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First of all, there is the round-up of opinion on last issue, which went
likes  this:

Cover (Proaser): It didn't draw as much comment as last issue, but it
was well liked, and regarded by many as being another Prosser masterplece ,

Editorial: Those who mentioned it seemed to like the idea of having a
round-up of comments on the previous 1ssue, so this ppactice is being continued,
Otherwige it was considered too short.

Arkham House (Derleth): Again a very popular item, and everyone has
thought favorably of Derleth's venture, except Harry Warner (see Lettercol).
These™advance information"type articles prove to be of great valhe to the
collectors.

Detention (Lambeck): Just abbut everyone liked this better than the
first part, even the author who was mad at me for butchering the first portion
So, which I foolishly did, This was practically free of cutting, and shows it
too.

Is Fandom Sacriligious (Wells) :This ine really surprised me, Here was
George writing a contraversial type article in the Bill Durkom tradition, and
everyone pounced on him. It seemed to me that he sald most of what he did in
order to just arouse comment, and this certainly did. It's amazing what people
will beledve if you seem serious enough about it.

Visit with Von Braun (Sneary): Only complaint here was that the Sneary
spelling had been corrected by some villain, and I can only plead guilty to the
charge. I'm so sorry I did it, and it won't happen again.

Sound Off (Rapp) drew Just complimentery comments and really aroused no
great ire anywhere, '

And that is that. This issue will be longer, but after thie I can hon-
estly say I have no idea when #1L will be out. For some odd reason material
kept piling up, enough in fact to warrant an Jssue #13, but beyond that only
Ghu knews, 2and he is not speaking,

- As 1t says elsewhere, Don Ford has won the TAFF race, with a wide mar-
gin over both Terry Carr and Bjo. Now I will have to admit this vietory came
as a surprise to me, Certainly Don is deserving of the honor, but the most about
him, was told on the TAFF ballot, I think I only saw DON FNRD FOR TAFF mention-
ed in 2 or 3 fanzines since the TAFF race started, JD-ARGASSY was plugging him
exclusively ever since he entered, but were thers any other for Ford? And on
the other hand, it was almost impossible to pick up a fanzine without seeing BJO
FOR TAFF or CARR FOR TAFF. After seeing those two names almost endlessly, you
decide that they'll win., But there is nothing to say that Bjo and Terry Carr
can not run arain next time, and to Don Ford the staff of HOCUS extends its hear-
tiest congratulations, _

The TAFF race for the Pitt-eon this year has just begin in the nominat-
ing stage, and ae far as I know, Sandy Sanderson, Eric Bentcliffe, and Mal Agh-
worth are the participants, and they may be the only ones if no one else wic-
cepts. It's unfortunage that ATOM had to decline the nomina‘.on, ‘tecause I
feel he is certainly one of the most deserving. And I astill do not like the idea
of having only 3 TAFF candidates for any con, It just doesn't seem like enough
to me, and you could easily crowd more fringe-fans into this bunch. In my op-
inion, the idea number would be 5, which should - be the proper amount :.r all
to choose from, Ah well, maybe next time,..

The fitst issue of the new ANALOG SCIENCE :FACT & FICTION, a brain-
child of John Campbell’s has hit the stands, and it ° is the moat ridiculous
change that could take place. In the zlne, Campbell freely admits that all those
who commented on the title change opposed the idea, and I can not blame anyone,
Facts don't 1lie, and it should be obvious that ANALOG SCIENCE FACT & FICTION ig
not wantedy and the sooner Street & Smith realizes this, the happier .

a number of people will be, The editor is not supposed to work against the read-
ers! wishes the way Campbell has been doing,
(continued on p, 1k)
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~MAN IN SPACE — 2200?

Long needles weave the web of man
from sun to:sun. g

Something more than mass—attraction holds

this galaxy as one being-—

perhaps the empire-mind of colonists,
perhaps  the common roots of race -
that twine in age on Earth,

Rt ""\
e mc')

Like as not," the union liea, as

- usual, in man—the-maker-faker,
‘eveny’ :

"bilking three—toed natives of thex
we alth’

conning simple planets of their
power,

playing the eternal pukkha—sahlb
of the stars.

Claiming whole- worlds (on c¢ommis—
sion),

establiishing the natural human
rights,

‘man makes a carney of the cosmos
‘and changes spiral nebulae

to cotton~candy swirls.

The Prime Creator of the
stars and men, knows the
universal trouble-makers
are doing it ‘again, He
" sighs, and the cosmos
shudders,

By
PEGGY
- COOK



Originally published in RHODOMAGNETIC DIGEST,
Marnh, = 1951. Reprinted by permission of the
author, : ;

Completist: n., Lat.  In reference to a rare and vaniching species of fan
(Homo Superior); often connected with various otner forms of 'asanity at She
same time,

As long as there have been sf fans there have been completists. As long

as there is an attic, there will always ba a Cceswal.
“Completist® is applied with a scoinful smirk. to the fellow who beleives
he must have EVERY bit of s<jence ficticn issued. This takes various forms,
One off the most unusual complete collectiwuns is that of Milt Rothman's collect~
ion of conventions attended. Other fans have narrcwed their colle:ticns down
to collecting all Golden Atom stories, etc.ete, Ry far, the least sane of tho
lot is the Complete Completist.
This fraternity has numbered, at various times, such luminaries as Jack
Darrow, Sam liczlcowitz, Forrest J. Ackerman, and 1551's chief off :nder, walter
Coslet. Not only does this specles atvhtemp tc ecllect all prozinar ever fevued—
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from 1923 to date, this totals some 75 titles and 3000 issues——but goes in for
anything remotely fantasticj such as a 1932 SATURDAY EVENING POST story in which
the family maid quotes four lines from Poe's "The Raven™, This breed attempts
also to corrsl all issues of all fauzines; dating back b 1930," including some
thousand titles and just about the same nunber of<issues.. Certain wicked fans
have been known to turn out one-shots in limited aditicrns, just to see a cerplst-
ist over a barrel; other equally nefarious publishers have issued titles solely
for the completist trade.

