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" fhe fanzine reviews in Staurtling-with-some interest, but never got around to .

.+« introducing our cover 'artist this time ,.
by Me, says / Qﬁ C}th

e

©0 Born May 20th 1937 and lived a normal
life until I was 12, then I took an interest in astrono Thru'

an astronomicel incidernt which I observed I got into the trontmical world,

sttended college for lectures etc., visited famous north-east observatories and

even helped to erect one, In 1952 T was the guest by invitation of the Royal &

Astronomical Society to attend thewr annual reception and dinner, Planet Stories

introduced me to s-f and I kept on reading the stuff with more and more interest,

then in late 1953 I discovered fandom, Since then I have helped to form the ¢

North East S-F Society, publish two fanzines, Satellite and Dizzy, had articles a .
and drewings in many other fanzines, sold three cartoons to prozines and this

year I attended my first convention, Have many ambitions and interests; today's
interests being astronomy, archeology, drawing, writing, femmes, publishing a . ¢
fanzine and upteen other things ...

and we also intrbduée with great pleasure another Don,.this time from acfoss the
Atlantic - there ought to be some suitable puns about having two Dons, whether
University, or ¢ iet—flowing;;or the female being 'mobile' or even === & Blitzen,

BV S8ays about hipmself

. I first contacted fandom in 1946, when I Was/é'sophomore in high school,
via Joe Kennedy's Vampire, I had been reading s-f since 1543, and had noticed

sending for ong until I wrote for Kennedy's Fantasy Annual in '46 and got a
Vampie instead. My first claim to fame was that I was the recipient of the
letter from Ray Palmer wherein he damned all fans as blind, stupid worshippers
of a cult called "science," Howard Miller and I founded Dream Quest in the
middle of 1947, which continued as a quite pretentious and conscientious serious
fanzine through; seven issues == the seventh follwing the sixth (mid 1948) by
over a year, ani ehding the series. Entering college brought my fan activities
to a halt in 1848; I had entered FAPA, but dropped out even from it in 1949,

I rejoined in 1952 and have continued D.Q. on an occasional basis as a FiPAmag,
I'm now working sporadically for an MA in history at UCL4, was married to a
lovely redhead named Mary Keogh last April, and plan eventually to teach at
university level, v ' L
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"I am studying Sgaceiverv\hard“_éwfﬁoward Adrian Rosenblum, aged six years.

THE NEW vitalﬂstatistics -~ published by J. Michael Rosenblum from
**********5**** 7, crosvenor Park, Chapel=Allerton, Leeds 7; England on an
FUTURIAN appro:ximately quarterly basis, other commitments allowing,

sl dedeo kR Rk Contr-ibutions and comments cagerly awaited, This is an
SPRING.....1995 amatcsur publication issued for love and cireulated to such ’
Issue number 4, as aure interested ih it, Short of actually contributing or
bbbttt reee+++  sendiing critiques etc.; this interest can be shown by the

payment of 9d, or 15 ceents per copy, but best of all; lets hear from you please,

-n,wam_alsoyinterested of opacing == Diane Judith Rogenblum, aged Jjust four,
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THIS is the fourth article in a series, written specially for THE NEW
FUTURIAN, in which one who has been identified with the field for a quarter
of a century is tracing the history of British magazine science-fiction and
its organised following. Here he tells of his abortive attempts to start a
British Science Literary Associution in the days of the cconomic depression.

I think it was Eric Frenk Russell who suggestcd a simplc explanation of
the fact that so many of thc carlicst readers of Amcrican science-fiction in this
country were Liverpolitans (as hc insisted they should be called, rather than
Liverpudlians). "It's the first contamination point," he would say. And his
compatriot, Leslic Johnson, would agree with him for oncec ; for he was able to
build up one of the completest collcctions of imported back numbers that cver
cxisted on this side, beforc he amassed tho e¢ndless store from which so meny ardent
completists built their collections in pre-war days -- myself, for one.

Although bcest remembercd for his pioncer scerctarial work for the
British Interplanctery Socicty, in association with its first president, Philip
Clcator, whe launched it in Liverpool in 1933, Lecs Johnson was first and foremost
e s-f fan, amd spgretary of onc of the oldest fan clubs in the country. The
Universt) Scicnce Circle (whose prcsident was Colin H. Askham, a radio ham who
became onc of the first vicc-presidents of tho BIS) took its cuc from the Ilford
Science Literary QOircle, even to the cxtont of attracting members by inscrting
printed slips insthc magazines dispensed by locel dealcrs, onc of which I still
hgae otbeched to a letter from 46 Mill Lanc, 0ld Swan, which rcachcd me in '32.
The somewhat grandiosc title was hardly too ambitious for the half-dozen members
who, at that timc, forgethecred to discuss the various scicnces which intcrested
them (end to drew on its growing library of ncarly 200 magazines); for its
ultimetc aim was "to facilitate the distribution and use of modern scientific
knowledge in all its branchecs -- truly a worthy and magnificent object for any
elfubl &

It was scicnce first, science-fiction sccond ; but it was all to the
samc end, whichecver way wc tackled it. Mcanwhile, Sceretary Johnson sent
felicitations to the British Science Literary Association, which I would secm to
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heve inaugurated (without Uhc aid of members or charter) in enticipation of other
local organisations making bctter progress than the Ilford Circle. He also
bruited abroad its vaguo aims in lotters to the Amcrican magezines, including
the new Astounding Storics ; while I, in Wondcr Storics, requestcd "still morc
cnthusiasts to carry on thc good work, snd spread our message still further
afield within the old country." To which an cditorial footnotc responded: "We
scc no reason, with the continucd splendid work of Mr. Gillings, supported by our
popular author, J.M.Wulsh, why therc should not be a branch of thc Association in
cvery hamlet of England."

The "hamlets" where there scemed to bo the most promise, epart from
Liverpool, werc Manchcster (whorc a fan nemed H.R.Hend was the leading spirit)
and Blackpool, where a contact of Johnson's called Jack Fearn weas opcrating. Somec
of the cuttings I circulated as cvidcnce of the Ilford Circle's lcisurely activ-
ities brought from this gentlemcn a brief acknowlcdgment, formally signed "John
Russell Fcarn", which congratulatcd us upon "a very original movement", and gave
no hint of the voluminous, avid corrcspondence wc were to exchangc in latcr years.

Therc werc othcr well-wishers, too, on the othcr side of the Atlentic,
who expressed their fellow fecling in Wonder's lctter-columms : among them P.
Schuyler Miller, Forcign Dircctor of the Science Correspondence Club, and Pearl
Hamilton Ellictt, of Long Island, who wrote: "Anything to bring Amcrice in closer
harmony and goodwill with the rest of the world will be morc beneficial than all
the churches put together." Yes; thosc were the days of Isolationism . . .

Therce werc morc inquirers from ncarcr home : from a book-seller at The
Hogue (who inadvertently knighted me), and from the London suburbs, whence camc
at least two curi.us visitors-to the Ilford Cireclc. Onc of these was a well-
romembercd Mr. §.Nyman, of Totterham, who had a habit of cescending on my doorstep
et Leyton somcwhcre about midnight, and who tried persistently, but in vain, to
stir up interest in his locality. Having gone into rccoss for the summer in 1931,
however, the Ilford Circle failed to recassemblz, mainly for lask of cnough members
intcrested in more then perlour chit-chat, and partly because we could find no
other way of discorraging an clderly lady who had misteken vs for a Spiritualist
circlc. Thus I was obligcd to asswes the role of secrctary of the Science Litcrary
Association, ii: preparation for the welding together of the morc effective groups
I optomistically expccted to develop in the provinces.

Besidce, I was still full of enthusizsnm for ry verzonal campaign which
had as its objective the launching of a Britisl s-f magazine; and I was not going
to let editors and publishers rost. The result of my article in The ¥Vriter, in
which I had made much of the Chums development, was precisely nil ; the Editor
assurcd me, in rceponsc to my further enguiry, that he had rot been overwiclmed
by MSS. in emulation of Williamson and Repp. However, sincc this scomed to be the
most likely opening, I persicted with my proposals, stgresting that the time was
particularly opportunc sincc the Amcrican magazines werc to be denicd thosc
British readers who rclied upon back issues at rcmainder PrElcelsE= =izt lE als R
the nowsagents had their way. By the ond of '31, so concerncd had they beccome at
the "invasion" of U.S. pulps tha®, sccording to rcports in the tradc press, thoy
werc going to enlist the support of the Board of Trade in getting them kept out.

But the Editor of Crums was adsmant. In rcply to my point that few
s-f rcaders could afford to pay L1/¢d. for Amazirg or Wonder in these hard times,
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he conceded that a British magazine would find "some mcasure of support", but

objccted that "thc great depression in tradc at the moment makes it & bad time

to start any new venturcs of the kind; and the fact that a scction of the English
public werc able to obtain back numbers of Amcrican megazines for a few ponce
docs not mean that the same public will peay 1/— fer a magazine of a similar
character producecd in this country."

The Grecat Depression . . . It was, indccd, depressing. Though not all
British publishers werc withecut ideas -- or, rather, the enterprisc to emulate
fmerican notions. I rcmomber rushing to the defence of Razzle in the letter-
columns of World's Press News, which had attackecd "this English imitation of
. « » Ballyhoo " whilec it applauded the suggestion that a high duty be placed on
American remainders on the ground thet they demaged the sales of English
megazines and robbed British writcrs, printers, publishers and papcr-makers of
their just ducs. Nor was I alonc in pointing out that there was nothing
British publishers could substitute for thc s-f magazines which came over among
this "Yenkce trash", as they called it. At lecast two other letters appcared in
W.P.N. on the samo themc, about that time, one of them signed "John Edwerds" --
who was about to be added to my list of British writers appearing in Wonder and
Amezing and, in duc coursc, in Tales of Wonder.

One item in W.P.N., during the summer of '32, I didn't noticec until
later, when I was locking through some back issucs I hadn't had time to read
properly., Nor did I sce the interview which, I belicve, the Daily Express ran
at thc time. Had I done so, thcre would almost certainly have resulted a meeting
which might have changed the coursec of British scicnce-fiction, though whether
for bettcer or worsc we can only spcculate. But I lcarned, too late, that Hugo
Gernsback himsclf had been in London, "for thc specific purpose of finding
writing talent tc suit his magezines." Had I known it at thc time, there is no
doubt that I would have waylaid the Master, plecading with him to tcke me back
with him to the Land of Scionce-Fiction, or at least to appoint mec Editor of a
British Edition. And it turned out that I wasn't the only one who remained in
blissful ignorancc of this lost opportunity to communc with the Presence, in
spite of his being (according to W.P.N.) "confident that therec is = groat
amount of unexploitcd talent in this country for thc type of story he requires.”
At loast, I have yct to hoar of any writer or fan of our fraternity mecting him
on that occasion.

"T am told", he was rcported to have seid, "that many short story
writers and freclance journalists arc finding things pretty tough over here
just now. Well, I can offer them the right priccs for my kind of story . .
Whether they werc gotting the right prices or not, Herbert, Walsh end Herris
were by then alreedy captured ; ond the only noticcable result of Gernsback's
Europcan jount wes a frecsh flcod of Continental translations. He, too, found
things pretty tough on his own ground, when hc got back; by thc middle of '33
the Depression had put paid to the Clayton Astounding, suspended both Amazing
and Wonder Quarterly, end compelled Wonder to go bi-monthly for the summer
beforc reoducing its size altogether. But it was a long time before Unclec Hugo
gave up the struggle which resulted from the advent of the new Astounding.

11

Still, perhaps it was just as well wc never mot; hc might have
mistaken me for a potential rival. I had written him again, a few months
before his visit, rcporting the lack of rcsponse to my appeals on behalf of
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the Scicnce Literary Association and announcing my intention to start a magazine
of my own through which British readcrs might kecp in tcuch. It was to be a
dupliceted effort of twelve pages, with the title Scicnce and Vision, for

which I solicited contributions from Wonder's authors -- for which they would
receive no more than our grateful thanks. But bcfore I took the plunge I wanted
to be assured of my circulation, howecver small. So, taking a leaf out of Uncle
Hugo's book, I invited at least a hundred postcards from British correspondents
indicating their willingness to subscribe threepcence per month, and requested
publicetion of my proposals in ijonder as soon as possible.

I appended the ussurunce that "you necd fear no competition from the
journal, which will act as a subsidiary -tc such Americen periodicals as your
own, and in the interests of thc promotion cof science-fiction." But my letter
never saw print, and Scicnce and Vision rcemained nc more than an unrealised
precursor of Scicntifiction, which was duly inspircd by my first sight of an
American fan magazine at lcast four years lator.

( To be continued ).

- . s - . . . 0 e s ® - 8 . . ® .

NOTE (for the special attention of Dr. David H. Kecller):

Although I intend to dcal with our rclations at a leter stage of this
stery, perheps I had better reply herc and now to the comments of Dr. Kcller,
who at the age of 74 may be excuscd a few lapscs of memory. LEven I, at 43 (this
month; not 45 for some timc yet ! ) find that memory plays strange tricks. He
writes, however, as though hc had completely forgctten our considerable corres-
pvondence over the years, and the three payments I madc him for the stories from
fmazing which I reprinted in Tales of Wender. If he will look further among his
Boxes, he mey find several other records -- if they still exist, as mine do --
which should rcfresh his mcmory.

My long reply to the letter of Jund 1l4th '35, which rcached me by way
of the old Scicnce Literary Circle venue, went unanswered by the good Doctor;
but a further letter of mine, two years later, informing him of the appearance
of Tales of Wonder, brought from him a responsc/to my plea for MSS. which
resulted in the reprinting of "Stenographers' Hends" in T.o.W. No. 2. He
generously asked for "whatcver ycu think it is worth", when it camo to payment;
and he was duly paid according to tho reprint rates which applied to all con-
tributors -- which werc hardly impressive at the time, and now look positively
ridiculous. The sum of four puineas (about g 21.00) was paid by Money Order on
April 25th '38, payable at Stroudsburg, Pa.; I still have the counterfoil, and
Dr. Keller's lectter of May 6th acknowledging safe receipt.

He also sent mc two furthcr batches of MSS., including "The Revolt of
the Pedestrians", which T found did not suit my purpose, then, so well as e
Eternal Professcrs", which cventually appeared in T.o.W. No. 4. On Sept. 17th
'38 I sent him & chequo for £3.10s. for this; it wes paid in to the Strouds-
burg Sccurity Trust Cc. on Oct. 9th, and I still have it, cancelled. I also
have Dr. Keller's letter acknowledging its receipt, and the copy of my rcply.
I wrotc him again on April 8th '38, advising him that I would be reprinting
"The Ycast Mcen" in the Summer issue (No. 7); and on July lst I sent him a
cheque for four guineas for this. I have this chequc too, duly cancelled,
having bben paid in on July 24th; but I do not scem to have hecard from Dr.

(kbnhnued on-¥%je /O) ?ﬁ
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I get a guilty feeling, every time that I put something about music into
the Fanpress. “"What's that got to do with fantasy?" someone is sure to yell. But it
occurred to me that a series of articles dealing with the future of serious music
could hardly be ineligible for a fan magazine,After all, Astounding doesn't hesit-
ate to publish articles dealing with the future of calculating machines., (At least
the magazine didn't hesitate back in the days when I reas it.)

