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I0 s, N E W A ratiner surprising property of addicts of the imaginative in
o R R AR fiction is the desire - and ability - to put their thoughts

o 40 00 7 Rl AL into print; on any or all aspects of their hobby and interest,
oy RS R R B ) A prolific amateur press has existed since circa 1930 and the
AUTUMN ,.. 1954 number of "fammags" or "fanzines" which have blossomed and

Issue number 3. disappeared is legion, One leaflet which appeared in 1948 was
R L L the Bulletin of the Leeds Science Fiction League, but after a

couple of issues the club decided to put out a more general
magazine and the title of "Futurian" was coined for the purpose. 1940 saw the final
edition under this imprint, but after an interregnum of chain letters and other ad
hoc methods of communication, your editor found himself spending the long hours of
air-raid alerts churning out copies of "The Futurian War Digest" on a flatbed dup-
licator, with the help to some extent of practically everybody left able to take
part in British fan activities, Rheumatism in 1945 put a stop to this, but only L
nine years later along comes "The New Futurian'; which by all sane logic, I still
havn't the time to produce but will, willy-nilly, for all that, Price, for those
who will pay is 94. per issue, 15 cents in our late American colonies, Official
data on publisher is John Michael (Mike to fandom) Rosenblum, 7 Grosvenor Park,
Chapel-Allerton, Leeds 7, England. Publication so far has been guarterly and the
editorial fingers are crossed, Literate literary contributions most welcome from
all parts of the globe (Martians too, if their English is adequate); comments are
eagerly awaited and subject to publication unless noted to the contrary. Exchanges
with our contemporaries welcome, All characters mentioned are entirely imaginary.

4BOUT OUR CONTRIBUTORS

4. VINCENT CLARKE Just about the beginning of the late war, I remember says JMR,

looking through a checklist of fantasy books kept very neatly
in a looseleaf notebook by a young fan, That is my first memory of one of the &
best-known British fans of today., In fact Ving did become almost a professional
fan as he certainly gave up work rather than interfere with fan activities. He is
oersonna most grata with all sections ©it fan@om, the organiser of_almost eVETY
activity produced in the London area, a prolific and conS@antly high standard
fanzine contributor, in short, a person we could do most 1ll without,

ROY ROVLALIND JOHNSON was Leicester's gift to wartime fandom and a worthy successor
to Maurice Hanson of the early days of the Science Fiction
League and Science Fiction Association, He took part in all the t?en act}v?ies,
organised the "Midvention" in 4pril 1943, and was present at the Norqon in
Manchester for New Year 1944. Possibly the attenuated context of wartime interests
in science fiction failed to hold the attention of so bold and intensive a person-
ik e S ee ]! that in the fandom of today he would be much more at home,

ANLES 1D "RIK" DAITON has had an interest in science fiction for some ten
ST.NLEY RICH.HD “RIK - years or more, during which period he has trained

and practised as (a) a Bevin Boy in the mines, and (b) a solicito?. Like many other
neople in fandom his interests are prolific and well-spread - he 1s an ardent
%sn;rantist active politically in the 1eft-wing'movemept of Commonwealth, seems
gorﬁé-conceéned with the mutual, non~profit Housing Society movemept, Secretary

of the International Club in Leeds, a specialist on avapt—ggarde films and so on,
Incidentally, he has promised us an article of fantasy in film form, when he has
the time. A member of the Leeds Science Piction Association, he sometimes.even
shows up at meetings, Married, no family, book, record and cactus collections.
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{ few copies of issues One and Two of the New Futurian are still available, Pressz
run this issue is 240 copies. Representatives wanted for Jmerica and sustralia,
Hext issue should be along about February 1955, other commitments allowing,



TiEE 0 e ANSETTRSOLS  DREAMERS
The =5 for\/ ot ‘Bruish Science — Fichion  Fandom

by WALTER " GILLINGS -
\

THIS series of articlcs, tracing the growth of British magazine
science~fiction and its accompanying fandom, is proving as pop-
ular with the younger generation of devotees as with those of 25
years ago, to whom an s=f story in an English publication was
something to get excited about--especially if you were the author.
In this instalment our Mr Gillings tells of the signs and portents
which, in 1931, indicated there were British storytellers who had
contributions to make to the field as 1t was being developed in
the U.S.4A,, even if they could find little encouragement at home.

PART THREE :: THE SHADOW OF THE MASTER
The rise of American science=fiction in the late 1920's brought opportunities to
the British writer, no less than to the reader, denied to him by editors and pub-
lishers in his own country. Or, if not denied entirely, they were extended very
rarely; for s-f stories were seldom to be found in British periodicals unless
they were of the sort that catered for schoolboys. The exceptions were occasional
tales by a few well-established authors such as appeared in The Strand or Pearsons
llagezins (where wells and Conan Doyle had set the fashion), and novels produced
tor the book-~buying public whixh were invariably timid in their fantastic appeal,
The notable exception in this category was Olaf Stapledon's "Last and First Men,"
which appeaied towards the end of 1930 and got very good reviews; though I did
not notice them at the time. At least, if I did, I was not moved to get hold of
the book until several ycars had gone by, when I realised just what I was missing
~-» and I blush to melie the confession,

The only pieces of British s-f I came across in those days which were at
all adult in approach were in the Radio Times, and then they were very infrequent,
as I recall, But there wos always something interesting in the Christmas number;
snd there was a cerial Ly Bolun Lynch (author of "Menace from the Moon," one of
ny favourite books), wiaich 1 remember vaguely as being set in the future but have
never been able to icentify since, The trouble was that Wells. had so firmly en-
irenched himself as the master of the scientific romance, and had covered the
field so thoroughly, that the majority of editors were convinced no lesser writers
could produce more than an inferior imitation of his work, Nor indeed, could many
of those who had the heart to try, until Stapledon amazed the critics with his
masterpiece - which was hardly the sort of material that could have been present=-
ed in a magagzine,

igain, science=-fiction was being nurtured in the U,S.4. as a specialised
form of popular magazine reading, and England had no publications which limited
themselves to onz king of fiction, except in the juvenile field. There was nothing
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for instance, comparable with the American Argosy, which had made a feature of
fantastic fiction since the days of Garrett P. Serviss, George &llen England and
Sther writers whose "classic" tales Gernsback revived, with those of Wells,Verne
and Burroughs, to build a foundation for Amazing Stories., Burroughs was, in fact,
the only imerican writer whose work was accepted here, because his books sold as
readily as Wells'; and, to my knowledge, it was never presented in an English
periodicsl apart from a twopenny "blood" before 1933, when his Venus stories
were serialised in Passing Show.

Some might argne that the essential juvenility of John Carter's exploits
on Barsoom, on which we were all weaned, would suffice to account for the attitude
of British editors and publishers towards the whole of science-fiction in those
days, However, in 1930 I had not acquired the experience or acumen to account at
all logically for wnat seemed to me no more than a foolish prejudice among themn,
and a shameful neglect of a still promising line of country. So, having set my-
self the formidable task of persuading them to pay more heed to the genre, I
embarked on a campaign of propaganda directed at editors' heads,

It was soon after launching the Ilford Science Literary Circle that 1
wrote my first article demanding; "Why Do e Neglect Scientific Literature,"
This I hurled, defiantly, at the ediior of a topical weekly which I patronised
because it was given to regular articles on astronomy and similar topics which
were treated fairly imaginatively--until they got on to the subject of rocket-
travel, then appearing in the news on the strength of Hermann Oberth's researches
and Max Valier's ill-fated experiments, The paper did not carry fiction, but it
catered for a fairly'well-educated younger element and I hoped for a sympathetic
ear,

The hope was vain, Science=fiction, I was reminded, was not new; the Amer-
icans had merely taken the cue from Wells, who had started it thirty years before,
that was more, their kind of stuff "would not be very attractive to English read-
ers as a whole, It was rather crude from the scientific and the literary point
of view.," Which, of course, it was, in too many cases; though Uncle Gernsback
would not have conceded the point on the science side, with his panel of twenty-
odd Associate Science Fditors "passing upon the scientific principles of all
stories" in Wonder. But note the general attitude, which I was to come up
against repeatedly: as if it had all been done before and there was no future in
s=f as far as this country was concerned,

Then, within a month, the cover of the February '3l Pearson's caught ny
eye, and Len Kippin's, It showed a monster caterpillar knocking over a London
bus, and introduced a three-part serial, "iinged Terror,' by G.R,Malloch, the
Scottish writer who died not long ago, 'Not since Mr H.G.Wells wrote 'The War of
the Worlds' for Pearson's Magazine has there been so thrilling a story," the
Editor declaimed. That was an exageration, I thought, when I'd read it; but the
first instalment set me off on another article in which I made the same plaintive
plea for more science=-fiction and commended the effort as a step in the right
direction, Though the MS, came back, 1ts message did not fall on deaf ears, s
quite agree with you," said this editor, more amenably, "that it is high time
our more imaginative authors turned their attention to scientific subjects . .
and I hope that this story of ours will be followed by others as interesting,"
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It was, almost immediately--but not in Pearson's, The cover of Chums for
the following liay was even more arresting, showing a rocket-vessel apparently on
its way to the moon, Closer investigation revealed that the issue contained two
stories which had appeared eighteen months before in an issue of 4ir Wonder St-

_cries: E& Earl Repp's "Beyond the Aurora," and "The Second Shell,™ by Jack Will-
iamson. Much intrigued, and feeling that things were on the move, I turned my
guns on the Editor, who confessed that the stories had been published with the
idea of: giving this sort of fiction a trial; and if I could put them in touch
with any writers who could offer them some more, they would be glad to pursue
the experiment,

Fair cnough==but where were our British authors who could substitute for
Messrs, willismson and Repp? I little realised that there was one, ab e S
Sheffield, who had becen contributing science-fiction to juvenile and adult pub-
lications since the days before World War I: George C, Wallis, whose later writ-
ings I was to use in Tales of ionder. Not until then, though, did I discover
that the author of "The Jorld at “ay", which I had read in Amazing's last issue
for 1928 (and which was actually serialised in the Daily Herald while I was still
at school), was an Enplish writer who had appearcd even earlier in Weird Tales.,

By 1231, however, it became evident that there were British writers who
had Hot been slow to recognise the opportunities presented by the dmericen s-f
market, once it had come to their notice. In the February issue of The iriter
apperred a piece by one Gray Usher asking, "7ill There be a Science-Story Boom?"
This was inspired by the Pearson's serial and posed the guestion--rather premat-

urely--which has been put so often of recent years, whether s-f would prove a
rival to detective stories, It went on to draw attention to the Amerlcan magazlnes

indicating their differing requirements, and recommending them particularly to

English freelances (unused to such courtesies, as a rule) because of the custom
of their editors to explain why rejected MSS, werc unsuitable; this apart from

the high rates paid for accepted material, :

To The jriter, then, went another of my propagandist articles, which was
promptlyfdggiined as such, but duly printed in e cgrrespondenqe columns, Here
I took issue with-Mr Usher, on patrigde ‘crounds;  for encouraging British writers
to send their science fiction abroad. "If there is to be a boom, ¥ says L, . let
ss have it in England." But the letter from the Editor of Chums gave me . something
on which to construct what became, in July, my first published article in a
periodical other than my own paper; and I was all the more proud because it
appeared, paradoxically, in a journal which proffered advice to tyro authors.
It was Editor Kennedy Williamson, that patient mentor of so many successful
writers, who accepted and tidied up my 11S.; and neither he nor I could hgve
imagined that twenty ycars later, when I has accumulated a fund of experience
in several different fields, I should follow in his footsteps as Director of
Hutchinson's correspondence school for would-be authors and journalists . . .