Since fantasy branchhes widely, the average completist will find himself
chasing down prozines, which aren't too Lard too obtain for a price; fanzines,
Wwhich are usually unobtainable for any prices issues of ARGOSY (this pulp appear—
ed once a' week for forty years, averaging twenty fartasy issues a year, this is
more than 800 on the pile), BLUE BOOK (monthly for thirty years with at least
200 fantasy isswes), ALL~-STORY, CAVALIER, ARGCSY#ALL*S10RY, POPULAR, GOLDEN DAYS,
BRITISH ARGOSY, and so on. ; T ]

The list drifts off into dreary immensities when the completist decides te
corral also all articles pertaining to fantasy (cf, Coswal's STEFCARS which faithe
fully records such items)y completisfs have bomoarded the stf radio programs =
for old scripts, but these have not been forthcomings other completists fill
bookshelves with the different reprints of "Mars is Heavan" and the Bonestell pix
for "Conquest of Space”.

Then---oh pity, pity him--=~the stf comic completist. These vary,

Some try to keep track of the four or five regular sf comics now being pub-
lished.,.while others wander back along the ageless corridors of time in search
of copies of "Brick Bradford”, "Flash Gordon, "Buck Rogers" and the like, plun
issues of the various MARVEL and WONDER comics put out by the promags! companies
themselves., (Also inelude PLANET COMICS 'L2-'49), " -

Triply accursed is the fan who hooks up wigh a British fan, for the tant-
alizing offers dangling from AngloSaxon dollar-shy paws are rarely turned down,
This introduces the completist to a brand new world; british fantasy.

Added to the british prozines are the endless stream of British paperbacks,
and such early items as SCOOPS, SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY, TALES OF wONDER, plus
the short 1ived 1946 efforts, and the completist has a virgin field awaiting him,

Then he turns to the Canadian field, which consists of Leslie Croutch-—
the same Croutch who threw the horrid appelation of "Completist™ at Bob Silver-
burg once. ASTONISHING, UNCANNY, and EERIE TALES are three so rare that, as Les
Croutch says," I know many American completists who will sell their souls for
such copies."

No wonder completists who have  these mags are like that...

Still in the first happy haze of completism, the collertor acaquires some
issues of SHORT STORIES and GOLDEN FLEECE containing fantasy. He follows this
with a complete file of Fantasy Press blurbs and reprinted Hannes Bok.bookjackets.

We now find our happy little completist sitting comfortably- in his two
room apartment. On his right side is a ten foot pile of progi:es; by accident .
his dentures fell just before he put them there; they are now under the June 1928
issue of AMAZOING STORIES, but he can't think of a way to get them out. withoyt
disturbing the pile above them, :

As a result, he has neither smiled nor eaten since dropping them,

Space has reared its ugly head; the completist, unless he has a Coswaline
attic, very quickly find storage a problem. His room is filled with his 3000
prezines in various .states of disrepair; he no longer sleeps on a bed, but instead
uses six feet of Palmer AMAZINGS. He finds this a little rougher. -

In the closets there are 2000 fanzines. Since “there is no longer any
room for clothing in the closets, the completist is very rarely seen on the
streets, : : s : s : AR L

In the refrigerator are kept the + copies of MARVEL TALES for various
reasonsS,
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The kitchen con*ains the 11€% British
itemss various other foreign publi~ations,
ars usually located in the batnizz. in

which the completist has installed cshelves,. .

It 1s not used for Yathing anymcre,

This is anotner roason why *the com~
pletist rarely lezvos his house.

The wall is lined wirth original paint-
ings. The floor is lined with clippings,
The completist is lined With,ee

The unfortunste completist; no long-
er having any stcrage space,; finds short-
Yy that the 26 new prozines each month are
teco mioh for him, He dees nct buy WONDER
ETCAY AMNUAL, thereby saving valued space.
Graduatly, the floor Jevel rises as it is
ceverad Wwith fangines.

Since the averags ceiling is ten feet
high, and since the average completist has
an elght foot pile of fauzines ccverirg
his floor, the aver:ge compiwtist is us-
ually found just lying prone under his
ceiling. Some completists have been known
to remain in this position for years with-
out stirring, except to blow the dust away.

He wonders vaguely who Heinlein is,

The reason for this is that the uppermost fanzine contains an article on
Heinlein, He has forgotten who Heinlein is, and his prezine files are eight

feet below,

Eventually the entire appartment is filled to the ceiling with prozines and
fanzines; the completist solves this in a characteristically fannish manner.
Either he crawls te the window and leaps out, or he sets fire to the house

and remains inside,

Thus I've painted a rocky picture of completism, It's dangerous, unhealthy,

unsanitary, and somewhat insane.,
"Am I a completist?" you ask. Hell ye

s! Comz on in, the water's fine,

—.Bob Silverberg

When: Labor Day Weekend, Sept.3,L,5, '60
WE?EEF Penn-Sheraton Hotel,Pittsburgh, Pa.
Fee' s #2,00 ($1.00 overseas)

Mail Address: PITTCON

c/o Direce S. Archer

1453 Barnsdale St.
Pittsburgh 17, Pa,

FIRST PROGRESS REPORT DUE IN MID JAN-
UARY,
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Reprinted by permission of the editor, Gerry de la Ree from SUN SPOTS,
April-May 1942,

The summer I was eight years old I met a man; a very fascinating
charactor to me, becauss he had a large collection of detective mags,

It was the largest cne I have ever seen; and I have yet to see one that
is larger. I used to hang around his house and look at them wistfully,
until cne day he said that I could borrow ecne of them.

Well, I started home dragging a whole mess of these magazines. My
parents cast dubious eyes in my direction when they saw me reading them,
but other than that, said nothing. One night they went away and left me
in the house alone., I immediately procured one of the most horrible mags
I could find, and settled down to read, Before the night was over I
succeeded in throwing myself in such a fright that.o.well, I never expect
to be frightened 1like that again.

I lay *there with the light burning, afraid to move for fear of
what might happen or what I might see, When the folks came home they
found me still there, in the same position I had been two hours before.
My father said then that I couldn't read another pulp mag until I had the
brains to take them not as seriously as I had done, I sorrowfully took
the mags back to the man, and read nothing but the best of literature
until T was twelve., That summer a friend pave me the first stf mag I had
ever seen, I was completely overcome by i1t, and so inducted under the
banners of sclence fiction,

From then on I began bringing the magazines that I read out into
the open. At first, when I was caught with reading them, the mags were
burned up, to my great distress, But after the folks saw that I couldn't
be "cured" they left me alone to read what I liked, except for a caustic
comment or so, Sometimes when I was slow to obey orders or rake the yard
they would say," It's that darned old trash that he reads that's clogging
his mind.," Well, I guess that was at leadt partly true, because for al-
most a year all I had seen, said, dreamed, or thought had been rocket
ships flying around, or time machines, or some such things.

