
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the gonedaidins

taoiturn david r. bunch doea not reveal any information
about himself; external evidence asuggeats that he comes
from at. louis and attended the astate university of iowa.
internal evidence demonstrates that he poaseasea a fine
talent--that he has a powerful imagination capable of

the oreation of a whole new universe, that he has a bril-
liant and ocompelling flair for stylistic experimentation,
and that he has the true and rare satirist's gift.

by david r. bunch

THEY DIDN'T RAT MUCH--amall pats of gravied air and thin 1little
slices of light--but what they said was sometimes of importanoce.
For you see they were the GConedaidins, the Wow Wow Nib-Nibs,
lunohing in Irrn Counocil on the Eve of Plana. The prinoipal
apeaker of this Counoil ooccasion was Smaok-Smaock Jack, the Nib-
Nib*'s hulking leader. Some sevaeral several thousand thousand
billion billion of him lumped together and orunched into a pat
"might" have made him seen in lenses most multiple. But in the
Nib-Nib 1land of Wow Wow he atood meventy-eight inches up and
weighed 1ike two hunired pounds of stuff. His shape was egg. His
eyes were oval holes where two red little wirea of tongues
lioked in and out eating constantly light and the gravied air of
distance, and somstimes lumps of beauty that had beat be des-
oribed as not large. His mouth did not show until he had some-
thing to say, and then a section of the lower part of hia face
would oome up like a triock done in Kidland a long lang time ago,
with gum bubbles, and at the moment of formulation thought would
burst through with--well, imagine a saok of shaken words and ex-
plode them 1ils l1ittle bomb stioks.

On this oococasion Smaok-Smaok Jaok stood up and fixed the
shapes of his Irrn Counoil with the little aticks of hias eyes.
And he began to speak in the orashing orescendo of a Nib-Nib
with something on his thoughta. Ho praised the land of Wow Wow
and spoke longingly of his love for other lands, and held forth
hopes for the time when his good Nib-Nob polioy would be re-
ceived in the domain across the Spoce Mountains. Then he came to
the nud of hia harangue, and he began the messsge in smaoka that
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almoat sobbed, "I love the brave Nob-Nob nobbinas. But.™ and his
thoughts expanded, ballooned, exploded until it was plain he was
speaking for more than himself or his land--he was speaking for
all the 1ittls things--"times are grave. We may not long have oon-
ditions as we would--as they ought to be."™ He paused for effeot,
nowing what he said and did was getting through not only to the
main Irrn Counocil, but to the diatriot Irrn Counoils all over Wow
Wow. His manner left no roam for doubt when he exploded, "It's
tha Nob-HKoba! They menace our love for them. They flout our ad-
vice to them. All over the big land of Eb Jeb they are at this
very moment sneakily growing tails. There ia but one ocourse, du-
ty‘'s path. I ask, tharefore, that this Irrn Counocil and all the
Irrn Oounoila deolare the atate of Help on Eb Jeb."

And pandemonium came loose at that lunoh hour on the Eve of
Plans. All aoroas the big land of Wow Wow the worda of Smaok-~
8maock Jaok exploded at the lunches of Irrn Counoila, exploded a-
gain and again until every nidbdbin knew Wow Wow was committed. E-
very nibbin rejoiced as a mattar of course.

The Nib-Niba drew their plans, rubbed their coins that oar-
ried the asoowling features of Smack-Smack Jack, and prayed to the
gods of Waf for a shart Help, but a good. And of course there a-
rose tha uasual queation among the recruits. "why ia thias Help ne-
cessary?” groused Tor Jum, representatives of the raweat reoruits
in Wow Wow. "There's a rumor going,” replied Paf Toof, a reoruit
of whioh there were none more raw, "that the Nob-Nobs are growing
waggera. And if the Nob-Nobs are allowed to get away with growing
waggera, where'll we be? Oh. the Nob-Nobs'll have no waggera near
Wow Wowangia,"™ Paf Toof finished in song.

"Yes, evaryone should atay shaped,™ agreed Tor Jum, rubbing
the oval of him whioh was egg. "What's tail?"

"I don't know,”™ said Paf Toof, "but I have my ideasa. I think
it'as 1like whan your face explodes and asomething ailly comas out.
Sameone said that was."