So I propose to deal at intervals with various musical ideas of to=day which
may mold the compositions of the future. Most fans like music but have surprise=-
ingly conservative tastes~ they seem to feel that a liking for Debussy is enough
to stamp them as liberal-minded listeners., Thope that these article will show that
there isn't much in really modern music that can't be comprehended readily by any-
one capable of listening to the Meistersinger overture. I plan to be brief- though
you can't get through some matters in a hundred words- and will shun technical

terms wherever their non-technical equivalent requires less than a page of space,

The taxt for the first sermon, then, is the technique of many modern compe
osers which is variously known as l2-note, 1l2-tone, tonerow, and duo decaphonic
misic, It is atonal music, supplying a means of a binding melody or consistency
of key or adherence to one of the traditional forms.,
Fortunately, it's much easier to undcrstand the principles of tonerow

music than to remember all its names. The system of tuning that is used for music-
al instruments in the western world gives cxactly onc dozen different tones;they
they may be played by starting at any point on a piano and playing the note pro-
duced by any 12 adjoining keys, up or down the keyboard, both black and white, ill
the other keys on the piano are simply repetitions of these dozen at distances of
one or more octaves, and the octave has no real harmonic sense . Until around the
start of this century, all serious compositions and popular music were based on
scales drawn up by the use of part of these 12 available tones., .Sometimes as few
as five of the dozen were used, for the pentatonic scale to which mant Scottish
folksongs are confined; more usually, seven were chosen in some specific alter-
nation of asjacent and skipped tones, producing the familiar major scale, the var=
ious forms of the so-called minor scale, and the laess frequently used modes like
the Lydian and Dorian, Gradually, composers begnn to theorize about a scale which
would include all of the 12 tones; piano students had long practised such a thing,
calling it the chromatic scale, but always in a rhythm that put accents on the
tones that created a strong effect. ofmone of the traditional scales, In a ttue
12-tone scale, all of the notes would be of equal importance, thus eliminating

( for reasons too technical to be explained here) the sense of key and the classic
system of harmonies., Theory was onc thing; the tremendous force of habit caused
by the influence of tonality over all existing music was another thing, Scriabin
spent most of his life working on a specially invented harmonic system, and at
the end of it admitted that he had merely been dealing with the chord of the
seventh all the time. Sch¥nberg, only 30 years ago, came to the rescue with an
artificial way of exorcising the spirit of the scale and the tonic and all the
other familiar things, by inventing the tonerow,

The composer who plans to write in this style sets up a tonerow before he
writes a note of each new composition, The tonerow is simply some arbitrary arr-
angement of the 12 available tones, using all of them, without rcpeating any of
them, The composer uses a new tonerow for each comnonsitian (T'11 leave it tn the
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math fiends to figure out whether we'll run out of possible tonerows before we
reach the Proxima Centauri), and is bound by no restrictions except to make sure
that his tonerow does not suggest orthodox tonalities, This tonerow is not. printed
as such in the score, nor played as a prelude to the composition, no more than a novel

is prefaced by a list of characters, The composer has three other tasks before he
can start composing. The first is to create a second tonerow, which is an exact re-
versal of the original, He then inverts both his toherow and its reversal: that is,
he retains the same distances in pitch between the tones, but raises the pitch in
the inversions where it fell in the original, and vice versa. These four tonerow s
provide the material for his composition, just as surely as the themes are the ker-
nels from which an entire closely knit symphony grew in th 19th century.

Now, even the most casual lover of music knows a classic peice or two which
is dominated by a single series of notes., Bach's frequently transcribed organ passa-
caglia is a series of counterpoints against an eight measure phrase which continues
inexorably. 4 melody continues in decorated, altered, or hinted form all through the
simpler examples of theme and variation, lLiszt built up his symphonic poems, concer-
tos, and other works sometimes by ingenious disguises of a single series of notes,
o altered by tricks of rhythm and harmony that the listener can hardly detect the

system without referring toa score, Sch¥nberg!s tonerow music.simply carries this
0ld priciple to its ultima thule: the theme for the entire composition, Sch¥nberg
made it serve for the theme and for all the harmony, counterpoint, accompanying fig-
ures, and every other note in the score, In a completely strict 12-tone composition,
every note in the score could be explained by the tonerow and its three derivations,
Tonerow music has a number of important advantages that might cause it to be-
come a leading force in the compositions of the future. So many theories of contemp-
orary music are restricted to a few types of music- you can't expect a choir to sing
a quarter tone scale, for instance, or a violinist to have much fun with tone-clust=
ers., It would be hard to imagine a sonata for unaccompanied flite written with tone=-

rows, but there aren't many such difficulties, Tonerow compositions can be written
for the piano and voice, flor string quartet, for piano solo, or any other combination.
Moreover, the theory( inits basic form) restricts only the element of pitch, ignore
ing the other three elements of a musical sound- duration, intensity, and tinbre,-
which means that rou can write merches or fugues or New Orleans jazz with tonerows,
The unity which the device automatically imparts to a composition is a big help, at
o time when many important composeres have dispairingly reverted to lieral use of
the most hackneyed rondo and sonata forms through sheer inability to think of some
better way to avoid incoherenc;, Finally, it is simple to introduce patched of tone=-
row music into compositions not wholly created through this discipline, without cre-
ating unpleasant coatrasts,

The disadvantages centre round the obvious question: does 12-tone music bear
the same relation to orthodox music as crossword puzzles do to literature? The genius
and the ingenious are often cnfused. The system eliminates once and for all the sud=
den inspirations on the back of menus, or the composer who hots upon a striking idea
while idly imrovising at the piano, The critics of the system point out that even its
most ‘ardent advocates are not very consistent in their use of it; it is as difficult
to find compositions which maintain tonerow principles throughout as it is to find
a symphony movement whose sonata form corresponds precisely to the txtbook rules,
Bartok wrote a passage in tonerow which is sometimes cited to prove that he liked the
method, but has =2lso been claimcd as satirical proof of another shaky claim to
merit for the system: while written in s*-ict 12-tone style, the passage in question

gives an unmistakable effect of good, old-fashioned tonality, Bartok, the argument
runs, proved in this dramatic way that the tonerow doesn't guarrantee atonality,

after all, Of course,it is impossible for even thc most trained musician to follow
by ear the manner in which the tonerows are being used in the course of a composit-
lon; repeated hearimgs would reveal to him the structure of the tonerow in use, but

each note cannot be accounted for by the ear without the score, Finally, the one fun-
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damental objection to many persons consists in the fact that tonerow music is very
definitely dissonant on the ear,
There is only one practical way for most music-lovers to hear 12-tone music,

That is by the purchase of records., It takes a really good pianist to play 12-tone
music, its presence in the concert hall is usually confined to festivals of modern
music, and radio stations shun it, Fortunately, the three major practitioners of
the school) Sch¥nberg, Berg and Webern) are fairly well represented in the lp crta-~
logues. More than half of the records bearing their music are bearing the labels of
small companies, however, and must be ordered from a large dealer, The best path to- :
wards acquaintance with the style starts witg Berg, proceeds with SchSnberg, and fine-
ally makes timid acquaintance with the absolutely indescribable technique of Webern,
Remember that none of these composers wrote exclusively in 12-tone style, 4 glance
at the notes on the record sleeve will reveal whether any given composition is base
ed on the technique. The works by thecse composers that you're most apt to find in
record stores, Like Berg's wozzeck and Schnberg's Verklfrte Nacht, aren't. Weirdly
enough, the 12-tone work which has won some measure of acceptance in the concert
hall isn't currently available on records. That's the Berg violin concerto, which
was in the Columbia catalogue at a time when you couldn't buy another note of 12-
tone music on domestic records. 4s a starting point for the listener, I'd suggest
Berg's Lulu, available in a Columbia recording; or some of the Schénberg string
quAFTEUSy el NS Ix o Whileh' "®itE oL G ssued by Columbia [%.- .-1: @ ‘sahs3 o#fa

If you want further information about 12-tone music, there is one English-
language book devoted entirely to this subject. This is "Sch¥nberg and His School"
by Rene Leibowitz, published by the Philosophical Library, Warning; it is written by
a fanatical devotee of 12-tone music and for persons who know something about tech-
nical matters, The best listener's analysis of a 12-tone composition that is readily
available is Mosco Carner's essay on the Berg concerto, in a Pelican volume, "The Con=
cero'by Ralph Hill., For the opinions of an experienced composer Wwho has never gone
all the way into the tonerow camp, there i s a good essay by Virgil Thomson in one
of his collections of NewYork Herald-Tribune writings, 'Music Left and Right."

Next time: The Stravinsky way,

#*****$¢**m***$$****$*$****$**********f******************$**************************

wouldn't it be nice to have a witty interlineation to insert in spaces like this !!

************$$$*****¢***************************#$**$*****$******************#*****

THE CL.MOROUS DRELMERS (Continued from Page 7)

Keller again until November '47 when he thanked me for noting his forthcoming
anthology in FANLASY REVIE.., wc correspomded, spasmodically, for some time after
wozsng  euadl, I [oEllElERE A 10 e Jorll By AlEnieEe s 4 o o

I trust this clears matters up. I should add, however, that I was every bit
of 18 when I introduced my sweetheart to Dr. Kellers writings, and turned 19 when
I wrote up "The Yeast Men," having first read it three years before, Ronald walter
Gillings, now approaching 21, was born without the aid of glass bottles; so, too,
was Anthony Christopher, now 2%, though we were sorely tempted in the long interval,
48 for "The Homunculus," I duly received a review copy from Prime Press, and
enjcyed it, but Science-Fantasy heview died before I could record my impressions
of it, And I never did get around to reprinting "The Revolt of the Pedestrians. "

—==v.G,
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Mention of the name of Vol Moleswoth is unavoidable in any survey of post-1946
Australian science fiction publications, and if his name should appear to crop up

in this article with some frequency, it is not because of "hero-worship", or in any
attempt to attempt to make my peace with him, but purely because he deserves mention
at those points where he is mentioned,

With those introductory remarks, for the benefit if folks who might otherwi.ie
write me rude letters and for the benefit of those other folk who can mow write
ditto ditto, I can now move onto the real substance, and go back perhaps a little
further than '46,

Like Britain, Australia came under a f£inaneial ban on the impotation
of American magazines in late '39. Such material 4id not help the war effort. Even
the ballast space in shipping could be put to better use than the conveyance ofimer.
ican "pulp"returns, those which used to retail at 34 and 64 a few months after pub-
lication date, Still, in Britain we did have ASF and UNKNOWN reprinted to keep us
going - the dustralian reprints were even more scarve than ours, and less frequent,

So, perhaps, dustralian s-f was born, One could hardly say the young growth
was a thriving infant prodigy. The first item I can trace was THE LIVING DE.D, by
J.W,Heming, published by Currawong pub, Co. in mid-'40, and it was followed by SUB-
TERRANEAN CITY by the same author a few months later, Both were 80 page items, 4%"x

1", and were offered to a not unwilling public at 64 each, Later came CTHER WORLDS
and KING OF THE UNDERSE.S, both by Mr., Heming; then TIME MiRCHES OFF, attributed to
Paul de Vireder. Mr. Wreder and dustralia's stand by, J.i.Heming, were synonymous,...
or so I have it on good authority., This series tapered off in 19435 with FROM E4ARTH
TO MRS, only64pp and with the price upped to 9d.

4About 1941 (the book bears that date) a somewhat fantastic political skit
titled FROLICS IN POLITICS, by John Mcleod, was published, This could be considered
a border-line item, I suppose, in the fantasy class rather than science -~fiction,
Currawong again, 190pp, at 1/3, Then appeared the rather well-known novel by Dominic
Healy, VOYAGE TO VENUS; cardboard covered, some 165 pages selling at 2/9. Curraw. ong,
naturally,

With these few scoanty items, and a few BRE's, Swan material, dustralia appears
to have covered the years from 1940 to 1946, One could hardly consider the country to
be flowing with the milk of lMacDonald and the honey of Heinlein,,.....

The year 1946 saw Vol loleswo rth- who had been making some stout efforts
to maintain a supply line of s=f from overseas- working on his production, Published
by thr Transport Publishing Co., for Radio Record, appeared the Captain Lon Winters
series, I can only trace three titles: THE STRATOSPHERE PATROL, SPACEWLRD HO, and
THE THREE RCCKETEERS, 4ll authored by Molesworth, These were no larger in size than
the preceeding Currawong items, and had only red and black covers. Price was 64, and
the pages numbered 48 or 50, 4bout the same time Transport introduced their 'Scien-
tific Thriller" series, the majoritybof which were more "thriller" than "scientific",
and a fair sample was brought <to England when WORID PANTASY CLASSICS(Sydney Pemberton)

published Belli Imigi's THE METLL MONSTER and THE MASTER MIND MENACE, The dustralian
publisher had a fairer idea of the value, however, as down under the booklet cost but
8d, sustralian, whilst in Britain, tewt widely spnced to fill 123 pages, theybsold
at 1/6. There have been many, many titled in the secries, more numerous than they are

rmemorable: a listing of a few names will suffice to give you the idea. WHISTLE OF ...
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DOSM M U RAY MENACH, DEAMH X8 4 HARLY | BLAGKMARKET BRAUNH, HYPNOTIO DBAIH, Phese
v-ried from 35pp up to 50 pp, ~nd werc originally priccd at 64 each, the later issues
being upped to 8d.

The Whitman Press of Sydney cntcred the field in 1949 with a reprint of Eando
Binder's TIE THREE ETERNALS, and followed this with WIERE ETERNITY ENDS, Binder;
PARASITE PLANET, Stanley G.Wcinboum, &DAM LINK IN THE PAST, Bindcr; ROAR OF THE RCCKET,
Cscar J. Priend; and THE MOLECULE MONSTERS, Friend, Thc first threec cost 6d each,
and later titles were on salc ot 84, Pages varied from 32 to 48 in number, and with
the appearance of the Mnalian Prcss reprints from morc modern Jdmericon moagozines,
this series appears to have ceased.

In 1950 both the Futurian Press and ASSOCLATED GENERAL PUBLICATIONS entered
the field, the latter with the magazine TIRILLS INCORPORATED which, as it lasted longer
and producedmost, I'11l deal with sccond,

Futurian Press was inspired by Vol Molecsworth, and wons set up with the intent-
ion of producing limited editions of collector's items,The first publication was,;in
my opinion, an unhappy choice, Dated November 1950 it was titled on the cover "4
CHECKLIST CF AUSTRALIAN PAlNTiSY", and was compiled by S. L. Larnach, Inside the title
rends; "Materials towards o Ghecklist of dustrolian Fant~sy( to 1937)". This listed
some 89 titles with remarks varying from o curt cntry of a title and a datc, to an
eight page entry giving ~ short resumc of the story subjcct. as at lecast 38 of the
titles listed werc published in London ( according to information given in the book-
let itself)and in no case was such essentinl information ns the number of pages,
whether boards or paper, and similar details, given, the publication falls far short
of what one would hope. s« scathing review of this work, published in my own journal,
resulted in the scverance of my five-yenr=-old pen-fricndship with lMolesworth, For
the benefit of anyreader who mey .oteipt a similar work in future, let me say that
A visit to A friendly bookseller or librarian with a request that you may borrow
his Whittoker's" and similar rcference catnlogucs will enable you to fill in almost
a1l the nissing data, I know one bookseller who has both the fmerican and the British
catalogues going back as far as the mid-1800's, . record of the last century's pub-
lications - although naturally the earlier "Five Year" compilations nre not so accurate
as the later issues. "Comprehensive" might be a better word than "accurate", at that.