In ascessing British science-fiction prospects in 1931, I_also drew on
the experience of an author who had communicated with me, following my §arller
piéce in The Writer, applauding our Science Literary Circle and expressing a
wish +o visit us: his home was at Clapham Common, With his approval, I reported
in my article that although this tyell-known author" had published some 18aLIEE7
thrillers, he had never managed to persuade an editor to take any of the s-f he
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preferred to write, until recently. A full-blooded interplanetary adventure novel
of his had, in fact, just been issued by his regular publisher. It was "Vandals
of the Void," which also appeared in the current Wonder Quarterly, and was the
subject of my first attempt at book reviewing--in the T1ford Recorder. I still
have the autograph copy with which the author presented me. The insciption reads
simply: Miith all good wishes, Yours sincerely, J.M. Walsh,"

JimiWalsh, as he came to be known years later among his friends of the
London Circle, which he visited occasionally after moving to Weston-Super=Mare,
nas been dead now for two years. His 'sf output was never great, compared to the
long run of detective and spy-thrillers which supplied his bread and butter; but
his enthusiasm for science-fiction was a great incentive to me in the days of the
I1ford Circle, whici he visited twice before it closed dovm, in the summer e Doy
To our little group, seated. comfortably in our drawing-room chairs, his recital
of his early struggles as 2 part-time writer was as fascinating as hils yarns of
life in his native Australia, where he had been Sheep and cattleman, auctioneer
and newsagent before he settled down to authorship in 19253, And when we got down
to our subject, his views on the possibility of 1ife on other worlds were not
only interesting to listen to, but served as basis for a special Recorder write-
up on "The Case for the Martians, "

The first professional writer to pronounce his blessing on our efforts
for science-fiction was also the first to confirm my suspicions that the task of
converting British editors to our cause was going to be prodigious. In Sphte .of
the popularity of his other work, Walsh had not easily persuaded his publishers
to experiment with "andals of the Void," which had been turned. down by almost
every magazine in England, including those which had cheerfully serialised his
orthodox mystery stories. Iis nperror out of Space," which finally appeared 1n
Amazing under his Haverstock Hill pseudonym, met with the same cool reception
among British publishers, who, he assured me in his letters, were Very chary of
this sort of thing. "Even the papers that tell me they are on the Iook=out for
something original seem tO think it is too original. They admit the chances are
that there will presently be a boom in s-f, but they are all waiting for someone
else to take the lead; then they will follow! "

I was to find out the truth of all this for myself, in due course. It
would have been easier, perhaps, to have given up the struggle there and then;
but, for all his bitter experience, Walsh stubbornly adhered to his belief that
British s-f had a future, and continued to punctuate his thrillers with s=f stor-
ies which his acents tried in vain to sell anyone but Gernsback-- until the coin-
ing of Tales of Wonder and Newnes' Fantasy. At the same time, unbeknown to us,
other Fnglish writers were having much the same setbacks, or avoiding them by
sending their material straight to america., .itness the footnote to my letter
in Wonder Storles announcing our high intentions, which hailed "the English resp=-
to the s-f movement now sweepirg the world," thus: The Glamorous Dreamers:

"England, the birthplace of H.G,VELLS, is now acknowledging the meaning
and significance of s=f and we believe that this movement begun by Mr Gillings
will spread rapidly. e want to accord it our enthusiastic support. Of late
many splendid stories have been coming out of England, men like George B. Beattie
and Benson Herbert carrying on the Wells tradition, With an ever-enlarging reader
interest stimulated by the ILiterary Circle. . . and more and more Englishmen of

talept turning to science-fiction, we believe that 0ld England will closely follow
America in its devotion to this new e

From that day to this, I have never received any other indication that
-- turn to bottom of page 21.



il

& ST SO S e e

ByiiE move NG ENTCTL KRR

It was with the same sense of unreality that those (usuallfiﬁﬁggptunate)
Unlmovmn heroes must have felt on entering a 'shottle Bop' or similar half-world
establisnment that I discovered a 'Collector$ Shop' in the Victoria area of
Iondon a couple of years ago, 1 love this great, dirty, wonderinl cibs for a
number of reasons, not the least of which is its largeness, an¢ ¥¥ spare-time
collector like myself, ene who does his book=shop explorings in spurts and spasms
the excitement of finding a new back-street shop with a shelf or-fygq. of dusty
books more +than compensates for the usual discovery that they consist of Edwardian
girls-scheol prizes. Those soon-to-be suffragettes were awfully good at winning
prizes.

But here, on a main street throuch which I rarely travelled, was a genuine
Collectors' Shop, One encounters shops selling stamps, cigarette cards, and
sometimes foreisn coins in every other street, but a window which dispzlays two
ra-ged bundles of papyri sandwiched between a stacl of (inevitably) Edwardian-
beauty postcards (GENUINELY LD COLOURED) and some evotically painted Lead-
soldiers 1s worthy of a closer loolk, : ' ;

¥

I looked. I lnew matchbox labels were collected by an elite few, and was
not surprised to see =z few hundred dis:layed, but cheese labels struck me as being
a fresh field, and I confess the possibilities of' razor-blade-packet collecting had
never entered my mind., It's the used blades that I accurulate, But one outre
branch of esoteric hoarding was missing, and I turned away witii the mele choly
that, althourih the bool: collector will flourish as long as printed pages are
bound togetier, the s=f magazine collector is becoming as rare as the more ancient
of the items he hunts.

There are the collections of yester-year? I mcan the Realcollections.
There was a bime when en 's-f fan' was a serson with a carefully covered siirine
in one corner .of the house in which rc osed in eternal rest stack upon stack of
yellowing, odd-smellinc periodicals, the front cover( red sky and flaming rocket
ships=-=-none of your scantily clad heriones.) of one firmly umpressed into the
back cover ("Ficl out the hidden faces and win g2000") of the next.

I am guite aware that such people do stall exist. The occasional catalogues
of the magazine dealers bear witness to that, for only half-witted genuine coll-
ectors would pay 7/3 for a dog-eared, moth-eaten collection of naive, ill-const-
ructed and out-of-date atsempts at 'scientific romance' which cost about 1/3 a
SCOore Or more years ago. But the breed is dying out. Tiie war struck the
first, nearly mortal blow; how uany attics-full of pajer which might have found
its way into the hands of collectors found instead the maw of the pulping-vats
after a 'salvare drive' one shudders to taink., Some collections were blitzed;
there was a sad story in Futurian War Digest, the beloved Fido,of Weird Tales
covers fluttering over the ruins of a fan's house, Ken Bulmer still has the relics
of a similar disaster in the shape of several copies with scorched exteriors.
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Then came peace =- of a sort == and for a short time the collectors
flourished, I remember cycling around North East London in '47 and finding a
shop displaying, on a wire rack hanging outsice, about half-a-dozen '37 astound-
inis, And in the same district another mapazine shor had a score of pre=war
Tonder Stcries and the usual cry of Mie had the whole.lot i1n a couple of weeks
a70..... if only you had come in then. " e

But tlien came the undreamed-of development of s-f book publishing. Serials
drarged from hiding places 20 years deep were published. 4n author's earliest
story appeared simultaneousgly with a current, aature effort., 'Best story' coll-
ections flourished witih such vigour that the merc collectien of good yarns into
hard covers was nardly enougz, and the ‘connectins thcme' anthology was born and
still appears. Bl : ;

And the old magazinest

Many thouht that it wasn't wortn while "keeping a mag. for one story"

when it could be obtained between brand-new boards, And &lthoush printing didn't
alter the quality of a story, it looked better. lore,... mature, perhaps.
Collecting of magazines was Adifficult, any way,owing to the dirinuition of those
unknovn stock=pilés durinz the war, Hany stories werc altered, and occasionally
bettered, for book publication., 4da to this che expense of buying U3 books and
it's not really surprising that many exotically-coverecd magazines Were replaced
by fewer and not-quite=-so-exotically-covered boolzsz.

I've no statistics on. the number'of large 'zine collections that were
disposed of around '4% to 'di, but off-hand I can recall those of Messrs., lLindsay
Evans, Doughty, Parnell, Brown, Ploody Smith and half-a-dozen others, all well
lnown fans of the '40s. #ith the:inevitable flow back to the States, there can't
be many of the old~time collections that embrace pre~war items left. Then Ken
and I helped Ted Tubb to move. house the other week and ‘unpacked scores of pre-
war Astoundings and stacks of Quarterlics, it was alimost ‘like assistin; at a
sacred rite, and the '5>d' stamped in puryle inlk on the cover of a 1950 Astound=
ing becaime a nystic, forgotten symbol...

I think the 'completist' collector is now one with mytl: and legend, unless
some unknown millionaire is busily renting warenouses and filling themn. The
1ast 'completist? in the London area who was in contact with fan‘om sold out a
year ago, The'hAstounding only' collections a comparatively numerous, and,coming
up-to-date, Galaxy and Magazine of Fantasy and S-F will probably be hoarced for
sorme years until all of their stories are reprinted or the younger fans who are
keeping them can afford to buy a whole book at once. Short sets;..._ Tales of
Wonder, A, Merrit's Fantasy. ete., will probably be kept for a time, but gen=-
erally therec are Tew systematic collectors around, 'Want-list' is becoming a
term appertaining exclusively to book=collecting, and tuze encyclopaedic knowledge
required of a fan in even the 1ate '40s is becoming anachronistic. ("February
138 4ASF? That was the last part of 'Galactic Patrol', wasn't it? Cover showing
a racket ship swinging around the Sun...no, I'm wron;, that was the February

'37 ish, Feb! !'38 had the first astronomical cover, of éourse, etc etig, v

Should one move with the times in this case? Reason, and the thought of

those horrible stories, answers "Yes! Get rid of those bug-eyed-insect bearing
pages and buy new books! Less space === dleanier --= better in ‘every Way .......



I louk at them, The serried ranks of blue~and=white, black-andeyellow,
black-and-white spines. Astoundincs. Floppy orange spines and short pink ones,
Pre-war Wonders, Blue-and-white spines of wonderfully varying thiclmess and
height. A4mazings before the horror of Ziff-Davies., That one 1 spotted lying
under a pile of Jjunk in an Elephant and Castle shop. Those were hanging in an
incredibly dirty marine-store window down by the docks.... the whole street van=-
ished during the blitz., That one was in a pile incongruously placed on a Chipp-
endale table in a respectable antique shop., This......

I riffle through them. An antholo~y will never never reprint that story..
.. and yet there's something about it.....Of course, those illustrations weren't
reproduced in the book,... I remember how I first read that on a 'bus coming back
home, ..., &h! the letter section! The short-sighted=--="Spiders of Mars will be
inmortal!Y---the crudite-=---"The Einsteinian equations quoted by your author=-="
-===the humorous, the would=be-<humorous, the solemn,the voice=in-the-Enzlish-
wilderness wanting contacts, the atmosphere of dead times...but interesting times.
And of course, thecre's the rarity value. Iow many copies of amazing Stories
dnnual exist today? Who the hell cares? None of it would be printed in a magaz
ine of 1954, g

Schizophrenia, here I come, & collector is a collector 1s a collector.
and a story 1is a story. Eut a magazine is a medley, It's the good and the bad
together, and you choose what you read. dnd it's small slice of history. Not
only the history of the writers and the fellow who gives his opinions at the back
and of the development of the whole s=f field. There's a personal history attach
ed to every magazine on the shelves, How and when you obtained it and how you
felt when you read it. It's nice to have a series sold to you as one book; it's
nice not to have to wait ten years, as I once did, to read the second and conclud
ing part of a serial, It's nice to have the cream carefully skirmed for one,
It's entirely illogical to keep this magazine that reprints Verne and Wells, and
announces a terific forthcoming story by Edgar Rice Burroughs. It's unreasonable.
Unscientific,

Handle that carefully! Dust it and put it back!
Don't you know that's a collector's item?

