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EDITORIAL

tome time sgo we got wind of thie stern corcment
frem the “White Horse. "SLANI," s2id some snonyrous
critic, "ie *o0o oromeggy.” We vere sghest. Could
tris vile sccusatior poseibly oe true? hitelipnad
w00 enc trembling, we stole e
Y guilty look st the last is-
gue...srd realed ewey, sick
vwith self-disgust. It vwes

e . - true! No use to concesl the
,@;”‘ ) fect from oureaslves ernylon-
- 6 ger; themag vas teinted with

- peeudo-professionsalism. It
Tu"‘t JUE‘ the v1le proee Te vere orinting----- the
velr'y pkysicel form o the meg mss contemninated. Ite
coxditign wes critdcel. ot only hed it ecutrected
eynotorws of caronic loegivility, but neptress wsgs
kresing out sll over it.

Ceviouely thurs wae only one thing todo. e ruet
réiracéeour stcps, in sousrck of the Trues Path from
nmhich we hed streyed. "'e. begen by tesrfully seying
goccoyae t-o the long hapov morths of setting tyne,
B Pirg®iE ottt of~the stickyoicking-it *“Cp~olf*the
floor egein, correcting typoes, distribhuting it e-
gein, end firding the rest of zhe typoes. 3ut thresc
gsscrifices were orly the teginring., Reluntlessly I
wert on to irnvert g new cethod of renroducing ster-
2116 which produced e nica bBlscz imoreecior (pagee
€ to ¢S}, end ther curringly bought SOCO eneats of
pecer juct too thir to teke it. Now wewere back to
tha joy¢ul deys when our rzeders uscd plsyfully to
sck ucto make it cleer just whicn eide of the page
#gs whick. Cther experiments.lixesliooping when ve
srouli hsve sheeted, wcre equslly succecsful: &rd
with tkie iesue I thirk we can eafsly eny thst we
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hsva regained our amateur status quo.

Zut pleace, no applzuee. It wes rothing, reaslly.
In feet we'd ta jusi £ aedry il you wouldn't rake
any ccrorents at all onthe gpoearence of this issue,
Just accepting thevhale wonderful thing withsilent
gratitude. Not just on accourt of our inrate modes-
ty, but because I liave an unassy foreboding thatwa
ere sbout to backslide egain., The dreed symptous
ere re-sappearing end I'm afreid Imust warn you that
the next issue msy be almost as lgmentebly legible
e8 tho last.

Arcng the more reedable items will be the second
instelment of the Temple Memoirs, deeling this time
with the affair of 5go and the duplicator, which is
nrobaedly the furniest thing of its kind ever dcne,
and en unusual Thing by Virce Clerke. There'll be
some othor stuff too, but you knzw more asbout that
then I de¢. Wculd ell ycu trillipnt minds in my
glistening sudience plaase ncte thest under the new
type set-up (or non-get-up) SLANT will be going
frequent , needs zateriel sgsin, end trat thedeadline
for tha next issue is the end cof April. Yes, 1953.

Tor this issue, therks to iisrjorie Houston, for
cutting the stencils for pages 6 to 25, and to Hal
Shepiro fcr the cetrtocn ides on p.46. The poer on
n.67 is veriously asscribed to 3ill Vergble end Nan
Gerding becgusé I'm not sure which cf them wrote
it. It sppeared unsigned in tkeir FAPA megazine.

I THINK THAT
THE GUY WHO
SCLD YOoU THIS
CALCULATOR
ROBBED
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PATH OF GLORY

A. BERTRAM CHANDLER

Vhen he got off the train at the Piarhead Station
lanning checke his watch with the platform clock.
It seemed to be a good half hour fast. It was very
strange——-but :t explained the early morning feel~
ing he had known since bolting his breakfast and
making a dash for the Seaforth bus. He would have
to get the racio fixed, he reflected. When overy
watch and clock in the place suddenly went haywire
gomething would have to be done about it.

He thought of dropping in somewhere for a cup of
coffee before going %o the office, and then decided
against it. His stomach, after his hasty meal, was
far from happy. Besides, there was a pile of work
waiting for h'm, and Captain Beardmore had been
loudly wondering for the iast two days when WAITE-
MATA!'s papers would be ready.

Turning up his raincoat collar against the thin,
ochill drizzle he waited his chance. There was a
1nll in the traffic and he ran across Water Street,
almost slipping on the greasy cobblestones. Once
inside Atlantic Building he ncde straight for the
automatic 1)fts. One had a large placard, OUT OF
ORDER, hung on its door; the other was unengaged.
He entered and pressed the starting button for the
Sixth Floor. His stomash protested at the acceler-
ation and fora few momenta he thought he was going
tobe sick. The 1ift stopped. He stepped out, turn-
ed sharp right along the corridor that would bring
him to the office. Suddenly, he stopped. Thers was
something unfamiliar about that all too familiar
short walk.
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For weeks the office tetwesr the 1lift shafts and
| the Compamy’'s premises had been vacant. It seemed
'E suddenly to have fcund a tenant. Thzre was letter-

ing on the frosted glzass of the door, lettering
! that had not been there on Sziurday. Had it morely
been the nape and titde of some firm of brokera or
\ merchents or ship chandlex3 Tanning would have
passed on, have given it no furither thought.. But
the words, for all.their black, businesslike neat-
ness, were so ovtragecus in thi: temple of the drab
| gods of commerce that ne could but stop and stare.

J. SMITH, cad the sign, CONSULTING FCRTUNETELLER
And ther, in staring characiers, VRAT COULD YOU
HAVE BERN. s 00 c0 0o IF?

Yr. Szith, toought lLanning, shcouwlshavehis fori-
we told 42 he thinks that he's going to make his
forturs by setting w shop here. The other tanants
will take & very dinm viewof ¢his., Especially Beard=-
mora, He does all the fortume telling in this neck
of the woods, lhan—I shouldnft like to be in Cap-
tain Keensls shces tmen he reports in today.

He msds to pess on, then hesitated., There was &
ligh? behind the frested. gi2s9, and he sam a shadow
briefly flickes across it. He looked at his wetch.
At least twran’y minutes befors the Big White .Chief
mas dus., He wou)d gee vhat this bird Smith was Tike.
It vionld be a tale with which to amusa the othere
after elcvea o'clock tea. .

8 lanning tried the door. It opesned easily . He poked
ii; Boae arcwnd the edge; 32w 2 1ittie men 'seated
benind a big deslk. SEzcuse me," he said, "are you
gt——cpor? T was just pazeing snd--"
= 1 op always ready 1o receive scokers aftar the
_-?z:ut‘l,' replied -the cther, For cne sc smell his
“'woice had r surprising valume. fWill you come in
3 Irfend?h 3 ;
4nd now Ianning felft 3 peculiar sensation com-
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= pourded of reluctance and
4 an cager desire to learn
" more of this J. Smith. He
; wanted, badly; to retreat

to tae dvebly familiar

! wordd of the company's
oi‘ﬁce—hut. he .;penoa the door still further, and
stepoed inside. With & gentleness that surprised
him he shut it after him.

Won!t you sit doan?" askad the little man, ind-
icating a chair facing the desk. Lamning felt sud-
denly weak, sank into it gratafully. His eyes rcamed
vwith frank curiosity adout the rocun. It was sparacly
furnished, seemed t¢ contain only the big desk and
the t™ chairs. Save for onea t..‘nm, the deak -asted
onlv the normal office accessories. The cbnormality
vas a large crystal on a squat ebtony pedestal. It
wa s vaguely disappointing. laaning hLad sxpected
oomething less cheaply obvious.

And yet he never gained a clezr impression of J.
Smith. The little man seemed alwaya sligutly out of
focus,; his outlines shifting and uncertzin, Only
his voice seamed real. And spart frcm its deep rich-
neas it was almost two commonplace.

"And now, tell me 2boui yourself...! It was more
of an order than a request.

lanning felt & rush of éisappointment. Why, the
fellow was no more than a ckeap charlatan--and not
even as subtle in his nethods 28 most.

"Me tell you?® Lo deminded scornfully. ®But...t

en he stoppad. He sonsed rather than saw the
little smile tnat flickered over %he obscurity of
the other’s face. J4nd he folt——although he would
bave died ratne:r then admit it—-a very real power
inhibiting his speech. He tried to continue, but
could only steavmer wordlessly.

"I am not & Iortune teiler," said J. Smith. "At
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least not as you understand the word. I make no
pretence of either foretelling the future, or of
delving into the past. But I can show you what you
might have been had you taken the alternative path
at any of the crucial points of your 1ife. Now..?"

Ianning's memory flashed back to two years bafore
the war. The RAF hadinvited applications for short
service commissions and, amorg others, many ship's
officers had welcomed the opportunity for leading
a fuller, more adventurous life. He had been among
them, While his ship was in London he had attended
Adastral House for an interview, had met with the
approval of the high officers before whom he had
appeared, had been given the date, time and place
for hismedical. And then Audrey had kicked. He was
in a good Job, in the service of a first class liner
company . His prospects were good, even though pro-
motion was painfully slow. He was married. Why
throw up everything and risk his neck in aeroplanes?
lanning had been able to produce several answers to

t question---but none was right in the eyes - of

-

el



his wife. And so he had cancelled everything and
continued in the service of the Company. Under the
artificial conditions of wartime he had gone ahead
fast. And when he was Second Officer of one of the
big ships he had been put ashore with gastric ulcers
and far weeks h’s life was despaired of. Cn recovery
he was told thac he must never go to sea again. And
80 the Company, out of the kindness of their coll-
ective heart, had found him a berth in their Liv-
erpool office where, to all intents and purposes,
he was nomore than an office boy for Captain Beard-
more, the unpopular Marine Superintendent. And ae
both he and Audrey mere incurable Londoners they
loathed Liverpool witha deep and dreadful loathing.
He would never admit it, Audrey wculd never admit
it, but they both wished with all their souls that
he was back at sea again.

A1l this andmore he told J.Smith, The little man
listened intently, his hands clasped before him and
that half-seen sm il e~-—mockery or compassion?—e-
flickering now and again across his vague, indeter-
minate features. He waited till Ianning finished
then...

"Look," he said simply.

The crystal an his desk had come alive, was shining
with an uncanny life of its ovm. Within its cloudy
depths vague forms, dim colours swirled and shifted.
It compelled attention. J.Smithwas nolonger there,
his office and its simple furnishings were gone.
And lanning was no longer there. He was inside the
crystal, living the 1ife of the image of himself
that he had glimpsed, as though through the wrong
end of a telescope; within its doubtful mystery.

He lived the life of this other Lanning through
all its moments of doubt and triumph, and yet there
was that which stood outside and told him that this
was but a cream, that the long hours and days and
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fractions of seconds. Bul in the world of the crystal i
thoy were as real--—more real--- thananything he ]
bad ever known. l
As Flying Officer lanning he started the war, as
Air Cammodore lanning he finished it. And in the
interim he knew the feel of a plane under him, saw
the fantastic snomy caves and pinnacles as he sped
into the overcast,; felt the almost detached fear,
of the intellect rather than the emotions, as he
watched the pretty, harmless-seeming streams of K
tracer c¢limb with deceptive slowness towards his |
cockpit. Telling himself that the last fights of !
mankind were the best; he participated inthe great
aerial tattles over Germemy, when the sky was alive |
with tracer and bursting shells, whilst the war l
rockets wave their fiery patierns through the flying !
flects end burning ships plumnetted earthwards like i
fallen archangels.
As Air Cammcdore Lanning he finished the war, and
as Air Cammodorz he went to the Palace, vhere the ;
man vhosc ~rovm he wore on badge and buttens tapped iJ

his shouldor and dubbed him Knight.
"Sir Richard Ianning.,.” said Audrey. "I can't .
get sed to it, Sir Ritkard..." I
9...and Iadr lanning,® he finished. "You wouldn't
have got this, my dear, if I'd stayed with the Com-
pany. I've kept in touch, and the furthest that any
of the blakes wit: the same seniority have got is i
Second Mate-~-with ths doubtful prospect of their f
K.B. when they!re full of years and honour and have |
stved the course long enough to become Ccmmodore '|
Captain. I wonder...Suppose I had listened to you,
(har...What then? Where should I Lia?% |
Sho knows?® Her voic e was very far away, and |
y 'he‘ eyes seemed to be looking pasthin into another ‘
'Space; another time, ™ono knows? Oh, Dick, Iim
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frightened. This is all too good to last...You!ve
had a charmed life during the war. And you'we gone
ahead fast, too fast. You've had luek, you must
admit, the kind of luck that makes one wonder what
¥ind of diriy trick Fate has up her sleeve. And if
you’d stayed at sea...”