"Oh, no. It means like when the tongues in your eyes fliok way
way out and awiash up and up and down and down. That's wagging. But
sameone said the nobbins were getting it at the other end, and
that's for no good. Thua Help."

"Hurrah for Smaok-Smaock Jaok and the Belp smack," said Tor Jum
paranthetically.

"Cheers for Big Jaok and my out-'‘em-baok,” said Paf Toof, rub-
bing - his oval in a geature moat evil. "Lset ma at ‘em and I'll be
deoorated first hero of the slice.”™ He felt his out-'em-back and
went on haning the edgas. The inatrument was an especially evil
golsasor-1ike contrivance with a little notoh marked off on both
blades and labaled "alice Nob-Nob here.®™ It was the basio amall
arm for the Help againat the nobbins of Eb Jeb. The firat Help of-
;or:ng waa due for Gaads Nonaday, secaond Nonsday in the month of

onbom.

MEANWHITIE, IN THE LAND OF EB JKB all was un-seat among ths Gone-
daidinas called Rob-Nobs. "Aren't these new tails awful when grow-
ing, but won't they be snazzy when growed?" orowed Nob-Nod 1 to
Noo-Nod 2. "I haven't sat aince laat Tonaday, and here it is al-
ready Fronaday."™
*I'm eating tail pepper in unrestrioted hupas,” said 2 to 1,

"because I've underastood the Nob-Nob with the biggeat tob, that
s, the whatever it is we're growing, will poasibly unseat Tall
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Tiddler, presant king of us for you mnow how much.”™

"But of oourae he isn't sitting either, and he has tha keys
to the stores of purple tail sage, than whioh there is none more
/rowy, as you wot."

"Oh, woe is me, and woe," said the one and the two to eaoch o-
ther. "But Tall Tiddler bas been a fair and a just,” they conclu-
ded togather.

"I'll fight for hias right to keep at it, if he grows the besat,”
said 1. "But if he doesn't, the Kingdom of Eb Jeb is in for a first
prize rolling of taily forms in contention, I'll tell you. Because
I'm good as any nobbin in Nob-Nob, and better if T. T. messes up."

"I'd say,” said 2, "it would be worse than that thing in whioh
our neighbors in Wow Wow ohose Smack-Smaock Jack I. As we have
heard, they ochose him because he could smuck his eysea a fith
flick farther than Gith Del, the nibbin they hurled to Nath, afte.
he had statad his views. The fith fliock didn't mean he aould see
any better than Gith. In faot, I don't know what it msant."

“Oh, the Peakies make for wrath--in Nath,"” sang 1 or 2. "Yoh,"
said 1 or 2, "I hear Gith Del is transforming Nath into an armed
land of the fitful, using the Peekies to wash the feet of the
armed battalions, whioh makes everyone atirred.” "How?" "The Fee-
kies aneak wound-oulture into the foot-wet and every troop in
Nath gets a blister-sore on his bottom ovalafot. When he rolls on
training days he's especially more than some angry. He wouldn't
move out of the way he's going for Jeau Crust, patron saint of o-
pen blood. Re'd kill his own Puther and Buther, he's so hurt.

HBe's tha kind of ochap who, in the long done days of our begetters,
would @o around pulling scabs up on sleepers to season the red
pulpy under with sulty lamon joce salution. He's that bad becauae
they make him 80 mad down in Nath. They send him thsair second-
hand evil."

"I hear,” said 2 or 1, "he used to be a nice little egg-type
Josper, with a sunny-up temper. Wouldn't hurt a nidb or a nod.

Just 1iim us, almost--before tails of oourse. But now, because he
is what ha is, he's frying the wind; ha's tranaforming all Nath
into a land of the Kseker battalions, plus the Peekies as aeggon-
ers. Gith Del olaimas he's the one true because he doesn't bend
nor preteand, The aymbol of Truth on the Keeker flag is a running
sore with a Peekie baside it throwing, into a bearing-away wind,
the olot seasoning o6f Beal. Truth, in other worda, is not to mask
your evil nor try to coagulatea It into samething less than free-
flowing. Anything less than frankneaas about bad is tails out in
laugh-love and heads holed and round-pounded in oheeriest felioi-
tations. it ia said Gith Del has said. Wonder what he oould have
meant, if anything? But--well, it's none of our troubles, and be-
sides it's time for my tail pepper.”

