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THE TROUBLE with Editorials is writing them. The trouble with writing tinem is
what to write. A promag Editor, if he has been in the chair for thirty years or
80 can write sixteen pages: I find itv difficult to write one.

For example I could mention a book I saw rocently by John H Seconderi. It re-
called the time WAW had a Varityper. He explained to us corntry boye lhow it
worked, took of f the fount of fype, put it on again, etc. He had, he zaid, four
different founts altogether. He kept the spares in an old +tin which he also
used as a repository for aay foreign coins he hapvened to get in lhiis {ravels.
"1 see," said Bob Shawr, thoughtfully, "three founts in a coin=tin.!

Or I oouid tell you sbout the first time Peggy white entered the dinir_-room
at 170, a place of hallowed memories; now cmpiied of Willises. The lignt came
from two glass bowls at the ends of an upside-down-T gadget in the ceiling.
Peggy's eyes were phetciropically drawnm to this object and she remarked,
"That must be vhat 1s called a candlebral®

Or about the time James White vemarled, "The difference bebween me and a fan
is that after I've been insultsd T don't go home until I've had my fec "

When the talk at 170 on one occasion wes ahout vivisecting dogs, ete.,
Madeleine asked us to change the subject: her feelings, she sa2id, werc
lassieorated.

James played ghoodmintcr ir a nair of old shoes —- very old shoes. The idea,
apparently was that he got a better grip ol tue ilcor threusn the haoles in
them. Bu%t eventually tiiey dicintegreied. Iooking at then Jemes gorro 2'ully
remarked, "I vill have to get a new pair of cld shces.®

A flashlight photograph taken at 170 once showed me with a sert of halo, due
to same accident of lighting., Asled to account for i5 I explained, “It comes
from using the telephone o» much." This is one of my most nalced memco ies.

But things like this don't rmake an Editoriel, se fov this issue I'LL »ass.

This zine is produced for the Off-traill Maasine Publishers Associaticom. For
other interested or invieresting pecple it .0 {ree for articles, leters (not
necessarily of coumern®), posteards or the January 49,0 issve of Astrasding.

Artwork by arthu- Thomson. And, if you haven't already

guessed, it is perpetrated by G2o0. I.. Cherters, v

3 lancaster Ave., Bangor, uriiern Ircland. o
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ONE MORNING in work last sdnter I reallieed evervthing looked depressing, and hed
been that way for deys. It was nothing to do with the anpearance of the surr-
oundings because British industrial areas are permanently drab, and, in fact,
one wouldn't expect them toc look any other way — there is nothing more aston-
ishing or unreal-looking than a large industrial structure seen in brillient
sunshine on a blue summer's day. This greyness was coning from inside me and it
was there because my defences seemed to be faolling in some way.

All Britons have these defences to a degree, especially those vhose mont
impressionable years — say, from eight to eightesn -— were spent in the bleak-
ness of the var and the even more exquisitely refined miscry of the immediate
post-war period. They have the knack of looking at urbun westelands like o
gardener who sees flowers but not the bore soil beneath, bteing awvure only of
the pubs, the conflectioners and tobacconists, the clean red buses and so on. As
a fanatical science fiction reader with an over—active imagination I grov up in
a Belfost vhich is like nobody else's Belfast and is certainly for reamoved from
the city as if really stands. Zven today I don't move through the saome streets
that strangers see.

But on this particulsr winter morning everything was grim-looking, =nd I had
no idea vhat could be done sbout it. I didn't want to work or vlay, ezt or
drink, read or write, love or hate — a wolll on the sands of a Pacific atoll
might have been all right, buf then it might not. I sot for a hile staring at
the papers on the desk, then my eyes focussed on the top one of « pile of glogsy
publicity photographs for hich I wms supposed to wite cadtions. It -av o new
in—flight shot of the company's big freighter circraft flying low over Belfast.
The camera had been pointing slightly dowrrards, and behind the aeroplanc vms
spread one of the regions of the city best lowm to me since childhood.

