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EDITORIAL

This fourth issue of PHANTASMAGORIA is an attempt,by doubling
the size of the magazine,to méke up for the uncommonly long delay
between 1t and the third issue. There are very many reasons for
this delasy that I 4o not intend to mention; but it is hoped that
in futdre therc will hot be more than four or five months between
issues.

The change in format has been forced upon me, I personally do
not like this foolscap format, and as it is impossible for me to
produce a magazine using my original format the next and future
igsues will be querto sized; perhaps partly printed, and partly
duplicated, but details are rather vague at this time.

With reference fto the Fan Poll as described in THE QUTPOST in
this issue, I feel thai this type of poll is essentially a futile
project. I did not complete the ballot form which I reéceived as
I am 2lways chary of these so-called'polls of fondom'. The first
thing I teke exception to is that 'ell' fomdom is not contacted,
and the second is, how many fong read even one tenth of all  the
fenzines thnel are published. The third is that only about three
hundred peeple returncd forms when I have ligted 1in my own files
the names -and addresses of over one thousand fans who are active
in that they read at leasti’one fanzine, asnd subscribe to and read
the preofessiengl msgazines, and this must be a very smmll % of

) fandom,
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KEEPING.-UP~TO DATE IN THE EDITOR SQUEAKS.

The first item of interest is that Dennis Gifford, of 16 Syd-~
enham Park, Sydenham, LONDON S.F.26, is publishing a #SPACE PATR-
0L HANDBOCK®". Details are:— cost 1/64 vost frece. Printed 16 pages
plus cover;3% pages halftone photos and line drawings; ready in
three to four weeks(mid-April). Contents include "SPACE PATROL
iiEMBERSHIP CERTIFICATE"; and an INTERPLANETALRY FASSPORT with first
svace already stemped 'London Space Port' and spaces for Tuna City
MarsPort,ete., SPACE CRAFT RECOGNITION cnd construction details
based on designs used in SF films. Stills from recent SF films,
Complete indeXx and data on SF filmg from Geq Melies to date. Glo—
ssary of languages(Barth words and Martisn,Venerian, Plutonian equ~-
ivalents). Codes, Competitions with prizes etc.

Dennig. is & free-lance comic-strip artist \specilalising in SF.
Fantasy #nd Weird strips, should be an interesting booklet although
seedingly degigned more for readers of the Eagle than for NEW WOR-

Next piege of news is that a new British “pocket book firm has
come into being, beginning operations 1in April, four titles a
month projected, averaging 80/100,000 words, with 192/224 sewn
pages, fourcolour, semi-stiff jackets., The only title of impor{t-—
ance to reeders of this magazine is the Wovel sélection for  May
it is ”BENITA¥JQ% H.Rider Haggard. Desciribed in the bluxrb as "An
engrossing African Hdventure, with & supernaturel theme by  this
pereniial best-seller’ . They 2lso ask £or 'new and promising wri-—
ters'., Published undexr the inprint CHARIOT BOOKS; the Bdltorial
Board consists of Louis Golding, R.J.Minney, Nancy Spain,.

Vince Clzrke in his SCIENCE FiANTLSY NEFS: has been attempting to
didecover what an orgenisation known as THE BRITISH SF LSSOCTIATION
is, LAfter writing to the Secretary(who has had letters under this
heading published in varionus Bnglish and Lmerican magazines),Vince
is still in the derk as to what the BSFL consiats of. However
after degcribing his efforts Vince received a letter from oldtime
British fan Paul Enever who mentioned that he was Sec of "y British
SFA back in '34,Vince had never heard of this one either, Now I

* 2. (continued on Backcover-—
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PHANTASMAGORIA 1s an irregularly published amateur magazine,
appearing as frequently as time and money permit. All letters,
material, both art and ficticn, should be sent tc the editcr,
Derek Pickles, 22 Marshficld Plecc, Bradfcrd, Ycrks, England,
Subseripticn ratcs arc new 3/- fcr 4 issues, 6@ a single CNDY
American subscribers may forward prczincs, except PA & A4S, at
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ton., Duplication by Gestetner. The cover illustration is by
Alan Hunter, who also drew the headings to stories, and the
story illustraticms. Drawing for "The Door" is by John Wilson,
cartoons used in "The Outpost" by Derness, cut on to stencils
by Alan Funter. If you liked, or disliked, this issue the
editcr will be very pleased t5 hear from you with any comments
you may care to make.

Editer ~ Derek Pickles Art Editor — Alan Hunter
Assceiate Bditor — Marjorie E.Pickles

e e e W e . T o o e o e R o o e e T o e e e e e e

The editer c¢f this magazine will he pleased to hear from any-
cne in the U.3. whoe is willing to exchange pocket books, not
necessarily sf, for British pocket books or bound bceoks.

Sample avthors required inelude Raymcnd Chandler, Ellery Queen,
Dashiell Hammett etc. Piecasce write to the editorial address.

Apologies must bte made for the lack cf clarity of cetrtain
pages in this issue. This was duc to using a new typewriter
for cutting. Future issucs will havc the type face and clear-
ness »f pages 15 et seq. Phantasmagoria will not appear in
its ¢riginal fermat, as for V¢l 1, again. We¢ have no donger
accesse to a typewritcr with thc necessary 18" carriage.




i
e

ol e ST

PO ITA rps s G TR e

e et — s

e

Who Knows?  Behind the door perhaws there stands
A mute with bowstring and with scimitar,

A wraith with silence eloquent in hands -
Or nothing tut the twinikle of a star.

Behind the door perhaps the fortunes are,
Thosze bony fingers write in shifting sands
The destinies of men of many lands -

Or just an empty room, the door o jar.

Perhaps there is in there a sense of dread,.,
The echces of a curse that someone said;
Perhaps there's nothing bult the moon inside. .

The dcor stands not quite shut. ithat's to be
Just pull the door %o, and just step aside,
And leave it to the moon, and wander on.
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Actually, it may not have heen D'Arcy's fault thet the test
rocket never got more than a mile or two above the Woomera range.,
anyhow, they thought they'd keep him away from his drawing board
for a bit by sending him out to find the scatterred fragments
in the hundreds of tons of sand that the rocket sent flying when
it stopped flying itself and swiped the desert with its five-ton
war-head.

