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So our "quarterly" magazine makes its
anmial appearance, Sometimes I have a
faint suspicion that the fates are not
entirely on our side, so far as amateur
publishing is concerned, A year agao,
T did think that maiters had sorted out
o ' , sufficiently to go on to a regular publishing scheds
ule, “with the willing help and assistance of Ron Bennett, But what happens ? Just
" gbout every possible business and family way of devouring all spare time,

fhat cen I say about our future now? Well, I intend and hope to keep on
publishing, but will probably cut down on size of each issue to meke the job of
preparing it less overwhelming, After that, it is.simply a case of how much time

" and energy is available for fanning activities, I'm not going to grumble about not
being able to put our New Puturian regularly == though of course the customers may,
and probably will == because the reason L can't manage it is the success of my
mundane business activities, And I mpke money out of that side of life, And my

. type of business is unfortunately one where there is little chance of passing the
important jobs on to staff = I gotta do almost everything myself in person,

But despite the passing of ‘the years, T still retain the -same old interest
in matters science-fictional, I still read the main magazines as obtained; and
quite a number of books although this last year or two I have decended to borrowing
from a library instead of buying and adcing to the collection, And I try to stick
to the decent quality books: and miss out the rubbish, whereas at one time ‘T read
everything which could be classed in the faintest degree as fantasy.

News of the Rosenblum family during the year has been negligable, The
children grow older and we have started worrying about the 1l+ examination,’ There
was a most pleasant holiday spent in Holland during August 1957 but nothing of
fan interest was comnected with it. We looked at Edinburgh for a couple of days
in June 1957, and this February, Betty and ‘I daghed down to London to say hello
to Joyce and Sem Youd who may be away for: some while, Coming back we got snowed
up in the Great Blizzard in conditions which I would not have believed possible
on any mein road in England, much less the Al, The 'snowploughs themselves were
snowed upd '

_ T still hope for and look forward to visiting various people, and having.
heving visitors here, But the actual ar.anging keeps getting put off till there is
more time available and so it never happens. Oh, y‘ee{s; -8 phone call to London got
us a call-in form Bob Madle after he had been to Liverpool and this should have been
most: ehjoyable, Unfortunately, the weekend Bob came was thé¢ one when the Asian flu
hit Leeds. About one third of the school population went down with it within a week
and my two hopefuls were included in that total, Both Bob and I must have been
inciibating it during his time here, and we let him take it back to the US with him,
Mearwhile, very many thanks for the continued arrival of mumerous fan
magazines, whose kind editors have retained me on their swap lists, I find almost
every one of some interest to me, but enjoy particularly those dealing with books
and sercon matter generally, those giving ‘personal adventures which produce a
picture of life in a differing culture = North American or Australian etc. = I do

hope these exchanges will keep on coming, and for my part, I shall be happy to send

MuFu, as and when produced, to all who give some evidence of interest in the thing,
o The usual grovelling apologies for not having answered lots of interssting

letters, letters of enquiry about NMEFu, British books and magazines and so on, I

am, however, most sorry about the odd letter that crops up from a neofan or even a

stranger who wants details of fandom, and I mean to answer him but never do, Ah,

well; 'tis a sad world my masbers ..., S

.- Best wishes to one and gll == and someday, all being well, I'1l write!

Oh, and Betty sends her regards t00 .oiie.. . ..
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The NEW FUTURIAN is an amateur publication with a nominal charge of 94, per issue,
This price does not cover the cost of materials used, postage etc. on each single
copy; and the reason for setting a price is purely as an indication of the sube

scriber's interest in the publication, The

producers are quite happy to have this interest L
shown by reciprocal trade of another publication, /

the submission of articles or reviews = for which / (%
our coffers are empty after the time consumed in SN@

getting this edition out - and so on, Original
responsibility belongs to J, Michael Rosenblum of

7 Grosvenor Park, Leeds 7, England; but most of the ;
hard labour has been done by his honour Ron Bennett) &TY
fystralians can commnicate with G, B. Stone esq,, \

Box 4440, GPO, Sydney, NSW; and North Americans \ A T fff_ﬁ TAG%&D TF

with Bob Pavlat, 6001 43rd Averme, Hyattsville,
Maryland, USA, ©Next issue, we hope within months,

e




Just as I'd put on my hew Earl Hines record, there was a knock
at the front door.

"You go," said my wife. "You look more respectable."
I opened the door to a harassed lady in a plastic mace.

B "I'm doing a -survey on electric appliances," she said. "Could
I see your wife?"

"Well, quite a coincidencel" I replied. "We've got one on-new.
Come on in. I can do with a captive audience.™

She looked puzzled. "Er.. thank you. Yes, I will. I've been
going round since nine this morning."

I flung open the living-room door triumphantly. "A social
survey " I shouted. "The lady wants to ask us sone questionsi"

My wife hastily put her shoes on and got the drift.

"Good evening," she said. "Do sit down. One of my most inter-
esting experiences occurred about three ycars ago, when I was
crossing the street. I was wearing a grey tailor-nade costumec ana
white ear-rings. ‘It's an outfit that shows up very Sie | Gl il
know, because I appearcd in the Criss-Cross Quiz Show recentlysoe
only in the audience of coursei... and all my friends said how well
it showed up. Of course, I should have to have it pressed... Or do
you think I could have a new costume out of expenses? Where was I2"

The lady pulled out a ballpoint and handed us a wa'd of “papersh
"Jere, have some of these. You can be 1ooking through the questions.
[ know the wretched things by heart. I've been at it since nine this
morning.™ :

"She's doing éiéctrical appliances, dear," I explained. "Look,
there's one!" I pointed proudly at the electric fire in the hearth.
"You can quote us as being electric-fire users."

our visitor looked cross. M"Actually, the first question is,
‘Have you a refrigeratorp?! " ;i

_Ege 4



"No, dié you want one? Oh..yes... the first questionli"

~ .
5 ;ﬁuppose you did have one, what colour would you choose,
madam?

"Oh, grey, definitely."
"Griey?"

"Oh, yes. Grey, again, and the white ear-rings. It's so rigat
for those glaring arc-lights." 3

"NO! I said WEAT COLOUR... well, never mind., We'll pass on.
If you did have one, what brand would you choose?"

"Brand? Oh, I'd ask my husband."

"ould..ask..husband. And would you worry unduly about the
price of the one you chose?"

"No, but he would, the skinflint."

"Have you ever considered buying one?"

"o.oWhy, you should have heard the fuss he made over taking me
to the pictures last week. 'What, two-and-nine! ' he said, 'two-and-
nine to see that bald-headed Brynneri And I suppose you'll expect a
choc-ice when you get therel' Mean! TI'll sayli"

"WOULD YOU LIKE A REFRIGERATORLL”‘

"Oh, yes, thanks very much! A green one; please.™

The visitor gritted her teeth. "I've been on my feet since nine
o'clock." she muttered to herself. :

"Did vou know, madam, that some models have an electric motor
. 3 5 ? ?
in them?" she went on.

This looked like a cue for ne.

"Oh, yes, well, so has this record-player. You wouldn't think
so, though, would you? You wouldn't think it was running all this
time, eh? Very smooth-running, mine is. Do you like Earl Himes's
stuff2?"

She stopped writing, looked about her wildly, and scrabbled
through her paperse.

nplease!™ she pleaded, "We haven't come to that one yet. That's
Number 23s: 'What would you put in it?' What did you sagr2t

"Barl Hines's stuff."

"Heinz's stuff" she wrote. "And would you put ice-cream in A it
lege &



"If we had a frig., we wouldn't need to. It would make ice-
cream." At this, she looked guilty. "Well, no, it wouldn't,
really," she admitted. "At least, not very well. You'd need a
deep-freeze for ice-cream."

