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FiNZINE REVIEWS

Guring (G IMBLING

OR, THROUGH THE WiBE WITH ~£;()f7r] Roles

POST WAR. (10pp. F'cap), crept in from A, Vince Clarke undated, so I
T ROT Sure how old it 1s. This is a letterzine purely and simply(?)
and includes Paul Enever, Roger Dard, {every time I read his Austre-
ports, I feel like weeping as the DOOI down-underlings' lot), John
Gutteridge, the W,Irelonders, Pete Carpbell, John Brunner; and a
belated Mencon report by Paul Sowerby. 1 hope we gee mwore of this.
Three issucs were received togebher of

SPACE TIMES, Feb,V.2. No.,2. (12pp. 4tp.) Ed. Eric Benbcliffe puts
forward on idea for a competition: to try to prophesy successfully
any event of this current year for o ten day period. GQuite an
intercsting idea ~ why not try it? In the limelight this month is
H.P. Sanderson - "Scndy", whose ghod is Hic (Pardon me}. Ken Slater
hecrein castigates the Lunatic Fringe, with Ray Bracdbury deservedly
getting o hard kick for his two hundrecd dollar tcotlmonial to the
Republican Party. Fronk Simpson writes on S-F book collecting, and
Sandy on S~F history, under the heading of !Outline’, %o be concluded
next month. This part takes sone closc ups of a few of the early
authors, Kcepler, Poc and Vernc in particular., The last page onds up
With an od. for a fanzine to be callcd TASTRONEER'., This issuc had

a very nicely drawn cover, incidentally, drawn by Alan Hunter and
executed by Hectography 1n three colours ~ beautifully registercd.
These printers have certainly mastered this medium all right,

To SPACE TIMES. March V.2, No.3. The cover for this nunber hod not
the compelling power of February's ng it was a more relaoxed compos-
ition of a humnrous nature by Terry Jceves. Internal duping improved
over the previous lssue's Sendy In his 'Outline'! briefs us on van
Vogt, Wells and Cawpbell and gives us hl: ODinlon on current trends,
which 1s the same as that of many of us, "too many magazines belng
published thus giving o better chance for poor quality storics"”

Eric wnXes vitrlollc on R.L, Farnsworth's (3-F 1is unrcql) ealtor al
in 'Rockets' ¢ rightly cnough. "Saltego trens Miljaroj" by Jecan
Forge is = funny (peculiar) tale which for some resson was translated
by George Rowlands. It ends?® !'Finis', FPitting. Geutones Corr
reviewed "Road to Bali" at unnccessary length I thought, consdering
the minutia of fﬁntnoy oontant of the rilm; but she brou"ht to notice
a Swedish fantnsy "Rond To Heasven", which you should not miss, if
you ever chancc upon it. Brian Varley has a share of pnrint this

time with o system of classification of Fantypes., He also comes on
to the Swnot for dissection, And on to

SPACE TIMES. April., V.2. No.4.(Whole nuwber 10, 12 pp. 4to,) Tuvo and
o half colour cover this time ( - the green is a merc wraith on my
copy) by Joc Bowman. Registration is still tops - but quelle douagcl
there's nothing w.rth registering. Ego Spot - Hurrah! -~ alights on

Contd on page 2z



DON'T SHOOT THE WRITER.....

He's doing his best, and ~—

You'll serve yourself and him much better if, instead of saying
WHAT A ROTTEN EFFORT! you try to tell him where he has gone wrong
from your point of view.

It takes a keen and knowledgeable mind to criticise construct-
ively and with proper humility, for —-

Criticism is a favourite occupation of mankind (and womankingd.)
But it is a two edged sword. If we say a story, a piece of music or
even o neal dished up by an unfamiliar cook is no good, then we are
expressing o relationship, not a truth. We are saying that we
canmot digest the meal, the music or the story that has been prepared
and, although it may be the fault of the author, the musician or the
cook, it may also be merely a statewent of our own limitations.

Eating fried snails, listening to symphony music, and reading
Science~-fiction are all acquircd tastes. Even reading is not a
natural ability (such as eating, seeing, sleeping,etc.}) For we had
to learn first single letters, thon words and finally abstract 1ldeas
which were behind those collections of words. So you sce that reading,
¢speceielly in respect to a single branch of reading, i.c. S-F., is
almost ~- though not guite -- as much a skill as writing the words to
rcad,

Now this conception is, in itself, an idea. An idea {(this is
culled from a newly-published book called LIVING TIME by Maurice
Nicoll) is something which has the power of altering our standpoint
and changling our sense of things. Reanding is such a widesoread
ability these days that we take it too much for granted. 1In reality
it is a skill, How do you know that all people read the same meaning
into o pice of writing as was intended to be read into it ~~ or as
you, if you are the writer, thought at the time of writing?

All this boils down to the fact that, while not "writing down to
the public" you must have some idea how pecople will react to what you
write. Mony a rose is born to blush unseen because people are too
busy to make the effort to clinmb the formidable walls of distractions
and inertia between them and it.

A writer must know how to convey his ideas without demanding too
much mental effort from peoplo who alrcady have as much as they can
do to follow their businesses, watch TV, go to the pictures, keep
up with the Joneses, go to night school -~

D'you sce? In other words we come back to the 0ld saying ahout
the greatest art being to conceal art...

Consider the idea I have been trying to put over to you. Now,
every good S-F. story has a central idea or intention tc hold it
together. How will this notion (of skill being necded to understand
a piece of writing) fit into an S-F., story? It sounds like

E.R JAMES




something to demonstrate diffcerences between alien cultures =-- alien
civilisations. Yes, it has been done before == but it will be done
again, and if you do it well enough, perhaps you will be one of
those to earn something (or should it be (1) carn--lecarn something
by the fact of doing it.)

You have, at any rate, the idea, Now you neced a plot to express
thet idea. Dut what 1s a plot? It is basically a device to hold
the interest of the recder -~ or so we mist assume as I cannot think
of 2 better description. Without 2 scheme of incidents to tickle
the fancy of the reader, he or she will desert you and go off to the
TV, thc pictures or tennis, cricket or football, or just to slcep.
The plot, then, is the brond expression of the central idea which
you heve had,

But the plot will have no meaning unless you have characters
to act out the dramn of their lives. These characters, to be real,
mist have had a past (at least in the writer's mind ) and they must
also all of them be doing something, going somewhere into the future
as they are carried by the time-stream of the imaginary world of
your narrative,

And these characters, too, will never be plausible if you do
not make them a part of the plot by interweaving their lives against
a solid background, Each must have a reasson for being where he is --
and this is not 80 easy, except in children's stories where reasons
are not perhaps so Important as excitements. For, while there is
undoubtedly a thrill in being the first man on Everest, you will
note that no one has proposed it to be a joy to live eilther there, or
on kiars =~ conditions on the laotter being not too unlike those on
the formcr, Brrr!{ Ask wr. E.C. Tubb ~=

All right. Ideca, (or theme if you prefer); plot, (scheme to
hold interest); characters, (human foibles please); background,
(scientific data should be correct or at lecast plausible,) Yes, a
conscientious writer has quite a job, He must do alone what a dozen
or more experts do to moke a good film, His hobbiles, interests,
ordinary day-to-dcy living and his library must be extensive cnough~-
see the 1list of F.G. Rayer's activities in the No.6 S.D. and mervel!
~-= to provide cverything from Glant Brains {(Tomorrow Sometimes
Comes) to Heavenly Toys (Nebula Wo.2).

Indeed, many authors of fictitious stories of the past (e.g.
A,Conan Doyle.) often used to give a bibiography from which they had
obtained their background data. Nowadays it is not fashlpnable to
say you have studied particular books by such and such sstronomers,
that you have taken your idcas from this or that philosophical
trcatise, or that you have woved thc Roman Empire into the future
and tailored it to fit in its altered plece, and chosen a plot out
of this morning's Daily Blah. But the chances are your writer has
{perhaps by some unconscious process) done all of those things.

Only a tyro or a fool would refusc to admit the truth of this
(cven if he only does so to himself.)

In S,D.No,6 ir., Stan Nuttal runs down van Vogt and pralses him
in the same sentence. I have never met anyone who'!'ll admit van Vogt
is perfect, but they put him at the top of the Author's poll, In
other words, he knows his stuff and his stories will stand up to any
kind of analysis on the above lines... as well as being pleasantly
written.

—



Pleasantly written.,.Yes, that's another thing. I quite forgot
to mention that I think experiments in greawmar and story-skeleton
%re out of place in S-F, They distract from the expression of the

dea.,

The Idea is, in fact, all important in this story form. Every-
thing else has a place but, in short stories at any rate, there just
isn'!'t room for extranecous matter, Every word, in the ideal story,
should have some effect on the plausibility of the plot and
ultimately on the expression of the Idea. This, however, doeg nob
mean there is no room for individuality in the writing. Eric Frank
Russell has a wonderful style which, though always marching on with
the plot, is often a pure joy to read for its own sake. In a P,B.
recently bought called "Spacc on my Hands," the author quite
frankly states in the intro. that he wrote for the "beautiful
lolly" -~ as a certain popular commedian so delicately puts it. As,
however, the stories therein all had the S.F. Ideas I am looking
for, the fact they were written in an almost comic style did not
spoil them for we. I enjoyed the change from the usual grimess
of more serious writers. Not that you haove te be grim to be serious.
Our respected Arthur C. Clarkc always seems to me to be almost
"jolly" as well as being extrcmely serious and often guite wise.

Eh? What's that? You thought this article was going to be
about some S-F, personality(?) named E.R. James., Wcll..., So it is.
((Mr.James has since written an article that will arpcar under
our SCIENCE FICTION PERSONALITY banner in the ncext issue of Space
Diversions.DSG)) It expresses, by inference, that...

Perhaps you would care to work it out for yourselves; instead
of having we insulting your intelligence by spoonfecding you.
Probably you have already formed your opinion.

You have? Well, I hope that S.D.'s Stan Nuttall is right.

And that we have grown "less intolerant”...

And that-=

By Ghu! (Acknowledgments to Frank Milnes.)

S=-F, will march forward just a little more quickly towards a
wider public because fen see what writers are up ageinst in trying
to cateh the imagination of a high proportion of the rending
public... and try to help snid writers to write bebtter stories.

Instead of wmerely condewming them and their editors.

Yes., By Ghu! You too.

That!s enough.

T.R. JALLS,
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(CONCLUSION;

A B Y
FRDAD VAN GRIDS

HOLY HELL, thought Bunny to himself,as the twenty foot Tregor led
them into yet another passageway., More of the darn things, I wonder
why they had to meke this place like a maze, my legs are killing me!l

S3till teking one stride to Roxamnet!s and Bunny!s four, Tregor
guickened his pace until the other two were rumning as fast as they
could to keep up with him.

"To hell with this," Bunny whispered to Roxanne, and, clasping
her hand; "I don't intend to become a world champion sprinter just for
this colosuss! Shut your eyes and hold on tight."

They were in a straight stretch of the warren for a change. Bumy
stopped running and walted until Tregor branched off again. Using his
telepathic powers he read Tregor's mind and familiarised himself with
the ground just before the branch passage through the gisnt's cyes.

He took another look at Roxanne, noticed her eyes were tightly
closed as he had iInstructed, and resisted the temptation of taking
advantage of the situation. It might have been like taking candy from
a kid but Bunny knew that she could pack a wallop bchind that smooth,
white frame - he ought to - he'd worn it long encugh! Reluctently he
turned his attention to the matter at hand and concentrated....

They got half way to the spot he had plcked out and then:blocey!
He saw stars. True cnough he hadn't been there before, and evidently
teleportation didn't work by proxy.

Tregor came back and picked them both up. He grinned to himsclf
as he carriecd them. DBunny had forgotten that he could read minds too,
and on looking into Bunny's the whole affair had tickled his scnse of
humour. He was still grinning when he set them on their feet before
Varno and went back %o his machine.

Tregor was a glant, and i1f all his race were the same height then
Varno was no Martian! He was an ordinary looking human of about
five foot ten, middle aged, angd with a kindly light shining from his
faded blue cyes.

He was perched on a pile of cushions, toying with o ball of pure
light, tossing it from hand to hand, moulding it intoc human form,

"Varno?" Roxannc quoried.

He looked up at her with a smile, "Yes," hc said simply. "I am






Varno, I knew a long time back that you were looking for me,"

"Wait a minute,” Bunny said, "how comes you knew that we were
seeking you? The only ones that could possibly have known were Tregon
and we've only just seen him; the cat, if he read my mind, and I think
he was too lazy to do that; and.,.and the Golden Light!"

The shimmering figure which Varno had been shaping burned up with
a brilliant flare of golden heat, which did not seem to affect him,
though Bunny and Roxanne backed away ~ thelr bodies blistered, Varno
released the figurette and watched it float towards the roof of the
cavern, It touched with a sound like the distant chiming of 2 wmillion
sleigh bells, The ball of light burst assunder shedding countless
golden globes through the upper reaches of the cave, and slowly they
floated downwards, eddying towards the form of Varno, arms outstretched.
As they neared him the globes coalesced and the one ball of blazing
light darted like a homing pigeon for his hand, settling there and
sinking into the hard flesh of his palm,

"Well," said Bunny, after what seemed like a respectful pause,
"just who are you and why were we told to search for you?"

"At one time,"Varno slowly replied, "men of your worid called =
me Gabriel - the Archangel Gabriel, But I have gonc by many different
%rmes on may different worlds and on this one, as you know, I am called

arno,

"Holy Saint!" Bunny gosped.

"Not exactly," Gabriel replied.

Roxanne who had been unusually silent for a woman whilst all this
was going on, kicked Bunny on the shins. "If he'!s Gabriel, then I'm
a cross-eyed hag."

he was...for a second; and then Varno or Gabriel took pity on
her and gave her back her curves and youth.

2'

Sometime later, the three of them, Varno cum Gnabriel, Bunny and
the late hag ~ Roxanne, were seated at a nearly empty table. Bunny,
alweys the perfect gentleman, looked round for a scrviette; found nong
and wiped his lips with the back of his hand - a hand which was by no -
means clean. "Tell me," he said to CGabriel, "why look like this?' He
pointed to the ordinary frame with the wmiddle-aged spread.

"That's simple," was the reply. "I grow tired of always appear-
ing as a god-like being, it makes a bit of a change once in a while
to look"like everyone clse. Everyonc but the Martians that is, they're
freaks.

"Why are you here? Haven't they got religion?'asked Roxanne.

"Lord Bless you, yos. I'm on vrcation here, don't you think I
deserve a hollday once in a while? I get weary of playing the same
0ld calls on my trumpet. There can be no variation on the theme when
I'm on the job. Here, I can get a bit of peace and practise some hot
licks on the old cornet. Hot Lips Gabriel, that's me when I'm off
duty,” he said proudly. "You should see these Martian hep-cats jump
to my jive at the Saturday night hops. Brother and sister, thatl!s
something worth seeing!

"Mind you, I don't play all the time, not even when I'm with the
rest of the Heavenly Host. I havz another job - a far more important
one ag far as the Boss is concerned.’

“"Can you call that other work the Galactic Task?" Bunny and
Roxanne asked in unison, -8~



:I suppose SO."

Well for heaven's sake what is it?" _

"Trying to beat the Devil on his own ground,” was the uninform-
ative reply. - ot

"That do you mean, 'on his own ground®' Bunny demmanded.

Gabriel drew a deep breath, "Well, it's 1like this," he said.
"Everyone everywhere has a bit of the devil in them, and as he is split
into so many trillions. upon billions of millions of pieces), the poor
Devil can't do his work properly. Do you know, the Universal Furnaces
are fawever going out, or at least cooling off; because he can't
supervise the workers? And when thast happens it means we have to post
some of the Heavenly Host to the lower regions to lcnd a2 hand. As they
have unions up above too, and the leaders are forcever threatening to
bring the angels out on strike, I have the tesk of putting the Devil
together again,"

"Humptydumptyish,” murmired Roxanne.

"As you said," affirmed Cabriel wearily, "hopless.” You can sce
it's a never ending tosk. No sooner do I collect part of him together
than somebody, somewhere in thc universe has a child and I have to
start all over agein, for the Devil has to be a part of everyone, and
cveryone has to be a bit of a devil, otherwise there would be no work
for any of us up above. Looking back on some of the things.that you
two have done, you'll see what I mean]”

Both Bunny and Roxanne had the grace to blush.

"Yes, I see what you mcan," Roxanne said lamely. "Bub how does
all that talk help us? I moan, why did we have to search for you?"

"We;l, the time it took you to find me kept you out of our hair
for a while. It gave us a breather and a chance to get those index cards
into a modern filing system; so thaot no wore mistakes will occur even
if we do have to occasionally employ drunken office workers like Paddy
and his lupine helper.”

"Then we can go back to the Astral Reception office now that we
have found youl”

"I suppose s0, Bunny. It've had no instructions to say that you
can't. But have you cleaned up your record sheets in this extra time
that has been allowed you?"-

"No, I guess not," Bunny admitted., "It's hard to become whot
you were never cut out to be, and I certainly wasn't meant to be.a
saint! _Nor Roxennc! We are just human beings with all the weaknesses
and failings that make up .our lives and enjoyment. I mean, if X was
a saint, Roxanne wouldn't be able to excite me as she does. Nol I'm
glagd that I haven't cleaned up umy reccord sheet.”

"Me too," said Roxanne defiently, "He may not be much to, look at,
but he has something asbout him that I like, To hell with being a
goody-goody, I want to taste 1ife.”

(x4

Do

To Hell it was. Through the nothing and neverncss they plunged,
like a modern neckline, headfirst into the outskirts of Hell, Passed
the Reception Office without as mach 2s a thowdedo!, turned about and
landed seats first on the hot rocks. There they sat, looking at each-
other with woebegone cxpressions cn their faces.

-sn



"He took you literally," choked Bunny, spluttering out a sulphur
amoke ring. "What the hell did you have to mention Hell for?"

Roxanne said nothing. Her flimsy clothes were starting to smolder
in the heat, but strangely enough her body .didn't feel at all warm,
She beat at the charring material with both hands, and then gave it up
as, a bad job. The next thing Bunny knew wag that she was stripped
and standing in front of him in nothing more than her birthday suit.

A bit of the devil in me, thought Bunny. That was an understate-
ment! T'm a big bunch of devil, or' I could be.,

He noticed that his own clothes had started to char and that he
was now quite warm - but it wasn't with the heat rising from-the
rocks.. ©Oh dear no! It was Rozanne.

Although she had worn his body for a long time,maybe because she
had worn his body for a long time, Roxanne moved back as he advanced
on her with that certain look in his eyes.

"Oh no you don't! WNot here, Brother!”

"Watcha standin! reound for? Get to wurk you devils,"

"Eh?"  Bunny stood still and looked at the red gentleman who had
stepped out of the ground and who didn't seem able to make up his mind
whether to be a bull or a man.

The newcomer scratched the base of one of his horns, showering
bone particles and dandruff over his shoulders. "Umm," he said,"new
arrivals., Didn't the office tell you where you are and what shifts
you're on when you booked in?"

"Wo palsy,” from Roxanne. ™He didn't have time to stop and find
out anything at the speed we were moving.

"You must be bad then," the devil's helper snid sagely. "Only
the reel baduns cum through without havin' to book in. That meoans you'lre
both for Sector HZ32, HELL S3, Get along with you. Follow the arrers
and don't take up any more of my time with idle chatter. It've enough
to do without you bothering me,"

Too astounded to protest, Bummy and Roxanne looked up at the
indicator board that the apparition had pointed out, noted the arrow
that pointed out the way to Sector HZ32, HELL 83, and started off.

"Hey you! The one with the curvesl”

They both burned round and went back. Roxanne because she had
the curves, and Bunny because he had had them,

"ﬁo, not you Skinny," pointing at Bunny. "The other one, the
dame .,

He looked at Rexanne, licking his lips., ZEven devils get that
urge now and then when confronted with the female form divine. "You
can't go with Skinny. -You go through the next door. See, it says
IBITCHES! in big letters!" :

"But,..” Bunny started to protest. He got no further. A pointed
£ail whipped round and menaced his stomach, He turned round and it
menaced the opposite side, a bit lower down. Without any more
prompting he set off., The barbed tip looked a bit too sharp to argue
with.

'ROTTERS', the sign over his door proclaimed. He walked through,

Suddenly the ground opened up beneath his fecet and he found
himself sliding down a polished slope. Down he went, passing weird
and wonderful machines with. rods sticking out in all directions. Down,
down, down, until he landed with a bumb at the base of the largest
machine of all, Before he had time to pick himself up two foremen
nad londed on him and were pummeling his bruised and battered body.

-10-



"Bunny, me ould pal, it's me, Paddy. DBegorra! I never expected
ye to come and visit yer ould pals, eh Loupy?

"Actually,"said the wolf, "nor 4id I. Really old man, it is
‘most frightfully friendly of you and all that, I do hope we are .
going to have the pleasure of your company for a long time to come,

We feel as though you are one of us, having had something to do with
you before, 7You know, Paddy, the exboss is most thoughtful and
considerate at times, maqybe he is going to.take us back.,"

"Maybe so. Maybe no," said Paddy in a couldn't care lesg voice.
Then he whispered to Bunny so that Loupy could not overhear. "Me bhoy,
ye woulcdn't happen to have a bottle on ye, a bottle of Ould Oirish,
me homelsnd brew?"

Sadly he shook his head, noticing for the first time that Bunny
didn't havc a stitch of clothing on him, and certainly no bottle.
"SBure now, and it's a fine stante of affnirs it is,” he said, clapping
his wings together. "Here's me and me ould pal Loupy dying on our
fecet for a spot of somecthing to warm our innards, and ye forget to
bring some with ye. Shame on ye¢, Bunay ye ould rescal. Never a drap
has passed our lips since we weré banished to this godforsaken hole,
and I bet ye have been soused cvery day out there."

Bunny monaged to get a word in at last. "Get off me you crazy
pair of loons,” he shouted. "What do vou think I am, a bed or
something?" '

"Frightfully sorry and all thet old chappy.' Loupy removed one
of his paws from Bunny's ear and steppcd sside, pulling Faddy. clear
with his canines., "Didn't renlisc that you were still underneath.

"Now, tecll us what you did to be sent along to our sun?'

"What do you mean, Sun?" .

"Tut,tut. Fancy nof I¥mowing thot., Well, old pal, Hell isn't just
onc place, it is divided into countlcss millions of spots throwghout
the Universe., Hell is in fact, the collective name for all the suns
in crcation. You, at the moment, arc in the centre of what you call
S50l, in your own Solar system. Tpis is the worst one of the lot.

"All those machines you passed on Tour way down herc are
comnected to atomic pilecs. Thot is the way that the sun keeps on
throwing out heat and radiation., Every nhow nnd then we remove 2
certain pattern of dampors ond stir up the surface somewhat so that
it gives off rndiant heat and cnecrgy. Then, when that lot of encrgy
has been lost In space and on the planets, we pull out some more
dampers and sbart off the whole process agnin., So there you have it,
How, why were you sent here?"

"I don't know," Bummy scowled. "One moment I was talking to
Gabriel on Mars and thce next moment Roxnnne had mentioned the word
hell...and here we are,"he;finishcd vieakly.

"Begorra,Loupy, and he has had o drink! Here he is talking about
we, and there's only one of him that I can see!™

"Of course it was we, Roxanne is a woman. You gave me her body by
mistake when you sent me bnck to Earth, and she had nmine. We met up
and went to Mars together. There the Mortinns swaped us back into
our own bodies again and we met Gabriel, the Archangel. When we arrived
here, a devil with a pointed tnil saw us, sent me here ond Roxanne off
to the women's section, Now do you understand?”

"Of course we do old pal, we aren't worons arc we Paddy? At least,
I'm not -« I went to Oxford in wuy better days,”

"Faith, and I went to the villege schiool outside ould ould Dublin,"
contributed Paddy, "so I'm edgemmﬁ%?tcd ton.”