« Holt=heartedly I began picking out landmerks znd identifying strects. There
was the Newtoimards Road, there wus the first pub in which I ever had o drink,
there was the library in Templemorc Avenue. Above the librory was o strect
rineing of £ the dvemuie to the right ~hich I lmew was dadrid Street, my fovourite
short~cut to the Albert Bridge. I followed its length among tihe groiny roof-
tops snd got a minute but iey shock. Unbelievably, there wme no sign of the
Aalbert bridge at the end of the street. It vanished intoe hage but the prseot
hump of the bridge vould have been wmistalnble at the for end,

Considering the matter over & pipe ol Ogden's Rich Provn I was forced o an
inescapoble conclusion — the street I had so confidently labelled as Madrid
Street was really some other street. But my memory said this wms impossible.

I had wallked, cycled and driven up Templemore Avenue thousands of times, had
gone to the library in it, had attended evening classes in it, had gone "2 the
gwimming bathe in it. I would have bet large sums of money that only one strest
ran off it to the right, and that was ladrid Street. In fact, I had complained
bitterly about the one short-cut to the bridge being blocked when iizdrid Street



had recently been made one—way.

With a strange feeling of wmreality I picked ur the internal telephone ard
made a few calls to people in the firm who knew the area. I %told each of them
to imagine he was walking up Templemore Avenue from the Nevtownairds Road ard
asked him how many streets he could see on the right. The answer was, one.
And its name? Madrid Street. One of these men had actuslly lived »ight in
Templemore Avenue for some years, and I began to feel a kird of uneasr excite-
ment. Could there be an invisible street? Not really invisible, of cwourse,
but unseeable in the sense of the postman in Chesterton's story about the
invisible murderer. Cowld there be an accidental pattern of architechure or
topography which somehow erased itself from one's memory cclls?  If go, then
this imvisible street could lead amyvhere, perhaps inte some wnkniowm romance-
land hidden behind the femiliar like a searet garden.

I don't vant this account to stray into fantasy, so it must be explained
that the new turn of thought was only a little mental exercise of %hz sort
that any keen reader of UNKNOWN might do. All the same, the cgnncept riggered
off an upheaval somewhere in my memory and I began to think of my Slosland
dreams. When asleep I often get very vivid, detailed dreams, some of which
can form a connected series even though they happen months apart. “n the
Slobland series I dreamt that you could go to the end of Beifast's Corporation
Street and turn right, although in reality this would bring you intc the
waters of Belfast Lough, to reach a strange low-lying district. This dream
place was a dark landscape composed largely of black cinders, railumy-lines
and marsh, but thare was a village there and some dim little shops. The people
who lived in the village were small, poor ard surly towards strangers.  They
were conscious of being different from the city dwellers and never lerft their
own district, but after a few dreams I began to like the piace and the people
and they slowly began to velcome me.

That series of dreans stopped years ago without anything conclusire happen-
ing, but I used to weken up from them half convinced that in Corporalion
Street there might be a tricky turning vhich would take me to Slobland if only
I oould spot it. Now here I was sitting in worl, on a wost wreamiiie
winter's morning, with indisputable evidence that such elusive, self-effaciag
byways really do exist. Here was a similar turning which I would never have
knovm about had it not been accidentally recorded by an alr-borne cam.ra.

At lunch time I went down to the car after a quick sandwich, drove along
the Newtowmards Road and turned up Templemore Avernue. The stieet was there —
right where I would previously have sworn there was no opening; —— ond it was
called Beechfield Street. I drove up it, following all its angles ari turns,
ard of course it didn’'t lead to a Slobland or a secret garden, but Just trav-
elling along it gave me a weird, dreamlike enjoyment — a sense of brezking
all the rules. It went roughly parallel to Madrid Street and termin. ted a few
hundred yords from the Bridge in another unnoticed, wwremembered corner. This
meant my lunch hour hadn't been entirely wasted, because I now had a ew
short-cut to replace Madrid Street.