D'Arcy dién't like it. He was not at all pleased being the
only moving thing in the million square miles of undulating noth-~-
ingness thet comprised Australia's contribution to the science of
thrust and lunatic research. He had the feeling that he was being
put upon,

As his tracklaying jeep ground to an uneasy halt, hc shook
the sand from his hair and slipped a peir of goggles over his red
rimmned ecyes. He let his podgy body down from the jeep and looked
around. The view was the same as it had been for the lest two
days. S82nd end sky and sun,

Now thzt the shadow of the jecep's ccnopy had gone, the sun
retaliated to its temporary ostracism by sending & shower of yel-
low swords onto D'Arcy's face. Rod hot swords that ponetrated to
wh? tever bone there wos beneath his rounded flush and madc’ him
fae)l that being caught in ¢ rockoet blast couldn' t ke much worTrse
then this. He reached into the jeep end brought out 2 spade, say-
ing "Bother" when his unprotascted Tingers touched the sweltering
metal, He drew on some gloves and then procecded to attock the
necrby sand es though his wife or his last month's pay was sone-
where dowm therc,

Graduslly he clesrcd ~way the sand from around the protud-
ing spike of metnl hc hed spied. It Turned out to be a bit of fin.
Grunting with satisfaction &t the completion of his task, D'Arcy
tossed the £fin into the jeep and was about to climb in himself
when he changed his mind,

A little to the left of him there was 2 mound of sand about
twenty feet high, With commendeble forathought that might have
surprised his colleaugues pack &t the base, D'Arcy inducted that
by climbing the mound he would be able to rake & survey that wou-
id obviate & lot of circlings in the jeep.

30 he squered his rounded shoulders, tucked the spade under
an arm and scampered up the slope, his feet sinking up to the
ankles in loose sand. Once or twice he pitched fTorward and had
to splash about like a sportive porpoise, mouthing mild cEpletiv-
gs and getting himself e little sandier every time. By the time
he reached the apex of the mound his cnergy was at a very low ebb
oven for D'Arcy. He was hot and botherad by the sand that had dr-
ibbled down his ncck =nd was now laying the foundations for anot-
her damper desert somewhere below the third button of his shirt,

D*Arcy irritebly droppced the spade and threw himself . down,
he slipped the water bottle from his belt and took three long
L ( turn page--
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-Testing Ground-

draughts, - the first an intimete suspension of ss.ad and water, the
sccond one more or less just plain water, and the third one nothing
but air. His water bottle was empty.

Restreining the impulse to hurl the bottle away, condemning
it to an infinify of parehed, diminutive sphinxhood out on the
level send, D'Aroy let the bottle fall beside him end stared at
the mirage.

In the days when he had been forced to road, D'Arcy had read
about mir=ges, but this wes the first timc hce had come across one
in the flesh - if such an expression cen be applicd to a tentalis-
ing image ceused by light rays bent out of truc. D'Arcy know 1t
was something to do with total roflecctions duz to laycers of hot
air above the sand or some such phenomenon. He starcd 2t 1t sull-
onlye.

The fact that its configuration mcant less than nothing meent
less than nothing to D'Arcy. He lay quite limp 2nd uninterested
as his eyes roved cesually over the apperent hole in the sand with
its jagged surround of glesming brown masonry. Then hc became more
2live than he h&d sver bcen since the doy hs was born, & figure
climbed out of the hole. Then anothor, And cnother. Even in the
shimmering heat heze, the figures were too solid to be the products
of any kind of drunken light rays. £liens.perhops, forcigners poss—

'
A

ibly, but definitely not & mirage., And dcfinitcly humen, 7ith the
rcquisite number of arms and logs of the stondard shapce 2nd size.
And their faces, whilst meybe not being 2 porfectionists ides of
beauty, had the usual features in the usunl plecos.

D'Arcy upped himsclf end ren down the slope towards the fig-
ures as they begen putting mors brown blocks into position. His
vegerness, coupled with a cortain amount of incviteble momentum,
cerried him repidly ecross the sond and leid him down flet in =&
silicesious flurry 2t the fect of onc of the figures, He looked up,
spat out sand, and said "Clumsy of me".

The ncarest figure turncd to its cowpanionse. "Oh, my Gond", he
siad, "A phlegmetic Englishman®,

D'Arey relinguished the posture of the beests and ‘regeined his
position among the primates. "Whet arce you doing here?™, he demanded
a8 if this were his own private desert and trospasscers would be int-
erlocutcd.,

"We live here", the man replicd, “Lived here for ycars',
(continued ecross-
L



-Tgsting Ground-
DtArcy stored 2t the hole in the ground. "Down thero?™,

"That's right. Down there, Goes a long way down. Ipreads Hut
too, By the way, my name's Nick™,

"Pleascd to mect you", D'Arcy responded, I'm DYArcy”.,

- "You probably cen't help it', Nick} said. "Want to-have a look
rouna”"

D*Arcy thought he might as well. It wasn't every day that he
came across & hole in the desert with men living down it. A hole
that goes dersp and spreads out, He trailed after Nick to the edge
of the hole and followed him down the steps. The other men had res-
umed their task of rebuilding the masonry., The steps ended at a
kind of landing, with & corridor on one sidc, and more steps,going
down, on tho other,

. "nuisance, thet rocket of yours", said Nick."Blew the top off
811 right. This placc hasn't se:n &ayllght for centuries.”

"Is that so?", D'Arcy askcd politely. "Sorry about that. But
~ or - wWho arc you? I rmee&n, you pPeopPlCeeses' e

"Us? Uh, we aren'ft anybody rcally. We, just saw the way things
were going and dscided it would be safer down here. Took us a 1long
time to build it, but it!'s running all right now,"

D'Arcy was struck by & sudden though, which in its unfawiliar
environment went streight from his brain %o hls tongue, "Whon did
you stert building this place?™. <

Nick celculatced mentally. "Let's 50C. It*'d bc something like
ninc hundred thousond ycers ago", :

"Nine hundred-{" D"Arcy grsped. "But men hes only exXisted for
2 million yeers,”

"That's right, Hc startcd right herc in Australia,., Pcopls say
it was Indic, but that's nonsensc., After about a hundred thousand
years & bqnch of us herc reckoncd the others were on the wrong track
so Wwe dug in cnd disgppenred. Looks a2s though we were right too,
Rockets =2nd things",

Nick hed led D'Arcy =long the well lighted corridor and into
e vest spoce thaet wes criss-crossed with smooth functionael build-
ings. The illumination looked morc like daylight thrn deylight 1t-
sclf, 'Pecoplc cnd vehicles wore bustling 2bout ell »ver the place.
The scene stretched away int» the distence £nd dwindled under the
inexorable laws »f porspective. A complete world, underground. A
futuristic worid from the past,

"That Ao you do for air?". D*'Arcy asked,

"Sand is silicon diozide, you know. Me split it mesonically
Use the silicon for masonry. Good stuff”, :

"I'm sure it is", D'Arcy agreed, gazing with & silly sickness
around him, YAnd how do you get rid of the carbon dioxide®".,

"Split tha't too. Carbon comes in hendy for our generators.
Wefre completely self-supporting. Food grown hydroponically, of
course,"

"Of course", D'Arcy murmered, "How else? Water?", )

"that wes & bit of a probhlem at first, Then we-hit on the "idee
of getting it from bauxitec. There's masses of it round here that
geve us aluminium and more oxygen ton",

D'Arcy had another thought, "How come you speak BEnglish?",
{ turn page~
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-Testing Ground-

"Je perlorai frenceis, si vous desirez, Oder, ich werde Deutsch
sprechen. Scd ¢i tu sstas la plcj bonea lingva".