"I don't care where you went, or where you're going; but what
does concern me is can you gel Roxanne and myself back to the Astral
Reception Centre?™

"Provided the Devil doesn't hear about it,o0ld chappy, bub you'lll
have to do something for us in exchange,"

ﬂw 119 .

"Drop a good word for us with the exboss, we never sce a bobtle

of anything to drink down here, not even water.,”
' "Done, " suid Bunny. "Now get to work] Both of us mind, both
Roxanne ‘and me!"

4

He landed with a gentle burp on a cloud layer and found Roxanne
nestled beside him,

The voices that thundered and boomed, the voices that whispered:
THE VOICE, said, "So you are back at Last :

"Yeos 31r,' said Bunny humbly, we'ro back. And please,sir, we
vant to be born again. We're tired of all this shifting & out, not
knowing what is. going to happen next. OSo.if you could manage it, we
would be most greatful,' ,

"Tim sure you would, " The Voice thundered. "But there is one
qmﬂll p01nt.

Yes sir?"

"You hﬂven‘t mended your ways and your copy books are still
blotted."

j i know. Try as we will.we can't change. As your agent,Gabricl,

said: we'lve got a bit of the devil in us through no fault of our own.
And we don't want to live a lifc of milk and honey if it menns that
we'lve got to be saints, We don't want to go about doing nothing wrong
eee0id +..and things like that. We'lrc. human and you made us like
this in the first place.”

"I suppose I did at that, I suppose I.did." The Voice sounded
ros1gncd. "We 211 moke mis tqkes sometime or other, even your cre~tor.

"Well, Bunny, ond: you too Roxanne, I'11l leave you as you are.,

As you say, life wouldn't be worth living if you werc perfect in
every vay. £And I suppose you're not too bad really,”

"Thank you,' said.Roxanne simply. Thank YOU.

"There 1s just one more point, sir.”

Mhat 1s 1t2"
Bunny drew a decp breath. "It1s about Paddy and Loupy...

"Enough — don't mention their nawes in my hearing agains - Ilve
stood 2ll I can stand from those two. Let the Celestial Furnace
Master have his i1l of them for a change! Now begonc!”

"Yes,sir. Thank you, sir.” Bumny realiscd that he was talking
to nothing - The Voice and its owner had gone.

S

They awole in a field, cradled in eachother's arms, and wmiracul-
ously; they were clothed. Bunny roaised himself on ono elbow and
looked at Roxanne, She.really filled that dress to perfection., She
smiled back at him, .

"Now what?" she wanted to know.

2T
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He could have told her there and then, but somehow the suggestion
that was in his mind would not leave his lips.

Roxanne wriggled one shoulder, and the dress slipped a little.

Bunny renched out with one hand and pushed it back into position,

"No,dear," he whispered, and noticed that she looked relieved.

"I know they told us on the wany out again that we have been chosen
to bring human 1life to this world; mecking it like Earth, and te do
that we must have children. But sowmehow, something is missing. 1
want you more than I have wanted any other woman, but not this way.
Something in me won't let me, I know it's silly of me to talk about
sin, but that's how it strikes me. I don't want to fall and be

sent to one of the suns when my 1ife is finished here. And it isn'g
because I lct Paddy and Loupy down and don't want the chance of
facing them again. It's something more than that. Sowething which
seems to be a part of me. Something that says you should be my wife
. in name as well as deed. But we'!ll find no preacher here and...

Do- you know how the marrisge service goes?"

Roxanne shook her head. "I know what you mean,” she said
softly., "I feel the same, but there are only two of us and I do
love you."

They stood up, hand in hand, and looked =t their new Earth, ripe
ripe with plents and small animals, but only two humons, a man and a
wonman, Bunny opened his mouth, trying to recall the all important
lines to mind,.

A booming voice rang out through the stillness, It caressed them,
booming but gentle.

"So you thought you hadn't changed your ways my children? You
see how mistoken you were? There may still be some of the devil in
you but you should mnke the grade. You now start with clcan record
sheets - both ~f you, And for your thoughts,Bunny, and peace of
wind, Paddy and his friend Loupy and now reinstated.” It paused for
‘?I%F%nts'tant, then: "IN THE NAME OF THE LORD I PRONOUNCE YOU MAN AKD
i .

Faintly, through their joy, they heard two other voices, soft
and faint.

"Thanks me bhoy
luck to ye and y'rs,
Then Loupy: "Actually, Paddy, old pal, you took the very words

out of my mouth, Godd luck to both of you - and you will find a

drink waiting for you when your days are over down there, Just look

us up when you reach the Pearly Gates., Peter knows us and will

direct you to us. Goaod luck once more, and then you for your th-ughts.'

. Begorra, yel!r one after me own heart. Good

6
They were alone and yet not alone. They had something more
than Adam and Eve ever had, They had something to comfort them when
things looked dark, BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART, FOR THEY SHALL
SEE GODI
And there were two good if careless friends up there too, just
waiting for them when thinﬁs grew dnrk for the last time.

THE END
OF
THE ROUND

ROBIN.
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Jcience Jiction J ersonalities

IT WAS THROUGH an inherent love of fantasy that I came to
science~fiction; came to know 1t, to appreciate it and finally,
mich wmore recently, to start writing it.

But fantasy came first and, I must admit, still does come
firgt with me. When at school I was far more interested in Zulu
witch-doctors, Tibethan Lamas, Red Indian liedicine Men and the
like than I was in the men whose names I had to learn becauss
they were more belligerent and had larger armies than their
neighbours,

From then onwards I read fantasy and science-fiction rog-
vlarly, though by no mcsns exclusively, but it was not until
carly 1950, when I finished my period in the forces, that I
discovercd just how much the field hac developed. Thls discov-
ery, in turn, led to the thought that I might start trying to
write the stuff myself. And the purchasc of an antique throc-
bank typewriter and some paper made me convert these later
thoughts into actions. Thus, unfortunatcly, I morec or lcss
"missed"” truc fandom altogether, my contact with it (in my case
the London Circle and the White Horse) coming after I had started
writing sf and,,too, after I!d started selling it. From
solitary rcading of odd magazines and books and without very
mich of the normal discussion of such literaturc with other fans,
I tunbled myself, willy-nilly, into the weird and dublous-sounding
category of "professional".

It is difficult for anyone who writcs for a living to
describe the sort of stories he likes to rcad and likes to write
because there 1is generally someone who will throw his words back
in his face at some later date when he produces a talc that does
not come up to his own recorded standards, However, let nc one
say I was afraid to pubt my head upon the chopping block! I think
all stories that have any pretence at being more than very iight
encertainment should hit the reader both intellectually and
emotionally, By "intellectunlly™ I don't mean that they have to
have some incomprehensibly complicoted philosophical, techn®cal
or sociological problem attached to them; I merely mean tha' they
sheuld make the reader think about the tale, automatically, as he
reads it, He shouldn't have to go through it three or four tiwmes
to find out what it was all about. If a story does necessitate
re-reading then, to my mind at least, it fails as a story despite
the fact thot it may be putting over sound and intelligent :2deas,
since such ideas can generally be found in non-fiction works which




are, on the whole, written by people with a far sounder knowledge
of whatever the subject happens to be.

Again, when I mentionsd"emotionally"” I didn't mean that the
tale had to be overloaded with hecart-throbbings and rising and
falling bosoms., I meant that it should meke wou feel what was
happening to the characters, Readcr- identification comes in here,
and, with it, characterization. All the best stories, 1in any
field, contain characters you can rcally get inside and understand,
and that, I fecl, is wherc so many sf tales fall down badly. . Too
mich spacc is taken up with claborate explanations of various
futuristic gadgets and not cnough with the feelings of the protag-
ocnists of the story.

However, perhaps my complaints are a bit out-datcd. It sccwms
that nowadays a fair number of the bebtter magazincs arc concent-
rating more upon toales concerncd with cmotion and fceling than on
those dcvoted to merc gadgetry. Thils, however, is a comparatively
reccent development and onc that isg, I trust, indicotive of the
coursc sf will take iIn the future. Certainly it is the course
I want my own stories to toke, since I am happicst whon writing
the cmotional type of yarm and unhappicest when struggling with
complex gadgets and vast, detniled descriptions of svace warfare.
But then, os any writer will admit, circumstance frcquently
prevents one from writing whet onc wants to write.

But it is this emotional type Tale that will cventuolly, I
hope, get mc somewhcre as a writer. And by "getting oomcwhere
I don't just mcan continuing to earn a living dy writing; I rmcan

getting somewhere, Almost anyone who hes some Journpllotlc
abilify and is either well-versed in n specific subject (or group
of subjects) or who has an ngile mind end can usc cncyclopee dias
and reference books intelligently can, given time, become a writer,
Of this I feel certain, and that certainty does not stem merely
from arbitrary and hastily-forwmed opinion, but from the period I
gpent in commercial Journalism, prior to becomlng free-lance, ond
on the studles I have madg of the various "You-too-Can-be-an-
Author™ and "How-to-Write" type of books, sdvertisements and
courses, But genuine creative writing is something different.
Very differcnt. This belief comes mainly from talking to writers
who, though in many cases unpublished and unknown (chiefly because
fheir work is not sufficiently commercisl to sell, and not because
it isn't good), have tried to install in me the idea that the
crecation of a sbory should mean something to its creator as well
ags to its readers. I do not, of course, mean that a writer
should intend to stay unknown and unpublished. Writing, at 1its
best, is an art form and, as such, should be comsunicable to all
and sundry. Those who sqy a1r11y "Oh, I never submit my stuff
to magazines,” arec doing just as great a disscrvice to literature
as are those who, generally for financial reasons, refuse to use
their writing ability on any plot that they think may be rejected.

The first sf stories I read were those in the early war-
time lssuesz of ASTOUNDING, Similarly my introduction to modern
fantasy came through the companion magazine,UNKNOWN, I was then
about eleven and would, I rccall, spcnd as mach of my spare time
as possible grubbing about in secend-hand bookshops for Tattcred
copies of these two magazines on which I cut my teeth, so to
speak, in the worlds of modern fantasy and science-fiction.

e




Stories thot lmpressed me most ( and which still impress me)
included Heinlein's "Universe" and "Common Sensc", Ted

Sturgeon's magnificent "It", Fritz Leiber's Fofhrd and Grey ,
rouser tales, Williamsods wonderful yarn "Darker Than You Think",
some of von Vogt's tolcs that have since been collected in

"The Spacec Beagle" and whose actual titles I forget, and sqg on,
Loater I discovered Loveceraft, Howard, Simrk's "City" tales(my
favourite sf scerics), Russcll's "Sinister Barricr" (another
favourite), Bradbury, del Ray, ctc.

‘Yet despitc the vast increase in the amount of sf being
published I still doubt whether the majority of published
stories in this field are as good as the majority of those in
the fileld of pure frontasy. However, that is just a personal
opinion touched, I suspect, with personnl prejudice, For I
connot deny that I still prefer a spook to a spaceman ond a
banshee to a blaster, Conseguently I am more than plcased
by the sight of the one or two new fantasy magazinces that have
appeared in the States, When will sowmec enterprising British
publisher produce something of similar nature over here? We
could certainly do with it.

So far as wy private intercsts go, I collect books,
write and read poetry for relaxation; do quite a bit of
painting and drawing (mostly in o fontastic vein, though I
once vorked as n comlic-strip artist); like taking long walks;
prefer cots to dogs: am anti - all forms of bureaucracy and
all forms of class, racial and religious prejudice; dislike
mercenary-minded people. Outside of the sf and fantrsy field
I 1like reading Steinbeck, Walt Whitwmn, Oscar Wilde, Groham
Greenc, Rajymond Chandler, Jeon Paul Sartre, Eric Ambler
and J.K. Huysmans, cmong others.

Finally, regarding oims and anmbitions, mine are no
different from those of innumerable othcr embryo authors who
have so far managed to avoid that stantec of all~erbracing
cynicism thot is, in this materialistic age, wisnamed "maturity’
or "adulthood". = Namely, I want to reach the point where I
write what I please and am pleased with what T write, and
where what I write sells « and plecases its readers.,

1

BRYAN BERRY.

et IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF SPACE DIVERSIONS, 'SCIENCE-FICTIOQON
PERSONALTIES ' DEPARTMENT WILL FEATURE L.K., JANES

¥4 NTED; Wos. 1%2 of'Fanscient' and any after No. 12.
ASE [fug '35, MNLRVEL hug. & Dec,'39. NEY WORLDS No.2
SHE (Haggard), comic book

FOR SLLE or EXCHANGE, ' Fanscient' los. 4,5 &6.

Johrs Roles
26 Pine OGrove
Waterlioo

Liverpool 22.
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INTRODUCT ION

IT IS common knowledge that the new biologlcal survey vessel,
ZOON, will be handed over to the Exploratory Dept. of the Admiralty
within the next week or so. Together with her sister ship, BOTANE,
she will replace the 1llfated PANDORA lost in the disaster of the
3rd May, 2080,

. As public interest has been aroused by the completion of the
ZOON, and will no doubt be maintained in the weeks to come by many
references to her in the popular videozines, we at the Department
for Extraterrestial Survey feel that some further information on
the discoveries of her predecessor would not come amiss. It is to
this end that the present series of articles have been prepared.

PORT NINE LUNA,
QUARANTINE DIV.,EXTRATERRAPLORATION DEPT,,
PROF., YAKCAM DLANOD., E.E.X.S., P.H.B.

SUBJ., AQUAHOMO CANALIS(DLANOD),
INF., VOYAGE 8, "PANDORA",

AQUAHOMO CANALIS (DLANOD)

I MUST MAKE it clear from the outset of this article that
A.Canalis will be accorded the dignity of human status, and will
be referred to throughout as a person, I am well aware that this
will clesh with the beliefs of certain religious organizations, and
that my words will be attacked by them, I am also aware that my
words willl greatly appeal to the publishers of the more infantile
Daily Videos, and that they will be ag strong for my defense as
the others are agalnst me. My reason for making this point is
neither to gain the plaudits of the one nor the recriminations of
the other. I simply state what I belleve to be facts, and offer for
my defense the passage quoted below from the First Chapter of
H.S. NUTTAIES recently published book, !'0OUT OF THIS WORID'. And
later on an extract from W.HARRISON'S report to the Society: 'ON
AQUAHOMC CANALIST,

Nuttall has it that, "No man who has stood as I have stood and
watched these people at work and play, can offer a reasonable doubt
to the evidence of his eyes that here by some strange chance is an
extension of our own species.”

The words of a man of Mr.Nuttall's standing weigh heavily
against the vapourings of those people whose arguments seem to be
based upon the belief that they alone are ordained to wear what they
are pleased to cnll the "Maker's Shape™, and that the appearance
of that shape upon other creatures, however closely related to
themselves, is little short of tanglble blasphemy. It it tragic
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that such beliefs exist in this enlightened age, though so long as
they do we must find patience to guide them,.and to. explain thelr
error,

Physically, the Martians are our superiors; the aquatic
existence has developed their forms far beyond the muscular attaine
ments of an Barthling. Over countless generations they have become
adapted to their environment in & way that is only surpassed by the
Terran seala and whales. Their faces still bear a strong
resemblance to degraded Humanold types, though their eyebrows have
receeded drawing the nostrils higher onto the head. This brings
eyes, nose and ears onto the same plane, thus enabling the Martians
to perform the functions of bresthing and observing without exposing
more of the head than is necessary.

d The chest 1s greater in proportion to the Martians! size than
is our own, allowing them to submerge for considerable periods of
time. The legs are long and strong, thce toes fully webbed and
admirably adapted for swimming. ' Perhaps the most interesting
feature of these people are their hands, for here can be seen
evolution working under the strain of duasl stimili, These are
needed to provide strong digging implements and, at the same time,
to fashion them for an aquatic life.

However, my narrative is running away with itself. To explaln
the need for digging implements and to explain how obvious land-
dwelling creabures. were forced to become aguatic we must know a
1ittle of the Martians' history.

(The information thet follows 3s,as far as can be checked
correct, It was supplied by William Harrison, the sole surviving
member of the wreck of the Terra Nova I. He dwelt with a Martian
group for close on fifteen years, learnt to speak their tongue
fluently, and committed to memory the facts that follow. The
prodigious feats of learning and instruction that he undertock on
behalf of his Martian friends have earned him the veneration of the
entire Western Group Federation. . And a garden~pool has recently
been set aside as a monument to his memory.)

His slightly melodramatic turn of speach is herein failthfully
reproduced, The parenthésis is his own,:

These people had reached a socianl level that corresponded to
our mediaeval state in Europe when the water began to go,or,to be
more exact, when the disappearance of the waters reached a notable
point. Year after yesr the staggering drought and the continual
failure of c¢rops brought o global famine in 1ts train that nothing
could check, (I place all this about sixty thousand years ago) .

The little rain tha came was carefully stored...To be guilty
of wasting it was death., Each cloud became a Major God watched by
every living creature walting for the rain that might be loosed
above them. Each wind that came from the arid cancer of the
desert hinterlands was alternately a friend or foe as the céreantures
watched the shifting cloud. It was this state of affairs, producing
a lawless scrambling for the life-giving fluild thaot culminated in -
the terrible Water Wars.... No struggle known on Barth ever reached
the stupcmBous scale of these titanic battles...Whole nations '
where anpihilated...The taking of prisoners was unknown, thelir
need for water doomed them. In something under teh years % of the
globe's population perished. (Little 4id Terrankind know thelr
wisdom when they named this plan?g MARS,) The wars,hysterical as



were, saved the remainder of the species. Each Group,suspiciocus of
its neighbour, withdrew 'more and more from all forms of social
intercourse...Each jealoUsly watching its own supply of water, until
finally forced by clrcumstances to actually. live in the liquid as
the eroding winds from the great descrts tore down the flimsy houses
that they built.

This isolation gave . personal characteristics an opportunity to
develop within the Groups., These in time became dominant features
to the entire tribe, Thus, nationalistic distinction that had died
in the last years of the wars as each man turned on his nelghbour_
was resurected within the family gfoap(ln some 1instances the..
differ?nces have produced what might almost be classed as separate +

enera
° Having taken to the water, the Martians secem to have severed
all contact with the land and in a remarkably short time(some ten
or so gencrations} they were completely at home.in their new
environment, "’

They dug into the soft clay banks to make homes and turned the
water patlis to their own convenience. (During this time their hands
assumed the mole like digging shape and were only partly webbed).
At about this time occured the last great upheaval in the lives of
this harried people...The crust of the drying-planet began to crack,
forming the titanic chasms that we c¢call the Canals. The species
virtually ceased to exist as into the great fissures roared the -
cataracts from sea and river, sweeping away and drowning thousands
of the Martians, and for most of those who escaped placing the water
far beyond the reach of their legs, that though strong enough for
swimming no longer held the balance necessary for an overland
march, Even so, in a manner no less perverse than that supplied by
the Water Wars, thils new cataclysm was responsible for the
continuance of the species. It formed the finest means of water
conservation that could be devised. By the opening of the great
cracks the water was drained from the comparatively shallow seas
that allicwed & great amount of moisture to be lost through evapor-
ation, and confined *a deep, narrow channels that made for slower
evaporaticn and by t..> same confinement did away with the constant
threcat of storm. And so the people lived.

They are by.no mecans dull...And are without a doubt the answer
to the vexing question of submarine cartography that has troubled
so many back on.Earth,..With help they can earn their way.in a
Confederation with Earth, and will regain the status of a virile
and progressive rece.

The potted history given above will help to a greater realis-
aticn of the Martian people and must surcly help dispel the doubts
of those people who try to differentiate between Animals with
the attributes of Human beings, and what I sometimes believe are
Human beings with the attributes of Animals,

The illustration to this text is a reconstruction of one of
three found in that portion of the "Pandora'" that was located
drifting near Deimos, It shows two adult males in typical obser-
vation poses, The plants shown (Carambedis Longiteuthis) are of
great interest. They represent -a species that has made auhigue
attempt at survival, They also show how every plant and animal
warred against eachother, The radiating stems bear Hundreds of
diaphancus threads that secrete % virulent poison. It is death for
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any other plant to come within the radius of these threads, this
includes plants of the same species, though in a way that sclence
is as yet unable to explain,

To conclude I will mention a few intercesting facts about
Martlan speach, With the divergence of appearance that came with
isolation and subsequent inbreeding, came a dialectic change that
finally produced different languages. Pet words and endearments
unintelligable to others became standard words as each generation
drifted deeper into the limitations of isolation, until, as has
been said, differences so manifest arose as to give the impression
that the groups represented different genera,

Throughout these many changes certain things reflecting the
tribulations of the times grew into a strange uniformity - &
terrifying uniformity to any one with imagination enough to realise
the stress of circumstances that brought it about,

The under~mentioned facts have been found true of 92 different
Martian dialects known. The word 'Cloud' is synonymous with 'God',
the word 'Stranger' with 'Monster', and the word 'Water' with 'Life’.

T O E B COETINUGRD

Film Review.
IT CLNE FROM OUTER SP.LCE

3-D, uncoloured. Reputedly written by Bradbury, but according
to information from some fan quarters, his part in the asuthorship
of the film was negligible - some fow minutes - for better or for
vorse, depending on whether you like the Ray wmey of writing or not.
However, I'm sure all who see this film will be favourably impressed
by it. The story, as far as 3F fans are concerncd, isn't.

The usual ldea of a visit from alicn beings in a spaceship
(NOT a flylng sauvcer this time) »nd & hoero who sees It crash, then
observes signs of lifc in it beforc it gots buried in an avalsnche,
trying persistently without success to persvade people he is not
sukjoot to hellidcinations, and the subscquent I-told-you-so
scones, is of course mercly o prologuc to SF as we know it., But
it is a thoroughly enjoyable film withal. The welrdness of some
of the sets, the drametic tcnsion and the sight of &n allion
coming slowly into viow from the utterly black frame of a desertod
mine entrance &re rceally quite horrifying cdre-of-the-scat scenos.

The film is & Cert., and I cannot understand why on earth it
was not made an X, for it is catainly much more scarifying than
'may of the Forlds' end ' The Thing', tho Cempbell version of which,
' 70FOS' rescmbles in onc respect: thet in which the allen takes on
quasi-human guise.

SEE THIS.
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COCAD  AREATRES

STANLEY NUTTALL

SINCE the last issue of "Space Diversions' several events
have taken place. The first was the neeting hetween the Liverpool
and llanchester Groups on the 14th June, This was on the 'neutral!
ground of Southport, the resort bLeing easily accessible from both
cities. Amongst those present frow Liverpocol were Normen Shorrock,
trank Milnes, John Roles, Jim looney, B4ll Harrison, and myself}
from Manchester, Eric Bentcliffe and Erian Varley., Apparently
some others did come along but they got themselves lost, It is
not known whether they ever returncd to Monchester or not,

The rendezvous was the Scarisbrick Hotel., Shortly after 1 by the
clock thc party left the hotel and went for lunch, The weather up
to this timc was excellent, but ncws had cvidently becn spread of
the prescence in Southport of Mancunians(apologics to Eric) and, as
we all know, they are not used to old Sol, having only read of it in
S-F. Obligingly, thercfore, someconc cluttered the sky with clouds
just as we came out from lunch. MNothing loth, we ventured onto the
boating lake in the high-powered specel-~boats Southport is so proud
of (2knots or bust), Attcmpts were wade at bumping onc cnother, but
boarding perties were out due to the presence of some Official
keeping his eye out for anything of that nature, At 2 o'clock the
Rains Came. And how! Ve repaired to shclter with the @timism of
the English, thinking it may pass over, It didn't, ¥c¢ Cinished up
in various asamuscment ercades trying our skills at vorious crooked
devices, ¢ pLCWWllY 'Hi Speced Eockey! in which Eric and frank became
Olyrpic chﬁmplnns in no time, John nnd Norman bought water pistols
and fought a spirited duel along Lord Street., Loter we repaoired to
the Scarisbrick for dinner and oftprwqrds to the lounge. Cur fellow
Loncestrians left fairly ecrly, and at ten o'clock we returncd to
Liverpool. Littlc business had been done (that I knew of) although
Normen& Eric were scen whispering derkly (A HMaster Plon?), but we
cnjoyed ocurselves deanite the weather.