0000000000000000000000000005000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000

BOOK REVIEW _ : Sttt =
4uthor: Edgar Wallace, Type: Science=fiction
Title: PLMNETOID 127, Published by: The Readers Library

Publishing Co, 1Ltd,
Date: None given; but I should guess at about 1925-20
Synopsis: Radio comimunication with the inhabitants of another world.
Reviewed by Dennis Tucker,

I find several things about this book of particular interest, not the
least of which is the actual discovery that Edgar Wallace wrote some science=-
fiction.
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Ihe Boklk . =pparently one of a very cheap series made possible according
to the foreword, by preparing for a sale of 'hundreds of thousand of copies' of
eaciy volutue, ' There are 252 pages of quite large, well-spaced print, but:the
story under review is contained in 147 of them, the remainder of the book -being
devoted to a ‘crock' story of the type for which this authot was so well=known,
~"The’ Sweizer Pump". (The particular series is, in fact, called 'The Crime t
Series') -Although a cheap edition, an editiorial note claimns it to be:the first
publication of the material: TR &

My fuess as to the daté of publication is based in part on the style and -
condition of my copy and for the rest on various slightly out-dated references
in the text, for ex: .€: 'motor-bicycle', -'electric hand-lamp', =-,... he could
afford the luxury of a car...' and also to a mention of eirht planets in the
solar system, plus an interesting remark about 'an undetected planet beyond the
orbit of Neptune', : - ' :

The story itself, which is quite slight, concerns a scientist, Colson, who
by mysterious means, becomes very rich., He dabbles in stocks and shares and
aprears to be able to obtain advance information on the markets, which he uses
to his own advantage anl, needless to say, to the detriment of the willian, one
Hildreth, a financier, who is out for his blood, : :

The actuel iero, if such he can be called, is a sort of grown=up school=-
boy, = around eighteen, I gather,- a pupil of Colson's, who rejoices in the name
of Tim Lensman, (! !) : g : |

Colscn reveals to Lensman that he has succeeded in establishing radio
contact with the inhabitants of another planet. This world occupies the same
orbit as the Barth but is 186,000,000 miles distant, 1.e. directly opposite to
us on the other side &% the sun, and forever invisible to us, (Can this be the
earliest use of the idea ?) Having overcome language difficulties, he makes
stagpiering fizcoveries: not only is "Neo geographically similar to Earth, but
the incidents of life run on parallel lines, Persons, wars, railways, aeroplanes
street cars, Stosk Exchanges and’soon, Persons, wars, disasters, were duplic-
ated on both werlds, (Colson was, in fact, speaking with a sort of alter-ego or
"twin soul" on Neo) However, the incidents were always duplicated two or three
days before or afier their occurence on the.other world, - IHence the two Closons
in due ccurse maxe each other rich by giving "advance" information on stocks and
sheares, and each thercby makes an eneny, The rrincipal difference between the
worlds=- ani. I don't cuite see the reason for this - is that Neo has a universal
tongue. W"Planetoid 127" of the title is the satellite of Neo, which was observ-
ed by Colson on photographs of a total eclipse of the sun as a speck close to
the corona, althcugh, as nentioned, the planet itself remained out of sifEht,

Colson, then, hears of the murder of his counterpart on Neo, and, in due
course is himself murdered by one of ilildreth's thugs, but not before he has
prepared a document giving the above information, for Lensman (who is to cont-
inue Colson’s worl.) Before he is killed, he carefully hides the papers (why?)
and leaves a clue to their hiding-place in the form of a crytogram, Hildreth
solves the crytogram first and steals the papers, makes a get-away in a car and
is chased by Lenzi~n on a motor-bike, The lad catches up and does a Wild-West! 1
leap into the car, =(I'd like to see it hapren!),- has a tussle with the villian
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recovers the;docgment, Jjumps out, runs away and falls into a quarry, The villian

cannot find him, drives off and comes to a sticky end in a smash.

L After this the story just peters out. Lensman has one final contact with
the assistant of the other-world Colson: ",.., they are breaking the machines,.,.
they are here...., good=bye!" - and various smashing noises and a scream.
Comnmunication withi Neo has ended.

The only love-interest in the story- true to the s-f tradition, in earlier
days, of little or nonel! - is contained in the last six lines, when a girl-friend
enquires whether Lensman really wants to know what will happen tomorrow or the
next day: ' "No, I don't think so., But I should like to know what will happen
in afewigeart s time, whem FYmialbistle: clder ‘and ‘you're a little older ?" cmeh-
"Perhaps we'll find a new world of our own," said Elsie " (End)

As far as I can tell, the science is fairly accurate., For example, mention
is made of the time-lag of 1,000 seconds before the transmission from one world
reached the other., (Disregarding Heaviside and other layers.) The difficulties
of establishing communications are touched upon: "We made a start with the card-
inal numbers" - and various other details concerning this aspect, - not simply
a bald statement that communication was established. These small points suggest
that a considerable amount of thought and ground=work went into this story by an
author to whom the medium must have been strange. I certainly class this book
as a very interesting find, if not exactly high-quality science-fiction,

In conclusion, may I ask the indulgence of the reader ifthis review is not
as concise as it might be. I believe a true book-reviewer is born, not self-
taught !

338 352 3l sfe oje ol aia e ol sk st sie sie oo she e ok e ok sk sde Se ok sie 26 sie sle ae sk sk ok ik sk ol sle sk s sl sk 3t e 3% o sle ol o sk otk 872 sie sde ol e sle sfe e e e st ok skesk Aok el

AN i v
S OMETHING & NOTHING
)»/y Metlo

If any Martian should pass my way, don't bother to call; just keep going,
I don't want to see you. 1In fact, I should hate the sight of you, Go and visit
Michael, who is used to weird visitors, weirder than thee.

Wwhat { You thought I was a fan ! Full of interplanetary bonhomie 9 more
at home with a bunch of aliens than I would be with human beings, supposing I knew
any others ? Go and shake tentacles elsewhere. You saan't sit in my armchair.
&nd kindly stop smoking that pipe; it smells like Iubla,

I'd have you know that I don't even like my own species, except in small
doses. -Some of the more normal ones I do tolerate up to a point, Jjust:to get.
along, providing that they don't offend my own rather rigid conventions of
behaviour-and appearance, but only after first counting their heads. liore than
one apiece and I show them the door. Eccentrics I cannot bear, as the mutant
said. It's a psychological thing,
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It' came on quite suddenly at the 1951 convention, as a result of list-
ening to Yma Sumac for two days and nights. Miss or rather lfrs Sumac is, )%
course remarkable in that she has a voice range of 4% octaves; she can sing
therefore, both very high and very low. she is also, in a fashion that matches
her exotic Inca name, quite beautiful. For me, however, the combined effect
of, voice and name -nd remembered beauty was too much, The human voice should
not :be able to sing sO high and so ‘low, L felt, and indeed was there not at
toth extremes a.certain quality in her voice .that could only be called unhupan
My skin prickled in response to a gestalt image of masked priests, sungods and
_ cruel=smiling idols. If only her name were not so evocative; if only she real-

ly were Amy Camus. A3 e '

Put Oge Ekralc would not have it so, ‘and how precisely right he was in
playing Yma Sumac records at an SF‘COnvgntidn ! When the first non-terrestrial
sings to us: (many of tnose present rust have thought) it will sound like that
and I-wonder how:many felt, like me, the first swoop;of panic as if they were
ohildren again whin. the candle ‘gutters'? .~ arl

And a year later: Nat King Cole.” Nat, that most effortless of popular
sincers, whose creamy, urbane voice never failed to give pleasure when I heard
it on the radio. . -4 real artist, never a note to jar on me. Much less than
4% octaves, of course, - b

The shock cane when my local cinema showed a short film in which he was
the star, and I realised that this mellifluous voice which I had so admired
care from a man who, to my eyes, is appallingly ugly. :

I'11 say no more. Others may find him Handsome. Or it may have been a
bad camera angle. But he gave me the creeps again. . :

v, So you see'how it is if I can't stand Yma Sumac's Voice, or Nat King
Cole's face, I can't be expected to take to pipe-smoking, Martians who knock at
the door thumbing & phrase=book and twiddling cameras and generally performing
actions that only humens:should do. ' .

Try next door, 7You might be welcome there. On the other hand, you might
not. My opinion is that you aliens should either be completely alien both in
acts and manners, or else be indistinguishable from human beings, like the
London Circle fans, Any other way, you're liable to end up on a gramnophone
record, ot Bl PP a .

= e e = 000000000= = ===
" ond this record is for Mr and lrs Glue from their son Richard; with love
to Mum, Dad, Aunty iilda, SHEI, . ..z 2

------ TRC " Family Pavourites" programme, July 195

—awme==000000000=====

4n acquiintance has ﬁecéﬁtly returned from a holiday on'the .Costa Brava
He went with a friend. “{ft.was their second visit. 4s near as can en e
following is g 'verbatim record of a conversation with him.
Q. "So you had a’good time. what did you do?"
A, "I visited the bullfight again,"
q. ".ind what &id.-you think of it?" ;
&, "Oh, it was wonderful; I was absolutely ] Ted s
Q. "In what way?" . .
4., "The atmosphere....the éxc}tément,"

iy
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Q. "Something like a boxing-match, perhaps 2"

A. "Not quite; it's'as if the boxers were also ballet dancers, The whole things
an art-form, "

Q. "Did you like it as much as last year 2"

A. "Oh, more so. I didn't have any sympathies for the bulls, 'Just no feelings a
about them at all, except for one that got stabbed in the lungs instead of the
the spine; Or is 1t the heart ? This one just stood there, with the blood
streaming out of its mouth, There must have been pallons.,.uyh 9

Q. "And what ' about your friend 2"

A, "He 1liked it more this time, Last year he would hardly speak to me all even-
ing after 'the fight, to show his disapproval,"

Q. "You think it has grown on him 2"

A, "Yes, And also this time he saw one of the toreadors gored, which made the

fight seem more even, It was all over in a second. I hardly noticed what was
happening, The bull charged him twice, According to the papers, he had a 12
inch gash on the thighs and prolapsis of the "testiculos", Have you got a
dictionary ? I rust look up "prolapsis".

(Does so and appears somewhat sobered as a result. Continues.)
"You know, they think a lot of the toreadors, According to popular belief,
they possess exceptional sexual vigour, No wonder the papers made a lot of it."

Note: The speaker is about 28 years old, unmarried, a graduate in science, and by
prof6351on an applied scientist,

If you wonder what the above has in common with science fiction, the answer
should be obvious, But no matter,

Among the much-travelled New Futurians, are there any who have seen a bulle-
Riighif 3755 £ 50, I would like to read their reactions to it, Hemingway's "Death in
the Afternoon", which the above speaker stated that he had read before going to
T STolloRE Should not be quoted. First-hand stuff only, please,

=we==0000000===-

One night not long ago, on one of those endless overnight train journeys
across Furope, when sleep won't come and the compartment feels like the sunside
of Mercury, I went out into the corridor for a smoke and some fresh air, It was
about & a.m., a=d the Milan Express was sweeping through Lorraine; I should think
somewhere near Metz, judging by the occasional glaw of steelworks and the volcanic
glare of converters against the skyline, .

I began to think of the craziest things, the way one does at such an hour,
«hen the better judgement is napping, such as how to get a cup of coffee, or what
vO0 do if we really should be rushing across the face of Mercury. Even about buck-
Jing down to write something for Michael, so you can guess that I was far gone,

On the caachwork was a trilingual notice about not leaning out of the
window: "Defense" ( it said very politely but firmly ) "de se penser au dehors,"
...... O gallant Gaul ! as if, not wishing to offend the reader, the official had
decided to take the impersonal approach, which is probably the best in France,
wnere folk are apt to take umbrage against rules and regulations, instead of ig-
noring them like the Italians, or looking for loopholes, like the English, Better
by far, he must have decided, not to be too blunt, or some disgruntled passenger
might hang him outside.

The German version wasn't so pernickety., "Nicht hinauslehnen" it snapped.
Say that smartly out loud, and see if the dmg doesn't cringe, There's no doubt
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about German being the language of command; one of the points overlooked by the
"Daily Express" Don'te-Arm-- Gremany campaign is that the Gremans are already
armed. Their language itself constitutes a built-in weapon. What to do about
that, Lord Beaverbrook ? Should the very dictionaries be censored, so as to
remove even the means of thinking about war, on the lines of George Orwell's
1984" 2

To my mind, the Italian version on the little notice said it best;
"E pericoloso sporgersi" it pointed out. If after reading that, anyone didn't.
agree or was prepared to risk the danger, well, O,K ! it's a free country. Every-
one's got rights. Let him stlck his fool neck out and see what happens. - Shrug
of the shoulders.

By now I had decided that it was qulte 1mp0551ble to get any coffee before
morning. Also that if this was Mercury, I was due for trouble with no visa, &s
for Michael, what on earth was there to write about ?

cemee0000000=c==-

tnce there was a time when I couldn't understand the covers. They didn't
fit in with the stories., Then someone pointed out that the whirligigs represented
atomic nuclei, all very symbolic, Presently the articles started giving me
trouble; all about some obscure chemical called thiotimoline, Couldn't under-
stand a word of it,

Things got better for a while, Sometimes there was a cover with a recogn-
isable scene from the leading story. &nd the thiotimoline article turned out to
have been a joke, which, since half the readers hadn't seen it, led to simpler
articles thereafter. Of course, I still didn't grasp the stories.