"That wes that last one?",

"Esperanto. The only sensible languege ever mde. Much better
than Latin or Greek or Egyotian. e a2dapted it 25 sHon 2s it came »ut?,

"Egyptiant? Y~u mean you knov Egyptinn - ancicnt Egyptian®?”,

"Oh, yes. e know thew all, We've seen them come and go. Mostly
though we use telspathy. Cuts down the row"™,

Nick swept a caswal hand in the direction of the underground
landscape., "There's ten more like this down below. Don't think we'll
go much lower, 3tarts spreading now",

Spreadingt D'Arcy gazed at the enmormous area spread around him,
And ten more of then farther dowm! Some hols, some spread. He reck-
oncd his stock would rise a bit back et tho launching sitc when he
carriod in the news,

Nick's te¢lepethy must hzve becn at swork. "Your crowd will never
find it of course. e camc through the only exit into the outside
world, and that's being closed permanently now, It's no good digging
either. You'd never get through becausc our rocofs been specially
toughened, It was weak just st that one spot",

"30, .%hat happens to me?" D'Arcy wanted to know, "Am I a
prisoner?",

Nick lsughed, "Lord no} You'd be no usc¢ down here and you can't
do us any harm up there. You can ‘o when you like",

- "I'1]l go now then"™, D'Arcy announced, mindful of the men build-
ing the mesonry. "This very minutc",

"You'll stey for & drink?",.

"I'd love to, but I havc to hurry, The Range, you know, &nd all
thet. Pleased to have met you, How dc I get out?",

Nick led him back to the land of send ond sun. D'Arcy said good-
bye 3pd rattled off in his jeep ~ after riding round the mound and
throwing out odd things as mirkers. Hc reckoned he wes being fly.

He arrived back 2t the Range just ss anotheer test-rocket took
off .in an inverted fountasin of flome, D'Arcy waved his hand et it and
strode junilantly into the 0.,C.'s office. For & while he had s thin
time of 1%, The 614 ¥en wanted first to bring in the 3.P.%'s end then
the M.0. But in the ond ho agreed to sond o perty out, with D'Arcy es
guide - end completely unveiled instructions #s to whet D'Arcy should
do if he fzilcd %o locete his holc in the sand, Tho hole thet went
doep =nd spreed out, As the scouting copto took off thers was s
minutc's delay while the air shook with'2 mighty dctonation, D'Arcy
know what thet would bs, &nd his suspicions wore confirmed when six
hours of cirfling failesd to show the right circle of odments he had
thrown out as markers. The test-rocket had donc it =2gein and blown

half the sand in creation over his hole in the desert.
His one consolation was that the couldn't blame him for- thet .,
000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000025C000000000
HEARD THIS???-
Two crows were sitting on top of & telegraph pole
and telking. One said to the other "Bred any good
rooks lately?",

-



The whirling disc came down from the "7 v "ater stars and settled
feather light beside a dark wood. Two beings th&t could he e beén mist-
gken for men got out, and, after looking all s=round, set off towards a
lighted cottage across the fields. Thney moved slowly and heevil -~ 23s 1If
they were very tired, and when they ~eacched the coitage they were guite
exhausted, so.they walted g Jittle while on +hc porch and studied the
nest bress plete which said "H.R.Rufuz, M.D.

Soon their dbrecthing wes steadier, and cne of them stepped up 1o
th2 door and smote it loudly with his grunileied fist, ignoraing the two
bell pushes with "day® and *night* printed beside them in neat white
paint, Almost before the sound.had lost itself across the Trosty fields
the door openéd and & woman was silhouetted against the brigat light
Trom W1th1n and, althougn they could not sece her face, they knew she
was puzzled, probably Irlghtened because after all they were not guite
human-not qulte right.

Their two long, brown, identical faces clippcd into wide smilss,
and one of thenm seid, "Good evening", very nolitely. She hesitatec, si-
arting to close the 'door again, bui & man's voice called Trom 1n81de°
"Wha is it, Helen®?", A moment later the spcakor anpearcd, a short men
past mlddlo ege but .in no wise scnile, = plump nand oomfcrtable men who
had nevertheless known 2 llfbblmﬂ cf uncn081ng hard work, &lthcugh he
was elmost beld, the hair thet remeined to him wors s¥iil dark, and his
teeth were strong ond white; vhe only burden which old age had imposed
upon him shcwed in his eyes, pceering myopically from behlnd thick-lens-
cd specdacles of 0ld fashioned design balanced ¢a his red button of =&
Nnose.

"Well, don't stend out there in the cold", he boomed,"come in and
thaw the rrost out of your bones"”, His wife stood aside, looking appre-
hensively up &t them as they stepped past her in%s the hall lway, tsll
and thin and exactly a2like, and both wearing one-piece sults of_whitish
leather with helmets to matich., :

"Nights getting chilly®, said the doctor, as they followed him in-
to his cheerful litile pea rlour but they mede no atitemLt To worm them——
selves at the log fire, seem¢n~ rether to avoid it ac if they found "it
distressing. "8it downa", meke yourecelf confowbnble", snid the doctor,,
plumping himself dowh in nis own ancient 2rmchaiy "Com& far?"”, he ask-
ed. |

They smiled agoin, "“Oh, ves", soid one, snrdonically, "From Mars",

"Ho-ho?{ Bless my =oul, that's 2 good onel". Tae plump little man
was shaking like & jelly. "Helen, come end meet ths men frem Mars?!®,

She did not join in with his longhter, bDut =21id, "Henry., you heve
your rceding glesscs. on’,

Sobered by hor tone, he hurriedly sorted a »air of spcctscles
(turn page——-=——-—
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-THE MEN wWil0 CAME TO DINNER-

from the several in his pocket, and through them %ook his first clear
look at the visitors.

"Oh, my goodnessi™, he said at last. "But you don't really‘come
from Mars?, some circus perhaps?---begging your pardon of course" .

The two shook their headés, and the one who had spoken before
said "Mars",

"Hell, I never, Came in one of those flying seucers, I suppose?
"That's right”,

"Vars! Bless my soul,but that must be & very long way off?",
"Wery far. Thirty-six millions of your Earth miles",

"Incredibi~% Oh, I wonder, would you mind?----- ", The doctor
leaned forward and took the Matrtian's pulse, consulting & big silver
turnip watch. His bushy eyebrows went up. "Heavenst A hundred-and--
sixtyi",

"On Mars our pulse rate is only one-thirty-two"™, explained the
Mertizn obligingly.