She nurried past this confession. "Next question, please.
Would you put butter and eggs in it?" oLt

",..eh? 'Big Butter-and-egg Man'? Yes, I've got Satchmo
plzagsine il Baie s M

"yould you put beer in it2"
"Never has time to get warm in this house."
Mould you use it to cool jellies?!

""Jelly Rell:--cool? Aot soorid metilce 1t. He really gasses
mel

", ..0h, electric ones are much better..."

Rlamcilieetri-eodsidiaiie © Miel) iFedeitit’ e ordes | T shink /f t's vewy
harsh."

"Grey is about the only colour..."
",,.I'11 put on 'Muddy Water Blues! for you..."
"Would you put muddy water...oh, no, that's wrong..."

el suppose- 2 conild makeeranutia that old thing, 1f it'g
only for one appearanceeo."

"yould you put wine in it?"

"ot on your nellyi"

W, :.the telly, yes. Or were you thinking of a series?®™...
i 8 scoskini Jfeiistpoe .

"yaller I don't dig too much. Except maybe 'My Very Good
Friend the Milkmane..'"

",..we only use a pint, so it wouldn't be worth it..."
",..been on my feet since nine this morning..."
M...now if I wore a white costume and grey ear-ringsS..."

Ten minutes later, my wife looked at me: "Wasn't that the
front door slamming?" she asked.

"Hmmm! Yes! Must have been. She's gone."
Pige 6



MJell! What manners! They do put some 2id folk on these
surveys, don't they?"

~==00000=~~

Answers to Correswondents.

J.B.(Bedford) You nave no remedy against the boy's father for
the damage to your plate-glass windows.

Mary seeks directions for the pretty folding of serviettes.
There are numberless ways and written directions are not often
clear. 3he should get the assistance of a friend.

Amateur. Yes, 'The Bishop and the Caterpillar' would be suitable
TOr sRee I tatd dm &b grour ‘party.

W.A.To(Liverpool) Your vision must be defective if you cannot
read the title of this journal on the:outslde cover. You
should consult an occulist(sic) without delay.

N.B: The above are genuine extracts from a weekly paper dated
T893. Anyone who knows the words of 'The Bishop and the Cater-
pillar! might let me know. It ought to go down big at the next
Cono.

~==00000==~

A few weeks ago, having nothing better to do one evening, I
switched the radio on to the short wave and tuned into the Voice
of America Decjay show. For the benefit of those who aren't
familiar with this broadcast, it is put out twice nightly and
sven times weekly by the V.0.A. station on a lot of different
wavelengths. Kach show lasts two hours, and features jazz of
all sorts for at least nalf the time.

Presently, the disc-jockey gave his name. Willis Conover,
Washington. The name seemed familiar., I mentioned this to a
joe at work, but all he said was, yes, he'd heard of Washington,
too. Was it something fannish, then? I decided to hire myself
& private eye, and wrote to Bennett, telling him that the name
Willis Conover seemed to remind me of an Elder Fan long sinhce
departed into the Glades of Gafia, and did it mean anything to
him. I warned him that possibly all that I was thinking of was
the 'Willis' part, but that, if Walt will pardon me, my memory
seemed to be of a more remote period than Sixth Fandom. Was
there a Willis Conover Jjunior? =~-- I asked him.

To my delight, there was. BRon dug out a whole page of data
on him, mostly from Moskowitz's 'Immortal Storm.! It seems that
he flourished between 1935 and 1939.... 'a go-getter who flared
like a nova in Fandom with unprecedented brilliance for a short
talessamdithieny fladed from sight, scarecely ever To be heard from
again,'

Pege §
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The bigh point of i3 career was when he took over Sehwartz's
FANTASY MAGAZINE which gave him 'the prestige of leadership in the
fan field.,' He also did some committee-work for the 1939 World's
Fair Convention, along with Bob Madle.

A little while later, Ron lent me a photo of Conover, from
Michael's archives.

At the time of writing, Willis Conover, Deejay, is still
twirling the discs. Whether he is the same person as Concver the
Fan, is something Bob Madle mignht know, if anyone cares to ask him

at the Worldcon.. ‘It might make a footnote in the next edition of
"The Immortal “Storm.!

-=-=00000-=-~

By .the. time you folks read this,. the World Con will no doubt
be -over, . Another tottering ruin added to the sights of London for
future tourists to gaze upon! I myself have never looked forward
to a Con with so mueh pleasure. If I'm disappointed, it'll
largely be my own fault, I guess. After a somewhat blank period
in my fanac, I feel in need of a lot of that fine fannish atmos-
phere to revive me. TPFamous last words? Maybe. But let's take a
chances: Let's have & ‘balll

-- "Phoenix" --
/@/@ /e -ﬂ@ﬂ@ﬂg@@ /B/R/eee  /p/e/eee /e/R/00

By now, the Fifteenth SF World Convention, held in London, is but
a memory and a line in the reference books. A gathering of this
size always produces its problems, like the beating off of reporte
ers, money-hungry hotel managers and those who complain of noise
at unreasonable hours, but I'm sure. that a ball was, indeed, hadl
I enjoyed myself, .I'know that "Phoenix% did, and I nhope you did,
GO0 . :

Certainly worthy of a footnote somewhere is the solution of the
Conover mystery. Bob Madle, the worthy TAFF delegate, is a member
of the Washington Club, but I don't believe that he was asked
about Conover.

During my month's stay in London prior to the Worldcon, I attended
a most-enjoyable party thrown by John Brunner.- Here I met an ex-
colleague of Vince Clarke, Vic Delman, who tours American camps
liere with a small band. Like other colleagues of Vince, who seems
to enthuse everyone around him, Vie has read some s-f and knows
about fandom. What is more to the point,; I learned that evening
that he has met Conover, who was recently in Furope. Vic tells me
that Conover the Disc Jockey and Conover the Fan are indeed but
two sides of the same personality. Whether he is still a reader
of s-f, though, is certainly something that Bob Madle can indeed
discover f>r us. '

-- Ron Bennett.
Pége 8



I've not had the opportunity for a great deal of contem-
plations of “late, it ‘having been a little too cold to expose my
navel, but a short while ago I did get to thinking about the
difference between LSTOUNDING and GALAXY.

It seems t5> be the general opinion, and it,is certainly
mine, that GLLLEY is not all it should be, and when compared with
ASKCwhileh pays “similar word rates)comes off rather bedlwe  The
difference between the personalities of the editors has been
stated to be the principal reason for the differences in the
Mo saz SISt YetnE 8 S “coltlsd “welli-be cirrcet. - Gold, sit s oendds
Tikes -sociology; Campbell; facts. But let's take a.closer look
at the type >f material found in both of these magazines.

First, GALAXY. I've read this from the first issue, and have
a complete file, so I feecl reasonably competent t> draw conclus-
ions and make rash asscrtations. I've read a2t least part of
every issue, and put cach issue down with a feeling >f disappoint-
rient.... nNot disappointment because the mag doesn't have nore
pages, but disappointment because what judging from the author
line-~up should provide excellent reading, doesn't do so.

"GLLAXY Science Fiction contains the finest plot ingredients
coocarefully selected from thought-ripened ideas...employing only
the most convinecing characters and conflicts, human or otherwise
«o0oand blended by master craftsmen into intellectually and emot-
isnally matrikisus stories." Thgk is & quote from the current
GALAXY blurb. 1I'll go along with the author on the truth >f the
first two sentences, but from there on in he's on his own. GALAXY
does have some good, even brilliant, story ideas - there is a real
beauty in the November issue, in which an accident-prone is the
principal member of a Galactic Survey Tean - but then poceeds
(either by ineptitude, or editorial command) to make them as dull,
and unbeclievable stories as possible. I'd hazard a guess that one
>f the principal reasons for this prat-fall is the fact that the
backgrounds in GALAXY yarns are almost 2lways unbelievable, I'11
@EmGE G 5 thouphit 2 1ittle further Hn 4 moment , Jowl ifinst: Let' s
take a 1look at ALSTQUNDING.

