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o ngurely there's something we caa 6o, we can't jusv it ners and
wait to u[eﬁ”

"He's right.," trumpeted the Captain. mje mustn't give in."

"But w}mu el we do%" queried Pat. - :

"S,0.8,9" nusgested David.

"Uhat, with 1o redio-op and most: probably no radio either?"”
interjectel tne Mate pessimisticelly. :

"There's a chance thut the radio's undameged, aud I was a radio
officer &1 the Navy," roturned David.

Captuin Howard worked his way clum.;ily across the room, opened
a cupboard cad drew out two spce suite. .

"Get iato this, Mr. alland," be mde,red. "We'll have a look at
the radio.,”

David clambered into the light rubbeorized fabric cuit and Pat
helped him with the helmet. The (a;)tai‘ hnd rlready gut his suit

on., He led the wey to the docr. For a nogeial Duvid wes afraid he was
going to open it snd 1let &1’ the a;r out ef the.control room, but he
reached up and let down wiw o apnscored to be a- 1'ubber blanket  which

cut them off from the rest, , - R
’ The Captain bent closer and shouted ; the'sou-nd came faintly to
mVid. : o .

"Mfurn on yowuwr intercaml™ C

He gestured toward the top of his h°] met. David fclt. around and
found & switch, The'Cdptein's volce jumped at him, .

. ", ..air pressure seals the blanket ‘ageinst the door

He opened the door a crack end suddely the blanket pushed at
them, forcing them out the door. Captain Howard closed it after them.

Though a state of free fall is 'a rare contingency, even for a
space men, both David and the Cuptain Imd lmd some experience amd
consequently they didn't waste time in' getting used to the sensation,
Beyond the spiral stairs which led to the control room the ship was
a wilderness of twisted metal. David found hLimself c,omparing the
scene to that of - a suddenly frozen jungle,

The Captein's volce boomed in his ears., "Looks like:- the radio
room may have survived, Worst damage "1s on the other-side."

They made their way towards the rear of the ship, gliding clum-
sily between fantastlc amorphous stelactites of still warm metal. Soon
they found themselves in a comparatively unéamag,ed part of the ship.

"No bodies?" nused David alou.

. ™jent out with the air,™ enswered Captsin Howard tensely.
"Here's the radio room. Doesn't loock too had."
David eyed the warped walls and merked the Captaln as an optim-
. ist. They entered. Brokun glass fioeted llke & mist in the room,

The Captain shrug,ed, oi at least David so construed the cone
vulsive movements of his suit, end begen to leave.

"Hang on, Captain." David wus ingpecting the wreckage more clo-
sely. "I might be able to do something, not all the valves are broken
and I can do some swapping,"

It was difficult work, made nearly impossible by . the weightless-
ness, but David finally mansged to find enough valves, by cannibval-
izing the recelver and using all the spares, to put bhe transmitter
in working order. R

Meanwhile, the Captnin had been exploring. His weary volce came
to David as he fixed the last valve in place, -’

"Jasted work, I'm afraid Mr. Alland, The beaming apparatus is
beyond repair." ‘

David felt his tense muscles g0 limp. He met/ic‘ulously finished
his work beforg replying. :
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I*'d like to enter & provisional cleim to be the last fan to heve
seen ROCKI'PSHIP XM, I saw it for the first---and last---time the other
day., If there ‘are any fans whno haven't seen it yet I say to them, "Go
and see this film if you're down in the dumps—~that's where its show- .
ing." At least that's .where its showing in Belfast, It went to one of
the first run houses, and then to the suburban chalns, ard now it has
ended up in what a kindhearted person might call ocur lorel r(pbrbory
theatres. It might give you & rough idea cf whabt these placus are like
~--and the rougher the l1dea you have the bet ter—~-1if I say tn =t_ono of
them has a notice outside "100 PERCENT.ALL TALKING". 4nd they.  don't
mean the lady behind you who has seen the film before. Everybody therc
has seen the film before anyway, but they don't care. Half the aud-
ience a re hiding from the pélice and the rest are in the.impenetrabdle
darkness of the back rows, knosn locally as the fingerstalls.

I deliberately stayed away from RXM befare not becguse I am an .
intellectusl snob-~~though of course I am---but because I didn't want -
to encourage the producer Robert Lippert to pull any more dirty tricks.
I always act on high ethicel principles like this, providing of course
they don't- cduse me any personal inconvenience. But by the time the
film had reached the fleapits I figured that my jampot would. .- hardly

stand between Lippert and bankruptey, (There not,.I've run up against.f"'.

one of the things I don't know about america, When you were a kid could
you get into.the really cheap cinemas far empty jam-jars?) I ~ visual~ .
ized Lippert sitting In his office while the filing clerks manicure his
nails, The 'balance sheet for RXM is trought in, Lippert's face dropss.
He picks it-up hastily---it never does to lose face in the movie ind-, .
ustr y---but his knees stert to: tremble, throelng a couple of ‘blonde.
secretar 1es aginst tke walls., . : S :
The bale nce sheet looks something like thisg

EXPENDITURE.