The doctor had produced a black notebook e&nd wes writing quick-
ly. "~--one-sixty. ¥eit till o0ld Willoughby hears sbout this! One-thi-
rty-two. He's another G.P.- biggest bore in the district", He whipped
out a thermometer cnd popped it into the Martion's mouth. "Just keep
it under the tongue. I']1l be in the 'Lincet'. Mouth closed, that's
right, Might even do & peper for the Sociesty. Lat's see; well, well, -
sagvety-seven-point-six, 01d Willoughby will die of envy'". The little
doctor chattered on, but he did not =21low his talking to interfere
with his examination of the Mertians, which medically spegking, wes
very thorough indsed. But ot last he closed his notebook with & snap;
and szid, "My goodness, look &% tho time! How long since you had a
meel?",

"Yesterday", said the Martian who 4id the talking; but we only
sat once & day". :

"Tell, 1f you'll got your clothes on agrin we'll get you some-
thing to eat”.

"Very kind of you", said the Martisn, "We were hoping to find
food here".

"So you shall, so you shnll! Zeest I can do. The dining room is
this wey when you're ready'.

It was long after midnight when the two walked back to their
machine, their breath steaming in the cold air £nd the frosty grass
crunching under their feet, Thoy Were laughing, and seemed altogether
rested and refreshod. Speaking in the sibilent Mertisn tongue, one
of them said to tho other, "My, thet wes fun'" =2nd his companion, th-
oughtfully picking his tceth with & matchstick, replied, "Tes, it ce-
rteinly was fun. But imzgine them having RED blood? I could herdly
bring mysclf to drink 1t".e....

~ OO =0 =D~ 0= =D=0=0=0—0~=0~D~0—=0~0=0D=0=0~0—
Advertisement.

VANTED ,WANTED WANTED . WANTED.

The first three issmes of PHANTLSMAGORIA, Please write %o
Ian T.Macauley,57 East Park Lane ATLANTA Ga,U.S.A. All letters ans,
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The\Adminféﬁration Officer for the War Department of the Unif-
ied World Society swings his feet from the desk top as a buzzer sou-
nds near his elbow - it is imperative that a large size in shoes
should not hide the dignity of his uniform. He returns an unfinished
cup of coffee to the trey a2t his side. Coloured flashes appear when
he leisurely prasses the button operating a televisor on the desk,

These coloured flashes group themselves into an aristocratic face
with a long moustache.

"Tar Administretion Office?"™ it demands,

."Yes", replies tho officer impersonally, watching with interest
the gradual appeerance of & well-filled bookcase behind the face~
this article of furniture has long been considered obsolete due to
the advances in visual entertzinment. 4s the screen attains wmeximum
clarity, he just has time to read several titles, such as "Outline
Of The Colonial Age”, "The Rise and Fall of Empires", and "Life and
Decth in the Stuel _.ge", (archaic subjects, now only obtainable in
priunted form), when the aristocrat declares, "I am about t register
for Military Service",

#ithout troubling to conceal his bored expression, fthe officer
reaches towards a row of pushbuttons, but the gentleman with the le-
rge moustache is not preparsd to endure such casual treatment,

"I am sixty-eight", he adds pompously,

The officer allows a polite expression of disbelief to appsar’
on his face, for it is seldom that one so young wishes to volunteer,

"Lifs todey is much %too soft - no initiative., There is the'aé-
venturous spirit of the past?", growls the voice from the screen,
"Give me excitement - and men who arc MENI", and he glares et  the
officer with scorn., But the officer is unmoved.

"Certainly”, he replies suavely, "1 will connect you with the
sppropriate authority, " and he pressed & button merked - 'Volunt--
eer - Male?®,

When the facs has faded from the screen, he reaches for the
unfinished ocup of coffee, The buzzer sounds again.

- "Forsoothl" swenrs the officirl. In cormon with many other
things, profaonity has a $endéncy to periodic revivali Irritably he
presses the lelevisor button,

On the scrcen a girl appears, hair swept back to reveal un-
pleasingly large ears, Instinvtively the official expands his puny
chest %o fuily display the gold braid decorations on his tunice.-

"I wish to 7olunteer for nugsing duties", she simpers, negl-
ectirg the customary formalities in her obvious eagerness. "My name
is Olgs, 979",

The official adopts his most impressive mm&nner, "I will put
your request through the proper channels", he says, pressing the
(turn page—---
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~THE ETERNAL CONFLICT-

button marked *Volunteer - Female' with & grand flourish. "4&nd may
you have better luck with the soldiers", he adds, when the screen
hes become ssfely blank, for he has a shrewd idee of her reascns for
voluntesring (womsn are never conscripted). Then he snatches the cup
of coffee and drains it dbefore he can he interrupted sgain. Scarcsly
has he done 80 when the buzzer vibrates a third time.

"Am I to have no pesacel” grubles the official,

A pair of penetrating eyes zppear first on the screen, and
then a high forechead. The face that finally appears would be thin if
it were not for the vitamin courses prescribed by the Health Scheme
for the intellectual clesses,

"I want to appeal against the conscription notice I have re-
ceived", & harsh vouce snaps,

"Compassionate or conscientious grounds?", demands the officer
for the law, as formulated by the Recreations Council, demands that
avery male, on reaching the ags of two-hundred, must serve & torm of
military service,.

‘"IT T am %o be compelled fto turn my attention to mundane aff--
airs", growled the intellectual, "then it must be for a useful purp-
osc, I will work in an Atomic Station". Working with atomics 1is a
. highly. dangecrous occupation - only forty years bcfors two men had
begen injured in an cxplosion, and another eccident might oceur in
any dec=de., It is, therefore, considered a more tiien adsguate zlter-
native to military service.

. "I will switch you over to the department conmcerned", replies
he official 2nd presses & butson markcd 'Objectors - Officielr,
Then he looks at the wall clock - 1t registers seven minutes past
noon, "Forsooth|{', B2 exclaims, for nobody works in the afternoon,
The Admini. -2+lc” “i{ficer begins to shed his uairform, "Three calls
in one dayi«¥f"this continues I ghall have %o apply for an assist--
ant", As he folds the brigh% uniferm carefully for sliding into fthe
storage slot, he murmers wistfully, "I must apply for permission to
wear this when I am off duty. I am beginning %o feel quite insigni-
f.can®t without it", Dressed now in plain utility civilian clothes,
Smith 1, 127,912 steps into the elevator that will carry him down to
street level,

L R N R I I T B B S SR I I

It is hzlf a year later,

In the War Administration Office sits Smith, 1, 127, 712, once
more resplendnet in his uniform. EBsside his elbow the buzzer sounds
so he casually flips the %televisor button, and & face appears on the
screen, clean shaven but vaguely familiar.

(contd across
A O
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"I demand a discharge", roars ths face without & long moust-
ache, before he can even utter a word.

