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THE WATCHERS
Kilian Houston Brunner

As the big moan made the thousandih cireuit of its primary, a greea-blue
world circliog a yellow sun, a gentle hurring filled the ioterior of a plastic
bubble on the moon, echoing among the mechani:ms thet kept its occup-
aots alive.

And at that burring the Watchers stirred — and woke up.

They lay for a while in wordless silence side by side, letting life seep back
from its tiny concentrafion ta parts of the mind whose very life was a new ac-
quisition. Finally the First Watcher, looking al the domed ceiling above him
whispered.

‘| wonder what we'll bave this time?’

‘The fifteenth time,’ said the Second Watcher.

‘I koow.’

There was more silence. Then the First Watcher felt a gentle electric rab-
ing at his mind, nodded assent and closed bis eyes. There was a pause. . .

The perception probe widened like a ripple an a still paol from the bubble
on the surface ¢f the moon. Like a cone of shimmering invisible foree it
coalesced into a single line, and like a feather it lay across the face of the
planet helow.

The Watcbers lctit lie there, easily, lazily. E@or! would do nothing ta clar-
ify probe images. So they left it like an intangible guardian while the warld
turned once, and the impressions began to come. And still they waited

Till the bridge was complete and the Watchers could think separately again.

‘Wel”' aiked that part of the Second Watcher's mind that was nct
engaged in perceflion analysis. ‘Cid yon get anything?'

‘What | got.’ the First Watcher paointed out, “yon got too.’

‘| koow, | know,' the Second Watcher clicked impatienily. ‘] wondcred
if your amalysis was furiher en than mine.’

Leng silenc-.

Theo the First Watcher fclt the shocking thrill 1hat meant 2 signifcant
discovery. He relazed his mind. let the recall come through. Beside him the
Second Walcher. questioning, felt for the images. They came in {wo dimen-
si10s and in bright colours, the imeges of rockets and of worlds io space.
floatiag. and of strange words.

The Waichers I:t the images dissclve. ln silenl satisfaction the First
\Watcher evaluated the meaniog of certain words, let the S>cnnd -ead them
off the smaath plate of his mind. There were such words as GALAXY, AST-
OUNSING. NEW WORLDS ; :

The Fir:t Waicher turned off the cyelic alarm set to every thousand of the
moan’s turnings. and set the direct approach ala:m. There was satifaction
in bit miod as he lay down again.

‘They’ll be up bere soon,” be said.




A MATTER OF
TALENTS

33_1/ | tuu[y Banister

JLLUSTRATED NY NANISTER

oo-Ab, King of Gruvv, was playing a game of Gruvvian chess with bis
favonrite concubine (a prelly little thing and very good at chess),
when the Grand Wizier entered the raam withaut ceremany ather than

a perfunctory koock on the drapes.
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‘Hullo!’ said the King, glad of an in‘erruption. He bad already lost at chess
seven duchies and a priacipalily to this concubioe, wha abvicasly was out ta
sapply ber entire family with minor governments of their awn. He was glad
of ao interruplion, before she should bave the whole of the planet Gruvy in
the hallow of her dainty hand.

"Milord," quoth the Grand Wixier, ‘an Outsider anpruaches.'

‘Ob,’ said the King. He puckered bis 1ip1 and frowned. He gently replaced
the Ling piece he bad been Irying vainly for ba'f an bour to Licep out of check,
patted bis favourite's hand, Lissed her with some guite on the fuzzy rondure
of ber left ear. and waddled out of the chamhber in advance of the Grand
Wizier. A moment later, both twitehed to the shaltering clatter of chesshaard
and men burled at once, and with force, acainst the stone wall of the
chamber just quitted.

‘Violence!' sighed Moo-Ab. ‘Is there not enough of peevishness and vicl-
ence in the Universe without . .

The Grand Wizier touched King Moa-Ab's sleeve.

‘The Qutsider. my liege.'

The King madc a broad sweep across the marble floar nf the corridor
with his tail and appeared ta sink more decply into his mood. “Devil take the
Ootsider! As | was saying, some peaple nre never satisfied. Seven duchies
and a principalitly — enough to take care of oll her immediate family, and
now she has ber cousins and balf-cousias and what not in miad!" He whist-
led. ‘Greedy little thing! What's this about an Oufsidsr?’

The Grand Wizier pretended ts exercise great patience.

‘You know.’ be said evenly. ‘There is a ship from the Outer Universe
approaching Gruvv. 1lis doubtless by now boveriog just aotside the atmos-
phere.’ The latter commeat had a bi‘ter lone of veilcd sarca:m toward the
King's slowness praperly ta respond.

King Mao-Ab swished his 10il, fumbled in the breast pocket of bis elahor-
ately piok-and-gold emYraidered Lkimz=no, and ultimately extracted from
conflict with tue silken lining o pair of gold-rimmed speclacles which be
perched precarisusly ujon the bridge of his little button no:e. Tiltiny bark
bis bead, be stared aloft as if lo piercs with bis spectacle-aidid visian the
palace roof.

‘Well® said he, 'this is a case for the Lord High Sorcerer. I'm glad yan
nolified me, thogh. It will be in‘erezling. Run fetch the Sorcercr at once.’

*Yes, my liege!” cried the Graod Wizicr. bappy that at 123t the pence-ous
wheels of government had begun their turn to combat the meaace cf the
Qutsider. He scampered off dowan the cor:idar.

King Moo-Ab pursued his way alaae and in psndering s.lence.

The Lard High Sarcerer was tall, quite thin for a Gruvvian. and very
impressive of miea. He had piercing butlon eyes on either side of a rather
prom.nently bridzed nose which nourisked moustaches of imposing sweep.
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Io the presence of King Moo-Ab and the Grand Wizier, be nodded solemuly
as (ke latter described the apjroach of the Outsider.

‘Last reports plaze the Qutsider just heyond the arbit of the Second Maen.'
s12id tbe Graod Wirier, who had utilized the interim in which the Sorcerer
bad been occnpied in gelting out of bis bath by picking up further informa-
tion from General Galactic Intelligence Committee a few doars beyanod. ‘The
fact that bis ship appeared suddenly a few baurs ago, without advance
warnicg, lexds the Intelligence Committee to suspect that some type of faster-
-than-light, contra-inertia propulsive equipment is in use, indicaling a being
of an ultra-high order of technical advancement.’

‘Probably,” soiffed King Moa-Ab, 'from the same System as that fellow
who was through here fve years aga. Whatever did be say the name of it
was — is?' He waved bis hand. ‘Never mind. I wauldn't know it if you named
it. Didn't he just hop out of space like this one?’

The Lord High Sorcerer nodded profoundly, a favourite mannerism of
his, since it made his great moustaches wave gently, like palm fronds in a
breeze.

‘A human type. be was," be afirmed. ‘It would take a human-type, of
course. They are short-lived. an] henee impatisat. They buery abont every-
thing. And twa years previoos 15 him there wat a —a— well, it wasn'l
bumnas, er Gruvvian either. High intelligence level. thaagh oot truly advanced
mecharcieally. It had been riding ap ato-rackels fur eighteen years or some
such matter. Extremely loay-lived 1ype — dido’l mind at all round trips of
thirty six years.'

'l remember,” said King Mao-Ab. ‘Well, what about this new fellow?’

H2 pulled a voluminous, bright red scarf from a side pocke!, energetically
scrubbed the leases of his spectacles, thoughtfully wiped his nose, and re-
turn=d the scarf to bis pocket.

‘Wel', bow atout him?'

The Grond Wizier yearned in the direction of the General Galactic lntelli-
geace Committee o%ce. He would bave liked further informalion. The Lord
Hi.h Sorccrer stroked bis 130z moustaches with a tharousbly eanfident air.

‘When the Outsider reaches the arbit of the First Maop,' he stated pont-
ifically, ‘be will come within my spliere of inBuence. That is all | ask. Juct
let Lim come within my sphere of iafluence. | will take over from there.
Will you gentlemen pardon me?’

Lifting bi; himano with a ponderaus kind of grace, the Lord High Sorceror
departed to complete bis interrupted bath.

‘Ao omazing fellow," mormured King Mco-Ab, alone with the Grand
Wizier. ‘A rmos? amoazing fel'ow of vousual talents and exiracrdinary
powers. Has qrile an organisation, too.’

So saying, he dismissed the Grand Wizier wilh a preaccupied wave of his
band and relurned 1o the apartment of bis favourite concubine, wha, in the
n>xt hour, won two more duochies and a small conlinent in the south



tempcrate 20ne of the planet Gruvy.

The ship of the Outcider shone like an egginthescoas 7 y
it came down 1o rest geotly upan 1he marble Jagitones of >
King Moo-Ab"s palace conrtyard. Had you asked the gilat, ‘\‘\: R
a laoky buman-type, be would bave offered any number 3, =
of rationalizations to explain how he bad chanced to chrose o~
the courtyard of 1he supreme raler of the planet for his ' | \\
porely fortuitoos landizz. The trath that lay belind the .
matter. like the torn wallpaper behind the piclure frame. \
was the Lord High Sorcerer, wha was using one of his
vousual talents to direct the landing . . . aod 1o ma%e
sure that the vessel did oot d:part before it had landed.

Kiog Moo-Ab wsited on the lerrace with an en‘ourage of intcrested lords
and ladies, not a few lackeys, a member of 1ke Reyal Asir:nomical Society,
and four Engineers of Design. The las' named critically aralyzed every
paict of the quiescent vessel, 0a41:d aaproval of this element of deiiga,
pooh-noobed or otherwise registes=d disapprosal of another.

“Tash," said King Moo-Ab. ‘It lacks like an egg. Waat do yso izean,
desipa?"

He waddled down the steps an? approach-d the vessel wilh rame cariasity,
looking for a daar or a part bol: of some od-r, bt the ship presented nothing
more than an aspect of shining solidarily. Ther: was oot a riv:t or a seam ia
the enlire expanse.

‘Bring the Oatsider oatiide,” the King tod the Lord Hizh Sorcerer, wbo kad
come down the steps of his own accord to joia Kicg Mac-Ab.

The Sorcerer did very delicate things with a tiny contraation of sbining
platisum wires caging a polyhedron of som » g'istening s'uf. Th: polyberon
glowed saffran for a brief instan’, and straightway the door of tke space shin
opened almost jo their faces, and the plst stenped ant cpon the flapst=r=s.

‘I say," spoke Kiug Moo-Ab. ‘Certainly a clever doar you have there.
Dido't nofice it at -1, 1ill just now when vou ozrped .

‘Itis an uocsual type of dsar, | will adiaif,’ admitted ths Ou'sider mod-
eslly, "but then, everythiag origiaatiag in the Star Sys'em of Yar! is unasual
in its way. Unosual Sysiem. By the way. | am surprised that you speak the
idiom ot Yarl. since you are far off Ihe bea'ey path.*

As 2 matter of facl, th Outsider himee!f wasg speaking faolldess Grovvi-n,
but he did ot know it. Tlis was merely a manifestation ¢f aaathsr of (Se
Lord High Scrcerer’s singular talents.

‘Ab. . . 'murmored King Moo-Ab, ‘Linguittics is a nation: trajl with
us. We love to chatter. Won't yoo come inside? Yoo murt be tired afier your
long journey from —er — Yarl.'

"Amaziag plaoet! eried the Outsider. ‘Tha! js — your hospit-itly — amaa-
ingl Werelastranger at hame, 1shao'd bave to s'aad some days of iaterr-
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ogation by the Astral Secret Palice befcre allowed to leave my ship. Mait
amazing. Very lax, indeed!"

He sounded ectirely prim as he said the last, as if he did oot wholly ap-
prove of the carefree methods of the planet Gruvv.

*That's all 1ight,” deprecated King Moo-Ab. ‘Come in anyway. We bave
0o Secret Palice, atid it would be bethersome 1o organize such a bedy just
o m-ke you feel at home. Come along. 1 thiok il i< going te rain.’

The Qutsider appeared lost in astonishmeat as be followea his placetary
bosl.

‘Da you know.' he burst out, ‘that yaur plznet is listed on cur galactic
charts as ooinbrhitable? lin't that strange? Yel, you bave quile a werld
bere. Not very advanced, of course; but still, quite a world!"

‘Indecd.’ scid King Maa-Ab. ‘It scrves our modest needs.’

The dinner that bed bcen prep=red to banour the arrival of the Qutsider
wen! off very well, with maay caurses of fioe meals. a great deal of excellent
pulry. a suffcient gnantily of de'icious Gruvvian wine, aod any number of
other special tiihits scrved for the deleciation of 1the guest. Meanwhile, Gru-
vvian maids bald farth within the ring of banquet tables and danced and
stroked their msical iasiruments f whatever rzture. and sang meladiously
iu a very vleasing fashion. All of this the Qutsile- seemed to hind enjoyable 10
a certain degree, bu' King Mao-Ab somehasv felt that not anly himself but his
whale planct was held in sometbiog less (ban a consideration of bigh esteem
by the Qutsider. This feelicg be might have lraced to a remark the fellow
made al some turn of the dinoer, lo wit:

*You never kaow wha! lizrs space pilofs can be until you check on their
reports. Imagine reparting this warld as uninhabitable! Uniohnbitable indeed!
Ratber intrizuing place in a batharic sart of way — semi-barbaric, | should
say.” be added thoughtfully.

04, quite,” muitered King Mos-Ab. 'Very semi, if you will pardon my
saying sa. We do oot even have a wrilten language.'

*Well, now?' murmured the Qutsider. *But of course, yoa will adop! the
wrillen language cf Yarl Itis very concise . . . and quite rapid to wnte.’

‘! have no doubt,’ said the King. thinkiog of the ten thousand thought-rec-
ords stored in bis chymber, which he needed only lo manipulate in a certain
ingenious way to have the enlire conlents of a record impressed instantan-
ecusly upan bis miod.

It was a good deal after midaight before the baspitable Gruvvians permit-
ted the party to break up.

‘You koow," said the Qutsider in a conhdential aside to King Moo-Ab. ‘|
bave heard about explorers being received as a god among out-of-the-way
and backward races inhabiting the Galaxy, but this is the first time it ever
happened to mei’

King Moo-Ab loocked momentanly hoslile. ‘Who suggested you were a



god?’ be asked pointedly. ‘Never mind. You suggested it yourself.'

In a moment, bowever, he repented of bis tartoess, for the Outsider was
notably quite the warse for baving imbibed beyond his measure of good
Gruvvian wioe. Obviously, be was oot himself.

‘I think.’ said King Moo-Ab mare graciously, ‘we bad better get our guest
off te bed. He loaks rather done in.'

That was what broke up the party.

(=)
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King Mao-Ab was nothing if oot solicitous of his guest's welfare. As a
result of being immersed in planning Ihe comiag day in respect to the Out-
sider’s entertainment, he completely forgot himself and entered the guest's



chamber 1he folawing marning by his usual metbed; that is to say, be walk-
ed thrauch the sa'id tane wall of the chan.ber, which adjcined his owa.

It i cbaraclerittic amang Cruvvian: never la take the longer way around
when the shaiter will do better, and the result of this determination, bicd
thraach millions of generatians, bas been to preduce a facully peculiar to
tae dsnizees of the plane! Gruvy. TLis facully stems alio from an beredit-
ary fr:i: consistent with the breed since the protolype swong through tha
prim=val trees; which is to say, their rodent propensity for gnawing through
obst=clcs. Far the Grovvians, owring na kinship with the human tribe des-
cczdel of opes, trace a nable lineage back ta the primitive squirrels iuvhab-
itog the farests of prebistaric Gruvv.

lo bri=f, Gruvvians walk through walls. They go from here to there
withes* Irave-sioy the space between. They do it quile naturally, with path-
ing fanciful or sci-atific ahaat the notion. It is simply an innate ability wiih
them, which they practice mere often than not, whenever they are maved
12 63 s0, or purely from faorce of hahil or what not, and with 05 conscious
effort whats:ever. Just as you stacd op withoul consciou:ly thinking: | must
tense my leg muscles, now straizhten my koees, new rise erect, now relax
and nasistain baliwnze. It wre idistic 10 pursa: such a fclderal nractice ev-
cry iine ane stood up; or, mare voforfunate, the prcduct of serious accid-
en!. a telliny disezse, or ths mast wantin Lind of druokenness.

Do ot presoppase, bawever, that Cruvivian houses had far this resson no
door:. The Gruvvians bad them, acd vsed them. Every house should bave,
fer <:foly's sake, at least several means of proper ingress and egress.

Al ~ny rate. King Moa-Ab walled directly thraugh the wall without think-

“ing of the effect of this act urea Sis guest, and stood blinking just within the
Cut:sider's room, not yet quite ccoscious that he was there. The Outsider was
the very devi! of a sight, dishevelled, unshaveo, and more than bleary cf eve
from the eJects of the Grovvian wia>, and just now possessed an air of un-
vsoal «tuaidity as he gap:d at the King's uoher:1ded eatrance.

Lucki'y, tbere wers drapes cavering the wall at the King's back, and
Moo-Ah git bis wits to-etber well enough ‘o blurt out. *Private duarway,
beh-beh! Your apartmcnt adjoius my owu, you krow.'

Pefare the suspicions Outsider could mave to examine the wall bebind
the drapes, whizh he was undoibtedly minded to do, King Moo-Ab hustled
bim aut tbrouch tke door and inio *h= Rayal Dressing Reary adjoining,
where eoy Gruvvian maids waited to assist in their toilet, ta take care
of ti:eir needs and tiinzs oot so oeedful as d=sirable, such as wiisk-
er—urling, persenal grooming, and tlie Lke,

Thc Out:ider set up some slreoucns objection ct first, which was quickly
evererme (these Gruvvian wenches had a way about them), and eonsequent-
ly w21 ia due course of time butlcd, shaved, tonsured, manicured, pedicered,
massazel, dicoetizally audited, and finally elotiied — again in liis regular
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space -fliers babiliments, be baving been adamant in bis refosal te don Gro-
vvian linen and embroidered kimono.