The second cvent wrs the moving of the Space Dive. Apparently
the owners of the room in St,.Vincent 3t., desired to use it for other
purposes, presumnably storing Jdead bedies, and we were given nohice
to quit.

We are now meeting in a privatc room at the "STORK' Hotel,
Queen's Square. Certainly the surroundings are much more congenial
than our 0ld ones.The first meeting there was on the 16th of Nov.

On June lst,we were honoured by the presence of a gentleman
from the Deep South ( of the U.S. A+,not Kensington), Jesse Floyd of
Sevannah(Gah !) and we spenta most enjoyeble cvening together.
Jesse then suggested that we meet the next day for a Coronation
session. Commencing at the Lisbon Grill(i.ce. until closing timec),
we then adjourned to the Dive, taking with us ample

(concluded on page 28)
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FMZ REVIEY, contd from page &

Prancis Evens, a staunch fanne supporter of the Manchester Group.
But what a brief sketch. Froncis deserves more space thon this|
Vhat happened, Editor, someone put the break on your typer? (Ve
were very pleased to see her even if only for one day, at the
Loncon; which shows how keen she is.)

//Asidet Tallting of Conventions(who doesn't?), Eric Bentcliffe
brought up the evergreen topic of Consites in his Editorial..,
After the recent London Fiascon, we feel like bringing it up too.
We are now quite convinced thet until the 0l1d Brigade in the
London Circle has died off, been pensioned off or choked off,
London will ncver be capable of putting on a show worthy of future
attendance by what H.J, Gampbell referas to as the "Bloody
Provincials", No Sir! Ve "B.P.s" had a very enjoysble Con up
here in Manchester lest Atumn. It went with real zing, and o
freshness that was cowmpletely absant from the chaos preseunted as
o programme by the Loncon Commibttee., They managed well enough
without the presence of any hidebound meuwber of the viscous
London Circle of Tired PFans turned Quassi-Pro.//

Terry Jecves reviews the film "Magnetic lonster" - one not to be
misgsed, Jack Doggett reviews two old fantasy books in "Fantasy
Archives" (o permonent fenture?) A reprint from 'Gargoyle!, a
1940 fonzine,by W.F., Temple, didn't click with me I'm afraid -
Bill's humour, then, as now, is a shade too dry for wmy taste
perhaps. There is an unnecessary bit of fictlon by Brian Lewis;
and Deles Diary from Stateside and Eric's Newscolumn complotes
the issue. Please, why have you stopped revicuwing British
Pocket Books? There'!s no shortage! Surely souwcbody reads 'em!
CAMBER. Issue No.l, Ed. Frcd Robinson of Cardiff, A genercl
Tanzinoe with fiction, pomes, articles, fanzine revicws etc. The
duplicating would have been much improved if the sheets had
been interleaved as there is much hcavy offset, Four pages of
poetry are nicely lald out with artistic borders. The poets
(inevitably?) include Ormsa McCormick. Don MecKay was rather
token with "P.T.W."'s "Epitaph in Autumm™: "Something of !L'Aprés -
Midi d'une Faune" was his remark. I quite liked it myself; nlso
Orma's "™We Are The Un-dead Ones". Some good film reviewing was

done by Dennis Gifford;(is he thc onc who reviewed "Death Is 4
Numer” in the last Straight Up? It was great) Hal Sapiro is

the Stateside columist apporently and contributes some rarbling
fan-chat of no particular iwport., A'Mr.E.! has 2 short weird-
fantasy on cats which was only very fair reading: Sandy gf Man-
chester comes up with a very belated lianchester report: "Beyond

the Visible" and “Born in Captivity", the two Hamilton hard cover
books are reviewd at length by the Ed. and also koskowitz!ls
'Trmortal Storm!, which 1s in Fred's opinlon, too wordy. As far as

I can gother this is o generally felt reaction to Sam's writings,

of sterling worth though they are. A letter colum(from Willis)

and o very amusing fictitious onc from Joe Everyfon, on his
convalescence from fanltis end, o gond issue.

THE MEDWAY JOURNAL No,3.(24pp.gf'cap.) £t the time of writing I
have not scen a copy of No.2, but it is for above No.l for content,
although the reproduction still leaves something to be desired,

This may be due either to clogged or blunt typeface, or even typing
onto ribbon, which 1s what the result really looks like. The
gcontents as the Policy footnote on p.l extrovertly announces, is
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priwarily local news end views, but these are endearingly narrated
in "The Archives" in such o way as to impart a keen interest-in the
doings of the Medway Group. Tony's description of the film show is
most amusing. - Visions of trees being chopped up (instead of down)
and other anomalous goings on, were conjured up with great delight.
What fun secing a film from End to Begining. "The Demolished World)
fcaturing Demolished Dinosaurs and Denmolishcd Rivers flowing from
mouth to sourcc! The new style of film review, (at least new to me)
is a chonge from the usual, Apart from the "Lost and Pound Dep't”,
which rawbled o bit toc aimlessly Ior me, this is a nice chatty
1little zine. T reckon a sultablc cpither for this would be
'Chumzinc'.

A copy of » fanzine arrived this worning which I never exnected
to see again. (The fanzine that is, not the morning)
QUANDRY No,29. May or Junc or 8o, 1953. This fzn, I understood was
novi -bcing diseninatced amongst the Few of Fandom, hence my surprisc
at sceing it., However here it is before wme - my bloody Quendry.
Yes! 1t isl " vy copy is anywey. Is this o subversive ucthod of
dealing with rival faneds? In cndcavouring to ecxtricate the-corroct
staples from the folded zince, I found wyself hooked neatly onto a
devilishly curved staple which, I now have no doubt, uwas lupregnated
with all monner of melevolcnt poisons from the turgid swarmps of the
alluvial scuth. VWhen I finelly managed with great suffering, to
unhook wmysclf, blood was flowing frecly from the resultent wound,
which I managed after scversl minutes to staunch with the covers of
@+ I have not yet felt the ill-effects of this subtle and undcr-
hended assoult, but no Adoubht it will hit we suddeIlikeQuondryllike
QuendryllikeQuandryIlikeQuonryIlikeOuendryIlikeQuandryIlikeQuandry.,

But I've got'ere o thing naned
PERI.(No.1., Eds.Ken Potter and Dave Wood of Lancaster,22pp 4to.)
This official organ of the Junior Fanatics hns been due to come out
for wecll over n jcar now. Better late than ncever!{One point to
their crcdit is that Normen and I both subbed ot the 1952 Loncon
and after all this time we have coch received the first issue -
not like Slent for instance; I subbed for / in Spring!52,rcc. ived
a copy of the then lrtest oné was asked to please return it as it
was the cds last copy. When/ finnlly did reappesr in Spring '563, 1
never rcecived one. Not that I felt any pangs abdut its/ scenms to
be highly ovcrreted, judging by the four or five issues I have seen,
(leent by a well-meaning and indly foned from Welling.))
The contents include 2 short analysis of Cartiecr by Quinn, a
gcoopette b? Don Horgan on a Sf series appearing in the 0ld mag
"I@WPOSSIBLE", Clothiecr on how he produces art for thc prozines, :
AVClarke on pen-nommes in SF, Terry Jeeves ané his Loncon 1952,
Willis, Bowuan and pieces of fiction by Tubb and Bob Shaw fill the
poges In an intercsting way.
PERI, No.,2., Aftcr souwe frivolous cditorirl burbling there is a
story by Avther Brymm Berry, "The Exodus" which I rate no higher
than low level fan fiction, (Probably a rejcction from Andromedal.)
This is followed by sowe terryings from Jurble Beeves, and
meanderings frowu Tete Pay - sorry -~ Pete Taylor. Dave Cohcn
documents the Junior Fanatics and reminisces on his own junior
fanlife. & poen each by Joe Bowmon and Alon Hunter, The issue is
rounded off with a letter column including one frowm Bob Bloch and
his usunl pungent wafts of = .ahem! shafts of wit.{( We learn that
Peri has now clogsed but that the Juniar Fanatics at the White Horse
in London will carry on with a zine from down = or is it up?- there.))

-0



Here folks I have two issues of a Good fanzine to review - viz:
PENDULUM, whose Septewber 1952 issue I am reviewing becouse it
merits notice. This is V.1, No.3, 24pp, large 4tc, DBds, Bill
Venable and Don Susen. Production - neat, with mergins justified
and c¢lear print with no offset at all: 211 leaves rust have been
-glip-shected I think. With no TLHA and no Speceship to review thils
issue Pendulumn tokes first prize in iy husble opinion. An article
"The Ridge" by Joe Gibson, is high grade fan material, I have often
pondered on the problem of whet our section of the gnlaxy looks
like from snother star. Now I knew. Some painstnking research went
into this, obviously, This is the stuff of great fanzines. Project
fanclub is o worthy cause, I['l1l adwmit, but 5 pages scenmed an inord-

inatce cmount of space to devote to letters to it. Frowm England,
Derek Pickles reports British pro-publishing news ans H.J. Campbell
Wi-ites beilefly on British prozine and book publishing history.
Earlan Ellison records the story of "Magazine of Fantasy and S-F
including much bibliogrephicnsl and other usecful datas There is
also a letter columm,

PENDULUM, Vol.2, No.l. darch 1253, This has a lithoed cover by
Bergeron, of a cockatrice or some such weird ornithological BEl,
strikes you anyway - scraperborrd work I think., The first item to
grace the contcents page was a worlt of fiction, which I appronched
warily. However it turned out te be a rollicking burlesque on
Space Opera, no stark tragedy in a nutshell or mind scering cpic

in miniaturc attempted here. (Now I realise whot the creature on
the cover is. 1t is an EXGAZABO, how stupid of me to have forgotten
what an exgazbc looks like.) This tale 1s to be continued.
Derck Pickles does some wore rcporting, bricfer this time though.

Lside//1 believe Derck has now packed in fancom., In a noté to
rie before the Loneco, he told me that he would not be attending,
as he didn't think it was worth the trouble end expensc(How right he
turned out to be), snd that he had folded Phmmtasmagoria as he had
got bored with the whole thing!

Joc Gibson follows up his lest Agtrogntion article with another
on how to find your woy home from anywhere in the galaxy. "In the
Limelight" this time, is Amnzing Steries, New Style. - Harlan Ellison
therecin pours fire and brimstone on to the heads of Browne and Z2iff
De My own view 1is that Browne is simply doing the job he is paid
to do i.c. sell uags. Not that I approve of anybthing emenating fron
ZD at nll, but objectively speaking, everything thev touch turns
to gold. This, likc Fenbtastic, and Amazing's Shaver davs, will
line their pockets:~ at the cxpense of fandeom'!'s goodwill ~nd their
estecert, Dveryfen kunows thut fan buyers abte the minority of o
magts circulation, and Brovme's sclling ideas arc dirccted to the
larger body of purchasers; thet is, the dircctionless messcs of
grey-uinded people whose inertia or thought neceds somcthing
sengaticnal, gowdy and bowdy to arcuse ifs gouwlcss interest, They
reguire shock treatuent. Announcced for fuburce discussion is
"Astounding S F'., Despite wmany repititious histories and so on,
of prozines, publishing, frns ond fanzines etc., this sort of thing
is c¢ssentisl to fandom. This is the only. way we cnn learn the
story behing these loges, sand the lore of SF, Carry on ye historinns,
ye bilographers and filophiles, ve¢ do a worthy job,

We leernt a few drys ngo thet G.JF.Clements editor of "The
liagazine Collector” has folde¢? his zine. No,5 was the last 1ssue.

R.1I.P. -2a- (over(




SCIENCE FICTION NEWS(EA. G.E.Stone of Austrelia) Has 4photolitho pp.
inte whilch is crommed a wide variety of news about new mags, books,
from USA,UK,Italy,ilolland, and there's a fmz review columm and.a
column of lively quotations from various s8sources.

ETHERLINE WNo.,l. Another newszine from Australia; pubbed by the
Apeteur Frntasy Publications of Australia,. Format z F'lcap dup.l2pp.
THE SCIENCE FICTION FAN No.l. Ed. G.B.Stone (Agsainl!) This % Fleap
duplicated 'zine {(24pp) consists of reprints from other fenzines.
But they are exceptionally well chosen: oné the chances are that

you have not rcad them all before (have I read that phrasc before

in a ZD !'zine?) Iven the book reviews are reprints, The solc new
item is "Thc Scicnce Fiction Magazines - Astounding', by "¢.B.S.%
This covers the history of the mag's style,

ATLANTIS V.6, No,l. May '53., Includes the begining of a series

on the rlood liyths; some engl-s on Hoerbigerism by Commander

Nutter: o curious little article by E.Kiss postulating the possibil-
ity of a thick ice crust on the moon's surface: a proposed New
System of' Weights & Measurcs, and a shockingly muddy writing by
P.Zoffman on Platotls Critias.

Amidst the frantic babblings of the average fonzine and the
frequent odour of bobby socks, K.K.Smith's ACHRONIC CHROWICLES
comcs as a kind of tonic, with its quict unassuwming air, its brcath
of semity ond homecly wisdom, (In case of doubt, there, I mean
thowcly ' in the English sensc, as I believe Americen usage of the
word has different conotations.) I mmust wmention, however, that the
methed of reproduction of our cover for Volume Two is NOT, Sir,
1Tinoleun Block' (as vou wentione” in n previous issuc], nor cven
ig it toffset!, but a fullflcdged line bloeck and printed in the
nortnl manncr,

CONFISION, Vol.2. No.2. Ed, Shelby Vick. 40 pp. of duplicrted
TEter on vericoloured peper. Such evergreen subjects as 'Sex in’
S-F! and 'The Astounding SF Story' arec discussed herein, Eleven
poges are devoted to letoers, threc to a comic strip and three to
what I thousght was godawful poebry. Bub in a columm entitled
Becr and Butteruilk, written by Vernon licCoain is scmething which
demonds urgent comment. This subject is brought up by McCain with
rpeference to Willis's remark in a srecech ot Los Angcles when ho
30id " that British fandom hes not been taken in by Diametics.
Only a crcuple took it up scriously and they were hangcers on, He
also added that the average British fan has leftish political
views and thus views with disfavour such writers as H. Beam Piper
and L, Ron Hubbard.” (These sre ieCoin's quotecs -« how cxoct they are
I canmot sey). Now firstly, I view with disfavour one Irishman!s
speaking for all British fandoms and Willis at thet! Iily impressions
of British fandom's reception of Dianctics has been - !therels
probably, or undouvhbtedly, soucthing in 1t! with reservotions
regarding IRH'!'s approach, prescntations, c¢tc. And as for the...
average British fan's having leftish political views -« how can we
possibly know this? by findings are just the reverse. So wmuch for
Willis, As for IlcCain, he gsecms to me to be one of those reaction-
arics, who, not that LRH is in bad fevour, on account of his
Dirnctics work, say that he has done no gocd writing at any time.
To gquote liclain once more t',,..it was gencrally agreed hke was a
very objectlionable person...the srticles and book on dianetics
were as poorly written as Hubbard's fiction has always been'.
It was those last eight words which inflamed me. If ever injustice
was done to a wan...Have the fong (or McCain) forgotten 'Fear! and




131aves of Sleep!, which cone in the top ten in Space Diversionts
rceent poll, And what aboubt 'Pinol Dlockout?, Mo The Starg't,
Weoth's Depuby?! and Doc Methusnleh amongst many other unforgettnables.
Bah! MHceCain suould join the tabloids he derides with such contuuely,
Beidnds me of a copy of his fzn 'Review! which T came across sonme
time ageo. It aimed to review all the current prozines. Very worthy
-~ and well done up to a point, but his frequent cxtravegent panning
of o rmrgazine or atery and infrceqguent, an? always only faint praise
was such as te irnke one rather dubioua of his criticism. It gave

me the impression thot he sould take o rest from SF for a fow years
and give his jnded palate o chance to rccupernte from the monoton-
cus, badly-writtcn storics that appeer in those poorly illustrated,
berdly bound, poorly edited, worthless, unreasdable scicnce~fiction
Lrgnzines,

¥hat o note to end on. IHowever, today I have been inspecting
a large bale of fan publications sent to me by Ken Slater, and
iy heart was warmed ond uplifted to see o fair nurber of worthwhile
p-ojects. Awpongst these are some benutiful productions. For
ciample a 72 pp 'zine Masque, a wasterpicce of clenr Heetographys
Space Treils; Stefantnsy; D'Journnl ¢ 'Art; Viewpoints; ond many
obthers of wmost pleasing nppearance,

These have beonsent to e os part of the new Operation
Fentost project - that of the forumation of a librery of fanzincs --
a "Science Miction Frnzinc Foundation.” Yeu will hear more of this
onon via 0.F., (if you ere a nmcrber that is - if not you darned well
ougat to be, it's the bigpest and BEST ORGANISED non-profit
orgmnisntion in the world, but then so it should be, it's run by a
genivns, Mo, not e - the other one - Ken Slater.)

ngﬂ'ﬁoleg .

LOCAL AFVAIRS - Confinuctd from page 23,

licuid food -~ this precaution was scen to be fully justificd when
we ©inally broke uo at 5.30 A,

Surnrisinglr cnough our other roin activity had been discussing
Sciznee Fictioul

On Junc 8th a letter was read by John from the Fungl,
Lantbrukshogskolans Bibliotck, Swcden, reguesting info. on 3.D.
Who said we aren't Internationnl?

Wietor pistols are now nccepted wear st the club (indeed it is
fonlish to come unaried). licebers arce werned not to Joan them
to anyone on the pretext of "Let we sec it, old men.” They are
certain to be shot. Perdon me while I change ny shirt.

FILLER From n lebter received from the LIVERPOOL ASTRONOMICAL
[OCTETY: 1In 1888 we had 651 nmembers and were thus able to print a
34 vage illustrated monthly Journal and establish Branches in the
Tale of Maon, Australis and Pernarbuco.!

A11 we can say 1lg we hope that nll the Branches possessed their
own telcscopes!
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and

CONVENTIONS !

They come, they go, and afterwards there is the inevitable post
mortum., "Was it good? Bad? Indifferent? Should we have done this?
That? Or maybe the other thing? Will we run another?" Etc.etc.ete.

A monkey house has nothing on the screaming, rav1ng,halr pulling and
breast-beating resulting from both running md weeping over Convent-
ions both past and present. Not to even mention future.

If there is going to be a future.

Now, before the unfortunate comnittee responsible for the recent
activities at the Bonnington Hotel are publicly flayed and branded, I
intend getting in one opinion at least from the viewpoint of said
committee., Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe everyone was so ovcrwhelmed by the
gilittering sparkle and variety of the, pregramme that a happy silence
will settle over fandom, the silence of complete satisfaction and
contentment.

Somehow though I doubt it.

I doubt it because of certain rcuarks wafted to my cars by
secmingly irate visitors, and of all thcse remarks the onc which
rcallﬁ struck home was thls,

What do we do now?"

And there I think is where I come in,

Somchow a pre-conceived notion has taken hold of visiting fans,
the notion that they are there merely to be entertained. I grant that
they have a right to expect some sort of programme, but surely no samne
person can really believe that a small committee can entertain wmore
than a hundred pcople for two days without any outgidec help? Again
the whole iden behind any convention scems to have either been
overlooked or forgotten.

A convention is a gathering of people intcrested in the same
thing or things.

Thercfores no convention can be'run', all any committee can do
is to organise a time, a ploce, ond facilitics for said pcople to
rcet and to circulate, to speak their picce and to mect others who
also have scmething to say.

Now what happened?

A prograrme had been arranged, a programme which by sheer "Act
of God", had to be altcred at the last moment, No films could be
shown, though films had been obtained, a deposit proid, and expenses
incurred. The L.C.C. rcefused to licence a private showing of 35mm
films, and we knew of that just three days before the convention was
due to commence,

Plays had been orgonised, and souic of bthem were really good
ones, but pcople drop out, other pcople simply can't be bothered to
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rehearse, and so it goes on, I'm not moking excuses, I don't have
to do that, after all two halls were booked, a private bar 1lald on,
a programme laid out ond table displays etc,,obbained. What more
could vyou ask?

I111 tell you.

Common interest from conventioneers,

Youl

lloney prizes were offered for conmpetitions, iteris incorporated
in the programme which everyone possessed. A total of five conp-
etitions, a crosswerd, a caption for a cartoon, three puzzle pictures,
you know the sort of thing.

We had three enteries for the crossword.

We had six enteries for the cartoon.

We had less than a handful of enteries for the puzzle pictures.

From over a hundred people that surely shows a kecen aond
intelligent Interest in any official programme. HMaybe no one
bothered to read it. I can hardly think of any other reason why
fans should ignore CASH prizes.

And then of coursec there was the auction!

I wouldn't say nmuch about that, but as the probability is
high that plenty of other people will, perhaps we'd better take a
Jook at it. Now T've hclped conduct the auction for several years
now, and pecople seem to think that I can do it well, I don't know
about that, but from any point of view the auction thils year was a
horrible mess,

Please! Bids of one penny are not and have never been funny,
It is even less fumny when such a bid is the only one, and magazines
are knocked down for a single copper coin, Literally, wmore stuff
was given away this year than was actually pald for, and as most
conventions depend on the auction to get them out of the red you can
see where the trend is leading,

Not that an auction must have lashings of cash rolling in to
moke it a success, not at 2ll, but a little interest, a little flow
of comment, some sort of affinity between the unfortunate bloke on
the stand and the people before hlm, can wmcke all the difference.,

This year it was noticable by its abscnce.

Which of course brings us back to the whining complaint;

"What do we do mow?"

Kon! If you don’t know how in Helll's name con you expect
anyone to tell you?

Wear a funny hat, get drunk, sing a song, open that big mouth
and talk to someone, smile, donce, crack a joke, kiss a woman -
then fight her husband, roll dice, barrack from the audience, get up
and speak your piece, complain - not to one friend but to the
convention as a whole, join in. Join in. JOIN IN!

Simple.,

Just remember what you're therc for and - JOIN IN!

Walt Willis has stated, and now I know it for cold fact, that
conventions are not necessorily a small group yapping for two days
at a large group, Unless you are intcrested enough to meet others
with the same interests, and to have paid your cash and journeyed to
the hall you must be, then you are wasting your time and that of
everyone olse by not circulating and tsking advantage of the
opportunity.
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Concentions are not Just for the benefit of a small
committee, thelr job ends when the time, the place, and certain
essentials are organised. The rest MUST be up to you, to the
person who comes to the convention, After all, it 1is your
convention as much as anyone elses. The whole thing is put on
for YOUR benefit, is it too much to expect that you will Teake
just a little interest?

I don't think so,.

In fact I'm s0 certain of it that T expect to meet you all
again at the next conventilon,

30 save your indignation uantll then, €
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Dear SANED,

Do you sometimes feecl like this? , /62;7>~
Have you asked him a thousond tiwes to be ‘\V /i//"
original? You have! And no results, f§\

eh! Then here's what to do.

Tear his head off, then send
it round to the taxidermists and lang
the fruits of that worthy's efforts

over your desk. Like this —>
You prefer him that way?
Good ! What's that? You still haven't

zot a cover good enough for your 'zine?
Friend, your worries are over! Just drop a
line to STAN NUTTALL, 3, LELWOOD DRIVE,
LIVERFOOL, 12, asking him for details of 'THE
NEW $.D. COVER SERVICE'!, He'll be glad to let
you know prices, sizes, etc. Blacl and white
grawings; on 3tencils; Scraper Board for Litho, cte.
Your 'zine deserves a propcerly designed cover.
Only you are stopping it from having one, Yrite now!