But the July 1954 issue is as bad as ever. What is one to make of a
cover which depicts a naked man sitting on a bath-mat and gazing at what is pres-
umably the bathroom wall, while in his hand is a little plucked boiling fowl,
trussed for the pot ? The wallpaper is very Contemporary, I shouldn't like it
in my bathroom,

The monthly article deals with transfinite mathematics and is at least
partly the editor's work., I found it interesting and not too abstruse, although
such mantras as "any set that is equivalent to a proper subset of itself is inf-
inite "—or "the class of real numbers is non-denumerable" did, at first sight,
send me scuttling to Bertrand Russell's"Mathematical Philosophy" for a refresher
course in that particular type of language,

But while it was intelligible, did the article mean anything ? My read-
ing was entirely uncritical, since I am not a mathematician, and what calculations
I do nowadays are strictly slide-rule stuff. %ho am I to say whether or not Camp
bell is talking through his het again. as he did with Dianetics 7 For 211 I know,
he is pulling all sorts of intellectual fast ones on me,

' Would any mathematician care to diffuse a little knowledge and tell me,
in plain terms, with no messing, whether the article makes sense ? Because if 1
wait for readers' opinions to be printed in the next issue I have a sinking
feeling that I shan't understand those either. I wish.l were clever,

====0000000====

JMR sayeth... I spent two of the mcst pleasant days 1 ever rember during September
when I wandered in and around London with Paul J. Searles, an American litteratcur
with fantasy interests and also interested in practically every cultural activity
there could be - a compleat gentleman in short,whose contacts with fandom include
publishing several issues of Olon Wiggins 301ence Fiction Fan circa 1935 and atten-
the U.S. Convention two years ago, A vist to the Globe was much enjoyed by both of us.
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THROUGH. ' THE EUTURES . .FENGE
2 i e J K.H, BRUNNER

Tire' tiblewofithis ‘secend: apficle Minithe series on the literary values of science
fiction is taken from a poem by Siegfried Sassoon called "In le, Past, PTesent
Future Veet", (In pasding, it is well worth looking up if you don't know it,
You'll find it in the Oxford Book of Enslish Verse). :

I chose it because the writer of science fiction has in some ways a much
more difficult task than the writer of ordinary fiction, A4 measure of all fict-
ion=- dramatic, literary, or film- is that it suspends disbelief, and to achieve
the suspension of disbelief in'a world or in people of whom we can by definition
have no knowledge is a task of no small order, It calls for a control and
discipline of the imagination which is dnparalleled anywhere in literature., ' It
also calls for either an innate knowledge or a very thorough study of those se-
recently formulated rules for the vriting of fiction which I mentioned in the
first article in this series (Topsy = New Futurian 2), 4nd it is because of the
success achieved by writers of this particularly testing genre that I consider
sf to have made a genuine contribution to the art and craft of writing,

It is by no means adeguate to make the comparison between the writer of sf
and the writer of fiction about New York or the Matto Grosso who lives in London
and has never been further from it than Brighton, for there are people for him
to ask and books of reference to consult. 4iside from the obvious authorities-
textbooks on astronomy or psychology or what have you = the author of sf has only
himself to guide, and he must, with that sole aid, bring tq life and -comprehens=
ibility something which- not only does not exist and never has ex1sted but which
does not even bear & resemblance. to reality,

Since. the Miracle Play, it is hard to find another example of the dramat-
isation of important truths so all-embracing as sf.,, The Miracle Plays showed in
a form that people could easily understand the mysteries which were the most
ecsential factor in lives lived on a flat surface between heaven above and hell
beneath. Today, we are not so concerned with the spiritual values as we once
were, In many ways, it is a pity, but it is an inescapable fact which we must
face, 'Those things which are our hope for salvation are gustthat - things. and
of ‘course, ideas, It is therefore enormously important that one can today turn
from Korzybsky to Van Vogt and find the ideas in action; read the tangled history
of the Renaissance and its associated era, end then pick up Lsimov's Foundation
series and find the forces at work laid out and ticking for one's inspection.

At the commencement of these articles I had not intended to touch heavily
on the social and educative forces of science fiction; but in studying the
subject I have come inevitably to the conclusion that one cannot divorce the
literary values of it from the functional task which it performs., Scicnce fict-
ion is a phenomenon unique in history, and very possibly it is a powerful one,
for the reason outlined above, Therefore the manner of achievement of this task
is incissolubly linked to any Jjudgement of its worth as literature. '

It carries out this function, then, It does it by means of an ekxtension,
or a broadening, of eacnh of the three main clements of any fiction. These are
background, event, and character, and of them background is the most essential,
for from it the other two must derive, In setting up a society of the imagin-
ation one has to break.down the, K fundamental prejudices of the reader caused by
his conditioning from babyhood into his way of life. Only then can one stage one's
plays, bring onoone's actors, and sell one's message, :

- All character must be conditioned by the background: one would not try to
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fit the characters of €oward's The Vortex into the earthy society of Zola's la
Terre, Event is important in 'fiction only in so far as it displays character or
derives from character, Background, therefore; and whether the background of a
science~fiction story is that of a ship between the stars or a culture of aliens
it is doing something which has never been properly mastered before, and that is
re-orienting the ways of thought of the reader into a pattern which may or may
not exist one day. This holds true even in the case of stories like the War of
tiie Worlds, or in that tradition, The Day of the Triffids and the Kraken Wakes,
for in that case, though the background is superficially that of today on this
earth, the reader is asked, " What if -2" o

To illustrate the contention that science fiction has acquired a new:-
technique in the mastery of background development, I have selected a story,
excellently written from a technical point of view, and not very long, which has
about as alien a setting as any which we can concieve = that of the interior of
a starship whose innabitants have forgotten that there ever was such a thing as
Outside. I refer, of course; to Heinlein's Universe., Most of the readers of .
this article will know it is an acknowl.jged masterpiece by an acknowledged.
leader of the field. : s

The situation becomes clear to the reader almost at once - and yet it is
not until some twenty pages have elapsed that the fact is stated in so many
words. This is provision of background by implication, a tool which mo :other
field of fiction has developed to such a keen pitch, and which was developed as
a matter of sheer necessity, just like any other such instrument -te convey ideas.
The opening scenes of the story - Hugh Hoyland's expedition to no-weight- reveal
immediately that there is a ship, and that it is spinning to produce pseudo-
gravity, Together with the hero, we follow the Lines from the Beginning, the
poetic legend of the ship, and because it contains truth-in-riddle, like the
Book of Genesis, we who are outside the story can see what must have occurred,
and yet can still believe that those who are inside should not.

Universe, though a brilliant story, belongs to an garlier age, By contrast
one of the most meticulously and cleverly written novels of the modern era:
Bester's The Demolished Man. Set in a society which has only a fraction of
history in common with ours, it yet provides a consistent and convincing frame=-
work from which the plot developes with the inexorability of an exercise. in
Aristotelian logic, ' The necessity of setting this”in motion has compelled the.
author to open in the style of an older téchnique with the exposition of a half-
dozen details: the invention of Nulgee, the emergence of the TP mutation, the
bookshop which hid the idea for the ‘murder, the weapon, and the business war
between Sacrament and the D'Courtney Cartel- set.up, however, in eight pages, ¢
casually, hurriedly, almost and dismissed with a 'wave of the hand and an injunct
ion to forget. And yet, though the author's air isithat. of refreshing one's
memory one embarks on the book with' a knowledge which covers what the ordinary
person of that society has as part of his background in the same way as we count
1066, lMagna Ciarta, the invention of flying and the atom bomb part of ours, In
adcdltion two tricks are employed: the odd Typography of the namcs Augustus T8,
@kins, Duffy Wygé; and the ingenious setting out of TP conversations - but these
are employed judiciously and obtain.the desired effect.

i PUREN e St Als- Phelt it ‘no longer seems as if we are watching a play within:
the small compass of a theatre, but events actually taking place on that great-
est stage of all - .the world. : 3

Background defines people. event displays them or is caused by them. With
skill in depiction of character, as in the last mentioned story, but in a few
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tales the.background is so wholly familiar to us that it needs no definition;
one would not,think of defining Tondon in a book published in England. In such
a case, ‘the characters are even more important than in the straight novel. One
story stands out abpve all others as the epitome of character-drawing in' sf,

Kris Neville's Bettyann (New Tales of Space and Time: Henry Holt & Co.,

New York, 1952) is a masterpiece because it is a contradiction in terms. @ It is
the intensely human story of someone who is not human at all, g

Some time ago, two visiting aliens = shape-changers, members of an - o0ld race
whose planet is forgotten, Wwho roam endlessly and emptily from world to world
seeking experience, and chiefly colours - were killed in a road crash, But with
them was their daughter = Bettyann,

She lived, despite the crash, sustaining only a paralysed arm,

This is the story of her growth among human beings = a story which might,
perhaps, have been told of any crippled orphan girl of unusual sensitivity, but
to which Neville's own extra=-ordinary imagination lends a thousand important
variants, He opens our eyes to the most ordinary things, to people, to sights
and sounds and smells and nappenings, which Bettyann too sees = but which she
understands, She is not human, and yet to be human is all she knows, and with
that added vigour which her alienness supplies she puts an uncommon richness into
this commonplace existence of ours., She sees and understands so much! And we,
who are human, know that 1t is good, and that we have the blessings of a youthful
race,

But she is found by her own kind, the aged, the weary wanderers, who, kind-
ly but not understanding, for they have forgotten that there is anything but what
they themselves do, show her , her nature and invite her to join them on their
endless voyages,

Yet she is human. And no human being could face the emptiness of. that
existence. e see, we feel the bitter contrast between the rich vitality of men
and the ancient tiredness of thc aliens; and when Bettyann chooses what she must
we know that she is right. k

This is Kris Neville's masterpiece to date, It is the kind.of story that
one might be satisfied to have written and then die. It possesses a fullness, a
sensitivity, a quality of humanity, which places it on a level with Sturgeon's
More than Human, Simak's Time and Again, C.L, Moore's No Woman Born, and Lawrence
O'Donnell's Vintage Season. It is a kind of nobility, one might say, which makes
one read and live with these of whom one reads,

Finally: event. There is little to be done that is new in the sphere of
event resulting from conflict of character in sf, unless the background is so

far-reachingly cifferent as to produce entirely new characters for our delectat’
ion. The Demolished Man achieved just that, and the recent tale by Heinlein

reprinted in Nebula No,2 - Ordeal in Space - was one of the very rare stories

which mapnage to use quite an ordinar¥ event to carry out a complete and convinc
ing developement of 4 character, But there is much which sf has done in the

Tield of action affecting character which does not fall under the small, pers-
onal heading of Ordeal in Space, .

This difference is achieved by utilising the very novelty of the forces
which such developments as space travel range against people who are otherwise
quite ordinary. We have all read innumerable storics which deal with the evolute
ion of heroes or cowards or neither, from the Red Badge of Courage via Death of
a Hero to the last poor imitation of the Green Hills of Earth in the last issue
of the worst magazine on the market. ihere something new has been done is in
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the careful plotting of the subtle variations on this theme made possible by the
newness of the event in all its ramifications, One of the very finest examples
of this is Chan Davis's Letter to Ellen, The narrator is a person,like you, or
me, a quiet and normal man whose work entails artificial produvction of life., He
has a friend, who stumbles across the fact that what they are making is in fact
men; and then discovers that he was made and not born, The knowledge kills him
- and the story ends, quite simply: "You see, Ellen, I wasn't born either., I
was made, I had to tell you that, didn't I, Ellen, before I asked you to marry?"

Most of these few good stories depend on a single event to bring about a
crashing change in a person's life, It is comuoner to find a short short using
this technique, but there have been novels - Earth 4bides, for example - where,
because the hero has no part in the event which so profoundly uproots him, one
may say that event has been used in this manner.