However, to return to FUTURL.N PRESS., The Checklisf was followed in March
1951 with "Blinded They Fly", by Molesworth himself, and a far better item it wos;
~ short fiction piece based on Lovecraft's "Elder Gods" mythos, Then in November,
1951, came "ZeroBquals Nothing" by Graham B, Stone& Royce williams, a science-ficticn<
al account of events preceeding a take-off, extremely well done, Then, in april 1952
appeared "lLet There Be Monsters". another fantasy by Molesworth, Following the pub-
lication of this the Futurian Press suspended operstions, and has not subsequently
resumed. i4s stated, these were all limited editions, and in order of mention were
limited to to 100,200,140, and 110 copies. It is a pity that they were so limited,
and that the price was so high, for a wider circulation at a lowere price might have
established the Futurian Press as a permanent. feature of the s-f field,

THRILLS INCORPORATED was originally issued from ..ssoc,General Publications,
of Sydney, at a price of 94, The first five issues had fifty pages each, sized A
9" Nos, 7 to 10, at 1/-. had a not insignificent increase in page size tou 72"x
101", and Nos, 11 & 12 were 73"x 108", still 1/-, still50 pp. No. 13 was issued by
Transport Publishing Company, of Sydney, reduced in price to 84, in page number to
34, and in size right down to 53" x 7 3", This price and size was retained until the
final issue, No 23, which appeared in June 1952, The first issue was made in April
1950, The standard of contents was averagely low, Many stories were obvious plagiar-
isms = although "parodies" would be a kinder word to use to describe their relation
to the originals - of yarns which had appeared in British or .american magazines,
and this was pointed out to the publishers in no uncertain fashion on several occas-
ions, I am under the impression that the position improved under the Transport Pub-

lishing Company, but one can appreciate that it is sometimes difficult for on editor
o



the toys, patent foods, candies and gadgets that he saw every night on the TV
screen, held up in the hands of his pseudo-iestern heroes,

iny fan who followed the calculating tactics of tnis mammoth advertising
campaign might be excused from looking on "Gravy Planet" and similar fantasies
as straight fiction., Jungk leaves one to imagine the backstage intrigue that !
lead to the overihrow of IHoppy's faction by a rival group of advertisers, who
in their turn, sponsored Tom Corbett, Space Cadet, but the takeover of Johnnie's

allegiance is showm in all its swift, and psychologically devastating complete=
ness,

., month after the first visit, he saw Johnnie again, This time he was
eating a diffrent selection of branded foods; the kitchen had become The Space
Rocket, and his clothes were those of a Space Cadet. In between meals he chewed
Anti-gravitational candies, and at nights he greeted his father with a space-
pistol, shouting "Hands pu!". which is, of course, the way they say it in lartian,

cocaQeee=0)0ema=ewes

BBEFORE OB TVTIOR, "otk i Hlyobinis

It is a sad and curious fact that correspondence columns, which are
supposed of airing and correcting opinion, almost invariably perpctuate misunder=
standing, 4an outstanding example of this was the correspondence in the 'Daily
Telegraph' on the subject of backward readers, a miserable melange of pomposity,
misinformation and geruine ignorance, Let us hope, Sir, that your melanges are
never miserable; but the letters in lNo,2 make it clear that we are not going to
escape misunderstanding, If I attempt to rebut all the points made against me,
this peroration will be both tedious and futile since it will only create more
misunderstanding (I see this as a first principle of letter writing), but there
are some points I should like to make at the risk of boring you.

1. Both Mr Thompson and I secem to have been kidded, Sir, into supposing
that the other was grimly serious, Your duplicity has been doubly successful,
since neither of us was writing out of passion, I can't think how Julian Parr
would blush at this revelation as he seems to have been fooled by everyone.

He is not alone in this, for lir Thompson's "Having Fun" is, I am bound to say,

too rude a document to have been written entirely in fun, and I am easily per-
suaded that he has taken me and CSY very seriously indeed. DNow I do not object
to being taken seriously, but surely it is axiomatic that, in civilised discourse,
a serious discussion is marked by reasonable argument and not uncouth epithets.
Even in philosophical discussion, which is ruthlessly rigorous, care is always
tnken to observe the conventions and avoid pcrsonal insult to your opponents.
Therefore I strongly object to Mr Thompson's sentence " hat a stupid remark!"

in respect of one of my statements. This is quite unreasonable, Not only is his
epithet 'stupid' outside the bounds of reasonable discourse, but his proposition
is plainly false, and this adds injury to insult. It is not 'stupid' but entirely
correct to say that some rubbish is more rubbishy than other rubbish., rubbish is
a categorical, not a quantitative word, and, like other categorical werds of

quality, admits of grading, Of course rubbish can be graded. Rag and bone mer-
chants do it evcry day.
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of energy supply as a control factor in cell division, and concludes that,while
the nature of the store of energy is still problematical, there are reasons for
thinking that it must be a chemical, It does not, by the way, appear to be
oxygen, which rules out the idea that the energy of our fungus comes from the
air of the cave, or from any air entrained in the water,

Suppose then that the encrgy source is a chemical, and that this humble
fungus, living in perpetual darkness, is found to have the ability to draw
energy direct from non-organic sources, or even indirectly, through a bacterium.
This will then be the first known closed-cycle ecology, completely independent
of light and humus, the so=called essentials of organic life, things that even
deep-sea fish cannot do without. Their ecology depends ultimately on plankton
debris, and plankton needs light.

Suppose again a few years biological work, resulting in breeding-up the
elements of this cycle for size and taste, until they are fit for human consump=
tion, All you future spacemen will then have a meat supply, in place of the
unending algal mess of Chlorella, which has been the anly spaceship crop in
sight so far. and jolly good luck,

Your stomach is revolted at the thought of eating bugs ? Don't worry,
Nephargus should be tasty enough fried with mushrooms, I for one could eat a
plateful right now, Its comnon name is the freshwater shrimp,

=~==000====
"Oh, shrimp-boats is a-comin'; there's frying tonight".,... 014 Spaceman's Song
====000-=-=

iAnd, last week again, I happened to meet Alan Barclay, some of whose
stories you may have read in "New Worlds", He tells an amusing talc against
himself, concerning a visit to Norway this year,

is you may imagine from his stories, he goes to quite a lot of pains
to get the details right, and so, before going abroad, he spent eighteen months
learning the language from books, from gramophone records, and from a Norwegian
friend. He even attended the meetings of a local Scandinavian group, which took
courage of no mean order, because when Norwegians whoop it up, the floor really
shakes. You realise, he says, what the .Anglo-Saxons went through with the Vikings,

anyway, when he got to Norway, he began to air his Norse. But to his
dismay, the only responce, wherever he went, was a cold, disgusted look. He
thumbed through the mamual again, lMore dirty looks, So he made a few enquiries,
and at once, the natives were all smiles, It seemsthat everyone had concluded
that the only man who would be capable of speaking their own language so
fluently and so badly would be a German who had been in Norway during the
Occupation, Hence the disapproval,

after that, he took care to state very clearly, "I am an Englishman,"
and there was no more trouble,

He 1s, as it happens, a Scot,

====000====

when iobert Jungk, the Swiss author of "Tomorrow is Already Here"
(kupert Hart-Davis, 1954) visited friends in Boston, Mass,, he found the family
gripped in the velvet glove of TV-watching to an extent that non-imericans may
find remarkable, Johnnie, aged 8, ate apart from his parents, who, to get him
to eat 2t all, had been obliged to give him his meals on a folding table in the
next room, with the TV churning through western serials. Each evening, he ran
to meet his father, waving a revolver, and shouting "Hands up!", in approved
cowboy fashion, e dressed in the sort of clothes that Hoppy recommended, ate
only the cereal that Hoppy ate, and saw to it that his mother bought him only
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The night of the visit I shall describe was one of November's wettest and
darkest, and a greater contrast to the sunshine of Convention-time could hardly
be imagined. But all to the good. There was less chance of being recogniased on
the streets. The foyer had altered little since the day when gay, inscuciant,
reckless young Phoenix had swaggered through it, except that there are machine-
gun embrasures now, 1 handed my hat and coat to the attendant who, still limping
a little from the Battle of Lkoom 123, unlocked a watertight bulkhead and put
them away, Inside, I was just able to see, amoung a number of trilbies, bnwlers
and pork-pie hats, a dusty, battered old beanie, on which was a label : "o be
Called For". From it ran a wire t» a small black canister,

The Grosvenor caters for all sorts of functions, which inclines one to
say that they deserved all they got last June, This evening there was a Lingua-
phone demonstration in one hall, and an Engineers' Hot-Pot Supper in another,
It was the latter event which was to provide my front for the evening, .ould my
disguise hold ? Now was the critical time,

I gazed squarely at the porter, and asked him to show me to the supper-
room, Did I imagine a look of recognition in his good eye as he ran a water-
divining twig over my pockets ? Was he signalling to the two hard-faced men
lounging behind the potted palms ? Hastliy I flipped the cursor back and forth
on my slide-rule, and cracked a joke about concrete. His face relaxed, "Come thi
this way," he said, "sir." I was in,

He ushered me up the stairs and into the very room which had been rented
to the Supermancon, until the manager saw posters being tacked on to the walls
and shunted everyane downstairs where no damage could be done, I said no damage
could be done, The room was full ~f fine outdoor engineering types, talking
quietly around well-set tables, drinking a little sherry, exchanging notes on
the design of rigid=-frame structures, all nicé and normal. I sat down in my
place, How pleasant to be among ordinary people and talk about ordinary things!
Fandom was never like this.

Then I stiffened; I looked sideways at my neighbour. He stiffened too.
An engineer passed an @ilcan, I knew that face. He knew this face. "Hi," he
mattered out of the side of his mouth, "Heard from walt lately ?"

Ths waiters closed in,

~m==000==~=

Last Saturday, during the Cave Research Group's AGM at Sheffield Univer-
sity, their President, Brigadier Glennie, was telling me about a remarkable
piece of research by the Biological Section, Don't go away, space-fans, You're
in on this.

It seems they have been recording the varaous forms of animal and
vegetable life found in caves; not so much those that live near the entrances
where there is a certain amount of light and soil, but those living in the true
subterranean habitat, in the depths,

In a certain South wales cave, they found a small water-dwelling creat-
ure called Nerhargus, which depended for its food on an even smaller animal
known as Azellus, the common cave-louse, :Azellus, in turn, lives on a fungus
which grows in shallow pools, anchored to the rock, with its caps floating on
the surface.

The question is, what provides cnergy for the fungus to live ? Is there
another link in the chain, possible a bacterium, or does the fungus live direct
from the chemicals around it ? If the latter is the case, an article by Dr. IM
Swann, Professor of Natural History at Edinburgh University in the "Times"
Science keview for winter, 1954, is relevant, He discusses this whole problem
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to recognise a plagiarism - especially when the story was not originally pub-
lished in his own country,

In late 1952 the Malian Press introduced the paperback which is now austral-
ia's prime publication, Now definitely titled and recognised as the "imerican Science
Fiction Series", the editor who selects the stories for reprinting has quite definite-
ly an appreciation of what is good s=-f, The first title issued, if my records are cor-
rect, was RED DEJTH OF MuRS, by Robert Moore williams, and that was followed byCON-
NUEST OF THE ST4RS, Murray leinster, and Heinlein's THE MiN «HO SOID THE MOON, The
three latest to reach me are C,L,Moore's THERE SHALL BE D.4RKNESS(from Astounding, '42
Feb, ); MEN AGLINST THE ST4RS, by Vance, and DARK INTERLUDEby Reynolds and Brown; and
lurray Leinster®s THE LONELY PLANET (with Walter Eubiljus's Go to the 4nt), Priced at
94, with 34 pages(average) and printed in something smeller than 5 point type ( the
smallest noted on my rule) these titles offer the fustralian some of the best stories

at a very reasonable price, If Mike the Editor doesn't mind me adding a squib in here,
I can supply these to anyone who wants the, in UK or US ,

Then, more recently, appeared FUIURE SCIENCE FICTION, and POPUL4R SCIENCE FIC-
TION - two issues of each so f~r, priced at 1/3 a copy. 68 pages including the covers,
and the first issue of POPULAR contained 4SSIGNMENT ON P.IK by Murray Leinster ( TWs
149 Feb), with two shorter, more recent items. The coWer I recognise, but can't quite
plnce, it is from an ols TWS, I am certain, However, the second issue of Future is
ensy - the cover comes from Startling Stories '52 November, However, the stories are
THE F.CELESS MEN, by irthur leo Zagat (TWS '48,,pril), THE LUCKIEST MAN 4LIVE, williem
Morrison, and FORBIDDEN VOY.iGE by Rene La Fayette, No o vious connection,.. The sec-
ond issue of POPULAR saw the introduction of a fan column, edired by Vol Molesworth,
who gave a very fair summary of the position of lustralian fandom - at least, from
this long range 1 think -o, although ~I gather local opinions differed, It is too
early to.say whether thesc magazines are finished; certainly issue seems somewhat
overdue but that depends on local conditions, and the publishers, the Blue Diamond
Pub, Co, ,may wisely be withholing publication until all previous 1lssues are sold out.

Very lately, I have word of a new magazine, Copies of this have not yet reached
me, and so I will let my informant, Iam J. Crozier, tell you about it. I quote;'Sigh=-
ted BRBIT, and you've never seen such a botch of a job in your life. You know the US
ORBIT? Well, it's a copy of that, but printed on second grade lavatory paper in pulp
size, 64 pages STUCK together........"

4nd then, more recently - in fact, in dugust, I hear word that there will be
an Australian reprint of thr Mag of F&SF, which brings us right up to date.

L LUy s e
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Friends, have you ever wondered what happens at an hotel after a Convention?
Zave you ever thought, as you gaily draw a bead on the receptionist, how the manage-
ment feels the next day, or next week, after the tide's gone out? What's the place
like after it has gone through today's most shattering experience, that of being
a Con~site ?

Come with your fireproof reporter through those swingdoors, now back on
their hinges; wander with me through the bars whose pitted counters once swam with
the beer of Elder Fans, or through Convention ilalls still faintly reeking of
"Things to Come" .... in short, take a trip to the Grosvenor Hotel, site of the
Supermancon, some six months on,
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The other quibble with Mr Thompson concerns the use of 'calibre'!., He
suggests that his phrase could read "stories of a more interesting and imagin=
ative degree of excellence/importance," ile seems to have missed the point, for
just as we cannot say that a ‘calibre' is 'more intercsting and imaginative',we
cannot say that a 'degree' is, and for the same reason, 'Calibre! and 'degree'
are terms of dimension, and dimensions cannot be 'more interesting and imagina-
tive', The term 'stature' has the same logical status: now let us say "Jane
Austen writes stories of a more interesting and imaginative stature than Maria
Edgeworth", Surely this is not correct? yet it is precisely analogous to Mr,
Thompson's formulation. I suggest that we could say: "Austen's stories are more
interesting and imaginative than Edgeworth's to a degree etc"., where the adjec-
tives are not applied to 'degree!, I agree with Mr Thompson that we can under-
stand what he means, but the onus remains upon him to say what he means,

2, Bill Temple (I'm delighted!). Yes, I hit wildly in all directions;
and No, "Silver Locusts" is not a novel. #ll the same, where do you place (i)
"lord, I was afraid", (ii) "For ihom the Bell Tolls", (iii) "The Fellowship of
the Ring", (iv) "Ulysses" and (v) "Mogister Iudi" ?