LSTOUNDING publishes material by the ame authors as GALLXY,
Pege 9,



but, oWy the Aifferenge Sinisne results. Here we have a magazine
which leaves you sated, and thinking. Like Sl 9'6s emp femporar-
ies the magazine has faults, the main ssurce o5f aannoyance, 9 me
being that any time the editor goes off on a winding on some hew
science(Dianetics, Scicntalogy, Feionics) the stories ‘are often
narred by direct and indirect references e Seneisie et tend s to
be a little pompous at times, too, but taking the Fiction as a
whole this is S-F Magazine Number One, still.

T> digress for a moment, I'd like to offer a Pormuiia- to
budding authnors wishing to sell to ASTOUNDING. First ensure
thiery ot phineipal eharacier, 15 Terrestial/ Sslarian/ lLmericang
put him up against a bclievable, but incpt, bunch >f non-human
aliens; place in pot and stir gradvally ot sone holl,at” wirteh
point the Terrestial/ Solorian/ Lmerican must rise to- tke - top. of
the mixture, (triumphant) whilst the aliens(defeated) stick 1in the
goo at thie’ b3ttoss 5f the pan.  Eriec Franlk Russell has been uslng
it to great effect for the past few years, so 3 Yesr +be recomaen-
dedt “Ead S5f digressiohs

Returning to the rough locale where my tmadn o thought Left
the rails, I'Il try and draw a conclusion fron Phe mass of verbl-
age I've s5 far, no doubt, confused you, dear recader, with.

Te main differencc between the satisfying stories in LAST~
OUNDING, and the unsatisfying yarns in CATLALY bs. L5 hike .baek &
couple of paragraphs, th¢ background thereof. The background ©o
the LSTOUNDING story is extarpolated logically fronm nistorlicsil.
trends, but never carried bcyond the bounds of plamsibifitysltts
always believable. The GALAXY yarn ‘is generally ‘posgessed of.an
equally well worked out background, bl ityis almost always carr-
ied beyond the plausible stage. Toke the Corporation Worlds(worlds
run by Insurence Combines, Cartels o>f onc lsdnfisoe ans ther Jas am
exanple; the idea is good but then developed to the point where it
becomes ridiculous, in CLTRIET o - ANl Goldisecns  to; be partic-
ularly vulnerable To this type of yarn.

There! 18} 3T coukse, ionc big-fault of reassming:  lh. thewd sgamp—
tion I've just made, this being that as we don't kKnow what will
happen: in the future the GALLLAY viewpoint may be:justias valid as
the LSTOUNDING. However, I an meking py assumption from the view-
point that s-f is mecant to be entertainment, and thereforesungder-
standable, believeble, et al TO TS.

e (aEyaEya
@EEe@ @eeee

Before closing down the cslumn for this issue 1'd ldElee . 18
comment briefly on the passing of LUTHENTIC S.F. .Lnd this seetion
>f the column should, I feecl have a black border o d ke podnce
Ted Tubb took over editorship this became and interesting and in-
proving magazine, the most promising Al e T ey e i i L A R
wasn't the best at the time of its deccuse, but:T. think that-1it
would have becn given a few nore nonths with Mugeberat bhe helm. Its
contemporaries seem to be in a rut, to say the lcast. NEW WORLDS
s the BesEis f themibmidify youl' el been reading the Lnerican zines
Pege 10 (concluded on page 15)
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: cinating account of events
over twenty years ago, the former editor of Tales of Wonder re-

calls tre happenings of 1935-6 and the projects which first
brought the talents of British s-f writers to bear on the dev-
elopment of this once neglected field.

A\ oI @ THAT
/ m_ﬂ N woutow

77 OR MONTHS after I had szroused the tentative interest of
nhéﬁ*Odhams Press in the prospects for a British sceince-fiction
.4\ magazine, at the opening of the year 1935, T combed my

24 files of American magazines searching for suiltable stories
to serve as specimens of the sort of material I visualised would
be featured in Tomorrow--Mapazine of the Future, along with arte
icles on space-travel, the insect menace, the end of the world,
etcetera, etcetera.

It was then that there began to dawn on me the discomforting
realisation that, with the exception of our own handful of British
writers(with whom I was not yet in touch)and a few -- a very few-~
American authors, there would not be. very many likely contributors
to such a publication, judging by the material ‘whieh had been pros~
duced to date. . Tre actual number of stories I could honestly
assess as suitable for presentation in a large-circulation Britlsh
magazine, to be read and appreciated by conservative adults of
both sexes, was woefully small.

The Astounding type of story 1 resolutely avoided; it would be
a very long time, I decided; before the great British publiec would
“c able to stomach such conceptions, even when they were accorpan-
ied by a style of writing more acéeptable tholmgllsh: readersi=-
which was seldom. In fact, examining in retrospect the tales I
had enjoyed over tne past eight years, I began to see how low was
the standard of writing exhibited by the majority of antinorss sl
time when the American science-fiction was making headway in
quantity rather than gquality. Even the work of Dr. Keller,whose
essentially human approach made his original ideas nore appealing
than an endless vista of intergalactic speculations, secemed lamen-

tably crude in expressione
Pege 11.



Out of all my searching it emerged that the current s-f wrlters
who could really write, by the standards I felt an English editor
would impose, could be numbered on the fingers of both hands, and
that all too frequently the treatment of their ideas was far from
suitable’ for g British readerships. I began to see, then, what it
was that turned British editors, if not their principals, away from
American science-fiction. It was the idea that mattered; not the
stories. A£nd, in Astounding, this was becoming almost the sole
criterion; witness the overwhelming success of my new-found ally,
John Russell Fearn, who, I fancied, would hardly succeed in making
his startling conceptions assimilable by native readers. On the
other hand, John Beynon Harris was a careful writer whose boldest
propositions became reasonable through skilful treatment and in-
teTligait proses

T .deduced all this from my self-imposed editorial viewpoint and
rmy enthusiasm was tempered with far more cautious consideratilon
than had been the case previously. None the less, I produced what
I thought was a convincing case for a publication which would be of
intense interest to the ordinary reader as well as to the s-f fan.
"The wonderful things that arc happening day by day, that have hap-
pened in the past, or that may happen in the future, with particular
emphasis on the latter, should be reflected in the magazine, both 1in
articles and fiction. The tneme throughout should be the wonderful
world in which we live, and how much more wonderful it will be in
time to come." 8o went my memorandum of proposals, which was full
o>f notes on the development of iAmerican s-f and was accompanied by
a miniature dummy, decorated with saippets of fantastic mllustrat-
ion to give it the authentic flavoure.

If this crude dummy had been transformed into the suggested
magazine, its eighty photogravured pages(price sixpence) would have
included, if not the actual stories, at least some similar to Dro
Keller's "Revolt of the Pedestrians'(Amazing, Feb. '28), Edmond
Hamilton's "Man Who'Saw The Future"(Amazing, Oct. '30), John
Beynon Harris' '"The Moon Devils'(Wonder, April 134), and A. M,
McNeill's "The Noise Killer'(Amazing, May '30). There might have
been a serial somewhat on tne lines of Owen Johnson's "The Coming
of the Amazons"; an article on "More Things to Come" by H.G.Wells
(if he had agreed to write it), and another by P.E., Cleator on
interplanetary travel. Shorter articles would have covered such
subjects as human longevity, synthetic food, the Age of the Robot,
and "Dreams of Today that will be Fact Tomorrow."