Then, joy of all joys, a "corry" in North Carolin= sent me a ship-
ment of that master of all stf mags, that maestro ameng mags, ASTOUNDING,
They had "Cosmic Engineers" in them, and from then on I spent all my money
on stf mags. I took to showing my father the best science articles I
could find, and all the logical editoerials in favor of, and expounding the
merits of sclence fiction. I remember an editorial by a famous author,

I forget who it was by, or in what magazine it was, but I showed it to
Dad, He sald that was all very well that stf was escape literaturs,



but I was just a kid, and needed no escape.literature. i

We argued back and forth for a couple of hours, and finally he made me a
proposition,: He;said to me," All right, granting that stf is different than any
other pulp literature, I have been a newspaperman for 10 years, and ought to be
able to tell you whether it's good literature. You pick out a story that yeu
consider good, and I will:readETE: and give it my honest opiniono,® I did. The
story that I chose was "The Blind Spot,™ because I thought that anyone reading
that would hava to admit it wasn't so bad, He read it, or at least a large part
of 1t and he had finished, he said," It's as good as any fiction in a big mag-
zine, but so utterly fantastici"

Well then I gave him the old tale about how the human race was so stubborn
that it would not accept anything ..that wasn't. a proven fact. .I told him what
Einstein had said about one of the most beautifnl. things a man can witness being
the mystericus, and my father didn't say much more, and I counted it as a victory
for stf, - ¥

That's all I have to say for that, except there was another small incident
that cnce happened at a summer camp I went to. I had taken a good supply of mags
there along with me, and gne day I was lying on my bank perueing one of these, -
when another boy came up and asked if he could look at one. I assented rapidly,
thinking to win another. convert to the legion of stf. .His name happened to be
Campbell, and the.mag he picked upp was ASTOUNDING., He read it for a while, and
didn't seem to approve of it much. When he happened to.come across his name (he
thought) in.Brass Tacks, he loosed a stream of invectives, and taking a pencil,

" marked 1t out. He said that he wouldn't have his name im such a trashy mag.
Naturally hehad ‘gotten his name mized -np with that of the editor, John Campbell.
: This began a discussioni that made me a marked man in that camp for a long
time, It was fun while it lasted. . I was as*ounded to find out how many people
didn't beleive in evolution of the species. It tinally got all over the camp
that I didn't beleive in the Bible, that I had a religon of my own. I noticed
everyone gstaring at me aueerly, but I couldn't figure out why, until someone
finally told me, that it had been said that I was a heretic. I hastily reassured
them, and launched into a tirade about evolution. o e

I didn't notice how many people had gathered, and I guess 1 pretty well

~made a fool of myself, but fools are born, and not made. .1 was asked whether I
beleived in 1life on other planets, and 1 answer very emphatically, yesl I said
why shouldn't there be? Out of all the miiliuns of planets in the thousands of
universes, do you think that our small bit of E=ish should be . the only one to

. have life on it? .If we were meant to be the orly people in the Universe, then
why don't we have a better physical coverlng? Wny are we subject to those fears
and human weaknesses that the human race 1s sabjec s too? I went on like this
for quite awhile, and finally they murmured among themselves and left,

; Well, they called Copernicus and Darwin crazy too, but they kept their

theories.. i'_h.ope,I can keep tirading and cussing till the other people of the
Earth aren't so skeptical. Someday they will mall today's funs prophets, like

they are now calling Leonardo Da Vinei., And I hope I shall live to see that day,

-—Dave Millgr”

DECKINGERS DRIV E'L (continued)

After that exhibition at the DETENTION, I thin® 1t was obvious to see that mest
“fans did not approve too highly of his Psionics kick, and I happen to think his
present {dea is even worse. The original title has been used for much saccess
for 20 years, I see no reason for him to change it now. If 100% of the readers
‘were against this, it's probable that he'd change it anyway, and I only pray
“that he receives enough returns frem the newstamds to prove to him what a folly
his move is. Or couldn't psionics tell him that? --Mike ‘Deckinger
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I like neofans,, ; =

There is & folklore in fandom that I eat necfans.

In fact, John Koning, a% {he DETENLION, "thoughifully presented me with one
neofan, neatly gift wrapped; to be eaten for breakfait, With {rue Mezbian per—
versity, I ate him instead, for a midnigh%t snack, and Bruce Pelz immortalilzed
the event in color film, so that all fandom could see my zestful enjoyment as I
bit the head off a brash young beande-wearing neofan.

: The fact is, however, when it comes t0'a hands-down contsst between the
BNF and the neofany; I will checose the neofan, hands down,

Neofans are young, in the first place. And, since most of them are con—
siderably younger than I, they are polite, And I am old ercugh; and feminie
enough, to like politeness. Now, this does NOT mean that I wish to be treated
like a doddering old wreck, or addressed politely a=z madam, or aﬂything of the -
sort; on the other hand; I do not liks t¢ be shouted duwn wviolenily in the mid-
dle of a speech, or. yelled at in a ho*sl lobby, or slapped he rtL4J on the back
by a contemporary., The average ms:fan i¢ still young encugh, and polite enough,
not to commit the worat of these “lunderwsa

Neofans (whisper) read science Zicidom. Farthermore, they ADMIT that they
read science ficiilin., In fact, they sometimes even say that they got into fan-
dem through scisnze fiction, ’

When I taik tv a BNF, he wants to talk ab:tth fand'm, or the latest fanzines,
or scandal, If I ask him what he thougnt of tre last issue of AMAZING STORIES,
he gives me a blank stare, says,"Oh I don't read much science flction anymore,“
and starts in again on how TAFF ic being maraged,

When I ask a neofan how he liked %he latac™ issue of AMAZING STORIES,either
he tells me he liked it, or says he missed 1t, and 23%3 what I thought of the
latest, ASTOUNDING, and tlus, the ccriversation is off on a pleasently worth-
while channel,

Now, some of my best friends are BNFs,  Soimc of them ar- even dirty old
pros. Naturally, I°ve been in fardm a long time. - .

But for a steady diet, I'll take neofans, : ;

Maybe that's because.sscoh; my poor vain confessiona...ne-fans are the only
people who sometimgs treat ME like a BNF, end in spite of .everybthing I have said
here about how much I dislike the BNF ag a iype.o-I1 want to BR cne.

