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STRICTLY LOGICAL

CEDRIC WALKER

She thought: twe men . . . of the same colour. probakly of the same
race, roughly of the same nge . . . and yet how could the contrast be-
tween them be intensided?  The rebels' emissary was blead, virile
and baedsome, like a story-book gallani. He poced the floor as he
spoke, a1 if bis bonndless emergies winld not permit bim to rest, and
gesticalated grandly. Any girl would have been proud te have him
glaoce at ber a second tine . ... Beside him the sim dark man at
the desk seemed lifeless acd impotent.

Aoy girl, perbaps . . . bat after the fint calm appraisal she paid
the emissary seant attection. The only arge she felt was lo go to the
dark man and imooth the wrinkles from bis poor, tired brow. To stroke
bis hair and whisper r0athingly in his ear. But she did none of these
things. Instead she tended te the machime that photographed and re-
corded the scene, watctful that net even the murmur of am indrawn
beeath was lost.

The blond man was nesring the end of his tirade. as, apparently,
the Prof was of his patience. For be spoke seddenly, cntling the other
short in mid-sentesce. Aced in his veice was anm inkling of the power
that bad brooght bim te the position of World Contraler.

‘l bave listcned to you, as | wonld listen te an erring dog if it
ceu!d speak, and mow | ask yoo what it is that your leader .
Zebedee . . desirecs. What are bis demands?'

The girl locked wp quickly. She thonght amazedly: what's wrang
wilb bim? She'd sever known him in quite thit moed befere. Just, yes.
But rothless in appasing and stamping out any real danger (e bis regime,
any menace that might nibble at the tiniest strot of the mighty cdifice
be had created end maintained for long years. His mildness imitated
ber. onod she was eoly parily cemsoled by the rising impatience in
hit vaice, the molive far which 1he could met seitle in her miad.

‘lebedee, in the name of the Zeds," be held bimsalf proudly as
be spake, and bis eyes were shiming. Mad, thought the girl, quite
mad. ‘Zehedee demands wmothing less than that the whole of the
Americas be placed at bis disposal. that the Zeds may dwell there and
expand and briog to fruition their glorious destiny.'

{continued an page 14]
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ATOMIC ERROR

BY FORREST J. ACKERMAN

He woke op screaming. He fell scalded sll over. Se this was
what radiation baras from an stemic bomb felt like!

He bad ieared this night since 1945, (bis night when a rebomb
would racket over the North Pole at sopersonic spied. Thin night
when an uokoewn assassin woald massaere America sbed. That etcm-
ic confagration would transform the metropo'ises of the United Stales
inta skyscraping mashrooms, tortured malecules resembling peison
foadstoals.

He bad hoped ocly that cbliteration wanld come instastaneously
and paiolessly, that he would be volalalized in bis dreams, either ta a-
wake io the Hereafter, where there theoretically were na A-bambs,
or ....never to awake.

But there was always the unfaceable possibility that be would be
caughbt on the fringe of the fasion, then God koew what death wauld
be Like. Not a ripping asonder toa rapid for the seases to record, but
a lingering largo of death: a peeling away of the dermalic tissues in
leprous patches: a braie fried in its skull, shriveled and couvulsed like
blind werms writhing in a Bery skillet: eyes, liquefying and spilling eut
of their sockets like rap from a tree.

The man knew himself: not a coward, bat a cerebrotanic. super-
seasitive to the thonght of pain. A thousand times he had soffered
premature agony, envisiosing his bife ending in an atomic cauldron of
radiation, bis body burning in waves of invisible Bame. He counldn’t
take a torture like that. That was why be pratected bimself with an
actomatic. He always slept with it onder his pillaw. He sought it now.

Pray God the beat bad not warped it, melted the barrel or ex-
ploded Ihe cartridges!

In the darkmess be groped. He eonldn't see. He couldn’t hear a
sound. He was censcions only of the prickling sensation needling bis bedy.

His Eagers fcond the gon. It was het. Ia terror mixed with
relief be jerked it ta bis temple, and in a momest it was hotter.

‘Now what conld bave made him do that?’ the bre chief puizled.
‘He wasn't in any danger. The steam didn't evea really scald him
fo omonnt to asvthing. He looked a little dazed... anybady'd be
shocked, 1are, to have a bailer blow up onderseath ‘em in the
middle of the might...bat | called 1o bim. ‘You're okay, Mister,'
just a second before be fshed under bis pillow for the pistol.’

‘Poor Mr. Vance.' The apartment manager shook bis head
regretfully. ‘Oor uofortuvate tenant was bern deaf, and on top
of that lost his sight =bout twa year: ago.'



THE SWORDSMEN
OF VARNIS

BY GEOFFFEY COBBE

The twin moens bracded over the red leserts ¢f Mars and the
ruined aty of Khuna-Loanis. The nmight wind sighed around the fragile
spires and whispered at the fretted lattice windows of the emply lem-
ples, and the red dast mede it like a city of copper.

It was close t> midnight when the distant rumble of racing boaves
reached the city, acd socn the riders thundered in onder 1be ancient
gatewny. Thoro, Warrior Lord of Loanis, leadiog b's pursuers by a
scant twenty yards, realised wearily that his lead was shoriening, and
raked the scaly Banks of his six-legged vork! with crael spurs.  The
faithful beast gave a low cry of despair as it tried to obey and failed.

In froot of Tharo in the big double saddle sat Lehsi-tal-Loanis,
Royal Lady of Mars, riding the ungainly animal with casy grace, lean-
ing farward along its arching neck to marmor swift words of encour-
agemeot info its fat'ened ears. Then she lay back against Tharn's
mailed chest and torncd her lovely face up to his, foshed and vivid
with the excitement of the chase, amber eyes a”anre with love for her
strange bero from beyond lixe aad ipace.

‘We shall win this rece yct, my Tharn,’ she eried. ‘Yonder through
that archway lies the Temple of the Liviag Vapour, and ance there we can
defly all the ta des of Varnis!' Lecking down at the uocarthly beaaty of
her, at the subil: curve of throat and breast and thigl, revealed as the
wind tore at her scanty garments, Tharn knew that cven if the Swordsmen
of Varnis stiruck bim down his steange odyssey wou'd nol have beea in vain.
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Bot the girl had jodyed the distance carrectly and Thara brought
their snorting vorkl ta a sliding, rearing ball ot the great dears of the
Temple, just a1 the Swordsmen rea-hed the oater archway and jamm-
ed (bere in a struggling. cursing mass. lo seccnds they bad rorted them-
selves cat and cam: streaming across the courtyard, Lat the delay bad
given Thara time to dismoant and take bi: stacd in coe of the graat
doorways. He k.ew that if he cou'd bold it for a tew momeuts while
Lebui-tal-Loanit got the door open, thes th- secret of the Living Vap-
eur would be theirs, and with it mastery of all the lands of Loanis.

The Swordumen tried 6rst fo ride him down. but the doorway was
te parrow aod deey that Tharn had only to drive bis swerdpeint up-
wards into (b= Brat verkd's threat and leap backwards as the dying beast
fell. s rider was stanced by tbe fall, and Tharn boorded up cate
the dead animal and beberded the arfortunate Swordsman withont com-
ponction. There were tca of bis enemies lef! 20d they came at bim
bew on foot, but the confning doarway previnted thcm fram attack-
ing more than fear abreast, end Tharn's elevated pasitien open the bage
eareass gave him the advaotage he needed. Th: 6re of battle was in
his veins now. snd he bared bis teeth and lacgted i tkeir faces, and
bis reddemed sward weve a pattern of cold death which none caold pass.