(( THIS IS AN OFPICTAL SPACE DIVERSION'S ADVERT -~ Editoral)

~31-



SIMEI oM EERES

BY LRl G il

THEY'S ALMOST gotten me the week before, but they weren't going
to get oway with it, There aren't many who know about them, I do.
I'm one of them - supposedly. One day there's nothing to worry
your pguts about and the very next day one of their hellish groups
will bc estoblished. Sure, you get all sorts of groups springing
up all over the domn place, but these aren't like the others. The
guys thot go to these aren't human, ond God! don't I know it. You
can't offord to lecave them be, you've got to tackle them. But you
can't get anybody to believe thet they're a menace to society, and
when you can't get pcople to believe you've got to act yourself.

Fifty yords to go. Iiy cepe swirled round my legs and I pulled
it across my chest and fastencd ir. I didn't want it getting in the
way when I went into action, I started sweating. What if my guns
jemmed up? Vhat if thcy didn't work 1like I was counting on them to
do? VWhat if any onc of a hundrcd things happened, what'd I do then?
I didn't want to shoot thcm. I wantcd to get closer than that, I
wanted to get my hands on thcem. I wanted to rip them apart, to feel
their flcsh creep benenth my hands as I gouged and tore., I wanted
to kick them and see thelr tecth ernck and splinter under my toc.

I viantcd to hear them ycll and screem whon they got what was coming
to them. I wonted all that but I couldn't have it. When it's one
against o dozen you don't throw your chances cway like that. You
shoot and you shoot fast and you tnke damm good core that the lice
don't get you, too.

I ecsed both guns cut of thelr rubber shielding oend checked
their loads. They felt cool beneath umy touch and yet my fingers
burned and itched to curl round the triggers and spray Those who I
knew were waiting for me. They were waiting., I had wade the attempt
to get up to their room on two previous occasions and twice they had
driven me back and laughed when they saw me flee, Only this time 1t
wasn't going to be like that., This time I had the ecdge on them and
they didn't know it.

God, hou the lough was going to be on them!

Therc was nobody in the strcet outside., I ran towards the door
and crouched behind 1it., iy breath rasped in my throat and I fought
to still it, I listened and heard nothing. I hugged the wall and
sidled up the stairs. At the top of the flight I poused. I had a
clear run of corridor before me and I had to vross it to reach the
next flight, It was the quietness that disturbed wme, I knew they
were wotching and waiting for me., If they had made a noise I wouldn!t
have cared. It was the stillness that got me. The stillnessl!

Thet was what they wanted me to do - crack up.

I waited on the corner and I drov. thew down by waiting. I
hcard them on the stairs, their hecls clattering as they ran down to
get at me. I let them bunch up in the corridor and then I stepped
out from cover. )

My lips drew back in a snarl., "Derm you,"I shoutcd. Damm you to
hell and back!" -32- (Contd on page 33)




Review

THE MAZE by MAURICE SANDOZ. Illustrated by SALVADOR DALI,

Guil2ford Press, Priced at 8/6. Published 1953, 111 pages.,
15 full page illustrations.

FROM THE inscription by Dall on his illustrations, this book
was written in 1945 or before that, and apparently published in
the U.S5.A., as evidenced by the fact that the publisher!s nawe,
Doubleday Doran, drawn on the cover, remainsg even on the English
ecition. Why 1t has taken eight years to see publication here is
rather odd.

It has crept into the market unobtrusively enough, though onec
or two small notices werc given it in o few newsvapers and journals,
where 1t was classified as a Gothic.

To o reader versed in the mythos of Lovecraft, Derleth & Co.,
it will be very familiar gtuff, In fact there is almost an exact
parallcl in HPL's story "The ioon Bog" ; although the final
cxplaration is not supernatural in the way Lovecraft would have it.
In addition to this there is a flavour of Titus Groan, brought
about by the similarity of the ancicnt canstle background.

The genergl plcture is that of a decaying Scottish (in licu
of New English) catles; dark, forbidding and surrounded by an
aura of weird mystery., The lord of the manor, os in Lovecraft's
stories, is apparently under somc cvil influcnce, which demands
locked rooms, and strange customs for the servants and gucsts.
Slimey green patches arc found on the carnets, strange dishes are
secretly prepared ond smuggled to the Dweller in the Maze, the
(to us fomiliar) voic: of somec 'not-man' in the grounds nt night;
these are all well known devices to the fantesy fan and from the
very begining the ultimate denouement is quite obvious. But this
necé not obvinte the enjoyment of an unusual, though not original
story. The i1llustrations by Dali arc very fitting, grotesque in
their way and Will nppeal, though onc of them unavoidably gives
away completely anything thet was not already guessed.

JDRoles.

THE QU=ERS (Lontinued).

I was drenched with oil,and a couple of zap guns filled with
ink seemed senselessly ineffective against such measures as they
adopted. I dropped them &nd ran and I could hcear thelr lavghter in
my ears. But I still had the laugh on them; thoy'd got the oll to
clear off those steps before the landlady ceme back, and oil drips,
and there's threc flights of st%grs up to the Space Dive.

<



It has often been said that there is nothing new under the sun, tho'
something may appear new on the surface it is more often than not a
safe bet to state that it has been done before. Therefore, like Mr.
Ashworth, we make no clalms that Todology is new, In its eeparate
component parts it isn't new, but as a coordinated whole - as a fiold
of Science it is new. Although we have not yet taken & course at the
Ashworth Todological Institute, we are firmly convinced that his new
therapy offers release from many of the cares and troubles which mar
our 1ives, We do not believe in scnsationalism, we do not herald it
with a blowing of trumpets such as groected the appearance of J
Dianctlcs, but we are certain that there can be no cases of fallurcs
in Todology. A4s Mr. Ashworth points out, in a Science such as this
there is no place for fallure. We believe that Mr. Ashworth is
gincere in his hopes for the betterment of mankind, and it is with a
feeling of humbleness that we prescent his article

(NLS & DSG)

TODOLOQY

The new science of inte grated pergonal adjustment.

by  MAL ASHWORTH.

—— - —— e e e e g, e . e e — . —

AT THE OUTSET THE NECESSITY MUST BE REALISED OF ADOPTING A
completely Non-Aristotlian attitude towards any new concepts
postulated in this article. The prime difficulty of any radically
new science has becn, not experimentation and collection of data,
but rather clearing the ground ( & lecss prudent person might indeed
use 'dung-heap' alternatively here ) of the public mind of the
cutworn concepts which cement the old and erroncous science in
place. However, the task of removing outmoded beliefs from the
reader's mind nust be attempted before any exposition of the
radically new and differcent sciencce of Todology is undertaken,

Flrstly, let me say that 1 chose the medium of sf fandom for
the first presentation of this science for two main reasons. The
first is that sf fandom by its very nature is perhaps the most
open-ninded section of the community cxtant today, and the second
that I firmly believe that a large share of the suffering, of
which I now hope to be able to rid the human species, predetermines
sf fans becoming fans (Fan humorists,I understand, would aver that
becoming a fan comes first and then tho suffering, but I refuse
to accept this),. Perhaps this difficult idea heeds a little more
explanation. After having undergone a ceértain amount of suffering
- that is, having got the worst of its contact with its environrment -

-,__(—



: reonism must turn to somebhing which will give it sowe hope
?o?uga%egtgrment of its condition in the future. ?n t@e.pastq 1ts
tendeney was to turn to religion, but In a more sclentific and "
sceptical age, what more natural then it should turn to the ready
made field of science fiction? This then is the answer to the
fan philosophers' cternal question...'Why arc fons? ,

"Now a word about this revelutionary science beforc attempting
to clear the way for its acceptancc by your intcllect.

A scicnce mst work EVERY time. (My apologies for any
similarity to any previous scicnceg, belicefs or superstitions.
Todology is definitely and absolutely NOT conneccted with any other
idea or doctrine whatever, It is complctcly new, original, and
unigue, and has no affiliation to or conncctlon with ﬂnynfoundation,
organisation or other socicty}., A scicnce must say, This is so-
and-so, If we do so-ond-gso, so-and-so will happen.' And it must
happen., EVERY TIKE, Todology works, It works ecvery time and
without feil, It has bceen proved time after time, not only in
recent cases but mony times during history, for whilec the SCIENCE
is new, its foundations wcre 1laid the day that man set foot upon
Earth,and it has actually exlsted olong with him throughout all
the ages, coming Tto light in & few, widely scparated minds, but
never, until now, intcrgrated as a scicnec,

I personally guarantec that Todology will rid you of ALL
fecar, Ifrustration, anxicty, worry and lack of self-assurance.
Immediately after having completed the cxtremely simple course of
therapy you will no longcr fecl unable to facc responsibility,
you will no longer feel the lack of cournge and determination,
the want of assurance and decisiveness which has becn the secret
torment of your whole lifc¢ up to now, It is possible for the
therepy to fail but this is in cvery cnse a rcsult of cither
ncgligence or misfortune in the proccss of therapy, anéd does not
affect the foundations of the science. If, however, for any reason,
therapy fails to give maximum results ot a first attempt it is
always possible to ensurec maximum rcsulbts by further periods of
therapy. This consumes very little time and is in fact the fastest
form of therapy of this nature cver to be used by monkind. However,
1f you experience any difficulty ofter your third attempt, contact
the Ashworth Todologival Institute when I will personally endeavour
to supervise a therapy session with vou.,

lodology has been recognised as a great force by lcading
psychiatrists, physicians, specinlists and scientists., All who
have encountered its infallible rccord are quitc unoble to deny
its ccrtainty and efficiency.

Todologic therapy is extrcmcly siuple but essentially pcrsonnl,
The 013 adage 'Physicisn heal theyself! could be modernised to
'Be o Todologist and heal theysclf!. Everyone carries out their
oun theropy, but this is so simplc and will be so fully explained
and illustrated in the personsl therapy courscs to be issued by the
Ashworth Todological Institute that no one need fecl any doubt
whatever of hls ability to offect a rrpid conclusion of therapy
on himself.

Well, there you have in simple terws what Todology, by your
own application, can do for YOU, and I shouléd like to mention that
Todology 1is being tried daily now, not only in thisz contry but in
various parts of the world and is bcing found to work inevitably
and infallibly, I have now put before you all the necessary

-35- (Contd. on page 83)




"JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME "



TWO - came

BACK
By
David S.Cardner

THE WAR LASTED longer than most people had expected at the
outbreak of hostilities, In all it lasted twenty-six years and
a few comparatively short months; then the Rigel forces capitul-
ated. At the time of surrender they held some forty thousand
Terran prisoners on their system's sixth planet.

Johnny Lomox was one of those prisoners.,

He had a family, and also a sweetheart who hadn't been ag
true to him as he had hoped. He had a future now that the war
was ended, He also had a past. The past -~ the immediate past,
had been four years in a labour camp making robots and teaching
androigdgs. That ceased when the Rigel battle fleet withdrew from
its positions and ended the twenty-six year deadlock by surrender-
ing -~ unconditionally.

Their fleet was as numerically strong as the Easrth fleetb.
Neither home planetary system had been attacked, for the deadlock
was out in deep space! but the ships stopped rolling off their
assembly lines,

They surrendercd and gove Johnny a future different from the
present,

Before he even %¥new the war was over he was on a ship, one
of a convoy of fifty, and heoding out. Outwiards from Rigel VI,

CHAPTER ONE.

"NAWE?"

"Johnny Lomax.” I was standing before o long narrow table
facing two uniformed clerks. It was one of many tables and I
was at the head of the qucue. Over the heads of the two clerks
was a placard with a large letter 'L' swinging gently in the
breeze which came from the open doors. From outside the hall
came the sound of the shuttle ships as they landed and disgorged
their cargoes of relecased prisoners. I could picture them
c¢rowding down the ramps and toaking their time as they marched
over to the Admin building. They wanted to hurry and get the
formalities over so they could get home, but Rigel VI isn't Earth
and they wanted to refresh their mewmorics just as I had.

One of the clerks asked a question which I didn't catch. He
rcpeated it, "Which ship?"

"Haryland," I told him, “"Torpedo layer.”
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e shuffled through a pile of papers until he Found those he
wanted., He »assed the:m over to the other clerk together with
sore blank forms, ‘

"Wext," he called, "Name?"

"Luther. Matthew Luther."

There was an open glass door just to the rear if the deslk,
When I rmoved over to let Luther take his place at the front I
could sce my reflection staring bock at me. 4Lt onc time I had
been told that I was handsome in 2 rugged sort of way., That
didn't apply now. There was a dead-vhite fold of a scar on uy
right check that crept up towards my hairline, I hadn't had it
when I signed on the iarylaond. Wavey hair was cropped short,
and where it had been black all over it sics now shot with streaks
of grey ot the sides above my ears. I was twenty-six, alwost as
0ld as the war had been, I was nervous,too, I could see that in
the door. I had a facial tic . that lifted the corner of rmy mouth
towards the tight scar, and I lnew that mv fingers were beating =
tattoo on the table edge.

I was a released prisoner,

The clerk passed over wy papers. Therc was a cheque on the
top and the amount shown on its face made me whistle in surprise,
Four years in.a labour camp was a long while, it added up to a
lot of pay, What with allowances ond resettlement money, The
clerk passed a metal badge over the table top. ).

"Better wcar it, Bub., It'll get vou almost envthing, I guess.”’

"Byen the blonde on the corner store counter?”

"Wearing that you'll have to fight her off}"

I looked at 1t and pinned it on my shirt nocket flap. It was
a silver man against a background of black. His arwms uplifted,
and his clothes in tatters,

The clerk was looking at me with envious cyes, Sure, he was
thinkin , you con get anvthing, Hero! I dish 'em out and you
get the breoks, Four yenrs a prisoner out of the war, and that
makes you n lousy hero! God, how I hate you bastards!

I gave the badge a rub, "I'll make rull use of it,"” I
promised him, "I'm going to get all that you guvs got while I was
away, I'm going to railse hell and I'm going to cram it all into

a couple of weeks,"

I walked away and stood looking out over the field., Therc was
a hand on my shoulder., It was dug in haord. The hend belonged to
Luther.

"Oh no you're not, Johnny! You're going to take things casy
and settle down straight away. You aren't going to do anything
thot '11 attract attention to yourself. You'll play it the way it
was planncé for us, Johnny. Thatis what!”

His hand felt like something unclean perched on my shoulder.
I twisted away and turned to face him. "Keep your nose out of
it, Luther. I'm playing this thc way I want 1t, It doecsn't
nlways do to stick to plans, especially when they were wade such a
long way o'f. I've had four yeanrs to know about me, you came off
the Larsen two yecars ago. You only half know joursclf. I you
want To stick to thec rules remewber thot and be carefull”

"You know, Johnny," hc said, waking no sign thot he'd been
listening., "You know, I think this little badge is going %o
come in quite useful, It'll make things easier all round." He
unpinned it from his jocket and polishcd 1t on his sleeve.
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I left hix staring at the silver wan and walked out tovards the
field, is voice reached we as I passed through the door, "T!ll be
seeing ou, Lownz, One week from mow, dDon't forget and don't go
for what ou whot . you vicren't cntlt eﬁ to!"

Seeningls innocent remarks to mak and vet there was a hidden
tareat bohind thiew to ploy Tthings tuQ 'right wer ', and not the way
I wonted,

"He's right, son., There o2in't no sense in bucking cgainst the
traocez, 1 lknow,

T e co: nised the volece before I turmed round to look at him.
It wag Birek, & man with six cn years pay and allowances cdue o
hin, fle suiled with his 1lins. His eves were cold gnd hard,
boring rignt through ue.

Wﬁqwoe I will," T flested., "Hovbe I won’t I hurried out of
the hnll swny from those eyes and Luther's high-pitched leugh.

Cn the oaﬁe of the skuttic f11ﬁht 1lold they 'u rigged up 2
notice board beoring the words 'Dis UOPuql Flights”, and an arrow
peinting the way towards Lhe distont flight conbr01 tower. There
nere opcn auto- JCt“ woiting outside the Thdmin buildiang but I chose
to wall., DLutrher and Firch should be following me oubt soon ans 1
Aidn't wast to ride Jown with theu.

A couple of jesters passed we on the path and I saw both men
lean out and wave sz they went by in o c¢loud od dust. I grinned
and flipped wy hand, knovwinz that they wentcd the sawme flight as I
A1d ond hoping that thoew wouldn't wait for we. '

U

There were two ~aurds outside the tower wien I arrived. “Which
is the Loas fugeles £light?” I nsked themn. .
lover tliore." e looked at his watch. You'cd better hurry,

i

blows in flvc riniteg end there'!s no other for on hour.
T vinllked betwucen the rope harriers between shins until I could
sce the Lonbert without being scen wmyself, Luther and Birch were
wolting ot the feoot of the rrnup. Somebody called to them from
ingide and. they shook their heods after looking cround. The door
storted to close ond they moved away from the Lambert and watched
the tall jebs spurt flane.

They were walting for me., I bturnced back the way I tnd couie
g hopcd they wouldn't sec me. I was scared of then, I wa
arcd of nyseif, too., T thought of the governnmont OthIC in vy
irt po oclet and decided that I1'G buy seelf © trio horc.

It felt funny thinking of that word, flome, what did it

mean? I hadn't thought cbout it much before, it was just souwewheore
whrere I had alwers stayed ond bhere was no particular link between
word and thought agscciation,  But during the logst four years I
hee thought about it, lived it. It had assuned an out-of-all-
DrOpOPtJOH importonece to we. Johnny vas slnost, home, and it struck
me thet 1 was a far different Johnny from the one who had left,

[#3]
o
]

I pogsed through the main gate without ceamuent and plodded down
the highway to Carlston. Fop. 5,700, the ron? sign se~id,.

Ther hal a benk aod an Autounrt. I read the vprice notice out-
gide the lattcr and went into the beulz. The teller behind the
counter was reading ns I welked in, Ile frowned cond glid the magazine
into a drcower. It sceiied as though he ¢idn't like “.is afternoon to
be interrupted by busineuss, and then ke caught sight of the sillver

and black badge. e benmed when I s2id I wanted to opeon an account.



"You a long way from home, Spacer?"

"Three hundred wiles or so, Why?" _

He looked uncomwfortable for a moment. "If wou don't want to
breal: intc that ckeaque I cen lend you sowe cash.' He mede a movenment
to »ull out ails bill fold.

“Itts all ri”nt thanks. I can cash a povernmpnf chegue any
time I lile, can't I? “here's nothing about notice.”

"Tiatts right, any way you want., Bub you ecan borrow it if you
like, I don't wind at all, "

I ovened the account and slipped a wad of notes into my hip
pocket.,

I viclzed up the jetter next, a second-hend medel five years old
but guoranteed to be in good condition. The salesman should have
asked for wy license but he looked at my shirt and forgoet about it.

Then there was lieg, the girl two streets away back home, I
wouldn'~ want her to have a date fixed up for when I arrived. There
was a phone booth in the bar across the way., Y punched oubt her
nurbnr angd trled to imagine how her voice Would sound.

"Guess who?

She was cautious. “I don't know. Who?"

"You don't remenber'” _

"It = mot...It's not Johnny Lomax is it?"

L It dla, darling. Glad?"

"Yeees, Yes, of course I am. YWhere are you?"

“I111 be with you in about five hours all being well, I'm at a
place called Carlston at the mowment. Three hundred riles or so out.'

"I'1l meet you sonmeplace.”

i wan going to 2sk her if she still loved we, but I thought thab
wouldn't be falr over the phone., IFour yenrs is a long time. She
might have changed, I knew 1 had -- 2 lot,

"Round at my place," T said.,

“1%1 right, Johnurw, Johnny, vou don't know this, you canlt
butovot
"Mive Yours,” I jerked out. "Give them wy love,"

I drovnoc the receliver on bthe rest before she had vime to speak,
"You'lve got to be waiting for e, @og. You've gol to be. That's the
way we wﬂnt it, Thet's the way we've wanted it for the pagt four
vears.” T realiged that I wos standing in the booth talking to
mysclf.and snawned myself alive.

I closed the booth door and stood gtaring. 9She was sitting
on 0 high stool at the end of the bsr., I didn't know who she was
and L Jidn't carc, I just wanted to stand there forever and watch
her,

She looked cool and desirable in a yellow suimer Frock which
shoved up the tan of her armg and legs. The sun glinted off her
dark hoir, and silhouetted her in the doorway.

I wanted to roach out and touch her. I wanted to hear her
voice ond drink out of her gloss. And L couldn't nove,

The first woman I had seen. For four years I had dreamed of
what they looked 1like and how it would be to gspeak boe once and hold
her. The Rigollans had capturced nurscs off the hospital ships but
we'd never cseen auny of them, just hoped to,

Whnt d1d her lips feel 1like? Vas her hair as soft and silky
ag 1t looked? Did she have a man already? Could 1 hope thet she.
didn't with her looks? 10



She must have seunsed we watching her. She turrped round guickly
and, her full lips compressed into a tight line at the sight of me
staring at her.

We stayed like that for a long time. I don't know what sghe
thought, .arbe she didn't like strqlger“ watching her like thot,for
ghre blushied oné left her drinx wnfinished,

mer higlh heels clickeé towards the door and shie was gone.

It was a ulaute or two bYefore I could pull urself together and
zo out to the utO-JOu. I drove slowly up- the road and caught one
lost glivpse of bier in the driving wirror. She was standing on the
gidewallr, wabtching wme, & sulle tugged at the corners of her mouth
and I cloged the fuel fced.

By the time I was out and onto the road she was nowhere to be
S€een.,

Don'tt be a fool, Johnny, I told umysclf. You've got a girl
already, You can't waste tiwe chasing a dream. Get homel

Dut I hed one more stop before I was on: wy way. It was at a
Gumsmiths., 1 bought an Astra Qmi, a flat, deadly weapon that
wouldn't make too el of a bulge in my noclet

As he charged up the sale the assishont gaid, "That's the
third gun Itve sold to —ou people today,

I felt an icy shiiver play havoc with iy spine, and londcd the
Astrn,

has were they like?"

id geseriptions, hezy thorgh they were, fitted Luther and
Birch. I ran out of tle shop and switched the engine inte life, £s
I jerked away from the curb I heard my nare shouted and saw the two
of them ruuning uy way. I opencd the fuel feed wide ~nd their shouts
were lost as the wind torc about wmy head.

YWiacen L looker back thev were runaning towards the Automort and I
wished I hed picked a later wodel with » better turn of speed.

T ere wos only oue reagon for thewm to have bought guns, and I
vwas that renson. I wondered for o mouent why they hadn't shot me
whon they sew rie getting away, and I rcalised that they weren't fools.
It wouldn't be ~ut in the open thot they'd vtrry to kill wme., It would
be somewhere where there vwere no witnesscs, and somebime goon,

Why did X have to be so independant? Why did T have 3o try and
do things my woy when ther'é already been plannced for me?

raybe because [ was Johnny and Johnny liked his own way.

T wondercd how many othcor 'Johinnies! there had been amongst
us releosed prisoncrs.

To hell with thewm all for now! Johnny was coming howne!

I3 worry leoter -~ if I had the_chance.

CIAPTER W0,

IT WAS DAWGEROUS to conaider using the jetter for the wirole
journey. I felt s if I was travelling at a crawl and that at any
womeut ¢ see Luther and Eirch overtaling ond cutting in on wme.

Outgside the uext town I drove off the road and headed into
the gross bank. fWhen I left, the jetter was blazing aus o plume of
blael smolze hwung over it. I ke%ﬁ.to the fields and followed the road.



Every time ao jetlter passed me heading South I eased the Astra out of
my potket, and each time it was a needless precauntion, ilone of them
stopped angd none of them were occupled by Birch or Luther.