& sidelong glance is due here at what the French so sweetly call
'1'anticipation scientifique genre westcrn,' and we call space opera. Like any
fast action fiction, this depends less on character than on stock pieces, and
less on background than on colour and excitement; but there is an important dist-
inction to be drawn between the good space opera, of which George 0. Smith (The
Hellflower) and Jack Vance (Planet of the Damned, Son of the Tree) are probably
the leading exponents, and the ordinary tough or fast adventure story, no matter
how good. This is important because it sd heavily underlines the newness of s=-f:
it is that no matter how much the story may have been bodily lifted from Pecos
County, Mississippi, or from the dives of the Windy City or the depths of the
jungle, there has at least been an effort to follow in the steps of the masters
of the old days, like Rider Haggard, and to add something more than sheer super=
ficial excitement to the stew to make it palatable,

In the next article, I propose to take the three authors whom I believe to
have made the most important contribution from s-f to fiction in general, and try
and relate their work to their counterparts in other fields. I have selected
Bradbury, because he has achieved wide-spread critical acclaim; van Vogt, because
he is generally rcgarded as the aficionado's own writer of s-f; and Sturgeon,
because I happen to be convinced that he has never written a bad story, and is
more of a writer than hoth the others put together,

See you in Number 4,
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HAVING = FUN 7

Ej - Eljhﬁxyc K ‘Wikfavn49<nym,//

Perhaps it is not permissable to use such a title in a science=-fiction
magazine, particularly when the contributors appear to be so serious about the
literature with which they are concerned. But's it's quite true - I'm having
lots of fun, especially when I see the replies to my former effort,

Ané now I must gird up my loins and prepare for battle, I have been taken
to task so severely by my opponents, yet Mr C., I gather the impression that you
agree with me mcrs than you disagree, even though my poor effort was worded in
such a vague manner, (Michael having informed yvou that I was trailing my coat
will now I hope have caused a light to appear to those intellectuals who hadn't
previously noticed it. 2

Your dogmatic definite of s-f is very acceptable as far as you and I are
concerned; but, unfortunatelt, taere are authoritvies who are 'au fait' with thais

type of literature (and it is a type) who say that s-f does not stand apart from
; A
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fantasy and that it is not possible to dra. a hard and fast line between sff and
fantasy. The Arkham Sampler (Winter 1949) lists what are considered by writers,
editors and readers of s-f to be the basic titles of any s-f l.brary. when looking
at your definition, it is surprising to find there are so many titles which do not
and cannot be s-f in these lists, iho then am I to believe? Do I put my trust

in Mr C ? . It is this desire to take over everything possible in order to make a
bigger and better showing which may perhaps increage financial bepefiﬁs to those
concernéd, which makes me ask 'is it the attempt to be the gathéring in of a new
type of writing ' The gatheréng in ' being a harvest in more senses than one,

Having been a library assistant, you ought to have taken greater advantage
of the opportunities it offered. Perhaps you were too busy doing the general_
routine work to have realised that librarians do have to choose books for their
libraries as thiey have neither the money at their disposal, nor the space to
stock them all. It will be pertinent to'mention here that between January and
July of this year, 2610 new fiction titles were published, and of these, a large
percentage would (in my. estimation) have saved time and trouble_if they had not
been issyed. :Réally good books are rare, and here I agree with Mr Hopkins, feeling
that s-f in the mein,-is not up to the standards required by me.

The Atlantic Award was mentioned because it was offered to you and accepted
by you for your writing, and whether it’ was for writing s-f or not there should
have been sufficient proof in your collection to have wrranted the Award., You are
'leery' about librariang; do you mind if librarians are FcERy" . aboutAtilait e
Award winners ? B e i

Your comparison as to the length of time you have been writing and the
length of time John Wyndhan has been writing is beside*the’ point, Surely the book
must be judged on its merits , not on the assumption that in twenty years time
your writing will be better - leave that for Time to 4ell. Nor does your mock
modesty affect me., I think you have some talents which may be shown to better
advantage later, A4s for Martian lubla, I'm glad you agree with me, because in
your quotation from. Brave New World there was no word which was not in the
vocabulary of the average person, and I assume that ‘you’ are writing for the average
person, (Don't tell me now that there is no such animal as an 'average person' -
or perhaps Mr Hopkins will take me up on that. ) : e

It is difficult to give a brief summary of likes and cislikes for it is
qQuite feasible that a thing can be liked on account of certain associations; for
eample, I like P.G ijodehouse and Stephen Leacock because they were early ddvent< "
ures of my own and in certain moods they can still be engeyveabile; ' 'T 3ike @k St
opher Fry for the sheer delight in his ability to use words - a thing many authors
cannot do; I like s-f if it has sufficient literary quality to justify its being
read - David Karp's One being-a case in point; I like an author who is trying to
bring something worthwhile to your notice - as Croft does in his Spare the Rod
even though he doesn't quite get the thing over; I like the writer who just says
'Let's have a good time and enjoy ourselves' as with Kazantzaki's Zorba the Greek
and I like H.E Bates My Uncle Silas, I like Kenneth Tynan for his biting, studied
prose; Frank Sullivan for his mirror of the world today; but do you really wantme
to go on.? If youdo I could continue to fill The New Futurian without a great
deal of trouble with authors who can really write,

Even as a tipster I'm afraid you failed, for your final thrust dicn't
come anywhere near the target., I did read your dedicetion., My training as a
librarian has taught me to check dedication, foreword, introductian, glossary,
index, appendices, imprint, contentnotes lists of illustrations or diagrams, maps
and whatever else might be of any use besides the text of the work concerned, Al-
Ways supposing they were there to be used. Instead, -therefore, of using your
dedication as an excuse, I really think you should cry 'Peccavi'
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And now greetings to Mr Hopkinsl May I humbly suggest that you take great
care of your Ps and s 7 I have a fear that you are Petty and Pernickety; vuarr=-
elsome and Quibbling = et

' Your asswiption that the success of John iWyndham has gone to my head simply
infers that I continually accept the opinions of others and make them my own. Do
I-then accept your opinion that s-f is rubbish or do I follow the fans ? Please
Mr 4, do let me have my own poor thoughts; and in Jjustification, may I suggest
that I have seen too many 'Book of Some Month' blazoned before the public gaze
in the hope that some weak mutt will be induced to read, or, worse still, to
purchase it is'for John Wyndham, I consider he is a good writer who is writing

- much better prose than a number of his ceolleagues in the s-f world, Of course
he ‘is not writing'in the style of the clasgic authors,and I would not expect him

* £o do so, but he does have ‘the ability to write a story whére the action keeps
moving and the style is readable., Each word can be read and does meain something,

- (I'11 give ar example of the opposite when I come to Mr Jeeves,) o

St One thing which strikcs me very forcibly and which I fail to understand is

. ““when you state ané reitérate. 'Science:fiction is rubbish' Yet you say-Bradbury

" writes so well you are-inclined to say !Bradbury does not write science fiction, '
But Bradbury does, and’'in the light of: your comment it must: be. rubbish, You even
disagree with yourself, Then you make the statement !'some s-f is worse than
othéer s-f.' what a Stupid remark]! Is there worse rubbish than rubbish (apart
from this article?) ' Or do you grade your rubbish and then throw it away ¢

3 With 'regdard to your wuibbles about my 'unpolished standards.' etc, The

] arsbaielie Tt gave to Michacl was not an attempt at a literary-exercise and I am at
fault for miaking your hair rise .so upright. and firm. Hed. I known that the 1lit-
‘erary quality was the sssential I would have certainly 'polished up ' my phrasing
for you.” May I alsc.-say that 'calibre '‘can be defined as 'degree of excellence/

; impdrtance,"in which caseiny.phrase could quite easily read as 'stories of a
more interesting and imaginative ‘degree of excellence/importance! which can be
understood. - I fear your'skell' is a dud . o Jalise |

Y ind'now we-86mé to the discerning Mr Jeeves ! It seems that Mr C. has let

-, “you down, He's ‘on'my side .+ heiwants toidisown ‘lubla ' Not'that I blame him

* ““either for ‘even when ‘you say it softly ariloudly, havshly or sweetly, it still

~.doesn't re&lly-add up to “the fragant. weed ! however carefully it is blended.
: ok Atmosghére?cannbe.obtalne@ i better wAyS thap'this and better wéys than
this extract from.another s-f book whiech has recently been published '..,Young

Jilliams’léapedxto;the fuel switehes and threw thé mcrdel-lever which had been
fitted by the:alterritas. to regulate the flow of spartel,” This excerpt is taken
from P,§ilding (Spaceflignt-Venus) No wonder one reviewer rather succintly comment-
ed 'nmothing new in.Venus except names,' Pe “an. see. o ch whi
blind the Eeader to mo?épgricgousargiultE?rhaps Ny seeftoo b A

b ®eS, To Michael = Den't you think it would be a good idea 1f'ihstead of
having a who's #ho 1n Fandom .1t would be. more useful to compile a dictionary of
words, anc. phrases to epeble the groping layman like myself to Kiiow what the auth-
or 1s writing about when;he is compelled %o read a s-f loroelier | :
iﬂE CLAMDROUS.DREAMERS (conflnued frpm”Page 7.) George B, Beattie.was an English
writer, except for the allusions in the few stories he contributed to Wonder, which
sugegest that he kaew this country pretty'well. But Benson Herbest had just m;de his
debut with "The World Without" (Feb, 81) and John Beynon Harris was- not’ far behind,
His name and address had actually been printed in the Sep. 30 Wonder: he had won a'
#100 prize slogan contest run by 4iir Wonder Etories which had merged with Science
Wonder, so that his "Future Flying Fiction“_tagwagg never used. But I missed it and
five years Passed before I made contact withﬂHarriéz'Herbert, Pragﬁell & Cockroft
by the :simple mgthod of requesting their addresses from Gernsback in the e o

hat

. ¥

the  Science Fiction ILeague. === (To be continued)
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KEN BUILMER :: ...drop you a line to tell you how much I enjoyed and was thrilled
Rokd JENERAE R by Fido, Oh, sure, I'm still calling her Fido. Can't help it, Ties
and associations too strong, you know, Call your new zine the New Futurian, all
you like, and incidentally, I was tickled to notice how rapidly and effectively
it acquired the nickname NuFu, which I've always said was the hallmark of a zine,
and which is so sadly lacking today. They all call the current crop by their
real nemes! That goes to show that fandom has changed an awful lot since you
Tast stuck your respected neck out and had a look into the publishing world., I
don't know if you've found any difference in the climate, probably not as much as
others might, in view of the wonderful fact that you've unearthed so many of the
0ld names and they still carry with them the aura of the earlier days, Even I3
young as I am in fandom compared with you, you venerable o0ld methusalah, -am con-
sidered a relic today. Shades of Fido, Star Parade, Tin Tacks, The Gentlest 4rt,
Sands of Time et al! Perhaps you have noticed what a lot of funfanning goes on
and how deep into disrepute has fallen the type of fanning which we knew; called
serious and comstructive, sercon, sericon, secon, or s & c, That is even a dirty
word, as you know, Shades of our idols of the past. Enough. You've begun the
republication of Fido, let us rejoice. Let us look into the future. Leave the
0ld shadowy days of six and ten page zines in the past and face up strongly to
the modern 40 pagers. And just this minute, Pamela walks over, sees What 1'm doing
says 'You're fanning, you lazy dog.' I ask you, Michael, is it fair? 40 pagers
did I say? some of the current crop are running regularly to 60, and Christmas
Issues are quite normal at 100 plus, At least, that is what is being planned for
the Christmas i, Have you any information as to just when Fantast and Satellite
and Gargoyle are resuming publication? ((Doug the Web says Fantast will not

come from him - shame! There is a modern fanmag hight Satellite but it only has
its title in common with its predecessor, Gargoyle is now called British Radio

& Television and I am given to understand, is more serious in tone)). ... The
whole issue reeks of JMR; the way you infuse your personality into a zine is
simply amazing, Is it the way you present it, as though you had thoroughly
enjoyed getting it all out? Is it the reproduction which is shocking enough

((1 just revel in compliments)). Is it the wobbly heading lettering? Which,
incidentally, looks just the same as the Fido stuff - could it be be the same
shaky hand, I wonder ((definitely more shaky now, with old age and insobriety))
Is it the astounding way in Wwhich you inevitable put out an issue with page

L= =~ =

sizes _so different that it looks dog-eared when brand new? o 10 o R e
JULIAN P4BRR :: ... John Christophers counter-attack was very well-written and a
R pleasure to read. I've guessed since reading it, that.it is none

other than our old friend CSY, which solves one little problem I had as to his
fate. anyway beth his and Eric Hopkins rebukes are well-done, and the latter was
especially provoking in that it revealed my own lack of experience and background
On the other hand, it was also a much better answer than Thompson's essay
deserved: Eric C paid him the compliment of taking him too seriously .. Eric C
himself is open to criticism for his platitude "science fiction is rubbish." =

as also for this statement "These errors of 'Triffids' & 'Kraken' are not to be
found in the competent non-s,f. novel," This general description "S. F." is of



little ‘value nowadays, I feel: to make such statements as these would be ridizu-
lotis: ““These errors ,., are not to be found in the competent non-love=story" or
"Love stories are rubbish."  While Eric C's lesson in English is vastly entertain-
ing and worth noting by many contributors, his general prejudice against SEit.
(which ‘gives me thé idea that he is voicing it in an effort to ward off long-stan-
ding attacks on his'own interest in s.f.) is questionable.