T visualised a Future Film Supplement made from stills from
the London Films production of "Things to Come" and "The Tunnel,"
and a prize letter contest inviting peaders! idéas on possible
developments of the future. 1 even proposed that Stapledon's
N[ast and First Men," suitably abridged, should be serialised as
nThe Story of the Wext Two Thousand Million Years," but I doubt if
the modern philosopher would have stood for such  treatment. In
which case, I had Papp‘s "Creation's Doom" all lined UPeoo

Occasionally, now, I get out that Jummy and thumb through it,
pondering, like Weinbaum, .the things that might nhave been, and
Pego 12



gonpgnting myself that they alone are perfection. When it had been
in hls hands a month, the big executive who was considering my idea
decided that it had "very difinite poSsibidatiess ) bt ibauEs
"quite impossible to undertake anything in this direction for some
considerable time." Other papers would come first when their new
plant was ready, and there was still the question of predguction
costs ‘to be gone into. It was, indeed, Tomorrow --Magazine of the
Future. So I asked for my dummy back.

When I told him all about it earlier, Fearn, always the man of
action, wanted to bruit the news abroad and adjure the fans to
bombard Odhams with letters, to convince them of the demand. But I
saw no wisdom in such a procedure -- it might even, I thougnht, con-
vince them otherwise; and before long we had other things to sget
excited about, : :

It was in the middle of '35, before I had sent my finalised pro-
posals to Odhams, that I observed that the firm of George Newnes
Ltd. were apparently intent on developing the speedailllsed ‘Eieitian
field, much along the lines of the American pulp mags. Air Stories,
which they had started earlier, was to be followed in October 2z
War Stories, a shilling monthly. With visions of detective and
Western magazines to come, I promptly put in my claim for s-f and
its "constantly clamouring" British enthusiasts. So began a corres-
pondence with a very patient editor named T. Stanhope Sprigg that
lasted well over a year, during which several British writers sought
to assist, as I did, in bringing to fruition a project that did not
finally materialise until another eighteen months had passed --
punctuated by the first three issues of Tales of llonder.

Oh, what a fluttering in the dovecotes when it transpired,
as a result of my approaches, that Newnes were actually considering
publishing a science-fiction magazinel Having been vouchsafed this
information, I was full of ready suggestions, and as well as sub-
mitting stories and articles of my own which I felt might be suit-
able, was instrumental in putting material by more experienced
writers in the way of consideration. It was not very long before
Editor Sprigg, who was alrecady responsible for Air and War Stories,
had a pile of manuscripts by John Russell Fearn on his desk, and
the Blackpool Wonder was busily engaged in producing more for his
scrutiny. The development also precipitated our first meeting, at
the Strand Palace; when John came down to add the weight of his
arguments to those I had already advanced in favour of Newnes' tak~
ing the plunge into s-f3; and our correspondence reflected our mutual
anticipations of interesting: things in store, including a British
fan journal on the lines of Schwartz's Fantasy.

Within weeks, however, it became evident that the preparation of
the projected Newnes magazine was going to take many more months
than we had imagined, in spite of the amount of material that was
offered by writers on both sides of. the Atlantie. .Indeed, it would
appear that my own recent experience among my files on behalf of
Tomorrow was only a pointer to a situation wnich had now become more
realistie. In my own talks with Editor Sprigg I could not help
stressing my view as to the need for restraint ig introducing the
more ambitious s-f conceptions to an English audience, but %ﬁegﬁgﬁ



these opinilohs exerted any influence I would still not care o
guess. I suspect that I had no need to advise cautions I was
probably being insufferably presumptuous. Editor Sprigg, I soon
recoghised; was an extremely sihrewd, capable man whose experience
of the publishing world left me a mere novitiate. :Still, with all
the confidence of my seven years' intensive study of science-~fic-
tion, I put my case insistentlys while he listened intently, say-
sisiae Vet b ilies = aict TRNSeeisSEreur~tiwo” or thTree Thierviews.

Being so mucn in earnest, and weary of my newspaper chores, I
did not nesitate to suggest that I might be of greater assistance
permanently employed at the patient editor's elbow rather than
trying to write stories to his liking in my very limited spare
times but the proposal was deemed premature. Later on, I was en-
trusted with the task of making considered reports on some of the
material submitted, but no more. « » My own offerings, I might
aieldl MpREisel e moire | siceessil Silangghio) BESE —= pelrgaps less.

Meanwnile, around the grapevine whici had by now become well-
rooted  among Britain's scattered fandom, all sorts of rumours were
circulating concerning the expected development, Having promised
to respect the firm's natural wish to prevent potential competitors
from getting wild of their preparations, I could only drop the
vaguest hiants in my Fantasy column, in spite of Schwartz's urgings.
But, as more potential contributors became involved -- though they
were never more than a few -~ it became difficult to stop the
spPread 1of Sconflietings repdrtstef the firm!s-intentions, from one
month to the next, in the  voluminous correspondence that passed
between those who were ever alert to such possibilities,

One who at thet time was metamorphosing from the status of fan
to author(though he would strenuously deny he was ever a fan in the
SR EGRCEE *scnse' 'of “the “terme o RimY  all sueh .were  busybodies, mis-
chief-makers &nd rumour mongers, wacm editorg could well afford to
ignore), was a friend of Les Jonnson's named Eric Frank Russell, a
commercial traveller domiciled in the environs of Liverpool, and an
iconoclast who had already distinguishecd himself in the ranks of
Hine SBiRE, ABTE Wwas ¥a b -vhetens fof I fhat i T receivad 'from. him The
filpdtsefia series eof ‘racy comminicat ¥ons wnich continued over the
next six years and still make highly wsusing reading. He was al-
ready trying, then, to break into the American market, with the
nelp of agent Schwartz, and, as he confided, was intent on '"making
a name as great as those superb masters of s-f, Hans Andersen and
the Brothers Grimn."

Subsequent letters made it clear that he was fully aware of his
own shortcomings: "I must insist on spoiling perfectly good yarns
by permitting my sensauma to make me insert objectionable phrases,
whieh, in the opinion of editorsy will entice readers to hit me in
the boot with their backsides." And: "Too many of my heroes have
bull necks and sweaty chests, and the resulting story reads as
though Wonder Stories had amalgamated with Black Mask.'

T aie vt 2 hadi taeslisaint pustea sl "t Erlined out Mfor™ fie. lduthor
of JMiEhE “S5iea - of TPoliicam WEsEs MassEnER~0 £* 5 llong  Line of storits
P:ge 14



which cndcared him to American as well as British readers for his
vigorous, puachy style and original trecatments. I lost no fime

in putting Editor Sprigg in touch with himj though Russell had
doubts about a British magazine maturing, as he had doubts about
everything -- which duly qualified him as Britain's representative
of the disbelieving Forteans, in due course, and provoked endless
arguments with such of his correspondents as Neithatie M€, Cltomiiey
whom he was already engaged in taunting. But it .was a most re-
freshing attitude for one so cnamoured of scicnce-fiction, even

if he did swear by Raymond Chandler.

By March of 1936, Fearn, Russell, Beynon Harris, J.M. Walshy
Festus Pragnell, Benson Herbert and H.O. Dickinson(another Liver-
pudlian writer, newly-launched by Wonder) were all involved in
the attempt to meet the requirements of the projected Newnes _
publication -- which had not, until then, been precisely defined.
Indications as to when it might materiallise were S mAT ety - el
ive; but there was enough activity in other directions to keep
the s-f fraternity well occupied. Wnile the Daily Mail serialised
Dennis Wheatley's '"They Found Atlantis," that astounding book
"Jorld D" emerged; the papers had fun reviewing Cleator's "Rockets
Through Space," and you could see Richard Dix in "The Tunnel."