The badge would be likely to attract attention and I pinned it
ingide my jocket as I enterced the outskirts of town., Attention was
the lest thing I wonted. I was just a pedestrian taking 2 morning
stroll. There was nothing unusual about me -- outwardly. But
inwoardly I was in a state of turueil., I could feel my face twitchirg
and swmoothed the tic . away with my fingers, I wished I could take
the scar away too, but that wasn't the sort of thing I could steady
and control, The act was over, I wasn't nervous because I had to
be, I was nervous beesuse I couldn't help it. I hated the people
who had sent mc here, I hated being a part of a plan that was none
of wmy wishing; all 1 wanted was to have a good time. to settle down,
ond most of all -- to live.

Of all the people I hated Johnny Lomax was at the top of the
list, and Johnny Lomax was me. When you hate yoursclf you're
finisi:ed. You are cut off from the wholc world and all your senses
are directed at the very core of your being. You're blind to what -
goes on about you, and it takes sowmething big to bring things back
into their normal perspcctive.

That happened right there snd then.

"Lomax! Cowe here, we went youl”

The jetter was standing ot the curb. Luther was seated at the
wheel and therc was a gun in his hoand centercd at my belly, Birch
waa holding open the recr door, He was gsmiling with his lips again
and his hond was in his pocket. "Don't try it, Johmny," he warned.
"Just come here and get inside.”

There was nobody elsc within a2 hundred yards of us. 1 cliubed
in ans Birch slammed the door, The jetter slid smoothly from the
sidewolk aa Pirch reoched across and pocketed my Astra. He leancd
buck in the corner, “We can't let you live, Johnny. You realise
that don't you? I'm sorry in a way because vwe can’t afford to
losc any operativis at all., Whot's the matter with you? What's got
into you?"

"I don't know,” I licked wmy lips. YT just didn't want to be
ticd down, I wanted to feel as if I was free to live my own life.
1111 pet over it. I don't want to die. I didn't breck away really,
I just took time out."

"That's where you made your mistalte, Johnnv., And T realise how
vou feel, nobodv likes to die. But in your cose there's nothing else
for it., Ve couldn't trust you now. If we let you live there'd have
to be someone watching you all the time, and T couldn't spare two
out of the section,

"What were you going to do? Go to the militar, and tell them
what was happening? They wouldn't have believed you for one single
moment . They wouldn't even have bothered investigating., Once a war
is over, Johnny, it's over. You don't capitulate to win, that's
too fanbagstic. You capitulate because you're beaten hands downe.
That 's what havpened o Rigel, you wouldn't stand a dog's chicnce of
mal-ing people believe otherwise. That's the beauty of it, Johnny.
Tt's so fantastic that it's got to succeed!™

"Then why kill me?  Why are you frightened of me?"

_uther's high pitched laugh set my nerves screaming. "Rich,Lomax,
rich! Frightened of you! Think again. You're a spauner in the
vwortzs., Nothing like this was coqﬁged on. You're going to die because



there's no provision for anything like this happening. If we let
you go, the way vou feel now none of us would he safe. If we don't

ill you, you mlﬂht kill us, ond nobodv likes to die.,”" He cursed
and slammed the breaks on. The jetter jerked forward on its springs
and the tires screeched in protest. I craned my neck and saw there

was a robotic traffic controller ai: the cross roads directly ahead,
The traffic mounted up behind us as Birch caught hold of Iy arm and
twisted, Y“Stay still, Lomax. This isn't your stop yet.

I looked out of the window and saw the sidewallk opposite my
side of the vehicle filling up as the pecople outside waited for the
pedestriaon lane to be thrown opcn.

Imther was crouched over the wheel watching the robot. The
ingtant it turned and faced us he started the jetter, This was what
183 been waiting for, T had to wait until our stream was on the
move before I could attempt a break, They couldn't stop and pick me
up again with a road full of auto-jets hooting at them, and the
robot filming the incident.

I fell on Birch and elbowed him in the face. He screamed and
rclaxed his hold on my arm. T flung the offgside door open and
hurled myself at thc sidewalk, I landed on my stomach with wmy hands
shielding my face. I f¢lt the wind knocked out of me with the
sickening jor, but I had to get up and be away before they could
change lanes and come back for e,

Soieone helped we to wy fcet. “Thanks," I gasped. "Got a 1lift
and ovcrshot my strcet. Didn't realise until we'd started off
again,”

"You're a crazy fool," the men said. ™"You might have killed
yourself all for & nmttor of a few moments walk,"

I couldn't sce the auto-jet now but the robot had its ccntre eye
fixed on me ond I know it was reporting what had happened back to
Heodduarters. It wouldn't take long for them to have a control
copter hovering over this corncr, and I didn't want to be delayed
by foollsh officinl guestions.

"No I woulda't,” I told him. "I covm from a long line of
circus folk, I couTG throw wmysellf off the top of that building there
and bounce like a2 rubber ball, You don‘t believe me? You want to
sec me do it?" ' :

The man stepped back, "Like I said,” he muttered. "Crazy!" and
lost himself in the crowd. I followed his exawmple, only I walked in
the oppositc direction.

It was easy picking up & 1lift to Los Angcles. The driver wasn't
the talknrtive kind and I slept most of the wny down. He dropped me
of f two blocks from Home and T walked slowly, keeping my eves on the
nlert for two certain peonle I didn't want to meet.

I pushed open the garden gate and frowned. This wasn't the
house and garden pictured in uy wemory. The grass was a couple of
feet high and if there had been any flower beds it had completely
overgrown them, Vieeds were pushing through the crazy pathing
path that led from the gate to the front door, and the summer house
was peeling ang the glass crackeds

I thought that wevbe they just hadn't been able to get the
garden attended to, that the war hed put an end to weegk-end
agsistance; then I looked at the house. It was boarded up, there
wasn't a single window visible from the front. I fought my way
through the tangle of grass and weeds onto the porch. The door

was chained,
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I walked slowly round to the back. The sane sights greeted me,
Somehow, I didn't feel as badly about 1t as I had cxpected to. I was
more puzzled than anything else. I didn't think that anything
serious could have happened - there must be a perfectly simple and
obvious explanation for it, But it wes an explonation I wouldn't
find by standing round and wondering. 1 looked at my watch and
found that I still had half an hour before Meg was due to arrive.

I looked across at the lhiouse next door and tried to rewewber who
lived there, A family called Sloan, There were two of them,
both widdle aged. At lecast that's what my brain told me. I
walked out onto the rond and turned up their path, The garden was
neat, that was the first thing that struck me; there had been time
to keep it tidy here, why not next door?

I rapped on the screen dodr and waited, I hcard footsteps
along the hall and then the door opened. A woman steod there, She
had been baking and there wos still flour on her arms, her face was
glis tpning and her halr was untldy. She looked about the right age.

"Remewber me, lirs. Sloan? I'm Johuny Lomax from next door, 1
coulﬁn't get in. What's happencd while I've becn away?"

"iiaybe you'd bebter come in,"

She turnod back and I followed her down the hall and into the
lounge, LOH, she called, 1n the dircction of the kitchen garden,
"I wont you in here a momcnt.

She turned to me. 'First of 21l I'm not iks. Sloan. They left
here threc years ago. nv name's Williamson." The man came in tren,
"And this is my husband,'

e looked at her cnguiriagly and she told hilim who I was and how
I thought they were the Sloans.

"Oh," He rubbed his chin thoughtfully, "Can you prove you're
Lomax? VWe've got to be careful these daws, the wgr grve us a lot
of hoodlums ond you wight be up to somc triclery,”

I unbuttonecd the flap on my shirt pocket and h nded over fy
discharge pavers, le rend them through without comment and passed
them over to his wifc. Aftcr o few wmoments she goave them back to
e o

"T111 tell him, Len," she said. " lien are always so hopelcss
at this sort of thing. Thev haven't becen here these past nine
months, Johnny. I'm afraid they werc killed in on nccident ot the
arms plant. Lt was quick, they ncver knew snything,'

ITalf of me wanted to break down thcre and then, the othcr
half was coldly disinterested. "I sce," I said softly. "%ho has
the kevs? I want to get in there."

WIlliamson had them, Avparcutly he was the onc who hed fixed
the door chain and barred the windows. e gave them to me and
of fered to come on over, I said no and left them, As I vgllked down
the path I heard his wife say to him, “But faney taking me for urs,

Sloan. Why, we aren't anything alike. lle sccied rather strange,
1lik%e he was lost in a dream or something -- do you think he's

. it
safe?

"Of coursc, wousn., It woas the shock, he took it very well
oonsidering..."

They closed the screcn door and I could hear nothing further.
But 1 vould have to be more careful of my facts in [uture, it
wouldn't do to go cround wistaking too mony pcople. Sotiec of them
might start thinking things.
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I let myself i.to the house nnd exnlored it curiously. 4411 the
windovs were of the type that slide back into the walls and I opened
tlie shutters from the inside ang let gsone fresh air into the place to
drive out the smell of dust and disuse, Then I walked through the
bedrooms until I found the one thﬂt 100 ced more familiocr thon any of
the otheras. There were photos on the walls: 'Johnny at Pine Lake'!,
tJohnny -- Cadetl!, 'Graduation Dax!'; and momy others, I stepped
over to the boxwood dresser nmd weat throush the drawers, tlostly
they were nacked with clothes, but the top one also held a huﬁt¢ng
knife and a small target neecdler. 1 tested the blade on my finger.
It was sliarp, an ugly weapon without a shenth, md 1 dropped it baclk
into the drawer and took out the ncedler, It wasn't loadcd. I
hunted rouand until I found a box of tipped flights, loaded it, ond
slipped » handful into my nocket. I hadn't felt snfe since 31rch
had taken the Astra off me, this one didn’'t look particularly
cfficient, but ot lenst it gove me a sensc of security.,

I spotted o photo holder l-ying foce down on the top of the
dresser und picked it up. It was a picture of n girl in a swimsuit,
It was dated six yeers Dbnack snd written in o swmall, neat hand at the
botiom were the words, "o Johany with love, iieg.!

It was the only photo of her in the room and it bhed been placed
face down, but I didn't attach any importonce to it right ther, It
only served to remind me thﬂt -cfy wes sunposed to be meetldg me here.
I looked & wmy wabeh ngain. 'Tiue had passed more guickly than I
had thought, she was fiftcen ulﬁutuu late.

Just as 1 was thinking that I heasrd Tootsteps on the crrzy
vaving outzside snd I glanced out of the window. Ohe looked up, anw
me, and waved. T ¥now who it wns and T went down the stoairs at o
run,

She wns waiting for e in the hall., I stood on the bobbtom steoir
for a wmouent, looking ot her. Johnny, I told uyself, you certainly
know how to pick thew., She was different from the one I had seen in
the bnr »ot Carlston,no less bepsutiful, but becutiful in a wore
subdued sort of wav.

"Hello, - ohnuv.” Tt's good to see you again, I'm...I'm sorry
qbout Jyour neople.

"Ys that 2ll vou've got to say?” L cruashed he: in my arms and
tried to kiss her. She twisted lier head slightly and brushed my
cheelt with her lins, Thev touched the scar and made a shiver run
through me.

he pushed wme away and wnlked through into the sun room. I
followed her ieeling nuzzled over her attitude. 1 told myslf that
it was beccugse therse had been an accident and the smell od death
3611l seemed to prong in the alr, I ¢idn't belicve me.

She was flushed as she turned te face me. '"There was no neced
for that, Johnny. That ween't the wav we ported. I I'd known it
would be like this I wouldn't have come,"

Somewhere, something had slipped vn., "I don't know whant you
mera, " I said, and mede o woveoent o touch her,

She jerked out of the wnvy, "Of course you do. It was all over
betwecn us before yvou went awaw,

"T don't remewber,” I tcld her in - eumpty voice. 4nd I gidn't
remm'bgr.

You're lyins. Vou coulda't forget.iiot after the scene you
meds wrhen I teld you. Yor four yvears you tried to tie we down, I
coulen't go mnywhere without you following me, spying on me. You
loved we all right, in your own j%%10”8 little way, but it got so



bnd . that I couldn't bear the sight of you. Don't tell me you can't
remember that!" B e

"I Pewmeuber," That was o lie but I had to try and find out
where I stood now, There was only one reasoning for not remeubering
that I could think of. Out there, out on Rigel IV, a man like
Johnny Lomax would remewber only the things he wented to remenber,
The unpleasant things he would ciat aside like a dirty shirt., Thet's
weat he 'd doune, Thot's what he nust have done, becruse L was Johnny
Lomax and I couldn't rewmember. "I hadn't feally forgotten but I'd
hoped you had. I thought that in the time I'd been away you'd have
changed your mind and forgotten obout how I used to be, I've changed,
fleg, T wouldn't be like that any wore. TFor four yenrs in that
prigon camp I've clung to your memory. I don't think I could do
without you now."

Why say thot? 1t was a lie md I knew it, I had tricd %o
stop it coming out as scon a2s I felt it on my lips but part of me
pushed 1t clcar and it gushed forth.

Still, I had lenrned the renson for the down-faced photograph.
Tt wouldn't be Phrovn away becnuse it would have been like throwing
o semory awoy. Uubt it couldn't be lorgked at becouse it brought

beek too mch.

"I think you've changed, Johnny. I think that being owey has
made a man of yvou, You look dlfferent you act dlfforontly. At
one time n pnssage like That would Iavo been nccompanicd by tears.,”

Tet!s forwot abovt the past shall we? I don't want to hear how

I used o be, I'1l toke you out to dinner someplnce, Somewhere
Where e can hove n qulet talk atout the other mb.'

1T can't come with you, Johnuy."' She lo-ked uncomflortable now.
119 1ilke to for old time's snke, but it's not possible. I tried to
tell you over the phone this afternoon but you wouldn't listen to me.
Tou see, I got married two ycars after you went into the flcet., I
don't think you knew him, we didn't meet until you'd gone., I haven't
scen ameh of him either, T just wanted to sce you for a few moments,
that'!s wiy I came. He should be calling for me any womoent now. We'lre
going to celcebrete his sefe return,”

The very foundations on which wy being was built scemed to
cru#blo in thet instant. "Ie wrsn't by eny chance 2...0 prisoner weos
he?

A jetter stonpzd outside the gate. 'The door was open ond heg
got up from her chsr and ran to mcet him, "Yes,” she called back
over her shoulder. _

”O% my God, no!"™ I shouted. "You'lve got to get nway., That's
Notese

"Hot what?” She was clindng to his arm and staring up into
iis 1”00 with o look in hor eves thet wnde me fcel sick for her,

“Johnny, " he seid, "why don't you onswer uy wifel's question?"

He ‘ODt his hand in nis nocke. ond his ceyes on my face.

She look up brightly. “Oh, then vou two do know cach other
after all. hy didn't you tell we, +nt, before I came out?”

e looked ot we and grinncd, His cves werce crinkled up at thoe
corners but nis routh was hrrd-set end thin.,

"It slipped my scwory,” Luther replicd., "I clean forgot.®
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CIHAPTER THREE

"ABEG,"T said softly. ‘'dHeg, that isn't -our husband! e's a
fake, just like I aum!"

His face blonched and hardened. I knew thot he was deboting
whether or not to shoot me ot that very ianstent. It was only ieg
being there that was staving his hand, snd I knew thot if I mnde o
move towards iy pocket that even her prescence wouldn't soave me,

It had been a foolish thing to say with Luther present, but
I couldn’t hold it back. I was as mch Johnny as I was we, and
despite his now evident fnilings Johnny had definitcly loved her,
That part of we couldn't stand thc thought of her living for another
instant witi: o wan who was not the one she had married. wmavbe if he
had really becn Luther then Johnny wouldn't hove goid anything much
to either of thewm. I think he would have bcen man enough to swallow
his dignppointment and fade out of their lives. lieg didn't mean
anything to we,but I guess I hed sidcd with Johnny over «t, Enowing
that Imther's sole purroasc on Earth was to bring about its downlnll,
and possibly her death, T had to warn hor. I had to get her away
from him,

"int," she whispered, "I'm afrrid of him., I should never hove
come., Itl's oll myr fault, he oaly learnt nbout his people today, ang
then I cnme and teld him about us, It's ,..it's done something %o
him, unt, Ploase! Take me awavi" :

che pulled at his arm and he gove her a push towards the door.
"His broain's effected,” Luthcer snanced "There's no telling what he
might do. ou'd better get out of here. Go to the jetber nnd wait
for we. %¥c¢ can't lecave h w in this stet:, but it's not safe for
you to dgnv.” :

She hesitated, "1 don't like to lesve you nlos: with him. What
if he turns on you? Hadn't we better csll the..."

“Gol Get out guictlv, weg, The longer vou stay the worse vou!ll
malke himl"

She turned and ran at thet., I heord the gete open and the
auto- jet door slam clozed. But if she hod been abtle to see his face
wieen he spole to her she wouldn't have gone. It was o picture of
hate and triuwmrch. She hadn'!hb believed me and now he had a perfect
alibi Tor aurder: danslavghter!

"He was creazy with jealousy., He ca1d crazy things and I made my
wife lcave and wnit outside for nc. LU, en hc attacked me. L had to
Fill Liw to save wy own 1ile and her (s.n . -

"Birchi  Birch, come quickly.' e had the gun out of his
pocket now nad pressing againgt wmy side.

Eirch esme in through the rcar door. "Be quick about it,

Luther! Your wife's edgy and if you don't get bacr to her soon she'll
be up here looking for vou,' ’

"I won't waste nny time., Where's that gun? Paeas it to we.’
He grinned ot re. :I'm going to kill you, Lonmax, but it's going to
be called suicide,

The Astra I had bought that morning was passed over to bin, He
slivped the cate off and handed Birch Liis own gun, "Right in the
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mouth." The muzzle of the Lgtra swung up towards my face, He
brovght it vup slowly, savouring the beads of sweat that ran down uy
cheeks,

"For God's sake, Luther! Get on with it!"

Birch was nervy., He didu't want anything to go wrong this time
and he lurched towards wme. I saw Iuther's eves flicker as he locked
his way for an iastant, and leshed out with nmy foot.

It cracked against Lubher's shin with a force that numbed my leg.
He howled once in agony, and went out like a light.

£11 7 wanted then was to et away as Ffast as I could and as far
as . could. I forgot about the needler in my pocket ond swung o
wild blow ot Bireh. It caught him high on the side of the he2d as he
guided it away with a hastily flung up hand. It was the hand that
held Luther'!s gun. It raked my knuckles ond stang like fury, but it
spun out of his hand.

I made a run for the door as he dived on the floor ro retrieve
it. Souebody filled the doorway as I raced townrds it. I could hear
her ponting from the run up the path cnd I could see the look of
norror sprecad across her face as she saw Luther lying stretched out
onn the floer, I croshed Into her as I mnde for the space between
her body and the door jamb, and I fell against he legs. There was a
roar bchind me and the penting sound suddenly choked off.,

I raised ryself from the floor, DBirch's shobt had caught her
full in the throat. I heard o gogging noise from bechind and ~ow
Birch vomdt, He burned and ren for the rear of the house ond the
open windows, 1 could hear the sound of his body crashing through
the shruis and fading oway until all was silent,

degis death had been practicelly instantaneous. The look of
horror was still froZen on her face., I turned away from her ard sat
with oy head in my honds on the bottom stair. I tried to think what
L could do.

Trhie solution hit me between the cyes. I remembered seeing Birch
drop Luther's gun as he turned to run. That was 2ll I needed to
turn myself into a witness, and Iuther into o murderer., That, and
nobody ianvestisonting the sound of the ghot,

I got up and took uy shirt off, I glinred iteg's feet out of her
shoes and placed the grey casuals by the side of the basket-weave
sette, I dropjped ury shiirt on the ofther side.

The gun was lying in the centre of the floor. I picked it up
with a hondkerchicf and rubbed off Birch's prints. Iuther was still
unconscious and there was a bump the size of a walnut where he had
it his head against the floor. I pressed the gun into his hand in
the firing position and dropred it on the floor just out of reach of
his outstrcteched hand. I niclred up the Astra and wiped it cleon,
then I walked upatairs ond deposited 1t in the drawer with the
hunting ¥mife. I remenibered about the needler just in time, and left
thot there,too.

Then I ralked next foor to the Williamson's and asked could I
usc thelr phonc. It was one of the expensive types with the vicwer
attochment, Thev had one down at the Twelfth Precinct too, and I
rcmotbcred to look suitably shocked and nervous as I reported that
tatthew Luther had shot hig wife in my house after following her and
finding ue together,

It was well after midnight when thet had finished with me at
the sbotion,and I crept into the hotel bed with a feeling of well-
being, The evidence all pointed at o 'crime of passion',ns it 1s so
called, and Luther was the unfozgunate husband who wes guilty.



The only part about it that I didn't like had been smirching
tegts name, but then, that couldn't be helped. I told them that lleg
and I had beea friends from long back, I knew Luther was her husband,
and he knew what wveg and I had been to each other. He had warned me
on the trip back to Barth to keep away from her but T felt that I
had at least to call her ond let her know I was syill alive. I said
that I hod called from Carlston with no other intention than that in
mind, but she had said thot she tmust sce me, That she had alwnys
regretted leoving me and taking up with Luther,

Naturally, I hnd orranged to see her.

I knew that Luther waz now out of the way ond that made one less
of us., Birch wouldn't come forward because he was one of the master
kews in the pnlan, and Luther wouldn't expect him to. Tuther kncw
that he couldn't endonger the nlon, he was the Tyve who would die
before he could do thet, le'd more than hate me now, but there was
no manner in which he could incriminate me, rfe would rely on Birch
or one of the others to do to me what he wasn't in a position to do.
He'd get his satisfaction that war., As for me, I was determined that
he wouldn't,

thien I awoke in the morning, however, the feeling of satisface
tion hnd gievn way to onc of decp depression. Now thot I hed definit-
ely chosen on the side of Earth, bhe cnormity of the task ahend
overwhelmed me. I had never given it much serious thought before,
though thot was hardlvy surprising for the whole series of events had
takcen ploce within uvcnt* four hoursz. Now that I came to consider
it in the cold lipght of morning ond in all itg com~lcteness, I could
se¢ that mnd ﬁLtcmpt to foil thewm without obther heln would be worse
than useless. o doubt I would hove hit upon a fensible solution
given time, but Luther and Bire! had ~lready suprlied me with one, I
could think of none berier, nonec thrt were logical,at any rote.

I used the scrvice rhone to cnquirc from the reception desk the
whereabouts of the ncorcst military comn., I found to my rclief that
i had no nced to report wuy moveeents to the police for the South-
wesbern Cowrnad Headquarters were within the city limits,

uy relense badge sow me through to the 3Spocial Sceurity Bronch
of the Svace Command. There was o Co.mander sitting focing nie,ond
an ordinary Rating stonding by the rcoording bank. I had jush
finished my statewment, the Coumrnder loolked ot e for a moment and
then snovped his flﬂ”CPu-

"5q ay b uk,” he said.

The [RRa ulng switched on and 1 heard my own voice grceet nmc. T
listenud int hnt]y, just in case I nad misscd anything oub.

"y nowe is Johnny Lomax, but I weasn't born that. I wosn't
born h“rc, I was horn in ¢ laborntory on Rigel Six."!

There was » gr ot from the Comupnder and T continucd, '"No
questions yect, let wme continuc. It was in the very cnrly stages of
the war thaot tho Rigelir~ns foresaw rge lasting dendlock end realised
that thce fighting could 1last indefinitcly,without e¢ither side
getting the edge on their edversnry. They 12id their jdhins for
cnpnfulﬁtlon ond eventual victory as the first prisoners were brought
in. FPor thc next two yunrs their mejor objeetives were the hospital
ships and thelir wemen nurses. They got the woman, they had the men,



Hone of the men or women were allowed to mingle with menbers of the
othor sex, thev never even saw eanch other but there were births,
Thousandg of them in the Rigelian lebs.