This account was written about next-to-nothing, and it proves ncthing,
but in vork that afterncon I realised everything had stopped being groy.
Helen Keller once said, "Not the senses I have but what I can do wiath them is
ny lkingdom." I wonder did she say in fowrteen vords what I have jus’ tried
to say in a thousard. O was she tallking about something else?
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Here are two
pages of versge,
taken from
various sources,
I would like
readers (even
those who do
not care for
poetry) to

let me know
wthich they
would consider
the best of
this selection
ard which the
worst.

NARRS AR Y
(1)

1t vms, I think,
on top of 2 bus

I sawr no nore
than a mop of
dyed blaclk hair
that made my face
into a warm black

hole that screams.

(2)

(4)

The proper scale would nat you on the head
But Alice shoied her pup Ulysses' bouzh

Well from behind a thistle, wise with dread;
Ard though yowr gulf-sprung wountains L allowy
(Snov-puppy curves, rose-solemn dado band)
Cherming for nurse, I am not nurse just now.

5)
The multiplier's tio-edged sword goes aft agley.
The vikings burn the abbey,

and donge gleefully as the rebbits gobble, gobble,

The <ret pium pudding.

Cavort and gambol —-

"Good old Stonehenge!™ they shriek,

and sail with hands on broi; on the Thames.

(6)
My love is a bag of nails, is a bag,
is vaiting for me, wwtching ne, is Shere
outside the strest, the barman moans.

(7

e like to come to t%is sstate for = time.

It spould teke three days to cross the mountains
From erd to erd, on {'oot.

Winds are high. There are no forests.

On 2 one~day poth {once there ms a drovers'

Road here but now there are no cattle)
I counted skeletons of the abardoned crofts.

(8)

Why that we should, with accents bold, The poem has need of o golidity

ride through to perish nil,
«nd on this cloud meet any fold
Of flowers beneath the hill.

4nd then they fly to yonder Zsus,
and kiss their tired prone.

Two moon~-bent rustics trip them loose
~nd smprder on alone.

(3)

i learned heathen told me this:
Dwell in pure mind and nind alone;
What you brought bachk from the Lbyss,
The Slug wmas taught beneath his
Btone, The unieeling wmll of night.

And nouv you yield it
Mounded against vour shado:r.
If you were earth

ineaded to such a hup

You could not weigh

Blunter sgainst the eye

Or on the air more thickly
Than where, from the broien rimd,
Lutunn vells out.

(9)

Llone and unannounced ,

Caroms against

Qenone=lie, she wmits upon the hour
Of liberation, amd the framed dusk



(10}

A welght, walking
feels itself
dragged along ard

slowed in
this air. Here
g leaf

falls, there
the fruit
marlket opens

in a turn of
corners. The air
clears

the street to
your foot
stepping over drains,

do-m, the curb
shocks it, asphalt
hardens under it,

moves up ard
do-m aiding,
impeding that

progress. Colours
shape in
this ajr, it

pulls you along,
stops, starts
up again

2, bicyele bell,
a policeman's whistle
sourding

it, brings you

to the curbstone, hangs

there, oW all

welght parts,
settles, your
toe hits it.

(11)

They do not need the moon the ghostliness
These mists jostling the boles,

These bog-wraiths and ogre-fumes

That hollow to a breasting alk;

They are harmless enough in all conscience
Yetting eyelashes and growing moulds,

And do not speak at all, unless their walking flood

Is a kind of languid speech. Like ghosts
Dawn filches them for dews.

They wink at me from grasses pushed aside

Ard import a high polish to my shoes

That d&ry-dullness, milky, sloven leather,

From smallking in ghostways where tall mists grope.

(12)

An enormious name?  Could be:
These gyring rails must mount no higher
Mirmly descerd into another cut.

Their duty's done. ‘Y hat though
saross the numinous gulf upreer
Gheer spires ord sunlit srow;

wlong this ravining brink
are wheels wAll wind their squeal;
Tumnel to trestle to tunnel blink

On do.m, past footmys tec
anovm heights, nov out of sight
To this »ass come, and through:

Who, 50 odd years ago,
Hapoened here iirst tco 1ift
My young mere eyes to snoir.