So they both rolled off to gorge hoping to be top nodb in al-
most no tima. They knew not of the Help planned by Jaock nor jinks
planned by the Tiddler at home.

BUT TALL TIDDLER, TOP NOB OF THE NOBBINS, had a mace up his ogg
that no one in the world suspected, espeocially not 1 and 2 who
have Jjuat reocited. EKnowing his job was on the hook he thought of
a diveraion that would get some tails shortened ms well as re-
fleot upon glory due tha Tiddler the world ocalled tall, He issued
a proolamation, the iasuing date of which, amo it happened, ocoin-
oided with the Wow Wow day, Eve of Plans. The word went out to
all Tall Tiddler's minions in the ball-shaped land of Eb Jeb,
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rolled in round transmission in the land where all was perfeot-
round, bounoed in roll-olimb aoross ge-oodles of milewhilea and
rolled at last into the round-hole ears of nobbina and beat upon
a drum-head membrane a round-robin of love-love talk.--"Valiant,
favored, Gok-seleoted, most meek, most fierce, and most loyal
loving Noba," said the Tiddler tall, "give hole to this I send
you across the ball-bumpa of blair-air from a heart that grieves
to do it. Know ye the land of Wow Wow, our neighbar of long and
never abstaining love for us? Know ye the atreets where the Nibs
walk in all their egg-shaped glory, loving uas, loving themselves,
flioking their eyea in and out, eating distance like tonguea of
Nib-angele, devouring wonderfully gravied air and dainty slices
of 1ight? Know ye that place where all my being that is a neigh-
bor's loving being lies in seoond life--aye, almoat first life,
80 great is a neighbor'as love in neighborly love--the being, I,
whioh worships and serves my land whioh is Eb Jeb? Know ye that
land of the niba? It ia Wow Wow! And yet--oh heart that atops and
almost quails, near faila now to hammer round eggs through me for
my life--let me tell you there ias a fault in Wow Wow. No, it is
not a fatal one. But it ia a grievoua one. Have you not heard, on
days when silence comea, wafts and tumbles like many tons of
shush-hush on us, when we are at our Love, those solemn days when
we do not aspeak or aot, but only love--have you not on such daya
heard a billion, nay, a billion trillion amall explosive sounda
from toward Wow Wow land? I grieve to tell you thia, you who have
never seen a nibbin, but only loved them--my heart near guggles
and refuses me, and yet, I muat go on. That sound you have heard
on our great loving days, my ocountrymen, that distracting suotion
sound and exploasion turmoil, it is talk, it is Wow Wow talkl"
(Pause pause pause and round round tears.) "We must--we muat help
them. We muat aid them until they talk as we talk, rolling from
heads, in quiet serenity, the balls of thought from perfeot holes.
And so, because I ocan do no different and atill face Gok, I de-
olare Aid on Wow Wow to make holes for the Nib-Niba, With Cruat's
help we ocannot but do it."™

Following thias impassioned speeoh there was a long period du-
ring which nothing but applause sounded in the land of Rb Jeb,
This applause was rendered mainly where any two noba atood near
together. They bumped againat each other to render it. And after
the speeoch and the ocheers there was heotio preparation in Eb Jed
for the great Aid on Wow Wow. Many Aidiora were trained and armed
with round-pounda. A round-pound was a aturdy gadget oconsisting
of ten dense balls and a denser big-ball., The ten small balls, ac-
tivated by o-gears, orawled repeatedly over the denae big-bhall
that revolved oconatantly, and at every tenth revolution big-ball
danced up and down (as though it were a hot-fot) on whatever 1it-
tle ball happened to be underneath at the tims, far ten bouncea.
After one hundred revolutiona and one hundred bounces a hole o-
pened in big-ball, and a blade came out to oarve in the place that
from pounding should be somewhat soft. Yea, the round-pound was a
near-perfeoct tool for the Aid on Wow Wow designed to make the Nib-
Niba good talk holea. All the nobbins would have to do would be
hold the nibbins and apply the round-pound for the good that would
oome of it.

THE BIG DAY ARRIVED IN WOW WOW and was ocalled H-day, and the same
day ocame necessarily to Eb Jeb, but it was called A-day. That the
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daya were one day and that GCasds Pronaday should be that day was
coincidental as well as a comment from Fate in the universe of
Gonedoodus.