1] shoul? be «itheraSecond Mate or shrimp fodd-
er. But I sce what you mean. Better to be a live
dog than a dead lion. But I'm not dead..."

NYhat was that other?" asked Audrey. ™ou know.
The one we used to say together whenever we thought
that our luck was too good to last...Man goeth like
something..."

"ian goeth up like a royal topsfl...P prompted
lanning. ‘'Man goeth up like a royal tops'}," they
said togstner, like two solemn children, "and cometh
down like a flying jibl"

Then came the dull, bleak morning when the first
plane fitted with the lanning Drive was tobe test-
ed. In the world of the crystal he understood it
perfactly, as indeed he should have done, for it
was his own invention. In that other drably unreal
world he remembered it imperfectly and briefly. It
was not jet propulsion——quite. It was not rocket
drive--—quite. It adjusted itself---somehow—-to
the density of the stratum of the atmosphere in
which the ship was flying. Ita fuel...he could not
remember.

The Air Commodore stood witha group of high off-
icers in a small hut towards the edge of the wind-
swept field. He was in flying kit. The others shiv-
ered in their greatcoats. Somebody had produced, by
some wizardry, hot fragrant coffee. Lanning sipped
his, grateful for its warmth. He waved aside the
proftfered brandy flask. "No thank you, sir. I'd
better not have mine straight. She's a bit tricky
yet..."
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"Damn it a11, Lanning," explcded the other, "every
young cub in the Service would sell Lis soul for
the chance to tak%e her up...” He waved his hand
towards the windoa. "Youlre tco important.'

"I'm not." He followed the othar!s gesture, looked
long and lovinglyat the craft cutolde; a mare pro-
jectile with stubby wings. YAnd after all, shels
not their child...." :
vIamning’s luck" he heard somebody murmur. . "He

v

i

covld take up auything and get away with it.

- The words tcuched a choxd in his memory. "Man
~ geeth up 1ike a royal tops!l, and cometh down 1like
- 2 flying jib..o"

. Wiaat was that, Lanning?®

~ 'Nothing sir.?

 Ho finished hia coffee, and 28 he turncd to place
his cup on the rough table his eycs were caught ax
| by a calendar o the bare well. Abcve tha date
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wag tne picture of a raksd girl, scarca worthy of
being dignified with the name of art. Yet the un=
vncan artist hiad given his nerstricious work some=
thing of the essence of 211 vcmapkind, something
that stcod out in startling contradistinction to
the 1ittle artificial —orld of uniformed men, dare
bpleak fields, «ad vgly vicious =echines that stocd
gaitang and pwrring like monsters focm soxe other
planet.

To hide his intereat in the nude Ianping made a
pretenso of noting the date. Wairtcenth of October
i5h7," he said softly. f#13ut then thitteen always
has beer my lucky muuber..."

He walked to the door, out cver 4he éarp grassSe
tnd then he was in the pressure cabin of the plane.
ne of the mzchanics shui tie doore Abruptiy, all
sound from outside was cub off: hw was consclous
:nly of the quffled purring of his idQing mobor.

Through the thick porishesaw the othera withdwaw
to a safe distence from the ship. fiot faxr cnough.
He waved impetiently. ' There wag a moxend's hsalb=
ation, then the litile grovp split wup (to g¢oaleace
again a hundred yards of so fuxiher fron darger.

When Leznning pressed the starting bubton be felb
as though the whole viorid had risen &ad dealt him
a violent blow at the baclk of the haad, Then his
vision cleared, and he was able to lock al his
instrument panel. He viistled cofily. He was highe
Already hawas high. He Tooked dovm~--znd the kin
earth was covered by & blasket of eloud through
waich he must have Lriefly flashed #with the speed
of a meteoxite. Abovs——ths zky wias already black
instead of bluec. .

But I'm not bound for tae ;mocn .o yety he thought =
ag he levelled off. Kow toput the old girl through
her tricks...Ho tecamz aware that the RT was making
querulous counds, barely audible above the brute
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roar of unleashed power.

"Yes, this is Lanning," he barked impatiently into
his microphone. "Levelled off at thirty thousand,
but she could do more...Yes, she'!s a sweet job..."

And then the world of Air Commodore Sir Richard
Ianning became a mercifully brief hell as the flames
from his screaming motor swept into the cabin. And
that other Richard Lanning stood somewhere outside
and watched,

"But he fell like an archangel," he was saying
over and over again, "He fell like an archangel..."

And the crystal on the desk was justa transparent
colourless ball, andbehind the desk sat Mr.J.Smith,
that enigmatic half smile still flickering briefly
and faintly across his shadowed faca, But it was
none of these that lanning saw first, it was the
calendar, Just an ordinary office calendar showing
the date of October the Thirteenth, 1947.

_ It was J.Smith who first broke the gilence.

- "You have seen," he said abruptly. In the words
wag, perhaps, compassion-~-but there was also dis-
missal. "You have seen."”

"es," replied Lanning dully. "I have geen...!
He fumbled in his bréast pocket. "Is there...?"

" “The othor waved ‘his hand in a gestury that was
both refusal and farewell.

~ There i3 no charge," he said, "but there will be
payrent. Goodbye, Air Commodore and Knight that
‘could have been..,"

- Somehow Lanning found himgelf at the door. "Better
to be a 1ive dog than a dead lion,'" he wag mumbling
‘%o himself, Then,.."But ha...I fell like an archan-
&1...1 fell 1ike an archangel..."

‘Outside the empty office he turned sharp left,
ﬁ'left again for the Company's familiar doorway.

It was never established vho it was who had left
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open the door of the shaft of the 1ift that was out
of order. The employeea of the firm responsible for
repairs and maintenance swore innocence.

And when they found lanning he had been dead a
long time.

LEFT AT THE POST
ROBERT BLOCH

People are always asking me, "Blochy what kind
of mail does a professional writer get? What kind
of mail does a professional writer get? What kind
of mail does a professional writer get? What kind
of—" And so forth, It's enough to drive me crazy.

So finally I decided to do something about it.

I went cragy.

Just to show you why, I'll give you a sample of
ny incoming correspondence for November 22nd, 1951.
(If there are any smarties who protest that Novem-
ber 22nd is Thankegiving Day and for this reason
no mail is delivered, all I can say is that they
belong over here in the States: I'd gladly trade
places with them sight unseen, if only to get away
from the postman's ring. It's a rather large ring
with a fake diamond in it, and it hurts my eyes.)

So without further ado, I take you to the mornir
of November 22nd, and drop you there with a dull
thud.,

I sit domn at my desk with the correspondence an
one side of my typewriter and the vastebasket on
the other. I contamplate the stack of letters and
packages, than pick up a letter-opener and run my
finger along the edge. Sighing deeply as I realise
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it isn't quite sharp enough to cut my throat, I
attack the mail.

Ah, a letter from Ireland-—--and not in Gaelic,
either}

This T must reade.s....I open it with breathless
anticipation (also the letter-opener, which makes
it easier) and what do I find?

A wretched scrawl from somebody named Willis,
trying to cadge material for a fanmag. This goes
in the wastebasket, just to line the bottom prop=-
erly,

Then the inevitable dunning letters. One, two,
thres, four, five——I like to get bills, because I
don't have tobother opening them. Into the basket,
Makes a pretty pile, too.

And then, a thundsrbolt. As I take up the npext
piece, the horrid realisation hits me.

GAIAXY has foldedi :
Yes, folded. The postman must have sat on it. He
mist have been getting behind in his deliveries,;

I unfold it and put it aside, then pick up a fan
magazine. It’s fromabroad. Something called SIANT:
cne of those dry, pedantic publications—but then,
these chaps have no sense of humour, you know. I
riffle the pages and check some of the more glar-
ing errors and jnaccuracies—for example, a pen
sketch of lee Hoffman which shows her as a White
girl,

. Clunk! It hits the basket as I pick up a letter
. Ircm a prominent editor, begging me to do another
novel dnder one of my pseudonyms---Robert Heinlein
or AE.Van Vogt. I Iaugh heartily until the tears
come to my eyes: then wipe them \lth a thousand

dollar bill fror ;y fine collection of Japanese war
| eurrency, A brief pencilled notation, advising the
tor thet frem mew on I will use cnly one pseud-

b Rwy Bradbury, and the letter is filed away

17~




until the afternoon, at which time I shall vrite
the novel.

Now, a !fan letier! from etill another amateur
editor. This requires special treatment. He had
written asking for mabexial ix the past, and T beg-
ged off, telling him I vas under doctcr’s ordere
not to do any mure work. Whexeupcn he wroie back,
“I don't believe you. What's auppcsed to be the
matter?"

My answar was brief and to the pcint.

UKidney trouble."

Again, hia reply. YI don't telisve you.®

So I wrote, "Am sending youa speclmen under sep-
arate cover."

Back came his letter. “Examined your specimes and
you don't nave kidrey trouble at ail."

To which I answered, "Ars you pcsitive?"

Answer, as of today: "No, but your specimen isth

This bothers me, because all the time I thought
I was sending him a negative &ns®er.::

Now a note from Forrest J.Ackerman,; who is stari-—
ing a movement to introduce a branch of naval dian-
etics, in an cffort to make it sasier to clear the
decks. This is filed, with other dianetics gags,
in the standard memory bank, or wastebasket.

And now, a flattering invitation from a learaed
scientist who has just read a lurar flight story
of mire and is so impressed that he urges me to
take a flying jump at the moon...

What's this? Another note from the Willis person,
quote: “Hurry up vath that articls, I haven't got
all dayiv

Such persistence---always harping on something,

Clunk...into the Lasket.

An invitation to read one of my stories aloud at
the annual banquet of the School for the Deaf...A
golicitation for an international fund now being

-18-
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raised to scrape the guzno off the white cliffs of
Dover,.,and a whole series of requests for my aut-
ograph from various tradesmen who woold like to see
- 1t on cheques. (We spell it fzhacks' over here, but
- those forsigrers can's learn to speak English. Can
you imagine such stuff? "Nisquee” and 'wreques" and
‘Mdeques® teo, I suprese.)

- The wasicbasket is almost fall,

© I reech down and scrabbie around im it to test
| tha depth, 2nd then breathe & sigh of relief, My
correspondence is 2t an end. and there is room,
3t & stern cry of "Rockots dwvaaaanayl" I s1it
L down the middie with tha lettar-orene», pull
UG my contents, read the entrails for signs, and
L troe)f into %he haoket,

e wiere I aw now, along with this article.