I vant the Grils of my geese

To echo in space, and the lard

They fly above te be astir beneath

The agreement of its forms, as ir it jere
& self one might inhabit: life

Under leaf, gulls going in

Behind the encroachment of the plough,
Futurity, novr openhandedly

Leans to the present and the season
Ke-establishes a reign of outwardness,
Begins to build the sumier becok in ories
51ill haunted by the cold, as geese

Cross over shies vhere mid~Merch balonces.



BITS LD PiBCH ruthlessily torn ifrom readers!
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PETER SINGLETON, Whittingham Hosplba., Lancs,

A hole obviously can not be seen. You cuniy get a butcher's at the material
gathered around it and a hole is something that isn't there. Hands up those
who can see an object with the nalied ey: when vhe obJect doesn't even exist!
Brgo, all that glib gibberish the dcoters handed to you about having a hole in
your antrum of all places was Just a cr_.ty ruse, because how on earth can you
have scmething that, by logical dedustiun, doesn't exist? For example, put
your fingers in your mouth and what happens? TYou don't feel a hole there
because othervrise the hole —- if it existed — sould prevent yow fingers from
entering your mouth! The bright light of reason must prevail, and one day
everyone will know the trath about "aoles" which forever lurk around pretend-
ing to exist in all sorts of out-of-the-way places. Martians in disguise?
Could be, I feel, because being something that couldn't possibly exist is the
perfect vay of remaining undetected.

Leo Brett? Iionel Roherts? Pel Torro? Mention of these three names in
your Diary bringe btack mcmories of ths time I jumped off the chair in my bed-
roem in a frensv of self-toriure becanse T had +n punish mraelf foar heing
foolish encugh 4c purchase at full face value four Badger Books, the above
aithors being represented. R. L, Fartherpe supplied the fourth name, I larded
on the flocr head first, as planned. Amid the resultant pool of Ylood I
proceeded Lo rip the volvmes in guestion apart with my teeth. Very satisfying,
this. It was a real delight to behoid the crimson tatters of varer as I
gloatingly helid tne dripring remains aioft. ((s0 you didn't like them?))

MARTY HEIGESEN, New York.
The SCARR appears %o be in the fine old traditicn of Irish fanzines. I hone
it doesn't follow she tradition of KETRIBUTIN and HYFHEN by disappearing as
they did. Yes, I wmew "=" is  £ill zrou:d, but it's terribly ix'regularj.m% Sure
ard isn't that the charm of 2t2)) 3% 7s slmos% a cliche that after writing
something like +hai it will szppear in the ncar fubture, so maybe I'il get a
copy tomorrow.

are vou a certified fresh air fiemd or would that only apply to an heiress?
Of course, chanrging your will so often iruct agitate your heirs very much.
((Tep, it certainly puts the vind up them.))

SID BIRCHBY, Manchester.
I like most of the issue. but especially the Diary extracts. {(iwv, shucks!))
I enjoy reading acout whe you hare Huc ~2.ng  or rather vhalb yoa were
reading in Spring, 1961. Is there ary partisular reason why you leu such a
long matvring period elapse. ({If I ever nut out a 100-page issue I'll need
lots of material and this w1l bring me wo 1o detel))
Here are & faw remarks about wlhat Ifve been reading in the last 24 hours.

I don't claim that shere's ay greai merit in this instant Pepys, but at least
I've gnt iy out of my poussession belore it goes rancid. ((You mean..ee.s))

Ttrn 1 enn == threach an ear’v © % B Mais namelv, "Bee Tnelond First.
dated 1927. And Aated is right. Rarcly heve I realised how much the attitudes
of the English have changed in the laci L0 yesrs. The boolr is a2 livht-hearted

&



travel-book in various holiday spots. On the one hand it is strangely modern.