Which of course marks me as the eternal nenfan. Bezaus> cinly the neofan
longs for the day when he will be acknowledged as a big nane sil-

And T am not buttering them vp so that they will be more tasty when I cor-
ner them. Anjhow, I prefer strawberry  jama

Chomp! Slurp! (Another necfan,..GON®L)}

~Marion Zimmer Bradley
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THIS IS THE WAY THE WORLD ENDS
a film review by Mike Decknger

In this last of meetlng places
We grope together

£ And avoid speech “ '
Gathered on the beach of thia tumid river.es

This is the way the world ends'
; . ' Thig is the way the world‘ends
Y © . This is the w=y the worWd ends

s “Not with a bang but a whimper.

The above auotaiion, taken from T.S; Eliot's famdus-poem,“The Hollew
Men" can pretty well sum up both the book by Nevil Schute, and: the f£ilm based

o thls bcok; ON THE BEACH, Even to a science fictlon fap.this.book is a shock-

" .er, and the movie carries even more nf an impact; visual detall always leaves a
far lasting impression that do simply printed words.

On December 17, 1959 ON THE HEACH was simultaneously released all over
the world at 19 different cities, with only a few in the U, S. The publicity
surrcunding it was big, and it was entirely jUSblfiPdo : .

: Several weeks ago, I saw the film in New York., The length of the line
"in front attested to the fact that there were many who had been hooked by the
advertsing and had to see it for themselves, as well as there being many who had
read the bock and wanted to see how the film version would turn out, I fit into
both categories,

CN. THE BEACH, is briefly and simply a tale of atomic destruction on Earth,
in which mankind is eventually wiped frrm the surface of the planet by his own
weapons. of destruction. And this means everyone, not the soldiers and: the
fighters and the generals, but humanity as a whole, from the very young to the
very old - all are exterminated by the weapons. Actually it is not the weapons,
but the much dreaded by-product of this atomic age; fallout. The Northern hem-
isphere is a contaminated land where no life exists.. .The last refuge for the
survivors is Australia, and slowly and unceasingly the deadly.radiation is
coming towards them, and‘at the beginning of the picture it is learned that these
last people do not have more than 5 months before the radiation comes, carried
by the air, and once it does reach them, then it is the end,s The final and
irrevocable end, :

The acting wasSurprising in this pictere in many ways. Gregory Peck
was his usudl self as Commander Dwight Towers, efficiant, masculine, and compl-
etely beleivable; Ava Gardner was ecually good as floira, a loose farm girl who
is attracted by him,though she just does not look . the way sihe used to. Tony
Perkins and Donna Anderson are an australian married couple, with a baby dsught-
ter, and Fred Astaire is cast in his firgt = all dramatic role as a scientist,
and friend of the other four., And there they are, the stars of this epic. We
are introduced to' other members of the cast, but they are only around for a short
while, and in a sense the whole film revclves around these e
b Each reacts’ differently to the immenent doom. Each behaves in a way
that he or she would want to, without worrying with conventionality or society
would disprove. There is no trickery or faked dramatics; the story 1s heart~
brakingly authentic, with the accent on the romance between Dwight and Moira,
which began too late, a romance'that can ctlminate only in death, We do not
look fer any miraculous cvres to this doom, for there.is none. Radiation is
a very thorough destroyer, and nothing human can survive frem its effects. The
majority of those imsoled with this, seem to realize the fact.
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The- sétting of this film is in and around the city of Melbc"rre, Aystrales
ja, where the’ ffnal people alive are waiting, One ur*L_clsn I man offer that
comes to mind after seeing this film, and then recalling the incicelnss; iz
that th: picture dotes tco much on these 5 main charasters, anpd in my wpinion
more should be shown of the others; the people we never meet, Yot who ara a
part of the picture too., In some respects it'is fairly impiapsihie wien one nates
the reagtdon:of the main five to docm, im contrast to *“he g9taers that storld ba
shown, but-this will be discussed iater on, The film opens with the haunting
notes of the half-century old Australian: ballad*"Waltzmb Matilda™ as the sub-
marine (one of the few remaining) surfaces in the harbor (or- nearby anyvay) at
Australia, The catchy, almost saddening song: "Waltzing Ma¥{1da®™ is repeated
throughout the picture mumerous times, sometimes sung loudL#and boisterously,

other times as a muiet simpl' melody flitting” through the air, and posseses a
certain aquality that makes it unforgettable,

Strange radio s&3znals coming ”rom San Diego, which is a\contaminated
city, are picked up, and the Australian Navy decides to send Commander Towers
there via a submarine to inve:tigate it, as well as to detefmine how far ths
radigtion has advanced° Accompanying him is the yoing nav- 1’ ‘man.Tony Perkins,
the scientist Julien; played by ‘red Astaire, anda tne regular crew, As e
submarine sails under the Golden Gate bridge and then partially surfaces, there
is a still and a quiet hanging in the air that seems unearthly, The shots of- -

. the deserted,; dead city of San Francisco as seen through.the perlscope are
- shotkers, acourately conveying the mood of. the ‘tale, Now’ here, in this scene,
was something that I did not agree with. No matter how mueh the persons who
-were dying.from the radiation or suicides wan? ted* to .hide themselves, there would
.still be some bodies in sight, and there are absolu*ely ncne to be seen, It
‘seems 'to me that there would have been some madmer’ who could not accept this
. endifg and- gone dashing into the streets- anynhlng but nakedﬁ llttered empty
. gtreets, :

This swene seems to follow that of the book accurately enough, when a sail-
or on the sub named Swain, who used to live in the city, manages to escape from
the submarine and swim towards shore, even thouvgh he krows 1t is just bringing
his death closer: And here is where some remarkable prutugraphlc process is used
with the final scene of Swain we see, . . ting on a boat and fishing, the air
geems textered and hard, "~ like you were looking at it through a flawed win-
dow., Well, maybe a flawed window isn't too goud -a comparlson, the scene is
not distorted,phy51cally, but you can easily make ~ut some grain or texture in
the picture,: that is sbviously intended to indl:ate the radiation and death
hanging in the air. The effect . of b“his is startling; and even though rad-
iation is not visible to the eye , except wi th a gieger counter, thd point is
clearly brought across.