An? here I intend %o stay; unless that damned
iida finds M e co




AN AMATEUR
EX-EDITOR SPEAKS
MANLY BANISTER

Notice, plezge, that I call myself an amateur ex-
editor--NOT an ex-azateur-editvor. The distinciion
is conaiderable, An nmateur is one who does some-
thing for the pure love of it. When I vias ar amateur
editor, I was such for tae love cf it. lNow that I
znan amateur ex-editor, ths condition still obtains.
I love being an ex=~sdi.tor.

Almost anyone with two or taree holes in his head
can be an editor, Ex-editoring, on the other hand,
is a sublime art. Any editor can become an ex-editor
simply by stopping up the holes in his kead with
ground-up contributors. %o avoid a lun;z cffecty
graft over the bumpe the hidcs of thoze readers
avery editor flays in his sleep.

Since it is so much fun being an ex-editor; why
did I ever become an editor in the first place?
Well might you ask, The ome is contingent upon the
other. None can know the pure joy of loafing with-
out having viorked.

But all that asids. My prircipd aim in writing
this is to be of service to my fellow men--io that
proportion, at lcast, which senses 2 restless han-
kering to edit. Iet me xake plein that I refer to
amateur editing in ail instances—pro-editing is a
world spart; I know nothing abcut it (but it must
be a pretity good go, to judge irom the way the old
die-hards keep hanging on year after year).
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You to whom I speak are those who have heard the
call, or are about to hear it. You feel an incom-
. Pleteness of living. You seem to think that there
~ i3 a place for you in the world, if you could but
find it. You startle at the rustle of paper, the
bang of a typewriter is music to your ears, the
smell of printersf ink is a heavenly essence com-
pourided of spikanard and ryyrr): . The skids are greased
under you; you wait only for somebody to cut the
rope.
For the day will surely come when you will square
your shoulders, 1ift up your head, fuse a asaparkle
into your eyes, andcry out: "I will publish a
~ magavinel"
. From the inner depths of your ovn consciousness,
- & Voice speaks .. "You wonderful fellow you!" it says.
From East and Wes%, from North and South, comes
the answering voice of the multitude to whom you
have rade knovn ycur intention: “Whuffor?!
Well, hell, am~eds are a dima a dozen--did you
; %c_t, ‘e be received with breathless excitement?
~ Waen T made my first world-shaking annonncement
- dn this fashion, I sat tack and waited to receive-
the applause, .
I got three dirty cracks fromthrea disinterested
individuals. Nothing more.
- T broadcast an appeal for manuscripts frome pop-
‘ulation supposedly frothing at the mouth to appear
print. Winzt haprpened? I tooka leaf from the book
‘of the better pro-ede and jammed the first issue
@ith oy owmn crud under a2 variety of pseudonyms,
(Plus a Jittle extra atuff I waz able to cadge from
ome very close acguaintances.
Perhaps some of you saw tha% first issuc of The
kromantilcon, It wes quits fancily illustrated
4 linolewn cuts. Tnose linc:? T spent hours carv-
g out the stuff to make the result iook as much
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like autheatic drawings as posaidle. I selected
the best cover stock I could find on short notice,
And the mimecgraphing was leusy,

After publication, 1resuits fliowed in, "Arybody
knows," sald one corzespondeni, 'ithat you should
never iry toprint line~work with lino blcecks, That
medium is supposa2d to be used only for a tlock ef-
fect.® By James White} I smore. (Jame:s White had not
yet begun his own to-become-famcus lino ariwiork,
but I swore in the future tense).

Ancther bellyache concerned the lousy covars-—they
fell off in the hands. This from a young am-ed
whoss whole mag disintegrated in v handsc

Suevody else wrote in ecstasy, mentioning cne
of my pseudonyms. More from this fellow,he says,
but that so-and-so (mentioning another of my pseudo~-
nyms), he should drop dead.

But everybody thcught the mimcographing was won-
derful, I thought, and 8ti11 thini, thatit smeiled,
It was bad. A composite of half a dozen different
brands of stencils. But everybody agreedon the one
point that the mimeographing wzs excullent, so I
took hope. At least, here was an amateur zine you
could tell what was in it, besides ink.

The cost of that first issue was 27¢ per copy,
and there were 250 of them. I gave half of them
away, and peddled the othur half at two-bits a throw.

I wias launched. iefly, the clanking press was
atilled, the mimeogruph crouched sullenly like a
silent A,B.Dick in the corner, Through the long
nights, the stapler siowly cooled frca the heat of
its laber.

But the more I nursed the blisters on my fingers
and thought of those cgresious linc blocks, the more
I thought to hell with it. There must be an easier
viay, T thought, and I considered the possibilities
of zinc engravings for future illustrations. I had
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once rade a tour through an engraving plant, and
‘there was nothing to the process, it secmed to me,
mich could not be learned with dotermination and
ten years of axperience.

It was about this time I got a letter from some
foreigner telling me about the troubles he was hav-
ing with his sine. It wasa terrible book, hae said,
but be vas sending me a copy anyway, but mot to
Judge too harshly, aetc, cte . Tha foreigner, of course,
Was Water Willis, cnd the lousy zine he mentioned
' wag SIANT, When the magazine arrived a few days
later, Walter became definitely established in my
mind as the world’s most modest man. The mag was
- little in size, all right, and the printing could
have been improved — but the glinting thread of
- Pure genius ran through the entire work. Beg pardon
=~tvo geniuses. I was captivated by the marvelous
concepts embodied in those razor-bladed "“wood-cuts"
of Janes Whita. I pride myself that I recognized in

he beginning what certain pro-eds and fans did not
8 p to until later issues of SIANT ha d becn
published,
. (ROTE TO WALTER: The above constitutes fee in kinr
43 payment for the publication of the herewith
icle, Please tear off coupon at bottom of page,
endorse 1% )back to me; and file with Lloyd's of
ondon., AB
. How, lot's get back to this other interesting fel-
on--me, But why should I 80 into detail about the
focess of photo-engraving? There are 8imply too
iy details, a2 I found out: to bore anyone with
8 recital of them. Ishould, however, like tomen-
n an initis} d@ifficulty which I solved with
at neatnesa; and it my be of help to anyone
iring to take up engraving, In some musty tome
oter, I read <hat the next step after fixing
image on the zine plate is to "immerse in 208
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nitric acid solution and swab geatly with a pad of
cotton." I swobbecaxd swabbed ard nothing heppened,
axcept that all my body hair fcll out. It occurred
to me, then, thet perhaps it vas the zins I was to
immerse, andnoi mye:=1Z.As l2ier experiment proved,
this vias the case,

Enough of tec.mseai maiters. Lot us get %0 the
fun of the business. Oue day the maidmen staggersd
up to my door and duposited a basketful of manu-~-
scripts. Heavens to Belsy! I thougnt (eleaning up
the expression); famdom iz certeiniy VIID about
Hokro}

I read through seript after scxint harpily sccept-

ing this one, joyfully rejesting that on: with the
terse comment: We cant print everything, you know
Tiiis kept up for doys. The msnuecmipts poured in.
But one funny thing -~ I couldrn’t find %he names
cf the writersinany of the mmercus 1isis o? £ans.
fiho were these people?
. Then, one day, ths horrid secret came to lighb.
I recelved a printed card from A Cortain Writerls
Magazinas That Shall Not Ba Namsd. 1% eaid, %o this
effect: "Here is a sauple of your listing 28 we
nave been running.it. Please checit; mcke any nec-
essary corrections, andreturn.”* That listing looked
tome as if it were set in 72-poirt iype, though
actually it was something less than six, Taere vas
poor Iittle Nekro, lisied with all the hos-shot
paying professional markets...2né tks blurd con-
cluded: "P=yment by arrangement¥. How thiz came
about is too lorg 2 siory tot2ll, and I don't know
most of it mySelf argnvay.

I fell upson ny Xmees. I wept tears cf chagrin, I
tore my hair and bzat ny breast. My God§ Iy files
sulged with accepted Boriptos, I could only write
letters of cpology ad permit tha authors 4o with-
draw their creations, Before I couldget started on
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this project, the postman brought another dismal
- burden, But this cne contained three azyid and in-
Juriovs epistles wanting 4o mew when 4in hell that
fpayment by arrancement! vieg forthcoming., Just te-
auge those authors were nasty, I sent back their
Pieces (which weren't very good agway) without
- notes of apology, To the otherzs I crawléd as the
zerd crawils wpon its belly, lizhs akimbog One ex-
ecsed his ovm epoicgy in veply and requested the
3turn of his manuscript. The others gecnerously con-
eited to pesmit their work to continve toward
Jication, I am still notb comrpletely recovered
iror the shock of this exverience.

26 of tho cddest manuscripta that I ever received
6 rczlly a lulu. The author wad cengenitally in-
apzdble of spelling, and his punciration vas frag-
ertery, to say the least., The geript was single
acet, and the lines ran from the top edge ¢f tk
* 40 tho botiom ecge, and from the left edge
rignv; sc thal every inch of the paver was
with typewriting, Whenavord ar—ived at the
Larginy vast %ue3 left was carried to the nesxt
3 2% “he 1ot mazedn; even if it were cnly one
¥s In Somechsesy when the last acrdof 2 pro.-
35ic2l sentence ended 2% the right, the period

s Zext line 40 the left. It would nct. have
iy i the script hed been prepared by soms
=Pants, Actvally. it was high humor because
witlen in honest igncrance, and would have
i1l viortn pudiishing just for Jaughs had not
Mris¥ian unbure 2ome 0 the Zore and bade me
il
,zéha'.rac*-:ez' Izanoh abeut to fioget is one vho
€ ne ceyeicl letiars In ¢nidol suscession, recs
g biwsell highly us o 1n‘erary ertist, The
at his letlern sounds | iye 2uivel could have
10z to do with i%, Por mouas iitersry nan, when
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writing personal letters, gound 1ike fugitivea from
a chain-letter-gang. This gizmo told me all about
wis agents and his contacts with various editors,
and gave me to believe he had a few rejects which
were "too good! for pro pubs and would like to see
them published.

A1l agogs I tcld him to formard his stuff for a
look-see . He had, he said, written a story that was
word for word ina great many places identical with
a certain story written by a well-known name author.
He wrote another story so closely like another name
author yarn later published, that he accused the
editor who had rejected his story of copying it and
putting a "house name' on it. His letters were full
of stuff like this.

And the wonderful story came. It was terrible,
and I told him s0. So he wrote me an 8-page letter
telling me what was wrong with me. "You are frus-
trated," he said. And this was the very truth, for
I sweated with frustration of a desire to clobber
the cuss.

Now, gentle reader, you lkmow in some part the
reason for my enjoyment of ex-editing. Another of
its joys, besides affording freedom from the freaks
and vicissitudes of inclement chance, is the op-
portunity to cultivate quietly ‘the finer things,
the nicer people, and 8o on, it was my fortuns to
meet with while editing....only then I didn't have
time for them.

I hope I have discouraged no one from editing a
magazine. This has not been my intention. It is
great fun...while it lasts. And by the way...if any
of you would-be editors think photo-engravings would
dreas up your mag nicely, please contact me. I have
a complete outfit of very fine photo-engraving
equipment. .. .For Sale Cheap!
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A TRAVELLER'S GUIDE
TO THE GREAT AMERICAN
SCIENCE FICTION DESERT

MARJORIE HOUSTON

Thers? That isa neatly-baited title, for it scems

~ to imply that the followinz dissertationwili be in

some way concerned vith science~fiction, And since
SIANT iz concerned with science-fiction in 1t.s

- sprightly Caelic manner, you may be forgiven for
. leaping to the conclusion that t he writers in it

are 2lso, But, alas, doar leapers, we arc not all
born in the lush l2nds where the River S-F flows.
We are, some of us, ncmads, dwellers in the arid
deserts beyond the pale, children of the darkmess.