He refers to helicopters, for instance. But also he taliis about the "real Derby-
shire peasantry" and an encounter with a "black-heired native" (ir Cormrall) in
a sense that Just doesn't cccwr today.

lizis, by the way, was educated at Cambridge, and a very intelligent ard
perceptive man. He was influenced by Hemry Williamson, and is a contemporary of
L. du Garde Peach. The latter is a graduste of my own university and now runs
the Hucklow Players, a very good village theatre in Derbyshire. I am proud to
say that I have met him,

I say all this to show that Mais is not an ignoramus. There has been a tre-
mendous revolution in social attitudes. Yould one today find a fox-hunting
enthusiast being quite as blunt as this?..."the new huntsman Vills them starding
if they won't run, in order that the rumowr may be spread through foxland that
it is wiser to bolt." I this doesn't convert unyone vho approves of fox-
hunting into the ovposite view, then nothing will, suwely!

Well, my space has really run out....or rather, I have to go out for the
beer now.

"When in doubt, write about the hosopital® is an old fanmish maxim that has proved
incareasingly useful to me as the years go by and other sowrces of invention
falter. Increasingly, my remarits about my hospital stays have borne less and less
resemblance to things that really went on there. Not foo long ago, I told someone
about the problems that fanzines caused me while the hips were mending. Mike
MeInerny was publishing dwing one recuperation period a fanzine whose exact

title I no longer remember, but it was something like Hlrlpoid. Vividly, I related
the turmoil into which the seventh floor was cast the day that I asked a mrse's
aide for my Hkrlpoid ard she went to tell a nurse about it, ard the nurse said she
daidn't knovr what had happened to it, and anyniay she'd better aslt the dector if it
was 2ll right, and the doctor said sure, if he's lost his, sernd dowm to the snack
bar and get him another one and charge it to his Blue Cross bill. I also told the
menner in which my roommate with plumbing difficulties got the idea that I was a
doctor specialigzing in such things, because I was reading a fanzine entitled Vold,
obviously a publication containing the latest developments of 1y medical specialty.
And so on, quite realistic depictions of howr the strange vorld of the fangines can
react on the equally strange world of the hospital, and the only difficulty is
that these things never happened. The only notice neople toolr of the fanzines
occurred when the cleaning womsn wanted to dust the wirdowsill.

There must be something about the Presidency that causes men to run for it even
after having served one term. Bgoboo might be the explanation that compensstes for
the awful nuisances. I've been thinicing about this today, because 1 spent ten
minutes this morming in close proximity to President Johnson, and this firsd
exterded real life inspection I've made of him shovwed me something that doesn't
appear in pictures ard on television sareens. It's the superbly healthy anpearance
of his complexion, the aira of cheerful confidence that radiaztes from his eyes amnd
the way in vwhich this quite mature man noves around like a teen~ager on the vway io
a big party. I don't think that he could fake this appearance that he is having
the time of his life.

Maybe I d better explain that Lyndon did not drop arourd to the house to con-
sult me on"his chances of getting into FaPi by the time he returns to private life.
Without warning, he decideda to go to church in Hagerstowm this Sundoy morning,
vhile going baci: to Tashington from somewhere or other. It 'ms a semi-searet event
with none of the hordes of attaches, photographers, reporters, and other iildlife
who normaelly follow him around. I got the searet vhispered in my ear by a police-
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man while I was having breakfast in a domtowm drug store, By bad luck the
company camera that I use is back at the factory for repeirs and nc other
reporters were on duty at that time to lend me another camers. Of cowrse, the
traditional thing to do would have been to rush to the counter of the druz store
where some cameras are for sale, buy cae, stuff £film infto it, hail a twd, and
rush to the scene of the big local story. I regret to say that I ate calmly my
eggs and bacon, finished my coffee, walked back to the car, drove home, got my
cwn camera, drove pertway to the church, and walked the rest of the way up the
street down which his car would come in case he left before I got there. Even so
I arrived in plenty of time to take a batch of pilctures, which turned out splen-
didly. I think I was the only person there who was too busy to have time to shake
hands with the President.