Lebai-tal-Loanis, ramning guick coo! fingers over the pilted bronze
of the deor, fonnd the radiation lock and pressed Fer glowing opalescent
tbumb-ring iote the socket, gave a little sab of relicf as she beard bidden
tumblers falling. With agoniricg slowness the sacies! mechasism began
1a apen the door: s2on Tharn beard the girl's clear voice call abave the
clashiog steel, ‘laside, my Tharo, (he seeret of the Liviag Vapour is oars!’

But Tharn., with four of his foer dead now. and seven lo go, caald
nol retreat from bis pesiticn an tap of the dead verk! without grave
risk of being cut dows, and Lehni-lal-Loanis, quickly realising this, sprang
up beside him, drawing her own slim blade and erying, ‘Aie, my lave!
| will be your left arm!

New the cold band of defeat gripped the hearts of the Swords-
men of Varnis: (we, three, four mare of thers mingled their blood
with the red dost of the coortyard as Tharn and bis fghting princess
swang their mereilless blades in pecfeet unisan. It s~emed that nothing
could prevent them cew from winming the mysterious secret of the
Liviog Vapour, but they reckoned without the treachery of ame of the
remaining Swordimea. Leaping backwards out of the conBlict be flung
his 1woid on the groond in disgust. ‘Aw, the Hell with it!" be
gronted, and woclipping a proten gun from bhis belt he blasted
Lebai-tal-Losnis aod ber Warrior lerd oul of existence with a
searing emergy-heom.

(10 he disconlinned )
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Bil' sits there while the rinntes drag :nd ¢rag as he waits for High
Nosa. And Eill's hate ckews arcied in lis go's lile a tesmite in & tasty
mabigany lloor-beam. Acd his mind re-bashes taing: be wasts te ferget.

How Fraod: says, ro, Bill, | can't marry you, she says. | Bke you
like a brotber, she smiles 10 take away the 1ling, but yaa kasow I'm se
mach ia love with Tim ] can’t even think abeut another me o, she says.

But she hopes he'll forget bis silly infataation, as she calls it, se they
can keep on being good fricads. You knaw how mach Tim thinks of yeu,
she says, aed bew it vor'd 1pail bis bappiness if aryllicg bappens.

Sure, betells bimrclf, sick-like. Farget bezit ful rancie with the
laoghing eyes, the red-ge!d bair. Forget her won'erfual body, her kiss.
dem:nding lips. Be a geed tpart and stick aronad uy, like she said. Ferget
hcaven acd live in bell she might as well bave added. Be the pal of the
lo.ky 1tiff wha's weome sway from you. See me with him every day, bet
never wan! me. novcr louch me. Just see Tim doing that, and act as
theugh you cnjoy watching him.

Sa eatwardly Eill 1miles and says, sore,, I'll rally ‘roasd, aad I bepe
you'll be very bappy as loog as you Eive, he says. And he grins and sayy,
| must bave been cuts te thiok you canld ever fall for a mere atemic phys-
cist whea you can 10ag a millianaire. And then be says, Tim always said
whea he got mnrried | was to be bis best man, so new's the time, he says.

And she srriles and says, that's the spirit, and she is very happy abaut
it all. And ke says, wall then, let me do something sice fer yeu both, let me
nve you the dachle rings. And she 1ays isn't the groom 1upposed te do that,
and be says, ob maybe. bot thisis a special caseicn'tit, and | wish you'd let
me.  And after a litle while she says, yes, aad of course Tim, the depe,
always agrees with anything Francie thinhs is 0.K.

And Bill 1ays. well, baw abaat ase litils kiss jast for lack ar rememb-
rance, and she backs away rs 1hough the suggestisn is impraper and says,
oh na, | couldn’t. it worlda't be fair to dear Tim. And when Tim bears of
this be says, Bill, | woulén't have thaaght it of yon, and Bill 1ays, well,
bell. I'm lasing ber 10 | ought 12 have sometbing.



So Bill goes back o bis laboratory and only comes up for air on the
wedding maraing. Then be sends a messenger fo France with Ihe ring
she’s to give Tim, and he takes Tim the ring he's to give Fragce. And he
and Tim start getting dressed wp.

My gash I'm sicl:, Bill says sll of a 1udden just before they're te leave
for the chureb, and he doubles up on the bed. And Tim says, eh, you'll be
all right, come on, and Bill says, | ean't, Tim, I'm all crampt. You'll have
to get someane else, he 1ays. So Tim sees be means it and phones aneth.
er pal who agrees 1o help bim out. and Tim leaves on ihe run 10 as met
to be late.

And a1 1cen 33 be's gone Bill gets ap from the bed where be's been
pretending be was sick acd be sits down and watches the clock and gleats,
Torn e down will you, be says, and want e to be a brother te you,
when yoo know I've gol other ideas, be s1ays, and gets madder. Make ont
like I'm your best pal, be snarls, aed 2ll the time yon're taking the girl |
want, and langhing at me for lasing eut.

And all of » sudden the clack strikes twelve and in bis mind's eye
Bill sees the ceremeny begin. The wedding party comes dowa the aisle.
Francie meets Tim at the altar. The ritoal. Aed be says | do and she says
1 do asd they exchange rings. And then the minjster says, yeu will new
join hands.

Aod Bill's mement of gloating it interrupted by the door-bell asd a
messenger hands bim an envelope. And it conteins the ring be'd sent Fran-
cie and a note that says, Bill, we decided not 1o nse these. And Bill casses
aed tosses the ting into a little box on the table. And just as it leaves his
band he sees Tim bad left the other ring in there, and Bill wreams and
loages after it.

Bat 100 late.

Critical mass.

THE AMATEUR EDITOR (1)

Same readers have asked for information on amateur printing. We
use what is known as a Bat-bed quario machine. Ours was junk, bat a
new one costs about £6:10:0. The bed, where the type is placed, is aboot
the size of 1his page. Twa people can run off abount 100 caopies per baor,

Type consists of little rectangalar sficks of metal Size is measured in
poinly, and there are various shapes of letters in all sizes. It is sold in
"founts’ conlaining all the letters in the proportion they are used in English.
Natorally the bigger the letters the more a fount confs, bot a fennt of this
type. which is 10 pt. Glancester Bold Condensed, is abent £2. It centajns
one hell of a lot of letters bot yan really need anather balf fount for a page
of this size becanse abaat a thi:d of your type is ALWAYS left aver.

The type is set up in a little adjsstable tray (conlinued or p.18)
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LAST WISH

By H. KEN BULMER

Gorden Manroe was lost on the Yorkshire moors,

He did act feel particularly alermed unless perbaps a biizzard blew
up, bot a1 bis walking teur was laking place during August even York-
shire would bave to bat hard to provide that.