Indeed in the very heart of America...the region
known in times past as the “Fertile Excrescence!—-
cradie of such cultural phencmena as the Jesse James
and Buffaio Bill Legerdsg..Mark Twain...and the
Free Silver Heresy—~ is one of *hese now benightsd
reaims; harren of science-~fiction as the Sahara i3
barren of mcsgues. Indeed;, MORE barren, for all
Arebe have heard of the prophet and praise him, bt
fe7 indeed are tha irhabitonte of this desert whe
have heard of Cumpbell or Gold.

So you—-if you he 2 missionary at heart, or even
ar adventurer~~are inviied £oleave the luxuries of
the cities of milk and honcy—grouwr Space Suits and
your Spacsz Shipe—-your Scantily~Carbted Eecoinesand
your Mightyliinded Hewves— your Floating Ways and
your flaning jetc—Sor a hrisf vieih to the world-
lotietchind=tic worle of 22t cur yasierdays, wnere
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5-F ig cnly a program that very smell children
frighten themselves with on T~V.

mne sizcass of an expedition suchas you are going
to teke depends on advance planning. No matter how
wise you may be in the World of Tomorrow eand ils
custors—no matter how cleverly you can ccpe witn
the Nan-Tating rlants of Venus end the Crafiy An-
cients of Mars...'ware the S-F deseri; where the
natives 311 keep confrontingyou with the nightmare
PROBIZMS OF TODAY: Select a guide you cea trust.
Consulirour friends (if any has returned alive Izom
similar safaris.) Handpick your bearers. Xmow your
weapons. (Here an additional word of warniny might
be added: DO NOT IN ANY CASE DEPEND UPON YOUR RAY
GTNS FOR DEFENSE$Y Ll The children of the dessri have
dsveloped a patural resistance to ray-dissolution,
aad in their simple, superstitious way they have
come to attach religious significance to thad nat-
ural resistance. Taey call it DOUBT HEALING.)

0f course, there are cases in the desort vhers ke
S-F springs flowerystal clear and pure-~newsstanda,
corner drug stores, and other fonts of truth and
wisdom. But the traveller from gentler climes had
beat bring acopy ‘of the "Druggists® Directory” with
him lest he perish of thirst cnly a few city blacks
from a copy of GAIAXY,

Nor are the backward inhabitants of the desert
eager to welcome new ideas. A shor® while ago a
denizen of the country, attempiing to create a de-
mand which might result in an S-F pipelins for the
territory, went fromous drugstore nemzctand to an-
other, reguesting a copy of SIANT, The only result
vias & tiank and hostils atare from each propriator.
And eventually he Zound himself being shadowed by
a number of ths absve propristors who had always
nuriuzed & secrzt yearning to be in the FBI or the
DESERT SONG., "i:z:se tuyin! to do?! they hissed at
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. one another in pharmaceutical symbols—"interduce
somp'n new—and ruin business for the Sat'dy Ev'min
Post 7!

Under the influence of their persuzsion, the en-
* 1ightened ane abandoned his attempt at modernization
and returned tec his tent vinere he reverted to na-
tive customs, adding validity to the argument that
it's no use trying to educete the natives, They'd
- rather have their nomzdic fresdom thana steady job
reading ASTOUNDING,

. Newt, corcorning sunplies for your trip?

ozt of you> lugsage. of course, will have o con-
ist of the living waters of 5-F...for it is this
tich the desert 8o sorely lacks. At least three—
proferatly more—s:ysara! back issues of ary m2g you
ke, plus a trurk€ul of pocked books, will consti-
itz 2 bare minimum, and theso will have to be re-
lenished socn £rom the aforementioned oases. Due
rarid derydration 4in the arid climes, you will
d 1% cecossary to iabibe approximtely twice your
a2’ quota cf S~F t0 maintain your mental equili-
riur.. Bear thig ir minds ard prepare to supply not
ss than five or six tooks daily for each member
Jow» rariy; wnich should prevent complete dessi-
tlor-~3hough it will certainly notbe mll %hat you
gat wish .

e Acra impervant suggesiion in dealing with the
nzera of tie desert ls the technique for buying
literatuve . Alwave peer nearesightedly at the
Xy, grimble something akout not being able to see
thyour dernzd ovegleszes (or without them as the
3 may be). Fatter, mell vou hav- to get the kid
‘n to read; and aic your mig biindly from the

L. Any other methol is Ziavghy stk menace.

i 80, vith these fou piectical suggestions, we
e thia guidebook tc e S-F desert, Wslcome, all
vellers, Visit us--but CCE AT JOUR OWN RISK!
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FANSNMANSHIP |
[LLUSTRATED

{From %rgi Bsllerd)
Deer Friend,

Gol your name from Wewnlowrth lLiraxely in
snewor to my eanquiry for fans who might like to
write. Would you? Il so s postcara or lestter will
bs encwered by s postcaerd or lettecr me you desire.
1 o% pew in fandom end wert to meot vis the meil
811 fene thet I cen write to. OSo far I only heve
two far friends. Te like lotters best but e cerd
+111 do to answer this if you will, pleesge.

Thanks sincerely,
Ponrzszorth

Dewur Pomuzsworth,

Surely youth would nut beso uncouth
86 to suggeet thet I bere my private life to helf
thie country by- mriting to you by meens ¢f a post-
card? Such a course is not only irconceivsble, but
sleso herd to imagine. Hawever, I will be glad to
srite to you. Alweye willing to give struggling
youth & chanca, says 1. As you will note, I am &
cultured gent of thet high end fine order who owne
e typewriter. Hovever I em rather oroadminded and
oftan zingle vith the hoi-polloi, eo0 have no fear
and mrite whatever you feel like vriting erd I will
discount it ps the bebblings uf an idiot.

Yy views
or. fantesy end acience fiction sre that they eare
both rethor borirg but not ss btoring es soms other
rediocre stuff.

‘vhet do neople do for entertainment
there; I haven't been slumzirng for sges. 1It's so
dull here.

Condescerdingly.,
taldermpr Wigpins

~3Qa




INTRODUCTION TO THE TEMPLE AMZMIIRS
by
ARTHUR C. CLARKE
BSe. FRAS
Chairmian of the BERITISH INTERPLANETARY SOTIETY

Ferneps it ie as well t2 explain, for the
benefit of newcomers, that the events
cericatured in this piece 3f Templeism
date toa eomewhat remote period. [he act-
ivities of the thinly disguised "Britieh
Rocket Society" in the years 1936--1939
were very much like this; indeed, the
episode hercwith 1is based quite closely
on a specific event. Many resders may be
surprised to know that the 'coelestat’
was eventually designed and demonstrated
succesafully at a 3IS meeting in the
Science Musocum. Unfortunately its main
commercial possibility hes oeen deéstroyed
by the sdvemt of LP reoords. You cen read
the 1labels bumdeyi without using eny
gadgets.....

Future historianes compiling the "Bneyo-~
lopeedin Gelactice" may succead in estab-
lishing the identities of 'Mrs Robinson',
'r Gilliams', end Mr Arnold'. To save
theam unnecessary trouble, however, they
ought to know that the character described
sa "Bgo” is puroly a figment of Mr Temp-
le's imagination, posaibly a syathesis of
the author's better qualities.

e, o Loy .




A LA RECHAEZRCHE DU TEMPLE FERDU (1)

BENEFIT PERFORMANCE
or . THE WAY TO THE STARS
‘William F. T¢.nple

Ons morning Egu got “a notiece in the post to the
effect that aTechnical Meeting of the British Roec-
ket Society would be hsld that evening in Watford.

Ego was on the Technical Committee and a leading
light in this organisation, and he'd perauvaded me
to become a member. How, I don't know. It must have
been in the days when Ego's personality impressed
me, and I thought he was wnat he thought he was.

The rocket was the anszer to everything. It seemed
that the B.R.S. bad made it a law of pature that a
rocket should be abls to travel in a vacuum and as
there wasa lot = vacuum between here and the Moon
they wanted to fire a rccka‘h through it to ahow off
their new law. o

Not only that, tney
wanted to ride in. it.
They'd desigrad a com-
partment in the thing
to carry timree men---
I suggested four, for
bridge, but they re- ¢

plied coldly that thev: |

hadn't  yet taugered L .

with the mathematics of Fuel Ratio to Load though
they aleo indicated that it wasen't past them if they
chose., . it

€o I said, "Yes.....I quite mee your point," and
didn’t, and they knew I didn't, and I knew that
they knew I didn't--—we left it diplowatically at
trat. I'm just not technicully minded. For yeares I
kuve tlirown fountain pers away when tley ran out of
the ink the shopman put in.
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Now here was Kgo pushing me into . Technical Mecet-
ing, to mix with people who snot expreassions like
“"adiabatic expansion” and "stoichicmetric amount®
at each other and, moraover, appeared to know what
they meant. I shrank inwardly.

"Is it really necessary for mo to come tonight?n
I said. "After all my duty lies here by the hearth
ves] ought to lay some lino in the kitchen."

"Your duty to Maun always comes first," said Ego,
ponderously. "You have the honour to be numbered
among the pionsern of Spaco Travel,who are planning
a journey of g¥mnh greater significsnce +han the
voyage of Columbus—-—--- Man's first :feltering steys
from his mother plaret. The exploration of the Un-
iverse lies at hand---end you talk. of laying lino-
leum in a back kitchen.®

Ego goes off in that vein at any mention of the
keywords "Muon®™ or M"rocket." Now he went off aoout
the auter planets and lost himself in inters.ellar
apace

*Shall we be back ir *time for suppar?!" I asked.

Ego paused, dizzily -usponded somewhere between
Mpha Centauri and the Horse's Head (Neck!)Nebula,
rade a mental grasp for support, missed,: and came
back to the "mother planst™ with a bump.

"No," he said flatly. "The custom is to take sume
food with us---sandwiches, cakos or the like---and
have them at Mrs. Robinson's house.

But when the time came, I'd coumpletely forgotten
to buy anything to bring to the Rocket Society Har-
vest Festival. Thon I remombered some ham sandwiches
Notner had packsd for me on Moving Day end which I
bad forgotten. I dug them out from behind the coal
scuttle, sotill in their original newspaper..., To
paintain the lawful standards of hvgiene I brushed
the coal dust off the wrenping bLefore I took them.

During the day I had looked over a few of -Ego's
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books so that perhaps I shouldn't seem 0o crassly
jgrovant at the meeting. I gathered that the Moor
revolved round tks earth, hence 01d Moore's Almanac,
ard trat a twonty-Inch tolescope meant the diazeter
of it, and not its length, as I'd always imaginod.
Thors was one book in particular which was a mine
of such information and impreseively entitled "Ths
Roouiar Hypotvhesis."

Thus primé'd, I arrived at
the Robinson's house. Nrs.
Tobingon walcomed us at the
door. Fer St. Bernard also
wslcomed ua, particularly
ms, and aaved ro a trip to
the tatkroom by washing my
face with ex enormous wet tongue.

“He likea you," said Mrs. Rodbinson.

“Phat's nice,” I eaid, with two eyefuls of tongus.
"7i1]1 you teil him I think he's got the worst of?
.o

#0h, no, your face is still there," said Egzo.

‘e went in, znd handed over the cakes, rolls anc
gerdwiclios. There was company already in the sitting
room. Baeides the host, Mr. Robinson, a thick-eet
fellow with determined features, who was the Sec-
retery end hedto be determined because these meet-
ings were liable to get out of hand, there were Mr
¥illiams and Mr. Arnold.