Shwtiné the‘ﬁlm.....o........'......'...‘.. 3000.00
- " ° three directors with scrupless...$3000,00 -

L them‘“again ‘with. bulletS......- sse ‘3000 00 R

Bribe to IMAGINATION‘.o..'....-.-......-.-.910@0 00

Technical advice, research, speciel . ..

effect s, one Mars, -one Moon, scoteh - ,

tape &‘.mousetl‘apsa.......o...-.......v.... OOOO 25

TOTAL - :810000.

Less Ircome: 10000,00
DEFICIT % .55
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Ruin star es Lippert in the face, because he can expec* no quar-
ter (from his ‘enemies). He buries his face in his hands, then hestily
digs it up agin as a thought strikes him. He reaches far the trans -
atlantic phone---he has very long arms---and calls his European agent .
"There is only one -hope for Lippert Productions," he says. ™ihat about
that fan who hasn't seen RXM yet? Is there any, word from \!1llis' * "Yes
Boss," says the agent, "He went to see it last night." "Thank. Ghu,"

‘says Lippert (he 1s of course a Ghuist). He weeps with joy. His seven-

teen blonde secretaries--~he's afraid of the derk---won't have to  be
tuwrned out without a roof to their mouths, ™Well," he 'says, "Don't just
stand there, send over vhat he paid for his seat!™ "Must I, Boss‘>" says

the agent., "I'm keeping my petunias in it."
- This 1is the end. No use auy 1uxm‘r keeping a stiff upper Llppert.
He takes & revolver out of the Gogk cocebot ourd puts it ‘in hls mouth.

"Cancel my engagemen ts," ha oar..- ";v,;_ld t; iy . calls tell them  that
I have a Colt in the bhesd.™ Lo v v, %F &, wu:} ulmself both -quicker
emd deader than his filwy ’

Now I'm nct going to review IS I.'-'-'-:.x‘r-- e I khow tb.ere ‘was a, glor-
ious time when all you needed A g ius VAs an orticle on dianet -

ics and a comparison of RiAM wit 4 DE3T%Er. . .)TON MOON, "Luat” I bravely. rec-
ognise that those days are gone, We mnoi 1 arnh w? th the times. Progress
eso8cience...fearlessly faward.,..new dawn., .wvay of lifes......outworn
shibboleths...etc. etc. (Sorry, I've been listening to too many electe
ion speeches.) So I steadfastly resisted the temptation to .. write a
brilliantly witty critique of RXM. One thing which nmade this a bit eas-
ier for me’ was that I couldn't think of anything witty to. say. And be -~
sides it wasn't.really such a bad film, 0ld ‘Father Lipp ert the-. movie
industry¥s ariginal Pop Corn, made quite & good job of the early scen-
es, and 1t only got really annoying when the ship ster ted to slow down
in space, Pardon me, Mr. Lippert, but your ship is slmving. :

I'1l1l bet no one befare ever took so much time not o review a
film. I hope it won't come as too much of a shock to you to know that
T.started out .to review another fllm altoget her and thought 1t would
be & good idea to lead up to it 'by a few remarks about RXM. After I
saw it, you see, I was dis cussing it with James White and Bob Shaw and
we decided tha t given half a million dollars and a movie studio we
could meke a really good sf film. So if any of ‘my readers happen to
heve half a million dollers oar a film studio we'd be gled if you'd semd

" /them along,..We'll pay postage, of course. In the meantime we thought

'we'd better start on the scenarid and decided on a van Vogt novel, Or
-at least I did, because I think there is no one to touch van Vogt at
“his prime, or at least there wasn't untlil he got himself cleared of all

those things that distinguished him from Hubberd--~-~little oddsend ends
like engrems amiideas anmd ability and inspiration, James doesn't mind
what sort of a film we meke as long as it has a high moral tone and
possibly Doris Day, and Bob couldn't object because he still owes me
for all that space he bought in the last SLaNT. So van Vogt it had to
be, and of all his stories I think the most photogenic would be THE
SEARCH, if only because of the Palace of Immortality, the building with
the endless corridors and the flight of steps thet ended in space.
Now, after agreeing wi th Bob and James that the commercial movie
industry would never meke a fantasy movie ambitious enough to. please
fans I went to the clnema again next night and was proven absciutely
wrong. In a half~empty theatre I gsaw the most remarkable film I have
ever seen. Not perhaps the best, but definitely the most extraordinary.
It's that lavish magnificent and incredible production TIE TALES  OF
HOFFMAN, I have never seen & film, not even CITIZEN KAN® or SPECTRE OF
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