Z“iThewhite Elephant of Palomar-is certainly well-done, but somehow doesn't
belong, Above all, alistair MéLean does not help at all im'dispelling doubts as
‘to-the uséfulness of this mighty and expensive object; his reasons for its con-
stritction; "new tfchniques, laboratory methods and the mathmatical work of Einst-
ein" - six million dollars to start'with-- but how much did it finally cost = .and
how much the upkeep - ? The 48" telescope maps,. and the 200" 'scope.pinpoints. &
analyses anything of interest, ";nd who can say when some really exeiting discov-
ery may be made3" Such as the fact that the money could have been better spent. .
on something else? ..... : : it

"Popsy" brought to mind an article I read recently in a German newspaper,
which attempted to show how detective.novel writers "mirrored their. age." ((this
seems to your editor to be so interesting that it worth printing here despite not
being an; actual letter and possible infringement of_copyright)) g
...In these detective stories /Dashiell Hammett etc/ we find not only genuine
tension and literary stimulusg, but we can also discern the changing social and

spiritual situation of mankind, - For where does one see this more elearly than in
the extreme position of the criminal? .The r8le of the criminal in society, the

relationship between criminal and society (to be seen in the relationship between
the criminal and the detective) gitve more evidence about a period than socialog-
ical theses, which have mostly only aesthetic (and thus non-commital) character,..
*The &nglo=-Saxon dete¢tive story is really the only one = Simenon is the exception
which proves the rule that on the Continent are no masters of 'this class of lit-
erature, This is possibly due to the lack in Europe of the social consciousness
developed in the individual citizen of England and America. This social conscious=
ness is the precondition for the detective story. The criminal must come to terms
with a concrete society = never with an anonymous and abstract State. The State
Criminal is, an invention of the totalitarian era - totalitarian States have there-
fore no detective stories. : "

Sherlock llolmes and Co. use logical induction or deduction to track down
the eriminal, Such a method has - as John Paterson recently showed in the 'Sat=
urday Review of Literature' - a "closed world picture" as a pre-condition, The-
detective of the old school is related to the transcendental philosophers; their
world is a closed whole, a continuum in chess-board pattern, in which the results
are attained through calculation; the criminal is built into a system of logical
determinants and must finally enter the detective's spiders web of logic.

But Dashiel Mammett's world is one of discaontinuity, of pure chance. The
cruelty of Chance rules, Both criminal and detective reawise s ‘Tlherefore
Sam Spade is no representative of the law, but a hunter in the human Jungille = Sin
contrast to earlier detectives, Sam comes from the bottom. He knows only the dark
side of life. He is always in touch with the criminal, in fact is only a few steps
from him, 1In the Mialtese Falcon" he has an affair with the murderess - but hands
her. over to the police because he is afraid of her, His motives are of simple
survival, No ideas, no speculation; in the American thirties the laws @ 8)ol2
jungle are valid, s

In the 'Flaming Decade,! the 'Roaring Twenties,' the dandy Philo Vance
saw, in that democracy of the newly-rich, only mob-rule, Fhilo Vance, an American
individualist of Nietzschean tradition, resented the intervention of the State in
legal quarrels, He respected the murderer more than he did the State, and gave
him the first chance - if only that of withdrawing from the matter by means of a
revolver laid elegantly beside him,
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: After the social jungle of the thirties, however, when Roosevelt's New
Deal had begun to show ;its fruits, a new detective type arrives: Raymond Chand=
ler's Philip Iarlowe wha is admittedly an immoralist, but one with a soft core,
Hé is sentimental, loguacious, and even shows, in contract to Sam Spade, something
which resembles pify. As he knows: the situation of the detective and criminal,,
both are merely action and reaction in a universe of suffering, G =i

 The Second World War:brought the real change. The age of the isolated
individual is at an.end: ‘The criminal is revealed as the "lonely men," - a sick,
lonely man, -The criminalist has-becone & criminologist and finally a psychiatrist.
Thus in Helen McCloy'$& novels Dr (!) Basil Willmy.solves his cases with the aid of

Freud's psychoanalysis rather than finger-prints.,. in the place of logical deduc-
tion = psycho-analytical'ass00iatidn. ' : i

But with this development the criminal ceases to be a criminal, He becomes
a clinical case, In place of ;the prison (at least in a Utopian sense) = there is -
the hospital. The vision of a George Orwell or Aldous Huxley arise, but what is
grey: and black in their pictures appears now light/blue and pink, e

The detective story is in dissolution, Partly because crime is no longer
taken seriously, but partly also because the whole world seems a nest of criminals.
The whole world is understood - for in§tance'by}Graham Greene - in a theological
sense to be anarchistic and lasiless. ‘There'is in all of us something of Pinky of
Brighton Rock, :The appropriate.consequeﬁcefisg'With'many heroes, not murder but
suicide, The only détective is God himself, : r

With this a problem becomes acute which was not éven seen in the twentigs
and thirties - the problem of free 'will,  The criminal, against whom Philo Vance,
Sam Spade and Philip Marlowe fought, could just as well become a detective in the
next instance.. .And vice versa, The detective no longer embodies the world spirit,
as he did in the . 19th end early 20th centuries, -He is linked with the criminals,
he is their antithesijs. Just as, for instance, '1in Jean Paul Sartre's "The Devil
and the Loving God": the knight Goetz changes from Monster to Philanthropist -
for good and evil are relagtive, @ - =F Pk : ' %

' But, then, when there is no longer any belief in good as the spirit of order
in the world;  when we are finally: tired of the senseless dialectic of good and
evil because it has gone. on ad absurdum, as Sartre has shown, what is then left
for the detective story? B egu “hosnlio” ; : _

The ‘obvious end of the.detective story indicates'that spiritually and
socially we have stepped into a new landscape. The ‘dimensions of this new land-
scape stamd out ‘in. clear relief:dn quitea different kind of literature which,
like the recent styles of .detective stovy, is of American origin, " This new liter=
ature leads into the world :of technical utopias = into séience fiction, where the
problem of free will now sbhands again to debate, This type of liferature, too,
needs examining in its background - it would show that iniit, too, is hidden a
new philosophy and theology..." _ s

: ‘Phew!!! That was quite an exercise iin translation for me.
BILL TEMPLE. :: 1If its old-fashioned for a Panmag to provide food for thought &
Ak AR something to get your teeth into, then Puturian is old-fashioned
- and I 1like it that way.... John Christopher trampled the Senior Librarian so
thoroughly into the mud that there really wasn't any need for Ericopkins to come
charging in to do his wardance on the remains, ((but Eric didn't know JC had re-
scted yhen he wrote hip, ftrighing Jefter o RuT R000) e BoRatruedin SR
Triffids while calling Silver Locusts a novel, which it isn't at all (just a
collection of short stories linked artfully). Ye calls Tucker's soldier "thor-
oughly human" - &lso "shrewd, opportunist, mercilegs,_calculating,;amdraldand
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unsympathietic," The latter aren't popularly known as human qualities, but perﬁabs
Eric employs a language of his own,- I think he must - he says Wyndham's novels
"suffer from idealism", vould that a few more contemporﬁry novels suffered' from
~the same defect, G )

', He says we don't much care whether Tucker's' ero lives or dies,- “True, And
what's the point of following the adventures of a hero if we don't cére a damn
what happens to him? j

Style is a matter of taste, of course, Bradbury's is more than a mite too
hysterical.for mine, Its novelty intrigues at first, but repeated doses begin to
pall, then irritate., Wyndham's matter-of-fact approach at least helps to pérsuade
the reader ‘femporarlly, that the described events = ard some of the peopre = are
real,

Re:valt Wwillis's qliery about Maurice Hanson., I'm sendirg Maurice this copy
of Futurian, . It may stir him to write to you ((not as yet)),_but I doubt .it. His
wheel too, has turned full-cirle; and he's vegetating quietly in Leicester; reading
George Elllot, gardening, house-decoreting, listening to music, subscribing to the
New Yorker, grinning at Wodehouse ant Frank Sulllvan writing to no s-f people
‘except myself (and then only twice a vear), and working deily in the science lab.,
of the local university among gen=u=-ine solentlgts W10 al:o garuen house=cecorate,
ete, ji.and .don't read science fiction,

DALE R, SMITH (Minneapolis, USA,)

i B RN S & OALTerEE 2 1E Nould like to ask Fric C, Hopkins which repvorts he hus
be n reading concernlng Chicago, It is evidert - that he hasz never been there, 1
have never, at any time, in any section of Live " 1. S,, including Chicago, found. it
"safer to shoot by sl ﬁnd esk questions afterwa“ds,“ And I would-surpest to Tr
Hopkins that if he is ‘ever likely to-visit us that he leaves 21l his guns at home,
Even the Indians in Minnesota have been subduee by the Hh:le lan to such an extent
that they are completely harmless, H ik

Second, I would like to .tule this‘onporLuni g7 e eohle D adl concerned B ayy
I am preparing to file a conplalnu with the apr“opr1a+e departrment of the United

Nations concerning one; ‘D, R, Smiii Tnls gerisl @mai Wt witem i hove chresponded,
off and on, for about: ‘beears, pereishs iA using 1n1+i¢7u instes? of his full name,

) MaS L

I have often been accused: offautHorinyg L¥es matirisl ty D, D, Inith - and 1 mist

admit that it often pains me.to refuse such credits., I succestto Mr Snith thet if

he doesn't expand the D, I may‘conttact Tale an? then he wiil be -sorry.

AVIDH, KELIER (Stroudsbumg, B, , USEL )

sesfens ki kdsadkk  This morning HMe mail Hen bBreught to r lviry Tuver a fanzine from

England, No, 2 of the New Futurfan, which, after hocbily glancing over, I started

to read the article by Walter II. ‘Gillings in nhic“ HESECHE e he.;ormatiqn ©)fie)

Science Literary Circle-in Ilfore, Fhzlangd, °ONCE de)atialy 11 THo)e LY i ERE HSE0E.

review of my tale, The Yeast Men ' appeare? in’'the Iiford De
I at Once conmsulted my card index ani Zounl in Do¥ I o my Keller collect-

ion a copy of Amazing Stories, fipril Lo To my surprize’ it contained the rev1ew
of the Yeast len with a carbon of my letter of tnan ;s dated June 14 tn, 1939,
All this presented some interesting ! e gniEt: “Seven srepirtthad lanse&

Between the printing -of the story and.iits review Ty:w“ Grllrncsa vhen and how

did he first discover the story9 Then 1 found thet he was qr.'_" eighteen years
old when he wrote the review aind therefore only: eWevea when 1¢'was printed,

For some Treason this story pleased the mcabers of the Litcrary Circle and
it seéms that Mr Gillings remerbered it kinlly for in my Box I, I found Tales of
Wonder No,7 with aireprint of the story. The edifter ofthe magaesine was none other
than Mr Gillings; but I co nct-know frem who he cHtained permission tp'print the
tale or just how I obtained a copy of this number of the magazine,
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‘/f/’ I have never been able to understand just what there was in The Yeast Men
which aroused such' favorable reaction from the English Science Fiction Fans, 1
also wondered why The Revolt of the Pedestrians which preceded it and The worm
which followed it were not commented on or reprinted. Perhaps lir Gillings can
explain, I feel certain that the story aroused far more interest in England than
in America. ' _ |

As I continued reading his article I discovered another fact which was
both interesting and understandable, . At that time he was interested in a young
lady who later became his wife, He wanted her to become interested in Science-
fiction and persuaded her to read my story, & Psychological Experiment, in Amazing
Stories, June 1928, I found this story ané‘ﬁﬁﬁé“ﬁgalﬁ Io0Ked at Faul's.picture
of babies in large glass bottles, I cannot tell whether the picture <r the story
pleased the lady most but the combination evidently started her reading s-f,

It was four years later in 1932 that Huxley wrote Brave New World, in
which he used much of the science I developed in The Psychological Experiment.

I have often wondered whether he read my tale before he wrote his novel,

All this happened Far 4away and Long figo, Gillings is now past 45 and I .
am a ripe 74, The years have certainly passed, I have often wondered just what has
happened to him and his wife and whehher they have produced babies in glass bott-
les or otherwise, Also whether they have read my novel The Homunculus; if they
have not they should and I will be glad to send them a copy on request.