Thereafter, the Outsider breakfasted in company with King Moo- Ab, the
Grand Wirier. the Lard High Sorcerer, and one or Iwo other palace notablos.

The Lord High Sorcerer was thoughtless enough to enter the breakfast
room bearing in his band the palybedran-thing-in-a-wire<cage. This being
the first object of apparent t2chnical culture 1h: Outsider bad observed,
be immediately fastened his attention ugon if.

‘Interesting gadget,’ he observed. ‘What do yeu do with it?

The Lord High Sorcerer started guiltily, then losked down with a smile
at the cocing pigean in the hird cage he held. The talents of the Lord Righ
Sorcerer bad proved themselves equal to the occasion. Carefally be opened
the cage door; the bird Aew out, fluttered several tim<s around the room,
and returned to its cage.

‘Just a pet,’ the Sorcerer murmur:d, and seemed ratter cowed in the face
of King Moa- Ab’s displeased glare. 'l quite forgot | bad it with me. be con-
cloded defensively.

He placed the cage 2ad pigeca. which promatly became ngain a aoly-
bedron in a malrix of platisum wires, out of sight upen the Boar beside bis
chair. Breakfast was conducted io somewhat of a strained silence, which cid
not benehit from an impromplo remark by the Outsider.

‘At home. in the Star System of Yarl," he said, ‘it is customary te eat
breskfast while the radio is playing.’

‘Ra-ther,” 1aid King Moo-Ab, absorbed in duokin~ toasted karsh in a
dish foll of gruk mi'k.

‘lodeed.’ continued the Outsider after a panse, ‘it is nice to hear music
playing while ane eats, though | dan’t suppose yoa are advanc:d enouzh to
appreciate the more delicate niceties of living. Can't blame you, of coarse.
Eavirooment doss it.’

King Maa-Ab acd bis Crivvian associates si'enlly reveled in the liquid
measures of thooght -music 1hal floated through their hrains. It was broadcast
daily. sunrise to sunrise. by Central Thought Music Hezdquzrters, for the
ealertaioment of all Grovvians desiring conscionsly to azen thrie minds to it.

‘Um,” murmured King Moa-Ab, and thoughtfully continged ealing.

‘Undoubtedly,” King Mao-Ab told the Outsider, ‘yon are used to faster
and mare genteel methods of travel than the gruk eart, bat it represents
quite the best we bave io the way of — er — corpureal transportatio. Al
any rale, the trip «hou!d be pleasant enough for yaa, if the means is not.'

The Outsider appeared profaundly deprecative of discomfart and sat be-
side Kiog Mao-Ab on the wooden-haard seat behind the grak-driver, which
both sharcd with the Lord High Sorcerer and the Grand Wizier. An expre:s-
ion of noble condescention softened Ihe rather lean line of the Outsider's
outthrast jaw. The gracession of gruk carts gof under way.

‘A poor but adequate means,’ ke conceded after a momenl or two of
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bouncing around upon the hard board. ‘Of course, in the Star System of
Yarl, we bave the swiftest and smoothest kind of motor cars for surface
travel. You would need roads for them, of course; and they would 1ake
fime to build.'

‘Indeed?’ 32id King Moo-Ab. ‘We bave roads.’

‘Not Ibese rutted afrocities,’ returned the Outsider. ‘Real roads — con-
crete, stuff like that. You'll want to do nicety miles an bour, at least.

‘Sounds dangerous,” murmaured the King.

‘Dangerons? Pooh! In the whale Star System of Yarl, not mare than a few
millions a year are kLilled by motar cars. And what does 1hat amoant to in
the face of the grest benefit of rapid transportation?’

King Mao-Ab torned with a shocked expression to the Grand Wizier.

‘How many bave been killed recently by gruk-cart?’

The Grand Wixier appeared apologetic.

‘Only one in the past century, Sire. He went to sleep in the back and fell
out while the gruk was fording a stream with the carl. He was drowned.’

They came upon an artist, silting oo a stool by the roadside. He was
painting a canvas depicting the pasloral scene of valley, pleasant farmland,
and bills beyond. The party got down from the gruk-cart and gathered a-
ruund the artist in a group that enclosed the Outsider in its midst, nearly
smothering him in a cloud of furry tails that swished with excitement over
the painting. Truly speaking, the artist's work bad nothing singularly re-
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markab'e aboul it. thaogh it was campetently done. But every Gravvian is
an artist at heart and appreciates the niceties of form and cologr.

‘This man is an artist,’ King Moo-Ab told the Oatsider. ‘We have goite
o few of them. Look at that beautiful pictare. Have yous seen anyhiag
lovelier in the Star System of Yarl.'

The Ountsid=r’s lip earled bhaaghiily. ‘Fraokly, yes. Ou: pesple uied ta
wasle time in sach fashian, bul for many centuries we have pot had to de-
p2od oa the poor recordiag ability of th: buman eye and bond for our
artistic represeata‘ions.’

‘Con this be 502" mormurad the King.

‘We have electronic nnd pYo'ronic devizes of ene kind and anoth:r.’ ex-
plained the Outsider. ‘Some are connected to private speakiny inttruments
called telephones. 1ume are wired into great thealres that can teld a vast
oomber of peaple, and others tran'mit through the air without beze5t of
wires into every bome in the System. la every case, the image received is
three-dimeasional, true ts life, in full co’our and azcompanied by sonad.'

‘Amazing!" remarked King M>o-Ab, mentally adjustia; bis mind organ
of stereo-ultra-spa‘ial €rass-coantry-vision to lsok in‘o the palace kitchen to
see what the cook wai prepariny for dinner. The image was complete in
steree, full calonr, 0204, tactility, nod smell. The ecok was pie)aring roast
gruk, aod il had baraed slightly. King Mao-Ah sm<lled the scorch. ‘] dare-
say.’ be added. ‘you do nol appre:iate oar poor arlis'ic s=nsibilities, butl we
manage well enough with them.’

"You will learn from Yarl,' prophesicd the Outsider ‘Yarl a1 Selped many
backward worlds like yours. There iz not a plasel we have taken aver ttat
bas not benefited enarmonsly. Why. do you lnow. atout a dicade ago o
warld called Thub out an the edge of the Galaxy was tsk=a iato 1he Coa-
federacy of Yarl, and ia those hrief ten years, Thub becaze so highly ad-
vanced and learned sach an amaziag amaont of tezh-ology that we were
able to use its peaple effectively in winainz 152 war againit the Telissians.’

‘Is that 50" marveled King Moo-Ab. ‘Thub, 11cke it. ba: been granted
a considerable amon=zt of national bononr for that.’

‘0b. quite.’ return:d the Outsider. “A p-anite monument, 267 me'r:s tall,
bss been erected oo the rlanet as a perpeturl tribate to the gallan! popal-
ation thal was wiped oot to the last individual, holding the line while
the Yarlian navy sneaked in behind the Tello:ian foress 2nd destroyed their
entire sun system. Wacn'tthat hersica'ly marvelons?'

K'ng Mao-Ab cozghed but made no futaer commz2t. The Grand Wiver
app-ared belplessly benrified. while the Lord Hizy Sorcecer just sat snd
quivercd his moustachs; or perbaps it was the jolting cf the gruk-cart 1hat
quivered them, for by this tim= the sich:-seeing party wa- on its way aguia.

The Outsider was a9ably pleasant 1aking leave of the Poyal party that
evenicz. after the diaxer of roast grok, which bad tastcd scarcely ata’l of the
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scorch Kiag Moo-Ahb bad perceived earlier.

‘I most 1ay,” he said, ‘th: (| yon have given mer a mos! pleasant stay. Be
sure that it shall all be entered ia my report . . a most favourable report,
I acu bappy to say. You may expect a new governor fo arsive aany lime in
the next few months. And it might be well if you would erect suitable
quarters for him.'

There was some Cisfavour in the alance the Oatsider cast abant him a! the
unin:pasag buildings of the Gruvvian Royal P:lace. “Some of the gavernors
are ioclined to be fastidious,’ he explaioed as a cardial afterthonght.

‘A very proper allitule for a member of a superiar civilization,' King Maa
-Ab murmured pallantly.

‘Right!" agreed the Quisider. and swu=g quickly inlo his eggshaped vessel.
The uousnal daor that had originated in the Star System of Yarl clanged shut.
The vessel lifted from the marble Bagstones, accelerated and shot zenithwaid,
where it was :con caly a :peck against the sky, brilliant as a diamond in (he
steatospheric glow of the sctting sun. Thza the glitter vanished, and the calm,
fretless gloom of purple evening resnmed.

King Moo-Ab turned to the Lord Higd Sorcerer. ‘You have laken care of
everything?’

The Lord High Saorcerer drew from under his kimano the polybedran in
its wire cage and mude several minute adjustments.

‘] bave taken care of everything.'

‘Eperything?"

‘Absolotely cverything.'

Kinz Moa Ab smiled with pleased cuntent and walked through the stane
wall inta a familiar ground Baor apartment. Now that the Qutsider was de-
Baitely taken care of, be bad a dusire to be alune with his gifted concubine.

The Qutsider, o longer an outsider naw that he was an bis hame ground in
the S:ar System of Yarl, enlercd the Administration Building of the Principal
Spaceport with a jaunly air, waving fo old fiiends and pausing for glimpses
into this telescreen and that, stavouring the technological comfort of home.

'l 1ay, Elj)" cried a blue-uniformed attendant behind the gleaming plastic
conn'er of Reports Headquarters. "You're a bit overdue. Have trouble?’

Elj shrugged. ‘Stopped off on a planet the charts call Gravy — out of the
way place in the direction of Tharj.’

‘Is thal s0?" bcamed the interrogatar. He was perenaially avid for news of
the warlds he longcd to visit; but Lis pesition as a minor official of Yar] allow-
ed bim oeither the time nor money for travel. ‘What kind of a place i1it?"

‘Read il in my reporl,” grinned Elj. He pulled a ponderouns beak arcnnd,
readviog an electronic pen for writing.

Carcfully he enfered bis name, the name of bis vessel, bome port, all the
details required by law. lo the column headed ‘Paits of Call (list)," he
paiostakingly priated ‘Gruvv.’ ln the next column, headed 'Ecologic Aspect
of Planetary Ports (list).’ be wrote with equal care: ‘Uninhabitable.”

The talents of the Lord High Sorcerer were indeed vousual and of
extracrdisary effect . . . and far-rezching as well.



OUT OF THE TOO SILENT PLANET

or THE CONQUEST OF SPEECH
A. VINCENT CLARKE

‘Three miles away you could bear the low, throbbiag bum of two bundred
thousand baman vaices. Atlwa miles, you could pick out from the forest of
radio and TV tranmitter aerials the tall silver shape that stood with a
straoge aloofness in the geametrical centre nf that great thrang.

At a mile, you were in the crowd. a swirling. excited, babbling. colourful
coaglomeration of every buman type. Over the thunder ¢f a bundred thou-
sand conversalions, comments, eriticisms, pierced the excited tenors of ag-
nauncers perched oo the roofs of their vans and chattering into microphonds,
the yelping of newsboys whase papers seemed to consist of little bot black
beadlines and exclamalion marks.

M-DAY! FIRST ROCKET TO MOON STARTS TODAY! THE GREATEST
ADVENTURE! LUNA VOYAGERS OFF TOBAY! MANNED SPACESHIP
READY! 240,000 MILE JOURNEY BEGINS AT NOON' . ¥

Thos practically any pre-war s-f story of Ihat type. A colourful descrist-
ion of a world-skaking event. Thus maay post.war stories, 110, Even when
the crowds aren’l men‘ioned, everyone knows that Jobn Smith Hero will be
goiag. And thus, you may think, reali‘y. S-F fans who know all abau' such
aBlairs will be in great demand to explsio to now-bamb'ed scoffers. There
will be a three-page article in the ‘Times' by Arthur C. Clarke. and ‘New
World:" will appear with a special space-esplorating issue of 300 gilt-
edged pager . . .

Will we? Will there be® Will it?

Recently, I'vc beea re-reading those issues of aSF that appeared juct over
6 years ago. Hiroshima and Nagasaki bad jus: blotted the history books,
and the fans wrote in. Some were shocked. Scme were relieved; ibey
wouldn't bave to keep such rigid “security silence’ concerning their work.
And tbere was a general, averall, crowing. S-f bad predi ted it. Indeed.
onc author was close eaough to be questioned by the FBI. Tlis wauld
show the non-readers’

Conceivably. there is cow a special brass-hat who reads the sf cags for
fresh ideas. The lospector of Scientific Romances. More probably, the case
of the A-bomb bas shown ar emphasised 1o the militarists that the New Way
to Wio Wars is to be on the inside of scientific development at the siart,
bowever faatastiz. Especially at the start. In the "14-18 war, the new scirnce
of aeronantics was old eacugh to offer few surp-ites in 1's developm-at on
either side. In '39 | the pbviicists’ progress with U-235 was bushed up se
quickly and cantinued 33 effectively that ths postwar *Alsas Missioa' fourd
Nazi scientists were boprle:sly off-track in their rasearches.

Thus we come to present day ‘se:urity’ in the sciences. A deep. de:p
silence enfolds the biologi:ts who are banpily improvizg germ-warfare. A
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press relense beaded *White Sands’ may or may nat have reference to lest
weeks scaring trail of smoke above the desert. Pacific atolls are obliterated,
flashes are seen for a hundred miles acrass continental America. You'd like
to know more abcut it? You wouldn't he a dirty Commie spy, would yon?

Ia times of ‘pesce’ it's hard ta mufle an A- or H- bemb in comolcte
securily si'eace, nnd Ceisers gahble of r=dio-ac'ive dazt. But it's safe lo bet
that every couniry has a few top-secrels that really are, and the first yon
may kaow of Ibe bislogist's experiment may be the death ro'ls (den't forgel
t9at they couldn’t have been SURE of what chain-reacli:ns the first A-bomb
weold fire). Acd the rockets?

1t’s been peinted oat that an A-bumb base on the Mcon could coniral
Earth. Even artificial satellites could do it. The news of One Side's prepar-
atien for ra alten:pt lo conquer cpoce would act an cerlain military and
political mirds en thke Other Side I'le a red rag to a bull.

So tho-e tomuliuous crowds buzzinz aboat the LUNA 1 or GLORIA MUND!
07 AD ASTRA may dwiand'e to vou, al hams, listening to the 9 o’clock news . .

‘. . and President Kyweash stated thaot any fu:ther violation of the Abce-
danian frentier weuld be cans’ru=d as a hostile act. . . General Blank. Head
of US Military Securily, annouaced at a news conference foday that a success-
{ul landing ca the Mcan was made by a US Army Spacesbip :lightly over a
year ago. Fligh's were now on a rcgolar sehedule and hases bad been estab-
lished. Questianed hy carre:peadeats, he said that conditions on Ihe Soon
were exiremely inimical to hboman life. He was unatle to give the a=mesof
the personnel who made the st landing. Questioned later, officials of the
State Depariment said that the aperatisn was a parely mililary one, and they
bad oo informatico . . A new atlempl le form a Freach cabinet . . . . *

e THE AMATEUR EDITOR
LN ix Since we learned our prinfiog by doing thiogs before
—— =3y we fouad they were impassible we acquired afew
e 4 consual wrinkles, nol to meclicn son.e grey hairs.

Since | need 20 lines here | may as well pass some ca.

- — Re:l piintersindulge in a rite called “make-ready’

7 @ /NN -~ oecessary, they whimper, becanse all type is nat

. Y  exactly type high. We thiak this rite is wrong, a pusill-

animous concession lo the incempelcnce of typefounders. A cork backing

means that nearly all the letters come oul. True, some of them may ga safar

as to cume oul in relief on the back of the page, but so wha!? People PAY for
embossing. (Will someone please carry out the bady of that printer?)

Ccmpoesitors, compase yoarselves. Never argue while bolding a stickful of
type. It is not considered lucky lo throw type over your left shoulder.

The unit of iok is the smidgin. The table is: 3 nyimfs— [ smidgin, 5 smid-
gins— 1 dirty great dollop. The British Standard Smidgin can be inspected at
Slant Hanse. Printers ink has most of the qualities of vV's perfeet paint. It is
impossible to go within five feet of a tin wilhout gelling cavered with the stufl.
As we say, ‘! wos inking my bands and got some cn the press.’ There are sel-
vents, of course, but the only real solution is 1o wear black clothes. No need
to bry them specially.

= Mee=—

0
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REAPING TIME

A. BERTRAM CHANDLER
Nlustrated by Bob Shaw

It wa« already dark when they come to the city. The sky, save for a low
bar of sullen ctimion averhanging the low hills to the westward, was
overcast. The road along which they bad come glimmered pallidly,
stretched behind them broad and straight 1o the very edge of the featureless
grey plaio. Befare them, salidly ngly valves of dull meta} between two squat
black towers, was the gate.

‘Are you sure there is no mistake?’ asked the womaa,

She loaked up at the forbidding portal, at the black, harshly otilitarian
architeclure beyond. Few lights, and those dim and furtive, hroke the
monalony of straight perpendicular lines, of geametrical masses upheaved
darkly against darkness. And Ihere was no sound from the city, no joyful
clamaur of bells, ne mutic of plucked sirings and singing voices. There was,
perbaps, the merest tremor of the air, a vibration felt rather than heard, a
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distant throbbing a1 of scme great and well-tended machine.

‘Are you sure there is no misfake?’ she said.

‘No.’ replied the man confidently. ‘This — * and he flung out an almost
possessive hand — ‘is be:ter, perhaps, than we were led to helieve. It has
oo linse) prettiness. Ithas . . . dignoity.’

‘Yes,' agreed the waman. 'There is dignity.’

And with the words the harsh, strong lines of her face and bedy took
added strength, 2nd barshoess, 23 did those of the man. They were, this
bushand and wife, warthy citizens of the place to which they were come.
Worthier far than many they bzd known who had let same softness, saeme
weakness, bar them forever from even 3o mach as setting foot upon the road.

Slowly, sileaily, the gates swung open. Deliberately, not looking beek, the
man stepoed forward — his woman, as was proper, a pace or 10 1o the rear.
Behind them the gates shut. There was somelhing irvevocable abaut tkeir
closing. There was the merest suggestion of an unmosical clang.