"Conscript or. volunteer?", demands 3mith, defensively,
"Volunteer - fool that I was‘", snaps the voice, "4l1ll1 spirit

has vanished from the world. This is only playlng at warl", and the
face glares at the officer,

"Y will conncet you - ", replies Smith hurriedly, pressing
the button marked 'Dischargc', Beside it is the button for conscri-
pts marked 'Disoiplinary -~ they have no hope of repeal before: the

full term of their scrvice is completed. ..

When the screen is blank, Smith wipes his foreheed and then’
sips nervously et a cup of coffée. He has now remembered the face,
"These young fools of less than one hundred years ¢ldi" he mutters
reassuringly. "So meny of them seem to forget that ws are a UNIFIEB
World Society". Suddenly he chucklcs, as thce memory of an archeic
bookcase, filled with books, returns to him, "He mey even have th~-
ought thet pesople still get killed in a- war", The buzzer intrudes
on his thoughts. The caller this time is & girl. Her hair hangs
gr&oefully to hex shoulders, hiding the ears, and she wears a nurs-
e!'s cap - thln face also seems familiar. She simpers at him from-the
screen, '

"I wish to apply for & discharge from the War Medical Staff",
"On what grounds?", ) %

"Metrimoniall”, The officiel hesitates. Seeing the hesitation
the nurse adds quickly, *Our genealogical ratings have been approvss
ed as completmentary by the Bugenies Coucil",

"But hes he completed his service?”,
"No =~ he is to be discherged".

The officer looks suitebly sympathetic, for he knows e disch-
arge is géven for only ono rceson - the most serious injuries, suchi
as a bruise or a sprained ankle, can be promptly cured, but the one’
allment which has completely baffled medical science, and to Ly ah
soldiers seem peculiarly susceptible, is the dreedful common cold, :

"I will connsct you", he replies obligingly, pressing the :
"Discharge” button. Her fzce fades from the screen. The buzzer im-
mediately sounds agein. One of the girls from the welfare depart-— H
nient on the floor bclow wishes to speak to him,

“We heve received and snswer to your request for permission’ to
wear your uniform off duty".

"This is quick', thinks Stmith, *for it is only five &nd & half
months since I sent 1n the Qpplloatlon' He smiles in enticipation,

"Your request hes been rcfused. Sorry".

As she fades from the screen’, the officer®s hopes fade also.
He looks ot the wall clock - %en minutes to noon. Ten minutes, and
then he will become plain civilian Smith., S0 it must be - every day.
Slowly, ¢s he sits there stunned, an item on the news broadcest Jf

. the previous day returns to him - "itomic workers are to be allowed °

to wear their working overalls 2t all times", Grey nveralls arc not
as otiractive as ean officer's tunic, but they are more highly res-
pected.

With two minutes of officialdom still left to hlm Smith
presses the button marked 'Vollunteers®,

"I wish to join the Atomic Worker's Corps" he says.
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UNDEE SCORP IO

Bright is the night October
When the colourfu} children stars
Call as they play ball.
1n the heavens there are no bhars.,
30 they play not in Space's oases
But in desertlike drifts of distance
That over the universe sprawl,

They trip from appointed sourses
To skip in the Milky “ay,
And by orderly forces &s horses
AY circuses circle asppropriate courscs
Arrive at length in array.

Does it metter if we in our limits
Behold not the whole of the heaven?
~ We may glimpse in attempting to skim 1ts
i Surface an essence whose presence
Provides for our vision the leaven.

Terence Heywood.
{Tith acknowledgements to
“The Poet v Review".)
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TO H.P.L,

Poet of the unsure mind,

f +the still steel hand that folds around my heart,
0f the last phases of demonic art,

Disquicting.

Poet of the musty air,

Of the uncertainty that lies behind the door,
Touches and sounds thet leave me -~ not gquite sure
If I am sane.

John Brunner.

This freecdom; a quality so often prated of,

4 state of being unataineble.

Always there are repressions

Of Nature, if not man., From our first thought
To our last, we are chained.

heset by the impossible,

Fettered by convention and llmlted intellect,
Blinded by wvanity,

We crawl the Earth,. .

Poter Ridley.

/ Shine on you pretdy 1little planct,

How I wonder who is on it.

Look! that sudden flash of light;
Obviously ACC in flight....

Anon,
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With eyelids drawn across the sight

like cobwebs on & shrivelled grape,

he veils his retinae .in thought. \\x
Within the testudineous shepe

of skull the tesming symbols fight

to gain equality with nought.

e

His hands are clenched, his knuckles gleam EQ
against the black arms of his chair - y ¥
each bone a stunted ivory tower - x{ %
each fist 2 barrow of despealr & )

where moleculss of menace dream
in ossuories of slurbering powsr,

Within his grip, as yet unceast -
until the strutiing symbols mete -
“rottle the pockmarked dice of death; g
thres caleic kKeys to detonate

the lurking fuse, release the blast

and suction of stomie¢ brenth, &%“

_ to sweep across the rocking globe

2 T | like Lear's five fiands, till church and inn:
.4, % orumble to pinnacles of dust, “W4

and hissing splinters scrcom and spin

about the city's ears, to probs

tower and bridege to common, rust.

About a2 world of constant night o
the lifeless,ages smoke and sweep R i
till sinuocus tendrils white as bone
from crack and fissure coil and. creep
into & mass of weeds that fight

to clothe again the fire~licked stone.:

And now the tenuous eyelids spring.
into the caverns of his brow,

s @8 shards the crackling chrysalis.

Fingers unflex end drum -~ as though
the bastions barred to pondering S
may fall to perigencsis.

Each aftcer each the salvoed walls -
gwollen to smoking fistules -
burst in a festoring cicatrix
of daovestoting formulec.e.scesass
And on the figured paper fells -
the shedow of 2 cruciiix.
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By: E.R.James

"You should be re?borﬁ a Hyprianti"®

In the ears of -Ibid's imagination, the words of the Director of
the Hydroponlc Gardens rang avaln and The storm of mortal spplause
beat again, -

He smiled at his bronzed reflection in the mirrvor, then looked
up through the sun roof of his house., Against 8 background of moving
cleud, the City of Glass~-home of the timeless ones--sparkled upon
its golden pillar like the jewelled tip of & scpptre.

"Ibid2?"

"Yes?" He turned and saw his slender wife, standing &n the door-
way of the room. "Oh, its you--Darling,d®*you really think they'll
make me a Hyprian?".

She frowncd and -turned. He starced after her, ¥hat was wrdng now?
Suddsenly wings boat above tha garden. Bronzod, sandelied feet réached
down and %ouched thc lawn with the grace of = Greck athlete., The shin-
ing wings folded behind the wide shoulders,

"Greotings Ibidi",

"Groctingst™ gasped Ibid. Then it was truc, He was chosen, in
spite of his youth, to join the great ren of scivncc, How proud his
wife would be of hlm'

The Hyprian frovmed. "I can read your mind mortal". His cyes,
geming wise with the wisdom of scnturics of watching mankind,dilated
otrangely.