You say that "shrewd, opportunist, merciless, calculating, amoral and
unsympathetic" are not human qualities. Whose qualities are they, then? I think
you mean that they are not 'warmly human' or 'sypathetic' qualities. True, but
nevertheless they are gualities we find in, and have derived from, human beings,
and we must face the fact that in times of great disaster such qualities may be
at a premium for survival, BSo Tucker's hero, unsavoury character that he is,
survives, and how he does it as a matter of interest whether he dies in the end

or not.

3. My old pal Sambo, - Since Sam is one of the most intelligent people 1
know, I measure the success of my'article®by his intervention, 4nd that is no
idle compliment to him, I think, for 1 have to struggle continually with the
cream of the country's philosorhers and psychologists, to say nothing of
cosmologists (a particularly brilliant crew). The puzzle is that he can take
me so seriously when, as he says, he knows very well that I know that "Silver
Locusts" is not a 'novel?!, and = although he doesn't say this - he knows very
well that I greatly enjoyed "Gravy Planet" (one of his 'better than Bradbury'
books) because he lent it to me. So I am mildly surprised that he did not see
through my frivolity. I have becn very naughty.

I have nothing to say of Sam's literary criticism except that I find it
most agreeable., The comparison of Bradbury with Chekhov is admirable, for Brad-
bury is a writer of situation rather than character or narrative. In this he
is vé?? much like Ilemingway, and most unlike iwells,

On two different points I should like to meet Sam, and these concern
his supposition that he kncws why I prefer Bradbury to .yndham, and why I do
not sample my s,f. books at rardom, Sam has always becn a man of powerful com-

plexes: the fact that he has periodically replaced one complex by another
makes this observation not less true but more obvious, 4nd since he has a power
of rationalisation which I envy, it is all the more difficult to persuade him
that a belief is, or may be, false, The tenacity of his conceived beliefs comes

out clearly in his letter., Note for instance his contempt for modern philosophy.
It would be interesting to know just how much philosophy, ancient or modern, Sam

has studied, and what he conceives the aims of philosophy to be, Perhaps Sam
would oblige. In the meantime, look at his beliefs about me: 12(
o



a) I have no firm literary standards.

bg My besetting sin is a preoccupation with'significance!,
c) I choose the years 'best novels' to give myself culture,
dg I do not read for entertainment.

A nice collection of prejudices! which Sam acquired some years ago. I1'll
content myself with some disjointed comments,

a) My literary standards may be different to Sam's, but this peculiar
fact does not make them unsteady ( nor would I criticize Sam's because his are
are different, Neither of us is content with comic strips),

b) If I understand what Sam means by 'significance', then I don't find
it in Bradbury. Indeed, it was Sam who pointed out to me that 'Silver Locusts"
is probably founded upon a mythos of guilt and nostalgia which refers back to
the fAmerican destruction of ked Indian Stone Age culture, (Hence the relative
gaiety and optimism of English fantasy, e.g wyndham?) This is a shrewd comment
I think, but one which I could not have made since I read Bradbury for
entertainment. But this is a silly remark of mine (and this is where Sam is
superficial too) because 'entertainment' is an empty concept which we fill in
according to the demands which we make upon the world. we get our entertainment
whether we demand a vicarious titillation of our sexual instincts or a subtle
and complicated interplay of thought and feelings, For instance,some people are
entertained by "Red Star", others by Plato's "Republic". There is some sort of
difference between the two, but this is not to be marked by saying that one is
entertaining and the other is not. I should have thought part of the taste of
literary criticism was to see in what ways both are entertaining, and why the
same person is not likely to find both entertaining. In short, literary criticism
might discover the significance of each form of litcrature for its readers. I
doubt very much if there is anyone who voluntarily reads anything that has no
significance for him., Let's be portentous and say there is no entertainment in
literature which has no significance for the rcader. I mean by 'having sign-
ificance', 'having some sort of meaning' for the reader. I know that when Sam
accuses me of reading 'for significance' rather than 'for entertainment', he
does not simply intend to say that thc novel has some sort of meaning for me,
«hat, then, does he wish to say ? He wishes to say that I do not know how to
read a novel, because, for Samn, 'significance' is just another pejorative word,

c) It seems that I give myself 'the holiday taste of gaining a cultured
outlook', because I sample the year's S.F novels 'not at random'. This would
make me look very stupid if it were not false. In general, it is obvious that
hardly anyone or no-one chooses his novels at random; we all succomb to various
influences upon our reading habits - advertising, the recommendations of friends
personzl interests and sentiments- and what we read probably becomes less and
less random in choice as we grow older. In particular, I cannot read all the

S. I novels that are published each year so- like other normal people- I read
those which, I am told, are worth reading. Camell tells me, the newspapers tell

me, Sam tells me, and I succomb to these sirens, Of course, I could draw up a
truly random list of the year's novels and carcfully choose five or six, using
a table of random numbers. This is what 'choosing at random' means. But in

this way I might very well have missed, for instance, "Gravy Planet". I 4id not
miss it because Sam recommended it and I think that he usually knows what he is

talking about., This is what I mean by 'not choosing at random'ind if these
considerations give my game away- as Sam avers- I have the satisfaction of
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knowing that everyone is playing the same game, Perhaps Sam would say(but of
course he would not) that we are all foolish in the way we choose our reading
matter. Or perhaps he would ask himself whether_he chose at random to read the
Minor .orks of Jane .Austen. «hy did he buy the gramophone records he_has bought
why did he marry the girl he did marry ? the answer secms easy enough: he
could not buy all records, he could not merry all girls. So he chose = but not
at random,

It is difficult to make my final point wicihout appearing to be -as Sam
would say - portentous, I am no Cassandra, neither do I see myself as an aged
eagle stretching my wings. ihat follows is not advice but comment,

I think that in reading and commnenting upon what someone has written in
Futurian we should try to understand what he has written and not speculate upon
the motive which has led him to say what he has said. Speculation upon a writer's
psychology is possibly impertinent and almost certainly fallacious. I have been
guilty of this sin in the past and never rccall it without embarrassment. Of
course, conversation among friends about a mutual -friend's psychology is
fascinating and often harmless, but if a contributor's argunents in a journal
must be met by someonc then let that someone meet the arguments and not the
contributor's psychology. Both Julian Parr and Sam try the psychology gambit
on me. But how can they know why I believe what I do believe, if they disregard
the reasons I give and take a straight dive into my psychopathology ? who is
qualified to do this to whom ? Neither Sam nor .Julian Parr is qualified to
psycho-analyse me and in making the attempt they have only involved themselves
in false premisses and arrelevant arguments, Phrases such as ".... which gives
me the idea that he.:...! "I think I knowwhy Eric believes it.' "Eric gives
the game away when he talks......" are simply forms of the old logical fallacy,
argumentum ad hominam, and they make no contribution ta the discussion. without
exception, Parr's and Sam's beliefs about me are false, and this is Just what
we should expect. I haven't the faintest idea why you publish Futurian, and if
I had I shouldn't use my belief as an argumment against your publishing 1t
(unless it were factual belief, such as swindling the public) So- it seems to
me - we should avoid the dangerous temptation to construct the psychological
motives of a commentating writer, and am only at destroying his argumnents by
better arguments. I think it would be best to leave the psychotherapy to those
who work in the psychiatric wards of our hospitals.

INWARD TIME ad the AMERICANS

\5\\ F. R. JAMES /Q{I%

4 fundamental fact, observed by people wiser than I, is that as we age

we have the impression that time appears to speed up, Days seem to shorten,
weeks race by instead of seeming longish periods, and the years gather

momentum --- in just the same way as an accelerating rocket, driven by past
explosions as much as present thrust, moves through the other dimension of

space,

This effect is known as inner time., It is, if you consider it from a
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theoretical viewpoint, an ext nsion of rclativity., For the very young, who have
only experienced days, time must bec measurcd by days. Later it will be measured
in months. Then, as the years roll by, w¢ consider our doings relative to a
continually lengthening period.

Now this may seem comuwonplace, but; recently an extension of this effecct
was suggested to me by a guest editorial in Science~Fantasy, and would like to
offer it to you for what it is worth,

In the editorial, alfred Bester, US.. author of The Demolished Man :
stated that, in his opinion, the difference between american stories and British
stories rcflected the difference between the tio cultures, US.. stories, although
adult in approach, are juvenile in energy; PBritish stories, reflecting the older
culture, are slower paced, usually showing their development through character
instead of rapid physical action.

le suggests, in other words, that British stories, like their writers
have greater feeling of the precssure of history, 4nd, from this, we may further
deduce that an older culture, like the older individual, has a different feeling
of inward time,

This extension of the theory seems to me to open very intcresting
pogsablLifhies if carried. to'still greater “stagés. ;

By extrapolation, let us consider two cultures, both Earthly in origin
meeting over interstellar distances,

One which has been in existence much longer than the other so that it
is enriched (or weighted down) by millenia of history, might find a young

comnunity so vigorous and rapid-paced as to be frightening,

Mankind, spreading through the Galaxy--as we of Science-Fiction turns
of mind hope and believe it will---will certainly find itself moving apart in
the dimenrion of inward tine just as it does in space. The vigour of new
cultures, unhampered by imuch feeling of the past-- and so urged on by a g-eater

pressure of inward time=--- must inevitably rush them away from the 514.

and yet, the old stoeck, I like to think, ought still to have something
to offer the new. As we age individually, our sense of awareness grows,
Confidence==w===- whether mistaken or not----is nurtures by past successes, even

perhaps by a knowledge of past failures. The older race, whether separated by
water or the void bctween stars, may make discoveries overlooked in the hustle
of the younger., Fut this is by way of an aside from the argument I am trying
to present.

Coming back to iy original thourhts, I noted that Mr Bester suggested
that the US.. and Great Britain are growing apart,On this theoretical basis of
inward time, however, it would seem that this may not be so,

No anslogy is perfect, but consider the incdividual case of two boys,
one aged 5 years and the other 15, The difference in their size is not so
remarkable, perhaps, as the difference in their minds. Both are immature, but

what a gulf of inward time separates them, One is three times as o0ld as the other.

No teacher would expect the younger to sit still for so long a period as the
more settled older boy.
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35 Years later, however, onc of the same boys will be 40 and the other
50. Only ten years still separatc them but, while one was three times the age of

the other, now tnat samc onc 1s only 1l times as old. In tcrms oI age, and
consequently in terms of inward time, they have grown more alike instead of more
éifferent.

Iife is like that. ind I, for one, ncpe that thls theory may indeed turn
out to be true of our two different, but insome ways complementary, countries 1n
particular, even of the world as a wnole, Lc¢t us look forward to uniting on this
shrinking globe, so that, as mankind does conquer the breatntaking distances of
space, those of our descendants who remain beiind, may be united to meet the
chzllenge of vigorous new outposts of men to whom the days seem longer because

the experience of their culture is so much shorter.

BOOK nEVIE.

suthor: Eleanor Iarjeon. Type : Fantasy (Humorous)

Title:  ARIADNE J.ND TiE BULL. Published by: iichael Joseph Ltd.,
26 EBloomsbury Strect,

Date: 19490. London w.C. 1,

Leviewed by: Joan a. Carr,

This book is produced under the war eccnomy standards with 90,000 words crammed
into 208 small-sized pages, The publishers say so in a note- and I for one will
take' their word for it.' It is basically the story of the dthenian hero Theseus
and the Minotaur, retold in modern idiom and with a number of alterations.
Theseus journeys from ituens to Crete as one of the seven men and seven maids

who are sacrificed each year to the Minotaur. Secretly he is determinecd to

conquer the beast as a Hero should, drrivang in Crete he is wined and dined by
King Minos and his daughters Phaedra and ariadne. (white Lady, Dry Martini,
Passion Fruit. The footman is Bacchus, God of .ine, who is more than interested
in Phaedra- a very wodern young miss) The party leads to a midnicht bathe and

ariadne guves Theseus a sword and a ball of cgolden thread so that he will not
get lost in the Maze that holds the minotaur. He enters the maze there and then
followed by the other thirteen sacrifices and, at a distance, by Hippolyta queen

of the imazons who also wants to slay the dreadful monster. The Minotaur however,
is a harinlessmonster who likes to wmrble Negro spiritusls and doesn't Like
fighting, Theseus finally provokes himn to do battle (with the other ithenians
betting on the Minotaur), but at this stzge Iippolyta joins the circus. i fight
developes between Hippolyta and Theseus over who should slay the monster, and
Jjust as the /Amazon is being counted out, King Minos is heard approaching. In
panic, the king's butler reveals a secret way out of the maze that leads to the
sec~-shore and everyone departs, Everyone that is except for the dinotaur who had
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been forgotcen, and Daecalus the inventor of the Maze and his son lcarius who
had been working all the while in the Bull-house on some mysterious project.
The king arrives in time to sec them fly away in a ﬁuge bir%—l}kewgogggaptlog,
The wehenians, together ith the dedeBicrCtoiang LRG3 ["petty Saiandiing
mong the Gods) There the revellries are resumed with the help of Bacchus and
%gplév Then the Hinotaur appears again having paracihuted from Dacdalus' flying
machine, Daedalus follows but Icarius doesn't make it- he forgets to fasten the
buckles. The survivors of the shipwreck are in need of a sacrifice to Jupiter
and they decide that the Minotaur's appcarance is most appropriate. King kMinos
however also appears, in pursuit of his daughters, and the book ends in a trial
scene that is superior to anytuing produced by Thornc Smith, The Minotaur is
set free and all ends well. It is hard to give a complcte resume of tiais book
because there are so many things happening, The whole story makes delightful
reading and the modern phraseology and the anachronisms make it all the more
delicious, ("Turkish or Egyptian?" asked the tactful footman, He offered her a

choice of cigarettes). Strongly recommended to those wno love fantasy- especially
the Thorne Smith type.

Sl e B D %j Don WiLsen

".ho shall declare the dark tieme to be a positive handicap?" wrote
H.P Lovecraft. The radiant cup of the Ptolemies, continues this master of the

weird and horrible, was carven of onyx.

and since mankind's beginning, the dark theme has been a part of his
literature and legend. Rationalism and sophistication be as thev may, some-
where in the back of every human being's mind there lurks a little of primituive
terror and awe of the strange and unknown, .ind in the very fundamental quality
of this fear lies the closeness of appcal to the sensitive individual in a
sympatihietically written weird tale, +'ho among us cannot shiver a little around
a campfire as the old northwoodsman tells the legend of the .«endigo ? which of
us can lie awake alone in the desert at night and listen with completely calm
nerves to the coyote's howl ?

In the most primitive of societies arise awful legends and tales. The
bushmen of iustralia and the jumgle natives of Jifrica and .isia have strange
tribal demons, 0ld Men and evil spirits,wizards of the air and taboos of the
forest. The .nglo-Saxons wrote of Grendel, the monster of the swamp who devoured
brave warriors 2s they slept; and today's Tibetans tell of the sibominable Snow-
Man, whom travellers somctimes meet when they are lost in the Himalayas,

The wide variance of types of monsters and Nemesis that men throughout
the world have conjured up over the years are all fundamentally the same, The
types differ; but, says Charles Lamb, "the archtypes are in us, and eternal,
They date beyond body, or, witiout body, tihey would have been the same Y
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The wise writer of horror stories will make use of this human trait of
fear in the presence of the strange, the half-understood, Things happen--- that
seem to happen--- that no sane man could believe, Legends and events tie into a
superstitious framework of half-knowledge, half-fear---a perfect background for
a tale intended to frighten,

lovecraft himself made abundant use of the technique of tyimg horror to
recality and to legend, creating a web of myth and awe that was sometlmes cosmic
in scope. The simplest events became monstrous in his adept hands, Iis characters
moved, dreading and frightened, through a world which had no more than a surface
existence while lurking beneath was the real world, one of horror and madness.