The left strap of bis rucksack bad parted three miles back and now
be was making uscomfortable progress with the Bcrgen 1long over his
right shoulder. the metal frame gouging bis pelvis armercifully. The
damp gorse seemed 1o have been unrolling beneath bis feet for centuries,
yet there still was no 1ign of welcame cottage smoke rising over the pest
becloniag rise.

A full sweep of translucent sky, rain washed in streaks of clond,
wilh the fresh earthy imell of damp green things combined to give 25t
to the air. Gordan tack a deep breath and predded the resilieat earih
with bis cherry-woed thumb stick.

The Bergen slipped off his shoulder and thamped into bis leg. where
bis shorts offered na protection. ‘Damn!' he said cheerfully, and with a
jerk of bis arm thrust the eflender back. The movement bronght his bead
round in Line with an ancienl, moss-cavered, westher heaten milestone,
tilied tipsily on Ihe verge of the track.

Gordon beat to decipber the archaic markings scratched on its grey
sombreness and foucd Ihat he would bave to kneel to discaver the secret
contained therein. After be bad brushed away a lichenous beard from its
dark face aad tbe legend ‘THORNSIDE, S s’ had made itself apparent,
he became aware of 1amething lightly touching his bent bead.

Startled, be locked up, but before his eyes had iravelled halfway op
the milestcne be stiflened.  lsto bis visian bad swung a pair el extremely
small, extremely curled hrown shoes. The tips turned aver (o the ankle
and were twice a3 lang as the foot. Above these grew a pair of brown
lights: then a fril'ed grecn jeckin; then o twisted, puckish face, ruddy ¢nd
seamed, set in lines of utmost woe: crowning the midget was set a tall
pointed cap of scarlel, a once jaunty feather drooping dizconsalately over
ome eye.

All told 1he spparition could ot bave tapped four foot: and, sitling
as be was, bunched op with chin in fist an top of the milestone, be looked
just like a gargoylish continuaticn of the stone.

Gardon shut bis eyes.

When be opened them the gnore was still there.



"All right! All vight!’ snapped the little fellow, crossly. ‘Yon needn't
stare like a rude little pixie. I'm real.’

‘Yes ... .er... gulped Gordos.

‘Thet's all yon silly humags seem able to do, make pop eyes and
rmeaningless moises,’ stated the gnume with conviclion.

Gordan's eyes ceased from popping and bis mind worked overlime.
This chap obviontly was playing a joke. Far all bis clever talk of pixies
be was orobably just a dwarf from a gypsy encampunert nearby.

‘What's yoor pame, manl’

‘Er. . . Muoroe: Gordon Munroe.'

‘There you are! You bumanmi. Who'd went a oame like that.
Muaroe Gordon Moaree? Ridiculous.’

The shy was still there. The earth was firm beneath bis feet. A flalter
of wings lifted faintly sgainst the bright borizon and dipped away again.

‘What's yours?' asked Gerdoa. a erease evidenl between his braws.

‘Fira-Gxzsplutter-snart,” said the gneme. ‘Bot my friends call me
Wemble.'

‘Ob!’ said Gardon brightly. He t(anched bix lips with the tip of bis
lengne and glanced tentatively at the little fgure perched on the milestane.

‘Are you really. .. . ar, where' you fram?’ quickly, as the
geome shot him a look {rom bemeath bushy brows.

A farther series of c1ackling hiccoughs was evidently Wemble's heme.

Gordon became aware that his kmaes were aching. He pashed back
enla his bavaches and fhen stoed mp. His knees were red.damp and celd,
with criss-eross lines izdented in the skim and grass still adbering in
patches.  Gordon bent down te brush it off and the rocksack beat him
to it, sending a wave of pain from the tender skin shooting up his legs.

‘Corse that strap!' said Gordoa Manree, not se cheerfully.

The goome Jeoked sympathetic. ‘Here, I'll mead that for you. 1
with that your. what d'ye call it, rucksack was brand new.’

Gordon, tenderly asriing his knees 2aid: ‘Se do I'.

‘Have u lock at it,’ suggested Wemble.

‘I's mo geod, she paried clean.’

‘Do as | bid ye,' napped the gmome testily.

Gordon shrugged his 1healders and looked at bis ruckeack.

‘Well I'll be . . .” The Barges was exactly as it had been when
be bzd bought it, evens 1o the price tag. ‘How on earth did yoa do that?

‘That! That's mothing te what | cas do whea ] rezlly get gaing,
smitked the goome offbandedly: bat be bad swelled visibly at Gerdons
apparen! awe.

‘Bat HOW is it done? persisted Gerdon.

‘Ob well, | sappose | shall bave ta wash my own dirty hinea in
public. | bave been wrongfully outcast from my own laed (at any rate,
bow was | (0 koow she woald squawk?) with bat aene assel. | could
bave any wish | made granted.
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‘Well, why not wish (bat you bads't dene ., . . er, that is, why not
with yua were all square with 1he folks back bame?’

‘That ooe's no use. I've tried. She'd have bet cld man stap that cne.
Aayway, 1'd probably do it again.’ Wemble grinted reminiscently.

Gordon was by this time feel'ng more at ease. OFf conrse, the whele
epizade was impouitle; but with seme inward chol'enge be was thoroaghly
enjoying himself. At the last pokish 3dmissian of Wemble be grinned with
a comradely feeling. It seemed that once the goome was started he
liked the sound of his ewn vcice.

‘| way feeling pretly lonely, bere an this God forsaken moor. Glad
to have a cha!, even if anlv wi'h a stopid buman. ] supp2se bumans are
all right if you live long e3aagh with them: take scme getling used
to, | reckan.’

‘I say!" scid Gordon, eyes saddenly shining. “How aboa! wishing for
a big bouse, car, maney. er .. . er seme'hing.’ He finithed lamely a3
he saw the patent derition ¢f Wemble's wriokled face.

'Of what nse woa'd suh baubles be to me?’

‘Yes, | see your point. Anyway, thanks for mending my Bergen.'

‘Bergen? Bergen. Ch yes, | bave relatioas there. Haven't heard
frem them for about pine years mow thoagh.’

Wemble looked keenly at Gorden, then poadered a moment. He
puckered his lips.

‘Pity, really’

‘Yes, and | dan't sappose you will hear from . . . .

‘No! No! Not that. Still, it's rather a share.’

‘What is?"

‘Why, | rather teok a fancy to you. Strange that 1 should ever say
that to a baman. Especizlly oaw I've got to five amang them: bave to
fod a quiet out of the way spat ta retire to and forget abaut the warld.
Bat there you are, you'd anly give me away la the rest of them and if
there's one thing [ can’t stand il is crowds of hamans 1pying en me.
No. I'm sorry, bat you'll bave to be destroyed.’

Gordan blioked. “Now loak here, destray? D'yon mean: kil me.]

Wemble sighcd. ‘Yes. | can't trust you, a buman. no matter what
you promise.’

Comehaw, Gorden did not feel frightensd. He con'd net rid himself
of the fantastic oction that this was all a nebulans phantasm more suited
to a mursery drcam land. And yet the sky was still there. The ground
was firm beneath bis feet, aed over there birds were singing.

Wemble locked real enough. sitting there on the old milestane: bat
be was probably just a solid seeming facet of this optical and
mental illusion.

‘Do you se! want fe say your prayers? atked Wemble sympath-
etically. ‘They wually do.’