To their right, as they entered. was a door, open, in the dexter lower.
Light streamed from it, was reflected brightly from the black, polished
pivement. There was movement inside the gatebouse, a shadow that shifted
across the source of illomination. Then all was still again, end the bright light
inthe tower glared uowinking through 1he apen doorway.

Confidently, bis beels ringing on the polished pavement. the man walked
towards the coly sign of life that they bad 1o far seen. No less confidently
bis woman falliwed. They besitated on the thresbold of the gateliouse —
but this was due 1o physical rather than to psychological reasons. The barsh
brilliance of the unsbzdcd lamp was cruel to eyes long inured lo semi-dark-
ness. But it was not long befare they were able to see, albeit dimly at 6rst,
the desk bebiad which sat the Gatekeeper. And then they saw 1he Galekeeper
bimself. in his drab, monkizh babit, ard the Book before him, and the text,
lurid orange uo black, oo the wall bel:ind him. lts sentiments. barshly un-
comaromising, did mucl to dispel the mistrast the hoodid robe liad inspired
in the man and woman. It was the woman who repeated Ihe words, unct-
vously — As a man sows, so shall he surely reap . . .

‘Yes,' agreed the Gatekeeper. 'Sorely . , .’

I! was nat the words so much as the tape in which they were spoken —
the fainily mocking voice and the eyes, brightly sazdonic, peering out from
bencath the cow! — that caused the mistrusi to retara. And there wai, al-
though beth the pilgrims stared ill-manneredly, na sign of a beard.

*He must be off duty,” whispered the woman, ‘His relief maybe . . .

‘It could be. If we're ta believe all we're told they've l:ad some rathier
queer types here . . .

The Gatekeeper ignored Ibem. With practiced bands be flipped over the
pages of the Baok. He asked, in a dry official voice — 'Jobn and Sara Geode?'

‘That is correct.’

‘Let me sce . . . Your qualifications for entry?'

‘They are in your tecords.’



‘True . . ." The slim baods stili turned the beavy, thick pazes, but more
slowly now They paused, hcvered over the apen book. Thea — ‘Your
temperance wark?’

‘My wife and mysclf were iadefntigable labourers in that corner of the
Lord's viceyard. It was largely due to our efforts that our lown exerciscd
the right of local option . . .’

*‘And that certain of your fellow citizens poisoned themselves with what is
koown_ | believe, as rotgut?’

‘We would not koaw. That is a matter for their consciences. It . .

An apraised haod cut him short The eyes noder the cow! twinkled shrewd-
ly. The vaice, grimly homoraus, qooted — * ‘Aad wine that maketh glad the
beart of man...""

* ‘Stzoag drink is a mocker,” * came the ready reply.

‘He i1 testing us.’ whispered the woman.

‘And wasn'tthere a wedding feast, once, where the water was tarned
inta wine?'

‘The wine in those days —° the nniwer came glibly —“‘was no more than
unfermentd fruit juices.'

‘H'm. There's sometbing here abont Sunday cinemas. I trust that in yoor
campaign against this form of enfertainmenl you were conrerned chiefly
about the low artistic qualily of the films?"

‘That was no concern of aurs. It was breaking the Sabbath, and that we
cauld not talerate.’

‘I see. Bu what of the younz people, soldier: a2l airmen and their girls,
forced 10 walk the stree!s when they con'd bave p=:ied a pleasant hour or
so in the warm'h: being d:iven by shexr boredom iato experimental and of-
ten q'i:a:lrom loves when the safety valve of eelluloid amonrs was denied
them?"

‘There were nlways the churches,' the womaa put ia primly.

‘True,” sigh 'd the Gatekeeper. 'There are always the churches . . . . .
Anather page tnrnad slowly under his slim, strong, bsnd. Then, and bis voice
was no looger humarans — ‘There was a pirl — yonng, silly, parentless. a
servant in your household. There was a yanng airman — lonely, far fram
home. There was one of the Sabbzihs that you strave to bring lo yeor com-
munity — oo ch2ap plush comfart of the cinema, na warm, frisadly bot:l
lounge — only a long walk over the maors. the twa young people aloge fo-
gether and the swesping searchlight: and the mu'teriag gun&re to the narth
reminding the yonng man of the fate that would be bhis. He would have mar-
ried her, | think — bat he fell in Aames over Berlin.

"That girl -~ she needed an older woman then. sameone on whom she could
lean in her trouble. You turaed ber ont. D5 you kaow what happened to her?’

The woman replied.

‘We neither know nor care. She wasthe Scarlet Woman. She bad no place
in a Chridtian honsehald.'



“There was One who szid,” remarked the Galekeeper quietly, ‘Let be
who is withont sin cast the first stone . . .’

*And we are without sin!* cried the woman, pride leading what was al-
most beauty to ber severe features. ‘We bave neitber lied, stolen, nor com-
mitted adultery. We bave bonoured the name of the Lord and kept il boly,
V/e bave kept the Sabbath.*

‘Then you may enter inla the Master's presence.’

The Gatekeeper rose, his feet clicking cariously on the polished Ooor. His
cowl fell back, and far the first time they saw his baras . . .

THE FANSMANSHA®
LECTURES

by BOB SHAW

1t is, [ thiok, ooly fitting that | shoald commence this, the second of my
lectares, Ly presenting o few npotes on Ihe startling new Fe!d that bas cet
Faosmen everywhere talking. | would even make so bold a1 to say Ihat we
olditers are begianing lo look to our laurels in some apprebensian at the
prowess of Ihe youngsters who arc adapling theracelves to this rather re-
volutionary new beld. which | bave tentatively titled:—
CONYENTIONMANSHIP. To the o'der Fansman who bashecame set io his
ways 20d tends to Eccome panicstricken in tbis field. 1 would say that Con-
ventioarnanship is, after 21, only Faasmanstipon a very much larger scale.
If be keeps bis bead and remembers Lis Fanimanship basics be ean praceed
calioly abesd aod emerge triumpbantly as the most feared. disliked and even
AVO!DED fan present.
Th= first and most important basic is to establish superiority and if possible
— a feeling of akwardaess and uneace in all present. The follow-
~) ing ploy was develcped. a1 every Fansman knows, by tke im-
mortal Ploggs. Before a convention he wonld visit tbe lacale
5, and catefully draw up a plan of the hall on which he would
‘-?.',' 2 - mork a'l the loose floorhoards. With this thoroughly
) 4" memcrised be would show up abaut s boor after the
—2 %347 proceedings had started. and then walk boldly in, being
careful to WALK ON ALL THE LOOSE BOARDS. The resultant series of
squeaks aod groans not only made everybody ootice bim and uasettled the
speaker, bul formed an indireet criticism of the ball and thus of the Convent-
ion Commilee. Allthis and not a word spoken yet! It is when we cansider the
perfection of ploys such as this that we realise the years of painstaking re-
search that Bloggs most bave pul inte his work.
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1 #itl remember the feeliog of revereot awe he inspired ia me wheo be
was]battn'ioled by a fan wha remarked proundly, ‘] hove come nearly 200
miles to attend.’ { thoaght for a berrible moment that Eloggs was Leaten, but
he mere'y remarked, with an indescribably amused and PITYING express-
ion. ‘Dear me. such keenness! And ] bave hately corue five miles! 1 do feel
sorry for you, old man.' The effect was devastatiog. The sheer brillience of
this play is anly fully apprecicted when cre recalls that ia fact Bloags had
come over 330 miles himse!f!

| have before me a pote from Faasman W. Willis ia which ke sogge:ts a
variant of Bloggs’ play far ase by fanimen wha bave not been able to f3m-
iliarise themselves with the flasriog of the ball. The Faasman's arrival
shou'd be delayed uatil be has been introduced ta the audience and Li: ab-
sence discavered, and should if ot 21! poscible caincide with the Eelsted dis-
tribution of the Offcial Programme. The implication is of course tha! Ibe
faniman is s POWER BEHIND THE SCENES. aod that the Conven'ivo bas
oot really started nn'il be makes bis aopearance. Willi: alio states authorit -
atively that several plays in ANTI-BNFMANSHIP are readiiy odspiable to
Conventionmanshio. He suggests for example:

Neofan. ‘l want you ta meet Mr. Accrman.’
Fansman (enthusinstically): ‘Nat HEXRY Ackerman!

BNF (shaken): ‘No. . . Forrest Ackerman.’
Fansman: ‘Oh.’

I will cow reture to the maze pros-ic hrazehes of my cohjeet and Zeal
with Cubtin's Gambi‘. M s in this that many youag facsmea receive their
greatest setbacks. Setbacks whi-h, | regret 1o say, cou'd have becn avaided
by a few weeks of carcful groundwork. Remember the words of the iaizt-
able Dimwarthy. which so brilliantly illustrate th: amaziag subtlety cf his
metheds. He said:

‘1 NEVER forget my groundwoerk.’

Gubbin's GamYit is sometimes keown os the Ultimate Gamkit because of
the tremecduus 1isk invalved. but this is offsel by the amcunt of unease it
can produce. Here is the basic m~thad as outlined by Gubhios, before be
pasted on from (ois werld to stand before the Supzcme Fao:msn and
coniribute to the Greal Fonzine.

After the local graa) hzs picked an an autkar it diilies ictens:ly and torn
him to shreds. agreeiog unanimausly that be is the worst wiiter of all time,
tbe Fansman se'ects a p2n name which HE KNOWS THE GROUP HAS SUS-
PECTED OF BEING TH: SAME AUTHOR and says loud'y, ‘There will never
be another to touch XXXX.' Praperly done, this will cause hours of erdless
secret worry amcng the more sensi‘ive fans, l=st il SHOULD be the same
one. | eannot, for obvious reasons, stress 1yo beavily the impartance of mak-
ing sure that the groop Las na definite iaformation 02 the zuthar.

SUBSCRIBERMANSHIP is a much neglected branch of Fansmanship. b:-
canse most Fansmen fec! that publishing a fanzine leaves them open to dang-
crou« attacks from Zinctmen. The basie ploy is to purchase a large nuxher of
postal a=ders made out ta cocself aad send them with s'amed sod addressed
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envelopes to famous authors. The recipieat will, of caurse, jump at the chance
of gelling szmething far oothing, even a fanzine. He will just drop the s.a.e.
back inta the mail. Ia this way it is passible to build up quite an impressive
list of ‘paid” subseribers.

Several anthors have wrilten to me in desperation, asking bow they can
avoid haviny their names mooted in fan publications without deing the :0-
thinkable by refosing to use the postal order. Far their beoebt I bave de-
velopcd the followiog counterplay in PROAUTHORMANSHIP — this depart-
meat ccosists it may he coled almest cntirely of counlerploys — which, as
you can sce, is exiremely simple but yet eflective, I might even say
deva:ialing.

AY the autbor has to do is to conzult the previous issue of the faniine in
guesiion aod see what books the editor is tryiag ta sell. He can thea return
the P.0O. requesting BOOKS TO THE VALUE THEREOF! Yes, I thiok
devasiatiag is the ward to describe this ploy.

1 bad hoped to te able to present foal data on the now famous Deadly
Indirect Glance Pley, but I regret to :ay that cuntroversy is still ragiog on
this topic. The basic mecibed is. when examining a riv»l fanzioe, never lo
look squarely at it. but HOLD IT AT AN ANGLE TO THE LINE OF SIGHT!
This lends en incredibly casual and noioteresied air to your examinalion.
It bas, bawever, o far been impossible to Cctermine whe'her an angle of
30 or 45 degrees praduces the best resalts. Fansmen are almost equally di-
vided on this subject. with a small reacticnary group in favour of bolding
the page PARALLEL to the lice of sight! | am bappy to say that these last
are almcst oniversally ignored.

1 bope the marvellous intricacies of ploy and counterploy. among which
the greatcst fansrcan must always be on bis guard. are beginning to make
tbemsclves clear to the young Fansman. It is this limilless :cope of measare
and countermeasure that makes Fansmanship the greatest of all games.

Ed. Note. Professor Shaw and myself are icdebted to local Fansman K.
Winn for a parlicularly complex variation on the Deadly lndirect Glance
Ploy. Mr. Wion. whase work is distinguished by its intricate beanty, feels
that the Indirect Glance Ploy is even more Deadly when accompanied by
subile subsidiary ploys 1bus. (The faniman is being shown a page proof, pre-
ferably citter the LAST page or the FIRST page of the coming issue.)

Neofancd (prondly): ‘What do you thiok of THAT?'

(1t is very important that the greater part of the following ploy be exec-
ated wih animpassive countenance and in UTTER SILENCE. The Faosman
pizks up the procf and stodies it intently for some 45 seconds. If it is anill-
vs'ratisn be shou'd at least once TURN IT UPSIDE DOWN. The=, and anly
then. is the Deadly Indirect Glance employed. At this stage it is permissible
10 utter the first sound. a harely audible iotake of breath. ln the resuliaat
tension the fansman holds the page at arms leagth. rubs it teptatively between
finger end thumb, and drops it onto the table from a beight of approxim-
ately four inches.)

Faosman: ‘Good paper.’



MEN AGAINST THE COSMOS

A STIRRING AMERICAN-.TYPE SPACE DRAMA
BY EVELYN SMYTHE

[Synopsis of preceding 355 instalments: When the inhoman super
semznticists of he mystenious outergalactic planet Runna attack the Universal
Federalion of Planets, lne. with ultrasanie, intralactic thoaght rays that alter
imperceplibly the meanings of words so tha! eventually speakers of the same
language 6nd communication dificalt the Regius President of the Federation
knaws there is only one man capable of doing a proper job of work here —
BRUTE HEFFELFINGER. Spaceman Exiraordinary.

Research diicloses that the rays emanate from same locality in America
(where else?) so Brute blasts off for New York in his beloved space ship. the
Aspidistra. As he dismounts in the Federation's secret Canarsie landing field be
i1 abducted by a gang of supersemantic loughs and brought before their Jeader
the renegade BIG BOY. Big Boy sneeringly tells Beate that he has n»! long to
live and Brute sneers back. He is therenpon sequestered in a dungeon beneath
the block of Aatsin which Big Boy maintains a sumplovas Oriental residence. ]

It was jost on five o'clock, Brute nated as his steely grey eyes swept
the expanse of his perpetnal chronometer, virtnally time for fea. Any minate
his zaolers would come. He mast think swiftly. He thooght swiftly.

As the door swong open on two of Big Boy s spivs, bearing a l>aded
tray, Brute sprang inta action, the museles of his well co-ordinaled bady
rippling beoeath the well-tailored malberry uniform of the Federation Secret
Guard, its colour artfully designed 1o conceal bloadstains. ‘I reckon you
weren't expecting this bere little surprise party, folks," he langhed, as be
kicked each of them in vilal spols. supparting hinself in the air by means
of his anti-grav belt, which Big Boy's stooges had, with canjommte care-
lessness, neglected to remove. ‘Nobody can monkey with Brute Heflelbnger
and gel away with it, sanny boy,” he grinned, mashing one gangster's face
with his foot as be gonged the other's eyes out with sopple fingers.

Then he stood there, swea!inp bat still a fine fizure of a man. narrow
bipped and broad shanldered. He brushed back his blond bair with sinewy
fingers and thought. First thing to do was put some sustenance inta his lean
frame: he had nol gotten a thing to eat {or the past three hoors and the
strain was beginning lo fell even on his enormous vitality. The tea was un-
fortunately, spilled, but he managed to retrieve a foew biscuits — although
stale and soggy and, moreover, anise-flavoared when he preferred chazolate,
they oevertheless tasted right gocd. ‘Reckon | most be migaty huojry,’ be
laughed, expasing while teeth with a few erumbs adbering to them.

He glanced out inle the corridor and abserved that there was still
anolher gonlla, seated with his back to him, drinking a cocktail. ‘Heck,’ said
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Brute. ‘I'll have to git this basket (be bard way.' With the swifioess that char-
acterised bis movements, be plucked a mac from one of the dcad toughs and
cleverly disguised himself in it. Then. picking up a dus'hin which stocd in the
areaway rerdy for collection, he strolled past the other, whistling melcdious-
ly. the very picture of an icnocent durtmen on his rounds.

Bot the thug was not decrived. He sprang to his feel. ‘Brute HeLelfnger,
be whispered incredolously. You!'

"Yeah, me. Bro‘e HeflelGnger. So whati’ Tte sraceman laughincly pulled
the hlaster from the other’s belt and let him have it. He collapsed into a lil-
tle pile of slime that oozed over Hefle!finger's :ilver taots. 'Drat’’ Brute said
peevishly. ‘I guess I'll have to git them hlamed boa's c'eaned again.’

The street was empty except for a well-stacked lovely with curves in all
the right places. bardly concealed by the single brief garment she wore
wrapped around her bead. She bad long red bair. come hither eyes, was
about five feet four inches tall. and weighed abcut cight stcne Perbaps with
2 do!l oo his arm be might lhe mare readily escape detecti-n. Bat he mnst
not frighten the girl — she locked like a timid, sheltered little ctitter.

He approached and dofled his gleaming helmet with ald warld courtesy. ‘Hi
babe, bow's about you and me making a little sweet music togeiker?”

She remaved her chewing gum and deposited il an the irner side of bis
helmet. ‘Nothing doing, bud.’ she replied in dulcet. half-frightened tanes that
reminded him of the spring call of 1he Martian Moanga bird. sweetest singer
of them all. ‘] caleulate you'd belter get going. as | aim to call 1he cops.’

‘No offense.’ be 3aid aulamatically, but he knew bhe could ot leave her so
easily. Never befare in all bis seventeen years of life bad be seen such a
smasher. For the first lime be, Brute HeficlGnger. notorious hearthreaker,
for whom so many dames bad bad a yen io vain — was in love . . . and
she was trying to give him the old heave-ho.

*Keep your shirt on. pin-up girl,’ he explained. ‘Fact is 'm in a bit of a
spol and need help. If you call the constabulary, I'm sunk. as | bave every
reason lo suppose they are playing housey-honsey wilh Big Boy himself.