The basic tenet of Lovecraft's story-cycle(he wrote something like fifty
stories, all tied into the same background) was that before mankind came iGOMLER
this earth was the abode of other entities which are basically inimical to
everything we hold to be normal and good. Some time in the dim eons of the past
these entities were expelled; but they live on somewhere outside, ready to take
possession again when the stars are right and when their cults of human foll-
owers grow powerful enough to aid them.

and the pattern of his greater stories is the same. 4 chain of events,
each one normal in itself, leads someone through tangled hints of horrors to a
monstrous climatic revelation, This revelation ties into the basic myth-pattern
in which deities, horrible cults, cities of incredible age, monstrous rites
performed sround circles of stone on hilltops, and weird old books filled with
ﬁnguessable secrets abound, 4ll are fitted together into a structir= complex
enough to be an actual mythology of an actual people.

The Necronomicon , written by the mad arab, 4bdul Alhazred, in the eigth
century, is an unhallowed tome filled with the secrets of all the evil wizardry
of the ages. leng is a high, stony plateau in central Asia, never seen but from
afar and dreaded by natives and travellers, inhabited by a race which lives in
little huts, dances round feeble fires at night to the tinkling of beslls, and
which somehow is not quite human, I'Ha-nthlei is a submerged world off the Mass
achusetts coast, in which live a race of amphibians somehow responsible for a
terrible plague in 1846, Sacrifices are made to Nvarlathotep, the mad faceless
god, who howls forever in primal darkness to the accompaniment of two amorphous
jdiot flute players. Caravams shun Irem, tae city of the thousand pillars,
hidden in the sands of jirabia far from civilization, 4ll space and time are
haunted by beings of terror, and the earth, with man's civilization, 1s a tiny~
island, virtually undefended.

Lovecraft's stories have the advantage of being beaucifully written and
perfectly d:-veloped, step by step toward the final soul-shattering climax. They
are perfect for rcading alone in an ancient, creakine house far from town on a
rainy, thunder-blasted night. They are filled with things that man dreads most,
rendered all the more terrifying because they happen close to home in familiar
terrority and to familiar people,

ind the fact that these stories are so fundamental in the way they evok.
terror brings us back to man's fears of the unknown, the dark and the strange.
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In the age of science, of stone and stesl and machinery, it is easy to be
.complacent and to ignore the appeal of tales anc legends that have come down
with man since time imnemorial., But sometimes we get away from the safety of
crowds and clustered buildings, away from the hustle and bustle of the modern.

wnen we are alone, far from the track of man, when things we caimot see
howl in the distance and then a little closer, when strange beasts slink by on
padded feet, when the wind sigiis through the branches,....we shudder and start.

€ roll over, of course, ana reassure ourselves that this really is a
safe world, and we don't really believe any of that nonsense,

Sttill, for a2 memeht e 1atl egnsteel snery Small 'and afraid, deesee xe s
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IHMIRD 1N THE SERIES — WE Comg TO -.-

VREEE L D T

JOoHN K,, H. PRUNNE R

This, the third article in the series on the literary values of science-
fiction, is a kind of distant cousin of Topsy, who was the first. (Even the names
are alike). I wasn't quite surc at first which authors to select from what must
be several hundred of contributors, past, present, and occasional; to the prozines
to put under my microscope and dissect,

But inevitably, it figured out at the three I mentioned at the end of my
last article, Bradbury, because he has received widespread critical acclaim;
Van Vogt, because he 1s generally regarded as the aficionado's own writer @it Gt g
and Sturgeon, because I think he can write both the others into a cocked space-

helinet,

The purpose of this thesis is to try and relate each of those three to
their literary background and show in what way they have contributed to literature

as a whole. Bradbury first,

Many people have swiwed up Raymond Douglas, one way or another., He has
been described in this magazine as having brought to the sf field the whole
armoury of the modern short story writer; or, more succinctly, asbeing a poet
who is too lazy to make it rhyme. I don't think the last is such a bad analysis,

really, though too sketchy. Let's qualify it,

One can't appraise Bradbury until one under stands his personal philos-
ophy. It's given most clearly on the second or third page of The Martian Chron-
icles= 'Space has again made children of us all', 4And indeed there is a child-

like quality in his writing- & sense of wonder, as if he were overwhelmed by the
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vastness and blackness of space, seeking always something familiar in the
emptiness, Sometimes he doesn't find it. There is a horrible dread implicit in
stories like No Particular or Morning, which makes one feel that Bradbury has no
business to be writing science fiction at all. .nd indeed he hasn't. i Poe-
inherited pessimism pervades his best work; the lightness and sense of humour
shown in stories like The Earth Men is convulsed suddenly with the bald state=-
ment: The captain exhaled, "In an insane asylum,,..."

He has no particular respect for the human race- they cannot understand
beauty; they smash the tall towers in And the Moon be 35till as Bright; they sell
hot dogs on the bone-white Martian sea-bed or run frightened from something which
can only desire to please them, in Here there be Tygers. The city waits- out there
somewhere in space,for twenty thousands years- against the second coming of men,
and this time destroys them all, Herc is not merecly a sense of wonder, but a deep
genuine fear of the unknown,

His is a grim future. His is a grim world. The children who to him are a
mystery take on aspects of terror-they betray the world to the aliens in Zero
Hour, they bring wild animals out of the animated murals to devour their parents
children are strange and illocical creatures. but here again a sense of wonder
and mystery turns sour and curdles into terroe.

Yet for all this fear, Bradbury achieves sometimes a kind of mystic
poeticism, & bell of hope rings in The Million=Year Picnic- that somewhere a
crumb of sanity- his kind of sanity- still may be found; again in that weird and
wonderful Poe-derived story of the second house of Usher - negating a little the
melancholy despair of The Pedestrian, A second Johnny Jppleseced walks over the
plains of Mars - and overnight the trees fill the air with oxygen. A ship's
captain catches a vandal and knocks out his teeth... Here is a philosophy of the
bludgeon: right is right and I am right.

The finest things he has ever written are the shortest. Rocket Summer
brings that sense of wonder to the fore; and his picture of the Mexican peasant
in the middle of an atomic war, watching without understanding the fleeing thou-
sands who cry of the end of the world; and who turns and asks blankly of the
unanswering sky, "what world?" - that has the authentic stamp and ring of
beauty and truth, almost, one might have said, of nobility; certainly of good
sound sense.

when the final appraisal is made, I believe that the honour accorded to
Bradbury will be that he first of the major writers brought to the field a true
literary style. His familiar open-mouthed, breathless narrative was forged from
the wonder of the big black ‘spases and the millions of stars in the heavens,
It is not a style one can take for long; but it is of itself a good thing that
a style was formed, and formed so early, which did not conform to the efficient
machine-made pattern of the pure craftsmanship of the science fiction field.

iny assessment .of van Vogt, on the other hand, must positively lean
over backwards in the opposite direction, Bradbury is an emotional writer;
van Vogt is cerebral. He too is not over-optimistic about the human race; but
it is not something basically insufficient in them which he visualises as
-

2



dangerous, but a lack of knowledge of the universe, an inability to cope with
their techniques. His saviour is the nexialist, who fuses all fields of learning
into a tool one man can handle, «and indeed this one-man theine is apparent in all
his work, It 1s one Gilbert Gosseyn-plus the ability to live three times - who
stands off the full might of a galactic empire which is very successful in its
own way, thank you, for the sake of right thinking, It is one Robert Hedrock-plus
immortality~ who guides the Einpire of Isher down its tortuous narrow course
between the authoritarians and the liberals. It is one man- plusthe knowledge of
his nervous system- who defeats the hordes of the Ganae, who masters the Rulls,
and when man is pictured as being defeated, it is by himself- a worthy opponent-
and not by the vastness of space or the alienness of his enviromment. Even in
Centaurus II it is the men's lack of knowledge which leads to destruction,

Van Vogt 1s an intellectual, ani_as such he writes with his mind, He
could not produce the shivering emotfional beauty of the cities of Mars- he would

see only the arid plain and the shallow icecaps; but then no more could Bradbury
have invented the excitingly detailled and logically developed monsters who oppose
the spaceship Beagle on her long exploratory voyage of the night that has no end,

we have knowledge of his technique., van Vogt is a product of a correspo-
ndence course; he started in the true confessions market, where tuere is only one
plot instead of the three which are available in most fields, and it is probably
as a result of this need to invent new devices to render the old plot palatable
that he became such a diciple of the cerebral method of writing, 4is I said ear-
lier, he is regarded as the science fiction fan's own special writer, and there
is a good reason for that. The most fertile ground which sf has found is in the
mind of the romantic technician, a man accustomed to logical, disciplined think-
ing. 4 man who will find an answer if one exists, and not give up in despair,
For him, van Vogt works out his storics as meticulously as a master engaged in a
game of chess - and indeed the chess image pervades stories like The .world of .
and The Universe Maker. He is not frightened by what is immense. He reduces it
to its component parts, and so his concepts are gigantic- the multigeneration-
ship of Centaurus II, the star-wide empire of the A stories,

Morcover, he as an intellectual studies thie intellect, He works with
tools developed by those whose business it is to know why we act - his field is
semantics and sociology as much as it is the more physical branches of tech-
nology. ‘

If Bradbury may be called the first stylist of science fiction, van Vogt
must be called the premier craftsman, He sets his goal, and 1ogica}ly.works
towards it; but Bradbury launches himself on an uncharted sea, thrlll}ng Wlth
his own fear, not conquering it. The crew of the Beagle calculate their risks

before they take them,.

: 3 : those two, it becgmes difficult to place
SturgeonHzlig%liaég Eﬁemﬁggeagggge poles the firsy tﬁg“form, He is very cleariy
not a technician of the wan Vogt scholl; nor is he a member of the breathless ham
Bradbury faction, He is, plainly, closer to the latter than the former; but.ln
the emotion is better under control. It is because’ﬁe\does not let his emoilon
which vital to the pi';oduct._j_or'l of any work Qf art- run away with him, that
Jjudge him to be a superior writer to Bradbury.
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1 mentioned above that Bradbury is «ifficult to take 1n large doses, and
indeed he seems to have realised this. His so-called novels are nothing of the

kind. The Martian Chronicles is a sequence of episodes without more than a vague
background in common, and Fahrenheit 451 is a grossly overblown novella, Strange-
ly, Sturgeon recently gave us a chance to compare him with Bradbury directly;
Just as the latter expanded The Fireman into Fahrenheit 451, so Sturgeon revised
Baby is Three andé made from it More than Human; and this direct parallel
illustrates most clearly the sesentil superiority of his approach. For Bradbury's
story like so many of his, is a portrait of a lost world, with a seed of hope at
the end; and a long word picture grows dull, The Fireman was the greatest length
that the story could stand, and that with difficulty. Baby is Three, however, was
a story, and as such was expanded in the best available way~- by showing the i
events that led up to the formation of people who act it out, and their final
achievements.,

Sturgeon must have been born with the great gift of the natural story-
teller- a developement of the folk-art which he is so interested in e are told
that in his early days, the stories which he sold to Unknown were composed on

the typewriter and cispatched as they stood; and later he would come across one
in a magazine and say to himself, "Did I really write that 2"

and yet they were good stories- complete satisfying narratives.

Sturseon does not picture his characters as beaten by a world, nor as
peasants content to maintain a way of life which they have always known, He does
not on the other hand create supermen, humans plus some wild factor- the ' supermen'
of More than Human are very human indeed, with all the huren failings of Jjealousy
and greed, acting as individuals even as you and I; and yet their whole is more

than the sum of their parts.

For masterly depiction of something whicl 1s beyond our ordinary ken,
More than Human stands unchallenged in the field of modern science fiction.

And again: he has beauty and an ability to convey it, liis pessimism
regarding the human race is colved nct by surrsrder ner by the acquisition of
new and unheard of teckhniques, tut by the nobil?ty of men- unnoticed, perhaps
not very conspicuous at the Dbest ef SrinneEh Nt SinfiihereRsisHlo S eiien cleMalRels
human kindness and bravery that defeats the zncient, all-powerful enemy,
Sturgeon has a quality which Bradbury anid van Vogt lsck- and one can only call
it faith in human nature,

I have mentioned thiat his pcopie ere hwren, and in this alone he surp-
asses anyone else in his field, Fls eye is precise and his attitude compass-
ionate- who will ever forget tihe carcful and yet enormously sincere depiction
of Starr 4nthim in Thunder and Roses ? =and liis portraits share necither the child-
like terror of Bradbury nor thc omnipotent, incredible supcriority of van Vogt.
His gift of words makes him able to turn just svch a phrase as will exactly
strike home on that instinctive chord in a man'e mind which would react to the
real situation if it occurred, Hig feeling for Dbeauty is not one of blindg awe,
but of appreciation and enjoyment;he caiches the fleceting mcicent but does not
die in it, so that his stories are truly stories, &nd move rather than standing

in one spot and staring, 2\7
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And - mark of the master - he does not pall, Ile weaves a web of words
even in so complex and strange a story as To Here and the Easel which lightens an
and flashes with an ever-fresh felicity of phrase. Take this:

(waiter, bring me a band playing Ramprt Street, I have fallen from Grace,
who is a hippogriff),

It has wit,; but it has more, It sums up in a single glance the whole of a
men's frigntened, tortured mind, It shares with James Joyce the power to make
madness comprehensible, Perhaps Sturgeon is a little crazy himself - I don't
know, But for a man to be so full of the world there must certainly be some=-
thing unusual in him,

If Bradbury brought the armoury of the modern short story writer to sf,
Sturgeon brought that of the noelist, because he is never static, His range of
themes is wide, as Bradbury's is: Bradbury treated the basis of our religious
faith in The MMan, and his wide-eyed awe and disgust in humanity made it a com-
pelling story; but Sturgeon could make from even such a - to us - fundamentally
unlovely subject as homoscxuality a masterpiece of wisdom and compassion,

And as to their place in literature; their individual contribution? It is
too early to say, This much, though, is certain, They will live when others
have passed on, for each is in his way a kind of genius,

B e e R e e e e R e B s
The most-asked about personality from earlier eons of fan activity has easily
turned out to be that most affable Aberdonian, MNr Webster; and your editor, in
accordance with the expressed wishes of so many of you, has duly nagged at him
for a brief recapitulation of his activities of the past few years., We asked
for it -= so we've got it, lets make the most of it., Proudly Presenting ....