Maoroe looked at bis new Dergen and suddcn, fooding, overwhelming
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panic beat down the floodgates of his reason. He fought for contral
agaiost it, like a chip in a millrace.

He straightened =nd brushed bis bair cat of bis eyes.

‘These . . . . voor . . . . ' be stumblcd for the right words.
Wemble iifted oce eycbrow. ‘Those relatians ¢f yours in Bergen you
baven't hesrd from. Well, yon won't. 1be Kais aver-ran it. They
were death to mystery cul's. There's been tle biggest, most bloedy
war in histery. Acd to-day the werld's in a ter.ible mess.’

Gordon storped. breatbless, watcbing the geome for reactions.

‘Ob?" 1aid Wemble. fein'ly in‘erested.

*Yes, aod that's act @' roshed om Gorden. ‘Yeu plan to come
ool of hiding and 6od some nice quict place to relire in, where man
does nat pry. What a bope! Everybody bot a card with their nzme
o0 it and a nomher allofted to them. Can't aredice one and into
the click you go. Food, why. books must te predaced for thai. snd
it you acquire food withcat a baok tho pa'ice are on your frack so
fast you baven't time 1a eat it. Petrol, tobacca, sweeis, nearly all
the luxuries of life and many of the necessiies are rationed down to
a boe bairsbreadth oi livability. And wars! Why (he lsst one, which
killed and raim:d and made bomeless conntless millions of peaple. will
be child's play to the next. Atom age! Blackoo! and disease. Bembs
which can destroy a whale cily in ome flash, render the place onht
to live in for aver ffiy years. And you wart a nice quiel place
la live in! Racket ships that can travel roond ihe world so fast,
sowing a radioactive dust, (hat the peaple at one end are sijll
choking and gasping oot (heir Lves when the ships come roued
again with 3 fresh issae of bactericlogical germs ta  fnish
e (bate stopid emcogh fo want to go om living.

‘And  the inccme fax!’

Wemble wes plainly lapping all this up, and Gorden piled
oo the agany, desperately hoping his plan woald succeed. If it
dida't . . .

He weat on to tell Wemble all the things be could rememh-
er that were wrong with the world, which were, nnder the imp-
etos of death, legion. Withaot giving the gnome time to Ibink
back or ask questicns be eried vidleatly: ‘There's wars and 1amonrs
of wars. No one is safe. The atem age is here. And as for
your nice qaiet place te sleep, why, you're jost as likely to bave
8 bamb blow you op that was dropped haondreds of miles away.
There's oo place to bide. | feel right sorry for youo. pal. Yen
can’l go back te yoor own peaple and man is all set to blow
bimself 1o blazes. Yon're in the red up to your neck.

*Don™ you with yca bad never been bora?’

Wemble's packith face bad last nll sign of mirlh. Constern-
ation was wrillen lorge in eviry crensed linc. He tluroped dowa
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dejectedly
‘Yes | do! be groaned.

There weas na cosmical outpauring of titanic energies, eo stupead-
oos rlay of inconceivable powers.

Just a gentle rush ¢f wicd 6lling & vacuum, and Gordon was
stariog at a dry pateb crowning the wet milestone 10p.

Thoughts flitted thiough bis mind like wild birds, captive in a
room, finding 20 open wirdow.

‘Of course, memory too.’

Gordon Munree fe!t bis rucksack thump inte his side, the brekes
strap daogling inforiatingly acrost the corioas dry paleh of stone cam
the top of an old -eall:uZnIn milestone.

LESSER KNOWN FANTASY [1]

The year is 726 A.H., in the probability werld of Nazi conqrest Ml
koowledge mot essential lo tke upkeep of indusiry bas been destroyed.
Women and the defeated peoples have been degraded to the level of beasts.
Ignerzot of the pasi, oaly a very few question the natoral supremacy of
the [fiasters: but inla the bands of ose of them cames The Book. This, 1he
ooly book ie the waild, was written by a German aristacrat after the
Great Burning, and conlains everylhing be could remember of buman
science, hislory, and culture. What happeaed aft:r the 6oding of
Book you can read in ‘Swaslika Night', by Murray Constantize.
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lcentinued from page 3]

The impertinence of it! The girl started to smile, but her face
froze as she looked 2t the Prof. His face was a dark screem acrom
which phantoms of thaought fled. Hesitation, doubt. snger. She raised
s band te ber lips 1o lifle 8 cry of bewilderment.

Ao intermsinatla pause, then the dark face cleared. ‘And if |
refase these demands? the Prof said evealy, and she could bave wept
in relief at the return of the old bite in his voice.

‘Then a1 am earnest of our intentions we skall £n1 take over ‘he
pawer plaot at New Paris. Theoce 1o others in Eurcpe. Unlil finally
we shall have not ooly the Americas bat the eptire world. Aod you
will de wothing lo oprose ws.’ He pansed acd imiled at the
Warld Controller. His teeth were very white and very even.

The Prof stared stosilv at him. ‘Yoo will return te yeur leader
and ftell him that the World Controller rejects bis demands and orders
him to dishand bis forces. The penalty for disobcdience is death. Ge.'

There was silence after the eminvary bad gone, howing gracdly
te the girl, and imiling c¢ddly at the World Costreller. The click as
the girl turned off the recorder seemed like the beat cf a drum. At
the soond the Prof turned. His shoulders had drcoped an if balf the
life had been drained oumt of him. The movement seered to brush
aside the restraint from the girl's lips anod a torrent of amgry werds
spilled ont.

‘Why did you let bim go? Yon coald bave held bim as hestage;
farced omt of bim all tke infermation yeu meeded to stamp aut this
latest outbreak of madoess. Why? Whyl'

Like all absclutely same people in those days she had a borror
of madeess and an enlirely rutbless attitude towards anyone 30 aficted.
Small wonder in a world in which, dee ta the strain of the ever
increasing artificiality of imdustrial civilisation, with each succeeding
generation the oumber of meotally wnstable people had risea wnotl
there had come a time whea the very exittence of the normal
citizens bad been threatened by the gathering best of newraties.
It bad been touch snd go until the Prof and his associates bad
appeared. emsted the fumbling, rasting politicians and rathlesly taken
over the reins. Civilisation trembled for a moment. then seltled back
with a sigh. It bad been called 1he begioning of the Age of Reatwn
by certain writers. The Prof and bis colleagues didn't mind. Otbers,
less favourably ioclined, called it dictacorship. The Prof dido’t minad
that either. What were n2mes? You cocld call a spade an erange:
it dida't alter the fact that you coold still dig with the spade un-
der its oew cloak.

The origins of Ibe Prof were obscure. From the beginning he
bad been reficent about bimself 11 was hinted that he had been
a professor in some odd cornes of the wurid, but wheie and of
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what o oge could tell. Even his pame was onknown. He was merely
the Controller. Though most prople preferred his pickname, and be
didn't mind. He bed restored the woild snd many of its peeple teo
sanity. The incurables hed been exterminzted. Legieally. The milder
cases bad been segregated inte vast colovies to nndergo (reaiment.
The successful returced: the others were not allowed for loog to draw
suttenanc: from the earth nor breath from the air.