Aoross the leagues and leagues of march came tha Nib-Nibs and
the Nob-Noba, all beautifully uniformed and ocarrying the tools of
Help and the instruments of Aid with jaunty preoision, as un-
blooded troops are apt to do. Smack-Smaock Jack rode down on hias
6gg-nag toward Tall Tiddler on the ball gelding. Thare was a
masked little look of unbelief on the faces of the two leaders.
They eyed one.another's banners, the rippling reotangles that
proclaimsd “Ever Onward in Help™ or "Always Forward in Ald."™ They
eyad one another's horses and looked at saddle and gear. They
eyed and they eyed. But not having as yet a aommon language of
sound, Smack-Smack and Tall ocould not apeak except in that univer-
sal "Well this beats me!™ on faces. But Jaok and the Tiddler tall
stood in their atirrups finally and soowled at each other, and
perhaps they saw in that exchange a little of universal Truth;
perhaps they unmasked one another and found only treachery there.
Then they nodded their legiona forward, and all day on that red
plain, called No-Nibnob's Land, beings were Helped and Aided with
the cut-'em-back and the round-pound. Many a tail was sliced and
many a hole round-pounded before that day's assistance could ever
Qnd'

NEAR THR END OF THE DAY, when nibbin and nobbin blood was making
sludgy all that Help-Aided place, there came a whirring, like lo-
custs sound when they oome into a band of trees. It came like a
black rush, and the banners were pieces of dark. A sound like o-
range symbolas spoke across the blaock flags. The voice spelled
"Truth is sores on the Keeker Battaliona; Truth shall never heal
on the Keaker Battalionsa; Truth and Evil are one, the True Rlack
wave.” And big Gith Del, amiling his true Black smile, like an
honest cat come mousing, rode down, on his donkey thet rolled on
knoba, and the Keeker Battalions whirled on and behind them the
important Peekies; and Truth broke aocross the plains of No-Nib-
nob's Land in the amiles of running sores; the nobbina and nib-
bins were eaten where they ran. And on the silent field the flag-
staffs reared, and the flags waved with wound aymbols and a Pee-
kie throwing clot powder to the many direotioned air. Them Gith
Del rode across black light for a moment and basked in the glory
that was his own true smile; then he laughed and his donkey
brayed like a trumpet that one time blew.
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Bug-Eyed Monster by POWLESLAND



the fireside

IN OUR SOMEWHAT ANOMAIOUS POSITION as a literary magazine in the
fielda of science fiotion and fantasy, fantastioc worlds is ocon-
fronted with peculiar problems in the 1Ines of acoceptance and re-
Jection of manuscripta. It would not be imposaible for a fantas-
tio worlds rejeot to sell to Galaxy, and vice versa; both -

d"and Y are looking for wr ng oonaiderably above what is
generally called "“fanzine fiotion,”™ but he wants it within the
ocustomary patterns of commeroial literature, and I want it out-
side those restraining boundaries.

THR PACT THAT WE OFFER A SMAL], PAYMENT to our writera adds i{noen-
tive both to the new writers, 1ike David R. Bunch, and to more
seasoned hands like A. Bertram Chandler. (For this reason our
writers are particularly desirous that you send me your votes,
rating our stories and 1llustrations in the order of your prefe-
rence.) New and 0ld oan experiment with new forms and commercial-
ly unacoceptable materiala--particularly, ocan invade new territo-
ries whioh might violate the mores of large segments of the Amar-
ican population.

RELIGION IS ONE OF THESE ARRAS. During the past seven months I
have read no fewer than thirty atories dealing with the Hereafter.
Most of these, for same obsoure reason, dealt with hell; but sone
of them treated of heaven, and enough of them oconcerned tham-
selves with God as a charaoter that Mr. EKemble auggested we might
bhave an "all-God issue.”™ Where there is so much dupliocation of
thems, rejeotion is a regrettable necesaity--even where there is
considerable merit. I thought you might be interested in a reply
the Pireside received fram a rejeoted author, whose story was
laid in the infernal regions.