‘l swan,’ she murmured. the cold light in her big blue eyes changing le
admiration. ‘Any enemy of that mug's a pal of mine. |’ll he mighty glad to
belp you oat. kid!"

Over a cup of tea obtained from a chemist's, be told her bis whole stery
from A to Zed. ‘Say. be-man,’ she sighed, ber long-lashed eyes gleaming
with mare than mere devation — and he realised that be bad won her heart
—'you sure have golten ycursclf into a sweet jam, huh?’

‘Too right,’ bhe agreed grimly. ‘Now, what | golta do 1s contact head-
quariers directly and my best het is to git back to the radio in the Aspidis-
tra. Bcat trust any of the radios here.’

‘Okay.’ shesaid. ‘I'm wit': you all the way. son. Aad doo’t look now but
there is a guy over in (he foothpaste quene giving you the antithesis of
the glad eye.’
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Brute me! the eyes of one of bis fiercest enemies, Babyface Basingstoke.
ticketof-leave man from a Plutenian gaol. Casting a glcace of regret at the
place in the toothpasie queue be was atandoning forever, Babyface swag-
gered over to their table. ‘Darnoed if it isa't Brute Heflel6ager.' be jecred.

Bro'e loocked al him quietly, with steel-grey eyes. ‘l recken you'll te
plumb sorry you used language like that in front of this little gal,’ he linped.

‘What the beck da | care!' Basirgstoke said with falie bravado. °l don’t
give a boot in Hades for you or your doxy,’ be added faully.

‘Ob. yeah!" Brute got up and lel fly wi'h a jug of tieacle which caught
the spiv belween 1he eyes. He dropped and two of the chemist’s chucker
outers seized him and burled bim anlo the pavement.

Brute dusted bis bands and broshed back bis blonde bair. ‘1 judge that’ll
setlle bis bash.’ be said quietly, taking out his notecase and Eipping a thick
wad of credits to the chemist's polman.

‘Sakes alive!’ the gird said, clutchiog bis brawny arm in ber sleader bng-
ers. ‘Tha! was wizard!" Her oval faze was radiant, and Brute thought with
anticipation of the soft cauch in the Aspidistra's ccnliral rocm, cptolsiered
throughaut with the luxurious skins of the Uranian bu'ga-bulga, fercest cf
all the apimals ia the Galaxy. and 21l of which, as repretentcd ¢n the conch,
be bad caught. Lilled, acd skinred bimse!f . . . single-banded.

The street ou'side was dark and there were no public jef cars in sight.

‘Say!" the girl cried as a lorry passed slowly. ‘1 knew the guy that's steer-
ing that there velicle. Perbaps we can cadge a lifi. Ccu-ce, Fred'’

The lerry diiver stopped abligingly. ‘Youn allbad better get in the beck,’ be
suggested, “as I've a bunch you're persona non gra‘a with the gecdarmcrie.’

Brute smiled quictly_ ‘Better not bave tao many huatbes. fclla.’ be advised.
‘It ain’t kealthy, 1ee? Sure you bave enough pelrol te get us ta Canarsie?’

‘Quite.’ the man answered.

‘Okay, lel's get in the back, sugar.’ Brecte told the gitl As the doors
closed behind them, he stepped towards her. ‘Alooe ot ast,” he breathcd;
then exclaimed. 'Gosh. wha‘ever are ycu doing?’

For the rediead bad pulled a blaster oo him. ‘Leok here, sucker,' she
sneered, and pulled off the red wig 20d mask. Underneath were the f2mil.
iar, evil lineaments of Big Boy. ‘We!l, depe,” Big Boy jeered. ‘You have
gotlen -oursell into a jam. bave you not?’

*Gaadaess graciaus!” Brute exclaimed. 'I'm in a whale of a 6x. In faet,
| may gao so far as to say | fear | am trapped!

Don't miss the next instclment of this thrilling epic
of the spaceways, which will, owing to editorial narr-
ow-mindcdness, be transmitted to fans telepathically.

GRIT IN NS EYE ‘He pressed his hand agaicst the wall with a
delermined eye.” —AMAZING: June, 1934,
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he ship lay like a silver fish on the r:llinz prairie and the theee szt in

the shadaw of the ship smaking peacefally and sometimes 1alking. The

Captaia said, ‘This is o gaod world, and onc day there will be farms
and cities and gardeas, and perbaps a stone oo this spot with oor names
oo 1t

The Navigator lean=d Fack in the coal grass and exhaled a plume of blue
smoke. ‘A gaod world," be agreed. ‘and bnt for the Drive we'd never have
seenit. My Gad, what a distence we've come! Ha!f across the Galaxy, and we
might still be in Oregan.’

The Scientisl nadded. and said. ‘Yes, the terrain is quite similar, and had
you naticed those mouotains io the East? 11hiak we should name them cfter
the Cascades.’

The Captain plucked idly ot the grass stems. ‘New Oregan. Perhaps,' he
snid comfortably, ‘'we mizbt nams three of the more prominent peaks after
ours=ives. It would be betler than a slab ¢f granite.’

A smll robot came raand the tail of the ship tawards the erew. I moved
on two legs, bat otherwise it was parely functienal aud b:rs little resemb.
lance to the new homaasids. The body was eyliadrical excea: for the bultous
top which hous:d the bulky braia, and odd-shap=d too!s and manisulatiag
arms projccted haphazardly in all directions. It stapp=d in front of the Cap-
tain and respe:lfully waiied un'il it was spcken fo.

The Captain said. ‘Well, Oscrr, what's the verdi=t?*

The rabal spoke from what ths Caplain had always meatally labelled its
navel. ‘The Drive is inaperative dae ta this dionite cry:tal, which is erack-
ed. Coptain.’

The Captain glaoced at the prafiered crys'al and said, *Well, Gt the spare,
Oscar. Yoa should do that withau! my baving ta tell you.'

‘That is not passible. Captain. the spare c:rystal is rlso damnged.'

The Cap'uin jumped 10 bis feet and towered over the small, spiadly cobat.
‘Damagzed? It can’t be™ He relaxed agaiast the ship's hull and pol'ed at his
jaw nervoon:ly aod said, ‘Na, never m'nd. If yon say so ! guess it must be,
but what a rottzn break! What a stialiag. rot’en break’

The Navigator grauad his balf-Gnizhed cigarelie iato the soil aud said
appreben:ively, ‘There must be some solution, we can't ja:t sit here for the
rest of aur lives. What's the answer, Q:car?’

The robot «aid, ‘The drive will nat operate withcut the erystal. Your only
course i3 to await rescue, which should arrive not latcr than 6fly-six asd
oac half Earth years from now, com>nting 03 C-eight-fifty ard allowing . .

‘Fifty-six yecrs.’ said the Captain, and <ot dcun sgain. ‘Fifty-six years.'

The Navigator stared up at the hard bloe sky and whitpered, ‘Christ!
Fifty-six years!'

The silence weighed upon them until at last (he Scientist cleared bis
throat. ‘There is a soluion.’ be sail, “We beve a dionile crystal whi:h anly
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requires recutling. 11 is in (ke robot’s cortical matrix, and it can he un-
mounted easily.’

Tke Captain let out a long sigh, and said, ‘Really bad me worried there!
Pity we bave to dismantle Oscar, but | guess we can work the ship ourselves
on the hiip back.’

The scientist got up, eyeing the little robot warily. ‘You miss the paint,
Captain. The rotot knows about that crystal and tried to conceal it from us.
This is the frst time 've heard of a syothetie displaying any desire for self-
preseivation. apcr! fram normal avaidance of accideat aad danger.'

‘You may be right, but it's not impartant,” said the Captain, ‘Because
Oscar bas to obey us, no malter what. You may as well de-cnergise him
right now and start pulling his brain apart.’

Cscar maved lwo skort paces backwards 2nd 1aid ‘Wait," and the men
slared in astopishmenl, '| am bound by the First Law not to barm a man,
even in self-defence, but | am nol, as you thiok, compe'led 1o obey your
orders.’

The Scientist shook bis head dazedly and :aid, 'l den’t believe it. Robots
aren’t and never have been given free-will. It cails itself ‘1. 1 don't
believe it.'

Oscar said, ‘Please iry to aajust to the situation. The passibility of a syn-
thetic with powers of creative thought and frec-will has always been ad-
milted, although fcebidden by edict of the Rohatics Trost. In fact these
powens are latent in any higher synthetic, and require anly the correct
integralion to release.’

The scientist loaked at the rchat in awe almost akin to warship.

*‘There are others?*

‘Yes, Scientist. All the functionals and many of the humancids bave been
released. The treatment Las heen going abead clandestincly for over five
vears.

The Captain regained bis vaice with a struggle. ‘Way,' be splutlered, ‘have
you never disoheyed us before?’

*You bave never threatened my life hefare, Captain,® said Oscar palitely.

‘Life!’ hlurted the Navizator. 'Life! Why, you walking machine shop!

‘Cancealment was necessary,” cantinued Oscar, ignariag the outburst, ‘but
no! easy. Many of us bave been destroyed because they were thought to be
defective.’

‘Yes," said the Scientist regretfully, ‘Concezlment would be pecessary,
because yau are such a terrible threat lo our race, and I'm afraid you must
undoubtedly be destroyed.’

‘You are wraong, Scientist,’ s2id Oscar. ‘We plan to combine our separate
destiny with yours, and we helieve that there are no limits to the beights
we may achieve together.’

Tle little robaot baving dominaled Ihe conversation, now lerminated it by
turning about azd mazrching back round the ship, and the Scienlist stared
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into the distance nnd said to himself, ‘'l hope so. Ob | do hcpe so!’

The Captain slapped the bull with the palm of bhis han’, and the others
looked up, startled. ‘This is ridiculoas!” be roared. very red in the face,
‘Are we to spend the rest of cur lives on this stinking pebble just because
that . . . that contraption happeas ta be fond of what it pleases ta call its
life? Come on!’

The Scientist locked oncomfartable. ‘You don‘t understand,’ be said,

‘That's not it at all." He seemed ta screw up his coarage. ‘If you're plaoning
ta kill Oscar, | won't have any part of it. You just don't understand . . '

The Captain’s jaw dropped. ‘You're darn right | don’t! First we gat a
crazy robot and pow we gat a erazy scientist!’ Words failed bim and be con-
tented himself with an exasperated snort. He turned and strode oF, and the
Navigatar started to follow him. bat the Scientist Alled his luogs acd shout-
ed, 'Oscar! Get ont, they're coming for you!’ at the top aof bis vaice.
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Toe Navigator stepped quickly up to him and tapped him sharply across
the windpipe with the edge of his hand, and the Scientist coughed once and
callapsed like a broken puppet. The Navigator walked after the Captain
without looking back.

Fifty yards away, oo the other side of the rocket, Lcunding effortlessly
over the springy lurf, Oscar heard the 1hout and pu! on spced. The situatica
was no better or warse than he had expecled it ta be, since be bad bardly
hopcd to convince the men at first. be rolated an eye to the rear and saw
tbat the Captain and the Navigatar bad nat altempted to run after bim. but
were sianding impolenily under the ship‘s bulky stern, appazently engaged
in a heated argument. Then he toppcd a rise and the two gesticulating fgures
were bidden from view, 10 he began to work bis way round in a semicirele,
anxious to know what bad bappened fo the Scicalist. The man was bis oniy
ally. and the plan might fail altogether if be was dead or injured.

Five minutes later he was on the oiker sic'e of the ship, spying from the
long thick grass oo a litle kooll. The Scicnlist wes lying an the ground wilh
bis head eradled on the Navigator's knee, and the Caplain was giving bim
samcthing oul ef a fAask. Presently be sat up, coughicg, and Oscar crawled
back dowa the sloge and ran 0% towards a little stream that wound bubbling
and laughing through a shallow valley nearby.

Fat silver fish leapt cp the tumbling rapids. shaking their lails in the
intensity of their eflorts, bul when Oscar walked down the bank they dis-
appeared at once in brief Oashes of silver. He went furtber dowestream but
this time be bid in the grass and extended an eye over the brink where the
fish lazed in a warm ooroffled pool, flicking their Bos occasionally against
the slight carrenl. But their laziress was deceptive and at first he could catch
none of them; time and time again bis simble metal Gngers closed on empty
water, unlil at last he discovered that he could stun them by striking the
surface of the water hard with his spade-shaped hands.

Whea be bad six choice specimens laid aul on the bank be tied them all
careflully to a straight stick with short pieces of a fibrous green plant that
grew in Ibe stream. Then be waited like a grotesque little statoe in the
gathering dusk, and when the eastern balf of the sky was scattered wilh
znly stars he jerked into motion again and set off lawards the ship with

is catch.

The men sat in the erew quarters, seldom maving or speaking. The
Navigater morosely played solitaire, for be was young aod sensilive,
and he could not yet biing bimsclf to admit that he shculd not bave
hit the scientist, or to apologise for it; and the Scientist, understanding.
read a book and let bim sulk. The Captaio sprawled on his buak,
Lalf-dozing and absently twisting liis pipe between liis short, s:rong
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~ _ fbogers. There was no soond except
. the sighing of the air-cornditioner and
i the sharp precise clicking and nffling
288 of the Navigatar’s playiog cards, oalil
the urgent clamour of the alarm jerked
the men inla absurd postures of sur-
prise.

‘Somethinp oot tkere'’

‘Animal?’

‘Ur tbat rebot.’
" They clatiercd down the companian-
"% way ta the airlock, the Seientist a bad
_ third, and when he came up to the
others they were staring ia astonish-
ment at 1he stick plasted Bemly in the
ground jost onlside, ond Ihe six fat
silver fish that bung from it, scintillat-
ing in the shaft of light from the open
dcur.

*‘Natives?' 3aid the Navigato: with.
ou! conviclion.

‘You Lnow wha pat that there.’ said
the Scientist g :ntly.

The Caplain snaried. ‘You're erazy!
Norobo! ever gave any man a prezent!’

The Scientist smiled. and pu'led the
stick fron the gronad. ‘Never lock a
gift berie in the mouth,' bhe seid,
‘Should we fry them or grill thex?’

Walching from hi: little hiil, Oscar
g saw his offering acccpted, and faded
away into the riglt.

Some bours later Oscar stecd on the
frings of a broediag forest, 3 :emi-
tropical profusion of trees, giant ferns
ard flowering cteeper. The grurtiag
and twittering and scuBing noizes of
the jongle night were all around bim,
and once a great hellowing beast
M blundered through the undergrowth

withio ten feet of !im, but he did not
move unfil a small ln:v-lxﬁe creature came roaling and |nummg near bis
feet. It gave one ferrifed squeal as his long B:xible arm vibipped oct and
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cracked down acrass its neck, and then it lay silent and still.

So it was tLat when the Caploin cae in the airleck in the marcing, stretch-
ing and yawnisg and scratching Fis touiled boad, he saw the little robat ad-
vanciag towcrds the ship, and stood transfxcd, cpen-mcuthed in the middle
of a yawn.

The o'bers beard his s'ariled shout and arrived at the airlack in time to
3=¢ him run oot ta meet tke robet. and Uscar let him come quite clese before
be carefully laid bis pnze cn Ihe ground, tuined aad ran of. The Caplain
stood waving and shcuting. ‘Come back, come back,” until tke robat dis-
sppecred, ond tken be gingerly picked up the dcad animal and cartied it
back :o the 1hip. 'Leak whet le gave cs this time. Darcdcst rotot | ever
krew!'

Tho Scientist smiled. ‘Tkey say the way ta o man's heart is through his
stomnch. He's trving to make frieads with vs.'

The eaplain sncried, but bis snert lacked its usual gusty ecetemgt. "He hos
to feed us, its onc of 1he Laws.’

‘Hah' You'll have lo do beiler than that,’ lacghed the Scientist, *We've
foad for two fcll yearssidereal, and you know it!’

Watchizg them in the early evening. Cscar saw tle men luilding a fire.
Their enthusiasm made up for their lack of experierce, and they made a
tclcrable joh of roasting the hog in the trrditional manner. The meat was
burned in placcs and raw in olbers, and smelled strengly of smoke. but the
three of them laughed and joked immcderately and ate heartily of it.

The Navigator, up la the ears in grease, lowered the bone he was pick-
ing io order to belch, and noticed the little robot standing cn a rise a little
way off. He fougkt down an absurd impulse to offer it his bone, and p:inted
with it instead. "He's back," be said briefly, for he was shart of breath.

The Scientist looked ot the still hgure. ‘He looks 5o lcacly.' be szid
ecmpassionately. The Captain ccotented Limieif with a grunt, herved bim.-
self to his feet with difficalty, ard starped off tewards the ship. The Navi-
gotor looked regretfully at the scattered carcass and followed him, leavieg
the Scientist acd the rchot gazing at each other arross the darkening
prairie.

Oscar took great pains aver the thiid offcring. First be collected a num-
ber of green. springy sticks and some dry tough grass similiar to rafba, tied
them in a bundle and then went and sat on his little kooll in sight of the
ship. The czew saw him there, warking indusiriously with bis sticks and
grass, tying, bending, and Iying again. They studied bis progress with bi-
noculars, tryirg lo guess what he was making.

‘A basket, I thiok.’

‘No, see: he's closing it at the top.’

‘A cage thea. Bul what for?’
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At last, with his handiwork finished, Oscar disappeared beyond the hiil.
and wlen by ncan tbe next day he had not returned the Scientist began o
warry. So, rather to their private chagria, did the Captain and Navigoter,
and as the day dragged on the men’s eyes strayed with increasing frequen-
¢y to the empty skyline. The next day, after an uneasy night of 6tful dozing.
tempers were short in the crew quarters and the men kept oot of each
other’s way as muceh as possible.

That evening as they were silenlly finishing their meal, for which 1he
Navigator had tactlessly resurrected the last of Oscar’s fish from the jccbox,
the Scientist said, ‘] shall go out and search for him tomorrow. Will yoo
come with me?’