Then the sub proceeds to San. . Dgigo where a man he weanlng a spec— _
.43l suit is released, with orders to find out wh: or what. is. operating the
radio transmitter; and to return to‘the sub at the prearrang,d signal. Once
again there are R bodies .anywhere: in 51ght but by now I was used to this phen-
omona, and didn't:let it détract from *  the film. A wonderful note of irony
is provided by a lit {p sign over an empty restuarant staing"Hot Lunch" which
is certainly no lie, There is no letdown when the man ashore dlscovers that
what is responsible for- the relentless contact is a freak accident; a coke bottle
proppad up on an open tclc?rwph key by a window shade. whenaver the shade. oves
in the‘wind, so does the coke bottle, depressing the key.. It is never really:
intim@ted that there might be someone alive in the city operatlng the key, -even:
though it's fairly obvious' to every'one ho one could live there, and it's doubt~-
ful whether there'd be- -any mutations in ‘such a short while. And so the man re=

< ports back that eny false Ropes wnich may have risen at this news can best be
dismissed, = It is an ironical trick, and the blame can only go to fate.
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As usual, back in Australia seme religieus fanatics, who have erected
a large banner reading: THERE IS STILL TIME,.,BROTHER begin to hold open air
meetings while a preacher (who reminded me of Boris Karloff) calls upon God
to save them. I suppose that in such an emergency, relfigon would be the
first thing that people would turn to, and force themselves to beleive that
it can effer them salvation. Unable to face the grim, inevitable reality, re-
ligon 1s like a critch to them,

But death of course is coming. Since radiation sickness is not toe nice
a thing to die fram, the govermment has taken this in mind, and issues small
boxes containing capsules of some poisen (we're never told what) which is ag-
onizadly, the only escape. In one scene Tony Perkins explains how h?rrible
the radiatien sickness can be, and then shows her a capsule which he’'s managed
to get, and tells her t» take it if the radiation reaches Australia before he
returns. His wife, who has erected a dream world of salvation, muegh like Cem-
mander Towers who forces himself to beleive in his wife and two children, who
were among the first killed, presumes that this will cure it. WNo, Tony Per-
kins tells her, nothing can cure it, this will end it, He also advises her ts
give one to her infant daughter, Jenifer, an act which she finds repulsive,
and beleives it to be nothing more than murder to do.

Fred Astaire as John Osborne the scientist pursues unreality too, but
im a different way, He is a racing enthusiast, and manages to get a Ferrari
fran the widow of it's former owner., In a suspense packed race for the Ause-
tralian Grand Prix, he manages to win, and eme rge as one of the few drivers
of unimirt, many being killed too., He is one of the few whe can never safely
find refuge in fantasies and dreams, because he is a scientist, and he knows
that nothing can stop the slowly advancing tide of radiactivity. Wisely, he
does not abonden himself too deeply in a dream world where the world is safe
and cleansed from death, and in his final scene, a scene of tremendous impact,
pergaps one of the greatest in the film, he seats himself in the racing car,
adter putting on the award and plugging the cracks in the garage, and still
émiling, presses down on the accelerator and keeps his foot there.as the deadly
carbog monoxide fumes swifl about him,

To Moira and Dwight, the end of mankind means the end of a romance
which barely got started. In one hectic week before the wadiation seeps down
the gp to a mountain stream for some trout fishing, stay at a lodge, and then
returna to Melbourne, in its. final hours. '

1o Peter and Mary Holmes, the end means that they have lived through a
successful and happy marriage, even though there is sadness because their child
Jenifer never will know the meaning of °‘love, and as they reach for the final
cup of tea, the spectator realiges that they alone have the least regrets. They
knew what true happiness was, unlike the others. e

There are many impressive scenes in ON THE BEEACH, There is the scene
of the long line on the street; like a breadline, except that they are getting
their little baxes of the capsules, after checking their nam=s with the Red
Cross.. There is the final scene, showing Melbounre completely devoid of all
life, as the air is tainted with the invisible death, There are somethfngs
that I felt were wrong with the film, the problem of the bodies, as I ment-
ioned before, and then again I thought the accent was top much on romance,
and tyere should have been more of the other people alive at the time. But
nonetpeless ON THE BEACH is a shocker, It is a shocker, because tgp imagine
to yoyrself that you are a part of what is going on, can have a great ef-
feet on you, This 1s the absolute end of the human race, the fact that it takes
place in 196L, only a few years away, increases the shock ,

ON THE BEACH 1s a film to be seen by everyone, in order that the lunacy

described there will never take place., It is depressing, morbid, pessimistic
entertaimment, It is a great £ilm. It is science fiction today, I hope it
will always remain as such,
—-Mike Deckinger



 He was w#lking on a cold,

stone road. A shroud-tight
. blackness seemed to press in

" npon him, squeezing him, fil-

" tering like smoke into his eyes
..and nose and lungs,

. Suddenly, out of the
"blackness there was a lighte—

a soft, colorless glow that re- -
vealed the towering spires of a
tremendous city, It was a strange” ™

city, and somehow he knew that

it was older than time,. larger than °

Earth, It was an‘incredible

jungle ¢f jutting spires and to=

wers connected by.a tangle of:
elfin bridges as numerous as
the spans of a spider web, as
delicate ce the dreams of a -
child, ' :

a sea, OSomewhere. dark waters

lapped against.crumbling stons

steps and caressed bases of
ancient, moss-covered towers,

A coldness and a silencs

were everywhere, Nearer and
nearer to the city he came,
a8 terror rising within him -°
like an - evil sea tide,. His
""breath quickened, his eyes wid-
ened, S ey
Nearer and nearer—
And then he screamed,
Hs tall, slim body jerked on
the bed, His syes opened and
"~ 'he beheld . the shadowy out-~
lines ef his clean, modern
bathroom, He wiped perspir-
ation from his het forehead as
realization came to him,-

"The dream," he murm-
ured, "I have had the dream
again."

Shakily,he switched on
his bed lamp, slid out of bed,
and shuffled into the kitchen
of his appartment,

.

Aﬁd‘somewherémthere was
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He turned on the gas beneath the coffee pot that still held a shallow remainder
of yesterday's breakfast corfee.

He sat for a long time at the kitchen table, drirking celfee, smeking.
The bedroom was no a shunned place, a hoie of horrcr, It was lale--nearly five
in the morning. At least, he thought gratelully, ke would tiot have to sieep for
eighteen hours, He'd have eighteen hours of freedum.

Then he thought, Why? ng do I haye the dreagm? What does it mean?