As Fearn and I discussed our plans for a British fan-mag, t9
be known as Future Fiction, Maurice K. Hanson at Nuneaton launched
Novae Terrac. The news came through from the other side of the
Pnd that Standard Magazines had bougil up Gernshack's Wonder. And,
last but not least, to the immense delight of Russell the Jester,
an interplanetary cartoon strip started running in Mickey Mouse

Weeklye o o

(To_be continued)

BETWEEN SOFT COVERS, by Eric Bentcliffe(concluded):-

Coiean Shon veamsysyou' 11, find ldasttle sriginality hereine.... the
stories published are roughly comparable in style(but not,k in

jdeas) with ASTOUWDING of the late thirties gad " earily ¥Fortiess
SCIENCE FANT..SY secems to get the stories which Carnell doesn't
think are quite good enough for NEW WORLDS. NEBULL seers to pub-
lish the rejects from the other British magazinesS... and for the
word rates paid doesn't get too bad a deal. 4t the moment Ted
Carnell seems to> be attempting to attract the nore 'intelligent!
menber >f the public who docsn't like his covers garish or enbell-
ished with illustrations of dubious worth. Whilst not agrceing with’
Bk ap ilkieay I fiecl that if Lt achieves dts olfee t of yppbtinc-up the
circulation of NEW WORLDS, and thus cnabling better stories to be
bought, it is a worth while ailm.

To digress for a moment,once more, what's the betting that
Peter Hamilton won't enn-unce in a near future issuc of HEBULL that
hils magazine will continue to-reature illustrations!

Yes, alas,poor yorick-authentic. You could have been good.
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AUGUST DEATH
of: i

WHIT 8 @RASEg

Jack Williams
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I've recently read two novels which are variations on the
breakdown-in-civilisation theme greatly employed of late in
such contemporary masterpieces as THE DAY OF TEE TRIFFIDS and
THE KRAKEN WAKES. The first of these two novels was the much
discussed THE DEATH OF GRASS by John Christopher, which has
been reprinted in the American SATURDAY EVENING POST under the
title NO BLADE OF GRASS to draw a wealth of conservative
criticism from disgruntled readers(of the same type who objec~-
ted to the telecast of George Orwell's 1984 two years ago) and
which has bought for filming by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. No soon-
ar. fiad F lajd aside this thoughtful picture of-a supposed
future situation which threatens our society than I came ac-
ross the three-year-old novel by John 3oland, WHITE LUGUST. I
couldn't help but compare thefioo..

THE DEATH OF GRASS pictures 1life in England after the
spread of the Chung-Li virus(sounds just like Asian il - alBiets
it not?) has killed off the world's supply of grain. The cores
of civilisation break down rapidly until barbarism reigns, a
progression of events which also occurs in WHITE AUGUST in
which novel the British Isles are attacked by a subtle and
mysterious enemy(though the U.S.S.R. are hinted at)using for a
weapon the steady and continuous fall of snhow. Not only does
this snow choke off communications and life itslef, but the
added gimmick that it is radio-active helps speecd the degener-
atione.

SRt e (s Milaleilte S= LB ¥ REES Wilibe st caSimieTl 4= “to haridle -His
theme through major portions-of his book. It is often too big
for nim. How the experienced Christopher shows up to advantage
in comparison! Christopher has obviously studied his present-
ation, and similarities in treatment with the two Wyndham
novels, especlally THE KRAKEN WAKES(for the breakdown in Gover-

ment are apparent.
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.~ The appcal of THE DELTH OF GRASS is that it is the account
gisgMimian in the strect." John Custance escapes from a mili-
tary-surrounded London- £o makée his way to the Cumberland farm
of his brother which shpuld.provide a havcn-commmuhity, fortif-
ied by its natural position against outside attack., {ind with
food so scarce, Christopher makes no bones about the lengths
to which one will go in ordcr to obtain food. Before: the -end
of . this stirring novel, Custance, a nild mafinered City- "white
collar worker" has become a murderer; necessity demands this.
His journey to the Northern farm is dramatlc and gruesome,
Perhaps it is the cynical in me which nakes me feel that the
presentation of such events is renlistic.

Where THE DEATH OF GRASS succeeds, WHITE AUGUST fails. The
Boland novel is stilted from the start and realism is, to say
the least, strained. The presentation is from the highest
level. The Prime Minister and William Barnaby Garrett, a
leading atomic research scientist are the heroes and their
joint efforts save the British Isles from complete annihilat-
ion,: in the time honoured tradition of the cliff-hanger seri-
al. The idea behind the novel is a good, 1f not wholly orig-
inal one, yet Boland ruins much of the capacity for impact by
losing touch with his reader by this over-dramatic presentat-
ion. A pity. And yet again, such high-level treatment is
necessary for the conclusion where the reader can keep track
of the attempts to find and destroy the source of the high
frequency waves which cause the snow. By the time this stage
is reached, unfortunately, it is too late. The reader feels
that the only hope at all under such devastating circumstances
is for the government and the 'important! people in the land.
How different with THE DEATH OF GRASS where each man has to
fall back on his own resources and the reader has at least the
comfort of hero-identification to leave him with the thought
that ne, too, might survive under such circumstances.

Indeed, in THE DEATH OF GRASS, the first institution to
collapse is the Government, with the Prime lMinister leaving the
country in a state of panic(both interpretations apply)and iss-
uing the Air Force to bomb the major cities. Far more realistic
than the sugary,artificial decision of Boland's leader that his
duty lies with the doomed people of his nation. . Boland rather
falls between two stools, for in this 'realistic' novel there
is much pseudo-scientific mumbo-jumbo, leaving the reader to
feel like a child at school. Furthermore, he is told that the
Prime Ministepr is, with his gift of oratory, e ‘ervy “oT'every-
actor and politician speaking the same tongue." After two broad-
cast speeches have done anything but bear out this statement,
the reader begins to tnink that the author has been misinformed,
a dangerous state of affairs, and the scene where the Prime
Minister tnrestens to "bust" an admiral does nothing to allay
suspicions that the author is writing through a large-sized nat
perched on his typewriter keys, which are probably clogged up
with snow, anyway. , e a7

(concluded at foot of page 21)



more than fifty years ago. These "Good 01ld Days" were blessed with
authors who possessed plenty of imagination, and some of the tales
that were then published are treasure-chests of pleasure.

Of course, most of these stories are hard to locate, in these
latter days. FEvery so often one runs across another of them =--
usually a title of which he has not previously heard. This writer,
for one, greets such discoveries with satisfaction, and sits down
to read one of the old-timers with the expectation of genuine enter-
tainment -- and is rarely disappointed.

While the style of such Fantasies is often quite dated, and
especially the love-passages too sugar-sweet, there is generally a
uniform excellence of style and compositioh. It may be that these
stories were composed with more lelsure, with less pressure to make
"dead-lines" for publication, with more concern as to proper
grammar, and logical sequence.

The writer of the Nineties was not too much concerned with the
accugaiey: of -hiss Selance s "He: Iasspliaen oy eabil'c . to, place at his
hero's use a marvellous invention, without too rmuch concern in ad-
vising his reader as to just how it opcrated. To we who read these
books now, it is rather pleasant -- since we know this writing could
not have the advantage of our latter-day accuracy -- to sit back,
simply assume with the author the marvellous invention DID work =-
and enjoy the narrative,

They often called these tales, in the Nineties, by the term
"Romance," using this word in its then designation of adventure,
rather than our modern conception of a Romance as only a love-story.
ThieRre Sfeiss pil ettty :0E acitigne i Ttiie s tor feer o f, ‘thet "day , and erisis
of tem tGRaid .on° the' heelsioT ChREslS. Bt the S stories ‘are, for “the
most part, very entertaining, often fascinating -- and sometimes
Just about genius.