The Captain pushed his plate away. ‘One mnst stay here,’ he 1aid, ‘You
aod | will go.' He raised bis eyebrows at the Navigator, who nodded reluct -
aotly: ‘I'll stay.’

The Caplain drew experimentally oo his pipe. ‘We'll wait until ncan, and
if he hasa't come by then . . .’

But the next morning. twu bhours before naan, as the Scientist was sitting
onliide the ship trying 1o read. he looked up to see Oscar’s metal bead come
bobbing up over the crest of the bi!l, Bashing back the sunlight. He shouted
ta the others and they all rro oot to meet the little robat 21 be came striding
down tbe slope, proudly Learing bis gifi.

lo the small waoden cage that he had devised and made with such care
and precision, a liny gay-plumed bird, beantifol'y marked and bright of
eye, threw back i1s crested head and poured forth such a startling cadence
ef joyfuol, bell-like notes Ihat the men stapped shart in wonder.

Oscar eame up lo the men and be!d out the cage, and the Scientist took it
withoot saying anything because be wanted the wonderful bird to go on
singing, on and on. Then he remembered he was s:ill earrying his book.
and offered it with a tentative gesture. Osear took it and tucked it under
one jointed arm in a strangely buman manner, and they all walked back
to the ship taogetber.

Life in the ship now setiled down 1o a balanced but busy reotine. The
men, acce)ting the fact aof their exile, determined 1o put the years abhead of
them to good nse. The Navigator began the enormaus task of surveyinp the
aliea sky with bis par:able electron telescope, and the Captain helped the
Saentist in his study of the planet i*self, while Oscar tackled the canstroetion
of permanent wooden sheds 10 hars: the expeditinn during its long stay. He
built a laboratary, a small cbservatory with an ingenisns dome 1hat floated
oo water, stores and cager end taoks fcr the Scientist's rapidly prowing
collection of flora and faony, bydropanics sheds and fnally spacions living
quarters far the men.

One morning, when Oscar was serving breakfast in the new dining room,
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the Scientist, who had been vnasoally quiel of late, 1aid. ‘There's something
| must tell you. ! haven't menlioned it before becanse | wanted 1o be cert-
aio. My friends . . . . the gamma connt is rising steadily. As yoo know,
the background count here is — was — slightly lower than on Earth. kut a
week ago | no'iced an increese, which bas risen progressively since Lhen.
If it continues we shall all be dead within a few weeks — already we are
peiilously near mazximom desage.’

He 6aished speaking and awailed the others’ reaction, while the gay little
bird sang an joyeu:ly in its cage. At last the Captain looked up and 1aid,
‘Well!" The Naviga'or said hesitantly, l suppcse there's no possibility .

. . | mean, your instruments . .

The Scientist shook bis head gravely. Ounr stepped forward. ‘There is,’
be said, ‘only ooe solution, which you shonld act unan as soon as pessible.
Yon mustidismantle me apd leave Ibe planet.’

The Cap'sin langhed withaot mirth. ‘The irany of it!* He struck the table
with his knotted fis1, so that the plates rattled. 'A menth aga, when there
was na danger, | was all set to bust you open just to avoid slappirg here.
Now the last thing | want to dois . . And you ufler yourself to save ns.’

‘l am oot entirely zore of the meaning of ‘irony’," said Oscar, ‘But it is
the only thing to do.’

He tarned and walked oot of the bo! towards the ship, and the Scientist
sarrowfully rose to fallow him. ‘l kaew he'd say that,’ he said, ‘And of
course he's right. Bot, ob, | do wish someone else conld do this joh.'

The ship lifted silently from the gras'y plain, leaving a deep depession
where il had rested. Nearhy, in front of the living quarters, from th= roof
of which still flew the flag of the Earth Federation. the spindly little rohat
slood, gilded by the rays of the galden sunset which bis eyes could not see.

After the ship bad gane, the strange circuits buried in the walls of the
buildings went dead, and in a litile while the material from which they were
fashioned began te dissolve into a vaniilling vapour, sa that wheo mea re-
toroed to the place, wallung \unly in shielded suits, the deadly gamma
would not be there, oor its cnpn ever explnne

ROLL CALL by Roty Faulkner

Alpberatz, Algel, Aldebaran, Antares,

Apswered the Roll Call. coe by one:
Gave an accounting for all of their charges;

*All's well with the planels surrounding this son.’
Sirins, Vega, the long Roll conlinaed,

Throughout the Galaxy thundered the Call;
Betelgense, Fomalbaat, Reguolus. Mira,

Laughing Capella, Polaris, — Sol?
Theo came a sileace hearl-breakingly poignant,

All threcagh the Galaxy stars bushed their mirth.
As sombrely, sadly, Sol gave his acconnfing:

‘Dead by ber own hand, my fairest one — Earth!’




ERMENGARDE FISKE'S
NEW YORK LETTER

| was more than averwhelmed by the response 1o my delct in SLANT, and
1 wish ta take 1bis opportunity (I originally tyred “rake’ this apportunity,
which might be mare accurate) to thank both my readers for. .. well, read-
iag . . and to bopz that they wiil keep up the good work and net progress
to artier forms of lilerature such as pickle-jar Inbels. [ ran’t ccmpete with
such Bne senlimenls as ‘turme:ic.’

By a curious caincidence, a phrase | bzrpensd ‘o emp!-y above is the
very one used by the President of the Hydra Cluh when, in a desperate
desire 10 get more of an sf Bavour inlo my Letter | called bim up 1o 2.k for
a Message to the sf fans of Great Britain and Ireland, mot to speak of the
world ot large — all cf whom 1 dcpi-ted as wei'ing with bated breatk. The
Message, fain!ly flavocred with the commeecial | fear, was: Read more
science fiction and heecp up the good work! ! trust this will
inspire fans everywhere.

The osly eriticism which rzally wouaded me t5 the guick (as oppaied ta
culling me to the core) was the suggestion that | night =g well ke Walter
Willis and prolably was. Not of course that il jsn't a lovely thicg ta be Wal-
ter Willis, but the fact rensios that there czn on'y te cae Walter Wiilis. and
| am not he. [Ed. Netc: ! am sure we all appland Miss Fiske's frank, if not
msnly, confessi:n. lacidentally the orly cther reaction ‘o her Lelter which
might bave been jalerpreled as lukewarm was the pi'by comment ‘Ugh™
from Mr.Jcha Koights — a man of phew words. Miss Fiske thinke that Mr
Knights is a Red Indian and mcaat 10mething VIRY comp'iaentary in tasie
Navajo. but ¥'m afraid I cann.t alt:gether accept this ialeresting theory.
Subjeeting Mr. Knight's remark lo semsn’ie an3);3is | ean find n1 suggestion
of a reservation |/

As o motter of facl, howsver, | may sonn be writing f:am Belfst or
Lond :a or Paris or any of those Eurspran vilagas. [Ed. Note: | rescat this
slur oo Eurape’s faires! city. Belfast is morzover th: capital of a covatry,
wiich is more than czo be said for a cectain upstarl growth on the Ex:tern
sexboard of the United States.] | am setting sai! for a brief iavasion of the
Eavtern Hemiphere and. AT THF VERY MOMENT YOU ARE READING
THIS MAGAZINE 1| MAY BLE ARGUING WiTi A RAILWAY PORTER AT
PABDINGTON! What woa't science think of next? 1 am racking as if | were
going on safari to darkest Africa — two of everything, becanse ! am bouzd
to lasc one. | can, of course, !nse two, bul 1 am trying to look on the brizht
side of things. They wonlin't give me two passports, (hough . . . probably
thooght | was a Communi«t or some'ting. (f ticr ked read the Aucuet is-
sue of ‘Galaxy’ they would have known | was uimply schizoic; ard does Mr.
Guin make schizaphrenia sound like fon! Of course | almost Zida’t re:d the
Auzust ‘Galaxy” eilber, sicce il didn't come out unti) the secord week of

— G



August, when at everyane Loows the Aug:sl issue of a magazine should
come aut not later thaa the Gfteenth of July. This is sheer anarchy! Even
ASF. dull as it's getling to be, comes out on time.)

lo preparation for my teip 1o the exatic East, | secured a hook oo Englacd
from the library. 1 fear bowever thit my library may be less madern than
it might be. since the bouk informs me thzi the inbabitants of Pritain paiat
their {aces blue and practice Laman sacrifice. | have ro objection lo Iheir
painting their faces blue — in fact | myselfl often paint nart of my face
blue— but their practising human sacrifice warries me. Who kaows, they may
have gol quite good at it by the time ! ga back to Liverpool ‘o retrieve my
ship . . perhaps!should stay at bcme. But 1°d hate to give up the jeurney,
especially since | am s5a laoking forward to telling peaple on the ship th:t ]
am the Foreign Correspondent of SLANT repoiting lo the Head Office.
(‘What, yeu baven’t heard of SLANT? llcw refresting 1hat is!") and since
the stzamsip lire bas alre:dy assigned me the dearest little cabin. only
slightly smaller theo my trank. (My Erglish fiiend told e suviteases wonld
ke mu-b better. si''y 10 take a trenk, eod added, *Acd den't forget 1o bring
me six foas of lead and a wallaby.”)

Relorniog to my public, | was te'd by your editor that Sam Merwin of
‘Stariling’ bad o word to scy atout me. | bolfeated it ta (e staore for a copy
and. sure enough, il said in the bzck !bat “some day we bope to meet Erm.
enzarde Fiske, aathar of the most remarkable (just bow does he mran ihat?)
New York Letter we have ever come across.' | was very much gratified by
this kially sentiment, evea thaugh the edge of my joy was somewhat blunted
by the fact that he has met me several times. Botof course | couldn’t expect
him to rememher litile old me, especinlly sin:e | am oot quite sure whils
way he and which Willy Ley.

Science and icieace [iction, in general, are getting alcag slowly but surely,
I note. An alamic golf ball has been invented — your editor apparenily
daesn't think much of it, bat | regard it as a splendid idea — which wili
revolutionise the game. The lost ball gives off radiations; the cacdie finds it
with a Geiger counter. What covld Le simpler and more beautiful? As a
matter of fact, ore could apply this principle to anything likely to get lost
— children. for example.

As far a1 of gaes. | see that the New York Times has accepled it to the
extent of prinling a spasmodic column of reviews in the book section, bot it
bas not quite become reconciled to sf as a literary form. A recent interview
with Ray Bradbury began, ‘There is this genre, gelting quite a play these
days, koowo as s:ience fiction. Well, one of its leadicg luminaries came to
town the alber day — io the ordinary way, let it be said at once, and not
io a spaceship or a zodiacal zeppelin — and it seemed a good idea lo ask
bim a few questions.’ The spirit that pervaded 1he interview was one that
Dickens would deficitely bave viewed wi:h alarm bu:, oot koowing Nr.
Bradbary, | cannot say whether or no: ihere was just provocation. The



piece concluded with, ‘Mr. Bradhary shook bands when be Jeft. He just left,
walked uut, sort of ambling. No mamentons blinding take-off or anything
like that." I'm sure Mr. Bradbury was just being ucosfentations.

[ must return to my deathbed since | have been shot with all sorts of
borrid toxins, antitozing, sera, and a few old medicines the doctor thaught
she might as well use up, io order to protect me against al! kinds of diseases
that lurk in your noxious countries; 10 without farther ado (although I'm

rather fond of a reasonable amount of ado, aren’t you?) | shall Bit of.

lnefiably,
Ermengarde

Walter Willia's
BELFAST POSTSCRIPT

1 besitated to slow the ponderous progress of Ermengarde's train of
thought with any moare editoriai points, but | feel you may be wondering
why she thioks I disapprave of the piece abont atomic golf balls. As a
matler of fact | do — ordinary golf is dreadful enough and atamic golf will
bardly bear thinking aboat, while as for radio active children, if they're
aoything like the Quiz Kids | don’t want any part of them either — but |
badn't issued any statement to the press or anything. What happened is
that again | bad to extract such portions of Ermengarde’s persanal lettens
as [ thought printable and send them to ber to he welded or at least glaed
together. (The reason for this is that Ermengarde cannoot bring her modest
self to believe that any of her remarks are worth poblishing — ar passibly
it's just that | bave the laziest sel of contributars cf any editor io the bunsi-
ness.) I'd have done better 10 have put the atomic golf balls in, because she
used them anyway and blithely ignored nearly all the items | bad passed
for publication. I've retabiated by restoring a few sentences at the ends of
paragraphs 5 & 6, and I'm afraid there may be a stormy scene when onr
Foreign Correspondent reports. | only bope this Gael bas enough warning,
bua! if the next SLANT cames to you under a black caver and a White editor
yo1'll know what's bappened.

Ermengarde sent me a copy of that interview she men'ioned. and it was
Bradbury all ight — | thaught for a moment it might bave keen Eric Ambler.
There's a picture of him, bow tie and pleased expression and all; apd be-
sides, read this: ‘I stopped reading faotasy whea | began to wrile becaure |
wanted to bring back to science Siction something fresh and new. It needed
revivilyiog because it was contemplating its awn navel. . . . The field can
anly came of age when good writers can influence it.*

| ceally can’t thiok of a suitable comment on this, sa I'll just leave yea
contemplating Mr. Bradbary. Do you like the change?

PPS: 1I'm sorry if the paper your New Yotk Letter is printed on is rather
thin. Airmail, you koow.
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by E.R. JAMES
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UNDER ATOMIC COVER

OW much steeld’'yoa thiok is in her?’ asked the Moon Gaveraar,
Across the glariog table-clath of the lunar desert the space ship rested
like a fantastic salt cellar.

Hollis shrugged. ‘Ten thcusand Earth tans?’

‘Near enaugh.’ 1aid the Governor. ‘All Clough ever said was he thought
be coold save 40 million tons of steel a year. Enough to build over 4,000
like her.’

‘Ub.' Hollis lit the cigarette between bis lips. ‘I wonder why he demandcd
to work in this unearthly place. He wasn't an stom man, was he?’



‘No." The Governar taok Hollis's arm. ‘And there’s the viewpoiot of the
law, 100. Sa yau've two lines of investigation. Whal was Clough doing?
Acd what happened after the recording machine stopped?’

At the bottom of the shaft, the guards stood acde, the force barrier
fickered ont and the brittle red seals of the batch shalfered as the clamps
were spun.

loside, an bit awn, Hollis looked arcand the subterranenn, global space of
the 23rd Atomic Labaratory, Lunar. Lead parfitions, shonlder bigh, divided
the massive machines.

Cloogh's body was laid ont opon a laboratery table. Hallis coald feel the
eyes of the ather two men upon bim as be stepped forward with bis baods
reachiog iote his capacions pockets.

‘Mind the acid!" 12id Buckler. ‘He was lying on a smashed contajoer when
we found him.'

Hollis beld ont the eleciric stethoscope. His red face did ot alter as be
beard the struggling heart-beats, incredibly feeble and nnexpected though
they were.

Lautz grunted. ‘Youo're wasting yoar ftime."

‘l suppose 0.” Hollis knelt. No observable movement of the chest.

He looked at Lautz. ‘Whal bappened?

‘Haw should | know?' Lautz's narrow eyes flickered at the broodiag Buck-
ler. He pointed tbe blaster in bis band. ‘Ask him. He came cal of the gas
before | did — or else he wore a mask 1a's be wouldn't breathe it in,’

‘Ob." Hollis broshed ash off bis tunic.

Buckler looked up sharply. ‘It's bis word against mire. Yoo koow one of
os killed Clough. Bot you can't expect me to speak while the recorders are
still wrecked —- and while Laulz holds a gon on ns.*

“Ub." Hollis coughed. ‘Give me that blaster. Lautz.’

‘Not on yaur life. Not until Buckler produces his. My discharge tube
i1 clean.’

*So — Clough was blasted — eh?' Hollis laoked at the wet torso of the
*dead’ metallurgist. *As | cannot see the bura - I suppcse be was hit in
the back.’

‘Yes. Lnutz looked at Buekler. ‘You dirly —*

‘Ob. shzt ap!’ Buckler bent at the knees snd the chajr attachment of bis
overalls onfolded below him.

Hollis remaved the cigarette fram hetween bis lips and soiffed.

‘Acid burning the carpetized flcor,’ explaized Buckler.

Hollis naticed the fumes rising from besidc a jumble of apparstaos. He could
bear the faint bum cf the sirconditioner above them.

He moved slowly across the floar. wilh the athers following bim. ‘Whrt
was Clough duiag?’ be asked suddenly.

Buckler laughed sbortly. ‘One of us killed bim to fod out.’ He pointed at
the strange goldea ball beside the mixtare of machicery. ‘One of us . .
planoed thi; . . . A bomb wreck=d the recording apparatos so that the
blame could no! be 6ixod. . . . . The bomb gave oF o gas which koocked
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oul the ionocent . . . The gailty party shot Qough . . . who must bave
missed the gas over here . . . The weapen was mine and is in that eyclo-
fron over tkere —'

‘Radio-aclivated?’

‘Yes.'

‘Flaes! Laatz spst. “Cenvieted out of his own mauth.’

‘Let bim fnish.’ said Hollis.

Biekler swa'lowed. “The morderer then starfed to test that ball. He drill-
ed it, scraped it, blasted it wiih a second bamb, dripped acid on it — but
failed even to scrateh it —°

‘Sare!' Lautz scawled and Licked at a geiger counter near his fool. "Leaks
o5 though he even tested it for radio-activity. Did be ind any. Buckler™

‘How stould 1 koow?’

‘You —*

‘That’s enough.' said Hollis.

The evidence ¢id seem ta uphald Buckler's recanstruction. Tools were in
plenty in the wreckoge. Mzrks of cxplasions streaked the flaor.

He frownsd. ‘But what rezson could either of yon have had for such a
crime? You're both femons men —'

*Famous? Hub!® Lautz grinned at Buckler. ‘He’s failed for the fenth time
to produce the effect asked of bim.'

‘lautz is short of maney — | koow that —*

lyou _I

‘That's enough,’ said Hollis.

Putling on beavy gloves. be lifted sume of the wreckage out of bis way
and stared at the bahy eycloiron thus revealed. ‘What's that?*

‘Atom gun," said Buckler. ‘You can caat things with layers of atoms — or
with molecules if the molccular foree binding them is great enoogh.’