Lr.%illiama had painted apicture of the Earth as
it should lock from space. Ho stood holding it up
et ons end of the room while Mr.Robinson peered at
it through a small telescope.

*You should have a lookat this," said Mr.Rotinson
to we. "The telescope is slightly out of focus, so
that you get & sort of hazy effect, juet as the
Farth would look from arockstship three days out.”

-

“Than¥ yeu,” 1 said,as he gave me the telescope.
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*NMice indtrument thia.m
"You are intere ted in telescopos?n

"0h yog," I said, " nd. embroiderad furtherto cover

& certain nervougnsss. ™x've a friend vho has e 20
inch tslescope.n i

"Reflector or Rafractor?®

"Methodist ," I gaid. "Oh you mean tho teloscope!
No, it's neither—-it's ons he macs himpelf,

He exchemged a puzzled frown with Mr.Willians,
The last strand of my rerve snapped, and J 4nalk
refuge in poeping through the teloscope. A% first
I had difficulty in soeing anytkingef-all. sid then
all of a gudden it cems right, and T saw a lovely,
Pale pastnl-ghadad glota, somewhat blurred and in-
definite, but in its way thrilling if you allowcd
fourself to imapina that you were dn a rocketshin
thousands of miles out in spece, , dravelling Moon-
*¥ards and looking back through a porthole @t the
"mother planot,"

"It's fina, " I paid, enthuaiast'ically. Then I
thought perhaps I had bettor temper my enthusinsm
vith just & wee bit of critigism to shew that if T
8T8 no expert on teleacopen,at leant I knaw gome-
-hing about astronomical peintings.....S0 I edded,
"2ut I think there ig just a vit too muek red in
she cenmtre," =
Then I removed Y oy>
from the eyepieco ancd
fourd I hed trained the
teloacope full on the
round fece of Mr.Arnold {*
sho was sterding t):ero,,._.__.i
looking tHoughtful afts r “|[f:
a visit to the coektail. B i,
eabinot in the correr. ¥y remark seemed %o chenge

bis 1ins of thought, and he stared at me without
benafit of telescops.
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I crept eway into a cormer-—-the corner where the
cockbeil cabinot was. I had two double whisgkies
before-I_dured loox anyone in the -face again.. The
St. Zernard sought mo out and, sseing with canins
intuition that I wes unhappy, licked my face again
consolingly. He'd got down to the sixth ekin layer
wken I burst free.

Yore technical mombors now ceme pouring in. J0
kept out of their way, trying to look as if I warve
the mm wka'd core about the gas=eter end had nothing
to do with any rockast society.

Thinga roelly began io get going when the Technical
Director arrived. Es had quick, lively eyes, ani
tallsd ae much with his hkoands as with his tongue,
and he was no mute,

43 I mentiornd,
the Society had
deeigred treir owm = _ e d
rocketship to go ‘@% ¥
to the Moon. Mugt ¢ i
of it was still on-
Faper bocauzo the 3
thirg iteell would i fesN W Asoiim o
. cost a million or & EE

two. They trought e L el -y
it waas only & questior of time beforSa.billionaire
care rushing forsard begging to back their venture
with herd cash--~for what billionsire eould resist
suck a chince to buy everlasting fame? Meanwhile,
#hile thoy were waiting for the firast billionaire
to «2 h,thoy were amusing themsolvos by making some
of tho amaller uad cheaper navigational instruments,

Tke Director had just finished constructing the
altimater, Hs ezplaired how he'd done it. This was
quite a parformunce, nedding both hande and plenty
of room. Ho had his own system of semaphore in
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shorthand, A swift circular swecp in the mir meunt
'a wheel', A gort of corkscrew wiggle (borramod, I
suspacted, from the Hawaiian love Dance) rmeant 'A
spiral apring.'A Roman salute msant ‘abyut 8o high,'
Once he tried to describe a camshaf+ and & crank-
shaft simultensously, and drew music from the ajr.
'A long lever' carried avaee of chryoenttemums cf?
the mantel-shelf. For the benafit of ths gnhort-
sighted he algo ran a machinegun vocal cemreniary.
He was somewhat handicapped in clarity, trough not
in speed, by a heavy cold. (".....two sprigge atta
adged to thad chaid...")

Apparently the Director's altimeter wouldn't be-
have itgelf. The thing had a big dial, on which a
pointer movedto indicate the exact beight to whish
the coxttraption had been raissd above ground leval,
But every timo he lifted the thing up, the pointer
whizzed back past zero and pretended that the alt-
imeter was decently buried six feot in the earth.

"R'm..v..that could prove very embarrecsing at a
public demcnstration,” commented Hr.Rotingon.

"We could elirays tell them that 3t proves space
*3 curved,” rapped out Ego mmartly, and ‘there were
“urmurs of approval,,

Fverybody now began to discuss thig subveraive
behaviour of tho altimetor and in the Rockot Cociety
‘radition no one kept to the subject. Fivut gnmsons
suggested substituting m eggtimar for - gpeteatip
altimeter, on the grounds that it workod on tha samo
principle. From oggtiners, the talk =144 awey to
acology, the rising birthrata_,:tmuato.g:-'; wiceg, and
lalley's comet. Here someone carried it ovor tc tle
Great Nebula in Andromeda and I recallad z certain
book title and seized this cranes to meution to my
reighbour: "I have alwaye thought tho Nobule- hyp-
othesis purely hypothetical.n :

"Some do, some don't," le enswerad, gravsir,

Bt (7
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The Directour aid ko Hobinson now started an arg-
umert, across the room, on such a highly technical
plaxs that I just cat tetween them agape while the
stream of polysyllablc wordo passed over my head

liko e Yeautiful reinbow,

interjections,

Ezc kept making bright
wilich may or may ot heve been to

the point, but which ut any rate showed us that he
understood what was goirg on.
Ego wamted to show ue unyway.,
Director promising to cozsultthe Natloral Physical
Lavoratory on this point. (I missed the point, and
as far as I'm concerned it‘s sti11? migsing.) _

The company was
annlyzing methode
of running a bag-
wash when the de-
termined r, Rab-
inson draggsd the
focus of attention
round grimly to
the next item on
the agenda. It was
anothar navigating

ingtrument, called’

B=z2
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/
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Wkich was all that
1t ended with the

a "Coelostat,” Its use still parasistently defies my

understanding,

but for’ ths curious I got Ego to

write down in his owd words his explanation of the

thing,

viouely all done by mirrors.

with no-commsnt from me cave that it's ob-

“The BRS rocketship is designed to revolve
around ites owa lorgitudinal axis wben in
flight (a) to maintain stability during ite
initial flight through the atmpsphere, in

_the mannsr of an artillery shell,

and (b),

" to provide the craw with artifinial gravity
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by preessing them, through centrifugal force,
against the walls of the ship, Hsnce, the
Navigator will find 4t difficult to take
bearinge since the visible heavens will appear
to be revolving. The Coelostat is designed to
counteract this and contains mirrore revolving
in a contra direction to the rotation of the
ship, =80 that the Navigator looking through
it sees the heavens apparentlv stationary and
is thus enabled to fasten upon fixed stars
for vearings. I, peraocnally, think that I,."

(Irrelevant matter follows this.)

Even some members of the Technical Committee were
a little confused over the opticel principle of the
thing, go the Director undertook to dispel their
confueion by giving object lessohns.

“I'11 make a cardboard madel of the Coelostat,
from which the prineiple can be clearly eeen,"

Be stood there and we looked at him expectantly,
"Er---has anyons got any cardboard®" he said.

Ur Arnold fumbled in his pocket, produced apiece
of berit cardvoard, and handed it over silently.

- "Jood, " said the Director, and stood there absently
fiddling with the picce of card. Everyone waited.
' "Ua-~~-has anyons got any ecissors?"

. Mr Arnold, without a word, produced a pair of
0lding nnil-sciseors.

~ "Thank you. No# we're gétting somewhere.”

- The Director s<ood there, with the cardooard in
D8 hand and tne sciwsors ir. the other, looking as
ough he had eitler tuvo mmny things or not enough,
‘The tension grew. £

"I wordoy~--pa—--if enyonz’s got a nsedle?’”

‘The annzing ¥r Armold roso totho occasion again,
‘seered no emergency could find him at a loss.
"Fine, fins-——ouck." saidthe Director, taking the
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noodle by tre wrong end.

hs suckwd his thumb for quite a while.’

Progently ke aaid, "A2l we want now io a mirror."

Everyone hLad tecoms tired of looking oxpectantly
at tus Dirsctor. The riraclea, it sgsemed, were not
cuning {70 hdim out from Mr Arnold, Ewryons looked
ezgorly at Mi, Arnold, But he blughad, shook his
head, urd gizzled Zeobly,

"Will “hia oxe do!" asked Mrs. Robinson, passing
over Ler powler compact.

The Director thought it would, Now ho tegan cutting
the cardacard inte gtrips.,

“from these Ichall focrm a zodel framework of the
Coslogtat,” ho announced. ?You will see that it is
quite sirple ard straightforvard. "

' He berroved a pon  and

- levelled trhe otrips “Front™

S "% and "2ack." Ho picked up

8 - tke powder compact and
:46: 2.0 £¥7)  bruskad kalf--kozitédly at
\yb’ W )‘/\JD the * powder “which' “had
= a strecamed downthe front of

5 )\3 kls suit. Then-he became

perouadod that he should

Xis : kave sterted with the

e';—.._sg@ b nosdle &xd built the frame

werk around it. Re looked
for the nosdle. s !nd lost the rsadle. Wo were all
coracripted for the pearch ard soon tha room lookec
88 if it iad been the acens of a stand-up fight
betweon two poltergoists. The rsedle vas never lo-
cated, but if I remember rigntly somebody found e
heystacz. (Tho St.Bernard was blarvd for this.)
The Director returned to his cardboard stripa. He
counted them rapidlv, Then once more, 8lowly.

"I've got ome ‘Zack' too many, and not enocugt

'Frerts'® he said. “Has aryons got a pon?®

-40-




"What happenod to the ome I lont you?" somebody
asked complainingly,

The Director stated that he hadn't borrowod the
pen, that he remsmtered givivg i1t tack, and that it
wasn't a very good pen anyway, ard thoa discovered
it behind his ear.

Ee usad it to amerd the strips, Es counted them,
again. Then he accused the corpuny of interfering:
he row had all 'Fronte' and no ‘Backs'. Eomeons
suggested that he build the thing that wvay, and
they'd 211 just look at tho frort and try to imagine
it had a back. -

3ut the Director petulartly threw the strips away,
ard said he wasn't going to play 1t they made fun
of hir. BEveryono excep: oycelf then protested their
undying loyalty, adniration, support, eagerness to
learn end willirgnses 4o co-opérate.

"Wery woll, ® gaid the Directsr, relenting alittle.
fI'11 use all of yeu for tre framework. What I mean
is, if wo can get hol2 of enough mirrors, you can

hold them up =t tlho proper argles, reprosenting the
. franoworz of the Coelosiat "

The buxt for mirrorg Yezs2. The house was combed
from attie 49 collar. T produced my steel pocirt
airror, ¥r Robingoa kis skuving pirror, and Ego his
port=ble triptych mirror, with which from tice to
#ro ho waz wort to eit and edmire his profile.
People kopt wandering in with wajl mirrors and hang
rirrors and gress slaba of rirror lifted from dreee-
dng t2bles. Ono enthusingt etaggered in with tie
door of e murizoba with +he trokaa hingec dangling,

8y ncw the rocn was lasiing a=d scintillating,
It looked 1ike 4ke firale of a partonime. Firally,
the flashing eutrided, becaro astouly giitter. All
jEdvencnt was siilled, Ths roueo kad teen sucked dry,

T2e Directer surveyed 4hs ugs epreading pile.