EARL E EVERS, U S Forces, $9¢ 58,

I wonder why it's been fashionable for Presidents to publicly and eloguently run
down the office? Anyone with a fracticn of the abilities to get himself elected
knows about the slander, nervous pressure, and plain oldfashioned loneliness any
high official has to live with. T can't see a President seeldng sympathy, and
stating distaste for the personal miseries of the job deesn't imply humility or
any virtue, Neither do T think it's meant to imply honesty or frankness -—
thers's nothing particularly soul-baring about citing your dislike for the dis-
tasteful part of a job. Me, I take a more sciencefictional (Shaverian?) view-
point. I think the President is a sleve. Therc's a little green man in the
background vho really rules the country,

Or something like that,

SAINTFINID T ARCHER, Ireland.
Speckman's Circus visited here recently and the proprietor offered a pound note
and a large melon to anyone who would dive head first from tenty feet invo a
barrel of water. Bat he had so many successful divers that he ran out of nmelons
and the only suitable thing left vas a number of boxes of figs., When these were
cpened, hewever, they had all gone bad — except the very last one. Affter so
much anxiety the proprietor was glad that he now had a good fig for headers.

L C T SRR PP T

THE GOH-MAL] SHRT STCRY

il

THE CONVEMTIQN was in full swing vhen a big man, with a lion on a leash,
entersd the hall. lobody knew him, but nobody guestioned hie right to be
there, because, after all, he WAS a big man. snd besides, there was the
lion.

e found his way to the bar.

"o you serve Neo~fans?' he asked the bartender, in a rumbling voice with
menacing overtones and boyacing undertones.

*Of course," replied the barman.

MRight ," he said. P;, beer for me and....' — Ath a fond glance at the
lion — "a neo-fan for him."

the end

e i o ol ke B
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Moy 26 Fri Leo Brett (10) MIND FORCE. Cne

zood thing: all Leo's stories in future will

be better — they couldn't be as bad. ZTarth
P S is invaded by seven—nile- i.all beings from

outer space, of all places! The hero (white)

to meet this challenge also grovs Lo scven
miles tall. With the heroine (coloured) he takes over the alien spaceship and
the — tragedy! — begine to shrink bacl to a measly six feet. But his girl-
friend saves the day: shce smashes all the controls before she too shrinks. Then
they Junp inte a water-tanik and when the aliensg tlrowr out the water the Earth
pajr ©find themselves in the centre of an iceberg, and a very boring conversation
has to be got through before they "land" in the Pacific Ocean. ALl this taltes
place in B sea of fypoes, bad spelling, bad grammr and vhrases repeated over
and over and over. fuote:~ "He seceaned to be ﬂhrm':mg on a mathematical sqauar-

ing principal." Unquote. But this story does aween one's sense of worder —
~mnder that even John Spencer & Co ould

publish it. Of course I don't lmow hoir much
Leo paid them!

June 1L Th Bron Fane (10) RMINT MUTATION.
Atomic waste gets into a river and mitatos a. colony of beavers. They rntate
something fierce: become as big as houses; become telepothic; acquire teleikin-
esis; can teleport. They capture a boy, and by contact with them he mutates
something fierce: he gets all the teles but no size increase. The boy builds a
machine to remove his oum powers and that of the beavers. Tgoboo for Chatoiay
o P L~ ™is wife passed him at a speed that would have done credis to Christ
Chataway...." Madeleine's comment, "I this had hapvened in Belfast the beasvers
would be czlled The Beasts from the Black Lagan.®

June 7 Wed At Bob Shaw's house one of the

Star-begotten asked what "the falling sick-

ness" was. Sadie suggested dropsy. I expect

the idea J‘ust groved. A mroblan from the New

Scientist was mentioned: i teachcer $ells the

class they will have an exam the felloving
week, but they are not to low until the actucdl day when it is <o be. So if it
does not come kion Tue Wed or Thur the pupils IHCT it will he on Friday and the
necessary condition camnot be fulfilled. Then if Thursdey in selected the pupils
Imowr on Wed that as Friday is impossible the exam must be on Thursday, so Thur
is out too. Simj_']_,ar]_y, Wed is out, and Tue .0 Mon. So when /ill the axam be?