\ AN /Y /
;;, M LOST clneie) DAYS \f:
}35 DoutrAad  WEBRBSTERL \\

recently sampled a former_delight: _I en%ﬁyed for some days the

; I hav
hospitality of Mr and IMrs Michael Rosenblum 1R Leeds, Wwhile I was there’| my

friend lir Rosenblum asked me to write some account of my life in the last few
yearsi harrassing as it has been, and we may be sure, ennobling, And while I
u

am reluctant to emerge in the middle years irom a decent obscurity, still it
were churlish to refuse such a mild request. I am by nature taciturn. I am

not one of your sociable men, happy in the midst of their fellows, comir i
only in theyquick give and take of" the smoking room, I hold thatsa mgﬁ}gg e

personal life is no concern of - and doubtless of little interest to - those

standing irmnocently by, minding their own business., Be that as it may. in the
fate of one can be seen the fate of all, and there may be something S%ivalue

to those who follow after, the student and historian, in this story of the
dissolution of a common or typical fan and the emergence of that which Super=
cedes. This has happened to me: it might equally have been you. Reflect on it,

The years that followed the war were of course spent by all of us in
getting back into the old groove, In my own case this meant a sojourn at the
university in London., I wished to devote myself to the better understaning of
science fiction, and to this end I studied English Literature and astrophysics,
So passed a few happy years,
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Emergiig again from the artificial world of science to the sordid realities
of commerce, I noted that 35 science-fiction magazines now flourished where three
had wilted before, 4at once I opened =a bookshop selling science-fiction, fantasy
and allied literature in Cecil Court, +,C. I acted as editor of three of the
magazines myself, and in my spare time, as agent of British authors for markets
on both sides of the Atlantic., The business prospered, Patiently had I built
up contacts through the lean years before the day of the water-pistol, when our
fraternity clung together frail as a spider's web, criss-crossed by the vapour
trails of fanmags and letters ten pages long., Now I found these contacts as
valuable as the long hours of childhood and youth spent in the attic gloom or
the sunny garden hamnock, with Wonder Stories and Amazing Juarterly, Scoops
and astounding,

During this period, the apprenticeship to uiy true prosperity, I had never
missed a Thursday evening at the white llorse, and more recently the Globe,where
temperamentvoll London fans dring beer around. May I here exhort all out-of-
town fans to attend a few of these meetings, even at some expense to themselves?
They are an education in themselves, the poor man's university, the indoor IHyde
Park Corner, Mr Birchby tells me that in the last ten or fifteen years fans
have not changed: that our fammags of the '30s and '40s were as witty as the
fanzines today although we had mever heard of a fanzine, that we too could
write articles on detective stories or pungent, incisive descriptions of
eachother, I cannot believe it, But should anyone be moved to find out for
himself, the evidence awaits him at the Globe,

within the last few years, I have searched for fresh ways in which to place
my tested experience in the science-fiction field at the disposal of the commu-
nity as a whole, Please do not praise my idealism, Prudence as well as selfless
motives directed my ambitions, My wife, helpmate in all my endeavours, has
never been the most parsimonious of women, Our little house in Dulwich, for
many years now the weekend meeting-place of a cycle of fan circles, was an
expensive luxury at first and far from easy to pay off: and each cycle was a
helix in the spiral of our liquor bi&ll, The four children had to be fed,
clothed and, I regret to say, educated, Cur cat developed sophisticated tastes
in food. Our holidays to the States had to be financed, I decided that in the
intervals of my other activities 1 should devote myself to creative writing.

I think I may say that this has not been the least successful of my endea-
vours., Such has been the fecundity of my invention; such the fluidity of my
pen; such the embarrassment of my MSS (all of them - luckily - placed easily
enough even in magazines which I do not edit myself), that I very soon found
it wise to adopt a number of pseudonyms, For more technical papers, such as
those on lunar landscape, the bottom of the sea or .merican topography, I have
assumed the nom de querre of Arthur C, Clarke, For pot-boilers L use indiscrime
inately J. F. Burke, John Caristopher, 4istron del Martia and a number of other
disguises, some transparent I have no doubt, while certain others I do no~ feel
it prudent to reveal at the moment., Suffice to assure my readers that when
writing for the movies, racdio or TV, I rarely use my own name. 4 modicum of
public responsibility must at all times inform our behaviour, Should the man
in the street once suspect ‘that the broaficasts of Ain Invasion from llars and
1984 emanate both from the same typewriter, he might well, and with Jjustice,
feel uneasy. 4 science-fiction writer must never seek to demonstrate the public's
intelligence by any means other than through the medium of sales.
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I have now shown that a youth spent among the science-fiction magazines
and the fraternity of fans leads to a maturity of richness, no little variety, and
certain material benefits, Iuckily the interests of my readers, no less than my
own reserve, make it unnecessary for me to dilate on my successes in local politics
in "serious" literature, in horticulture, in planning our first spaceship on the
drawing board, and in the new field of cultural cybernetics; or on that feat that
I shall always regard as uy crowning glory: of editing an anthology of science~
fiction stories, each of them in fact written by myself, and later reviewing the
book in one of my own magazines, I shall not reveal the title of this work as
that might smack of unprofessional conduct; let me only add that the hardest task
involved (that of thinking of new pen-names for each different story) was found
to present no difficulty at all to the ingenuity and experience of the veteran fan,

BOOK REVIEW reviewed especially for g;éﬁf oW 18
i pENETNE VA BENNELT,
EDITED by Groff Conklin R Eife Timself.
Fripds
Title: SCIENCE FICTION TERROR TALES fﬁf%
Pub. Pocket Books inc., March 1955, pp 262, ] A
also Gnome Press(hard covers) January 1955, KB SEL ALY

Right by the typew:iter at the moment is a 25¢ Pocket Book vibich lilcross
have let me have for a half-crown, I have not the slightest hesitation in recomm-
ending this as the outstanding science fiction anthology which I have read¢ in the
past year. This is the first anthology of the unknown in science fiction, a book
to read at night when the unreasonable fear of the alien can make you shudder,
cringe, and turn about..to see what? This is a terrifying collection of dissected
nightmares, You'll love it,

It “is difficult to piek out the best in the colleetion, for Conklin‘has
wisely chosen stories which do not fall below good in even the most severe rating.
The fifteen stories which comprise the collection are taken from as wide a range
of styles, magazines and dates as science fiction can offer. .ay back from 1936
and the early TwS comes Panl Ernst's tale of the dwcllers in the depths of the
earth, "The HMicroscopic Giants," a lovely old twist on an even older theme, whilst
bang up to date is Chad Oliver's maddening "They Let Me Live in a Heuse™ @f phe
thirteen tales which were written somewhere on the line between these tiwo, TENS
hard to say which should have the preference, If I began at the beginning of the b
book, which is often....oh, you e Heard ‘it »befiore? Well, It is true....If T
began there people and even fen woulc accuse e of being prejJuiiced; the first
story is ty Ray Pradbury. In which case L'll skip Ray for a moment and go tinrough
the other thirteen storics taking their authors in an alpii......

I think Sheckley has improved out of all recornition since he enterec. the
Stfiel’ not so lons apo, Here is a 'Phiilips Barbee' story called the "Leech" a
frictening account of the attempts, both civil and military, to destroy the
indestructible, Whilst the story mizht well have been cut short before the leech
returns to the spore stage and is about to blot out the sun, this is a well-
handled change-about tale which pives us both sides of a study in wondering
incomprehensibility and 2 blind search for life and death,
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Margaret St. Cleir 1s reoresented with one of her few storjes worth
anthologising, like Berbee's reprinted fruam Galaxy and like Barbee's dealing
with an alien invedcr froo the emnpty space which lloovers around. us, "Prott" tells
of a futile attempt at wmartyrconm,

Sturgeon vwould have to be arround somewhere, This is an extremely
authentic account,“iemorial® taken from the &pril 1646 4stounding., One of those
roundabout storics whaich ends the way it starts, but what comes in between places
a subtle change on the meanin; at the end. . lovely story for vour grandcianildren.

Peter Philliip's "Lost Leilory" 1s a great favourite of mine. Iere the
horror is by no means cependent on the unkiown. 4s Conklin voints out,"the more
one grasps the reality, the more one is terrifiec," I love the tender dialogue in
this story;

"Rece anmimibeeceing baked aliiive in an uvennn ah feecer-jeeesussurauuti

exrr IV

Skippoing over Oliver's plece this time round, brings me to salan Nourse's
aSF story "Nightmare Brother," like Oliver's a tale of medness, loneliness and
man's breakine strain, L don't kmow why but I usually associate =« story of this
type dealing with space loneliness with “the British scheol:

Matheson 1s rcpresented with characteristic horror. wWnat better praise.
One of the best(better ?) two in the collection, this vignette, "Fhrourh Channels"
is unnerving, Lead up to it grafually.

"Pipeline to Pluto" by iurray Leinster is also typical -and is reprinted
from aSP., Good, of course, but not my own cup of blood. I much prefer Heinlein's
"They" , a story much reprinted, and dealing with those hidfen aliens around us.
They're sure to be here; do you know any < Perheps even thece or me 1s one such
alien (what do you wean, with an zccent like that.....?) and perhaps we don't even
know it. Should that worry us though ? Anyway, whether it *SHoulé or not, thils
complicated tueme is to be found in Pailip Dick's "Tae Impostors." The chances are
you know it already frow Galaxy.

My two favouritc authors fcaturc next on the list. First comes Fredric
Brown with tough characterisation typically woven arounc a central and well-handled
tihene. "irena" from aSF tells about a duel against the unknovn in completely alien
surroundings to both creaturcs envolved in the struggle. I must say that for a
terror tale, however, I would have been pleased even more with the story had
Brown's loser actually been the victor., But then, I always had a sadistic streak,
which nirht bec why I enjoyed. Bra bury's "Punishment Without Crime" or could 1t be
that, even though I've reac nothinz top-rate from him over the past three or four
months, Ray still remains iy favourite S,7¥. author. This story, from Other torlds,
is a sequel to "Marionettes Inc" Just the sort of ripe Bradbury logic you'll either
love or hate, No inbetweens.

I can't quite make up my mind about the author "The Other Inauguration"
anthony Boucher remains sometihing of an enigma; onc story is good, another poor
and hackneyed. One point 1s that DLis stylec is very flexible, There is no story,
not even "Mine Fincer Jack", which you can sey is typical of Boucher, though
whether this 1s = £00d or a bad point 1s debatable, If you read "The Nuubers Man!
in Ellery Queen's, you'll know what to expect,Tic-travel and not numbers 1s
clinically éissected here. .

Last in this survey is Isaac .4simov who is represcnted with the terrifying
short of the half-msn who 1is half-beast(?) from "Fantasy anc Scicnce Fiction",
"Flies," Pardon mc while I shudcer,

Fifteen great ani enjoyable stories, 11 in one book. Conklin himself says
"Moo often wien people think of science fiction terror stories they think of mad
scientists and bug-eyed monsters whicn nake you laugh instead of trerble . But the
stories in this book are truly in the tradition of the bloodtingling short Sto£¥'“
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JOE GIBSON :: JEIESETr - Caluny,  *

e e e e Re e e ok e o

Saturday night was hell, Riging the subway (an Underground, you
know) beneath the udson River, I stepped from the train to a station platform
and mounted the steel-ribbed concrete stairway into the mist-dampened blackness
of downtown Manhattan, Thus, as I swung off Christopher Street into the narrow
twisting alleys of the Village, my most peculiar evening began,

I went sisiting Dave Mason's (a rcally peculiar chap) in a dank cellar
where Dan Curran, irt Saha, and other Fanachist Types were gathered, Bob Hos-
kins was there, proving he could take care of himself (as 1'd guessed he could)
after I introduced him to the New York Circle the previous week; he sold me a
bottle of dark beer on the spot,

Copies of the Russian 'zine, Science for Youth, were tastefully dis-
played. The latest one has some sort of contest for g-f stories--we haven't a
complete translation of it yet, so no one's given it much thought--and thrre's
an article on a Soviet trip to the moon. You can imagine what we'd like to do
with that contest, tho.

Then a couple of girls wandered in, which was most unusual, 4nd a
couple Chicagoans dropped by. And some preliminary remarks about New York
getting the world con in '56 were uttered, But finally we all went touring some
of the saloons Grenwich Village is littered with, In the midst of this safari,
one of the girls picked up a nice-looking young college chap, fellow named Clem,
Couple of hours later, I got a few moments' conversation with hime-and found him
a dead-in-the-wood, collector-hound s-f pffan! But he didn't know about fandom.

I'a just woke up yesterday noon and wandered outside for a bit of sun
when I noticed something had been thrust in my mailbox, Imagine finding a re=
vived Fido with a purplish scrawl "Remember me?" at the margin! Remember you!!
Ghod, did you honestly think I could forget Mike? The bundles of magazines I
fervently shipped off, as a fervent young high-school fan is forever fervent,
The Fidos folded flat in their pea-green wrappers., The night's lodging a gruff
Yank solger enjoved at your old address--on a goose~feather mattress and mighod,
man, sheets!--and the news next morning that 3 buzz-bomb had blundered into the
countryside somewhere, Then after it all, and when ola warriors had finally
come home, I found someone had sent me a gold-star "honorary membership" in the
old BFS....how that fervent young high-schaol fan would(ve prized it if only he'd
been home (and still young, still fervent) when it camed.i..

Gillings @didn't help much with his mullings about collector's items,
either. I suspect he's become one, himself,

But 9 years, Mike, and here you havn't changed a damned inch! Still
the same o0l typs, still th& same leedsian style making me yearn for an eben-
ings' pint with some congenial group at a local workingman's pub--that was the
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England I knew, I'm afraid, No London, mo Piccadilly, xo Goodright Irewes....

..1t's great to hear from Balmer, Youd =nd the rest -- there are others
left, aren't there? They've certainly earned the right to wax as nostalgic as
they damned well please, and the back of a hand to anyone who says naught. But
we can wever explain the fan.world we kaew to these very mature youngfawxs we've
got about, these days. This fandom has some st.ange notion that it's earxned the
public's acceptance and is very much concerned with the prospect of science
fiction "coming of age." e were a close-knit bunzh of persecuted misfits, lone
giants amidst this primitive culture, wondering when the world would ever come
of age. 4nd everyone except Bob Tucker was tryiyg to say something sensible (so
now it's said Bob was the only real mature fan amongst us-~-though 18ve heard he
is reviving IeZ) while today thses youngsters know thcmselves to be so intelli-
gent that they must strive to say something nonsensical!

and the most promising event to occur recently, I think, was the slump
in s-f. Seems it's making thses youngsters think they've been persecuted or
something, why man, it's getting so you can't sit around thse fanclubs without
hearing fan-noises again! Tsk, Over here, /e even have youngsters like Rog
Phillips muttering dire implications about it....

wILLIAM ROBE.T (BOB) GIBSON, Calgary, Alberta, Canada.
S 4 o s o ot e e el ke s e sl ol e e sk sl e

How do you stand on the now slightly over-worked "flying Saucer” question?
Keyhoe or Menzel? liy puess has been that Menzel, aided by a number of gagsters
with leg-pulls, is trying too hard to explain away too many things in too many
ways to be quite convincing; while Keyhoe tries to seem to be leaning over back-
wards in an effort to seem impartial. ind, of the "saucers" themselves, that if
they are not terrestrial they are probably extra-solar,

However that may be, I have seen one.