‘"hore's tke powder comract ! no eshad suddenly.
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It waer't vieible. It had been wslled in by its
amultitudinous groater ralatives. The Director smote
his head. %o rushsd to peini out cther little mirrors
that could be uced us n subetitute.

“No, none of them is +theright size," he said,
with a weiling notu. “I zuvst have the compact."

“Very well," ::ii lir Robinson, I i=ow this terr-
itory beiter than most. I'll go in end get it."

We chéored, guve Yim gendwiches for retions, and
watcked him disappcar iatoa the interior. He wac not
actually seen again for enmo tims, <hough occasion-
ally we wsre vouchssfed reifloctions, ugually of his
rear view, as he crawied about in tho mirror meze.
At first thore wore intevmittent clinkings, and as
lsng as we could heur hin thuo wo felt that all was
woll with hinp, y

But then there cane
a long period of sil-
ence, nnd we tegan to
feel uneasy. We voiced
our urgasiness ard then
Just as Ego was taking
down the names cf vol-
unteers for a gearch
party Mr Arnold waid *look!¥ and pointed. Fron the
north-castern area of tho mzse, we saw thin curls
of tobaceo azoke riging, Lifo still existed in the
catacombs!

Soon Xr Robinson emorged, clutching his pipe and
the posder compact. .

Ego said, with o little catch in hie voice. "8o
long 2.8 wa havo meabars i dauntless as thio, there
is no fear that we shell .fail tc reach the Moon."

Evexn I was moved. '

The Director tcok the powder compact, and placed
it carofully on the top of the grand piano. This,
M. explaincd, was torepresent the 'viewing Mirror!
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of the Coelostat,

Be directed us each to pick up a mirror and hold
it above his head. Then he plated us in varipus
poatures, adjusting the angles of our mirrors. The
idea was to get a line of reflection passing from
mirror to mirror through all thke angles, just as it
did in the Coelostat. To show ue how it did, he
attempted to trace the line %ith a pencil, passing
it slowly through the air from =irror to mirror. He
kept losing track of the line, and once, in a flur-
ried effort to regain it, found himself rapidly
going round in circles. de had difficulty ingetting
out of the whirlpool. Aftervards, he was dizzy and
lurched about, ond went right off the line again,
nearly jabbizg Mr Williams' eye out with the pencil.

He restod, anud thon peraistently went through it
again, this tims without being derailed. He ended
up by pointing with his pencil out of the doorway.

This Yewildsred him. He should have ended ' up in
the coal scuttle, he said.

He looked around at us es we posed. Ego was con-
torted 1ike ths Discobolus. I felt sure that he hed
the wrong lmes bent and was throwing us a2ll out of
focus. But it wa: me thet the Director frowmed on.
Hs shook his read, said ™fut-tutf" and twisted =y
mirror to an cxeruciating angle, to hold which oy
biceps recded to be on the undersides of my arms.
It was aheavy eection of dressing-table mirror and
it hed wslready begun to mak: my arme acke. Now my
tack and legs acked too, wund my arms folt like
twisted elasticz, )

"Thore:" he s2id. "That's neiter. That was where
W6 were wrong." he addrersed the cumpany at large.
"Now when I look in the viewing mirror Ishould see
tre coalscuttle, pessed througa all your mirrors.”

He went to the piaxo, ben: ard peered carefully
into the compact mirror. it cowplmined trat M could
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see nothing tut ths ceiling. Fo twisted the compuct
around and still sow the ceiling. Ho lowerod himself
practically on to an eys-level with the piano-top,
squinted into the corpact from thut anglo, and saw
~~-the ceilirg.

The roomful «? living stetuary bagna to lose come
of ite artistry «id colesior. Fatigue wo.s overtaking
it, It ehowed ictself first in a iittle trombling
here, a littlo sweying therv. ‘''han, defiritely,
nobble set in.

Some held grimly on. Uthera sank, more or loss
gracefully, to the floor. Bui two or threa of them
just went out like candles, thuddcd to ithe carpet,
and lay twitching amid tihe splinters of their mirrorsa

I could feel myself golng...going...

But the Director saved me by giving ia first.

"Confounc it, I can't do a thing urtil somebody

takss away the ceiling!" he yelped, and flung away
from the piano, and was inconsolable.
' ¥rs., Rotinson cams
acroes the battlefield
like Florence Night-
ingale with a tray of
tea and sandwiches,
and the fallen began
to sit up and take
nourishment, elthough
still somswhat white
and shaking. They ap-
ologimed to the Director, and said that despite
their being broken reeds they had, even in the act
of collapse, glimpsed the beeutiful principle of
the Coelostat, and thoy wore grateful to him for
this revelation.

Presently he thawed out and forgave them, but he
kept explaining to Mrs Robinson over and over again:
"1 couldn't see arything but the ceiling."
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"Yee, of course," ghs soothed, giving him another
Tishpaste sandwich. "Lots of people have told us we
have too much ceiling, I've bacn trying to get my
busband to do something about it,nm

I took a large bite at y ovn sandwich, and real-
ized too late I'd becn hoistod with my own petard,
Yother's ham had come back to her loving son, even
though the weather had been against it.

I can't imagine how the layer of coal dust had
got into it, but I was glad it was there: it acted
a8 a sort of buffer and probably saved me from
skirnming the roof of wy mouth. Even so, I wag beyond
epeoch for some timo. Not that it mattered: the
conversation was not flagging. It touched upon the
species of bed-bugs, the symptoms of rabies, the
formula for ico~pudding, the air-speed of flying-
fish, and skated round life in Tyvetan monasteries.
It sped off in the direction of Van Gogh, by way of
Mr.Williems; St.Bernards, ty way of Yre.Robinson;
and Ego, ty way of Ego.

My power of speech returned but not the power to
use it, Far nna thing, the flow was unbrokon and I
couldn't get in, For another, Ididn't seem to have
anything to get in .with. Nobody even mentionecd
scicnce. and I was left with my poor 1little string
of facts danzling uselossly,

"Surely " T 1told myself, "at the rate they are
going they wust, soonor or later, get round-to the
Nebular Hypotnesis--or else tnere's nothing in the
laws of Chance.'

I perceived I'd been studying the wrong .saureces
of information, I shsuld bave concontrated on the
fillers in tha popular weeklies: “1: ig not gener-
ally known tkat e31 wvinkien are andidextrous.” That
sort of thing,

AMfter settling the question of nerring pickling
for this generation, the 2oting brcks up in the
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ususl vey (ie, in disorder) end wo two drifted off
in ths gonorel direction =f Londcu.

ka we wuiked siong 'etferd High Streat, 1 tried
Kgo---for wunt of & Teiter eudicnce.

I s9id, with careful casuslness: “"Regsrding the
well known Mesuler y---¢

"Ths higher tra femer," he suid ebruntly, and
seni me cn ghced to 86c if @ trein wes coming.

e

"4nd when we get outride the pull of gravity
we ctart [lngting like thieh."
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ﬁFANSMAN SiHIP
LECTURES

B3 BENY

In my thira lecture, nowv that I have covered the
bnsic groundwerk of Fansmenship, Iam golng to pre-
sent mdetailed account of tho famous clagh betwoen
Fensmen N.Hall snd Puordan, In order 4o helyp the
etudent follow the more subtle Ploys end cournter-
pleys Iwill ingert wote= of explanstion whore nog-
eesery--slthougn, if you havo been practieing ycur
plors diligently, tris shouls ret-=aheni---vo very
siten.

Thie bottle, which maat Fansmon regsrd ae being
ore of the moat brillisnt &ver, opéned with gletter
from Jorden to Hall an folleows:

Dear Norwzan,

< am sending you e copy of ey :ine
STAA LEIP. I don't expoct s fan of your stgture
to subscribo, of course, but if you would econ-
8160r serding me sn erticle sometime I would
considor mysell more thanirspaid), o5

k.lell, who wes at this time working hard for hia
Grey Fansmen Bedge, decided to employ p garbit.
Sines he hed never heerd of Jordan having entored
the Legion of Fensmon, ke thought it was safe enough
end actuelly gubsgribed oSTAR SHIP. ((hopo it has
beon obvious to oven Fanezen novices that <ordan
w88 hoping to bring off o ploy in Zinosranship by
putting Hall under gn obligatien by oresenting him
vith free copies, This moant kot Hell was glmost
bovnd to ceantribute matoring.)

Jordan, recoivirg tis subscrigtion, wes so taken
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sback by the ruthless parrying of his ploy that he
foolishly sent Hall e plain, unguarded request for
meterial.

Desr Norman,

Thank you sa much for the PC. STAR
SHIP is very hard up for good material at the
moment---1 wonder if you would care to sond ma
something,,wevs

4t first Hall wec tempted to cut Jordan to ribbons,
but then hesuspected that if hedid so Jorden might
publish boththe lettera and work the Poor-Struggling
-Faned-And-B8ig-Bewd~5KF Ploy orn him. (It later tumed
out that tris guspicion was unfounded.) Ke decidod
to employ a camouflage of humour! This was the letter
thut rocked the slready shaken Jordan to his foun-
dationsi--

Dear Peter.

1 egree---you amra herd up for good
materiel at the momont. In response to your
requést I eam enclosing a ssmple of tha patt-
orn for my now sports coat. This is yeory good
matorial.. ...

Shattered and bewildered by theso crushirg blows,
Jordan realised thet his only hope lay in Funsman-
ship. He pvailed himself of e copy of ..Villis'se
masterly trestise "Evorymen A Faneman" and began to
study furiously. Ee was st first sppellod to see
the stupidity of his mistekes 3o clenrly showu up,
but with astonighing perception he soon docided that
the only reply open to him was that known 8s ‘The
Prolificemen Ploy.' (I myself prefer to coll this
The Profuseman Ploy.) Accordingly, inside the next
weok Hall roceived throe letters znd two postcardg
full of friendliness and fanrish gocd cheer. It must
go on record that Hall later admitted quits freely
that he waw sheken. A8 he pcinted aut, Jordan ®8g
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8% a great edvantege on thig tack or sci

sccount oI the
fnet thet ke had freshly eortered +he Legion of Fape-
man while Hali ., vhe #9c a2 ol membor, wags natureliy
quite incaupsble of suck ohilsnthronic beheviour

48 the deys wmont by azd the flocd ol elfusivo
£00d reture frorm Jorder rPoured through his letter-
tox llell recked his bprein d8sporately. Ho knew full
! wall thet sucho weanor es this tarriole smwie%»ility

in the hanés of gn exnarienced Ferswan wculd have
demollshed him entirely, but he reliod or Jordsn's
naiveie: ke sert the Tsllawing...

Lesr Fator,

Thark you fer all the letters etc--it
rmust give you greet Pleasure to get writingto £ i&n
nf my staeturs. I kave ali Your stuff etored in the

ottic wno some dey soon I ex going to try erd get
reeding soma of it.....

#nother yaer in the Leglon of Fensmer erd Jordan
would kave krowm thet he had Kell wcrried, but (es
fall hed hoped) he loct hiz hesd erd sent Hwx1l the
following lot'cr in an ungiemped envelopa.