He was Johnny'Winuer, age 33, and he owred a small hardware stoi€. He
was an ordinary man in an ordinary job, And he was harpy.

Sure, he'd been lomely once—during those boyhood years in the orphan—
age—but now he was engaged to Elaines gentle Elaine with lung.sufi rair the
color of ripened corn; with wide expressive eyes as blue as the sea, with a face,
that should have belonged to an angel. Elain was lovely and uncomplicatied and
good, and she lowed him., He wac content. He had no seething ambitions that might
be transformed irto frustrations. So why the dream? Why, why. why, his mind
screamed,

It had begun long ago, when he was seventeen. It hadn't been a night~
mare then. It had been an ebscure scene flitting across his dream-thoughts,
to be vaguely recalled the next morning and then forgotten.

Over the years, its frequency and vividness increased, Now, almost
every night for the past month he'd had the dream, each time more detailed, more

An angry defiance swept over him, He sent his coffee cup crashing to the
floor. He flicked his cigarette against the wall, Elbows on the table, he bur-
ied his face in his palms.

"Lord," he breathed," why?" And thers was no answer...

So far Johnny s terror—ﬁad been a child of sleep, of his bedroom and the
darkness and silence. There had been no terror in the hours he spent among people,
in the light,

Until—

Eight o' clock., The next night, Saturday night, an hour before the beg-
inning of the Country Club dance. He placed the little white box containing a
corsage under his arm and rang the bell of Elaine's apartment.

He was smiling--for he was the happy Johnny Winter now, the young man in
love, not the screaming Johnny Winter of the dark bedroom. Through force of his
will, his fear and his terror had been smeezed into momentery forgetfulness.

The door opened and Elain stood beaming at him, She wore a formal of
pale yellow, almost the same shade as her blonde hair that curled inward at the
nape of her white neck.

“"Hi darling," she said softly. Her nose crinkled teasingly. She kissed
him, Then she spied the box under his amm,

"Oh, my corsagel I told you it wasn't necessary, dear. After all, we
should economige-—=*

"T did econcmize," he declared, ®I wanted t¢ buy an c¢rchid,; settled for
gardenias. Guess we can spare a buck and a half, can 't we?"

She laughed. "Y3a, I guess s0."

She took the little box, laid it on a small table by the door, and beg-
an to unwrap it. Her movements held a naive eagerness, llke that of a small child
opening a Christmas present, He watched her, admiring the grace of her delicate
fingers, hoping she would like the corsage.

She slipped off the yellow ribbon, slid a fingernail under the card-
board 1lid and raised it. Her eagerness faded, transformed in a single second
to disappoiniment.

"0Oh, Johnny, looki" .

He stared into the box, The gardenias were withered. Horribly, complete-

ly withered, as dry and brown as flowers pressed in an ancient scrapbook.
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He touched a leaf with his forefinger as if to verify the report of his vision,
The leaf crumbled into dust and formed a brown, ugly little island at the bottem
of the box,

"That stupid florist," he snapped, ™He must have given me the wrong box,
Must have grabbed a box that's been lying around for—"

Fregh horror suddenly welled up inside him,

No, Johnny, He thought, you asked to see the corsage before you took it.
The florTet showed it to you. It'was a beautIful corsage, clean and Tresh and new,
You watched Idm wrap it. You put The Gox under rour asm as you paid for 1t, This
I3 the same corsagefhat was sogsgautifﬁI_only tThree hours ago. i
1 "Johnny, you Look pale. It isn't that Important. I% isn’t that import—~
ant. Darling, what's the matter?®

“Nothing, Elain; nothing, It—it was just a sort of surprise, that's all."
He forced a feeble smile., ™We haven't much time. Shall we go?¥

The Country Club, Saturday night.

Outside, the lines of parked cars were black blobs in the dark, cool sum-
mer night, their noses pointing towards the club like a swarm of ants feeding
around a drep of honey. Myriad windows, great warm eyes of golden light, angled
their rays out of the lawn and shrubbery and elm and oak,

Over the Club steps passed stiff-backed, tuxedoed men in shiny shees, and
perfumed, powdered women in swishing party gowns. The air was filled with echoes
of music and laughter that filtered through the golden windows to dissolve in
the night breeze,

Inside were warmth, and life, and gaiety., There were. smiling faces and.s
clinking glasses, and immaculately white table cloths, and potted palms, and
the endless scraping of feet over a little island of a dance floor., A five-piece
orchestra played slow, easy rhythm, and a full-bosomed girl with too much chin
crooned a lyrice

"Those Far away Places
With strange sounding names,
Far away over the sea,.."

"Remember that, Johnny?" asked Elaine. "That was one of the first songs
we ever sang together, Gosh, that must have been four or five years age,"

Johnny didn't answer, A shiver crept down his spine. A place far, far
away. Somehow the words frightened him,

Elaina,sitting across the table from him, kept talking,

"——you look so handsome, dear. Look at those §illy girls trying to flirt
with you, They're probably thinking, 'Who'!s that dark, handsome man?'" She
studied him for a :moment, frowning and smiling at the same time. "I never re-
alired your hair was so dark. vwhy it's black, isn't it? And where did you get
that marvelous tan? I never noticed it before. Maybe it's because the lighta
are dim,"

®"Those Far Away Places
With the strange sounding names
Are ealling, ealling me,.."

A fay ayay slace, by a gea, 2allimg, Romgmdorance of thg dream prang
inte his eoneiousncss like a jack-inetho-box. Walking aleng the eold steme read,
the ¢ity loeming in the dark distance, He shook his head, "

"——those terrible girls, still looking at you., Maybe if I let My engagse
ment ring glitter in their direction they'll stop. Oh, did I tell you?—=Mother
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said it's the loveliest ring she's ever seen, Of course, you know how mothera
are,"

She bit her lip, "Oh, I'm sorry, Johnny. I didn't mean to hurt yoa.

He forced his attention back to her., "No, that's all right. I mean, I'm
not sensitive about being an orphan anymore."

Then his attention faded, Laughter, dancing, drlnking, gay faces, How
strapge and distant it all seemed. The sounds died away, It was like leoking
upon a movie screen from a great distance, not hearing the sound, just sec.rz the
mcvements cf puppet-like beings who acted without apparent motive or dire*nzon.