The revolts were a slight irii‘aticn, not a tharn. to {he Prof. Now and
again outbreaks of instnbility would cccur among the assumed sape. The
faces of the peaple would turn as if by clockwork to the Centre of Scientibe
Goversment. Not being a sorcerer the Prof could not foresee such
revolts, but be cenld, and did, put them down wheo they ocenrred.

Or had. until the present trouble began. The girl was at & lost
te explain his lemiency.

He spoke at last. His voice was duoll. flat. ‘There wonld have
been mo point in detainicg bim. He wonld bave fold us nothing.
You know how I'm opposed to caercion.’

She sighed. It was ene poiot on which they con'd never agree.

‘ls there oo end to this medaess!' be said hoanely, He pressed
bis hands to his face ard gave a low ery.

She was by hbis side instantly, folding his head in ber arms. He
seized her and polled ber roughly oote his knee, stifliog her miid
protests with his lips.

After a while she disengaged berself gently. She smiied at bim
as she patted her bair back inte place.

‘Same time topight?' he 1aid.

She modded. ‘Tonight I'm Pal, oot for & dinner date: hot maw
I'm Private Secretary Smith, and we have the problem of the Zeds.

Then she withed she bhad kept sileot when 1she saw the
tortored look return te his face.

A buzzer soscded. The viti came on with a faint ehick. A
calm face peered from the screen. ‘New Paris, Sir. The Zeds are
converging on the power plant. Youor inttractions?’

‘They didn't lose mneh time,' murmared Pat. She thought:
pow we'll see bow long the Zeds will last! A word from 1be
Prof and the sdvancing tebels wouold be blasted with radiations
that would tear away their madness with a vengeance! She wailed
but the Prof made oo sound.

She ftuined in amazement: and gasped. His features were
werking ia barrible indecision. _

The operator began to look perplexed. ‘Only a few seconds
remsin, Sir," be ventered.

With a savage jerk the World Cootroller snapped oft
the visi. He rese. and without a word strode from the r

[continved overleai]



The Grst part of their meal that night was ealen jn am
atmosphere of straincd silence. There were a  thenmsand questions
the girl wanted to ask, but the mood of her esort swamped har
customary frankoews. lcdied. she was barely recovered from ihe
surprise of seeing him at all after the events of the aficrmoen. Yet
she knew he bad soethirg fo tell ber: he woa'dn't bave rome otbher-
wise. And. paliently, ske waited, mesnwhile evjoying the 10ft cadences
of the hidden orchestra. and the excellent food and fine ltalisn Mascate,
for she pever sllowed aoy mentz] stresses to impzair the smaoth
eficiency of ber phytical celf. But she wa'ched bim keenly, neting
the taemoil in the legits of bis eyes. The rest of bis face was hidden
by a fleshmask, far baodiomer than his ewn features, yel she bated
it, while conceding the validity of the discretionary impulse which
camed bim to don it. =

Preseatly Lte locked op. ‘Tell me, Pat, what do you really thiak
of this busmess of the Zeds?'

It was voexpected. Mentally she tottered oo ope leg for a time.
Then, gathering ber faculties, after a mament's pause she 12id: 'Well,
what is ome soppared to think? | mean. is there any doubt about #?
Can they be anytbing bot guite mad? What sane perion would think
for a mement . . .’

‘Sane . . . " he echoed. His eyes showed a sudden uptorge of
feeling. He balf-lifled a band wearily then let it fall. ‘What is
sapity! Wha is lo know? Once it was easy to distinguish the mad
frem the same: the majority were right and sane. the few who differed
were wiong aod insane. But now the intane almost ontoumber the
sanc. The old role doesn't apply any mare. How are we to koow?
How can we Ee sure?’

Pot felt bersclf Accodering. Never hefore bad the Prof sgoken
like this. He Ead alweys )cen 10 samre, so ealm. Terror beat st
ber heart. QCoce let the Piof relax his 2rip sed the world wonld



17

s00o sink iute ome vast ssylam. Bul anmother Ihought urose, throsting
ber terror aside. She locked at him anxieusly. He was still spealiag.
‘l most look at their side of the arguments, toa. Nct te do 30
wonld be a direct contradiclion ¢ our most rigid tenats. Most noscientific.’

‘But yom woulda't argue with a mad dog. You can't pasiuiate
while be's tearing your !hreai out. Rememher some years age the
Parly who imagined they were destined to rule bersuse they all
bad in cemmon tha fact thet tbey lisped, sod cliimed that this
impediment in their speech wa: a sure rign of reysl blocd! Yeu
disposed of them quickly encugh! New we have 1be lalest revelt.
And wbat is it? Ne less thao a Party whose members bheld the
theary tast bappiness shou'd be confincd ta thote whka:e frst nrme
begins with ‘Z'! And ece of the obstacles on their road to hsppiness
is apparenlly you, ead ycer enlire regime! Is there any pesible
argument?’

‘That's just i#t,' ssid the Prof, ‘There is a very valid argument in
their favoar, or shoold | put it this way: there is mo legical, sacntific
argumenl against them.'

The girl's band Bew te har mouth. The Prof weiched her inter-
pal stroggle in iilence for a moxent, then, just as rhe was sbeo! te
speak be teok bald of her hand and gently lowered it to the table.
‘Ne. wait! Let me tey and explain. Let's look at these revelts frem
the point of view of their propaganda, since that & the basic factor
of all such affairs. and, indoed. of most humin aspirations. Now
pro-asanda as such may be concerned with values, or with general
propasitions. or with matters of fact. The propaganda ef the revolts
in question is concerned with the frst, thal is wi'h valoes. Cr fe
be more precise, allimate values. Bal, oltimate values are nat mat-
ters a3 le which argument is possible. If a man meintains that mizery
is desirable, and tbat # wonld be a good thing if everybody always
bad vialent tealbache, we may disagree with him, and we may laogh
at bim when we cateh him going to the deatist, but we cannot prove
that be s mistaken, as we conld if he said that iron is lighter than
waler.

‘Similarly, the Zeds. They claim that they are best fited to rule
becanse their names begin with ‘Z'. lf we exterminate them it
would be merely a pragmatic refutatien of their belief. It would
be dve to the strong right arms of the selid legions of Johns and
Georges, bul it weuld aot be scientific proof that they were wreng
and we were right. Their thesis would remain logically as valid
as its antitheris. Don't you see?’ There was almest a ples
in bis last werds.

The ¢girl gozed dombly ot the fignre before her. TL.:
was o dsmpoess on ber fingers from his palm. Sk. -

[-ontinued on page 20]



COMPETITION

“The Western world awakes to find bewildered groups of swarthy
strangers oear all the large cities. They are soon identified as natives cf
Ceniral Asia. Sistements from prominent scientists regarding certain oth-
er inexplicable phenomena, solar and otherwise, are ignored in the focd
of specolation, acd later in the hysteria caused by the announcement that
the U.S. Goverament has accused the U.S.S.R. of planting am invadiog
force in thir territory. The Soviet Government in turn accuses the US.A.
of having caused six atomic exnlosians in Central Asia. War lension nises,
snd is relicved coly by nightfal. Two moons rise, azd a muliilude ol
stars in uafamiliar conste'letions appear in the strange sky."”

There are five ways ta write an S-F story.