"They had alresdv perfected o method of stimulated growth, and
goon each male prisoner had an android counterpart. Each android
was operated upon to rescable its original, There wos no need for
faithful reproduction as a prisoner changes in the interval he is
away from home. As loug.as there was an outwardly passable product
the Rigelians were satisfied., Where the mind wans concercned it was
a different mntter. 1t was essential that the memory and habhit
patterns were exactly reproduced in e¢ach prisoner's android."?

" How?"! That was from the Cowmandcr,

'"The prisoncrs' brains were droined of their knowledge. That
knovwledge was fed into the corresponding android via an c¢lectromic
heluwet comprised of storage cells that collated and combined the
information Into its proper cabagorics.

t"Poke we for instance, I am an android, and I am also a
person who had been Johany Lomax. I am completcly, inseperably,

o part of him. I can't get awey from him if I wanted to. The
originnl Johnny Lomex lived for the day he could get home, and for

a ¢ertnin girl. I think that's how he gave me partial freedom, There
were certoin things e chose to forget about, consciously and
gubeconsciously, that the helmet couldn't find. That gave me a chance
for my own developement and the recal mc found mysalf in full agrec-
ment with his sentiments. Theot made all the difference between a
willing puppet end a wisfit in their plan, because when they tried

to conditlon me it didn't stieck. I let them believe that it had
becnugse I wanted to live. With being ob’e to think for myelf I was
able to think round their con:itioning and submcerge it so that I

felt no urge to follow their bidding.

1""he purpdse of usg nsndroids is to ley the way for Rigelion
victory. We aren't to take up our huwman counterpart'!s old occupation,
Qur task is to get into vorious important industries and branches
of communication and supply. Hhen the time comes wc're to strike!
Disorgnnise ond kill! That's our sole purposc, we're cxpendables,

n severed orm of the figelions that's capable of destruction.”!

'"And a plen like that would bring a surrcndered race o
victory?'’

Yhere was ¢ snigrer from the Reting thnt I hadn't noticed atb
the time. I glared at him and listened as my voice went on in
answer to the Coumander's question,

""Saturally not. IWot by the use of us sndroids alone, There was
more o the plen than thet., Two voars ago they sceretly withdrew
secetions of their battlc flect from the operation areas ond sonlted
them out amongst th stars to await recell vwhen they are needed. That
battle fleéet, given the support bnck here,could wipe Barth off all
future gtar mops!it

MTell me, itr. Lomax, and what did they do with the real
prisoncrs?’!

Did I detect o note of sercasm there that I hnd missed before?

"Thev loaded the whole forty thoudand into robet controlled
ships and hend them out. You won't sce them again, Those ships
were rigged to explode in apcos,’!

The Coimrnder nodded and the recorder wag switched off. de
tilted back in his chair. "Lomax," he said, "i8ve bcen rewmorknbly
potient with vou, I gat through that twice just zo that you coulad
hear for yourself how ubterly preposterous the wholce madcap affair
sounds " 50


purpd.se

I Jjumped to my feet,. "It's the truth. You'vc got to believe
it! Gorddam you, you've got to! I'm not Louex any uore than you
are, Do something! Rourd thewm all up and kill thewm. Stop then
zebting into industry before the whole world goes up.in your fuace.
I've told you all I koow, now it's un to vou to takc the necessary
action., I can't fight bthem on wy own.'

"Get out," he roasred, "Get out before I have vou tkhrown out
o your neck. If wou think I've got nothing better to do than
listen to fantastic ramblings you'd better think again!"

T shouted at him ond tried to reach him %o bang some sense into
that thick head of his. The next thing I knew was that my arms had
beein seized from "ehind and were being twisted from their sockets.

the two guards frog-morcred me out of his room., The last thing
I heord before thev nitched me down the steps was the Commander
telling the recosder operator to take wmy statement spool and burn it.

I hoped he'd dic selowly when the Rigelians came. And I hoped
to sce "he look on niis face and the blind tcrror in his cyes.

I spent the rest of the moraing on the phone Trying to get some
Sccurity Branch of one of the armed services to listen to me. DIach
tine I started on my tels there was sonske such cowtment cs, "The Lomax
serewball agoinl!® , ond the rceciver would be slomucd down,

he Commnander had been busy.

I got nowtecre with it. By the afternoon the anger had left me
and T was just nlain sorry for them, Iach timec I was cut o'f they
lessened their chances of survival, and there wes nothing I could do
chouc it., You can't convince a nerson who doesn't want Lo boelieve,
no mattcr how good vour intentions are,

I though: of go'ag hack to the houge to rest up and try and find
a poasible solution %o heat offlcinl pig-headedness, and then I
remcibered that Birceh would probably be there waiting for wme. If
e visen't, somconc else might be, and T wouldn't be iving uyself a
foir chance. I dccided to go back to the hotel.

When I got therc the clerk ot the rcception desk callcd me across
to tell me that there were some men waiting to see me. I thought it
wmight be the police, Birch wouldn't know where I was staying. It
wasn't the police, it was the video-hawks sensing o scoop for their
networks. There were five of them there, cach trying to cdge the
otheﬁs aside, )

Ilow o0ld was she, Lomax?'

"Whint viere you renlly doing when her husband e
"Was she going to divoree him or just Teave
"ihot hoppened wien you jumped him?”

"Come on, Lomex, give us something wmore to go on than the police
relense.”

I didn't xnow which was worse, facing Birch or thewm, I didn't
stop to answer thew., I raccd past the clerk and into the 1lift. I
sot the gotes closecd just In time and was locked in my room by the
time bhew recched the top of the stairs. I phoned down to the desk
and told the clcrk to have thew out of the hotel before I got an
injunction served on them for breach of privacy. L also ordered
o bottle of Conadisan Rwe and scme woter., T d.da't 'tnow what .t
tasted lile Dbut Johnny hod lilkcd it when he'd been nlive.

It tasted good. I lay doun on the bed end droank and thought.

L thourht thet maybe I'd missed wv bet with clcaring the reporters

out of the lobby, I still hed no intention of bringing up the

mrder business, but ns they were after the scnsational for their
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velwing screens I didn't sec¢ why I shouldn't give them the inform-.
ation which the wmilitary wouldn't nccept.

There vias only onc troublce there. It would have to come from
somebody obther thom Johnay Lowax. Once I menbuoncd my name I
wouldn't get anyuhere with what I wanted to tell thcm, they'd be
more intercsted in Luther and Mcg end Johnny Lowmax, I had to geb
out of the hotel and phonc through to the Central ¥ews Agency
uaing some other nam.

I called the desk arain and csked for room service. It was
a ncw clerk on and he seid someone would be up right away., TFive
minubtes laeter there was a rap on the door,

1 cpened it and tried to slam it in his face. It was one
of the reporters who had been waiting for me 1n the lobby.
Evidently he'd slipped somcone soiwic money te get this interview --
the interview that he weosn't going to get.

Fe hod hia foot betvween the jomb ond. the cdge of the door.

I stawped on his toc and heard him curse, but he wasn't giving
up thet cesily, He tricd putting his weight againgt the door
and I felt it opening desplte wmy attcmpts to stop hiwm.

Right, I thought. I will glve you sowmething to remember mc b,

I juwmed away from the foor and. dived for the phone, nulling
the plug out of its socket. e cnme through the door 1ike n
thunderbolt nnd careercd ncrogs thu room. I raised the phone
and walted for him to turn round, but I wns slow or his re.lexes
were faster than I had accounted for. He swtob once before I
threw, ond was pressing the trigger for the second time as it
ceught him on The side of hie hend. The dart struclk the carpet
not o foot from where I was standing, and exploded with sufficient
force to tenr the fabric and splinter thce wooden floor blocks, I
revised my estimation of a necdler right there and then.

'lie begus reporber was out cold. I piucked the needler out
of hig ncrveless fingers aund dropped it in wy pocket. 1 secued to
have been making 2 hebit of losing guns or lecaving them lying
around, ond I was determined thet I wnsn't going to do the samc
with this onc.

I knew whot had heppened, the crime scetion of the wmidds -
viZfeo news had brosderd the police relense on reg's rurder, ~nd
mist nlso have stated thet I was staving at this hotel. Z2Eirch
had picked it up and had had a wan waiting for me. It was something
I should have thought of, but it's the simplest things which eore
most often ignorcd., I tied him up with o sheebt and bungled him
unde  the bed. It would be sciuc time Before he could wriggle
frce and report his failure bock to Birch an? Co.

I had wonted Room Scrvice vo show me the w y to the back
stairs of the hotel, bubt besring :n mind what had just happercd
I dion't bother. I hunted round and found them for mrsclf.

There was nobody at the rear of the bullding to stop me as
I cautiously mnde wy way through the yard and out into the aide
sbreect., T brcathed a sigh of relicf as I 3aw the strect was
empty. «with evervthing sceming to pile up all nt oncc I had a
feeling thet whercever 1 stepped J1'd be walking right into donger.

It was an uncomfortnablc feeling to have.

The trouble with making o call from thc metropolitan arern
was thet practically all the public phone boothas there were fitted
with the vision attachment, 20d I had no inclination to be
recognised by oany news-cager vi%gp reporter.
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It took me an hour or two touring the bars and drug stores
belfore I eventually found a booth in a bar which harboured a
sensible sort of phone, I punched for information, asked for the
code of Central News Agency and finally got through %o them. A
wowen answered the phone first of all and I told her about the
Rigelian plan to wipe out Earth. She aslked me to walt for a wmoment
while she got one of the bosses, I fumed and waited for about ten
minutes and then a man's voice asked me what I wanted. I repeated
the whole obOPY again and at the end of it he laughed.

"Wrother," he said, "vou've got the wrong code. This is the
CHA, what vou want 1s the Centrsl Light Entertoinment Bureau. They'd
g0 nutu for that gort of bllge. Hold on and I'11l get you their
code signal."

I told him what I thought of him and said that if he wasn't
killed in the figlkt I'¢ take great delight in sending the stupid
mle to hell along with all other reporters aend sccurity men.

T dropped the receiver before he could think of a sultable
replv. I had never imagined that people could be so crass stupid,
It arneared thot Luther and Birch had been right, the plﬂn wos so
fantastically simple thot nobody would give it any scrious thought.
It looked as if ﬂq,thlng was to be done I was the onc who would
have to do it., 4And with the odds at forbty thoudend to one I couldn'e
gec mich chance of 3UCCE3S., T suppoacd T was the once vwho was
rcally stupid. If I'd had any scnse at all I would have given up
long age md left Them to their own cnds, but something inside wme
kept plupging away; telling me thot my own possible salvation
depended on the Rizelion plan being fustrated.

I walked out of the booth and into the road fceeling like hell.

I wollred right into the avrms of a Sccurity Guard and a
uniforwmed wnolice officer.

I Tncw now why the women had kept me walting ten minutes whilst
s*i1c went of L to phone her boss,

"Lomax?" asked the sceurity man.

The »nolice officer leokcd at the
I could think up a_good lic he'd soid,

[da3
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cor on wmy cheek and before
Yeg. He put his hend on

ey AT Johnny LOMﬁX, I arcest you for attuempted suicide and of
being of unsound mnd."”
"You'lre crezy,” I $0ld hin.

nsr

You were scen to fling voursclf from a moving car in the

town of Wawonn yeatcrday morning. The incident was recorded by the
control robot ond flashed to Los Angcles this morning after your
picture had avpecared on the scroens. 4And fror the story you'lve been
sprending concerning this purportcd Eligelian plan to neize Edrth,
it has open decided to take you into custody .or your own safety.’

: sf‘nv’?

"Me, it's clear cnough isn't it," the seccurity man snapped.
"4 guy shoots his wife, and vour lover incidently, in vour presecnce,
tt turns your brain and because vou were once a nprisoner of the
REigelians for four years the memory is so strong in your mind that
vou dreamed¢ this thing up. Attempted suicide and then that: Try
and tell we that wou aren't crazyt"

"But Iindt met hIs wile when I jumped from the car. And I
jummed Irom The car because I'd becen captured by a counle of the
androids who wanted mc out of the way,"

"Sce, what'd I tell you? As crazy as they make 'em. Listen,
Lomax, vou ¥mew Luther had warggﬂ vou off his wife, you ~ave that in
O



the statement last night, You thought you could end it all by
jumpring from the car when you found you were making a mess of things,
only it didn't work and the lure was so strong that you had to go

and meet your woman. Why try and tle it all in with these androids
and st ff? You're only making it far worse for yourself, Once they
get you inside they'll never let you go. TForget all zbout this
Rigelian stuff and stick to the facts. I'm telling you for your

own good. They can soon clear up a suicide mania these days, but
the other stuff isn't nearly so good."

One thing I didn't went was to be locked away. I knoeked them
flying =snd started to run. Something burned my shoulder but I
didn't stop to investigate it. I kept on running and dodging. And
the nart of me thet was Johnny Lomax remenmbered the tougher side of
town where for a price a man could buy murder or refuge from the
police and Security.

I made for that area and wmanaged to lose them in the back streets
and slums where a man could vanish in the stinking humanity that
swarned the hot sidewalks.

I found myself a deserted warechousc and crept round the back
where I couldn't be seen from the street. I could feel the blood
running down my side from the wound where the explosive dart had
lodped itselfl in the shoulder padding of my jacket. I cased my
arms out of the coat and slipped my shirt off my shoulder. I felt
the wound with trenbling fingers ond tricd to pick out the enbedded
frogments of metal,

It didn't kielp much, each time my blunt fingers prodded away
1t started the blood gushing out. 1 wadded a handkerchief into a
rough pad and slipped it under my shirt to stop the rubbing of the
forcign macter.

I was lucky that it wasn't as bad as I had expected it to be.
And I heod to thank the fact that there hadn't been time for anything
but a hasty sneap shot as the Scceurity Guard clambered to his feet.

[

CIAPTER FOUR.

FOR A PRICE you can buy anything, and it all starts with buying
information., By the tiwe it was dark I wondered whether I 4 have
enough ready cash to sece me through the contacts and on to the end
man, it so happened I had,

I realised that now the police and security were also on ny
trail I would have to lose Johnny Lomax ond become somcbody clsc.

It was no longer just a metter of buying mfuge, if I wanted to be
frce to move about I would have to have a different faco. The scar
would gilve mec away every time. It hed to go.

e bent over ne with a peir of fine-noscd tweozers end started
picking out the bits of metal dart from my flesh, e was big and
carclessly dressed, but his touch was gentle, almost soothing,

"If you hove the money, I can arrange for it to be downe," he
told me., "When you are finished with, even vour own mother won't be
oble to recognise you."

54



I wasn't worried about that. uy wmother wouldn't know e in
any case, she'd died out in space with forty thousand wen - and
she had never scen ue. But I was worried about Birch and the police
and secuffby

"How mach?" I asked him,

dle didn't answer for a woment., e put a dressing on uy
should:r and sat down faoing re. He straggled his legs on elther
side of the chair ond rested his cihin on the back. The chair creaked
in protest. "Usually I never make a practice of aslking a man's unawme,
but then it's u%ually a different class of person who comes to me,
Usually, they can't afford to pay much for my services and contacts,
and when I moet o mon who is different I up the prices. You'lre
Johnny Lomax, aren't you? I've scen your face on the screens
I couldn't do anything but nod wy head, "You arc also a released
prisoner snd that means you'fve got plenty of money. TII- come
high for you. Say bten thousand credits and that buvs complete
silence,bo0."

L Juuped when I heard him mention that figure. Ten thousand
credits would set a mon up in cowfort for rbout five wvcars. The
price was high, but I had to take it. I had close on eleven
thousahd ercdits left in the Carlston account, I said he could have
an extra five hundred for a set of papers and the trouble of getting
to Carlston and back, But I added a rider to the c¢ffect that the
noners must state I was rejccted for military service. He didnlt
ask why, hc didn't cven hesitate. Mot after hc'!'d lecarnt that we
were the only two who knew of the account. I knew that even now
I was paying far too iuch, he had accepted too readily. But I
didn't dare bicker in case he decided to back out and I was left
ng Johnny Lomax., IHe had the uppaer hand on the deal, but knowing
that he wasn't the sort of man to cross me eased the knowledge.

The surgeon wns a drunken sot but he knew his job and the wmore
ue drank the stendier scemed his heand. I fretted away four weeks
of wy time in o smnll room with only a video scrcen and an
occasional visit from the doctor to liven thiags up. At the end
of the month I took off the Landages oud looked at my new face,

I was more than satisfactory. I was no longer Johnny Lomax, I
was Lucas Thome -- 23 my papers proved,

11 the time I had spent in thot room my name had been dropned
from the vidco newscasts, I knew I was still on file with

sceurity and the police, but I was ne longer in the public eye.
I could get out wminus the feoar of reccognition, andé I had leid my
rlans,

For a price I could have bought ardcr, but I hadn't the
price now, ond even if I had I wanted to !mnow that the job had
been well done, I was about to becowe a murderer!

We hnd been divided into cells before we left RigelVI, each
cecll composed of those who were returning to a certain towa or
area, 1 was in the Los Angeles group with Birch at its head as
organiser and coataoct man with other cells on the American coutinent.
Another android called Sanger was his deputy.

. tinneavolic, Portland, Des lioines, Chicago, Detroit,
Pittsburgh, Clcveldnd, Weoshington, Phriladelphia, New York; I kncew
thewm 21l. There weg not once men at the top who wasn't written dovn
in wy mewory togethiecr with his deputy and the arers they hendled,

I couldn't possiblc kill forty thousand men with @y own hands,
but I could, given luck and time, 1ill twenty-two ond hope that that
vould disorganise their plans. 55 -



I was to be 2 murdeter and yst I did not feel 1like one or even
congider myselt to be such, Vhen a soldier kills an enemy, he isn't
a marderer, This wasn't war -- not on the surface -- but it would
become that eventually, I wasn't waering & unifora and carrying a
pay book that qualified me to kill with complete exoneration, but I
vas fighting an enemy. An enemy which was all the more dangerous
because nobody would belisve that they cxisted as foes, They were
men -~ repatriated prisoners wacring a badge of honour whiclh made
them heroes! I'd lost my badge when I turned against them, just as
I had now 1lodt my Tacec and previous identity,

I still had enough money left over from my depleted Carlston
account to purchase information on wherc Sanger and Birch werc
working. Sanger was at the arms plant outside Burbank. Birch was
at the space yard at Venice, and working as foreman on the drive
assembly linec,

I picked on Sanger first, just to get my hand in ready for
Birch, I didn't want it to be a killing that would arouse suspicion
in either the minds of Birch or the police. I wanted it to be an
accident,

It was easy enough to get a job at the arms plant., The Earth
flcet was preparing to cover new greunds out beyond the Rigel
boundary line and they had to get the ships provisioncd and be
ready for whatever they may find out there. They needed all the
men they could in facturies., I took a job as storeman,

Sanger met with an accident. A stacker's brcaks wouldn't
work end he happoened to be in its way. It was regretablc, Thc
driver wasn't to blame, I teld him that when I showed him the worn
coupling., He stopped worrying and I changed the coupling for a
NEw one. It had been hard steel, Hard to cut. I handed in a
genuinely worn one and threw the other in the Pacific,

At the end of the weck I drew my cards from the time office
and told thom I didn't think I was doing enough to help., I wanted
a job where I'd be more in contact with the finished parts that
were for the fleet. I told them that I was going 0 try for a
job at the Venice space yard,

I + hadn't really been .an easy thing to arrange for Sanger
to die. It still left a bitter taste 1n my mouth, but I knew
that where I had done it once I could do it again, and as the next
oneg was Birch, I almost felt cager to get to the yard, I owed
him & killing., Tpat killing was for Meg, and thcre was also an
attempt on me that had failed,

The pay at the yard wag twenty-flve credits a wecek as an
gxperienced fitter. I drew fifteen, with future prospects for the
other ten bright -~ if I was interested in the money, which I
wasn't. It was Birrch I was intercsted in, and I was lucky, On
the sacond day I had been working there a man on Birch's shift
went off ill, I took over becausc I was the last one to be taken
on and it was an uwnpopular shift, the night shift,

There weres cight of us to work the belt, spaced out at intervals
of three yards. I took over at the starting end of the belt where
the main drive units slid onto thie moving strip. I hadn't been
working therc more than half an hour when the belt sprang off its
guide hooks on my sgction. The belt trundled to & halt with six
foot or more of its length out of alignment, and Birch ran across
to find out what was causing thce stoppage.
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"It's the belt," I told him. "It jumped the hooks and came
adri®t.” I didn't tell him about or show him the metal bar I
had rammed between the hooks as the drum rotated. I' 4 snatched
that away as soon as 1t had performed its duty.

He grunted., "All right," he shouted down the line, "take
a preak until I find out what the trouble is.” The others knocked
off and took the opportunity to sncak a smouke or whatever they
wanted to do. That left just Birch and myself in the shed, 1
passed him a hand lamp and picked one out for myself, "I'1Ll come
down with you," I said. "It happened on my sectlon, I'd like to
know what happened.”

e nodded and we unscrewed the shielding plates from the edge
of the run, It was black under the belt and there wasn't much
room to move around, The beam from my hand light shone on the
back af Birch's neck and he knocked it down,

"You're supposed to be looking for the trouble, " he said.,"And

net at me, "

I felt a thrill tighten my spine as I thought of what was to
come next.

"Birch, dn you know who I am?"

"Don't be funny!" He dirccted the beam above his head,

"ic11l, do you?"

"Of course. I'll tell you if it makes you happy and keeps
you quiet, You're Thorne. Shine your torch over to the right morc."

I moved it so that his ncck was centered in its beam again.

I wanted to see his face when 1 told him, "Not Thorne," I corrected
him. "Lomax. Johnny Lomax,"

fie gtiffened lirst of all, I could see hig shoulders hunch
forward and his neck lock back. Then slowly he twisted round
and I saw his fwe. His lips were drawn back exposing his teeth, and
his eyes were screwed up as though he was about to cry.

" hat made you say that?"

"Becuase it's true. I got a face 1ift, Birch, and had the
scar removed. Sanger didn't know me either, that's why he's dcad.
You knpw about thc acceident don't you? Only it wasn't a real
accident. I killcod him just as surely as if I'd been driving that
stacker, "

I told him why, and I had thc necdler pointed a2t his stomach.

I could practically fcel his flcsh creep and then his muscles

start to tense up ready for the ireap., 1 felt sorry for him, he

was thinking that he might have a chance to reach me before I fired,
and nc was imagining my neck between his hands. I didn't want him

to think about that tooc much, I Qidn't want him to be too disappointed
when he found that he couldn't do it,

I squcezed the trigger twice and he fell without a sound,

I climbed over his body and started to man-handle the belt
back into place on the hooks. It was hot in that confined space,

My hands wore wet and I couldn't get a real grip on the belt., I
could feel the swe~t running down my face and back, There was a
pool of it where my stomach was ciecased up witic being bent double,
and I wighed that I'd let Birch finish the job before I shot him,

My fingcrs werce bleeding by the time I had finished, I backed
out over him and felt his heart though I knew that thore was no
nsed.

It was my intention that his death would appear to be an
accident, and to do that I would have to start thc belt moving again
with Birch still on it. I didn'qu}ike the idea, I didn't like it



onc littel bit. I knew he was dead but there was still something
horrible about the idea., I felt sick when I thought of it but I
coulin't put it off 211l night. I climbed out from under the belt
and ran across to the switch., My fingers lingered on it Tor a
moment and I clesed my syes. I tried to bring myself to knock it
over when something collided 1nto me and sent me flying.

Somebody haulcd me to my fect and 1 opened my eyes again,
There were two Security Guards thore. One holding me up,and the
other rising from the floor. Even as I looked at them more filled
the entrance to the shed,

"Name, " risped the one who was holding me.

I told him Lucas Thornec.

. ?:Somebody called Birch. He's supposed to be in here, Where
is he?