On October 17th I was in the rear seat, right hand side of a car going
north-east from Calgary on the way to Drumheller, The day was bright and clear
with a few distant cumli low down in the west, .ibout 9 am, The car swung from
east to north. I happened to be looking to the lef¥ and saw something come into
view through the left rear window of the car, from behing the frame as the car
turned.

a featureless, clear, sharply defined circle, slightly bluish white ix-
colour; about an eighth the viscal diameter of the moon and much brighter than
Venus as %eén by daylight, (This past week has let me track Venus past dawn and
conTirmed the memory of its brightness I had then,) Low in the west - between
15 and 20 degrees above the horizon, clearly visible against the clouds in the
west, and far enough away to show no perceptible prallax against clouds or
borizon. I detectec no motion except a slight rise during the time it was vis-
ellE, 1t was not a planet - Venus, the only possible contender, was well up in
the sky in the south-east, invisible near the sun, and would never get that far

from it even if it could shine through a dense clo AT
: 121 8 ud, 4nd wouldn't show 1
enough, It was not a reflection - 1% did not vibrate with the cars motion?rigd

there was nothing bright it coulé reflect from, I checked 1t
: : g g 5 could _ A he . 1t was not a drifting
spider w;E,bgloatlng seed or flying insect. The car was doing better than 40mph T
I 10 was a mlrage, it was one that did not distort +ti it
or the horizon just below.’ : o S o
all this in perhaps half a minute, Then, as I finall i
R : : i 5 ally began to think of
¥}tnesses It saw it was fgdlng. Not shrinking, gust dimming, Imgerceptibly at
d;rst, put.w1th.rap1dly increasing speed. I watched it vanish completely, The
i1sc kept its size and definition as long as I could distinggish it .
- 33,



I think the only mundane ex-planation, known to me, that was not disposed
of at first glance was the possibility of a balloon, Anc no balloon that I can
conceive of would have been so bright, I saw plenty of barrage ballooons, and . ...
none of them, aluminized or not, would have shone brighter than the clouds be-
yond, This was brilliant - a source of light rather than a reflection, for it
was broad; and the bright reflections I have seen on planes showed as hard points
and were yellowish, not blue-white.

Again, if it was a balloon - why did it fade? There were no clouds into
whose shadows it could have drifted. The only ones were, as I said, far away to
the west, And it had chosen that moment to burst, a balloons remains would not
have stayed as a well-defined circle through a gradual disappearance,

ERIE VAN LODEN :: Northumberland, England,
s o s ol e e ke e ok

What can I write about NUFU,..? That's easy! In the celebrated
words of Ron, "I like it, Eth!"

What can I write for NUFU...? Ah, that's more difficult, There
are so many things to choose from, that the multiplicity of choice befogs one,
Various possibilities attract for a little while, but then a new one comes along,
smiling enchantingly, and so we are whirled away to explore new avenues.

Of these, however, Book Reviews have held my attention for lorgest. Surely,
eaeiiane. 8 picee! of Jealel 01, 20 & Q] Nenephias, o' dor 48+ diplone s pen in venom,
demonstrate that the chap who wrote the book hadn't wit or intelligence enough
to write a book in the first place, and then you leave him to skulk away in his
tatters., More than that, by so doing you've also proved, ipso facto, how witty,
brainy, intelligent, perceptive and discerning you are yourself, and so the book
reviewing lark really is an ego-booster!

Good so far ... but which books to review?

The best ones have all been done, in fanzine after fanzine, to say nothing -
of promags, so I am left with only the obscure,

For a while, I dallied with the idea of reviewing Blumrosen's translation
of the Martian "Treatise on the B,FE.E,i," if only to bring it to the notice of
a still wider public., I gave it .careful thought indeed, but, in the end, decided
against it., Excellent though the translation is, it is only a translation, and,
for the true beauty of the protogenetic prose to be appreciated, it must be read
in the original. Much of great value will be derived by so doing, not least of
which will be a true evaluation of what the Martians really think of us. By the
way, did I hear someone ask, "what is the B,E.E.M. .., ?"

Well, naturally, to the Martian it is the Bug-Eyed Earth Monster .....

Two celebrated works of fiction next held my attention, and I should like
to write at length about theése :-

TIE DOME BUZLERS ... This, of course, is an exciting story of the revolt

of the Martian colonists, and the war which ensues between them and the
forces of Terra, Living in their huge domes as they do, they are naturally
known os Doms, and a force of space-ship bombers is sent to crush them by
busting the Domes.

BAIDNESS BE MY FRIEND ... The mutants, otherwise known as the Baldies, have
decided to use their telepathic powers to take Terra from the Norms, although
few people are aware of the great conspiracy. The Scientific Criminal In-
vestigation Department have their suspicions, however, and so a young S.C.I1,D,
man is detailed to make enquiries. After an operation to his brain, he, too,
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is made into a telepath, and, to disguise himself as a mutant, he has to
have all his hair shaved off, Ilis baldness is 21l that stands between
him and discovery, and his adventures go to make this an unusually
thrilling story.

There we are then, two stories which haven't been reviewed by anyone
yet, so surely I could do a review of at least one of them and so have something
to write for NUFU.

4ilas, it didn't work out that way ...! DNo, I still have nothing to write
as I find that neither of those two stories have yet been written, neither "BLID-
NESS BE MY FRIEND! nor "IHE DOWE BUSIERS" ...! But it does give me another idea,

If anyone reading this is not sure what to write for NUFU, wants to con-
tribute but cannot make up his mind what form that contribution should take, well,
why not write one of them?

If only you would, I'd be glad to review it ...!

JULIAN PARR :: Diisseldorf-Oberkassel, Germany
********$**

As you see, I've deserted the sceptre'd isle again to take up a job
with the British Consulate-General here, 4 step forward for me in one respect,
but it has taken me further wway from fandom again, just as my feet were touching
bottom .... I must congratulate Harry Turner and yourself on the cover of the
last issue, which is smoo-ooth, chic and slick, gracefully linking the younger
and older generations of fandom, with their adolescent and mature interests ...
((I have a vague idea that sarcasm might be intended here - JMR))

For various reasons the most interesting item was Roy Rowland Johnsoh's

rather condescending but obviously quite sincere despatch from the «Wilderness.
Is the title his own, or yours? ((this seems a good place to mention that not

only was the title chosen by myslf, but I 'lifted' the article from Roy's personal
letter to me as I thought it was well-worth showing to fandom. Roy hasn't objected
but he says he would have liked a chance to polish up his phraseology etc. JMR))
I must confess that I look back on those early days of enthusiastic adventure in
fandom with nostalgic regret, and am often forced to realise that that which Roy
proudly terms the "real world" is truly a wilderness, Ile appreciates and gener-
ously lists fandom's possitive attributues: the hothouse for self-realisation and
self-expression, the encouragement for the enquiring and fearless youthful mind,
the purge of insiduous mores and dogmas from the "real world," the interplay cf
ideas which jolted you out of the rut, the community in which you encountered
strange thoughts, dangerous vislons, uncomfortable predictions, independent
judgements - a turmoil of thought, emotion, enjoyment and life unrestrained, in
which you had to find your feet and then vourself,,. In effect he admits tladis)
and shrugs it aside for the sake of "the real world in which I had to live, "

whatever the shortcomings of fandom == and I beleive that these were in
fact the shortcomings of the fans as individuals, as adolescent persons, rather
than of fandom as a community - I am still not convinced that he has got the
better of the bargain;=- I am not convinced that his real world is the better in
any sense - certainly not as a community, He tells us nothing of his real world,
but my ovn experience is that most of the "real" things: family, profession,
social standing, security, comfort - are of little absolute value, despite all
attempts to make a virtue of necessity. So, surrounded myself by the parapher=
nalia of real life, I often long for the carefree days of youth, for the immac-
ulate ambitions of the utopist, for the eagerness to accept the strange, the
novel, the disturbing, the unorthodox: not only in %ought, in theory, but also
in action and in play, ijﬁ;ﬂ



1f this is escapism: then I too am a refugee from the "real world!" Certainly
the reformer and the revolutionary can look askance at my retreat -- but no others.
Is Roy Rowland a reformer or revolutionary? It would be most unfair of me to
jump to conclusions, I'd like to know,

I see you have an article "The Australian Paper-Backs" laid on for the next
issue - I've just come across the first German science-fiction magazine: Utopia,
It is issded in two versions: Utopia Small: a juvenile series of adventures of
Jim Parkins; and Utopia Large: a series of translations of English s-f, I've met
the translator, and we've discussed the next step: a letter column in order that
a fandom may develope here in Germany, He has also told me something of the mail

received by the publishers - and it included critisism by what I can only describe
as German Trufans, calling for the classical s=f (Wells, Stapledon) and zhe best

of modern s-f (Farewell to the Master, No i{joman Born, etec. ) instead of the prim-
itive stuff the publishers are using as the thin edge of the wedge., So there are
prospects of Germany fulfilling the promise of those early films, and the trad-
ition of Oberth - and a German fandom arising,

SIDNEY L. BIRCIIBY :: Manchester, Outer Civilisation,
sl o o ek s el e ok sk ok

.- Talking of Doug Webster, he arrived here with evident pleasure
at having visited you, and we did our best, in the teeth of a hurricane, to show
him something of Manchester. Once again, as in years past, we stayed up till the
small hours discussing everything under the sun. By 1 a,m. we were on Toynbee's
"Study of Writing". By 2 a.m,, Karl Popper's "The Open Society and its Enemies".
About 3,a.m,, out came the old snapshot albums: --- "and this is George Medhurst
in 1941, and this is young Carnell --"

OMIGOsH !

This is one hour Jlater, Michael, Just as I wrote the above, there was a
rumbling noise in the chimney, and down came half a brick, plus clouds of soot.
Everything was covered: a pile of old copies of "Fido" I was referring to; this
letter, my wife, me. It's taken one solid hour with a vacuum cleaner to tidy up.

I*m sorry, lir Carnell, sir, 1%"1l never make remarks about you again, your
worship. I should have known, after that article in the last "i", that Ghu looks
after his own.

as I was saying, about 3 a.m. we examined with reverence the exalted
likeness of Saint Carnell, and by 4 a,m, Douglas mentioned casually that he had
borrowed from you a copy of J, Campbell's "The Mightiest Machine" (Astounding
1935, I seem to remember)

"It's a story," he said appreciatively, "I've always wanted to read again,'

Which, coming in the small hours, when inhibitions are down, suggests that
lie pais e FqiEie | UGS, e Hmsien

I put in a good deal of wcrk describing some of the more amusing incidents
of recent fandom and quoted a remark of Harry Turner's that present day fandom
might be quite congenial to his taste. e was inclineﬁ to agree,

Of course, Douglas will often agree with one for the sake of peace and
quiet, so it may not mean much. But on the face of it, we may be a step nearer
to the return of "Fantast" than we think ?. " Yours carbonaceously, ...

JOAN W, CARK :: Maida Camp, Middle East Land Forces.
Aok sdedede stk e et

I enjoyed the Clamourous Dreamers immensely because 1 know nothing
of early fandom and I'm always willing to learn, Talking of early fandom though
-- surely the reason for there being fewer collectors now is that there are too
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meny promags? Ving puts several ideas forward, but I think he is juggling with
his tenses. {lad I been in fandom at the time when most people were forming
collections then I would be one with them, and I wouldn't dream of parting with
my collection now, But I cculihit-keep it up to date because it would cost too
much, People who weren't in fandom when the collecting was going on (ie people
such as myself who have only been reading sf for six or more years and in fandom
for about two), we can't even afford to start collections nowadays, let alone
buy back issues and the like,

'Fraid I have no first-hand knowledge on bull-fighting, but the subject
was discussed pretty thoroughly in the fanzine Hodge Podge only a short while
ago. It started with an article called "The Philosophy of La Lidia" by Rex Ward
in IP6 and then got into the letter-cols of No 7 and 8, I believe Ward was
recounting first-hand knowledge. In case "Phoenix" should be interested, the
people who had the most to say included Al Leverentz, Redd Boggs, Jim Harmon,
Marion Bradley, Chuck Harris and “walt willis,

JOIN BRUNNER :< R,4A,F., Bletchly.
Sjc sle vt i Ne e B e e e e ok

I'm very much pleased with the way your' 'zine's shaping - walt sum-
med up my views pretty well with his review of it (issue 2) in the last Neb,
You're turning out a still interesting secon fanzine when most other people
have diverged to the lunatic fringe of fandom, I must admit belonging to that
semepfpisae. myself e ol " Like (it herve.. . Guahany Stone, Bho', -E.must. bake igsuc
With, Ie tends to forget that tho the fans of today may seem immature and
juvenile, it Isn't more than on the surface,

The way I look at it is this. The fen of today have rediscovered an
irresponsible attitude to 1lifc which is no longer common, I say irresponsible,
but that is in no sense dénigratory. It is unlike the maddening irresponsibility
of the person whose interests extend to the local pub and north to the Preston
football ground, I call myself a fan = but I'm not so much, (and my connections
in fandom are small and demomstrate this,) as a member of the London Circle,

I'm glad to be able to call the Tubbs and the Buclmasters and the rest my own
personal friends. In a way I suppose, that means that I don't know fandom, But
I know enough to recognise that the relaxed and aimost crazy way they like to
exist is a pretty good fertiliser for perconalities which might otherwise have
done a qu- -k Yow and then mouldcred, They aren't bumns, Graham, ell, there are
bums in fandom - of course! TITut whether those people write secon analyses of
the literary trends in sf or The 19th Lye fiom the Left is beside the point,
Take 'em as people - and they're a fine lot.
D. R, SMITH :: Nuneaton, warwicl:z.
sie de sfe 3l o s ole e sle siesk

Pooey to Dale R, Smith from me. I'd established *he name D.R.Smith
solidly among fan-writers five years before hs appeared on the scene, I admit
it's most humiliating for him %o be Ttlamed for ry misdeeds, but such is life ..
Temple is at least ‘50% out in his estimate of Ilanson's correspondents, unless I
am not considered .. The "Phoenix" column puzzles me, It is very ruch the sort
of thing I like, yet I cannot say that I like it so much, Clever patter, a vague
odour of the delicios Paul Jennings, but it all seems so empty .. That last
could not be applied to Brunner, 4Almost too full in fact, but it pleased me ..
Clarke dissertation on collecting struck a friendly note, recalling my own passages
through the-stages, I was never one for collecting j{ema for their rTarity alone;
what I wanted to do was to have things by me that I jiked to read. Hence and
therefore I no longer collec’ 0l4 magazines. Ej’7



ON LOOKING INTO THE "NEw FULURIAN" ....... by Laurence Sandfield (London)
ot ke Aok

I've promised myself that I'd write this and sling it at Mike, ever since
he sent me number 1, of the NuFu. There have been two reasons for this:

1. Mike hasn't asked for it. (or has he?)

2. Lots of people seem to be looking into things, so why shouldn't I in-
crease the resultant muddle ?

Opening up the first ish, we find "The Glamourous Dreamers" by WG, Ditto,
next ish, find one letter altered and everything spoiled. Damn, it, walt, our
dreams are glamorous. The autobiography is interesting, however, Then there's
Sam Youd's answer to Mr Thompson, The only reason that I read Sam's SIF atall
is that it often appcars in magazines that I read, and I am determined to get
my money's worth, even in suffering. I notice he says that Mr Thompson Vit g
objects to "lubla". why "rightly"? If a gentleman (or writér ) of Dickens
time, writing prophetic fiction, had spoken of his 20th century characters
drinking "cocktails" would, I wonder, some one "rightly" have objected to the
word % There is no objection to such things as "lubla" in any kind of futuristic
stf,, and both Sam and Thompson should know it, Keeping to this subject, we pass
on to Eric Hopkins, who to my sorrow, I haven't seen for some years. This article
smacks of traredy to me. He states that "science fiction is rubbish" and appears
to believe 1it.