June 15 Thu Alen Ash CODITIONED PR 52uCE. Brian Foley wales up to find thot
after 100 veors encosed in ice after a jet
crash scientists have recorditioned him,

giving him a mechanical heart and reinfopraing
his body -rth a silicon lining., ilso, he nan
breathe space, ~lshough as I understand it

the air out there is oretiy thin. Perhowps he

can brecthe by using the breadth ov his
shoulders. {That pun mices me shudder, but it stands head and shudders above
lots of other puns I haove committed. Besides, I've only used it four cr five
times.) The earth is being bombarded by missiles cerrying radiocactive dust, and
after yesrs of investigotion scientists discover that they come from Planet



Blank, This planct is 500,000 miles from the Earth, but it has cnly rocently
been scen Moy an amateur astrologer (siec) in Russia.®™ It had not beor sren
befors, I imaginc, bocause it was hidden in dense clouds! Well. our Br.an takes
eff from a space platform, 1000 milss above the Zarth, to visit Elank aind blow
it to smithereens. He has to taks off carefully, it says hers, or the "unar
gravity would ruin sverything. Thirty~ithree minutes after take-off the space-
ship is doing 19,000 mph, end 2% hours later it has reached a distanco nf 18,000
milea above Earth! Impressive figures, but even more impreseive are these! three
days at this speod and they have doms 1,368,000 milss of their 500,000-r:ile trip
and have only 100,000 miles to go. At this point there is an increass of speed
and then 2 decroase! ths reasen is that "abviously the spnace-ship was affected
by the gravity of the planet Blank,® They deecide their speed is too hich, so
thoy turn the ship snd for end and %uso the retard motors.™ 3Butl this doos not
havo the desirod affact so thoy jettison the fuel tanks. They crash at 1080 mph
and four survivo, Blank is a red hell with seas of radicactive dust and <wo
factions, goodies & baddies, Our msn join tho goodies, ind, heldped by 4 tons of
atorn bombs, move the planet to a cooler location, Even though he ):s 2 .cchane
isal heart Brian is not hard-hsarted and weds tho princess of the geoodiss, se
all onds happily. Isn't that nico?! Anyons can have a fraee cepy of this book if
they write te Kon Sinter ond snclose 2/% for packing and pesgtage. Tho ~rarwsrds
usod a2ll the time aro "goldarn" and “doggorn," s¢ one can loave the bhroll lying
around ~von if thers are children about,

Junc 16 Fri David Duncan {50) DARK DOMINION., Duncan has redisccvorod Cavorite,
but, just to bo differont, calls it Magellanium. Tho blurb-writs Iidn't liko

this namoe and oalls it Mapggellarium.

Juno_18 Sun Frederic Brown (60} THE MIND THING. Alion who can taks ovor minds
ig trying tc got hemo.

Jup: 26 Mow Jolm E Muller (40) THE UNINVITED, Contains a curious Aosceription of
1 choss gamo on p21: "Two pathotically futilo kings rwming round and round the
board," I'd liks te havo soon that onding. Alsc likod this frem pil2: ’'Sacre
Blsu,' eaid Piorra, 'Quollo mixturs,'®

July 1 8at Get my first car this morning., For ths recerd; Blacxk Tlerris ilinor
1000. Ropistration plates, 3478CL, Approx 97 h.p. Weoight, 15 cwt. 048 .c.
gpoodometor reading, 95 miles. Tep spced 80mph. 40-~plus mpg. Qucto from
Renald Priostly: "No meterist can svon bogin to think himself a good driver
until ho hog drivon at least 100,000 miles,®

Iy 17 Men John Croasoy 920) THE DROUGHT. This is & Dr Palfroy stery and also
(I think) Croasoy's first attompt at SF., The werld's wator bogins te Jdry up, but
althaugh rivors, lakos and ncoans get lewor we are not teld whoro the wiitor has
zone., "Wapourizatien," ho saysi: And tho sun boaming devm from a cleudicss skyl
Th> plat has bsen dons bofere and will be again, but nobedy has, or wvor will,
mivon any explanation,