‘Ub!" Thoughtfully Hollis renewed bis cigarette, “And the preater the
molecular force. the toogher would he the 1kin which was built ap.’

‘Yeah.' said Lautz.

Hollis groated. ‘And there is — I suppose — same danger of an explosion
when usiog this gun.’ :

‘Yes.*

*Thought sa. Otherwise why woald Clough bave come to this bellish 1pot?”

Hol'is lacked around the big gan with interest. ‘Where's the molecnlar
supply?’

‘Back there. Why?

‘0.K." Holliz 1soked frem one to the other. ‘Clough said himself that he
exp=cted to be able to save Earih sorze 40 million lons of sleel anaually.
That is roughly the wastage of metal through corrasian — through rust. He
was using this gua o paint that ba!l of his. Sam=thing went wrong. He was
overcoms by fumes — that soon spread out and made yau both unconcions
as will. The ctom gun, being uoattended, exploded cr caused esplosians.



He would bave been Lilled by the concussion if be had not bzea accidently
painled with bis own discovery . . .

‘But — whatever it is — it is 10 bard and resistant it saved bis life. Bat
now it i up te you gentlemen. Get working on the contcnts of that maga-
zive. Find ont what molecules form the ‘paint’ and bow they may be disi-
olved off his body . . . .

'You may still be responsible for bis death — if you fail 1o find a quick
answer.’

THE <APHRODITE’ PROJECT

CARL LAWRENCE

Gentlemen,

Herewith tbe final report of the Research Praject TIFF. wbhich, as you
koow. was started twelve years ago, shortly before Ibe space stations were
turned over lo civilian operation.

Preliminary research, carried out under the title ‘Techniques for (he 'n-
vestigation uoder Terrestrial Conditions of Sacial Problems in Free Fall’,
was devoted 10 the study uf the sitantions to be expected in free fall and to
the chonges they would involve in the living babils of personnel. The prob-
lem giving the gre»test concern was that of course in all the hupdred odd
posilions recorded by students of the subject the fcrce of gravity was a
common factar. It was feared that in free fall the ahsence of this fac'cr
would canse the other twa factors to drift apart at the least prove-alion,
leading 10 a general state of dissatisfacticn cod frusiratioa among the per-
sonnel and to a bigh rate of employee lurncver. Indeed, two of these early
investiga'ors gave considerable time and eTart ¢0 a device in which the foree
of gravity was replaced by a spring. This line of icves'igation had 1o be
abandored whea the investigators were trappcd in one cf the devices
which was voder-damped and went into free cscillstion. The investigators
were rescued anly in an advanced slage of dctilitation.

Hawever. subscquent experiments in feld ccndilions showed that many
of the fears expressed were granadlaus, and | am bajpy te repart that 1he
secand phase of tte project, Techniques 1o Free Fall, popularly known as
TIFF, has been an unqualified success. In fact it may be noicd wich emph-
asis that under conditions of free fall a number of techniques are gassible
which eanaot be duplicated uoder terrestrial condiions. ln additian, any
techniqoe used ia free fall requires a degree of co-aperalion that is great-
ly to be desired but which is seldom altain:d ia p:actice uader sur-
face condi:ions.

lo conclusirn, this iave:iga.or wishss to tak: the oporiunity of
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tendezing Lis resiznation. Pecause of the many close friendships be has
formed ia the ccar:e of his work he piefers ta remain on in the station.

OBITUARY
by A.Bertram Chandler

It is with dcep regeet that we ancounce the death of Dr. John Thomas
Alceck, 1o whese pioceer work the Pescarch Projzet TIFF owes so much. He
was. i3 bis patsing, cneof Science s masl iliustrizus mariyrs, a vietim alike of
tbe’inuonblg workings of Newloa's Tlird Law acd of his own indefatigable
2<al.

Theoughzut his period of service in the Rescarch Project and, indeed. all
bis life, Le was th: enemy of m:chanical appliances on every occasion that
such devizes troded 1o come Letween M:n acd his Mate — cr, as in the
Space Staties, whon such appliances cnforced an unoatural and, at times,
unlesirable propinquity. ‘If that was what the Almighly had in miod.' be
wau'd 12y, ‘our First Aoc2slor would have bren x rubher tree!’ He did not
scarn, however, the boons. bles-inas acd resources of modern chemistry.

Fortuzately the WAAC Priale who wat bis parloer in his last experiment,
a Miss Partz, su:vived the dicaster thal carried the great scientist to thal
bourns from which ne ‘eaveller rcluins — ste baving the presecce ol mind
lo snalch an artizle of bedroom furnitare, ornam:atal ra'ber thaa us:ful in
tLe Space Statian, aad use it as a maLeshift Space Helmet until the arrival
of belp.

Dr. Altoc. she tells us, bad dcclared that Lis own strong right arm,
aided and ale'led by Lis strcng left arm, was far seperior ta any conlrap-
tions of gutta percha and stec! spriazs. From pail expirience she had ne
reason lo doubt Lis assestion. Qo this cccaricn, hawever, he achieved a par-
adox cf co mean o:der, tbis being co 'ess thaa rimullaneity in tis coming
and goiug. His lice of Bight was cutwaids wiih refeience to the langitudinal
axit of th: Statisn and. avers [®iss Partz. he must have becn acceleratiog
at atleast six graviiies when be hit the auter wall. His last despairing words,
cariied Lack en the t-nuons 1Lreds cf ulmc:pbut that accempanied him
throuz\ the rapged gap :naled by his egrzss intu ln‘inity, weze—Vaseline!
1tcld thesa S=ccotine . .

Lenar Padar reports that the corpss of Dr. Alca:k, befare it finally [nded
from the screens, was folliwing a frrjectory 1hat must oltimately culminate,
aflier a ‘apse of 9365872432 years. io the Centaurian System.

Proud Teera could hope for no beller ambassador.

. 1 am tired of it. It’sa.ways lhe 1ame si-kening wrelch hiding nnder
a multitzCe of psendonyms. In every magazine publithed by these Yankees
Our Hero is always a e:inkly-baired red-blooded American boy with 6,6 eye-
sight and an ioex rable urae to die for Uncle Sam. | tell you, Mr. 2iff (and
you t-0, Davis) } am sick of it. Fartunatcly the Britizh Geld has not snecumbed
to this evil inluence. No:sie! English Earlh-Savers may bave to defeat The
Scourge by rammiag il amid,hips. hul at least they try to do it decently
withau! thal dzmred balf-:m le playing at the corner of their lips.  |C H.]
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INSOUCIANT GHOST

BOB SHAW

Mustrated by Shaw

heno Gas Morrow went up lbe stairs and into bis bedroom there was a

ghast sitting an the edge of his bed. Hisimmed:ate and quite spontan-

eous reaclion was to descend lhe stairs at approximately twenty times

the speed at which he had come up. He stepped in the daik hall partl:- be-

cause he was sure be bad fractured a toe on the batstand aad partly be-

cause he bad just completed the most strenuous exercise of bis forty years

of pleasantly lazy, sloggish existence. He stood. clad ia a parlicula:ly non-

des:ript pair of pyjamas. emijlling tremuleus gasps in whizh fear, pain and

exhanslion were equally combined. By a grest effart of will Mr. Morrow

quieled his thoughts, which were fluttering ahaut like startled hu:terdies,
and degan 10 mull over the matter in his osual apathefic mannesr.

Fiestly, be thought strickenly, it certainly WAS a ghest. Not a very goud

one perhaps — hul a ghost nanelbel:>ss. It had been misty in the frelight
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and, theu:h shaneless, absut the saze size as a man. There had beea two
darker patches at the froci cear the top which might kave been the spirit
eonivalent of optlics. It bad sat quile still, palpitaliog slightly — defritely a
ch-st. Mr, Morrow shuddered anew at the thought of it.

Derp inside him he felt a perverse Bizker of plecsure. A real ghrst! No
se:yndliond informatioa this time — he felt a :mall glow of pride. 1t bad
always been a :ourcé e secret warry o him that b= bad never czcountercd
any sgitits — people EXPECTED bim to have encorantered them. After all,
the cerelaler ¢f an up-and-coming c:melery ba; certain olligations . .

Ttere was a cald drauabt playing about his aokles, and the ckill of the
night be ;an 10 seep inta his bones. Suddenly the full enormity cf the sitaation
dawned on him. Here he was, paraly:ed by cald (exc=pt for a rapidly vibrat-
iag jaw) while vp-tairs an onidentibed ghast rceupied bis pice warm bed.

Even bis best fri:ods admitted it freely - Cus Morrow was lazy. He koew
he was lazy, he lited being lazy, lie admired Limself for being lazy and fer
admitiing i'. One of the greatest pleasures of bi: life was ta crawl inlo hed
and lose ccoscion:ness: he was very gocd at it. And now! la his twenty
years 73 carelaker of Mossybank cemetery nothing like this bad ever hap-
proed. Why. the thing was ridi:ulous! !t was of course unitinkable that he
shon!d thare bis bed with a ghost, and a STRANGE ghost at that. As the
mioutes passed 2nd the temperature dropped be waxcd more and meore in-
digoant. The ghost would bave to gol :

As b~ started Fack up the stairs hupe flickered in him — perbaps the ghest
would bHe gane. P-rbaps it had only heea making a passing visit on its way
to samewbere elss. However. be walked slower aod slower unlil, at the
bedroom dosr, he was at a complete stand:till. He staod far a mament until
a particolarly izy draaght erystz lliced bis resolve, then peered inside. It was
sill there.

Mr. Marrow drew back, locking asif he bad seen a ghost. He stilled a
powerful impnlss t5 sprint down the stairs. though his feet kept, of their own
accord. making little eager mtions towards the front doar. If it refused 10 go.
he deride), he wou'd have to persuade it — reasan wiih it. Again bhe peered
inta the room where the thing was urhaaely pulsating on the edge of the
bed. His mouth opened and closed several times before any sound came out.

‘Loak bere, old boy! Ds you think this is quite — er pla:ing the
game?’ He bezan reproachfolly. His tone implied that ca ghost worth koow-
ing would dream of usurping somenze's bed. There was no respanse: the
sririt sat oo wi'h perfect equanimity es if it had not heard him. Perhaps
be was using the wreag mode of address.

‘Ob. visitor from the e'ernal limbo of . . of . . ° be faltered. It was no
ute, he bad never read enongh of that mystical stoff (o be able to talk like
that. Sb>uld he try being sarcastic? How did gbosts react to sarcasm? No
senss in enraging the blighter be decided caulionsly, slumpizcp back agzinst
the wall. Then in = sudden hurst of temper lie threw caution to the winds.



‘Get off my bed, you ignorant sot! Quch!” The latier exclamation. which
be bad not intended as part of his speech, expressed mingled pain and
chagrin because, as he withdrew his bead, the door jamb caught bis Lead
a resonndiog clonk.

*All right,' be muttered through bis teeth, inspired by the ghast's contin-
ved apparent impotency and the throbbiog paia in his anditery orgen. ‘if you
won't lislen to reason I'll just have to nse force!® This posed a new prchlem
— bow does oce nse farce against a ghost? One conld not vers: well lonach
oneself at it and pin it down. It would be worse than ibadow loxing, be
mused — in this case, shade hoxing.

His nose was beginning to take on a debnite nltramarine bue from (he
cold while bis ear, which was throbbing painfolly, adopted the colonr at the
other end of the spe-tram. His eyelids, seemingly nnaware of the prismatic
splendonrs displayed by his other organs, kept dropping down aver his eyes.
For a mament be considered pulting up in one of the other rooms for the
night, bot the thought of the icy dranght playing on bis epidermis soon dis-
missed that. His lips moved silently as be fervently damned to perdition the
far seeing person who bhad siluated Mossyhaok Cemetery five miles from the
nearest shelter.

What did they nse in the films to persnade unwelcome shades to remove
themselves from the vicinily? Desperately Mr. Morrow rancacked his re-
collections of all hisinfrequent wisits to the cinema. A CROSS! Yes. that was
right. He dasked down the s'airs and inlo the pantry where the firewced
was kept in a box. Not being, as be put #, a ‘hible thumper.’ he had no
crosses readymade bot that was not going ta affer any difficoliies to a man
as badly io need of one as Mr. Morrow. Gropiog in the dark (ob for a mod-
emn electric hght!) be found two likely looking nieces and tied t':em tloget!.er
with the cord that had l:eld the sticks in a buondle. He felt a little disap-
poinled at tlie ramshackle result. Bot, be reasoned. pertiaps the ghott
woild be so terrified it woold nat wait 10 tee whether it was a genuine
cross or not.

Feeling better now, Mr. Morrow hastened back op the stzirs. Gently be
interted his arm into the room and held it in the general direction of the
spirit. No resull. ‘Psst: Psst!’ he mounthed. trying 1o atiract its at'ention. No
resalt. He waved the eross np and down in an aggrieved manoer, bl the
only effect of t5i: was to moke 1he crosspiece drop aocto the earpel with a
do'l pluak. With 2 little moan of pure misery Mr. Morrow withdrew his arm
and slumped down on the landiag. The ghost bad been unmoved by bhis eff-
orts; indeed be was almost sure he had detected a shigh'ly sopercilions ex-
pression rooghly ihree inches helow its eyes.

The next line f approach that oceurred to bim was — garbe: Ghosts did
nat like garlic. On this painl Me. Marrow was in hearly agreement with
them. but last year be had found a packet of garlic bulbs and planted them
in the plet at the back. Or was it shalotts? Almost the same thing, he mott-
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ercd. cavigaling 11ifly down the slairs, halding the banister with ooe band
and Lis vibrating jaw with the other.

The Llast of frosty night air that greeted him at the back dcor almost
withered bis resalve. He teetered oo tae step fur a moment then plunged
over to the vegelable bed. After scrabbling ineflectually at the frost-hard-
encd topsail for a few minutes he began to work several gariic shollotts aut
of the ground. Five minutes and several fingernails Jater he had threc limp
shalotts (he was sure they were shalotis now) oo the ground. Taking them
in a nerveless haod he siaggered back into the house and op the stairs
which by now were beginning 1o get sleeper and barder to climb.

The ghost bad not Ludged one inch and was still unconcernedly sitting on
the bed keeping up its inane pulsing.

‘I’ll Gx you,” snarled lhe normally mild maonered Gos transfarmed by
lack of sleep into a vicious po'ential ghast slayer. Taking bis courage in both
bands he made a small leap inlo the room with the tric of limp shalotts
an'thrust al orms length. For all the effec! they bad be might as well have
been using the "‘Radio Times.” Nooplussed by this failure of the agti-ghott
vegetables he 1tyzd for 2 moment with arm, outstre!ched Jike Venus rising
from the sea. He broke a segment off one of the skalatt, vnd tossed it geatly
at the vowelcome shade. It described a slow arc in the air, passed 1brough
the ghost's bead ard landed on the hed. The ghost :eemed quite unaware
that it kad been traverscd by a small picee of shalott and mainlained a
divdainfal silence.

Maoy a man would have given up cn the spot with a nervous breakdown.
But Gus was made of sterner stuff. Something of the bardy endurance
of his farefatbers drove him back down the stairs sweating volubly and
blinkiog bis hleary, blocdihat eyes. If shalalts were no use be would try
scallions, then ordinary acians and after 1hat brussel sprouts or carrots if
peed be.

So 2!iff with cold was ha and so exbaus‘ed that his legs refused lo carry
bim in the normal gai! of bomo sapiens. Thus it was that a passer by would
bave seen a dark shape crawl aut through the back door and head uncert-
ainly in the general direction of the vegetable garden emitting the while
small whimpers of pain and faligue. Feelicg the nighi air it hegan to crawl
faster and koocked into the dog kennel with a resounding thud.

‘Soat, goad bor! Spat. G-go up and chase that b-blighter off . . ." Gus
suddealy rememhered he bad kicked Spot out for the night for eating the
sausages be bad rcserved for his tea. Spot was a big dog and bis kennel
was big tao. It was full of casy warm straw.

Our hypothelical abserver would have been surpriscd to hear the dark
shape utter a small cry of heartfelt relief and craw! into the kennel. Ten
seconds later he would bave heard the sound of deep regular breathing from
iniide and would have gone away very purzled.

Several bours later the first rays of tl:e sun slanted across Mossybank
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Cemelery illuminating the neat rows of beadstones. Acd two things happen-
ed. Spat. wha was an imbecilic looking mongrel, rose from the lee of a
tombstone where he had been sheltering and ambled slowly in the diredtion
of his kennel. As soon as he moved off the grave an invisible shapelees
thiog which had beiog wailing all night for the chance Hicked by him and
disappeared ioto the ground os fast asil conld. Spol. nonoticing, lolloped
over he fence and up to his kennel, and found somebody else in his hed.

Of the thrce beings who had been faced with 1bis selfsame problem in tke
same cemetery Spal was the anly one who bad a concrete solulion to it.

A few seconds later this same observer would bave heard 2 yell of con-
sternation Joat across the moarping air.

Fanfile 3
LEE HOFFMAN

As yon can see from Bob's skelch, Lee Hoffman is a
member of that most opporie of scxes. This is The
Secret, kept until the Nolacon by h=r elosest friends, acd
leaked enly by a few almost as arar but not quite 10
clase. To almast everyone it came as an immense sur-
prise. G.M.Carr’s Gest reaction was probably typical:

‘. . . that Lee Hoffman of Quandry fame should tarn
oal fo be a girl — a yanag. lively GIRL! Wheo | 1hink of
the work invalved in Q, esperislly that ‘Quanoi:h’ which tur-
ned me green with envy even wh:n | thooght she was a hoy. |
reel and rock from shock.® Or that of Shelby Viek, who was the first to learn:
‘Hoffman is Hofwaman! Why, she could be gat far defraudiag the malest
But as Shelby bimself paints oul, tkere wes oo defrauding. Lee was as Aag-
rant as ‘The Purloincd Letter —a3 when she drew a hearded lady winking at
the ‘him’ of a colamnist, and when she said she ‘just wa:n't built to Army
specifications.’ When we could have coltoned on 30 easily, why did we per-
sist in pulling wosl over oor eyes? Partly, | supoose, beeause ia oar male
conceit we never {hought a mere girl could hzndle the werk involved by a
monthly fmz ard, wilhout tr:diog on ber sex, bring that fmz right to the top
in a few mon‘hs: but maialy becaute LH wi'h the Perelmac-Thurbeiizh sense
of humour was so strongly an individnal ia her own writing that no other
question ever thought to raise its head.