It is pleasing to me to learn that I contributed in a small way to the
development of science fiction in England. Perhaps Gillings or some member of the
Ilford Literary Circle can tell me whether they read and appreciated my Revolt of
the Pedestrians and, if so, what their reaction to it was. In 4merica it started
a new type of Science Fiction story in which human interest became more important
than the gadget. But all this happened Long Ago and now space opera has assumed
greater importance, it being felt that a trip to some distant star is far more
interesting than a story of the little people who live next door,

JAN JANSEN (antwerp)

sk saoksdkx T have some comments on Eric Bentcliffe's piece. I don't know the
Italian magazines,but I do get the French regularly.Fiction and Galaxie are both
defiritely monthly magazines,Fiction reaches the newstands about the third of the
month, beaten by Galaxie which is usually a few days ahead,Both have issued issue
10 this month.I think I may object to Eric's note:that continental sf does not
differ greatly from the dmericam, Though the rupture advert is still carried,this
and one on plants to diminish weight,occupy exactly one quarter of a page,the two
together,All the other adverts concern only various sf editions in book form,or
an occasional literary magazine,For Galaxie the same applies in the question;of
choice of adverts,Total ads come to five pages, including cover ads,which is
certainly less than any US mag excepting the MOFSF,Galaxie has only once or twice
given an original story, otherwise containing only translations from the dmerican
edition,Whilst in Fiction's case, every issue contains two,sometimes theee, quite
original French science fiction tales,

GRAHAM B. SIONE (Sydney,australia)  ((a delayed letter after receipt of NF 1))
spiokkx % skikxk 0 Joy! for The New Futurian, Iike a pearl among so muoh oyster
guts to the dreary parade of lousey imitations of real fanmags I've suffered these
many years. Not the only good one, of course. But unusual enough from Britain
today to deserve comment and appreciation, Carry on with the good work

Gillings says: They were, on the whole, more serious days." MY GOD, how
much this is an understatement! The fall from prewar fandom to the teenage act-
ivities af today's cultists and imitators is no less than horrible for us who
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knew those days for being commonplace, What to do about it? I have long held the
opinion that we could do much by just running our own activities to suit ourselves,
and to hell with the little morons. Why be engulfed by the rising tide of Jjuven-
ility?  Is 4t-any more sensible to mix with bums just because they proclaim them=-
selves stf fans, than it is to read émazing or Vargo Statten because they belong
vaguely to the tradition of science fiction? A& rheterical question, to:whiech I .
for one answer No, It is no good bothering with-people who call themselves the
"Gnomes, Elves and Little Men's Chowder, Marching and Science Fiction whatever it
is"‘and with characters who happen to be interested in stf as well as Dianetics
or unidentified flying objects == and who publish baedly produced, illiterate
derivatives of what we started énd call themselves fan editors, It is of some use
if we devote our efforts to trying to pick up where we left off -- or perhaps in
somé directions, start off afresh’'s- and to make something out of our interest in
axd ‘study of-stf,~u? el b :

e ‘That is roughly my attitude ta fandom. I have noted ‘quite a fair amount
of work in the direction of real fandom - S. F. Advertiser for example - from the
USA. .« From Britain-I have had little to encourage me, though I admit that my com-
neetions have been pretty thin for some years.

y Gillings: ",.pérhaps we were all a little too serious with ourselves."

Like hell! See point of view stated above. Besides, if we.dad tend to such im=
balance, there were plenty of ruthless contemporary debunkers to help us snap out
of it. 41l of modern fans' levity, which I prefer to think of as hysterical : /
gaiety, escapist reaction to personal inadequacy, does not produce anything com-
parable to the state of mind and infJuence of Yerke, Tucker and the general atmos-
phere of VOM. Wwhatever classic-period fans were as a group, they weren't escapists
typically, nor were they seconé-raters, ne

(J0HN) CHRISIOFTER SAMUZL YOUD -_ ,

Lo sesoedorioors folooks sk T enjoyed most of the latest copy of the New

_* Futurian, but there is only one thing that rouses me to the point of comment, and
“that is the contribution of ‘my old pal, Hoppo. B

o Fric suffers from a portentousness of style. The things he says, consider=
" ing the way he says them; had better be good. when they aren't, they are -- in
the words of the 0ld adage == horri2, I am very sorry that in pointing out to
Eric'the error of his ways it s-ould become necessary to criticize a fellow writer,
even a fellow science fiction writer. (Because, whatever Eric says, L regard
Bradbury as precisely that), : :

One of the few thinzs Mr, Thomnson and I appzar to agree on is the linking
of Bradbury and wyndham, They are utterly dissimilar writers, but they don't look
out of place on the same evaluatory peg. That is. Bradbury is a lot worse, and
Wyndham a lot better than Eric believes,

I think I know why Iric believes it. Eric’s own bent is in the direction
of philosophy (providing the modern di ~*-"in 3 of lanuage analysis can be called
philosophy), and his besetting sin is a preoczupatiocn with silgniifilicancel LSS
significance that he Tinds in Bradbury and, having no firm literary (as opposed
to philosophical) stardards to judge by, he shoves Bradbury to the top of the tree.
wyndham, perforce, must come down, P

The troublé is that, looking at it from where I stand, I can see that the
success of Bradbury has gone to Eric Hopkins® head. Bradbury is notable for one
simgle thing: ‘he imported into the field of science=fiction the entire apparatus
of the modern American liberaiist short story writer. I have sometimes felt that

he might have done this with malice aforéthought, but it is more probable that it
happened accidentally, ' e




Jup: Bt
~ You sce, none of the earller writers could have been expected to do this.
The earller science-fiction writers were not, in the main, fans, and they were not

155 ST The néarest thlng to the Bradbury irruption that happened before was a
young writer cglled Frank K, Kelly -- and I should still like to know what became
of him becauge he too had talent: derivative as Bradbury's is, but talent, It was
destined by whatever fates control the byways of writing that science fiction and
'llterature‘ should enjoy a brief honeymoon, ' The essential catalyst was bound to"

be a young llterary writer for whom the science fiction field was a natural mode
of entry. Bradbury filled the conditions and so Bradbury swept on to a double
success, He conquered the seience fiction field by using techniques pioneered by
the highbrows outside, and he then conquered the highbrows by showing them their
favourite techniques operatlng in a new medium,

John Wyndham is simply a straightforward story teller., It is his weakness,
perhaps, that he will not try to be anything else, but story-telling is an art
only under-rated by people as obtuse to the pr1n01ples of fiction as Erie, Of
course the flaws cited exist in "Triffids"., The success of the book, is that he
overcomes those flaws and -- for most readers =~ carries the line of interest
forward, Bradbury has wisely not tried to do a full-length novel (I gather that

"Fahrenheit 451" is simply an extended conte: I haven't read i) .o Bhesfact ds
that Bradbury has got about as much narrative sense as Chekhov == and that's no
compliment, I cannot understand what Eric i1s thinking of when he describes "The

Silver Locusts" as the only contemporary science fiction novel wortl reading, He
knows very-well it isn't a novel, but a collection of short stories from Thrilling
wWonder Stories loosely strung together And one can think of a number of contem-
porary science fiction novels worth reading on a far higher level than Bradbury
will ever achieve, PLAYER PIANO, EARTH ABIDES and GRAVY PLANET, to be going on
with,

I have no objection to Eric telling people that science fiction is rubbish,
but he must put Bradbury out with the rest, I say this although I have much more
sympathy with Bradbury's ethos than with that of the Van Vogts and the others. He
is a better writer than V.V,, too, But he is not the best science fiction writer
(whoever that mythical monster may be) and, the faults of each weighed fairly, he
makes a nice package with John W Concepts my dear Eric, wobble when any other
decision is reached. '

Eric gives the game away when he talks about sampling the year's novels
'needless to say ... not at random'., Eric can give himself whatever holiday tasks
he thinks necessary to equip him with a cultured outlook, but my heart goes out
to him in.this sampling of novels, most ©f which == bltter experience has taught
him == are not werth reading. Whisper it not in Cambridge, but novels are meant
to entertain, He reminds me of an athelst frequentlng churches, most of which are
not worth visiting.

And now I will return to the Minor Works of Jane austen, :
ARTHUR HILIMAN “,.. May I‘put in a plea for more modern s-f book news? I do not
dokadk kukaxxdk  think that long elaborations of corny and hoary novels written in
1894, 1904, etc, interest most devotees today, Such epics may have had-their
worth in the era when a s=f book of any sort was an event, but today the flood of
publications elbows, in my opinion, those anciant tomes. out of: the limelighty I
should prefer to see more space glven to publications just out, ‘as this would en-
able intending purchasers to make a more appreciative selectlon 4lso a column
of the latest book news is somethlng urgently needed by rabid s=f blbllophlles.
Hope you can do something on those lines,

((Situations Vacant -- one reviewer of modern, and available, s-f novels !!! ))
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I missed the play "Uranium 235" when it was produced by Theatre Workshop
in various parts of Britain a few years agn, and only by chance did I find out a
few weeks ago, that it had been published in bock form,

The play is described as being "a-documentary play in 11 episodes" and
the published version contains an introduction by the Scottish Nationalist poet
Hugh MacDiarmid, who refers to the play as 'dealing with the problems raised by

the recent discovery of methods of utilising atomic energy and tracing the fistory
of thought into the fundamental nature of things from Democritus to the present,
held together by dramatization of contemporary events relevant to the theme',

The work is reminiscent of some nf the theatrical experimemts of the late
1930's and is therefore very different from.any ordinary play - little or no
scenery seems tn have been used and the charactiers include a Greek chorus, a man
from the audience, Paracelsus, John Dalton, Mendeleef, Einstein, llax Planck,

Death and an Alpha-particle, Energy, various protons and neutrons (including a
hard-Loiled neutron called Lola the Smasher) and quite a selection of others.

After the first scene, which is a sort of prologue, the man from the
audience jumps 2500 years backwards in time and then scene B sCeke, brved s GEDrEs
ward to the present era. The story @s presented sometimes in prrse and sometimes
in verse, sometimes in song and sometimes in dance, and even sometimes in mime;
sometimes realistically ‘and sfmetimes symbolically; but in spite of this multiple
style the theme is not a complex one and the play is never difficult to fellow,

The story tells how science has struggled forward, hindered by intoler=
ance, public indifference and war to the crnquest of the atom and how its disco-
veries have been perverted into the paths of war. Finally we are returned to the
préseng day and the audience (or reader) are asked by one of the characters
(E = iC?) which road it is to follow -- that of the sinister Puppet Master and his
servant Death, symbolising destruction, or that of the scientikts and construction,

The play is not without several glaring faults, the prctagonists are rep-
resented as pure black or white, evil or gued, arhint qf a “ubios political philo-
sophy is .slipped in, situations are very much ‘over simplified and the play shrieks
its message., However the drama was written primarily for the stage and subtlety
dnes not, perhaps, get across footlights very well,

On the whole the book, in spite of its faults, tends to make most maga-
zine science fiction appear by comparison to be rather dvll stuff and can be re-
commended as an intellectual stimulant to the adult science-fictionist,

g Rik  Dalton,
"Uranium 235" is by E. MeColl, and is published by William Clellan, Glasgow, 92pp.
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THOUGI'S FROM 1.IE WILDERNESS. i by ROY ROWLAND JCHNSON

I want to let you know - just as 1 want to sum up fior .myself fer' I'm
still cogitating - my feelings at suddenly being confr-nted once more with some-
thing I thought I had put behind me almost a decade ago. 2m I pleased? Annoyed?
Unconcerned? Disturbed? It is difficult to know. Only a couple, of weeks ago, I
unearthed a very old travelling case in which my -~ quite large .. collection of
fanzines, British and American, had rested untouched for many years: and along w
with numerous copies of the "lManchester Guardian" and "New Statesman", not quite
as old, they formed the nucleus of a bonfire which delighted my four-year old
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son immensely..,. I'm sorry now that I destroyed all these, for they might have
proved interesting to the younger geneération of fans. But I had heard nothing of
Fandom for years, and my.own interest had died long since, so it seemed the obv-
ious thing to do.