1. Dream up some appareatly impossible situation aed comcoct
a complicated series of events te explain it. 1f yau do thiz in a really
big way your name is prabably van Vegt.

2. Dig up some lesser-known sdentific grinciple to get your
bero out of a spet. This is the nical ASF pot-bciler.

3. Unearth sore ucesplaived event, like the Kaiie Celeste or
Martian ‘canals’ or Fcrtean phenomena, and invent your awn theary.

4. Speculate os the repercmssions of some inventien or devel-
opment. This it anolher ASF type.

5. Take some trustwerthy plot. penibly one you bave already
used in Western, and decerate it. Most bad staries are like this.

Oar compelition this issue is based an No. 1. Above is a sitaalicn we
arrived at in developing a fairly simple ides. We thought it would be
interesting to 1ee what YOU get, workiag from the other end. So wrile a
shart synapsis of a plot in which this situation develeps. (A well-written
story would be welcome, of conrse. but we thought the idea a little teo
Fearny.) The prize will be 3 prozines, 1o'be chasen from 6 ofiered by the
editor. The clcsing date is 30th Aprid, 1950. Marks will be given primarily
for ingenuity and originality. The best entries will of course be printed.

THE AMATEUR EDITOR (1), ctd. called a ‘campoting stick’, and
tightened op by adjusting the spaces, which come in S sizes. This is knowa
as ‘jusiifying’ the line. When several lines bave been sat up you grasp the
uastable mass Grmly and lift it inte the bed. (Thisis a merve-wracking op-
eration.) Youran set up type aboot asfast as one-Boger type-writing.

As for illostratiens, | can enly te!l vou what we do, which we're sure
is all wrong. James does the woodeuts with a razor hlade on plyweod. You
can use lino bot James woald rather bave plywood. That's all | can tell yen
30 far bat we bope to develop as we learn. Phato-engraviog far example.

lo SLANT 4 I bope 1o discuss some of the morc gemeral problems
of the fan editer.
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‘THESE THINGS SI'ALL BE'
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the canflict aflame in bis eyes, dad a cold wind from some far-off
place caressed ber forehead. She wasted 1o speak but the words would
pot come. lo her mind's eye she saw the f1st crumbling of the mighty
edifice. Mad. Mod. . . thot it should come lo bim of all peogle! How ecnld
he believe sach s1nfi? Kadness . . or was it samething she couldn’t oeder-
stand? Coald it be that she? . . . Her brain went aver it again feverishly,
and she . . . understood. How logi-al it all wes in troth! It was the oltim-
ate madness, logical madness, scientific reasoning carried lo its ultimate,
ridiculons extreme! Long, long age a man named Hoxley bad wrilten a 1at-
ire on the same theme. But even be badn’t anticipated the fanmtastic
stapidity of the ead!

She started to speak lut instead took a long drink from ihe
glass at ber elbow. Hew tight her throat was'

As the replaced the glass. as if it were a signal. the lights
dimmed, went out, then returned. There was a low murmar in the
distance. Shots. Cries. Then suddecly the place was a tumalt of
seund. Hastily-barked orders. screnming women. The orchestra had
wailed dismally into silence at Ihe flickering of the lights. The rcom
was 1uddenly flled with armed mes, men with their eyes shining with
fanaticiam. ‘The Zeds!' scmeone was sheuting over and ever again.

With pamic rising within her, Pat thoogh': This is it! Whe'd
have thought that they wenld folllw wmp their inmitial saccess 3o
tapidly? She wanted te ros, bt curiesi'y overcame ber panic.
What would the Prof do new? She furmed.

He bad rises ta his feet and siripped off bis fleshmask. He
steod, gazing stonily at the rebeh. The girl's heart leapt. He could
beat them yet! Ob, he conld! he cenld!

‘The Prof' A lark form came lesping lewards the World Con-
troller, weapon smpraised, eyes gleaming with hate. The scese bazed
befare Pat, and she cried ent in terror. She wai dimly aware of a
barth command asd a leaping figure. Then the mint lifted and
she saw the blood form of the rebel emissary standing near,
smiling. The weuld-be assamsin bad slank away. She looked at
the newcamer. Zebedee! Zebedee bimielf, she thought in amazement.

He gave her a quick bow, thea paid her no mare altention.
His imilisg gaze was tarsed upon the Prof. ‘1 said yon wonld
de nothing to eppose ms, did | not?’ The white fteeth flashed,
|Iudc be tarmed peremplorily on bis heel. ‘Come, Zakariah!' he
1aid.

The Weorld Cantraller followed bim like a whipped deg.

The girl secreamed, thea she began to langh. She laughed
as if she wonld mever stop.

THE END
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ON THE LEVEL

We badn't qmte decided what 1o call our letier section (we alse
thooght of ‘The Reader Vibrates' or ‘Brash Cracks’) bat we felt we
just bad to start ame after receiving this weighty missive, or missile.

Dear Siy,

Althongh you bave me! previously incladed a corvespend-
eace colomn in your exc-llent magazice, | hepe you will censid-
er the follewing to be werthy of a little of your precicws space,
inasmmuch as it s directed against a most serians mepare, a gha-
stly spectre that is mow hrocding over British.fandem! That it is
the spectre of a dead Loise daes net renmder it anmy the less ah-
poxious, for certain of evr brethren, whe shell be nameless, bave
so far taken leave of their sentes as fo 2itempl la revive (he
hideous carcase by floggiog it in tbe pages of otherwise worthy
fanxines.

| refer of caurse te the romsensical famtasies of RICHARD §.
SHAVER, which bave sgeinst all probability sceceeded in lowering
the datus of certain prozines. Now mo eme enjoys nensemsical
fastasies, as such, more than I; bot when they nre puerile and
ill-writtes, and intersrersed with absord ‘precfs’, lodicreus attempts
al sex-interest, and hysterical rovings against ‘the asthorities’,
resembling the last strges of persecution mania, thes | confess
my patience beceme: samewba! strained.

We are teld that we shoald reserve judgmert on the ‘mystery’,
that we should study the ‘proofs’ offiered by Mr. Shaver. Well,
where are they? Utrmally in the ‘mext mswe!" ls there, ia the
whole dreary waste of Mr. Shaver's works, even eme little casi
of evidence that would justify the cemsideration of am bypothesis
a thousand times less ridicolens than his own?

| bave not been 1a foalish as to retain the relevant magazines
but | do recall that importance was attached te the alleged key
of a basic language friem which all presenl languages asre said te
bave degenerated. Have any of Mr. Shever's followers shawa this
‘key’ lo a philelogist? He counld have tald them, 6rst, that the ‘key’
being feunded on eur ewn alphabet, was irvelevant mot ealy te
Ewropean-iype languages based on other alphabets but to that great
greep af tengwes which, Like Chinese, are not based sn aa alphabet
at all, but on ideographical pictores. Aad secondly, that the deriv-
alions suggested by Mr. Shaver are quite absord. For example,
Mr. Shaver picks the ward ‘dercjalery’ lo illustrate that 'dere’
represents the principle of evil. Buot the word in reality derives
fram the Latin ‘regzre’, meatieg 1o a:k, or in the cose of a law, to
propose. Heace ‘de-rogare’, 1o repeal or reject a law, and, by
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exteasien, to cendemn it. The word's association with evil is pure-
ly coincidental.