There are so very, very many of these, that an article of the
necessary brevity of this one, can deal but with a limited number
of titles. I have 1ittle doubt but. that another could go on with a
list of as many or more of quality and interest equal to these I
herein mention. Bt mhe WitRlesSs waselect 5o "describe intthis
piece, will, I think, give some idea of the scope and variety of
plot used.
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A favourite theme in the Nineties was that of the "Lost Race'--
ineidentally a favourite theme with your commentator. This was
handled in many ways, of course, with great variance of events.

Let us consider sorie of these Fantasies of this far-past day.

YE WONDERFUL ADVENTURES OF PHRA THE PHOENICIAN, possibly a
classic of the regencration type of tale, is now, perhaps, familiar
to the reader, since its recent revivals, I will, therefore, pass
it by with but meation. Anokher! peihcarhabion sterysis found. in
Frank Stockton's cexcellent tale, THE VIZIER OF THE TWO-HORNED ALEX-
LANDER(1899), the account of a man who experienced continuance of
life through many civilisations. This excellent tale is lavishly
illustrated, in the first edition copies, at least; by many full-
page drawings by Reginald Birch -- drawings of great delicacy and
beauty (Bireh was the man wno becarie famous for his illustrations of
the popular juvenile, LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY, and, if I am not mis-
takeh, he is still alive,. though at extreme age).

In the "Liost Race classificationy; I know .of some particularly
thrilling and attractive tales. Pogsibly one of the most excellent
is Frank Aubrey's THE DEVIL-TREE OF EL DORADO(1897). Here, on an
isolated South Amcrican plateau, a group of adventurers come upon a
lost -kingdon. The usual lovely Princess is among those present, and
the .unfriendly priests. But thc principal, and very malignant char-
actcr of the tale, is the Tree itself -- a man-cating tree, vicious,
sentient, hungry; and to this tree living human sacrifices are nade
by the school of priests. '

Another, especially vigorous and crowded with tense monents, is
the story AT THE QUEEN'S MERCY(1897), by Mrs. Mabel Blodgett. Here
we have. not only the Lost Race theme, but some very excellent pass-
ages and evenis of genuine weird nature. As far as I am able to dis=
cover, this.is the only adult tale that Mrs. Blodgett cver wrote in
her long literary cireer, for she was a writer of children's books.
She did a ‘superb job in thisione'adult performance.

For those who delight in flashing swords, and plenty of bodies
strewn here and yon, I surgest thc story THE TREASURE OF THE ICE, by
Eugene Shade Bisbee(18598). Bl A7 nots aEsStuet Eirerbbiul s ¢ dis)a s ease=
lessly thrown together melodrama, because of rmy statement. Thsis
novel is written with great skill, and thc author has promulgated
the spirit of suspense to such a degrec, that the deadly peril in
which the characters find themselves, is, at times, unbearable. The
tale nas to ‘do with the discovery, by a band of castaways, of a
country at the South Polar region, kept warm by volcanic action.
Here, ages, ago, a small fleet of Grecian vessals was wrecked; and
the survivors created a nation, and cities, similar to those of
andieh tGreece The language, .the customs, the worship,.-have been
maintained through the ages in~-accord with the Grecian practices of
centuries ago. This tale never lets down, and the reader is still
a-tingle with excitement as he comes to the last pages of the book.

Thonas Janvier!s THE AZTEC TREASURE—HOUSE, now practically a
classic, is @ Lost Race tale written in this 'period.. Possibly, Ehis
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tale o the dlscovery of a still-flourishing Aztec city hidden in
the wilds, is too familiar to warrant description. From'a literary
sfin%point, of course, it is one of ‘the great Lost Race tales of

a imes.

In 1897, William Le Queux, a writer of marked variety, produced
the story, THE EYE OF ISTAR. Rather slow in its beginning, this
tale whips up into an excellent conclusion, with the discovery of
the mountain-locked kingdom, where a living Goddess Istar still
rules arrogantly a race who dwell and think as did their fore-
fathers ages ago.

Possibly as erudite a production as the Nineties gave in the
"Lost Race" field, was THE LOST CANYON OF THE TOLTECS(1893) , by
Charles Sumner Seeley. And the Toltec race has not been used as
much as the Aztec for fictional purposes of this nature.

One story uses the means of discovery of a papyrus, to relate
its events. Travellers storm-bound, are forced to spend the night
in an ancient castle, where their aged and mysterious host enter-
tains them, by reading a papyrus, which he found upon a mummy (of
unknown race; NOT Egyptian), of astounding stature. Thus the tale
is unfolded, and it is a story of great power amd qhal ity « This
title, THE PRINCE OF GRAVAS, came out in 1898.

Some other themes used in the Nineties are found in these
books:

A great nation was discovered by a Polar exploration party,
inside the Earth's crust, in the rare novel, TEE GODDESS OF ATVAT-
ABAR(1892), by William R. Bradshawe Some of the inventions, all
clever, found in this tale, are truly novel and interesting. And
an entire, and not illogical, fauna and flora, is invented for the
reader's delectation. This book is marvellously illustrated by a
staff of several artists., and contains unquestionably some of the
most fantastic and startling pictures to be found anywhere in
fantasy.

Tn his tale 6,000 TONS OF GOLD(1894), H. R. Chamberlain tells
of the discovery of a huge deposit of gold, and tlicl chaoitic nespdt
waen this vast sum is dumped on the world's markets. An internat--
jonal crisis is precipitated.

Perhaps nothing ever written in arMdweitcasiter fiction really
approaches in scope and power --- AND in scientific accuracy and
-xcellence -- the great novel by Camille Flammarion, OMEGA: THE
END OF THE WORLD. His chapters on Heavenly phenomena give clear
and simply worded pictures of celestial possibilities. He harks
back through the ages, to tell the disasters foretold, and the
public dismay, as comets appeared. He then gives a vivid and ter-
rible picture of 1life on this Earth -- not through celestial coll-
ision, or cosmic disaster, but solely because of the egrer  fatiee
of water upon this planet. He tells how Man strove to avert the
inevitable Doom, by creating glass-enclosed cities, and by boring

%ﬁ%% %Pto the Farth's bowels in hope of tapping hidden reservoirs



o Siakbers oio o s@id 50inal 1y ‘brings-.the startling picture of the last
WO humans alive on vihe Barth, a youth and a maid, each wandering
lonesomely through the silent corridors of the great enclosed city
each one inhabits. Then, in the end of the tale, Flammarion swit-
ches sharply to the supernatural, with a fine and surprise conclu-
SIS —iciFolersiead s this book,y -one Is Tilded i besshe. swepicion
that some of our latter-day writers of this theme first read OMEGA.
My copy was translated into English in 1894, and is blessed with
eighty superb illustrations. Flammarion also wrote the very ex-
cellent URANIA, and a number of other similar books, as well.

H. Rider Haggard produced some of his Fantasy tales during the
nineties, but I shall omit describing these, as they are comparat-
ively well known.

Brander Matthews's book, TALES OF FANTASY AND FACT was publish-
ed in 1896 and contains some stories of fantasy type. Sir Walter
Besant's tale of a dual personality THE IVORY GATE, appeared in
1892, Mrs. Schuyler Crowninshield wrote her book, LATITUDE 19
DEGREES in 1898. Here we have a tale describing voodoo in Haiti,
during the reign of the black XKing Christophe. 1Indeed; ne appears
in the tale, which has other angles of adventure, including escape
from pirates, and other matters.

THROUGH THE EARTH(1898), by Clement Fezandie was published in
the Nineties and is as far as I know, the forerunner of the''Earth-
Tutel yfe o tale. ‘' In, this story « .great fube 'ls.cul throush-the
earth and an elevator installed. One trip is made by a young man
(and a fly!), and one trip only, as the tube collapases just after
passage of the car, because of internal heat and pressure.