Now I knew Eric as a man of penetrating intellect. For him to make an
unqualified statement like this is no less than shocking, Especially as he thinks
he believes it, Furthermore, I find his statement that the plot of Wi fRaais (il
"otiose" a puzzling one. My dictionary gives me: OLiOSE at ease; idle unemploy-
ed. No coiunent. ((Now don't start things off again, Editor))

Skipping the GLASS GIANT OF PALOMuR Derek Pickles tells us about selling
stf and gives us some ego detflating figures.

Phoenixes "Something and Nothing" just about dcscribed itself very aptly
I thou;ht. The paragraph in which he quoted the New Statesinan was extremely
amusing, especialy "absence from monme, "

Thanks Archie Mercer, for your "Gathering of Experts," 4 real laugh, this.
Making an excursion in insanity for a moment, Jjust draw yourself a mental pict-
ure of a grave and -rey bearded board of experts trying to decide which group of
experts will choose the group of experts to select tae group of experts to create
the Barth,...

I hate book reviews....

John Brunners TOPSY just growed, all right ... 1'd hate the job of
surmarising the sprawling mass, interesting though it was, le succeeds admirably
in refuting the statement "science fiction is rubbish,.." made by we know who,

We've got a bin full of science fiction in the back garden,...

autumn, 1954... How the blazes the Yanks could drop this lovely word for
the prosaic and dreary "£211" has always been beyond me, "The Glamorous Dreamers"
comes up a few years. Somehow, I can't comment on this series., I lived a life
peculiarly parallel to it pre-war.., May I make a personal claim here ?

I claim categorically that I have spent more years rcading stf that any
fan of my generation anywhere. Ilaving learned to read at the ripe age of five
years and three months, I continued to rcad a stf serial that at that time was
appearing in the "lodern Boy" and which my father had already been reading to
me., I've never stopped since.

DB



Vince Clarke's "Collectors Item" provoked nostalgia, all the way back to
1933, when I bourht my first istounding from wWoolworths... it's the only one I

ave refused all temptations to sell.

well, the pattern has settled down, Futurian is grave and gay in turn,
serious at times and somehow more adult than it used to be. There is nostalgia
here now, the days of our youth are past yet somehow the bright glory is not
altogether dinmed,

John Brunncr, in spite of an unpromising speech made at the Convention
in Iondon before the Coronation, the one before the Coronacon, I mean turn out
to have a keen analytical mind and something to say,

ARCULFNTATIVE is a very good idea, There should be plenty of fun here.
Must record my agreement with Bill Temple's succint contribution. The letter from
David I, Keller was an unexpected pleasurc indeed, It shows among other things
that egoboo is not the sole property of wiW or 4rthur Clarke., salthough agreeing
in the main with CB Stone (fooled you) I take exception to his definition of
Disneticists as "characters!" llaving derived some benefit from this new sclence
I must say that it would be better if he lcoked into matters before shouting
about them.

On the whole, Sam Youd's letter is the only one that raised a smile from
me., also, I hate to admit that in the main I agreed with what he said.

and an old friend, Lrthur Hillmen, With, unfortunately, nothing in part-
icular to say. which, as past experience tells me, is a pity.

Roy Johnson aroused my ire. If he has no interest in fandom any longer,
why bother to use a thousand or so words just to say so ? Let him henceforth
hold his peace,

So there we have it, "Fido" is back with us, and a damn good job too.

My own interest in fandom outside the London Circle was rapidly waning, and I

and I couldn't understand why. Now I know., Nufu is thc sort of organ that,
unconsciously, I have needed. Something, in fact, that belongs to my generation,
a thing we can still delight in creating. There is very little more to say. AL
have noticed, however, one thing,

Bantasy, as distinct from scicnce fiction, is seldom spokep of. Wby not %
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SPACE SCIENGE FICTION numbers 2, S & 4. NEBULA numbers 6, 7 & 8.
NEW WORIDS numbers 21, 22, 23 s 24, SCIENCE FuNT4SY number 8,

VARGO STATTEN MiGAZINE numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, & 5, SEiCE«AY number 1. (BRE)
AUTIIENTIC SCIENCE FICTION nuubers 32, 33, 34, 38, 39, 40, 44 & 495,
available from DE L L S = - - 548-50, Leeds Road, Bradford, Yorks.

Pick the ones you want, any quantity of each item willingly supplied, and just
send a straight 94. per magazine to us.

9d. each only 9d, each only




Reaching the end now, we must make room for ...
the editor's )24 10 18 S, O WG dendl 5 g n T 12 AL (E5 18

0 . e - - e e .

December, Jeanuary, Fehruary, liarch, April and now May., Yes the parade of the
months since the last edition of the New Futurian is twice as long as it really
ought to have been. It's partially the fault of this rotten capitalist system
of having to work for a living - not like in the best utopias - but seriously,
both my home life and workaday business have been affected since just before
Christmas by a serics of annoying but comparatively minor illnesses, The wife
had 'flu; I had 'flu and tonsilitis, the office clerk had 'flu and anaemia;

our other "staff" had 'flu; my partner had 'flu (tell it not in Gath =- there
was a 'flu epidemic); my boy had measles; my girl followed him a fortnight
later just as we had caught up on the sleep (therc was also a measles epidemic)
The wife and I had milder 'flu this time, But what has actually distressed us
the most - the boy has had several bad attacks of asthma to which he seems to
be developing a weakness, We are now keeping our fingers crosscd for the rest
(OBE N TH0LS) - ) EEhE,

So an issue of NuFu had to be missed and I hope the disappoinment has not
been too great to bear, This issue would be even later were it not for the fol-
lowing assistance gratefully acknowledged, Pages 3 to 7 were stencilled by
Neville Baxter -~ it was not his fault that I managed artistically to tear the
first stencil on the staples of my dummy ccpy., liy everloving wife did the
warner and Slater articles, and Mrs Braithwaite in the office bravely tackled
pages 16 to 25 whenever I got called away from them. The rest I managed all on
my own, Several Leeds SFA members have turned up to help with the duplicating
on Wednesday evenings and I hope for their assistance in assembling the issue.
If you have never actually tried it, it would surprise you how great and how
exhausting a job it is to collate and staple 250 odd copies of a 40 page mag.
In fact I still cannot realise how the "i" staff managed their collosal Xmas
edition which solaced two full days of my illness. All my hats are raised to
them,

Grateful thanks also to Don Allen for his cover and cartoon, The field
is open for the next edition, any volunteers? With Eric Hopkins rejoinder to
Ernest Thompsons reply to Eric Hopkins criticism of Ernest Thompsons article,

I really think that this topic should now be closcd. My editorial gratitude to
all participants for an elivening discmssion, I have heard that somebody wants
to reprint this controversy on its own in an overseas publication which goes
to show something or other, Incidentally Mr Thompson told me last wcek that he
is to address the Leeds Libraries Staff association of science fiction in the
near future, Lock: we've been creating an expert,

From a personal viewpoint I was sorry that this years Convention had to
be held at Faster, as I can never get away at that time of the year, But I
learn from Ron Beanett who was there in force, that the Cytricon was a rip-
roaring success and the virtues of "Blog" have been worthily upheld. It would
seem that a pattern of organisation now has developed with a minamum of actual
pre-chosen framework and then let the lads (and lasses) loose. I think this is
grand provided somebody spares a thought for the newcomers and shyer persons;
and there is something availgble to fall back on, if the fun slackens.

Last minute thoughts and comments (if any) will be appended to the final
page after a listing of the fanzines which have passed through the portals of
7 Grosvenor Park during the last few months., Salutations to all my readers
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FAN 146G ZINES RECEIVED with grateful thanks which 1 regret have not been
expressed directly in most cases. Will the respective
originators please accept mention here in lieu thereof,
"i" pumber 4 -- Joy Goodwin, 204 .ellmeadow Road, Catford, S.E.6 and others,
makeshift issue after the defection of Stu liackenzie, lMost enjoyed“item-@yeway nge.
naKYII00K" No. 23, winter 195+/5 - Redd Boggs, 2215 Benjamin Street N.E.,iinneapolis
18,Minnesota. FAPL & 20#¢, The magazine we are alleged to be the British prototype
of which is a pleasant compliment to us, First issue I remember seeing but just my
cup of tea. Enjoyable argument and discussion with a modicum of reviews. Very good.
NSIDEREAL" No 2 - Cheltenham S=-F Circle vide Eric Jones, 44 Barbridge R4, lesters
Jay, Cheltenham, Some fiction (my bete noir) and interesting articles, Good.
"PSYCHCTIC! No.17 - Richard E. Geis, 2631 N,Mississippi,Pottland 12, Oregon, First
litho issue. As usual, a pleasantly light-hearted but erudite edition, Firstrate.
WPSYCIICTIC"No, 18 - details above, This time mainly concerned with SF Con Report.

"SCONEZDLITES! No,2 - Nigel Lindsay, 311 Babbacombe Rd, Torquay, Devon, .n OMP:i
maga21ne? 2 happy pcrsonal type of effort with no deep’thoughts’but enjoyable,

"Tnside and Science Fiction Advertiser"- issues 7 and 8 - Ron Smith,111 South
IroWard, Tampa 6, Florida, The finest fanzine in production sez I. . pleasure,
"Satellite" No. S . pon Allen, 3 irkle Strect, Gateshecad 8, Co.Durham, 4 true
fans fanzine representing the younger end of anglofandom very adequately, well
edited and well produced and with a photo cover withal, Highly coumended indeed,
"GESTAIT" - Norvh-East Science Fiction Society, .ilan Burns, 6 Goldspink Lane,
Newcastle upon Tyne 2, So the other lads in the NESFS are showing what they can
do. Rather an atmosphere of first issue, but nice, boys, nice,

"ALPH." no. 8 (have I also got no. 9 somewhere?) I always thoroughly enjoy this
'zine which seems to convey a feeling of compatible pals having a not-too-formal
meeting. From Dave Vendelmans, 130 Strydhof ..wve, Berchen,--dintwerp, Belgium,
"SP.CESHIP" No.27 - Bob Silverberg, 760 Montgomery St, Brooklyn 13, N.Y, This is
the rather attenuated survival of a first-class fanzine as a personal mag run
thru FiPi and interestcd outsiders. This always strikes me as a most sensible way
of dealing with fanning when one becomes short of time enough to make fanning the
only hobby-activity of life, Contents are Fapa comnents and probable extra-terrans
"FEMIZINE"Nos 5 and 6. - Frances Evans, School Hlouse, Teignmouth St, Colleyhurst,

Manchester 9; tho actual production is by Joan Carr., The girls are glorious and
this magazine would be a credit to anyoné I always get a sense of a pleasant

house:;party when perusing this 'zine, and I like Joans informal meaderings.

((«hat makes typewriters slip like this with stencils when they never do with
ordinary paper - this issue of NuFu seems to have had a thorough jinx on it))
"PIE"- Ilarry Calnek, Granville Ferry, Nova Scotia, Material with humor and satire,
Admed at the inner circle transatlantic fan with a strong sardonic tinge. Nice,
"OOPSLA" - Gregg Calkins, 2617 Eleventh St, Santa Monica, California, a fanzine
about fandom wit .out being esoteric. Pleasantly balanced with adult humour,
"PEON"no, 34 - Charles Lee Riddle, 108 Dunham Street, Norwich, Connecticut, lr
Riddle is one of the people in US fandom since I seemed to know everybody, whom

I should very much like to mect. [Iis magazine is good too. :

"LE ZOMBIE"- Bob Tucker, Box 702, Bloomington, Illinois. Now this is where I carye
in almost. Legendary and truly wonderful, makes me fecl 21 again, 38 pages

packed with memories and laughs. The tucker humour is practically unique
"ANDROLEDL," - Pete Campbell, 60 Galgarth Road, .Jindermere, - Issues come along
steadily from Pete dealing with any aspect of fandom to hand. i valuable servicye
to fandom in Britain, a newsletier rather than a would-be-stately magazine.
Incidentally, Pete, sorry I hadn't chance to look you up early in .ipril when

we dashed up to Keswick for a couple of days. Possibly later in the year,




Page, the lastest; .s'welp me.=- with a great sigh of relief ...
Continuing FANZINES RECEIVED from overleaf.

Several issues up to No, 45 of the neat little dustralian news magazine
"ETIERLINE"edited by Ian J, Crozier, 4 liyrtle Grove, Preston, Victoria, aust,
Both news and reviews are cnjoyed and appreciated. One day I'll drop in perhaps,
Another steady comer is "FiNT4SY TIMES"the newspaper of fandom from James V.,
Taurasi, P.0, Box 2331, Paterson 23, New Jersey. Somehow this always seems to
bring with an aroma of the wide-ered days of 1938-40 fandom, together with a
feeling of being in the know concerning the pro publishing field in U. S, ..
"GRUL"- Dean 4, Grennell, 402 lMaple Jvenue, -Fond do Lac, wWisconsin, The finest
fanzine of today bar none though one has to be in the swim to appreciate it
properly, ihereas "Inside" can be shown to anyone appreciating popular litera-
ture at all, I grovel at Dags feet with envy and stupor at the work put in,
"REVIE:"~ Vernon L, McCain, Box 876, Kellogg, Idaho. Consists, would you credit
it, of reviews and letters. i specialist type of zine welcome in fandom,
"FUTURIAN SOCIETY NE.S" - box 4440 G.P.0., Sydney, iustralia ? tells us about
the happenings of the Ficurian Society of Sydney. sand thanks indeed for the
correct crediting of the first use of the term "futurian" to myself, I remember
receiving a letter from D, Ji. Wolheim saying that the invention of the term
came just when his group of New Yorkers was wanting a name, and a letter from
Fred Pohl saying they thought of the name simultaneously with me., I wonder. un
am beginning to sound like grandpa Gillings?

"ABSTRACT" - Peter J, Vorzimer, 104 Toyon Hall, Goleta, California, Very nice
neat, apparently little magazine well-packed with fannish meat. Enjoyed.

London Science Fiction Orgenisation, CIRCULAR No, 1, giving details of the
librery lists and so on, I only want to borrow the copies of NIRVAN. listed,
"OPERALION FANTLST" - K. F. Slater, 22 Broad St, Syston, Leics. Can we hope
Ken's publications will be more regular now he has got settled. Ilere's to the
renewed success of Operation Fantast,

The columns are now open for the listing of the magazines received by
the time the next NuFu is stencilled. So, let's be having 'em, puleeze !!!

------- 23 B0 # 2 L E 9 ISP TP EEPOD0 00 ESESs PSP 0 0SS0 00 0SS ST SISO NGO N0 e e

MORE EDITORIAL CIATTER.

The more eagle-eyed of our readers will have noticed that we have now
acquired an Australian representative in Graham Stone, to whom many thanks for
his prompt and efficient actions. A later volunteer was Don Tuck -- the Aussies
are lovely people! e could still do with someone at the other side of the
Atlantic, and as yet no-one has volunteered to cope with contemporary book
news. Meanwhile 'ordinary' contributions are also more than welcome =~ I would
1ike tuw,get the inext. issue at ‘least planned out in the near future, Can't give
much idea as to when it will be out, but I promise solemnly to do my best,

You are receiving this copy of The New Futurian, because .......
You have paid good money for it (bless you) You might review it £
You have sent a literary contribuijgp We are swapping fanzines v
I think you ought to have a copy . This is a sample copy

1 am hoping for a contribution - a letter - from you. You have a nice nanme,

o