"ear Hormin,

I hofléwe, . v.i

#itk e eigh cf relief Hall g€eized on the duliber-
ete missnelling of hie nezo, vointing out that eny-
cre who hed ever studicd history (ie gone to schocl)
would know Lo~ to snell ‘Normen' orcperly. e cap-
ped his victory by sasvorirg the ro-stemp nloy with
. “v..avd to help you in your pcecr firnsncisl state I
am enclosing soversl pestage stsmos snd @ stock of
exvelores fer uae in your eorrovzcndence, ”

Nesdless to ssy, ne more woe neard Irom Jordan,
end dell set beck secure in the knowledge thet yot
ezcther nare hed boon edded tc tre list of lans iu

#hom the nome N,Hzil insnired feclinge of fear sng
Gislike.
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The last "New Wcrlds* csrried en interesting post
mortem on the Internationel Fertesy awerd. The
cognoscenti of fandor erd the vile proe and hneketers
who deliberated over the 'Sl hard-cover output hed
91l their irdividusl selections publisked for the
Tannish hordes ta gsze ¢n with eve ard reverence.

They should be sshazed. True, thast FANCITS AND
COCDMIGETS deserved the swerd, snd thet DAY 07 THE
TRIFFIDE wes g competent rurner-up, but these res-
ults geer to have Deer echieved elmost by accidert.
Of the 14 part-time eeverts on thke penel orly five
could sgree thet TANCIZS wee the hest boox of '51.
The others vlunged for mindsheking thought variants
liks S54XDS OF EIARS, FOUMDATI(N, end TQR!ORK(C. SQZ-
TIEES CQUES. 2Retwesn them they chose no less than
"8 books in their celection of the best five.

Fravkly, I doubt whether some of the judgss resd
%8 booxs in '51. Fov else can one explein Ted Csr-
rell's omission of FANCIRS end hie inclusior. of the
corny CITY IN THE STA% Or Judy Merrill's olecing of
THS DRYAKMING JTYELS es ‘her escori choice? Surely
somebody tcld ker thet only bocks published in ‘51
were eligible? JRWVELS was of courss published in
1650 and kod been coneidered for thst yesr.

“illie voted for SAHDE CF MLFS. becgues “..nobody
tut Clerko 1is writing trus sciemce fiction these
jeys €8 onvosad to futurist rsntecies, end very few
veople exceot kim end Rucssell sre producing snymuk
st ell that isn't teinted witk Bradburyish Jefeet
igm or Rhubdardish persnois.”




Rubbish.

Ted Dikty's front-man, Sverett 3leiler, doee Fis
966t to smbotage the wkole layout. _ Everett juat
ZAUINOT decide whether THE IJLUSTRATSD LAN wes bet-
ter thsr LiY OF THS TRIFFIDS or vice versa. After
weighing every comma. Lo hes to give up. He brackets
~hem both us firet choice, gets them sllocated five
noints 'éach, snd thenliets arother four selections
thus having s larger vots proovortionastely then
any other judge. If this esteblishes a preceient
néext yesr's awards %ill really te fun.: Imegine whet
vill heopen if Nerrill discovers ER3 and can't de-
cide which of the Tarzan books she prefers.

I am not trying to ridicule thre Judges. This is
e sericus conatructive articls. 3esides if I dis-
‘6gree with slmoat sll ths judges' choicecs it's pes-
ible thet I'r wrong. Most of these paople sre In The
Trade and should be reasonably sroficient et re-
vigving. Ma, I'm just a faman. If Cusllet thinke
. TOXORRCY SCHETINES CO.ES vies The 300k Of The Yesr,
thot‘s his business. He may even be.right ebout
TYPZWRITER IK THE SKY being the socondbest. If Qs-
tlurd choosos FOUNDATIC: beceaise “thore's na spacc
cpers there™ all I can do is shaks my hesd in silest
admiretion.

Foviover 1 would liks to make a few suggestions
for the IFA panel to ignore. To my mind this ewerd
is one of the best idess yet and, as Les Flood seye,
it msy teke its plsce mlongside tha Tait Momorial
’rizo end similer litersry Oscars.

The firet thing I1'd suggest ie that the non-fiction
awerd be drovped. The field is too lurge and too
nebulous, the judges are fantssy bookmen and they
feve quite sufficient to read in the fiction dep-
srteent . The non-fiction that thay do reed is usuely
hinged to their fartasy collections. To illustrate
tris, I could point out tvet both of the non-fiction
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2wards hsve been to science fiction suthors.

ard I think the nenel could be erlarged. If the
field is so big, snother helf s do0zen Judzes would
tend to meke the vote ‘nopular'. This year DAY CF
TH" TRIFFIDS camewithin an sce of winning the ewerd
without obtaining e 8ingle first place votae. Alerger
narel, with perhane a revised voting eystem, would
gZive the bettor book a bettar chence. At vresent,
two third-place votes cutweigh e vote for first. If
the first selection wers awarded seven pointes this
troudle would be chviated.

After the IF3 comrittee meke all these changes,
7'11 come un with ¢ fex mora suggestions, but one
reslly simole solution dces occur to me now.

The whole pnsnel cculd be scraoped. In ite plsacs
7o could have one single judge whosedecisions would
%6 final. Thie fannish tolomonwould havatobo s stal-
79rt horest bibliophile with razor keen sense of
Judgment, ard oreferably some experience inm the
“ene ene Tekel Uphersin racket of reviswing. He
“culd have to be intelligent diligent and well resd.
but retaining that common touch that would maxe Hm
2oved erd resnected by fene and oros slike. He must
r.ave keen vercoention, mature outlook, and a sengs
of undsrstending.

fomebody like me for instence.

& JUDCMENT OF HARR!S
velter Willis

In ths Februsry 1653 STA3TLINC Xen Crossen berosns
the fect thet themuch-heraslded boor insf has turned
sut te pe nothing aore than s dull POD, Bnd sugzests
5 8 remedy for tris 8sd stets of efTgirs tkat ve
“throv the science sut of scierce fiction." %ell, of
~eurse thie is ore solution, juet as one way to makse
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your girl heony istomsrry her ¢ to another man.
Eut 888uming for the momert thet we a2l vant sf to
become pooular with the messes, vetter way is 1o
meke ths public like it g8 we 1ike it. I texe it
thet thie is the gsneral ides behing the Intern-
ationgl Fanissy Awerd, not mere egobaoo for asuthore.
as I see it, every yeer we purdite srete 8elect one
book snd brandish it hafore ths multitude shouting
“"Look, nom this is science fiction: Try just this
" one, nretty plesset" Now if this {e godng to do any
good me'd better oick s book the Zen-in-the-strest
is gsing to 1ike, Tt's no use givirg kir one full
of tek en-for-zranted tima marsdoxee ,sementics 18pace
7erps, verapsycholegy, peycrohigtory, ft1 eoaceshipe
end simi)gr third-order flights of fency. This is
tke sort of thing T gesms by ‘'futurist fentasies’,
I love then myself, but let's face it, they eren‘t

for the last 25 yesrs. Just us, mind you. The man
i the -streect §til1 thinks s flight to the moon is
oretty fentastic. we'ye Eot ta start him or the
ground fldor,.,.end thet isn't Znecessarily the top
story. Y g

Hot that SANDS oF UARS nesds sny spology. It wes
8 good story with thewarmth, humenity end optimism
that is the very spirit of sciencs fiction. It mey
not have been as grest s litersry masterniece se
FANCIES awp GOODNIGHTS, but then..psrdon me if I'm
*rong..ism't this orimerily a gcience fiction gward?®
f rot, juet exuctly what ig s 'nonfiction’ fantasy?
And eincewhen hes fantesy needed our Sncoursgement 7
ira we going to exhibit our silver gpace-ship in
Lordon shop-vindors on top of & new editicn of The
Qdyescy or g ccliection of ghost stories®
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The tiny ship flosted dowr out of tiae night sky
snd, for the first time irn eight years., its tripod
nuzzled into the soil of Barth. Tke engines gave a
brief sigh, 1ike n man settling into kis favouritu
cheir after s long welk, then wore still,

Presently the sirlock oponed.

“rank Houseman sat for & long mcment on tha rim
of the lock. The air of Eartk was plesssnt to kin
in eight years he had forgotten just hov sweet
it wgs., Aafter g while he took out a cigsretta end
set drewing on it inthe darkress. The tooaccu smoke
tasted bettor somehow, when it vwsgs mixed vith the
scents of the familier meadow.

From all over the ship caxe clicks and whirs ae
oech machine busied iteelf withn the tack of becom-
ing desctivated. Houseran grinrned to himeelf, sav-
ouring the feeling of bsin; homa.

He finished the cigsrette and jumped dowr inte
the lush gress. They would be waiting for him at
the fkouse.

With @ leizurely etride ke covered the half mile
to tne south gete and turnec into the lsne lesding
to his nomo.

Seae




Tight years, he thought, eight years cinco he Lsd
seen his meother ené father. Beck intne old days ne
would havs Fad to run. Bizht years hsd becniatertn
of e lifetime befors The Shets.

The strangeneas of the idee had oftaer intrigued
Houseran....vere they very muck different in those
cays® [id they run cvsrywhere, xrowing thot thair
time wes short? Jid desth rot frightern then:

using thres hurdrad years of treining, he out the
Subject out of his mind.

Wken [lousoman reached tne 1sst bend before the
houce came ir view, ke neaused und lesncd ontho pgate
to tke orchard. Tke night air wes heavy xith the
tcent of g@dnle-%loscoms, and Crion hed just lifted
gtove the liorizon. Fe 1it another cigerette, and
ateod watching until the misty Tleiedes rosched
their zanitk. Perhaps three hours D9EZwid. Never hgv-
irg carried a watch, Zoucemun agsn't sure.

Strengely, ke felt g clizht eurge of imoatisnco.
lle continued on his way, welking rather faetar than
cunl.

Ir eigh' ysers ‘ke nouso radn't changed.

There wera ligkts an. . The detecters would huve
let tho farily %rop ke kad arrived. Prosubly his
nctler had orepered a mesl for him—asagain Houseman
rrincod.

Tke frcnt deor opored far him, end ko wer* in,
reeling gled to be tack. 5is mother inenotker crrt
ol th2 house heard trs clatter of his Yooted fost.
Ho kenrd her voice bafors ha esv her...

"I didn't oxpect vou back go socn, Frank," ghea
called chesrily, "Did you have & nice trapEl

"uite nice. mother.™ he wenswerec, '""hat have we

for braekfast?2"
e | )
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(VMR PAVENS BAN, e9d, frem p.68,)

any hssty conclusiona about the vlace after g mere
8000 miles of travelling ebout in it, but towards
the end I wes reslly coming to suspect thet it's s
lot bigger than it lookse in the atlas. You drive
fer two whole deys at 60mph, and on the third find
yourself 8till in the ssme state---that of bewild-
erment. The place has got:emd.cf hand snd something
should bedone ebout it. If the United Netions wont
teke action America should eontrsct out of it.

The only other reslly damning thing I noticed
sbout the courtry is that they have a chein of gro-
cery stores called the 'Piggly Wiggly'. There are a
few other fgults---you can't smoke enywhere....the
“tetue of Liberty offers you a light es ycu go in,
because it may be your last chance...and they lecok
under the bed every night for the Politburo----but
nothing else with the stsrk horror of thet 'Piggly
1iggly’. The peovle are just like peonle everyst.ae
elsd, except that they're not terrified of Amerien
foreign policy, which is to say they're pretynice.
“hat reelly did impross me was the Americen small
town, which seemed to me the nearest thing to the
ideal vlace to 1live in that has eppeared so far on
thie planet. Pleessnt houses, tree-lined stre:ts,
soung people in summer clothes, and warm evenings
filled with the crepitation of crickete and of neon
signs---symbolicelly indistinguishable in scund.

WHICH PALMER EDITQRIAL D'YA READ?