So, here are a few samples of the fare which was cooked up for
the Fantasy reader in the Nincties. There are,; of course, as 1
said, many more -~- for instance, some of H.G.Wells' most famous
and excellent fantastic tales appeared during this period, such as
THE INVISIBLE MAN(1897), THE WAR OF THE WORLDS(1898) and THE
SLEEPER WAKES(1899), but these are classics of Fantasy and need no
description to any real group of Fantasy collectors.

One may say, in conclusion, I think, that the contribution @i
this decade to our hobby was one of great importance and satisfac-
tion, not only for the entertainment these tales give the reader,
but also because our later writers in some instances, certainly,
found inspiration(if not entire plotsi) for some of the books of
more modern times, We salute these Master-Writers of Yesterday!

~- Thyril L. Ladd.

——— e G o ————— - —— ——— o —

THE AUGUST DEATH OF WHITE GRASS(concluded):-

e overal.l result 1s, as T Ssay, regretfml, “folr lhe smoviel ks
flashes,like the scene wherec Garrett meects the hungry rats,; to com-
mend .it, and one can but hope that the promise Boland shows in such
¢pisodes will be borne sut in future works. After all, John
CorfistopRer " Whn shows up sO.welliih-nhis cesily=fead, THE DEETH. OF
GRASS, started witn some fairly stilted writing, toa.

~- Jack Williams,i)J
—_—
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Because of my Goon stories and the way I represent myself as
being somewhat naive in most of my tales(a totally crroneous im-
pression I might add)people have developed the theory that Berry
1s slow-witted and at least one critic has denounced me as being
semi-1lliterate. *It is perhaps not very well-known that there
1s a serious aspect to my personality:... I sometimes lie for
SeouRcs TN the “fhroess o ibilibass listening to the great classieal
works, such as Beethoven's "Erotical symphony .

E*adep - viddiy: ‘Begd“area & literary works, such as "War and
Peace," '"The Pickwicl Papers," inccaccio's '"Decammeron’ and "The
Harp Stateside,™

One day, some years: ago, as I read an antnology of ghost
storles, one particular one, "The Canterville Ghos%t," by Oscar
Wilde, struck me as being most humorous. T read more Wilde
Stories, "The Importance of B_ing Earnest,? "The Picture of
Dorian Gray," etc, and became so obsessed with them that I became
determined to discover the real Wilde, and I purchased a biography
of Oscar Wilde.

LSS 2 Plhrsiaiina b s SIS0 1y s
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O0f course, when writing about Oscar Wilde, one is bound,sooner
or later, to mention his perversions. To avold any reference is
to portray a wrong OB TG S o[ L TR TR =115 Y o S st T W by saying it
1s a great pity that Oszar Wille iz remembared in nany people's
minds mostly because of the three trials at the end of the last
century, and his subsequent conviction and sentence of two years
imprisonment.

To my mind, however, completely excluding all reference to his
unnatural vices(I want to stress this exclusicn) T would hazard the
suggestion that Oscar Wilde would have made a great faaan. The
many aspects of his personality, his character, his wit, his nimble
and pliable mind are astounding in their e ieiae sl Gy
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Ile was born in Dubdlin on the 16th October 1854 and christened
Oscar Fingal O'Flahertie Wills, and was a pupil at the famous
Royal Portora School, near Enniskillen, County Fermanagh(now in
i)ijNorthern Ireland)+. He later spent three years ab Trinity College,

1 ]
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Dublin, showing a great aptitude for the classics. In 187%, he
went to Oxford University, where he held parties for young
women (with chaperons) and wrote and talked poetry, about which
he later said, "Days of lyrical ardour and of studious sonnet
ertlng, days when one loved the exquisite intricacy and mus-
1ca1_repititions of the ballad... days when one solemnly sought
to discover the proper temper in which a triolet should be
written, delightful "days, in which, I am glad to say, there was
far more rhyme than reason." When he left Oxford, he won the
coveted Newdigate Prize for his poem, "Ravenna.'

He moved to London after leaving Oxford in 1877, where he
was noted for his unconventional dress, for example, a velvet
coat edged with braid, knee breaches, black silk stockings,
loose shirt with wide collars, large pale green tie. He occas-
ionally wore ostentatious button-holes, such as the Sunflower.
He bccame friendly with titled people, great actors and actres-
ses, and was especially well known for his witticisms. It
seemed that, like Willis and White, he arranged situations to
suit his supposedly impromptu rejoinders, as when he purposely
arrived late at a party, and was remonstrated by his hostess.
Oscar pointed to the clock. "And how, Madame, can that clock
know what the great golden sun is doing?"

Typical Wilde quips at this time were, "Nothing succeeds
like excess," "Give me the luxuries and I can dispense with the
necessities."

In 1880, he wrote a play, "Vera," which, in a typically
fannish way, he published at his own expense.

Oscar, as a sort of nineteenth century TAFF exponent, went
to America, in 1882. His answer to the customs when he landed
in the U.S.A..."I have nothing to declare cxcept ny genius"...
is now world famous, although some knowledgeable schools main-
Tl &6l B thd o twas Sigai d by Wi 1Dis  dardt 52,

I'd like to go into detail about Oscar's trip to Americasecoccs

It was designed as a lecture tour. Wilde's fame had already
spread to America, where they recgarded him as a breed of cultur-
ed comedian. His first lectures disappointed the audiences(ex-
cept for the intellectuals) and fantastic stories about him
appeared imYthe Lnewspapers. - Ba fact,: L. ison record that @scar
once asked a jJjournalist how much he had been paid for a nonsens-
Feal AFkdelclabowt Him, - and wasvteld isixOdoldarge i The mafesfor
lying is not very high in America," Wilde observed.

The tour was a financial success and Oscar became an object
of considerable interecst. People followed him around and report-
ers hounded him for interviews. Whilst in Washington he stayed
at the Arlington Hotel. He toured the parks and commented that,
"Washington has too many bronze Genecrals." Tt
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One of Oscar's greatest diplomatic triumphs was in Boston.
A large number of Harvard students marched down the aisle at
theldlicichite o Juailil,. cdire geed-pirk leffec Mpeeches Jand scarrying sun-
flowers and lilies. Oscar heard about this plan beforehand,
and appeared in ordinary evening dress. .This turned the joke
against the students, and Oscar wittily added fuel to the fire.
"As a college man, I greet you," he announced, adding, "I seem
to see certain signs of an artistic movement 1n the hall,"
which made the audience laugh. His epigram, “Caricature is the
tribute mediocrity pays to genius" was well received, and he
brought the house down wheii he added, "I am impelled for the
first time to breath a fervent prayer of 'Save me from my
diigesipliesil *

The joke was repeated by Yale with the same results.

Wilde didn't think much of the great natural marvels of the
American continent. Of the Niagra Falls, he said, "Simply a
vast unnecessary amount of water going the wrong way and then
falling over unnecessary rocks."

His lecture tour continued éuccessfullynoocincinnati, Sto
Louis, ‘San Francisco(his greatest success), Salt Lake City,
Denvercsoo.

In Denver he announced his new theory:about printing, com-
~plaining it was so dull -- "there is nothing exquisite about
it.. .In my next publication... the letters will be of rarer
design, the commas will be sunflowers and the semi-colons
pomegranates."(Ron Smith please note).

He declared that Western miners in the Rocky Mountains were
"the only well-dressed men I saw." In a saloon he saw a notice
over the piano, "PLEASE DO NOT SHOOT THE PIANIST, HE IS DOING
HIS=BESLL " 0scar. obgerved, -UThis s *the only:rational method of
art criticism I have ever come across.". .