ITvid bowed, Porhaps his pride had not bevn fitting,
"No-~11ft your hoadl" commnded “he Hyprian.

- Ibid looked into the cyes of the half man, half machine, who
honoured his housc by mere ontry.

"T see you orc rendy"., The Mypricn cazught Ibid up, The great
xlngs beat, Air presssd agninst Ibid's oyes. The ground fell sway,re-
volving as they spirzlled up, with the Yillar of Gold a curving woll
ozt their side, Ibid staggorod giddily as his feet landed on warm,
grcen glass., A hand--soft 2s satin--strong &s steel--steadied him. On
% thousand glass wells the sunlight flashcd and glinted with ¢ myried
tints. The hot~house atmosphere of the place closced over him as hs was
led, stumbling blindly, forward, &t last, ptssing tarough = doorwey,
they entered tha cool shade of & grect hall, flanked with motlonless
figuress

"Look cerefully", cautioned the Hyprian, "Thess bordies--fer
more durchlc then mirtal flesh~-~arc given 1t the great snes »f sciecnce
sp that their cxperiments mhy continuc and not be 1nst 5 perisheble
mnking. Choose which pleases you most,...remembering that no second
choice 1s possible™, o


Thon.it

-WISDOM OF THE HYPRIANS--

- Ibid walked down the silent aisle. He stopped, catching his
breath. It was—-1ike looking at himself.

"That one'" How pleased his wife would be to find him s6 1i-
ttle changed.

In a glass hall, mercifully shaded except for a concentration
of . sunlight:upon twin operating tables, panic flared in his mind as
he approached the vacant table...eeesoes As though awakening, he op-’
ened his eyes. A Blur of colour filled his mind., They'd blinded him!
"I can't seel”, -

] "Do not be alarmed, Ibid", came the answer, "Your body is new
to your brain. You must learn to co-ordinate your reflexes all over
again. There is always & period of rcadjustment beforec a new member
can taoke his place nmongs t us®,

As Ibid lurched to a sitting position, vague images formed in
his mind. Encouraged, he concentrated--and suddenly saw with a new
and startling clarity. He looked down at his new body. It seemed-
the same. But if--if he really had Hyprian powers, he should be able
to see with vibrations other than ordinary light. At once the flesh
of his legs faded to transparency, bones and sinews showing darkly.
Stratled, he looked up. The shadow-bounded skull of his guide leexr-
ed at him. Presently, left to himself, he stumbled on uneasy legs
to the City gates. A Hyprian barred his exit. )

"Sorry, 1bid, Wt you are not yet ready for mortal viéw., Im-
agine how you--one of the perfect ones—--would be mocked if you can~

not manzage your own body' There will be years of training necessary
to meke you unconsciously wiser than the common sort".

A chill wind touched Ibid's soul, "But—— My wife?".

"She shall be summoned, Meanwhile, why not visit your new fe-
llows in the Botanical Institate?".

An inherent sense of direction guided him to spacious labor-
stories. At hazard, he examined a mixer of hydroponic solution: a
familiar apparatus) or was it? The more he studied it, the more he
scratéhed His head, He approached two Hyprians and heard English
words and odd 2bbreviated phrases like those of a partly undcrstood
foreign tongue. As though sensing his presence they turned.

"Ah'! The new man".

"I understand he actually verified what you assumed before
begiming youxr present twenty year plan".

- "Primitive--"
"But effective®.
"In that tne instance, yes. Are you forge tt ing——"

Suddenly, Ibid knew that his wife had come. He ran towards
the living quarters, guided by his e xtra sensges.

"Ibidl" She ran into his arms. "I thought I'd lost youl"
He held her tightly. : L, ¥
She screamed. "You—--you're hurting mel”.

His super -human strength?

~15—



~HISDOM OF THE HYPRIANS-—

"She stared at him, gasping, rubbing herself. "You—-you've ch-
anged. You're—a Hyprian’" She turned away with a choking sob, "No
Ibid, 'I no long: T belong with vou. I mist go back amongst my own
kind"

He clasped his Hypr ian head in his Hyprian Hands. And a Hyprian
voice seemed to speak in his mind: "Yes, she is mortal, Ibid. You
gre -now dedicated to the quest for knowledge. Put off the mffling
cloak .of flesh",

He fled. His wings opened to his need, 1ifting him high above
the glittering Cily. Geometrically unnatural, it towered above the
gentle hues of forbidden town and countryside below,., Science on ‘a
pedestal-— Involuntarily his wings closed. He slipped Earthwards.
He reached back with his strong, Hyprian hands and rent his new
wings. Falling—- spinning slowly as the trejectory of his fall grew
steeper, he waited oblivior.

But suddenly, outl of nowhere, wings beat in his ears, shading
his face. &rms clasped him and he was borne up so violeatly that
the very air was like a gag in ails throat,

"Open youxr eyesi™

He almost fell Lorward. Then he looked np into the wise eyes
of the 'Hyprian who had come %o his house. He looked around, and
gasped, He was still in his house. What had happened?.

The Byprian ‘smileld. "Reing a Hyprian is not all you imagined
it to be, is it?". : .

"NO" -

"Good. My mission here. is accOmpTiqhed Live on in harmony
and satisfaction with your owm kind. Work hard. Then, in forty,
fifty or sixty years? +1me you may reach maturity and be ripe for
transmutation® .

"Ibid?",

His wife stood in the docrway,; her eyes. wide open,- "Chi",
She stared fearfuliy at the Hyprian.

- Ibid uttered 2 cry of joy. He had been given a glimpse of the
truth. "Oh, my darlingl" He ran to her soft, human arms.,
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THE OUTPOST—Gontlnued~— very first time in the "historxry of fandom
the Mo 1 Fan is a girl. Lee Hoffman, the

retty young editor of QUAVIRY, has just fought her way to the top
over the entirve body of Eﬂerléaﬁ fandom, including such legendary
giants as Ackerman and Tucker. 0f courss it was to be expected that
this poll, the first fox several ysars to.cover all fandom, would
have shown some big changes. The days of the AckermanhTucker rivalxy
-~ 30 keen that finally Ackeman designated Tucker No 1% Fan--were
over, Both of them, especimally Ackermna, had more or less retired
from really active Fandom. The field was wide open for the newer
Tans, and Lee Hoffmen was one of the most brilliant and much the most
active. Even so the extent of her victory was probably more than most
pecple expected. The results: -Hoffman 104;Willis 76:Pucker 27,Keasler
2b3hAckerman 21 -- shows that she polled more votes than any two other
compe titors pnt toge ther, This 1is probably the mogt definite result
in the history of f n pollg, and one of the nost richly deserved,
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THE NMIWEOGRAPH LETTARS THAT CANNOT
~BNGLISH AS SHE fo SPOKE- Bk DUPLICATED

svsesssfarhaps you would like to hear some of my impressions of
my visit.{My experience is that people generally like to hear what so-
rt of impression they moke upon foreigners.) For one thing, you may
know that New Yorkers have & reputation for rushing and bustling, but
they're-utter snails compdred ¥to lLondoners, who rush more medly than
any people I've ever seen. Most of my countrymen, for instence, when
they find a nice escalator willing to cerry them up to the surface
from an underground reilwey sttion, nre willing to let thé machine
do the work instend of running furiously up the whole length of the
thing, as I repeatcdly s~v londoners do,