Aur 16 Wod Cecil Jonkins MESSAGE FROM SIRIUS. Net, roposat net, 3F.  Unusual
rurder story, a bit cn the wordy side, Hore is an Irishman enlled Irol:iwnd, And
within half an hour of the first nmurdsr by Sirius throo pooplic romari “hat
things aro soricue. Like mo, Jonkins is scraping the bettom ¢f ths barrcll



Aug 25 Fri Went to Tudor Cincma for first time. (Have not been to movies *E3F or
otherwise| for a long time.,) BSawr "Day of the OQutiaw,”™ based roughly on story by
Lee Wells., Second fesfture was "The Invisible Invaders.” They took cover the
bodies of the dead and gave the world 24 hours tc surrender. But tho brave U 8
scientisk & his beautiful dotier % her boy-friend are agin tham, They find that
certain sounds not only make the raiders visitle but odso turns cach one dnto a
small rock, (A sound idea!) A=z the invaders were establishing their reign of
terror there was 2 heavy shower of rain on the roof of the cinens and some of
the dreps fell on me, The roof showld be repaired but naturally I wouldn't ex—
pect them to go out in the rain to fix it, and in zood weather it doesn't need
fixing. (This Joke appeared in the first issue of Punch.)

Sep 8 Fri John Creasey THE FLOOD, Complete with mad sclentisk, his beautiful
dotter and her boy-friend., (Basn't this cast heen used before?) Scientist grovs
octi vhich store huge guantities of hydrogen, and vhen the octi are broken this
hydrogen corbines with Cwygen in the air to make water. Ana ~hen millions and
skillions of soti make water at the same time.... This plet has been done befores
and will be done again and explanation always Just as geood,

Sep 24 Sun Andrew Worth or fndre Norten (cr even Alice Mary Norton) PLAGUR SHIE
and VOODOO PLANET. Liked this Ace Douole, Funny thing, though: she makes the
game spelling mistakes over and over, E.g., "its claws scrapped the floor," and
"they poured over the plans.” [Walter ealled this "watering the pland, ]

Oct 24 Sat Car in Toronto for Arctic exploration: speed 3Jomph; wheels 50 feet
diz.; welght of machine 540 tons; payload 3C0 tons; length 120 feet; wAdth 75
feet; 12,070 4P [/ ~m~ires], Tender how it would do on Mars!

Oct 28 B8at Jolmn Lymnington NIGHT OF THE EIG iIZAT. ROTY, Theme: invasion of
Earth, That will these fellasz think of next?

Oct 30 Mon Russia has exploded a 57 megaton bomb [equal to 57,00C,C00 tons of
T.N.T. Now the US "must" (as Eennedy said) reply with a bigger one. The guy
whe colned the phrsse "homo SAPIFEES" had a whicked sense of' humour,

Nev 12 Bun  Verse attributed to licGonigal [in the "Daily dxpress™]:- The hen is

a ncble animal, / Bat the cow is much forlorner / Standing out in the rein /
With a leg at each corner, 1 don ¢ belisve 1%; not his type of absurdity.

Nov 14 Tue Konstantin Tsiolkovslky (30) FTYOHD THE PLANET DARTH. Most interest-
ing 'Oc.Jf"[? ol this book is the foreword (written by Vorchyev; vho he?) wlich,
inter alia, tells us how Mikunin built an acroplane in Moscow in 1876, This
shows how inventive the Russians ars. The story itself is set dn 2017 and
tells about the building of the first rocketship, 300 feet long, by Ivanov,
Newton, Helmhielidz, Lavlace, Galilco and Frankiin, The rocket carries 20 men,
cach having his own cabin, with violins, trumpetis, Qe., and naverial to build
a conservatory cutside the ship when in orbit, Then they send telegrams invit-
ing the Zarth's population to come out ana live with them, and -hen the Zarth
began building thousands of ships T returned the book to the library.

e e T A T e e o T e S N S ——— i e S i

DAFFYNITIONS:- SBadist Man who is kind t ¢ 4 mascchist
Cottago Infancy
Wardreoho Hompital drossing=pgomn
fynthesis Tssay on vies
Eve lady who cemes the day hoafnro Christmas
Cascade A drep of water