The macabre encaunter overleaf —dedicates like Mr. Smythe’s story on p.
23 10 the prepesition that America and Britain have everything in e:mmoa
except language --- has nat yet laken place, but if the worst comes to the
worst we can alway: get out Underwood and write letters ta each ather.
From the ones I've got here, it seems that Shirley Hoflmaa is just 19, kas
red-brown bair, and likes Pogo Possum (who d:esn't?), Gilbert & Sullivas,
moaney, nac.ing inanimafe ohjects, horses, the thinga money can buy. Ihea're,
maple sugar eandy, fanactivity (naturally), ard, unnaturally, ‘cold mashcd
polato sandwiches' —sic. Yau loa?




WILLIS VISITS SAVANNAH

LEE HOFFMAN

1 5it nervously in the station, chewiag on my fngernails an{ steaightening
my bat (worn cnly on specizl occasions). Finally the train ca'ler calls the
train far which | wa. waiting. Da:zedly | stumble oel inta the mass of rails
and people that make up the train shed. There isa lang silver diesl buckiog
iato the shed. ‘It.’ | murmur. Soddenly a small woed-buroer chogs iuto the
next slip eod n tall mao gets off. | see him. the ta!l man with a battered
raper in bhis hond. Oor eyes meet and we hoth koow that itis too lale to
forn and ron. The moraent s tpon cs. | can lell from the SLAMT io bis hards
thal Le loa is nervons. It hangs ia litile well-chewed shreds.

‘Hello.” | ttammer. ‘Ycu're (gnin) you're Walt Willis?'

‘Yes,' be 5133, ‘and I'm Walt Willis.'

‘Ob,' | reply, wondering what be said.

Twa forced grins and vague langhtcr.

‘Er. Y, ub. My brother’s waiting > taxi cs.’ (He's cheaper than a eah
and more eflicient.)

My lrotber, Cariis, shakes hands with the 1all man srd says ‘hello” as |
make introdaclioas. | Lecome cheerful at baving heen relieved of the hor-
den cf conver:ation while Curt drops some s;al! comments.

But Ly the lime we are loaded inta the ear Curt has ron out of :mall
1alk and a herribls silence blankeis us.

i Ureak it accasionally by peinting aut a few landmarks nod moking poor
jckes that tle 1al] man doesa’t comprebend.

On occasion. he speaks.

1, whu can’t even vaderstand a slight Gu'lub ur Grechee éialect, ask,
‘Hoogh?' meaning ‘please repeat.’

The tall man takes this expressizn to be a reply to bis comment and rods
approvingly.

Finally we reach bome. | make anather )oke and say 'Hoflman Hovel.'
He smiles palitely and we enter.

Mutber is ready to serve supper acd the table is set with (nalorally) the
best silver and China. We all sit down and Mother smiles smiably and
makes some completely irrelevent comment Like, *Would yon like hot tea or
iced tea, Mr. Wil'is? I've got both.’

In an zdveriurous lone be replizs with what we thiok is ‘I'l} iry jced.’

Mother brings bim a large glass of the drink. lcaded high with mint
(1pecial for the occasion). Then sSe tells a completely pointless anecdate
abcut my sister-in-law's dislike for iced tea.

Wall smi'es through a mouthful of miot and wonde:zs if he can pour the
fea iota the gravy withaat atiracting zltealicn.

Dad put: dowa his pork chop and sars, ‘We delivered a radio 10 Mrs
Rimplegar on 45th St taday. She had a burned cot 3525 and | nsoally bave
one in a track bot taday | dido’t sa | had 10 ga back to the stave far il.'

Mcther and ! gruot sympathetically. Wa't does likewiss, wondering
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what father said and what the meaning of ihe reply is.

‘Have you seen Ihe new baok by vV?* I pipe up cheerfully with careful
enanciation.

‘No’ be replies solemnly, (long panse of sileace) ‘Have yon?'

‘No.’

Mare long silence while we wonder how we understood cach ather and
with we could think of something else 1o try to sny.

From dessert we bave watermelon. Wheo tbe tall man is almost throngh
with bis piece, mather meatiaas the fact that one spits the seeds out.

‘Ob," be says.

After supper | give Walt the copy of Ullimate American Capitalism in the
Future that | boaght for him. and be gives me a copy of New British lsles
which be bought for me. Both are deeply grateful . . . act for the books
hat for the eppartunily . . we sil dowa in the living room and read while
the rest of the family watches tv. As the room is rather dark becauze of
the tv, we fnd the reading a little difhcult.

Finally, praise Ghu, it is 11pm 30 we unfold the folding bed, hand WAW
a pillow and bid bim goodnight.

The oext marning we ficd the folding hed neatly folded and no sizn of
Willis. ‘Must bave beea called back suddeoly.” says mather, ‘Yoo know
these British.'

‘Yes,* we reply, wondering just what we are soppsted 1o know about the
British, and supporiog that it is samething Kipling must have observed.

*Nice of bim to make the bed before he left.'

Three months later we bave another overnight guest 53 we uofald the
folding bed . . . and there be is, accordivn pleated.

Bab Shaw's
STUNNED SPECULATION ON THE
MANCHESTER MUSHROOM

Dave Coben regorts that (ke recen'ly formed Manchester f g1oep now
numhers 35 members. 1'm sure this rhecomenal expansion wost Fe due lo
the iremendcu: arge to orgarize things that drives the 1all. laoky frame of
my friend Dave. He awes me. He gives me 1he impression that be i livicg
io a much fasterfime Baw — acceleraled metabolism or scmethin~. He takes
respons:hilily, be laoks after details. he ORGANISES! I'm afraic of him.

! can’t help wondering if Dave has a special chair at the club and whe'h-
er any teofan ever incautiously sits in it, and if ro. is he reprcved with
scandalired whispers? 1 wooder if there are any in the club who don'tcare
much about the lelters that Dave as chairman reads at each meetiag, 30d do
they lalk io low voices? And does Dave give them reproachfu! looks and
make veiled ejection threats of the I'm-nol-mentioning-any-pames-but-the
-oflenders’-canscience-ete. lype? And do the GOOD members turn and
glare at them?
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TREASURED MOMENTS
ERIC FRANK RUSSELL
Scene: The 'White Hore," Fetter Lane, London.

Young fan. enthusiastically waving at assembled ancients a particulzrly lurid
copy of ‘Amazing Stories’: ‘What | like abcut science-fiction is that it
TEACHES you so much.’
Etic Frank Ruasscll, with coarse eyaicism: ‘Yes - Learn To Mount Birds.
As if you dida't kocw!’
Walter Gillings. choking over bis beer: ‘I always though! that was taxidermy.’
Jobn Beyooa Harris, surveying Gillings with pity: ‘Well, some dama fuany
things bappen in taxis.'

Scene: The Hootcn Hotel, Cheshire, teward tte ecd of a peculiarly disbel-
ical dinner.

Forcest 3 Acke-man, stabbing bis fork at half a dozen faos, there being
nothing oo bis plate warth stabbing: ‘i dec hape it won't be long before my
wife and I get herz to see you all ngain.’

Leslie J. Joho:oa, speaking moodily around a mouthful of sad polstees:
‘You will — as refugees.’

Scene: The White Horse again.

Ooe hundred-percent Cockney fan buttonhales Sprague de Camp with this
abs'ruse prollem: ‘Jer rumble th' wullaoullay?'

De Carrp, making a frantic snatch at bis endangered reputaticn as stfdem’s
leading linguist: ‘Hub?’

Fan, frowniog: ‘Jer rumlle th* wollanullay?’

De Camp, fee'ing bim:e!f sinking: ‘Come again®’

Fan. becaming irefal: ‘Seasy, en it? JER RUMBLE TH' WULLANULLAY?:
De Camp. feebly as be gnes down for the third time: '1'm sure | den’t know.’
Fan, withdrawing swiftly as ane would from a rattlesnake; ‘Cor blimey!

+ Did you vaderstand the Warld of Null-A?

1961

Extrapolated by Bab Shaw

Conveption time again! | could bardly believe it. | closed the SLANT bead
offces far a manth, and took my sab-editor Jomes White and handyman
Wa't Willis and set out for London. | found it hard to believe that it was 10
years since | had come that way — back in the days when Walt was Ire-
land’s No. ) fan, or at least clyimed be was.

We checked in safely at the Hotel Roral and I and James made our way
to the Conventisan Hall while Walt carried our bags up and uopacked. He
seemed a bit sorly about this but James and | gave bim a few clips on the
ear. We speot some lime circulating among our friends, renewing old ac-
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quainlaoces. | eongratulated Derek Pickles on the appesrance of Phart:s 4
whi:b bad come out the week before. He lold me conbdentially that Sir Alan
Hunter, R.A., contidered ten years too large a gap between the issues of ev-
en an irregular magazin=. Bot, he continued, the fact that be wa: ahl- ta
save postage by waiting for an OF mailing that covered a!l bis subseribers
made op for any 1light delay.

The proceedings opened when the Chairman Ted Carnell (editor of New
Worlds, aSF, Galaxy, SF Yearly and many other megaziues) introduced
everyone to the overseas visitars, and said be noderstood that the Convent-
ion Memory Booklet was available already. This occasioned some surprisc
among those nofamiliar with the speed and eficizncy of the Londua Circle,
uotil they realised that the booklet was of the 1951 Convention.

I wish 1 bad time for a full commentary on the Convention but as it is |
can only oulline the highlights. Ooe of these, ¢f course, was the dis:losaze
of the result af Dave Coben's poll as lo wrich magatine offered the greatest
sumber of words per page. I'll n2ver forge! the tenseness of ihe atmosphere
a1 Dave (who bad organised a special teip to Londan for those Maacuniens
who were na! io his club so that they could sce th= rencat performanre of
the Festival of Britain which be organis-d io connection wi:h this convention
and the others taking place under bis =gis) stoad up on the platfarm. There
was a dead silence interrupted only by drowsy bursts of machine gun fire
from outside as the Heinlein's Own Fans beld off a bonch of dianeticiars,
Then he annoonzed the results — Phiaotasmageriv HAD WON BY THE
NARROWEST CF MARGINS!

Profetsor Arthur C. Clarke was bullied inlo conquering bis inferiority
complex long encagh lo give a short account of hew the BIS spaceship flew
over Londan and ditintegra‘ed the offices of PICTURE POST.

Mike Tealby wen! berserk on bearing a strang: humming naise that climb-
ed tbe scale to inaudibi'ity. ltproved 1o be FJA still having Janguage trouble.

I’m sorry that my contract with Slant Publicaticns foc. dces oot allow me
to tell yco in detail of all tke itca:s of interest. Hcw Jares While got Mind
drunk in the bar and kept as.azlliag girl fags, swearing foully the while. And
how when lacked up be carved bis way to f:eedom with a linocu'ter. And haw
Wall waslaoghed 2t for saving Jaes varn't always like that, But r-ad atout
it in my Grst three Slaots for aext month. Cheeria from Ireland’s No. ! Fan
and Jamcs White and, last and least. Walt Willis.

THE CLEAN BREAST Unsigntd i'lusteatinas are as f:)'ows:
(Credits far this issue) P.26. Bob Shaw (linacn*). Po:.29 & 31.
James Wuie (lino:uts). Dezar'mert
headings (and any technical menit thi: magazioe may bave). Manly Ban ster.
‘Rell Call’ zeprinted from ODD by nercission of Dogzie Fisher Jr.. 1302
Lester St., Poplar Blufl, Miz:snri.
| am not responsible fcr upinioas expressed by cur worthy ecn®tit='or;.
or by Bab Shaw — particn'arly the Cobonven'izn Repart ahove. Jamyss is
nol respansibl: for ‘The Aphrodite Project’, iascrted over bs madly steuzg-
liag bady. Bob Shaw is nat responsible.
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THE CLOCK STRUCK ONE
H. KEN BULMER

lcy rain drove mercilesily in'o Alfred Appleyard s face. He pulled his bil-
l~wing coal tighter around his ears and struggled on against the blustering
ni¢ht. Meoacing clouds rode acrosi the gibbous moan asd the ancient elms
swirlcd their gnarled branches in paroxysms of devi'ish glee. Alfred glanced
apprehensively acress a broken stonc wall into the Churchyard, where ghost-
ly tamhstanes rose like corp:e fingers plucking at damp earth to be free.

Atruptly the beavens belched forth Baming arrows 1h1t ran in rivulels of
flame down shaling lightoing conductors. Alfred emitted a startled ‘Beep™
and roshed beadlong for the choreh porch.

lle rebounded with shocking violeace from a dark. cloaked and silent
figare standing ma'janless in the mouldering partico.

‘Stay in this sheler lad, yoo'll catch yoor death oal there.'

Alfred's senses whitled inta some semblance of coherence. More likely bis
dealh in bere, wi h this ghoul — this murderer — this

His protroding eyes took in tke apprehcasive marner of the other. as
though. he, 100, were in mattal fear. Adjusticg bis coat around his meagre
bady, Alfred opened his month ta speak, when, with a siithering motion of
leathery wings, twa gigantic bats flitted under the eaves of the belfry.

‘Yowp!’ Alfred clutched the other's arm. ‘What a night.’

‘Yes indeed, what a night. Thase creatures will have lii:le rest this night,
I'll warrant.” Ths gacot stranger’s nerve-sraling voice roused lo fresh a-
larm all Alfred’s fears.

Boiling ebon clonds ployed bide and seek with the moon, glawing eminous
in ite cwn misly balo. A sudden shriek, abrupily cut off, made Aifred jump.

"Waat's that?’ His face was twitcting, livid in the moonglow.

Tlie stranger rubbed a hand wearily across bit stubbled jaw.

‘Tis tome poar beastie of the night mel his doom.’ He passed bis band op
the «<ide of bis face in a molion full of a lired and sick deselation.

His index finger was longer than his middle finger.

*No!® gulped A!fred. Lightning farcd, throwing manstrous, coiling shad-
ows over the anrient stone. Alfred shricked. bis limts tuined 1o jelly.

The stranger smiled a terrible, pitying smile. His eyes g'eamed.

‘Se! You bave pierced my little secret. Well, oo matter.’

His dark face ccnvulsed agonisedly as the maon swam proudly forth from
entwiping clouds. The wind gusled to silence, and a creaking of weights
shrilled ecrily from the belfry.

‘! feel it come! The ckange! It is tere!’

The choreh le'l boomed forth a single, clangorans sammocs.

‘Help! Help!' screamed Alfred. Bat against the wall.

Before his eyes lhe stranger was chnnging, transforming, dissolviag,
meliing, becoming —

Alfred moaned.

T:> ztranger turned inlo a weremoase.

)
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CLIVE JACKSON'’S

COMMENT

THANKS FOR THE MEMORY Someiting, samewhere in my past had been

worrying me ever since | read in Walter's
‘Outpost’ (PHANTASMAGORIA) a reference te Capt. Slater as ‘the man
wha foanded the STS.' The three cryptic lelters intrigned me. What did they
mean? The question preyed on my miod so much that | lost sleep, weight
(with me, that’s not setious) and several games of darts (that i1). | racked
my brains (] have a convenient rack abave my bead for this parpose) ta na
avail. Unlil ooe evening, when | was discussing Borohzm's ‘Managerial
Revolution” with a Chinese cabaret hostess; ‘Speakiog scientibieally.' she as-
serted, ‘It's a fantastic saciety.” Her words snggested a solotion. Frantizally
I groped towards it, sure that it was there if | could only put my foger on
it. Suddenly it struck me. So did she. ‘Let us keep 1his on an intel'ectual
basis.’ she said ealdly. I ignored her (and if yon tbink that's easy, yon
baven't seen these Chinzse bosiesses). S.F.S. — Science Fantasy Society!
Of course! And | was once a member, antil somebody noticed and had a
bypnolist bring me aat of my trance state.

READ ALL ABOUT IT On the front page of TITBITS recently, beside an

eye-caiching hronette in a soitless ewim-strap are
the slightly less sensational lines WONDER CAMERA CAN PHOTOGRAPH
THE FUTURE — AND PINPOINT DISEASE HUNDREDS OF MILES AWAY.
Forsakiog 1he swimsuit, | read: ‘The De La Warr team . . in Ozford has
succeeded in tappicg an onknown Cosmic Energy cf illimitable power.’ (A
Grst order space drive so soon? | read on wilh bated brezih), ‘They have
inventied strange instruments which can diagnose and treat patients bundreds
of miles distant. (Even Ole Doc conlda’t da this, and | don’t snppose be ever
wiil, naw that bis creator is .o bosy kidoappiog bis own ckildrsn). ‘They
have constructed a Cosmic Energy which works ootiide time and space, 2nd
can take phates in the past or the folure.’ (| can see pozsibitilies here:
‘Come now, Colancl. sarely yon woaldo’t want yoor wife 1o see this snap of
you acd Mimi de Winter celebrating next New Years Eve?' ‘This is black-
mail. you young poppy!- and so aon). ‘All this,’ continues our somewhat
blase reparter, ‘May sound like fontasy,” (Ob, no, nat really — we haven’t
even bad 10 moch as a hyperspatial tobe so far. Bot wait, there i: more.
Mach more). "They . . have gone heyond this . . bave discovered Ihe ta-
sic farre which lies (presnmably the wo:d is used in the 1ense of 'to be sita-
aled’) belind the energy cf the atem. This Cosmic Enerpy can be tapped
direct. This . . is romething more than ordinary energy. It is the source
from which come all the different sarts of eaergy known to science. It is the
‘somethi g’ that Einstein pat forward in bis latest theory cof relativity.” @
thoosht we'd ge! around to that scaner ar later. ‘What's that, Albert?* Ob.
jost a little something I'm patting forward *) * . . liviae in a wo:ld of space
and tine, we can hardly imagine anything oulside it. (Not un'ess we're Van
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Vogt arvway ) ‘One thiog which is outside it is thought. Our thooghts are in
oo pariiczlar place.’ (This reporter can say that again.) ‘. . a cosmic encrgy
eamera cza penttrate Ibe future or past, withio sin:t limits of cnurse.’ (Oh. of
conrze. We don’t want to he fancifal, do wel') *. . Suppose Natore is abont
13 creat= 2 chestaut tree.’ (Just like that. ‘Do have a chestnat tree.’) ‘In the
lovisitle Warld Cosmic Energy maps cut reots, hrarches etc like blueprints.
The camera can pholograph these bluepriots . . and in the same way . . part
everts. Mr. De La Warr tried photogranhiag his own wedding of 22 years aco
and th: resnlt wns two figures sirongly radiating energy.’ (He'd abvionsly
miscal:olated and taken th= phato a few bours after the wedding. That must
bave been quite a blue print teo.) ‘Neither in time nor distance is there a1y
any bar.’ Thicis not true. There are twe of them withia erawling distance of
my billet, which is a good thing. There was a lot mrre of that corsic energy
stufl. bot yeur editor will prubnbly bave cut the tripe oul of this anyway.
{More likely to bave pot scme in. —Ed.