Se much for the evideace which convinced Mr. Palmer. The
enly ‘evidence' offered by the British disciples se far is Mr. Deacen's
actertioa that G1b never die of old age. This is more easily dispreved
of. It ix simply mot true.

A= apen mind is a goad thiag, bat it is not the same as gullih-
iity. Let us remember that in Amcrica orgenised Fandom, e its ef-
ernal credit, flatly rejected Shaver and all his werks: snd make it
knews (e his would-be resurrecters, by measns of lelters, articles in
fanzines and general weight of opinion, that their altempt is
sotbing but an insult te the intelligence cf every serioms-minded
bover of sciencefiction in Furepe. | arge this frem a smmcere
beliof that tuch merosic robbish only lowers further the status of
science felinn in the minds of the publc. whe already becamse
of cortain magarines and their covers associate it with dirty
back-street shaps and cheap poizegraphy.

G. C. BANKS
Tankerton,” Keat.

This seems am apprepriate peoint for us te tay thal epimjans
sxpressed ia 1his magazine sre mol mecessarily thote of the editer.
JLANT i1 epen te nayene whe has something werth waying and says
it smecinctly.

Firt spekeeman of the"big wheels (that was o good eme, was it
not?) te write te me was FORREST J. ACKERMAN, whe says:

‘l set the brasd mew TWS aside te glance threagh SLANT 2,
gel interested in reading the contests. ‘The Still Small Veiee'
IS Ray, markably Bradbaryesque, and I'm snse my friead Ray
wenld be ammied te have a copy.’

Well, we did as suggested with that gem eof porest Ray serenme.
but we haven't beard the Martian misanthrepe laughing yet; and that's
oas thing we would Lke te hear. Maybe we'll have better luck with
Miss Brackett. She might eves send us a photegraph. | saw epe once
sud if she's met the best os-f acthor she's certainly the best-loaking.

Mr. Ackermas goes an le refer te Clive Jackson as ‘solid’ (an Am-
erican erprewsion indicating, | believe, that be is in the groove) ard offers
fo Iry and place both his and Walker's stories oo the prefessianal
market. He ahe 1eat 01 bis ewa ‘Atemic Error' and asked kis client E.E.
Evans te 1ead us a costribution. (Evias, as yeu koew, is a centriboter
te several prerines, inclading STARTLING STORIES oad WEIRD TALES.)
That explains the presence of the twe gcest contributors jn this issEe.
The lotter finishes:

‘Haba: The Pryiag Fan: Thet's a fusny twist. Cengrals.
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Thauk §l stcal it: muke everybody in America thiak I'm awful clever
instead of just awful.’

Help yourself, Forrest, and welcome. We gol a million of them. And
thacks again.

Tarning now lo analher famous name we are delighted 10 tell yeu
that although be may have stapped warking for TWS, RICK SNEARY bas
started writing to SLANT. The Great llliterateur says (and we bave net
made any misprints):

‘Have shipped a proxine to you. Was a bil surprised the postage
was sa low. Of coorse it it oo doabt going by fast tertales . . . Let's
tee what | think of SLANT 2. Despite the fact that I'm becoming a
(witper the woard) critic, and 6od fault with nearly everyone. Seme-
1hing that shouldn’t happen to a dog, or even Shaver. [Not again!]

. Yoor woaadcats are wonderfull. They Ltterly imprave your mag-
azine a gaod 20 per cent all by themself. . . .

We're 1orry we haven't the space in this issme 1o quote mere fally
from lattering letters like this, bot anyhow yao probably woulda't fad
them as inferesting as we did.

Of course, not all the ccmment was favearable . . .

‘Why daon't yoo say which side of the page the illustraticas are
supposed to be oa?’

‘A most sinking demonstration of osmonis. | congratulate you.’
'The cover woodent bas already oozed its way like a hideoms
beast as far as page]7. | am standiog by with a gon in case
it gets eut the back.'

‘The most absarhing magazine 1 bave ever read.’

Well, we're ra1ry, and we admil we were over-generons with the ink,
bat we like oor piciores nice and black, and cor story & it wonld never
have bappened in oo ordinary semmer. We'll iry to be more careful in
futore, but I'm afraid you may get as fired of our pleading the thermeo-
plasticity of printers’ ink as yea ate of Campbell's barping en the
inelasticty of type metal.

Possibly 1his scepage was what Merwin bad in mind in referring te
our ilastrations as ‘spotty’. Another rash stalement was that they were
‘prendo woadeats'. Well, 1 don't know what pseada wood is, but | can
asare you we don't ose it- And while we're on the subject of this
review in SS, | would bave Mr. Merwin remember that SLANT was
the Brst pot anly in NORTHERN lceland. This is a Gael warsing. Bat
the most damaging iraccaracy in that ||||h!ly alnpshod review was the
statement that oar subseriplion was ooe prozine per iisme. A flaltering
evalnstion, perhaps. but it should bave beca plain te the mast pulp-
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headed readar . . . Loshing buch | com sue my natice WAS ambigueus,
aad that anyway | was rude and ongratefs! to Mr. Merwin. It's toe late
te shaage it now, hut | apelagite. Kis review was fair. even generems.

Having already bad te reset part of this page, perhaps I bhad better
just say that ene prezine will eatitle yeu te na fewer than FOUR issumes «f
SLANT. (Aay s-f fantasy er weird mag, bat we already get ASF TWS & $S.)

| bad meant te give here a selection of your latters, bt there's rosm
for only a brief summary. Jackion's ‘Still Small Voice' was ‘warthy of a
:rﬂn.' thought NORMAN ASHFIELD, aad EVA FIRESTONE zaid: ‘l nearly

uret jnte tears and that is the way all of Rav Bradbury's affect me." H KEN

BULMER thought it TOO Like the real Bradbury! ‘Afl Dogs Are Equal’

wat voled firs{ by maay, ethers praised it with faint damms . . .
‘Walker wields a likely pen, though oa soher coasideration I rather
think beredity is tos frmly establithed te be dismisred quite se ruth-
lesddy.' (CLIVE JACKSON) ‘A good idea, hut presented in the
styla marked 'Brithh’' and (hat somehow seeme 1o jmvenile, a fault
of NEW WORLDS. at least I thisk so," (TED TUBB)

"Badly put legether. disjointed, lacking cobesien’ were some of the
eriticisms of my awn Outeart. Well deserved, for the complicated plet was
eat'te the bare bones of narrative. However, ather readers, more diserimia-
ating or kind hearted, prajsed it highly . . .