I pointed to the dark well bencath the belt and he moved away
irom me¢ as the rest started to close in on it. I thought fast, I
didn't want them finding him under thore with two needler bursts
in his belly, I didn't want them to start questioning me about how
and why it happeled,

"vou'd boeuter be carsful, " I shouted after him. "I was down
there with him and it looked ag though he had & gun in his hip
pocket., I don't know for sure, but it looked thati way to me,"

They startced shouting for him to come out with his hands up,
as they edged back from the opening., He didn't answer, and I didn't
expecet him to.

"ie'll give you five seconds to get out, Birch, and then we

start shooting,"

The officecr started to count, and three of his men wormed their
way on their stomachs to the black and silent opening. They gave
him six seconds in all bsfore they started shooting.

"Up at the end," T shouted, "This way,"

hen they pulled him out I didn't recognisc him, but the guards
scemed satisiiud,

The one who had spoken to me before came up and asked for my
papers., I dug deecp into my overall pocket and h nded them across,
He read them through and took his time about 1t. "You've never been
in any of the armed forces?" he asked,

I shook my head. ™o. I've got what they oall a lazy heart,
It says so thers."

ne handed them back to me without a word,

I agked him could I go outside. That I didan't feel well,

I walked out and steered clear of another group of men with two
workers in their midst. I thought I cau ht a glimpse of relecase
adges on their overalls, and when I looked back I could see that
they pictured a silver man against a black background,

411 work scemed to have stopped and I pushed my way through
the shift workers and out of the yard gate., Nobody tried to stop
me, they were all waliing to see what would happen next, but I
didn't want to snow., At last I had becen beliceved and somebody had
taken action, I didn't know why, but as long as the results were
thers to show, I was satisfiled.

I went to the ncarcst bar and ordered a drirni.. I sat there for
o long time watching the video screcn showing some play of other, I
fdon't know what it was, I only really woke up to the present when
they flashcd an important news item.

I put my drink down and moved closer to the scrcen., The sxcited
face nf an announcer appcared in the centre of the screen and he
startud to sprak straight away. (58.)



"Ladies and gents. The hottest piece of news to hit the air
since the Rigelians capitulated, has just been released from
Security! It appears that all those released prisoners who came
back five weecks ago were fakes! They weren't the originals! The
Rigelians had planted them on Earth to disorganise our production
and supply lines. One month back onesof our patreolling battle
ships in the area beyond Rigel reported to base that they had
discovered a graveyard of ships and floasting debris. Amongst that
decbris they were able to reconstruct human skeletons - angd,
listeners, none of our ships had cver been out that far before!

"Within an hour of the news being reported back to Security
on Earth, we had the Operations Fleet scarching for a Rigelian
fleet which had becn rumoured as being in wait. The battle was
fought last week and the Earth ships gained a desisive victory!

"Other information concerning the androids who were posing
as the original Barthmen had previously been handed in to
Security, we don't know who did it but we susgpect that it must
have been a renegade android. With the latest news that came
from the patrol ship, Security started tracing 21l these androids,
and today, not one hour back, they moved in and captured them.
There has been no further ncws release from the military or
Security as to w at is to happen to these androids, but thce common
feeling in these studios is that they will be desbroyed as an
uncontrollable menace,

"Just as soon as there is any further release or more details
avoilable,we will intcrrupt the progra .me again,”

I reached up and switchcd off the set. The bartcnder looked
at me and started to protest, but I didn't wait %o hear him, I
walked out and onto the street., Uy strugglc for recognition was
over, I was free...free from fcar and Johnuy Lomax. I hadn't
realised that all of him had departed until right now, and I felt
sort of empty ond lost without hiw.

I wondered what I could do now. What my future was going
to be as Lucas Thornc. And suddenly I had an ideca,

I looked in my wallct. Thirty crcdits. Fifteen credits for a
ticket that would toke we almost to Carlston. That was where I
had started to lose Johnny. The first day when I came herc and
found somebody who stirred me into being a man on mv own account,

The remaining fifteen credits wouldn't sec me exactly
rolling in moncy. I wondercd if therce would be a vacancy for
a bartender in Carlston, as I sterted to walk towards the station.
I wondered if that woman with thc¢ vellow dress and dark hair
would be there when I arrived, I wondered again if she already
had a man.

If' she didn't,..then Lucas Thorne was coming home to stay!

THE END
of

"TWO CAME BACK"
7]

novelette by

David S8, CGardner.
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SCIENCE-FICTION
PERSONALITIES

MOVING AWAY from the fiction page to write this J
articlc probably entitles me to wear long hair and gaze
sternly through horn-rimmed glasses while holding forth
about Trends and Cycles. The result would most likely
be stodgy and thoroughly uninteresting, yet I hold
certain quite determined views about science-fiction and
notice in some quarters a regrettable trend cr drift away
from then.

Let's examine the word itself for a start. "Science-
hyphen-fiction." Equal emphasis on both sections, isn't
there? "Fiction," of course, needs no dictionary,
"Science"? Well, now, have a look round at some of the
stories being published and ask yourself.

To a plain,; straightforward chap like me, SF is what
it says. It possess a plausible central theme based on
some genuine aspect of science as we know it today, with Q&;U
a scientific twist or "gimmick" holding the key to the
climax,

A fairly brisk element of actlon ig heeded, of
course, and to this end the unfortunate author -~ slaving -
all day over a hot typewriter -- ought to be allowed a
little latitudc, but we can recasonably divide modern "SE" [::)
into three broad categouries -~ (i) genuinc SF, as out-
lined above (ii) cowboy-and =-Indian cpics uncshamedly
transplanted to some distant planet (iii)} tales of
mystery and imagination, a la Edgar illan Poe, The
Lmericans are notorious for stories in the two last-named
categorics., Often good stuff, maybe, but not pure SF,
H.G. Wells and Jules Verne wrote science-fiction, Poe

the point where I confess that nearly twenty years have

elapsed since I began to earn ny living as 2 writer.

Instead of a standard model typewriter, I started out with

a portable, as being casier to carry to the pawnshop. o)
Fortunately, it never , becameé necessary, Surprisingly

enough, even though I ve moved round the world gquite a bit, ///\\S

didn't. '
This dissertation has thus bcen cunningly led to
<f:i3

I've never washed dishes in a Chicago beancry or stowed

away on a tramp steamecr or herdcd sheep in Australia, as so ey
many authors seem to have done. I've always managed thres ,
meals a day and when 1 ve travelled I've travelled in

comfnrt. Maybe I've missed something this way, I don't T\\\
know. I never claim to be a2 kitchen worker or a shepherd,

Only someone who writes StOPiGS.r”



Part of this job is knowing what's becn written in the past
and what's being turncd cut contenmporarily, (Wothing causcs more
gloomy sorrow than getting a good idea only to be told "It's been
dong, old man,")

The works of Wells and Verne I knew frowm boyhood., They led
to a lot of spare-tirne study of astronomy and eventually {(about
1928) to Arerican SF, I was actually thinking of writing some of
it when "1939-45 and All That" threw a spanner into the works.

It did more than that, It brought one particular SF theme
to grim reality.

You'll have gathered that these tired old eyes have scanned
quite a few chapters through the ycarse., They saw in thc ecarly
thirties some fantastic stories about people releasing the power
of the atom. It causcd qulte a lot of guffaws among the unimag-
inative -~ cven loudcer than the braying laughter that grected the
idea of ever being able to scnd a rocket to the Moon.

Any comment?

Is therc any comment, cither, on the possibility that things
wo're writing about today -~ quite a bit in advance of nuclecar
figsion 2nd journoys to Mars =-- will onc day come true?

So, on the premise of that proverbial ill-wind, SF in this
cautry received a rocket-boost. from the idiroshima bomb. A torrent
of the stuff t-.gan to pour from the presses as soon as enough
papsr could be found to print it on. BSome was gocd: a lot of it
was dreadful -- guite dreadful,

Onc thing appeared certain, however -- that SF was due to
boon, But if the new boom got away on the wrong foot, so to
speak, and went sprawling into ignominy because of the "inter-
planctary war" merchants and the "beautiful native girls on
Jupiter" nonsensc it would be little short of a tragedy for me and
all the other enthusiasts who have loved genuine SF since early
days. There seemed, indeed (although I don't want to sound too
self-righteous about it) some sort of public duby involved to
steer post-war SF along proper paths.

Therefore Deegan got busy and found an enlightened publisher
whose ldeas coincided with his cun. Thus was born the "0ld
Growler" serics, concerning which several thousand readers have
becn kind enough to express appreeiation with pen and paper,

And if several thousand prove sufficliently excited to take that
trouble, many hundreds of thousands more must like the stories,
too,

The system of "0ld Growler" planciary exploraticun 1s built,
I hope, on a plausiblc forecast of thce fashion in which this work
will onc day be carried out, Each talc possecsses a scientific
"gimmick" and the serics covers separately such branches of
specialiscd study as light, sound, hotany, electricity, mechanics,
hydraulics, chemistry, maritime zoology, biology and mathematics.

But one particular problcom cropped up. First requirenent,
naturally was a good story =--- becausge, after all, we do read for
pleosurc and the fiction side of SF ranks equally with the
scientific, After that came thie Question of how advanced the
scicntific angle onght to be. Take an electrical "gimmick,"
for instancc. Shoeld we have a simple twist based on Ohn's Law
or a nore complicated affair hingeing on characteristics from the
sine curve of a threec-phase generator?  The latter might please
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advenced SF fans; it would undoubtedly baffle and confuse the bulk
of comparative newcoriers.,

So the net was deliberately cast wide, trying to hit on a
formula which not only interested the "converted” but also gripped
those who picked up a science-fiction book for the first time,
wondering what it was all about, Both groups secemed to like the
"01d Growler" style. They said it seemed "real.”

Now there you have it. And it brings us back to those
“heautiful babes on Jupiter." To my mind thc answer's quite
clear -- there just aren't any. Nor any likelihood, either, It's
not plausible, And it's onc of those definite views I mentioncd
carlier,

Let me explain, Wherever the "0ld Growler" trio journey,
they encounter our old friend the "Bug-eyed Monstcr" in various
guises, A lot of unjustified sneers are thrown at the BEM.
Fortunately, he's not usually a sensitive type.

But what sensible thesory can be advanced for the prscence
of exact replicas of human beings on distant plancts? (Most of
them, you may remgmber =-- in unscience~fiction -~ conveniently
spcak Bnglish., Or, if not, the spacemen start from scratch to
learn a completely alien language and within the hour are
exchanging elaborate technical data).

There arc those who maintain that planets offering physical
conditions similar to those of Earth will automatically develop
identical life-~-forms. Well,” on our own planct we've traced the
system of protoplasm and subsequent evolution. In very early
stages the pattern of life-forms was varied, chaotic. Then, £r
no rcason that scientists can discover, one variety among all the
wriggling multitude gained ascéndancy so that now every major
animal is & vertebrate, with one mouth, two eyes, two ears, two
nostrils and four limbs, while most of them also have tails.

Somewhere along the line back to dim, stcamy eras when the
world was young there's a common ancestor., We have lator ones, of
course «-= the reptile that gave rise to birds, another that
developed into the first mammel and even Darwin's "missing link"
at the point where Man and the apes took separate paths, But that
earlier anccstor -- the first mutant which was to set the one head,
teo eycs, four limbs pattern, Suppose it had been gobbled up
by a hungry necighhcur? Supposeé it had been accidentally fried
in a volcanic eruption or a boulder had fallen from some prehist-~
oric cliff «-= what then? Surely, from the mess of chaotically-
designed squashy things squirming in Cambrian mud a guite ° °7
different pattern would have won pre-eminence.

What pattern? Weil, T suppose it would be our old friend
tho BEMI

So much for the"beautiful bLabes of Jupiter., ™ They stand
even less chance of appearing from the evolutionary morass than
I do eof winning £75,000 in the football pools threc times in
succession.

A highly-fascinating fiecld of spesculation opeéens itself,

We can reasonably follow up Dy asking just what variety of BEM?

When you come to think of it, the human form (and many of
thc other vertebrates,also) is not perhaps ideally designed for
survival in primitive circumstances., There's a brain perched on
top -- armoured by bonc, admittcedly, but in an excellent position
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for being wnocked off by hostile action. Intakes for food and
air follow a long, vunerable path, The habit of walking upright
that has come about during the past half milllion years admittedly
releases the hands for varlous purposes bul reduces speed of
travel Dbecause four legs ( provided size, strength and other
factors be more or less equal ) can run faster than tvo.

Man has achieved ascendancy over beasts of the field by
reason of his supericr braln-power and his wonderful, sensitive
hands, Those hands can use weapons and instruments. They can
control a 600-ton c¢xpress train or fit an almost microscoplce
screw; they can bend iron bars or periorm surgical cperations
on & nerve the thickness of a hair. But they can grasp only
one control rod, spanner or scapel at once.

Then take the tentacled BEM -- somthing after the style of
an intelligent, air-breathing octopus, for instance. ( We're
all SF fang here and unlikely to be squeamish ). Vital components
are tucked away in a neat, compact, almost spherical body, with
any desired unmber of limbs radiating thercfrom, "Bug-eye's"
arms and legs are lnterchangeable -~ he is, indeed, multi-dextrous
instead of merely ambldextrous. If he wants to run he uses the
lot == backwards as easily as forwards. If he wishes to use
four hammers at the same time to knock in four nails he does so.
He can look after five times as many machines or electrical controls
as a2 human being.

So don’t be hard on "Bug-eye. " He's my pal,

SRR R AR

Well, I've enjoyed this temporary occupancy of the soapbox,
and I hope you have, toon, even though the discourse has rambled

rather, Any apparent flippancy is merely sugar on the pill of
a very important challenge, SEF 1s & matter to be taken seriously
if we want it to survive in a proper form, ilready it's begining

to accumulate a list of stories that are classics in their own
right, As the years roll by I'm confident we'll seec more and
more of them ~~ but only if every Scicnce-Fiction enthusiast plays
his or her part in demanding imaginative stories with suitable
emphasis on the "scicnce" part of the description,

Jon J, Deegan,

PLEASE NOTE THAT THE SOCIETY'S wovw POSTAL ADDRESS IS AS FOLLOYS :-

THE LIVERPOOL SCIENCE~-FICTION SOCIETY,
' i ot ¢/o i.L.Shorrock,
12 A RUMFORD PLACE,
LIVERPQOOL . 3.

MEETINGS ARE STILL HELD EVERY WMONDAY NIGHT AT w» PM.,
AT THE 'STORK' HOTEL ; QUEEN'S SQUARE, LIVERPOOL 1.
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RECEIVED FROIM:
SIDGOIUN AND JACKSON -~ THE MAN ‘"WHQ SOLD" THE HOON
256 pages, and by
priced at 9s.64d. ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

This book, *the first in Heinlein's Future History series, was first
published in America by Shasts Publishers in 1850. The English
edition is short a few pages but all the material 1s still present
in the form of:

Introduction by J.W.Campbell,Jr, Preface by Robert A, Heinlein.
Iife Line,a short story which appeered in the August 1939 Astounding.
"Let There Be Light",short story.

The Roads llust Roll,a movellets from the June 1940 Astounding.

Blowups Happen, a novellete from the September 1840 Astounding.

The #an Who!Sold The Moon, a short novel,

Requiem, a short story "rom the January 1940 Astounding.

Life-Line is a tale about a certain Dr. Pinero who discovers a way

of foretelling death dates, including his own, And the fight he

has with the Insurance Companies who fingd thomsc]vcs in a rather

unstable position becouse of his invention.

"It There Be' Light" deals with a chcop form of Right and the

business Cucstion of whether it should be for all men or for a

certain group of men.

The Roads Must Roll; this is a story about the rolling roads of

America in the yveor 1975 and the technicians who keep the roads

moving,., But they run into trouble when there’ is a revolt of

certain technicions who try to stop the moving strips.

Blowups Hnppen tells of the consequeuces that can easily happen

when there 1s 'n mistake' in the operation of an atomic power plant.
AT1 the above stories nre good, but the Yest is still to come

in the title story.The Men Who Sold The MHoon, This is an obiginal

50,000 word story wiich tells in terse ond exciting mammner the dream

of n hard-headced business man who is determined that men shall

rcach the lloon. It is well worth paying the price of the book for

this single story which is one of the most renlistic big business

fales it hes been my pleasure to read. Although at least three of

these tales deal with business I must point out that fthe science

fictlion element is still strong in all of them., This is one of

the best books to be published over here for a long time and -deseries

best-seller status, especially if we are to see the other four books

which make up the compléte Future History series.

The last story in the book, Requiem, denls with Harriman, the man
who sold the Moon, “nd his ottempt to reach the Moon himself before
he diles,

It nppears thﬁt wessrs.Sidgw1ck and Jackson cannot go wrong in
selecting some of the finest science-fiction books to appear between
hard covers, I don't know who thelr SF cditor is, but he must
certainly be,congratuloted upon his selections.
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TODOLOGY, contd. from page 35 .
agssurances and guarantees regarding Todology, and I think I may
claim that it is not only an: extremely workable science of personal
adjustment, but also quite a unique philosophic jewel. It remains
only to assist you in removing a few timeworn concepts dictating
the programme of your mind and to leave you to consider my postulates.

Point 1. It should be remembered that experience is
fundamental whereas speech iIs synthetic or artificial, It is not
always possible, by any means, to convey to another by means of
speech, a personal experience, This is true of the post therapy
state of a Todologist. It 1s an experience that will be incommun-
icable and this should be realised at the outset.

Point 2. Certaln factors tell us that one aspect of things
is good and another bad, but it will be necessary to upset this
preconcelved set of values in order to fully accept the true teach-
ing of Todology.

Point 3. Todology as a science and belief, and way of action
is unique and should not be judged by any previous standards, Nor
will 1t be advisable to attempt to convert your friends at first,
as their minds are probably more concept-bound than yours, and the
resultant friction may delay the efficacy,or lndeed the under-
taking, of your therapy.

It would not be fair to close this article without passing
on to you at least a fragmentary guide to therapy, and it must be
pointed out that the premlsses upon which Todology is bhased are
extremely simple, as old as the human race, and will become sgelf
evident to the Todologist during terapy. Following,then, is a
guide to therapy for those whose ties do not prevent then
carrylng it out, but for anyone to whom thls does not apply,special
alternative therapy methods have bheen prepared and will soon be
obtainable from the Ashworth Todological Institute at a nominal
cost,

THERAPY

It 1s recommended for this particular therapy method that
the Todologlist be able to rid himself of all the ties of civilis-
ation at least for a short while, Some abode in the heart of
nature is advisged, but this need not necessarily be austere, If
a mansion can be found in the required position it will serve
equally as well as a cave or a hut. The required positions are
a) At the top of a ravine of 2 depth not less than 500 ft,, or,
b) Beside a river,

In case {(a) jump off, and in case (b) jump in and stop under
for nnt less than half an lhour,

May you obtein the maxlmum benefit from your therapy.

THE END,

Mal Ashworth,

The Todological Inst,,
BR4aDFORD,

Yorks.
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OUR foolscep size oneshot, |
SYIPOSTIUL ON SEX AND SADISH IN:
CURRENT SCIENCE-FICTION, was a
couplete gsell-out. It z0ld so
well thet I have had a stack of|
letters to write to fans who
were unable to obtain a copy =
either at the liay LONCON or by
writing to me at home. In view
of the fact that so many people
seem interested in it, and that
the 85 coples we turned off did
not go anywhere towards meeting
the demand, mnmy co-editors have
agreed that we should run the
contents in SPACE DIVERSIONS.
But as the pages nunbered 40 in
the original edition it means
that we von't be able to reprint
the whole issue 2t one printing.
Therefore, we propose to reprint
one or two of the articles at a
time, commencing with the next
issue of S.D. Don iacKay, who
did the art work for the one=-
shot, has kindly offered to re-
produce his illustrations for
quarto production, and even if
vou do not go for the -reading
material the articles will be
well worth watching out for just
to cateh the 1illos,

For a long time now
Shorrock and I have considered
that one of the most effective
covers that could be used on a
Science-Flection magazine would
be one with a preponderance of
black in the make-up, with the

|

Norman !

DAVE

!

magazine title in a yellow or
wvhite, We were flattered to see

GARDNER

upheld when Fantastic
with a black cover ,

our views
came out

1yellow title,etc,, the etc,hov-—

ever, also includes story titles
and a small illustration set in
the top left hand corner; stlll,
in the main we didn't do too bad
=lv,

7 Talking about covecrs brings
me to one of the worst I have
ever scen on any s~f mag,includ-
ing some of our pocket books.The
cover in question is +the back
cover on the Oct, issue of S-F+,
executed by my pet aversion,Paul.
The theme is supposed to depiceo
the Elements of Science-Fiction,

and 1 have never seen anything
so vile in all wmy life, The
cditor gond publisher both scen

to think that they have secured a
mesterpiece of art work thaet will
have fen swooning with joy. The

thing is balderdash ( original

expression deleted). As with oll

Paul illustrations it dates back

to the 1930's or beyond. The wan

doecsn'ft seem to have adapted him

-s¢lf to modern art technique --

but relics on the Famc (%} he

gained in the afore-mentioned era
to carry him through today'ts

markects, It's wy opinion that lr

Paul should be dropped --like a

shot! I can only sce that he does

more harm than good to the s-f

field in gencral; his work gives

me the spine~crawling sensation

that s-f is just as much crap as

wany people secm to think it is:

Poor, infantile haclk!



Looky likey a number of our Y ...........IN MEHORIAM..........

dealers in second-hand American
S~-F magazines are going to have
their noses out of joint what
with the flood of reprinting
that 1s now flowing off the
presses, notably of Thorpe and
Porter. It makes me wonder jus
whether my collection wil cont~
inue to decrease in valus due
to the reorint angle,or whether
it will cause a flood of reques
-ts from new readers to the fie
-1ld for back copies of such
master-mags as AmS and FA, 1T
have m'doubts!

Ted Carnell tells wme that
New Worlds 22 should be outin
the near future, if not already
out by the time this sees publ-
ication,nNW23 will be produced
by a new printer, and was, 1in
fact 1in the process of Dbeing
printed before the work startved
on 22, Printing and producing
dif “iculties have hit more than
ns!

The cover on lebula &,which
appeals to wme greatly,seems to
strike a cord as a Hobert Gilson
Jones painting...even the cover
~-name,G.H.Irwin lends itself to
that supposition, I'll be sorry
to see the present Authentic
cover scheme come to an end with
issue 43. This series has been
one of the highlights of the
past Iew months.

After reading the rave
reviewvs given to Bob Tucker's,
The Long Loud Silence, I Wwos
bitterly discapointed when I
came to read it,and could only
console myself with the knowle-
dce that I'd got the 2/- editim
instead of the hard cover vol.
For my money, Take-O0ff had it
licked into a cocked hat.

Any of you Stateside readers
know what's happened to John D.
lichonald of late? He has been
remarkably quiet in Gold _lledal
& the detective pulps as wellas
in Science-fiction.

WHITE 1-OHSE
no aore,
same night
GLOBE TAVERN,
HATTON GARDEN,
CRANCERY LANE Stn,
Near GA#AGES,

CL L R B L L O L N

Vargo Statten's S-F llag due
out on the 14th January, 1954.
Large size, about 64 pages, with
a cover that churns your stomach.
One bright note about it, 'tho!,
I see thet Ted Tubb has a serial
running in it.

Willing to take a bet that
our J.T.ii'Intosh heads the Hag
of Fantasy and Science-Fiction's
popularity poll with his fanmous
| One In Three Hurdred. The Jan
| issue of +the same magazine runs
his One In A Thousand, a sequel
to the above story that was writ
-ten at the earnest request of
the two editors after seeing the
fine reception the first one
gained for James.

({Just come to the conclusion
thet this'll be the last time
vyou'll ever see Here and There
in column form. Too much labour
is involved on the part of the
typisti))

A communication received re
-ceilved from the Slan Shack inf-
orms us that the World Convent--
ion in 1954 will be held at The
Sir Francig Drake Hotel in the
city of SAK FRAKCISCO.