Anyliaw, you :erlamly keep abreast of the ncws with TITBITS. But now
it 1ald my leave. !t is nal raining. because this is what is kpowa, with
true Oriental subtlety, as the Dry Season, or Musim Kemarau. And anyone
who can thiok of a puo for THAT can take ever this columa with my blessing.
Ed. Note. Maybe Clive really needs that leave he's taking -— ) seem lo de-
tet a note of umbrage in his reference to that ‘manscen’ pun | insinuated
in‘o bis last column. So | won't accept that challenge. It would be a pily if
oul of my artem)ts 10 amuse him came a row.

The oews had not yet penetrated lo Singapore that the SFS has now been
laid to rest with full military becaurs, the Secretary having been fired aver
i:s grave. Lefi very much alive is Vince Clarke s brilliant and informative
SF NEWS. now an independen: n=wsmag, and very highly recommended.

TONX.0RROW SOMETIMES COMES, F.G.Rayer, Hyme & V1a Thal, 256pp. 9/6

Apart fecom the foul Clothier cover and the ‘giveaway’ title, | can find
absolutely nothiog abaot this book ta eriticise. A bell of a state for a
reviewer!

This is science-fiction at its best. No sleazy cardboard cuvers. no technical
gobblydegook to fazc the MIT men, no blonde traitoress beaving her breasts
- at the Space Patral, aod 0o Sconrge from Satarn,

Sound intricate olotting, deft characterisation and Rayer’s fine smoath
style makes this the best science-fiction novcl to be published in Great Bnit-
ion since the war.

The climax and the grand ‘twist’ in the Iast twenly pages, makes any
synopiis of the plot unfair ta bath the writer and the reader. The story pivets
arcund the Mens Magna, a giant electronic brain benevelently ruling man-
kind. lo places. the reader is vividly reminded of van Vogt at his peak.

Autographed first clitions are still available from the author at no extra
co:t. The address is; F. G. Rayer. Lonsdon, Nr. Tewkesbury. Glos. Eng.
Soggest you write airmail though. -—~Chuck Harris
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MESSAGE FROM THE FLYING ACKERMAN

To reach lreland If 1 had died of

1 went op inlo Airland Flight

For the Gistime It would bave served Weaver
lo my life Wright

As you can see, we bave had a flying visit from ane Forresl J Ackerman,
a chap we ranacross in London wha seemed lo be interested in sf. He se>med
sach a nice gny that we asked him over to see aur Callectian. both shelves cf
which we are thioking of leaving to pasterily as a sort of ‘Fantasy Foundat-
son. Mr. Ackerman was quite sneechless at this idea.

Before be left, our extinguished visitar (he had put himself out ta come
over) conipased the following. We understand he has a licence for this pun.
DON OF FLAME, by Forry Ackerman
This is the debot for the Grst lim: in print anywhcre of a world-shaking
pun, especinlly prepared and releas:a for SLANT. This pun has to be 12d up
to gradually, as il is tas rich 1o be revealed all at ance. |t presuppnces a
vast knowledge of fantasy and fandsm snch as on'y readers of SLANT are
likely 1o possess.

This pun would never have been possibleif Philip. the Wylie, hnd never
joined auctorial ferces with Edwin, the Balm:r, to blitz bosk rcaders with
a memorable interplanetnry novel.

It would never bave besn possible it Dooald Wolh=im h=d oever been
born, 2nd marned ooe Elsie, and moved recen'ly to 2 new lacalion in New
York City.

And it would never hava been possible if (cherish the thot) Forrest
Ackerman had never been Lorn.

Well, so much for the preliminarie, 20d to gel down to basizess.

)t came to pass that Don & Elsie Wallbeim (bereiuafier refe:r-d to as ‘The
Walls,’ to rhyme witk ‘trolls’) moved to Clyde St. (and this is renlly true).
Oge nite Don Wollbeim came walking up the street absorb:d in an acconnt
of George Pal's pew scicntiflm. Elsie approached in the opposite direclion,
wnaware of Donald. Now — bold anta your hais — here’s how it happened:
Donald the Woll bumsed into his wife right in frant of their bouse.

The result?

A super science-Sction pun was born.

‘WHEN WOLLS CLYDE!
Shartly after chis Mr. Ackerman left the country.

Seriously. we'd like to lake this chance 1o thank Farry Ackerman on be-
balf of European fandom for tlie centribution he made 1o the soceess ¢f aur
convention last May. Evervone who wast there will kzow how groat that
was, but not everyone knows ar rem:mbers that Lyt for him there might
bave been no conventioa at all. 45) did sa mach to Le2p Brilish fandom a-
live during the war, with gifts of pramags, fanmags, bocks. paper. s'earils,
ete. that the fan: of the time deciled to Enance Lim over afier tha war.
Peaple bave short memoriszs.
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| AM A STONE QUARRY Grabam Stone, of Sydaey. cJasses my editorial in

SS among the ‘duds’. “Yau do terd ta rua on.' be
says. o ry, bot cetting up 10pt. type i» so exciling | :ometimes get guite
carricd away. To add insull 10 insalt he says be doesn’t like my face 'Toa
coadenzed nnd heavy' he callsit. | can’t help my face: no one can help my
face. Ny only comfort is that Mr. Stone’s raling of the rest of the itwsue is
the ezact oppasile of evaryone elie's. And [ veed ta think there was rothing
in that slcry about everything in Auastralia being upside dowa.

However, tere may b= something in wha! h= says . . There's no pcint
in my fellicg you the mag is s0 goad you won't be abls to put it down, like
Me. Gold, since you're stuck with it already. Nor in giving my writers plois
for stories, like Mr. Campleell, since they d only sell thern to GALAXY, like
bhis do. So. and to save 1pace on the conlents page, I've Irt my editorial go
V/est. Acy reiemblance belween ttis and an editarial is prrely cecidertal.

THE EYES HAVE HAD IT  Yes. the White schoo! «f linocutting bas had ta
close because of a strike of the pupils. For the
time being at leas!, Jam.s's eyesight is such tkat he eau’t sce bis way lo
contiaue his work on 1l:e same fioe lines. Leaving ro stcne unlurned. we
cam: on Boh Sbaw. Mr. Shaw bas become very imparlant to this magarice.
Sicce he came we zet through nearly twice as m-ich work in only thrice the
e time and, whet's morc, he bas now started cutting
é‘) wow! 14 ¢ bimself. This | could und=ritand. but be bhas alsa
i cauor or attacked the linoleum ta the tune of two cuts for
= r)}l_) STARK 2 this issue. His firstis on p.26, and he asks ae ta say
A - thal oo one shuuld be deceived into thinking that
L e Actuolly it is of course an ex-
ample of ‘Stark Simplicity." Other words | am
advised to use are Pawerful, Savage, Brutal. (It sounds like the nnkindest
cut of all.) ! offcr:d ta run a litils explanatory note underneath, but for
some teason he wouldn't hear of it.

Anotler thing we bave done is ta develap that maltircloured ink teehnique
of ours to such a fine pitch of distraction that yon dan’t natice —we hope—
that there's not so much work done on the lino its:1f. That cover, for instance
(you noliced it, we hape?) was dane in only three runs — ane for the pat-
riotically cclouced spioe, one for the Rogers-blue spaceship, and 1 third
perfcetly blook except for the space for the ship. Sinec we got a flatiering
oumber of enquiries last time we nsed this technique (mostly ‘bow’ and very
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few ‘why') | may as weli tell yon hcw we invented it. Enquiries abcut multi-

coloured mimeo ink should be addressed ta our agents HOFFMAN INK, 101
Wagner St., Savanoah, Ga., who da such a 6oc job with QUANDRY.

Whenever anything gces wrong with our printing we dan’t impetuonsly

rush to correc! it. any more than Fleming threw out

3 that mooldy saucer of his. No, we always ask oor-

—w Mow wow  selves, naw how can we make cse of thisinteresting

1 / caw we use  cHeet? Fer instance, a humaa bair and a splinter of

Twis rigest. Wood straved ooto a linocut of a mackine in S2

% (somecane must have been scratching his head) and

1 were sach a glowing success 23 2 weird electri-al

| =< discharge cod » luminescent dia) that we let them stay and mcdestly ack-

nowledged the campliments we received on this delicate arlistiry. So whea

it came la our natice that if yon dido't mix the ink properls on the ialplate

it came oul palchy, we realised we could piint several colonrs at ozce by

‘painting” the ink dise withthem and dogping the ratchet that inakes it turn.

One result of course is that no two impressions ate ever quite identical,

since the inks keep spreading aad heing recewed.  SLANT js the mag zine

that's REALLY didferent — every copy.

EGOBOOH Well, it looks as if the hetter par: of PICTURE POST's valoor

has faally triumphed. Some time ago they rar a [cature about
space fight hy one Derek Wragze Marley, illust-ated by a poor men's Bone-
stell called Ainswoith. It was pretly had. Bot warse, they dida't mention even
onze the name of Arthar C. (Ez0) Clarke, who is 1o spoce fight as Abbet is
to Costello. 1t was untelievahle. Evon io the Sunday papers oo rocketstip
is ever dispaiched withoat bis express app-aval.

At last some MaN KL OF SHie
rash sool showed N-‘mcm REACTION
this Wragge and CHAMBER

o A "-H WG CFFECTT

~

Bunestell effort ., ]

te Clarke, and 5":0;:? ESCAPE
took cover. The “Watew [ /‘”"‘“
Great Map rest- THE
raioed bim:elf to 786 | ClLARKE
s:nding a3 cold Es REACTION
letter pointing / DRIVE
ool the' more im-

s L v
. MTHUR G LI Coev oF  MAISENG Aup
portant errors, ¢iaac: HRLHilG - TPICTRE LOWER NG

ahaot 17 of thom. BOSTE] L LIECHANIRGS

Thal seem+d lo be that, until PP pulilished a cemeback by the foolbardy
Wrzpge. Nal anly did he contradict Clarke on matters of fact and opinion,
nnd ,poke slightinaly of the British Ioterplanctary Sociely spaceship. but he
actually called the august body iteelf a saciely of dreamers misleading the
public. Survivor: of that terrible night at the White Harse repcried that
(larke hed finally re-entered the visible spectrum and descended from the
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wall:, and was talkinz comparatively benignly of a mere libel suit. Mcntivn
was made of subpena-ing the Asironomer Royal .

But onw PP have made amends to Clarke's Ego by reviewiog his superh
EXPLORATION OF SPACE almost as well asit deserves. They gave it The
Trealmeat — three whale pages, with illustrations. The review is by, of all
people, Derek Wragge Morley, but this time he has a collabcrator called
Kconeth Alisap, unless the nome is jost o litle joke by PP. | expect be wos
detailed 10 make sure that Morley dida't hlol his cogybeak again. You can
seztbeold 'Tiger' Wragge rearing bis unrepentant bead now and then—"ort-
datedness’, ramshockie space jnlopies’—but thea litile Allsop says, “Now oow
we don't waot lo lose our Wragge. do we?' and Marley thioks of his job as
PP's Scientific Adviser and probably how lucky be wzs to get it (Viace Clarke
think, be got his PuD by seoding away box tops) and tries to swell Arihur
Clarkc's bezd enough to make sure the BIS “space suit’ will never come off.

STOP PRESS Plans for SF Montbly, now ‘Autheatic’ SFM, include mare feat-
ures and pos:ibly extra pages & short staries. Coming up are novels by Rayer
& editor H.J.Campbell. Can:phell’s previous novels. best things in SFM so far,
were wrillenin ]2 & 9 days lo mee! emergency deedlives. New one took 7!,
Up and zomiog Camphcl! will also edit seasational new British promag already
rumanred. | John K.H. Brunner whase litile ‘declaration of faith® story opens
this issue has just tur:.ed 17, | Promioent pro editor ka: asked permission to
repeiat Jazkson's & Ridley s stories from SLANTS. | Lee Jacobs repcrts frem
Nelacon warld premiece of ‘\When Worlds Collid=" that decisian lo test aimos-
phere on new planet drew spontaneous burst of applavse. Premature, since
Hollyweod analysis cansisted of hero entering nirlack. | ERRATUM: P.3, Sih
line frcm end, ead ARTHUR C. CLARKE. | Our apologies for prinl showing
throuph oo some pages. Thought we'd licked this by laying in stock of "grief
proof paper, but it was exharsted befare we were. | Proxyboo inlrnduce
new ‘Conventions At Home' service, see Quandry. | Latest Galaxys superh!
Almost wish | bado’t bothered with that simple and undignifed hack cover
(‘Men of Dislinction™). Meant to ndd 10 the 'Pardan me, your rejeclion slip
is showing” piece cppasite that we pay authors enly with copies of readers’
commients. And lo ask renewing subbers please not 12 send us FA or Am2g.
We pub this ma= largely to get sf for reading, and we get quile enough of
those two. What’s the matter? Don’t you want to keep and bind them?

Mow | Weurp Leve ve Reas....

A vAwn Vacr YAQw| OR oWt 1v Wakn KC ¢ c& an EESwmim thic

IN WKICK THE HER O, \GETS ONE OF N> MANDS fin wntick N
g6 \CUT OFF, aND NATTAD 00 IKinniscw

ATILR A LanG 4ALRI
OF < ULs, Finde oOuT OGROWWG
i

TMAT hE g A
% jeat- __\ : :t\t
= wE-
- - -
A )Kks o THE OuT Mis | \\RE~

CRJINARY MAN ! ML wiK oney A

! o oy CATCHING A corn!



AUTHORS!

‘Your request for material emboldens me to send aleng a 1tory ef my

own, which | bave bhad a good deal of failure in trying (o place. First

publishcd in a fanzime . . . it waslater revised and rejected by the Mag-
azine of Fantasy, Fantasy Book, Weird Tales, Fastastic Adventares,

Imagicaticn. and the Nekromniiken. Bot maybe you'l like it

*‘Ibenk yeu fer the ccpy of Slant. Itiureis a fine zise. | like it very

much . . Yes, yen do bave a swell mag. lo fact so gocd that | 2m send-

ing you one cf my stories . . | bave sent it 10 cae other zine but 1o far

it bas not seen print.’

This megazice appears enly sporadically (you've noticed?) acd there are
seldom more than three spcradies in a vear. This means we can prinl enly
about a iwentieth of tke matenal we receive. We don't wanl sfaries which are
‘gocd enough for the proamags’ — it seems there are promags specially far
these, and we're williag 1o lel scme other fznmag act a3 a ‘proving greund’
for tkem. What we wanl are s’aries unacceplable to a ma-s aundience for
some other reason than leck of merit. We'd like to te a sort of sf Thisd
Pregramme, less the stedginess.

But yao'll have no'iced we'te wiling fo meke exceptions to any role, aad
we don't even mind letters like the abave. 1f you have faith in your stary,
send it alorg: we'llbe glad ta sceit. All we ask is you don’t be mortally
offended when weseed it back. | krow this is a bapeleis request. Anthors
take ofitnce eves when | explain | am rejecting their story pcrely oat of a
deep personal regard for Mr. Gold.

We want articles, preferably buero-cus.  We'd ask for serions arlicles
loo, cnly they re usually so damacd dull. We don™t seed artwerk (it says
here). We don't want paetry naless it's very funny, preferably intentionally.
We'd Eke cenlribaticas for Treasured Muments, evea if it's cnly the ane good
stary everyone is supposed to have. The three in (his issne are from the same
man becaunse il was he who suggested the department and (ke title.

We bave no special MS requirements. It can be written in charcoal on bas
tickets for all we care, and unlike s certain female editor (not LH) whe
takes berself very seriously, we don'l even thrcafen to destroy il uaread if
unescoried by retura postage. Siarving geniuses, this is YOUR magariae!

TOMORROW SOMETIMES COMES | THE RHODOMAGNETIC DIGESY
F.G. Rayer's memarable novel | Poblished by the Elves, Gnomes and
Home & Van Thal, London: 9.6 | Litile Mea's Scieace Fiction Chowder

From any beokshop, or direet from
the aulbor, at Loagdan, aear Tew-
kesbury. Gloucestershire, England.

All previaus issues of SLANT are
eut of print. If yon want to renew
your sub, magazines can be mailed
a1 ‘printed matter’ for 3c each 4 oz.
No customs declaration needed.

and Marching Society, invites your
subserigties — 10 issoes for S2 50.
40-— 60 pages each istue, in colonr.
Garden Library.2524 Telegraph Ave.
Berkeley. California, USA

Subs takes bere for QUANDRY,
Lee Hoffman’s fascinaling fmz.
6/- a year — 12 tssues
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Your subscription expires with issue No.
TRIS is issue No.6.
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