My own interest had indeed died long ago, during my university days in
fact, and I wonder now whether any revival i1s possible, likely, or desirable, I
regard tine old Fan days, enjoyable as they were, as merely a stage in my mental
and emctional development; and in some respects a rather puerile one at. that:
Frankly, when I remember some~of the things we did and said and wrote, I feel
embarrassed at having been sp foolash... Strange, that, for the youthful extra-
vagances 1 took part in -during, for example, student Rags and the like, cause no
such embarrassment, even though I recognise that they, equally, belong to the past,

Fandom was a atage, a stage which was valuable in that it caused a rapid
developing cf a young and enquiring mind, a worthwhile contact with others of
similar views and interests, an introduction to the art of self-expression, and a
large amount of of simple and perhaps harmless enjoyment, It was in some ways a
bad stage: it led to intense egotism, to a deplorable readiness tn advance dogma-
tic opinions about subjects about which I was ill-informed, and to the devotion
of far more time t» matters which were, in themselves, divorced from the real wo
world in which I had to live,., Fandom, and science-fiction, assumed an importance
which intrinsically should not be theirs, Despite prrtestations from all and sun-
dry to the contrary, it was a form of escapism, and it was escapist even when fans
were professing to be vitally interested in "les affaires", in politics and soc-
iology and the immediate future, For that interest itself was still contained
essentially within the framework of Fandom, discussions were remote from the world
outside even when they dealt with that world, an argument with A, N.Other on Soc-
ialism was far more important as an argument with A, N, Other than as an examination
of Sn~cialism,... (HOw right Doug Webster was in many of his remarks on these topics)

Fandom seems to me, in retrospect, to have been a closed world, an escapist
world, in many respects a juvenile world: in many other respects it was alive,vital
intelligent and stimulating - don't let it be thought that this is an outright
condemnation [ Abcve all - and this in the final analysis is why I have lost int-
erest in it - it was too conscious f its 2wn importance, Science-ficticn is nnly
a branch nf literature - a branch which Fans happen to prefer to other types (I
still dn, though I read little of it), but which, for all its stimulus to the
imagination, its power of shaking one out of the ordinary rut of existence, its
value in giving one a new viewpoint on life, is not in itself of very great im-
portance, Thus fandom was in the nature of a vast superstructure built on found-
ations which were slight and insubstantial., Had it been merely a loosely-formed
club or society in which those of like tastes could discuss and discourse on all
manner of topics interesting to intelligent pecple, it would have \been good and
worthwhile: it was that, in fact, yo some degree, but not sufficiehtly, and the
"Fan" aspects, and Science-fiction aspects, assumed too great an impnrtance,

Such, I think, is my opinion of the matter, It some w it
hardly complimentary fo those %ho st1ll remain fans, 1 %h?nkia¥ﬁo&ghfa¥h§%e?t

must be borne in mind that Fandom and Science-fiction affected different people

in different ways, and although I believe that my own experience of it was typ-
ical of many, 1 did and do recognise that there were those whose approach was

more mature, more detached perhaps, and who, probably through encountering it

later in their lives, assimilated it rather than being assimilated by it. Remember,
I was only about fourteen years old when I first encountered Fandom, a couple of
years younger than that when I first became interested in Science-fiction, and =

only seventeen or eighteen when I more or less dro i
impressionable years e S
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dutigeni ) . -B.. Ry Tolkien A Ay ‘ Type: Pure Fantasy
Title: "IE LORD OF THE RINGS"; Volume 1 of "The Fellowship of the Ring",
Reviewd by C. Roland Forster, : Pub; London,'Geo.Allen & Unwin Itd, 21/-

- If you have not read any good fairy stories recently, here is the book you
are looking for. You don't like fairy stories? Then, try this one and you may
change your mind.

e sy st isuaviairyetadey: or at. any, ratera thirdjof onmej' for after moere
than 400 pages and about 200,000 words the reader is left high and dry with an
unfinished drama - to be contlnued in our next, 'i,e.in Vols 2 & 3, "The Two Towers"
“ and "The Return of the King", as yet unpublished.

It has no fairies of the traditional kind, but it does have Jjust about
everything else, ilere we have elves, dwarves, trolls, wizards, men, as well as a
number of previously unheard of and generally unpleasant beasties, born of the
authors fertile imagination, sibove all we have Mr Tolkien's own special contri-
bution to mythology, the Hobbits - the gentle "little people" who, in this tale
of extraordinary beings and men who are supermen, take the place of ordinary
hwnanity with all its virtues and failings,

The plot of so vast a saga cannot be suwnnarised in a few lines, except by
saying that the theme is the age-o0ld one of the struggle of good against evil,set
in the author's mythical Middle-Earth at the close of the Second 4ge. And whatever
the final outcome may be, virtue doesn't have everything its own way, not in Vol,

1 at least.

So skilful is the narration that only the minimum of that 'willing susp-
ension of disbelief' is rcquired of the reader before he finds himself accepting
without question a world where the supernatural is the natural and the magical
the real. Professional critics have compared this work with that of Malory and
Ariosto. Znother, after mentioning Spencer's "Faerie Queene", goes on to say: .
"One can't praise the book by comparisons - there is nothing to compare it with".
Here then we have Super Fantasy of a kind ¢o which the terms .'epic', 'heroic' and
'uniquc' may be applied for once without exageration, a novel that may well be
going through new editions when 99,9% of the current output of science-=fiction
and fantasy is outdated and forgotten,

From this eulogy you will understand that with "The Fellowship of the
Ring" J. R. R. Tolkien has gained at least one devotee who is eagerly awaiting .
the publication of the remainder of the trilogy,

(Note ., also by Tolkien - "The Hobbit", same publisher 8/6; This appears to be

a preliminary venture along similar lines but is not in any way essential to under-
standing or enjoyment of the current work., Editorial further note .. I have enthused
about the Hobbit for years mow, and my comparison could only be the immortal'Alice!
B a0 L U S A AR S
R.R,Johnson, from precvious page Today, Difcel that \Ican still master a-slicht
interest in Fandom, but only to the extent that it brings me into contact with
pcople of intelligence whose general interests are not unlike my own, and with whom
I can have the normal intercourse of intelligent beings...with Fandom itself, ‘as a
separate entity or organisation assuming no importance at all, During the time I
was actively associated with Fandom I met perhaps half a dozen people in all whom

I liked and rcspected and would be pleased to have as friends, with no reference
necessarily to interest in Science-fiction: the memory of those people is onc of
the few things I look back on with pleasure ..... That's telling us - JMR,
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{#ith a. final flourish of trumpets, we present - wait for it ime=
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SO this time we have a lurner COVEr, with a complete change of mood. Precisely
what it is supposed to represent I am not quite sure;:though I have a sneaking
suspicion that it ‘is the "Spirit of Fandom'; or maybe "Fandom with Spirits" or
perhaps "Fandom's Ijigh Spirits". Fven shoald it be a semi-libellous representa-
tion of a covey of our contributors, we are immensely grateful to Harry for his
kind thought,. There is & half-promise of a cover from Ken Bulmer, which we hope
will eventuate but other artistic endeavours will be greatly appreciated.

This issue has some seven pages of letters selected from a prolsifie
and most interesting mail, all of which I would enjoy answering. Perhaps by now
the people who thought from my remarks in the first issue that I was discouraging
letters of comment and opinion, have got the idea I was trying in my own sweet
way, to convey, Letter are welcome, All letters saying anything at all abeut the
magazine are aporeciated and form the Basis of judgement as to what is wanted by
the clientele, BUT there is something a little cheap and trite in publisning all
letters (even were that:possible)c One letter can express a point stated in sev-
eral, and though it is always pleasent to a correspondent to have theego-boo of
reading his remarks in print, the practise of reviewing a complete fan magazine
commenting briefly on every item, has become too prevalent in fandom, No, what
T would suggest is that if you feel strongly on one or two points, say so and
make: your points fully and comprehensively; so that others can appreciate your
ideas; even better, if you have further information to offer - as Julian Parr
had this time - do so. You want to raise a new subject of general interest, but
don't feel that it warrants a full.-cress Emtiiedie i—~atal 1 right , {tell. us about. Ab.
That type of epistle is what our coluims are fory ‘Thus ‘Argumentatived. . fudfils
its title, and becomes a discussion in print,

N In one way we are sorry that certain items have becen omitted from this
issué for reasons of space and we arologise fo the ;anthors *hereor. On -the :other
hand ‘Wwe gloat that the responce to requests for material has been nore than ad-~
equate. But there is a tale that a good megazine should have iis nex: issue
fully planned when one issue 1s published fland tke Fssue after that abeut half

ready,‘ﬁe“are not yet in that happy ROsIRICas 180 ylieve (18 Toa for everybody.:
Re contents - do recaders feel that a column of ug=to=daiec Tool news should be
included, or is this aspect covered sufficient iy ¥n opher ‘zines? I have the idea
of dealing with current chsap editions offiecmbetent obf ag a gpecial: item, if

L

there is any demand for 1it. ; .

Incidentally, you folk may be i:tcresté& w0 kaow that +the library branch
looked after by Mr Thompson is now devulop@pg o opecie L nterest in Pantasy,with
a listing of the titles in! stolek; .compdl €ff FHEm! -the Bleiler Crzcklist and current
catalogues, There may even be rocket postefs déccrating “the walls soon. Notliing
new. .. somewhere or other I have a little printed leai’et insued by the Indianop-
olis publie libraries about 1938 lighbing' theimtayailible fontasies, sent to me
by a fan of that era, Samel Cox, of whom I hawve heard nothirg for many years.

There has been a suggestion that personal advertisements - books and
magazines for sale or wanted, information requested and so on - should be allowed
in our pages. This 1is quite agreeable, and . wil} be done gratis unless there is
so great a responce that extra paper and work is requirecc., which leads on to say
that if anybody wishes to produce a sheet or two'of personal publication, as was
done. in the days of "Fido" and entitles 'the Litter'., I will distribute same with
with %igazine for them to some 200 recipients, with pleacure,

And that appears to wind up matters for the moment, L3 Jushe Az Gt
cat out, and then -- Goodnight. JIR.



AMONGST THE CONTEMPORARY FiN PUBLICATIONS WELL WORTII INVESTIGATION, ARE .

GENER.AL TOL'ICS HUMOUR
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Anything goes for worthwhile wit,

Orggn Qf the Leeds Science Fiction As- Quarterly at 94, from Tom White, 3
5901at10ni Quarterly at 1/- from George Vine Street, Cutler Heights, Brad-
Gibson, Little London, Aberford, Leeds. ford 4. MMal .ishworth also plays.
Also GENERAL with light-hearted touch ESOTERIC Fi.NDOM
/i ] / i
/4 4 :
et Nl ﬂ‘__-‘.) 5
@é’/’ e | hcm)“a@\mc& Oy
The English fanzine from Belgiw : - Rj
g € m glully with Highly Irregular but hot from Baker
the friendly stmosphere, Bi-monthly at Street, Sent by Derek Pickles, 197
4/~ per annum from Jan Jansen, 229 Cutler Heights Lane, Bradford 4, to
Berchemlei, Borgerhout, Belgium, ! those who comment o-r trade, gratis.
A LHOST LEGENDARY 3 NEWCOMER with top billing
v»LETﬂJ@H TR e E
inother issue of fandoms best=produced Treasurer is Eric Jones, Xanadu,44
magazine may appear soon. Contact Mr Barbridge Road, Cheltenham for subs
Pickes in the hope of obtaining it. at 9d. per copy. Editor is Eric
The production side is looked after Bentcliffe and art editor T. Jeeves.

by ilarry Turner which speaks for itself, Well done in all aspects.
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The idea of the coupon in issue number 1 of The New Futurian seemed to work to
a certain extent, and to save time and trouble to those persons who would like
to receive future issues but have not yet got on to our regular mailing list
or arec not'sure of their position, here is another which can be cut straight
out and mailed to J. Michael‘Rosenblum, 7 Grosvenor Park, lLeeds 7, England,

L P o —————— PR TR T P b
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Please send me the next/future issues of your publication The New Futurian
because: I enclose/have scnt a subscription for ...... issues
I c¢nclose/have sent a literary contribution

T would like to cxzchange fan magazines, mine Deing ceescoosocs
Pleasc send a copy to be reviewed THQL e S e olnis 5w
ais an 0ld friend I hope you will think of me

I cnjoy receiving fanzines but am financially embarrassed

4s an cxpert on/in Fandom I need a copy.

I promise to always speak nicely about you,

W0 > oo
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| NE.S SNIPPELS, gleaned as we go to
| press .... b.ie Lancaster boys have
; brought out their fanzine Brennschluss
| l 41 pages of very pleasant érivel on
| : i this that and the other fannish topic
... incidental.ly tae perpetrators Ken
Wood, David Potter and girl friends
visited civilisation for a day recently
coming ‘to Bradford and Leeds ...also
out recently was the Pickles/Thomas
I Phantasmagoria, very neatly produced
Next issue for Zmas will be larger &
l as 1t is obtainable for the trouble of
! E vriting a letter, is ihe best bargain
I
{

]

in fandom ,... Lakeland's Jdindromeda
changecd completely into a weekly pair
of sheets, but will go back to monthly
in future - mailing and postage takes

up too much time and money .., results
of the Space-Times Research Bureau's
Survey of British Fandom have been
collated, and will be published in the
11th issue of prozine Nebula; then we
shall know all about us ... where is
that 1955 Convention going to be held?
Apparently tae only contender apart
from 0ld Faitaful ILondon is Kettering,
The year after - 1956 - may be angled °*
RoE oy e EGIER anee, | ..+ neit,, OrErt:

- nuniber 6 = due out around Christmas
time, will feature a parody on the an
Bennett article on Science Fiction in
School. Written by Nigel Lindsay, it 1is
entitled Science Fiction in Reformatory
... leeds member Jack Darlington now
home again after testing diesel engines
for his firm all around London .area,
reports that a slip in the dimensions
prevented him finding the Globe on no
less than four occasions ... a grateful
thanks to him, and other ILeeds members
for coming along to help assemble this NF,