He seemed oddly apart from it, a stranger who didnh't belorg. He belonged--
where? - Onthe stone road, perhaps, walkingw#

"Jcinny, this is Mr. and Mrs. Maxwell. My fiarce, Jchnny winter.*

A strange girl sitting across the table was speaking. He realized the
girl was laine, . :

Tr.en he -saw, the paunchy young man and the spectacled woman standing by the
table. The woman held -a girl of about four by the hand,

"0h," Johnny pushed his chair back and rose.

Greetings, smiles, handshakes.

"You're not leaving, are vou ?"Elain asked,

. Mr. Maxwell shrugged "Babyhsitters are scarcer than thousand-dollar billa
tonight. Afreid we'll have to take Clarice home." He nodded at the child; a
tiny golden-hzired doll nearly lost in the immensity of her heav1ly-starched party
dress. "We planned only to stay an hour or s0."

- The brown, chllu-eyes of Clarice were very wide, .She stared mueerly at

"——-Jdwohnny, o

"Say  hello to Mr. Winter," coaxed Mrs, Maxwéll.

The girl's face was an enigmatic mask, an unfathomable combination of
shyness; fear, suspicion, and bewilderment.

Shake hLands with the nice man; Clarice,"

No movemenrt, save a blihking of the wide brown eyes.

"Clarice?l"

The child's soap-scented hand gmerged from the labyrinthlne folds of her
dress, It reached cuiward, touched Jchmny's hand,

Clarice scream:za. Shrlll and ragged, the sound burst from her lips like

an exploaion, -Ste waiirled frantically, tugging at her mother's dress, struggl-

ing to drag her astonisned parent from the table,:

.. ™lsser Winner bad mani" she shrilled. Tears rolled down her flushed

cheek. Every eye in the club seemed focused on her and JORnRnyy

”For Heaven's sake," said Mr, Maxwell; "I can‘t understand what got inte
her. She's always so well-behaved,"

Johnny smiled weakly, "Children have great imaginaticns; don't they?"

The Maxwells left. Music played. dancexs thrLed glasses tinkled, It
was the same as before, and yet different., The chiid's terr1¢1ed scream seemed
to be echoing throwgh the club, never ending, -

At last Elaine said; "Y—w you seem sv quiet tonight, Johnny, and I have
a splitting headache, I feel like I'm going to be sick, Will you please take
me home?®

Johnny's head was spinning. Lord. yes; he thought, let's get out of here,
away from this laughter and noise. "I don't belong here,

“"Johnny, did you‘hear me?"
He blinked, "Yes, Elaine, of course,"

A strange dream. A withered corsage, A child's scream, Wwhat do they
mean? Why, why, why, why?

The next week little things happened.

Monday.
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What was it Elain had sad? Semething about his hair looking darker?
He studied his reflection in the bathroom mirror.

: ‘His hair was a glossy, raven black, Before, it had been dark brown,
His skin too was éarker. Not tanted, b‘wt‘ a kind of creamy bmm; like that of
‘a mulatto. ‘
The pupils of his once-brown eyes were as black as his hair.

The dream again Wa;lld.ng down the stone road, nearer and nearer to the
city, This time there was movement within the mass of spires and towers and
bridges, movement as of tiny, silent creatures crawling slowly acroas the Iantas-
bridges or peering out from t.o%ver windows,

And this time he had the impression that someone was waiting for h:l,m,
beekoning him on, urging him to greater speed.

Abruptly, 'a gate, black and rusted, loomed before ‘him, its giant @arch -

cuﬁ’ving over the road, With a groaning of ancient’ Mnges, it opened; slowly.

Perspiration dripped from his horror-twisted face.. Iﬂs handa swept up- -

vax'd to block -the vision of the gate from his eyes, - 2
He .awoke screaming.. s w1 . T
¥Wednesday.

i .~ For three hours he t.alked to the psyehiabriat. 3 Ho hid nething. .He..re~

vealed the most minute details of his life, all the little incidents thatmﬁ,ght
have scarred him paychologically. '
"An odd case," the psychiatrist msed, “As I see 4t,’ t.he only fact that

might create a fear eomplex ‘48 your being an orpham,. having your mother die at,

. your binthy and not knowingiwho your father is, -.I can't determine the signﬂ.f—
ican;:e ‘of the dream yet; that will take .time, -

.« ' ‘WBut as for the business of the corsage withering, forget it. . Obviously,
the ‘florist made a.mistake and gave you the wrong ‘box, If you want to make’sure,
" buy another corsage. You can be ‘sure that it wen't wither, tool"

o Johnny bought another corsage. He took it to hls apartment, opened the
- box, and held the fresh, fragrant gardenias in his hand, He studied the white,
¢lean leaves, felt them-with his fingers. There was no indication of withering,
and he began to smile,
= --Then, in an upper right corner of a leaf a spot of brown appeared. The
soft 1uster faded.  There was a wrinkling and a shrinking and a darkening, The
corsage became old, old,old. A minute later it crmnbled in’t.o brovn :duste o
© -Thursday morning. :
See my bird, Mr Winter?" A little boy who lived on the secoml story of
the apartment held a.feathery object in hig palms., It was a canary,-
* "He had a ‘broken leg, Mr. Winter, and I put a, splin‘b on. it, and now he's
almost well.,”
Johnny grinned at the ‘beaming boy. He patt.ed the bird s head, smoothing~
back the yellow feathers. "He looks fine, You'd make a good doctor.”
That evening the bhoy was sitting on the aparhnent howe steps, scowling, "
chin cupped in his hands.
"What's the trouble, fellow"" asked Johnny.
"He died," the boy sadd sadly. "Hs- jus‘l‘, died. I don

"Where 'a y@ur patien‘b"'
understand it, He

. wag almost well, ‘He died just aft.er yeu saw it.”

It was Friday evening. He'd gone ’c.hirty—six hours without sleep, At
eight o' clock he sank into an easy.chair, .His eyvelids were heavy, his mind
mimb, Without realizing it, he féll asleep. .

The dream. The road, the,city, the slowly opening gats. The clump of
his feet on cold stone, the hiss of his rapid,- shall@ﬂ breathing. Nearer and
_nearern--

. This time he became aware of & da.rk figure standing in the gateway, mot—
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ionless, waiting, Presently it moved ferward, its face hidden in shadow, It
strode toward Johnny in long, slow, even’ steps. Its arms 1ifted as if to em~
close him in an embrace. ' :

Inexplicably, Johnny's sense of horror was less intense, The brooding city,
the gateway, and even the dark figure somehow possessed a familiarity that was
no longer terrifying.