“I CANNOT TELL YOU HOW DELIGHTED I AM that you have rejeocted my
etory. I would rather have you return one of my manusoripts than
sell one to any other editor. Not ohly have you taken oonsider-
able time apd effort to comment on my manusoript, for whioch I am
grateful; not only have you expressed yourself in mellifluous
cadences, the music of which is atill ringing in my ears; not
only have you shown yourself an astute and helpful oritioc; bdbut
you have aroused in me the tendereat emotions of aympathy. Your
pioture of the agonies you find yourself in at being nhadle to
use my offering in your magazine is truly touohing. The hot tears
atarted into my eyes as I considered your plight, What a oross
must it be to edit fantastic worlds and to be plunged into asuoch
despair at every refurned astory] But the olarity and purity of
your expression has communiocated the profundity of your emotion
to me, and I long to express to you how sincerely I share it,
Perhapas 1 aball have that opportunity when you have reached what
I am certain is your ultimate destination--the scene of my story."

a chat with the editor
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Donald A. Wollheim, Bd. Prize Soienoce Fiotion. MoBride, $3.

This ocollection is designed to inoclude the twelve outstanding
atories of 1982, selected by a cammittee oconsisting of the edi-
tor. Yorreat J. Ackerman, and somebody named Otto v. St. White-
lock, to receive the Jules Verns Award., If this represents the
beat stories that 1952 had to offer, it ias notadble that no wri-
ter inocluded has anything like the atature of a Heinlein, a
Bradbury, or a van Vogt. The averasge level is merely campetent--
only Mark Clifton‘'s "Star, Bright,” a fins Gal atory about
real people, rises high above that mark. Moal or the other sto-
ries are rereadabdble; R. D. looke's "Demotion," Pearaon and Cor-
win's "Mask of Demeter.” Charles Bsaumont's *"Beautiful Woman,"
Gordon R. Dickson's "Listen,” and Walter M. Millar‘'s confused
"Big Bunger® are all worth reprinting. Slightly above their le-
vel are "The Altar at Midnight," a touoching story by C. M. Eorn-
dluth, and "The last Days of Shandakor,® an extravaganza in the
great tradition by Leigh Brackett. E. F. Russell's "Timeleas
Opes”™ is marred by unwarranted racial antagonism, Alfred Coppel's
“Peacemalker® by careless writing and dullneass, and Auguast Der-
leth's "MoIlvaine's Star™ by an awkward form pressed on him dy
the nature of the story. The firast atory in the bock, Arthur C.
Clarks's "All the Time in the World" ia the only real olinkwr--
unreadable far its complete lack of human valueas, ideas, or 1i-
terate writing. The book‘'s format ias obhsap. as
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What is this NEW SP Fanzine
all the fan world is talking about?

What sets it off as different? The LOW price of 150 or 7/81?
Or that it is colorfully lithoec in several colora? Or maybe
i{t's the oontents. Maybe that's it. But what is the name of this
1different! kind of fanzine? Is it OOPSLA? SF? QUANDRY? STAR
ROCKETS? SP TRADER? Or maybe it's GEM TONES?

NOI It'. eescsccsce

aﬂo-a/ Q.

— —

What wes in A LA SPACE #3 to make it so good? Well, here's
the oontenta:

Gueat Bditorial, "Plans for Tamorrow,”™ by Ray A. Palmer, Ed-
itor of O. W. This is the man who rocked the fan warld with the
"Shaver wltery" and the nying DiB8KA cccesesceccccccscscccees 4

Short Story, "Not Important,® by R. E. Multog, Editor of the
up-and-coming new fanzine Star Rooketas (Details on request) . 5

"Dear Diary,” by Shelby Viock, Editor of the famed ‘Confusion’
.....I.....l.I.Q...........Ql'lll......l’.l.l'...!ll..l'l.l..

Article, "How to Write StF," by Chester S. Geier, Ed. of
rAﬂ 000000 000 0 000000000000 0000000000000 000000000000000ROCCTGLIDS 11

Soience Article, "Skyhook PFortress,™ by W. G. Reive, Soi. Ed.
or m ...l...l...ll....ll.......l............l..l.l....l.... 13

Artiole, "why I Changed to Astounding,” by W. P. Johnaton,
m. Ml (Am) 00 000000000 0000000000 0000000000000 00000000000 15

Bditorial, "The laft Overs," by me, Editor of ALS sccocees 17

HREY, are you still with us? GOOD! Ist's take a short trip into
the future and see what's in atare for ALS #4. Well, well, just
look at the contenta page.