‘Best ia the itswe, why net pad it up and try for ASF?* (TED TURBB) (1]
‘Great yarn, highly original.’ (PETE PENNINGTON)
But 50 one effered te place MY stary in the prazices . .
As for my ether twa effarts, they were geacerally passed over in pained
silence. Bat mat by CEDRIC WALKER o 3
"The aptly-titled Carn Exchange cauld be quietly forgotten without any
greal lass. I'm dead against deliberate attempts at hamoar like this.'
Sa in spite of a kind word frem Narih Baketa
‘Far some add reaten (me perbaps) The Sclution wat my favesrite bit.
Ces'd be because of 2 thameful liking for puns.' (WRA] BALLARD)
| bave done a Den Staart ia this issue, Jt's abont time | dravped eut for a bit
af'er writing the entire first sme and half the second. (But | conld bave
SWORN that fans liked puns, and there were 18 fo The Solution. Ab well.)
la the presont ittne we have added a further 2 pages and some tech-
eical impravemeats, but we bope next tim= te make a moeh greater advance.
We cazset give yan the detailed contents (oot having heard from Mr. Hoea)
but we hope that SLANT ¢ will be quile an event. [continued ea p.26)
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THE PRYING FAN

DUMB-BELLS & DUMB BELLES

The golf-ball on the December 1949 ASF is the first spherical
spacsshi> on a2 ASF cover siace February 1944, according to my ea-
cyclapzdic partoer James Wkhite. (The two rugby bal's seem to be
quite without precedent). | think it is very nice indeed (atta Zbayan!)
but James says it is all sph=reids and very bard to draw. He bopes
it doesn’t represent a Trend. The next development, be fears, is a
Qarke type dumb-bell spaceship, but | tell bim be's locky | don’t ask
bim for BEMs or Beecutiful Unclad Maidens. locidentally, the Ladies'
Home Journal in an artic’e oo Sex Education carried a photo of a sexy
bookstall where, amorg all the ‘dily books', was the Avon Fantary
Reajer. Ob, the shamxe rf it!

HAS BEACHCOMBER BEEN READING VAN VOGT?
‘She is embarrassed, and only wishes the foor would open and

swallow ber. Itdces.’ [By The Way, 28.10.49]
ODE TO MR. CAMPBEIL

Thanks for letting Cr. Winter rest. -

He didn't rovse cur ilerest.

Thouzh we do zdmit be’s wsually

Better than Ole Doc Methuselab.

Lel them practice in privale and some bappy mors yoor
Medical mca may discover a corn cure.

BREAX FOR ASIMOV

‘While taking bis cral in chemistry recently, a professar posed a
602l question. ‘Mr. Asimov, will you please tell us something about the
thermo-dynamics of thiclimoline?’ {Saturday Review of Literature]
OFF THE CUFF

Bradbary series currently roaniag in British ARGOSY . . Merwin
seems to have fallen nrder Soeary's spell, or else his compasilors are
slipping . . Shovldn'l Lefayetie’s series be called ‘The Waste of Space?’
Yoo'b must be served. of caurse, but sarely nat with BAD carn . . Niee
ta sre o compatriot (Dr. Armattae of Landonderry) mentioned in ASF . .
Lc*'s bope Literatarnaya Gazveta never gets to hear aboot the secard part
of ‘Gulf’ . . Ao'd Laog Syne is 21l very well but if Zemba ead Finiched
are the best be can do I'd be quite beppy to see Sprague decamp. The
ti'le ¢f bis last stary wa: only 'eo appropriate . . Nicest snbseriplion yet
received by SLANT is The Mcgazine cf FANTASY, beantiful outside snd
excellent inside. the most ¢legant preduction we bave ever srea . . Wish
we cculd say the am- of OT<ER WORL.DS bot at least it’s the st mag-
s7ine we've seen w.th the pits 1o cdmit thzt cce of its stories bad baen
reiected by a rival, and it brsgocd iceas. Ceod luck to it



OFF THE OTHER CUELF

‘Derives from a more pepular vein of fanta-y and science hetion' sags
New Statesroan reviewer Anzat Wilion (himself showing 8 welecome fam-
tianty with 3-f) cf cew author Niz:] Korale, whase "Tomato Cain’ seems a
‘must’ for fans - - Same mag carries abvions cantact ad. for secret group of
susermen: ‘Menca is a society for people who are very brighl, extremely
clever, highlv intelligent’ - - Welcome to Ken Bulmer's unusaal NIRVANA,
a faamag with a fotare - - Rossian seientist Tikhav reported to be studying
frost resisting plants on Mars for adaptation to USSR. The red planet? - .
Onr thanks to Rog Phillios for giving us the ‘pesition of hanaar’ in AMAZING
review - - News item says Germans snd Japs turning lo ‘visionary stories of
interplanetary travel’ - - Merwin's editorial on future of s-f in Jan 50 SS hest
beh-severdope - - A Waild Corvention wou'd fi: in with the FESTIVAL OF
BRITAIN - - Congratalations 1o Asf on ils 20th anei ‘ercary - - 2eecrding ta
pollsiers U.S. fandom is 60nc atheis'. In‘eresting. Be'fast fandom basin
comman enly annsoal height acd an intense admiration for Doris Day . .
Latest companion to dynemic Arthur (Roscoe) Rapp's fascinating SPACE
WARP is aletterine called POSTWARP. (Query:wes there a PREWARP?)
What about WARPWARP for the rext one? . . Recent arrivals: superior
new fanzine THE TALISMAN (Roy W. Loan Jr.): Ken Slater's clegant OF 3,
pow with illostrations cp tothe sinadard of its contents: Bob Tucker's

altruistic and indispensable BLOOMINGTON NEWSLETTER.

EXCHANGE (2 mags or | beck for ary item oaWant List)  All Hallowes Eve,
Williams (oew, wde.) Fzperiment with Time, Docne. Mariners of Spece,
Co'lins. Linersof Time, Fesrn. Tales of Mysiery, Poe. Swastika Night,
Conslantine. Can Sach Things Be, Bierce. lntelligence Gigantic, Fearn. la
The Days of the Come t, Wells. She, Haggard. Gi:l with Hungry Eyes,(anth.)
ASF 1933 Novacd 34 May(no cevers) 35S Jan. 37 Jan Feb Mar Aug. 38 May.
42 Aug. 45 May Oct Nav. 46 Jao,,Mar,Jonc,Aag.Sep. 47 Jaly,Oct,Nov Dec.
AMAZ 32 Aog. WEIRD 38 Jone. Jaly,Sept. 39Jaly.Aug. New Worlds 1.05.
Varieus Burrenghs pocl et baeks. Deomsday Men, Priestley.

EXCHANGE (for rny 2 items on Want List)  Fantastic Sammer, Derothy
McArdle. Worldof A. Van Vogt (both new,wde.) A Centary of Herror
WANT LIST We ofer 41a 5 shillings or above exchanges for any of these:
ASF 1840 Apr,May. Joly.Sept,Nov,Dec. 41 Mar.Apr.May,Aug. 42 Jan.Feb,
Mar ,May, Jome, Sept,Nov,Dee. 43 Mar,Apr,Aug.Sept. 44 Jaly
Cerrespondence an above to W.A.Willis 150 Upper ilewtownards Rd ., Pe!fast
Mes. Eva Firestane, Upton, Wyoming wants ‘The Coming of the Fairies', by
Doyle and ‘Asmedens at Large,” by Bulwer Lytion.

ON THE LEVEL (continned) Bat 1t will be a large ixsne and we still
badly need con'ritutors. In spite of what | said in NO. 2 we don't care if
they re extra-Earopean as long as they'ce exira good. But if ycu can't man-

age a story or article please give os yrur encourzgement and Lelp by tell-
1og us wha! you liked cr disliked in this issae. SLAINTE!

WATZ! FOR SPANT 4!