Point two: Everybody was extremely kind to us and gave us a de-
lightful time. We camec across only one anti-Amcrican manifestation,
and thet wes o dear old lady pacifist convinced that these hysterlcel
Americens arc plotting to blow up the world with their horrible atom~
ic bombs out of shecr wickedness, After she had given us a picce of
her mind, howewver, we laid ourselves out to be agreeabls so that the
old glrl found herself 1iking us in spite of our nationality. She gave
us that peculiarly back-handed compliment that Americans sometimes get
in Britain, and which theéy never know quite how to take: "You'rs not
very Americsan, arc you?".

Last point: The dieslects threw us only onee, when  Iondon fan
asked me; "Didje ramble to wohle nallah-ya?" I snld "Beg pardon?" He
repeeted, and I repented, and so on until enother fan translzted: the
men wished to know if I had understood WORLD OF NULL-A, {I hadn't),

Cordinlly yours,
L.oprmguo de Camp

o e e P e G e R B

-0UT OF THA& MOUTHS OF BABES,.....

Having & fer minutes to spare from more serious things(e.g.S.F.~
News,etc), I have been reading Phit, and have decided that if your best
frlend won't tell you, I will,

secsosds for the rest of his remarks(W.A,W,.%s), they answer
themselves... a characteristic of Talts actuzlly, except that he laughs
at his own Jjokes, being able to see thc funny side of them. I seem to
have tpuched & sore point with that *AY crack, hein?, By an extreordin-
ary conicidence(end I sweaxr its &1coinoidnncej, Beardsley, the greet
black-and-white artist of the 1890's was cn '"Abbrey Vincent', but tho'
artistic too, I'™ not efreid .of being. taken for him so much(he?s dead)
as with Arthur C., seeing that wo both heve the same spiritual home,
(*The White Horse'), and ere .both losing our hair easrly and fast, and
are both brilliant...in our respectlve WaAYS,.

sesseaslOb Shaw is a 1ifr,." ost Torld* was perfectly visible fram
the back of the hell,7here I waa watching ACC deing a2 magniflc ent job
juegeling records. If they h&d shown it on the face of a cettain fanzine
editors young sister, Bob might have seen more of it., I didn't ses much
of EBob during the Con actually... he was merely a hump under %he blank-
ets in our besdroom, from whence the expression 'Going from bed to Ersel

eesas.THE EDITOR SQUEAKS quite conventional; nice cracks about

the beards..pity Jack Chandler wasn't there,.his is ®Captain Kettle'.
-
Phanatically,

Vinecent Clarke £
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A Critical Commentary by
Walter A. Willis
PEEIEIPOEIPSLIETPIETHIETA TP
CARNELL, BREATHES AGAIN The on-
a1 d

progress of "Authentic Science
Fiction Monthly" has ground to a

‘shuddering halt with the public-

ation in the March issue of Roy
Sheldon's SFPACE WARP, a novel
which takes us back to the Dbad
old days when "Authentic" was
just a trashy pocketbook. I'm not
going to waste your time describ-

‘ing in detail the plot of this

lukewarm potboiler. You've read
it a thousand times before and if
you've any sense you won't read
it again, This wversion of the

tedious capture-escape-capture-escape routine of the tenth rate thr-
iller takes place in another dimension--a transfer which gives the
novel what slight c¢laim it hos to be called science fiction, bot no-
thing at all in the. way of interest. The characters are straight
consisting of one senile scientist , one dumb daughter,
ahd one muscular moron, They are chased all over the world of the

from stock,

other 'dimension',

their vicissitudes of for tune leaving the reader

agog with indifference. Even when they stop running the heroine re-

mains chaste,

thereby destroying the last possibility of relieving

the reader's boredom. There seems no good reason why the story sh-
ould ever end---or indeed have been started—-but they finally make

theix escape,

positively and finally, from the inhumanly intellig-

ent gliens by a ruse which would probably have been dead cumning if
worked on a tribe of Australian aborigines, No "douht the aliens

were 2s glad to see the last of them 2s we arc. The writing is too
simple-minded to be read by any adult other than a reviewer with a-
strong sense of duty, but it is not quite comy enough to be funny.
Not tecommended.

No doubt someone will write in to say that this novel was
overwhelmingly popular with hundreds of thousands of "Authentie's"
reader's and that it wasn't designed to appeal to jaded 301ence fi-
ction Tans, But it's for the latter I'm writing. .

: The previous " .uthenticY was something of 2 disappointment.
t00. Campbell. was kind enough to tell'me he —as writing @ book in
which I was the prineipal character--though not kind enough to tip

r me off when he:.changed the name. of the hero from Wallis to Grant--
--and 1 was hoping for something as rich 1in possibilities for sat-
ire.as the MOON IS HEAVEN, But 6HAOS IN MINIATURE throws away all
the glorious opportunities Ye nad to provide ammunition for the
London Circle. He should have asgked Vince Clarke for technical ad-
vice. The book is much bettor than' the Sheldon thing, but' it- shows.
‘many rmére signs of hasty writing than any of Oompbell's previous
novels. For example we are told on page 14 that the newspapers are
printing the results of football matches on lMars, and yet 90 pages
and only 2 day or so later Arthur C.Clarke is weeping gquietly into

Hiis orange juice,

not because his pools hadn't come up, but because

he hes had to abandon his attempt to make the first flight to the
Koon. The reason for this kgo boohoo is that the Moon has dlsappea—
red, having been the viectim of a recklessly wielded tredueing ray'.
Thlq apparatus ig the hasis of the book's plot, but the logic and
details of it are not worked out at all, There are so many incon—
sistencies and outright absurdities that the book must be classed
and not science fiction. Incidentally, by a curious

das 'fentasy!
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coincidence a story with & very similar plot(Hubbard's 'The professor
was a thief' ,ASF Feb.42) was recently broadcast on Dimension X over
AFN, After thre publicavion of CHOAS IN MINIATURE, I hasten to add,