Editorial, ELAST OFF! by Vic Waldrop Jr. (Asaiatant Editor
£ ALS
i miole, WHAT DOES PROJECT PAN CLUB DO? by Orville W. Mosher
oI

"Dear Diary,” by Shelby Vick (Bditor of Confusion)

Story (6,00(‘1 words), "The Savege Breast,” by TOBY DUANE

"1agibility,"” by Shel Deretohen

A L'Interrogativ,” by Gregg Calkins (Editor of OOPSLA)

"3.D and S-F," by Vie Waldrop Jr. (Assistant Rditor of ALS)

“The laft Overs," by me; thia is for what'a left.

Covers and inaide 11l0s by DEA, Maddox, Rotsler, Johnston,
and Vie.

Ia that enough? What, no letter seotion, you ask. Well, if there
are enough subbers for #4 I will run one. At the present, it
ocosts too muoh. Can YOU write for us? If so, send your mas. to

A LA SPACE

o/o Kent Corey
P. 0. Box 64
Enid, Oklahoma



by sam sackett

THE COUNTRYSIDE WAS BLACK from war; it was as if horsemen had
galloped through it, firing the buildings and laying waate the
oropa. And along the road, these children walked.

The 1ittle girl, about twelve, pushed a bugry with a sleeping
infant. The little boy, about ten, walked along beside. They
walked westward, into a deolining sun, red with anger and des-
truotion.

"I think I hear a bird," the boy said.

They stopped and listened. There was only the engulfing si-
lence.

"Don't be silly,"” the girl said. "There hasan't been a bird
aince the Bomb."

The girl began to walk on, but the boy complained: "I'm
tired. I want to resat.”

"We have to keep going."

"Why? Where are we going? Everywhere we go it's the same."

"Remember, Mother told us before she died that we were to
kaep going and go as far away from our hame as we could."

"But we've gone and gone and gone, and we haven't cams to any-
place. It's all the same. And there's no food, Martha. I'm hun-
ary."

"Y know there ian't any food, and I'm hungry too. But what
are we going to do about it?"

The boy was silent. He walked over to the aide of the road
and pioked up a charred stiok. It had been burned into charocoal,
and he orumbled it in hias hands.

"Now you've gone and got your hands dirty. Timmy Kelson, I
don't k¥now what I'm going to do with you. We'll have to go along
to the next oreek and wash your handa."

"Do you suppose we can have a drink of water? I'm awfully
thirsty."

"T don't know,"™ Martha said. "Come along.”

They atarted off again, boy, girl, and bugay.

“They must have dropped more than one Bamb,"™ Timmy said. "It'a
been black all over. I don't think one Bamb ocould make every-
thing blaok all over like this. We've been traveling for days.”

“] don't kmow," Martha answered,

"What 4id they do it for, Martha? If they wanted the country,
why did they ruin it so they ocouldn't have it?"

"0Oh, I don't kmow, Timmy. Now be quiet. The baby's asleep."
Occasionally as they walked they saw ocharred hulks at the
side of the road. They might have been tree trunks. They might

have been men.

They came to a oreek, Martha said, "You go wash your hands.”
She went over with him to see that he did,

The water revealed ugly socars on the baoks of his hands. "My
burn's healing up,"” he announced. "That's good. I was afraid it
wasn't going to. It doesn't hurt near as much as it did.”

"That's good, Timmy."
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Timmy oupped his hand and tasted the water experimentally. He
said, "It doesn't taste very good."

"You'd better not drink any of it. Remsmber, Mother told us to
be very ocareful of the water."

He atood up, letting the water drain from his hand. "I'm pret-
ty thiraty, but I'll try to wait until the next oreek. I think
I'1]l bhave to drink then."

"I think I'll have to, too,"™ Martha agreed.

They went on. The sun got redder and angrier, and high above
them samewhere a drone of hate sounded. Timmy ran to a charred
bush and threw himself under it. Martha stood indecisively with
the buggy, looking for someplace to hide it. There was noplace
big enough. She wrapped the baby in the blanket and ran to ano-
ther bush. The baby did not proteat. After the droning stopped,
they came out to the road again, and Martha put the baby in the
buggy. It had not waked up.

"It waa one of them,"” Timmy said. Hia little fista were
clenched. "I wish I ocould do something to them. They killed Mo-
ther." He looked up into the sky; it was olear. "I wonder who
they are,"™ he said, looking up. "I wonder why they did this."