Johnny stepped forward, lips parted, the tenseness gone from his lean body,

Closed and closer he came to the dark figure until he could almost distinguish
its features. The figure started to: speak.,

Brrrrinnnngggegl

The sound of a bell clamored in his ears, obscuring the deep, rich tones
of the voice.

-The vision faded, His eyes opened, ™ith a feeling of frustration he real-

ized that'he was in his apartment, that he had been awakened from the dream,

Brrinnngggel The telephone.

Like an automaton he lumbered up from his chair, groped for the receiver.

He could not Speak but stood swaying, trying to force the words from his lips.

%"Johnny, i1s that you?" A familar voice, yet somehow unfamilar, An echo.
"Johnny, are you there, Johnny?™ Elaine's voice,
"Johnny, I've been trylng to get you all week. Wwhere have you been? Can
you hear me? Why don't you answer?®
"Elaine,® he murmured. _
- "Johnny,: I'm coming to you, I'11 be right there,” Click. He stood star-
ing at nothing, his mind a chaotic lumble of spinning thoughts,
/ { Withered co sage...a child's scream,..children know things, they feel thinga
~-thategrown-ups don‘t..sa strange black gate...a dead bird...someone waiting.,.my
mother died when I was borm...and I don't know who my father is...
¢ He stood thare, it seemed, for an eternity. At last he thought, E_do
Eﬂow who my father is! And Elalne was coming to him,
i Re stumbled out of his apartment, into the self-operated elevator. He pres-
sed a button furiously. Down, down, the door sliding open, Out inte the foyer,
through the revolving door. The street. Elaine must not find him. She must
never, never, never find him. ..

Lights. Blinding lights that shone like flame into his hot eyes. Ugly

sounds ef voices, of traffic. He staggered down the crowded sidealk.
~"Johnnyl" A small, thin, feminine voice leaped out at him.

He ran, Down the sidewalk he ran, ran, ran. He collided with a'fat lady.
Someone cursed at him Behlnd h1m sounded the stacatto click-clack of high heels.
g "Johnny} thnnyl“ ?

' ‘“He spled a park, a Llittle scuare of darkness in the throbbing city. BRe
raced inteo 1it, stumbled over pebbled paths, -over grass that withered beneath his
feet. Then he was kneeling before a: beﬁch _panting, stbbing, = .-

Soft footsteps fel} at his side. "Johpny. What's the" matter, Johnny!
Please answer me," )

' He rose and whirled. "No, Elainel Don 4, come near m€3 Dbn't look at mel

Don't touch mel™

She fell into his arms, exhausted He could not help hol@;ng her. She
looked into his eyes, "I love you, Johnny., No matter what's happened, I love
you. I'm Elaine darling, Elaine}

Her lips sought his, ' :

"No,don't kiss me., -ou don't understand, Don't—"

She kissed him., He tried to break free, The perfumed scent of her hair
entered his nostrils, He felt the softness of her slim body against his, the car-
ess of her long fingers on his neck. For an instant he sat there., 7Then he shoved
her away. She staggered backwards, eyes bulging with shocked astonishment., "Dar-
ling, why, why—"

Her words froze. She swayed,

He watched her wither as the gardenias had withered,
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He stared at the body for a long time, stunned, until he realized that
someone else was standing there too.

It was a tall figure, standing a short distance from the path, its face
cloaked in shadow,

"I have waited long for you, son, and I have been lonely for you, I cal-
led you, but you did not answer, and so I have come for you."

The voice was deep and rich and gentle. The words were like those in
some ancient, musty volume, by a strange magic given mew life and the pewer of
sound,

"Your mother is in my city--and now Elaine," said the dark figure, "Will
you came too, son?" .

A great peace descended upon Johnny Winter,

"Yes," he said softly, "I will come too, father."

-~BEdward Ludwig



THE DANGERS OF STEREOPHONIC SOUND
John Tucker

" Now, don't let the title throw you. There is no scientific evidence to
this time that stereophonic sound causes cancer. This is left up to cigarettes,
both filtered and plain, and cranberries. But stereophonic sound has been.proved
to cause a rapid deterioration of one very important part of the human. I have
proof of this -- "sound" proof, if you will.

Stereophonic ‘sound causes creeping paralysis of the bank account.

My evidence is based upon first-hand knowledge, the most painful kind of
knowledge. It all started with a simple question, "Can:I out-do the Joneses by
adding stereophonic sound to my tape-recorder?" A letter to the manufacturer,
accompanied by a surprisingly large check, netted the necessary equipment and an
instruction manual that began 'Converting your Little Gem Push Button Wonder Tape
Recorder to stereophonic sound is so simple a 12 year old child can do it". After
seventeen hours of very manful struggling, I went next door and borrowed a 12 year
old child who- finished the job in short oder. It seems.one must ignore the in-
structions "Remove nut A from Bolt B and.reinsert Assembly C" #ecause obviously
assembly C must be inserted first. Obviously.

Stereophonic reproduction is beautiful.

But wouldn't it be fun to be able to record stereo, too? (By this time I
am on very familiar terms with Stereo Phonics and am using the first name only.)

So, another check to the manufacturer (first consulting the 12 year old boy
next door) and here came another inordinately expensive package. And great fun
followed.

% Also bankruptcy. : : #

"Chuckle, chortle," chuckled-chortled the manufacturer as he stuffed a big
envelope with sales folders.

It seems that little speakers sound good in a stereophonic system. But, a
dual system with 15 inch woofers and 12 inch low range speakers and eight inch
not-so-low range speakers in a system that graduates downward in dimensions and
upwards in prices is the ultimate in window-shattering abilities -~ two channel
window-shattering abilities, able to selectively knock out the $385.00 picture
window on the left or the cheaper $50.00 double=hung sashes on the right,

About this time I decided to apply some of the knowledge I'd gained in the
field of electronics =- having served at a few mincr jobs such as Chief Engineer
of AM-FM broadcast stations, designer of central audio-control systems, and such
little posts. From the industrial and broadcast equipment catalogues in my office
I began to make a group of selections. I would build a real stereophonic system.
Brand names that could be trusted were the order of the day: Ercadcast models of
tape recorders were ordered from Ampex and Magnecord; -a stereophonic Dualux con-
sole was ordered from Gates Radio Corporation; on=-location microphones were ob=-
tained from RCA; studio general purpose microphones were purchased fr<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>