When he returned to England, he was asked to give his im-
pression of American women... "pretty and charming - like oases
of pretty unreasonableness in a vast desert of common sense"..o.
of American men..."I can stand brute.force, but brute reason is
quite unbearable.!

O0f course, so much has been ‘written about Oscar Wilde...in

- Hesketh Pearson's "The Life of Oscar Wilde," for instance, he
takes up almost four pages of Selected Authorities. Anyone
interested, and I promise a study of Oscar Wilde and his work
is ilnteresting, can obtain a wide range of authoritative volumes
from his local library.  But to snow the essential wit of
Wilde, his superb mastery of the English language, I would like
toigive.a short:list of what+I consider to be the clevergst and
oS EafidnmiEstit o hitst gEoipesis.- _

"The only difference between the saint and the sinner is
that every saint has a past, and every sinner a future."
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"The basis of true matrimony is a mutugl misunderstanding."

"A cynic is a man who knows the price of everything and the
Viaishe of methbime M ' 104¢

"Science can never grabble with the irrational. That is
why there is no future before it in this world."

"Young men want to be faithful, and are not. 01d men want
to be faithless, and cannot.”

"Danl k=berled, astray inbe: the- paths. of -wvirtue. .M

"Each time one loves is the only time that one has ever
loved.!

"Difference in object dces not alter singleness of passion.
It merely intensifies it."

"T can resist everything except temptation."

Oscar was not addicted to punning. However, at a wedding,
he saw Lord Morris, who had a pronounced Irish accent, looking
for a shoe to throw after the happy couple. "Why not throw your
own brogue after them?" Oscar suggested(Quick, somebody, a
glass of water for Willis).

Opear hadimore than his- fair,sharerof, eriticigm for Juds
works. For example, the critics said the following about
Dorian Gray:-

"Esoteric prurience....stupid and vulgar....malodorous put-
refaction....garish vulgarity..«.will taint every young mind
leeeeniocs ryse conbaet with it

Let's hope a certain fanzine reviewer doesn't read thiso.

To show the brilliance of Wilde's repartee, even under the
‘most trying circumstances,; I must give an(unfortunately) short
excerpt from one of the trials. This cross examination of
Wilde by Edward Carson is considered a superb forensic examples -

(Carson is questioning Wilde about Dorian Graye...)

Carson. "But let us go over it phrase by pnrase. 'T quite ad-
mit I adored you madly.' What do you say to that? Have you
ever adored a young man madly?"

Wilde. "No, not madly. I prefer love that is a higher el

Carson. "Never mind that. Let us keep down to the level we are
at now."

Wwilde. "I have never given adoration to anybody except myself."
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Gawsgm,. T  suppose yeour thak thal ds a_ very smart things4
Wilde. "Not at all."
Carson. "Then you never had that feeling?"

Wilde. "No. The whole idea was borrowed from Shakespeare,
I regret to say. Yea, from Shakespeare's sonnets."

Carson. "I believe you have written an article to show that
Shakespeare'!s sonnets were suggestive of unnatural vice?"

Wilde. ™"On the contrary, I have written an article to show
‘they have not. I objected to such a perversion being put
upon Shakespeare."

Carson(continuing to quote from Dorian Gray). "I adored
you extravagantly - "

wWilce "Do you mean financially?!

Carson. "Oh, yes, financially. Do you think we are talking
about finance?%

Yilde. "I do not think you know what you are talking .about."

Carson. '"Don't you? Well, I hope I shall make myself very
plaln befors Tong.a.aa~

Wnile I may have been somewnhat flippant in mentioning
Wilde as having Zannish potentialities, I must stress that a
sprews Biudy of W1+ao, frcm every aspect of ‘his personality,
the actor, the critic, the artist, the wit, the talker, the
dramatist, is completely fascinating.

I'd 1like to coanclude with the last paragraph of "De Pro-
fundis," written by Wilde during the latter period of impris-
onment in Reading Ca0ls-

'Y, “trials” aret brials FTor onet slbisfes Sitisst ‘asall senten~
ces are sentences of death, and three times have I been
tried. The first time I lert the box to be arrested, the
second time to be led back to the house of detention, the
third.-time Yo pass into prison for two years. Soclety, as
we have constituted it, will have no place for me, has
= imiSigews e Of frens, sdbiil Natureq whose sweet rains fall on un-

TnsiE=aine Sitsie adililde s aralivciieses site s’ SN tiver roelts wnere I
may hide, and secret valleys i1n whose silence 1 may weep
undisturbed. She will hang the night with stars so that I
may walk abroad in the darkness without stumbling and send
the wind over uy footprints so that nche may track me to
my hurt, she will cleanse me in great waters; and with
Jpitter ferbs make re vhole.™

f) -~~~ John Berry.
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REVIEWED BY ARCHIE MERCER. /Zuw ; AL i S Dl th A

i There seems to be a sort of convention in British publishing

circles that to qualify as science-fiction, a story of any consid-
erable length MUST make mention of space~flight.

¥

Now this rule, however reasonable it might seem at first
glance, can be reasonably compared to a hypothetical rule that
fiction laid in contemporary times MUST, whatever else it does,
at all costs mention railway-trains somewhere in its course.

Now there are plenty of stories about that do mention railway-
trains, true. Plenty, if needed, where railway-trains pd-ayi a8 iS55~
ential part in the action, let alone where their existence is men-
tioned incidentally. But for every story that involves railway-
trains, whether that involvement be deep or shallow, I sionldiest-
imate that there is at the very least an equivalent story that
makes no mention of them at all - a story, which, if read by a
Martian, would provide absolutely no clue the t sueh: -things exlsted.
There's no need to go overseas, either, to parts of the world where
railways are as yet unlaid. Take a typical thriller-herojhe lives
in central London, surrounded by main line terminii and with an
underground line beneath every main street. Tne world as he knows
it - not to mention as WE know it - could not possibly exist with-
out the thick webwork of the railways. So what does he do? He
emerges from his base, baords a powerful car and roarc out to some
remote spot in the country where the main action takes place. Maybe
the railways will be involved before the finisgh: ==~ he s helsd mp ab
a level-crossing during a hot chase, for instance. But the chances
are that they won't be even so rmuch as mentioned from the beginning
of the story to the end.

Thus too, could a story be set perfectly legitimately in the
future, in a future where space-flight was just as everyday an
essential part of existence as railways are now, and yet never once
nave cause to refer to it. But not according to the accepted
rules in these parts, apparently. Even worse is the case of a
postulated future that could logically -- in most cases OUGHT
logically to -- exclude space-flight altogethers, World-catastrophe
stories are an obvious example. The parallel here 1s the story
set in Darkest Africa, in Tibet, in the Polar regions or on a small
jsland in the South Seas or the Hebrides. In such plaees. thnere are
- or can reasonably be expected to be - no railways whatsoever. Of
course, if necessary, they can be introduced without too much
trouble. The hero might be running away from It A1l because his
wife had eloped with an engine-~driver, but unable to purge it from
his mind. In the same way, one of the few pockets of civilisation
left after the Deluge night, in some cases, be legitimately engaged._
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on the construction of a spaceship. But not in BVERY such
story, surely to goodness? 4

Ken Bulmer, thenj, sets out to write a story almost the
entire action of which takes place under the surface of the
ocean. And he obediently brings in space-flight.

He's at least made a job of it, though - no irrelevant
sideline for him. If Space has to be introduced into the
ocean depths, he's tied them together logically and, on the
whole, extremely effectively. To start with, his hero is an
officer in the Space Force who is kidnapped by the illegal
slave labour battalions of one of the submarine farming cor=-
porations. This is perfectly legitimate - the victim is
Just as likely to be a spaceman as a butcher, baker or candle-
stick-maker. Then the Space Force is naturally interested in
a missing officer, so they start a pr<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>