THE GOLD WAR FPor months now H.L.Gold has been digging at John W,

Cenpbell in his Galaxy editorials. It all started when
Street & Smith sabotaged his Galaxy SF Novels by refusing to release
Hel Clemen®'s NEEDLE fox xepublication. Gold showed his annoyance
over this vexy .openly, and more recently he jeered at ASF for imitat-
ing his cover layout, asking them whether they wanted him to send
over the rest of his new ideas,or would they like to wagit until  he
had tried them out for them, He also poked fun ait they way they re——
viewed books which had first avpeared in GALEXY as serials without
mentioning their source. Now in the March issue he has taken the off-
ensive, with a little- tongue-in-cheek paragraph in his editorial ass-
uring hms readers that he is not likely to fall for any "pseudo-scie-
ntific fad". This deadly allusion to dianetics, Campbell's greatest
mistoke, is different ir. ¥ind to his other gibes. They could have
been 1nterpreted as attacks on Strect & Smith, but this is a blow at
Campbell himself-~and at a very wesk spot, for Street & Smith are
said to have tdzen a poor view of diamnctics themselves. Or at least
at its effect on thelr sales.,

When is Campbell going to hit back? He's been taking it all ly-
ing down so far--the sSome position from vihich-he seems to edlt his
magazine—-but surely this must shake him out of his lethargy. It'
about time- sometnlnm did, for the current
igsues of A F are nothlng but an example
of how long megazine can continue to
exist.on its reputation alone. Look at
the March issue: a cover siyle stolen

from GALAXY snd =z desperste appeal Hfor
subscribers(next vning they'll be adver-
tising ih GALAXY), anotLer of JWG's rar-
ified editoriels, the first instalment

‘of a setrial which would Have been :!
thoughtverient in 1940(in fact it was),
a Things to Come in vhat might be.a par-—
ody of the offhand Cempbell style, ending with the inevitable exclanm-
ation mark, & short by & new althor'whlch eonsists entirely of a math-
ematical prop081tlon disguised as’'a story, amother of H.B.Fyfe's sh- -
0ddy pieces of illwritten rubbish, almost impossible to follow even
if it were worth mdking the effort another refugee article from the
Scientific American, samother undlstlnoulshed short with a plot that
wag done better in a 1950 fanzine, & barely competent re-write by
Williamson of one of the hetter otOCk plots, a story by Merwin which
he wonld have rejected from TWS,a book rev1ew section which succeeds
in reviewing the PUPPET MASTERS Wlthout'mentlonlng GATAXY(I8m walting
to see how they perform this feat with the GALAXY SCIENCE FPICTION
ANTHOLOGY), enf amother of those BRASS TACKS where projections of
Cempbell tell him how wonderful he is, Incidentolly, how long is It
sinee “there has been @& hostile letter in ASPF? They're getting them al-
right.

I know Campbell was a great editor, and that he made sciemce
fiction as we know 1t and love it, ut is he a good editor now? Do
you get in ASF the impression that JWC is toiling mightily night and
day to give you a bcetter magazine? Or do you get the impression that
he is rather bored with the whole thing and would far rather be happ-
ily auditing 2t home? If this compeign of Gold's has the effect of
put ting new 1life into Campbell it will be the best thing that has
happened to science fiction since Campbell took over AST.

DEnNLLS

ST0P PRESS The results of the Quandry Poll, which has just closed,
would asténish anyone who hes begn out of touch with fzn
dom for & couple of ycars, His biggest surprise would be that for the

- (concluded at foot of page 16————



»
(TIIE EDITOR SQUEAKS: — Continued from page 2)

have something else to worry him. In the !SUNDAY PICTORIAIL!' of 23rd
March, there is a letter from a member of "THE LEYTONSTONE SF ARD
PROGRESS SOCIETY" who asks ~ "What's happened to progress? Has = it
been forgotten?, By now there should be long-life drugs, robot roc- »
kKets to the HMoon, and a much higher standard of living"- seems o=
one ‘has heaxd of this lot before, if any readexr has any information
on groups like this, on local clubs or meetings please write to £, h
Vincent Clarke, 16 Wendover Vay, WELLING, Kent, or this magazine,

TES is short and cramped this issue, the fact is that with the
meny changes that have had fo be mede, and @ith the large amourdt of
fiction and poetry in this issue we havwe been pushed for space. The

- Willisg fang, who seem to be subsidised by W&, will be disappointed
that he only has a measly 1600 vords by their hero. All I can advise
them to do is to read the many other publications in which his words,
of wisdom(and otherwise) appear;. a half-crown postdl order to = WAW
will get you the large list and subsScription:rateS..eics.

I have a beautifully printed card from the Chicago. Convention
- Society Committee which informs me I have sole rights.to colonise,
and exploit the crater of Seneca, Not having the 20 or. 30 million
pounds handy just at the moment, I am open for bids for the rights,.
.. any offers????, Wha t did youw:say Arthur???........

Seems all for now..Let's hear from you..Regards to all....

Derek & Marjorie.
Forgive the many errata and bad phrasing, :
haste and many difficulties prevented the quality of work I like.
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T AWERKTISEMENT: - | AUATEUR MAGAZINES,

QPERATION FANTAST:“Bapt K.F.Slater,13 Gp.,B.P.Cs B.A0.R.,15. 5/~ pa,

SCIENCE FANTASY NEWS:~{ Vincent Clarke.l6,Wendover Way,WELLING ,Kent,

2/6d for 5 issues.

SLANT: — Walter A.Willis,170 Upper Newtownards Road ,BELFAST,Northern
. : Ireland. 1/6 per isgsue.

. SLUDGE: -Bob Foster,2,Spring'Gardens,SouﬁhWiok;BRIGHTO&,&ussex.L/- pi.
STRAIGHT, UP: -Fred Robinson,37,Willaws Avenue,Tremorfa,CARDIFF,Glam,
" 8. Wales, 2/6d for 5 issues.Monthly. .

I§8§8§3§3§3§3§3§3§3§3§3§8§3§8§8§3§8§§§3§353§$§3§3§8§3§8§8§3§8§8§8§3§8§3§8§8§8£:

This magazine already Hhas exchenges with‘the‘following fan.magazines,
why not exchange YOUR magazine with'us,our futute dssues will try to
improve on the standard displayéd in this issue.Just send along the
latest copy of your magazine,...Operation Fantast,Slant,Wonder,Science
Pantasy News,Sludge,Quandry,Utopian,Cosmag-SFD,Gemtones,Trilobite,

Mad ,Star-Lanes jRockets,Shadowland,Spaceship,TIdA,Pendulum,Peon, . .....

Can we add your name to the list?.

Printed & Published by : R
Derek Pickles at the .
PEANTASMAGORIA PRESS

5

£56565686

RO

T . = '3
£2 Marshfield Place, §8558658995588958565585855F% § ¢
BRADFORD, Yorkshire, § ' ' %
ENGLAND. 4 :
< Joe Jowr 5
Duplicated Matter ogly.: % Oﬁ‘ﬁestﬁay’Strcub, g
e 45 Vol 2, Wo 1. dagl i Tirnnd SN %
Thole No 4, ) AT SAULLUES 101X &
Yous Subseription expires § - — ) p "g
with No__&. S 0884855855850 55558058885888888888¢