"I don't know."™

"I'1l kill them!" Timmy suddenly burst into tears and threw
bimsalf on the ground, where he beat with his fists and kioked
with his feet. Martha stood there until he stopped, tired.

"We'‘'ll have to go on,"™ she said.

He 1ifted his face and looked at her. There waa dust on hia
face, and the tears streaked it. He got up and hugged her to him
and sobbed, his shouldera shaking. She juat atood, patting him,
until he atopped.

"let's go on,™ she said.

They oceme in a while to a oreek again, and Timmy washed hias
face. Both Martha and Timmy drank. They did not wake the baby.
"Thia is good,” Timmy said, "but I wish it was colder." He sat
for a while and looked at nothing.

"I wonder where all the people are,” he said. "I wonder whe-
ther there are any left at all, I wonder whather we will ever asee
any again.”

"There are psople,” Martha answered. "We saw an airplane."

"That was one of ." Timmy's voioe was sooranful.

"We'll go on to o ore oreek,"” Martha said, "and then wae'll
stop for the night. I'm tired, too."

"I'm bungry,” Timmy said. "I haven't had any food for days."

A8 they atarted, Martha said, "I don't know what I'm going to
do with you, Timmy. You complain all the time. Baby never com-
plainas, but he hasn't had anything to eat either."

And ao they walked on--the hungry little boy, the girl, and
the baby that neither moved nor oried.
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UNSNEAKING A PREVIEW

The lengths to which some people will go
to catch a sneak preview!

Forrest J. Ackerman, who might be de-
scribed as Mr. Sclence Fiction himself (he
has the largest book and magazine collection
on the subject in the world at his Beverly
Hills home) got wind of a preview on “It Came
From Outer Space." new 3D thriller, last week.

o » Even hin good friend,

Ray Bradbunry, who wrote

the yarn, didn't know what

theater it was to be in.

Bradbury was told to show

at the studio at 7:30 p.m.

So Ackerman drove his own
car out and parked across from
the auto gate to the studio,
ready to take off in pursuit.

WILLIAMS A little before 8 a blue car
whipped out and Ackerman set off in pursuit.

Halfway down the Hollywood Freeway he
caught up with the car, only to discover that
friend Bradbury was not inside.

Back he rushed to Universal. It was 8:13
now. Was he too late? He feared so.

But no, at 825 out came two well-packed stu-
dio busses and Ackerman trailed them all the
way across town to the Leimert Theater in Lel-
mert Park.

Two minutes before ® he was seated in the
fifth row center wearing his Polaroid glasses,
out of breath but happy.

“It wonld make it so- much easler if the
studios would jast tell me where they're

screening their pictures in the first place,” he
says. “I always get there in the end, any-
way."

»

SCIENCE FICTION AGENCY=915 So
Ck42762

Besides un-
sneaking prevues
also sell sci=-
ence fiction and
tantasy stories.
No Iess fhan six
of the "new vol-
ces" represented
in August Der-
leth's forthcom-
ing anthology of
tifteen MORNING
STARS are Acker-
man cllents: Joe
Slotkln, Ed Lud-
wig, Frank Juat-
trocchl, Robt D.
Locke, Chad Ol 1=
ver and Jas Cau-
SCY o In VORTEX
Sci Fic, the new
prozlne, fl1tty %
ot the tirst Is-
sue was account-
ed for by my men
{and women! Ver-
et laeabs, Ev-
ans, Keeds, Sin=-
clare, Riker, A-
hearne, Hernhuyt-
er, Gardener and
Keynolds. Movie
sale pending tor
Paul W, Falirman.
Subsidiariles be=-
ing otftered for:
Curtis, de Camp,
Farmer, Galouye,
and many others.
1Ol clients! FJA
Sherbourne Orive
Los Angeles 35



ANCIENT
WISDOM

Laten! In every man are Spiritual, Mental
and Occull powers awaiting the Secret
Keys to emerge into full lower. The Brother-
hood maintains a Wisdom School, both
personal and by correspondence, through
which the 1ecret wisdom keys are taught fo
the tincere seeker. With headquarters on a
large tract of land high in the Rocky Moun-

talns 11 invites correspondence with all True MASTER YOUR DEST'NY

Seekers far Truth.
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