Ve are going to steal every gocd suthor inthe field
by hook or erock." (CTHER WORLDS Feb.53, v.4)
'This editor ien't the type of pirste, or the type
of imitator, or the type of competitor wh: kesps
eyeing the writer who has slready duveloped his
‘elent.” (CTHER WORLDS Feb.53, p.156)

AN ARTISTIC TRAIT? ‘"Bah! Issue liquor! I'll havs
erby bring you something essier on the pellat.”
==-=ASFy Feb. ‘S0, p.23.




MIGHTY LIKE A ROSICRUCIAN &lemt will never be just
the samevithout ar attsck
on 1.Ron Hubderd. out it locks es if ths lest ore
wes crly tco vell fourded; fsr be it from me to kick
e man when he's r:ot only dovn tut sut of ris mind.
3ut meybe Ernglisk resders Leven't neard sbout EX-
CALIBUR? 7ell, it seecms thet during the wser “lron
died. Awskening in tkhe Heresfter, he fourd hircself
surrourded by 81} the xnowledgs of the Univerae. He
hed becn browsing in this stuff for e mere ten min-
utes when he felt the cell of thke Flesk and was
drawn tack tc the oversting thestre, where he had
just given the doctcr quite e turn. He left sgeain
ae socn esha decently could and typed ocut ceroivilly
a1l he could rememoer of the ternsl Wiedcm he hed
scquired, 7This wes EXCALIBUR, He hauled it round
vericus publishing houses, but rone of thec could
teke it. In fect their Readers kept comcitting su-
icide, their minde giving way under the impact of
these transcendents)l idess. Cn the lset occasicn,
pccording ta Tlren, hevas oresent inthe publiching
cffice when the Resder entered, lsid tha M5 on the
jusk, snd left theroom agein by way of the windovi.
iince the windov was or the 4Cth Floor neither the
“apder nor ¥lron ever reccvered from thie exnerienca.
Zindly Cl' rFubbsrd dséiced thet the “crld wes Not
sesdy for EXC:iL13UR ené confined himself to nub-
lishing 8 tesnsy-woensy little bit of it, which he
cglled Disnetice. Lately, howsvar, Slren F.as become
disencnented with huzenity on account cf the vile
gttackc on him by unsyzpathstic people lixesherifis,
repcrters, judges, and ‘the Buresu ¢ Internal Rev-
snue. He hes given ue up, end he's just jolly well
going to let us kave SXUALIBUit. § 0%y NICHH y sifiEyicu 1
just serd him e mesely $10CC end sign e waiver fer
jameges when you jumo out of the vindow, you can
teve & specially tyood cooy of SXTALIBUZ---now re-
noging in e sealed veult---fcr your vewy vewy owr.
~hs VI YCRKER cslled this the 3iggest Little Bcok
Jargein of the Month.




Rl NESaT
A. VINGENT CLARKE

¢ssoollinnie Lwmouchier thruet s vegrant bdlack
curl bznesth her clese-fitting cep erd bvont
ogein to her work, but acmerhere desp inside
of her che knewx it waes of no gvail. A1l the
other girle vere deftly essecbling, checking,
examining, - end rcbots were stepping from the
erd Jf the production telt with monotonoucs
regulerity, but before kinrie's eyes flosted
the imegc, not of en ertificial polychronatic
receptor, but of slean. bronzed, squars-jevod
figure ir. whose ayes denced small golden lights
thet metched the crinkly hair.

‘iirnie varted her eoft red lips in s sigh.

This was Love......

Uh-uh. Don't zep. Sf is moving intothebiz tims,
serd in '53, or maybe '54, something similer to tne
soove will be comronplace. Not, perhape, in oSF,ut
in one of those megeazines that ceter for everybody.
Cur dearest dreams are being reslised, 87 is ncow
nodular with the maror-in-the-street,end inevitegsly
other forms of...w0ll, literesture, are impingingon
tiie fentssy field. The body of sf is baing invaueld
by strerge orgenisme, end slreedy Micky S9illaneles
erucled on its fece.

facording to the Eelativity formule with whosa
first equation w8 ere sll so familiesr, suthkors such
88 %3inlein, Bredbury snd James ‘Wnite will bo com-
psllad to mect the messses half way. No longer will
the krowledpge of why e rocket wor«s in e vscuum exd
kow to ssell ‘psychosometic' suffice for thesf suth-
or. rs must learn to sttract the urn-other-worloly
outsidere, to face the exverts from other fields,
ard cultivaete their corn.
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Uhen for inetence the gerdener turns {rowm 'Birda,
3ees snd the Nursery Gerden' to ‘Supsrdoover Stories
he'll expect to find thoe flower-dscoratod epecoship
carrying en especislly lerge-lunged creowmen whoss
cerbon dioxide exhglutions k&eptha herbsceous bordar
alive. A treclor-rsy will be a rey emsneting from o
trgstor (ax used or spece-fields). and neutron beszs
%11l give viece tozep-gurs full of poison ivy juico.

On 9 higher vlere tken Soillene ard the wonure Lzaap
will be sf for the musicisn snd dencer. Kcw, ian the
sesrch for higher circulstion, cen you persusd: tks
student of the rhythmic srts to lay down tre 'Ulsv-
ichord end Hot. Trumpet Mekers®' Cazette', unless you
cen offer him something like....%ell....i-

.....Nadia Ngziburp, procier ballerins et the
Murtion Gondoliars Bell listered erthrrelled as
the thunder of the rockets ascended irn migzhty
tortissimo chords to 8 cadance in which the
motif of riven stmosphere feded end died.

“"Ch liichsel!:”" She turned, the psle oval of
her face slightwith excitemert. “Listentothe
ovortonen: A verfect morendo.”

‘ica brosthed hesvily. "I dig you, beby.
Feszsouut skidéin down to no-grav en' leyirg
it in the groove with some golid stompin?”

“ne can see exotional conflict here at lesst.
Perhavps the solid biogrephical type of fiction
would provide ef with the sort of symbolic horo that
onriched detective litereture with therlock Holmos.
I em not referring to euch creatione as ‘Centein
Future', tut to someone who is at les2t semi-humen,
in sccomplishment end environment. This mey sound
iudicrous, bput in the New Sf precticelly anything

couid hepoen.

But we're discussing ponuler fiction and ef. ‘Thc
semnle Trom the romentic that started it....what of
the other types resd by the maseses. ‘ell, the ‘est-
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ern we have always had with us. The shadowy figurs
of Fats Durston kas hovered over pulp st rrom Rich-
erd Seaton,of. ‘The Skylerk® 10...ee..=(fill in frowm
this month°'s msgs.) The detective type iz s differ-
ert metter, end in spite of Authony Boucher's gloomy
prediciions that tha detective sf novel would rsver
succoed because the suthor could be sounfeir to tha
regder..murder tkrough tize or the fourth dimension,
etz.—1I think there is still s vast untcuched field
rers 1o oring in that 35c from the mysiery sdiicis.
TLe duor was hign-poliched Venuszian swercwocd
raflecting highlighie from the ofice electro-
tubce. The psnel ir its ceatrewes aurpoues to
be trensperent, a puleriscd Luns GCrystead, suat
sfter some blasterhapsy gecn turned avilretor
on it ir the Case of tha Curious Jellistien it
vee shot through with etrasky zavcroen, I ceald
hardly remed the flegking gold lu:ters on the
athoer side, but I didr't noed to. I knew vhem
by huurt.- :
I24MD TUCKZRK, INTRSPLAYITARY INVESTIGATOR
LUNA CITY 1212
Something wes steniing outside the door. 1It'd
knacxed four times. I figured it worted to come

b3 ke B ]

The rest cf this epic you'll be sole to remd in the
new era, when e fest buck is being mede et intor-
plenetsry speads by ell end sundry, erd the mess of
tha populetior ie getting the sort of scicnce iict-
ior it wantee.e.sessaTRUD RCHANTIC SCITNCT FICTION,
SCIENCZE DRITCTIVE STCRIIS, SPACE WISTERN erd Y-
PLORATION OF S2IC=.

Lcionce fiction for the technologist, the 'vhither-
mgnkiraer', the scientist?

Hiell, they've had their innings. lt's circuletior
ve vent nowsdeys. 3ring on the amotion end hunan
s0deol and tha goenersl zuff.

knd order enothar su‘e, willyef
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Eumerconde Bioka's A 1. 050 Tﬁ'-" gf
eatENE V] OR[(:;;:J'_E [ f B!

Since, as e result of your editor's sojourn in ar
. erice, he end I were gble to insult each other per-

sonally,therehavebeenvary few letters from whic!
_ he can cull my New Jwrk one. Therefore, since it i:
{ ® topic of orimery interest t» reeders of this mag-
: 821ne snd also since I can't think of anytkring else
to write mbout, I shell describe ‘/slter's entrance
into these United States, He, of course, mey slso
ccver this topic, since he tno ves present, but 1
feel I can be mcre chjentive.

Cut of sheer perversity, Yalter chose a ship that
#ould land at Hoboken instesd of New York. To those
of my English reasders whn are blessedly ignorant of
the exact rature of Hoboken, I shall inform threm
brisfly that it is a small town in New Jersey, ad-
Jecent to New York, but rarely mentioned by Now
Torkers in polite conversatior. Although 1 haed been
to Hoboken, Holland, I had never been to Hoboken.
New Jersey, but for the sske of Slant I dsred this
verilous journey and managed to find the correct
pier. Hundreds of people millead about. Hed “.elter
already gone, I wondered, or was he still in tre
Custors' clutchea? Neturally I would not dreem of
speeking to a stranger, so I could not get any in-
forration as to whether & tall Iriskrien with ar
other-worldly expression had been seen v:andering of
in the wrong direction. So I waited patiently fo:
saveral hours, finally achieving a covetad positior
on the very palings of the Customs barrier.

Attaeching myself tothe lapela of the guerdian of
tka berrier, I vhimpered that 1 had been waiting
hours to see my poor 01d mother from Ireland, and
felt Icouldn't hold out much longer. Touched by my
816 of woe, he adritted me. I sped to the a's.

= Yo ielter, (oid, or. f.B)
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AN INEXPENSIVE
FANZINE PRINTING
RREES oo

AN R3I0ST xmsrfmam SURVICE TOLECHANICALLY
AINDED FANS; BY TWO 6ERICUE AND COMSTRUCTIVZ
'TYPSS: --BOB' SHAF & VINCE CLARKE

There 19 no reason. todey why fana 8hz uld put up

with ¢1d-fuehinne] ugly dnpl i ceting meehinec, whon k-

eayore with ardinory ekill epd pIeY, Bert.. ol ehap '

equipment can build en mcxoonu qu p.lntmg nraso

usitig naterials thet. can be fmnd i’ the diame, ;
For the psrticular modcl that wgkavo in wind, pad 8

which wo have found to give very esiisfsctcry ros- -

uli#, all thst. 39 nocded is. en 0ld .bicycle, 23ft.

of 12 §3C wire, scet, snd the e2ility to devoto @

fex evenings tas the intereating constructicn work.
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CONSTRUCTION OF THE gagE S AMNG TO
FRONT BRAKE %

Poko o Liovein (Fig,
1.)and seyv oif S ke Praat ':.‘.:‘_":___:.“.'.fz\
ferln (4) juoi veves Lio 7
Firil BX 2 5o
eroxn (W), rewoes ithe \ \\// v
frout wreal, a'ad.'-\'uld the .-ijﬁ-—%@ﬂ
forks to the rir ss st /-S".v*?.":-'i?; WOLE
kiga P AL {
_ brill s 9/16ths. hole w,-‘f:c;;..,g;;- - &R
in strut (ox) et vagitien SR ’3"5-'::2"-”7:"’,,,;.(‘,,,4
shawn ia Fig. 2, s<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>