And that's 211 for this ish
except to say that any news for
iere and There should be sent to
e atid 63, Island Road,

Liverpocl, 19.

Make 1t o date for nure
eightl

And best wishes for Christ-
mas ané the lew Year,

Dave Gardner.
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THERE ARE ORIGINAL STORIES BY
AUTHORS INCLUDING

ERIC FRANK RUSSELL
WILLIAM F TEMPLE
J TMINTOSH

E C TUBSB
. G. RAYER
ROSS ROCKLYNNE
L. MAJOR REYNOLDS
SYDNEY J. BOUNDS
E.ROJAMES
A BERTRAM CHANDLER

AND A HOST OF NEV MRITRERS,
PLUS

FAN LRTICLES BY

Jorrest Y. _A4ckerman |
Kenneth J. Slater
Walter A. UJillis
Jony Q Jhorne

| EVERY EDITION OF

N[:IULA

Scienee oo aict lOﬂ)
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5

THE IMMORTAL SAUCER

IT WAS after reading Arnold and Falmer's COMING OF THE SAUCERS
that I appointed myself Britain's No.l Saucer Investigator. It was
after interviewing George on wy first sssignment that T relieved
riyself of the app01ntment and now, if a flying saucer landed in the
front garden I wouldn't do wwore than sneer at it through the window...

They war ned me that George waosn't very bright when I Tirst wmade
enquiries in the village, and I might have left it at that only they
also admnitted that n'Ginty confirmed George's story, and M'Ginty was
as sharp a lad as you'd find for miles around. The very next morning
I interviewed George while he was digging on his allotment.

"They tell ue you saw o queer tblng flying through the eir
across here, last week, George°

"Ari" he said.

"Could you describe how it trovelied?" I asked.

"ar1” he crled. "Come” over i'Ginty's roof it A4id like o shell
out of a gun, right ﬂcnorst lere == and he swept his arms in a wide
arc almost ovgrhead. b

"Whot did it look like?" T enqulreo, scribbling away for dear
life,

"ihat did 'ed look 1ike?" echoed Ccorﬁe as though puzzled that
anyone should wgut to know such a thing. Well, 'er looked 1ike ...
you Vnow...'cr/wgre round and pointvy in the middlc and ter 'ad a
round bit on ﬁhe top like thiccy == and his honds described a cone,
with o small‘half-circle superinposed on ib.

This wds cxciting news, 1t bore out alil that Messrs. Arnold &
Palmer had/recorded about the prevailing shape of the saucers. "How
was it traNolllng9‘ I asked,

George looked blank.,

21 denn, was it sailing smoothly or did it wobble or spin, or
vwhat? H

"ard" snid George, and stopped.  Then he had a sudden
inspiratiion and started again: "Ar! Rare thirsty weather, ain't $1£2"

Thiis seemed a particulsrly stupid observation since it was 2
cold, wgt Ociober day, but just to humour him I offered him a cup
from the fldsk of tea with which I was provided. Hec was by no means
as grntqful as could be but after a while he went on,

"l¢11l, us can but try. This yer -- 'er come wirry wirry wirry
over tne top of ol!' H'Ginty's cottage arspinning like a teetotalorum
and o-wobblin from side to side.”

I was writing feverishly, "How high?"

"T tell yer,” he said irritably, "Ter come over the top of i'Gin=-"

"Ves, ves," I broke in, "but at what height? For instance, wag
it above thc clouds, or belew thom?"

Bds. Note: This might mean something to someone ?
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"Below 'em, a coursc, " he gruntced., "Or I couldn't 'a' sced
) £

p it

fun !

I mede sowme swift calculations ..., Height less than five hundred
fcet.., dircetion due N-W,., "About how fast would -ou zay it was
travelling?" _

George scratched his chin, "i2ll, ler gobt from H'Ginty
CObt”ﬁc ﬂOUﬂ into that 'ecre qunrry whlle i wore a 'oldin'! nme 'qt on,"

Holding your khat on?" I cxelaimed.,  "Why was that?"

"Elsc 'erid a follow @ tothcr, I rcckons,” he explaincd., '"Rare
wind, it were."” :

This was soic thing new, a haipcenstance which neither Arnold
nor FPalmer had cone across. I wons eclatcd and wrote swiftly in wmy
notebook, ’quoln& of Sauccr created considerable atrnospheric
dis tnrbnnce. Another thought struck HIC o

"Did you observe ny ports, George?"

“Ports° Wot be they?

portholes, I Qmpllfl@d. "I'olcs round the circumference you
Know ,

"Oh, ar! i{iddlin! full of 'oles she wore, Ol W'Gin=-"

“tuited " I intcrrupted. I intended interviewing Hr. MH'Ginty
later and was not at the aoment intercested in him,

”ﬁuro therc any signs of disinbergration....I reen, did you
sec any luims fulllng OfI ig?"

Gcorge pondercd.  'Can't say as I did," he nduitted at last.
"Though there wight 's! bin. 'Er vorc in s shockin'! bad state, As
I £61' Tol li'Ginty arterwards, it wore o wonder sowedne didn't
gct ’urtoooo" .

"Very!" T exclaimed, making the lest few notes. Now, have I
got 2ll this down corrcetly?” 2An I rcad it back to him,

"Don't unncrstond 'arf of it," he comrented, "but it sounés
near cnough., Ony you ain't put in the bit about e an! li'Ginty
Tovin' a pow over it.!

"& row?? I was only intercstcd out of politiness,

“Ar! 'E wanted ue to chasc srter 'er., ile, full o!
roonaticks and 'im a young un!” ,

"ihet point was there in chasing it, anyway?'I asked.,

".'@inty reckons T uight 'a'! cought 'er ofore fer fell in the
ol quarry. So I might, on! I nizht a fcll in riesel', too,., Not
1ikely!" )

A suddcn thrill ren through . '"You wean, it sctually LAWDED
in the quarry?” I gasped. This was incredible luck, to find a
saucer on the ground!

“Course 'er did. You con gscc un on thicey side o' the pond,”
He led e to the edge of the quarry and pointed dowdward. I stared
ot the object indicated, end a cold, nurbing shock displaced ny
exultation.

"But thet's only .4..0nly a.... BIN LID1"

"Arl Tha's fl“ht said Guorgo. "Gale 1lifted 'er clean off ol!

I'Ginty's dustbin, IE worn 'arf wild!"

Paul Enever,
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SCIENCE TIT-BITS
by

Lewis Conway

ROCKETS VERSUS METEOROTIDS

ROCKETS, used for the exploration of the atmosphere and possibly
in the foreseeable future, for the crossing of interplanetary space,
must run the risks of destruction through collision with meteor-form-
ing particles. As it Is now possible to send rockets into the upper
atmosphere, where collisions may occur, it is of some lmportance to
survey the chances of such collisions.

A meteor, or more probably a 'shooting star!, occurs when a
solid particle,or meteoroid, weighing upwards from a few wmilligrams,
enters the atmeosphere with a velocity which may be anything from
20 to 70 km/sec. When at these velocities an atumospheric aton or
molecule colllides with the metecroid, a few atoms of the particle
are chipped off ané fly out with considerable kinetic energy, which
through successive collisions with other atoms are transformed Into
both heat and light radistion, When collisions between the particle
and atmospheric atoms become sufficlently frequent, the, c;llndrlcal
cloud of hot gas formed around the path of the partlolc is abserved
as the 'meteor'. The great majority of meteors are first visible at
heights between 100 and 115 km. How deecply they penctrate the
atmosphere before belng consuned vories with the nags of the particle;
few, howcver, remain visible below 65 knm.

At heights below 65 kn. the chances of.collisions betwcen a
neteoroid end a rocket ore very smoll, for few wucteorolds are present.
Above the B85km. wmark, however, a roch et is exposed to p0331b1e
collision with the stcody hail c¢f porticles, If a particle is checked
abruptly by direct collision with the rocket, it will vaporise, and
the . resulting explosion may pierce the hull,of the rocket, and very
1ikely decstroy it.

The earth's daily catch of particles producing mctecors bright
egnough to be scen by the unaided eye is usually estimated as around
24 ,000,000. Counts of telescopic neteors too:faint to be observed
with the naked cyeindicate that the total nurber of netcoroids
irmpinging deily upon the atmosphere is tuch greater, The results
of the Arizona letecor Expedition (Eavard Observ. Ann. 1937 105 No.32)
indicate "that down to thc ninth wmagnitude the daily total is about
109 {1000,000,000). Even this figure, which does not include very
faint meteors, is indicated as bcing too smnll, but it cen be used
for. some enlightening cnlculations. '

The total area of the Earth's atmosphere is about 5x10°sq kris
If 109 meteors enter it each day , the frequency per squarc kilorieter
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is about two varticles daily, Let us assume that the cross section
of a typical rocket is 5 sqg.m. Then on the.average, one meteor will
pass through a 'rocket-sized are once in 10° days, or such a patch
of atmosphere will be pierced by a meteor sometime during one day in
each 300 years,

It 1s probeble that the total nurber of metcoroids cntering the
atmosphere daily 1is at leagt o thousand tines greater thon 10%. Even
so, at a daily rate of 1042 particlcs, a rocket-sized area will be
picerced by a neteroid only once in each 100 days. In as wmch as
a rocket used for high-altitude soundings will be cxposed to collision
at the top of the atmosphere for only a short time, there is very
little chance that such a rocket will be struck. Up until the present
time, I know of no report which indicntes that a test rocket has
been picrced by a meteoroid, although such information may be
'eclossified?.

Rockets fired towsrds the woon will he troavelling for sore
time. Assunming that the fuel capacity of a rocket limits its extro-
atmospheric velocity to 1lkm/secc, a rocket travelling the shortest
path would regquire ncarly four and onc-half days for the trip, the
average distsonce being 384,000 kn, It scens, therelfore, that sone
appreciable fraction of the number of rockets shot towards the
moon (4 per cont for the conditions assumed here) would be hit.

INTCRPLANETARY travel constitutes the most hazardous journey
for future rocket ships. Of 2ll the planets, Venus comes the
closest to the Earth, rcaching o winiwurn distance of 42,000,000 kn.
If an interplonetary rocket travelled 2 mere kilonmeter per sccond
in space, it would require ncorly 500 days to reach Venus., While
¢xisting information on the space denaity of wmeteoroids is uncertain,
within rather wide limits, 1t scowms probable that a sizectle
proportion of space zhips would not survive exposure of secveral
hundred days to the hazards of collision with nmetcoroids. By the
tiwe space ships are built, and the other deteils of Interplanctary
travel are settled, we may have a ucanz of deflcction or of dodging
the onconming particles. Certninly by then, morc prcecise inforration
should be aveilable on the total nurber of particles striking the
atmosphere daily, and how we may detecet them with greater accuracy,

L.d. Conway,

”THESETHINGSAREEXRGGEEATEDBECAUSETHEYMﬁKEINTERESTINGRELDINGTHESETHINGSP.

We read in Carber that some of us at the Loncon bribed a night
porter with whiskey to let us have the keys to the rocof of o certoin
London hotel, It nppears that a party was held there, guite success-
fully too, until somebody started chucking empty bottles down one
of the chimmey stacks. Wow we do confess to a party, and we do
confess to finishing up on the roof, but we must decry the statcment
that we stooped so low as to offer a bribe, and protest against the
statenent of the dropped bottles -- paper glidcrs, maybe, but bottles
~--ncver. Let the writer of thosc staterients be inforrned that there is
money back on bottles, even whiskey bottles when therc's a rag and
bones cart in the offing. No, no dropped bottles, no slipped bribes,
just a party,onc which the Cawber writer did not attend, even !'though
an invitation had been extended..

(P.S. Not unless some irresponsible ianchester character dropped onel)
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OF BPEYONID

GOD KNOWS WHAT HE - or 1t - was, or what black hell spewed
forth the creature that aged me thirty years in a night, took so
much of my 1ife from me. This I know, though, it exists nowhere now.
No more....But let me tell you agbout it from the begiunning.

He was a personable character. When I first saw him, it was
at a lecture he delivered to a group of philosophy students in their
last year at the University. I was very interested in some points
he brought up in his argument on ontology, concerning which he had
many, what secemed to me then, novel approaches. For this reason I
felt a desire to hear more of his views, and after his provocative
talk was over, I waited until the hall had emptied and only he
remained, assembling his papers. I can remember now, quite clearly,
when I think back, that I had in wind the ideca of drawing him out
on what was obviously his hobby horse. How ironical this thought
turned out to be was revealed to me later.

He smiled engagingly at me as I went up to him, and as though
he had anticipated my object, he asked me what further knowledge I
sought. I felt that this was an openlng for mwe and we were very
soon engaged in warm debate.

The hour, however, was now quite late, and he courteously
suggested that we proceed to his rooms where we might talk in
comfort and in pleasanter surroundings. I acquiesced and we traver-
sed the short distance through the quiet strects in a few minutes.

Here, we became immersced in fluent discussion once more, or
rather he did, as I soon found I was doing most or all of the listen-
ing! My own source of talk seemed to have dried up, and no idcas
seemed to arise in my mind. Indeed, as time went on, I found myself
growing somewhat weary, all the brilliaunt conceptions and the
profusion of my ideas scemed to vanish as he went on, At first I
thought it was due wmerely to the lateness of the hour and my resultant
tiredness, and I grew listless and inattentive until I felt I must
pardon mysclf somehow ond toke my leave. But I could not intarupt
his flow of loquaciousness without appesaring unpardonably rude and
abrupt, so I waited until a convenient pause should arise, when I
might suggest we continue our conversation at some future time. But
his talk went on in an uninterrupted flow at a still dynawic pitch,
and never did he falter; rather did his fluency and vitality appcar
oddly to increase in inverse proportion to my wilting faculties
under the stream of his 1nexhaustible volubility.

I had long before lost the thread of his discrtation and I felt
my now dazed wmind slowly losing its grip on the reality around me.
In a fog of confusion, I struggled to bring mysclf to my senses bhut
I was bewmused - almost in a trance. My weakened will alrmost a slave
to my corponion's,

How long this had been going on and how wmuch longer it wight
have continued, I had no idea, but suddenly, from nowhere it secwmed,
a stray thought Inserted itself into my brain. It may have been
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caused by sowme external noise or disturbance which intruded itself
into my subconscious and then rose to full awareness with other
things which I found myself suddenly recalling. But those other
thiangs! I felt them as dimly remeubered and deenly repressed inhib
-itions, unrealised hoves,desire,fears, sordid little trifles of
which no-one is ever fully aware - normally, But now they were all
bubbling up to the surface in a horrible wad turmoil,

Then like a searing vision, through my mental stupor,. I saw
the whcle horrible process. ity subconscious was rising up to full
conscilousness, but as had happened ecrlier in the night,when T
first felt my conscfous thoughts vanishing, these too were being
sapped from me in some peculinr fashion. What was happening to
me? Was I going mad? In a panic of sudden desperation, as a
chilling fear engulfed me, I struggled to regoain full control of
myself. I tried to recall the external dloturbanco which had first
brought me to realisation of what was havpening. I fized oy wmind
with all the tenacity I could mustcr on thls, ond drawing on a
"y amlreserve of will I
ad not belicved
existed, I rose up
with The wave of
the subconscious ©
surface on a sca of
appalling horror.,
With the mowmentun
of this and wy
slowly increasing
will,I lurched to-
wards the mon seat-
ed in the chair
facing me,with not
2 notion in wmy mind
what to do. He look
~ed up at me,start
-1led. The next min-
ute I was sinking
my teeth savagely
in his throat,exer-
cising every ounce
of strength that
was in my jews.

The creature
gave a howl,horribe
to hear but did not
strugglec;instead,
there beat upon my
senses,nunbing them
with concentrated
horror,images and
symbols from the
cesspools of a
discased mind.Blood
swept in turbid
waves round wmy fed,
and rose,swiftly




covering my body and face. I wos under a sky of yellow, chasing o
ngked woman, with hideous thoughts in my head, across a nightmare
landscape., An enormous rcé hand rose in front of we oozing blood
from evey pore. 1 reeled back in terror 2nd fell into a nauseous
darkness whcrein I perceived forms disgusting to behold, rotting
grey shnpes of putrefaction too abowlnoble for the light of day.

A pale orb of blue saild over me likc en obscene eye, with weaving
filaments lcshaing the alr in a tempest of fury. A living noose
flung itself at me and I rccoiled instinctively, brushing against
two othcr globes which shrank as I looked at them, I climbed a
rope of gold to the stars, it frayed, broke, and I wes plunging
into an abyss of blackness. The universe exploded with o silent
crash, all red; spidery thought-vincs rurched out with scarching
tendrils, blindly, I fought them, bit - and suddenly I was frec.
wmy adversary's struggles had ceasced and I fainted at his feet,
Vhen I come round I do not know, but whea I did I considered
the awful thing I had done. 1t was obvious that this wonster in
mm 's shape was responsible for iy previous wmentel lassitude,
followed Dby the stealing of my subconscious, for the scnsation
had ceased instantly hg was assaulted., But why had I attocked
him? Whet had prompted wne to such unwonted savagery? Perhaps

it was some frogment of informetion which the thing had released
unwittingly in its sudden awnrcness of uy repgnined power. Pcrhaps
it was somc deep scoted knowledge of my own, brought to the surface
by the will to survive. I gshall never know for certanin.

But 1 shall never be sorry I hed my tecth f1llcd with silver.

Jokn D. Roles.
({ The coloured illustration for the above story I8, of course, the
cover illustration for the July,1953, lstedition of Horace Gold's
fantasy magazine BEYOND. There's a bit of a story behind its use
in Space Diversions,and,whether you want to know it or not, here it
is., Some months after Beyond first appeared we received about 200
copies of the cover from a certain W, Willis sans message of any
sort., Now being awake that day, we realised that if he just wanted us
to have a look at it, then one copy would have done just as well as
the 200 -- they all looked the same. We came to the conclusion that
the intention must be for us to send them out with SD as a sort of
advert for Beyond, but alast they were months latc and we could sces
from thc way production was heading that it would be many many more
months later before they saw the interior of SD. Only one thing to
do: write a story around the cover, use that story in SD and illust-
rate the story with Gcld's cover. Which we nondo., But, as we werc
forced to cut the heading and the line-up blurb from the illo., we
fecl we owe our recaders,including iur. Gold, .an explanation ...and
there it is,....right above.) ADVERT FOR BEYOND, NOT john roles.

WANTED ~= American editions of GOLD MEDAL POCKET BOOKS :-~
124: J.D.MacDonald's The Brass Cupcake,and 164:Murder far the Bride.
125: G.Schweiter's The Obscssed, 183: L.Baker's...And Be My Love.
202: W.H.Ficlding's The Unposscsscd,
GOLD MEDAL GIANTS:J.Sheridan's Thunderclap. T. Pratt's Handsome.
K. Thomas's The Devil's Mistress.
RED SEAL BOOKS: R.Gehman's Each Life¢ To Live. N.Morgan's City of
YWomen., Write t0seeanscceavrasne

Dave Gardner,83,Island Road, Liverpool, 19.
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G.S. DAV IES

I SUPPOSE AS good a start as any is for me to give you a few
details concerning Mr, Richard Sharpe Shaver himself before I
pass to his stories, Here then, are the detalls I have to hand:

His surname is supposed to have been taken from a German
township called Shavertown, but don't get the ldea from that that
he 1s of German descent; far from it, or should I say anything
but German? According to Shaver, he 1s of English, Scots,French
and Indian extraction. He 1s in the region of 43 yesars of age,
has brown hair and green eyes and 1s 5' 11" in height, and he
likes to have a couple of cats and dogs around the house.Filnally,
his favourite authors are: E.R. Eddison, James Cabell, and Arthur
Machen,

Well, I think that covers thec personal detalls conccerning
Mr, Shaver, and now let's get around to his work.

The birth of the Shaver Mystery was behind the scenes at the
Ziff=Davis Publishing Huuse in September, 1943, although the first
portion of what was to prove to be one of the blggest attractions
in Science Fiction did not appsar in print until January,1944, In
that month the Shaver Alphabet was published, and according to
Ray Palmer, the editor of Amazing Stories, "It brought in replies
almost immediately from readers who had dabbled around with the
Alphabet and discovered that it worked amazingly well in many
languages, and especially in languages more anclent."

(I reproduce the Alphabet and a few comments for reader
information. The Alphabet should be taken phoneticall¥ rather
than literally, and does not work with words that are 'modern' or
'coined'. An example of useage is obtained from the example word,

ACID, A = animal; C - see; I ~I; D - disintergrate, Animal see I
“~disintegrate, which is a quite reasonable description of the word
acld; serving as a warning word and meaning literally the same as
poison -- it warned animal life of its power to harm by disinte-
grating.

4 - Animal (used AN for short}). B - Be (to exist=-often command).
C. = 8ee. D =(also used DE) Disintegrant energy; Detrimental (most

'>n~3mportant-symbol in language. E = Energy(an all concept,inc motion).

'F.~ Fecundfuse FE as in female -~ fecund man)., G -Generate(used GEN),
H ~ Human(some doubt on this one). I - Self;Ego (same as our I).

J - (see G) (same as generate). K - Kinetic force {force of motion).
L - Life, M - Man, N - Child;Spore Seed (as ninny)., 0 ~ Orfice (a
source concept). P - Power., Q - Quest (as question). R - (used as 4R)
Horror(symbol of dangerous guantity of dis force in the object).

S = (sIS) (An important symbol of the sun). T - (Used as TE} (the
most important symbol; origin of the cross symbol) .Integration;

Force of growth (the intake'of‘%}is cause of gravity; the force is T



tic meant science of growth; reamins as credit word. U - You,
V - Vital (used as VI) (the stuff Messmer calls animal magnetism;
sex appeal). W - Will, X - Conflict (crosscd force linea).
Z =~ Zero ( a quantity of energy of T neutralized by an equal
quantity of D).

Examples and Alphabet reproduced from an original article by
Richard S. Shaver and Raymond A. Palmer.)

Encouraged by the response to his work on the Alphabet, Shaver
started working on 2 story concerning the ancient races who had
inhabited this Earth of ours some twelve or even fifty thousand
years ago, and who had used this alphabet as a working base for
their language. This story which saw publication in the March 1945
issue of Amazing Stories was a short novel of sume 36,000 words in
length., Editor Palmer gave it the title 'I Remember Lemuria’,
flthough Shaver had called it 'Warning To Future Man') because at
that time Palmcr refused to believe that the story was trus and he
nreferred to attribute it to 'racizl memory'.

Some time later Palmer stated that he was convinced that these
storiecs about the caverns under Earth and the Elder Races of Earth
vere the truth, and that Shaver was only embodying the facts in 2
form of fiction - Sclience-Fiction - so that he couild get the truth
concerning the life beneath the Darth's crust ecross to the rcading
public. These were the Shaver Mystery stories,

The bare facts of the Mystery arc concerncd with caves many
miles beneath the surface of the Earth; the puople who had once
inhabited Earth and built those caves; and the peoplc who now dwell
in them. These are the¢ essentialities cf the Mystery stories,

Out of 62 Shaver stories that I have listed irn my work on this
article, I count 21 of them as falling under the hsading of the
Mystery. The other 41 are elther pure Fantasy or elge straight
Science-Fiction, neither type bearing any relationship to the
Mystery. I am not counting any of thu material that appearcd in
the Shaver Mystery Club Magazine as I have only cight of the issues
in my colliection - and as I want them all before I start reading
them - the contents arc,in fact, a completc Mystery to me.

Two more sidelines of interest in connection with this article:
1/ Shaver had 21 front covers devoted to illustrating his work in
either Amazing Stories or Fantastic adventures between March 1945,
and January 1950,

2/ The sales of the Ziff-Davis magazine,ﬁmazing Stories, increacsed
by £7,000 within a few monthe of 'I REMEMBER LEMURIA' appearing,
and accroding to Ray Palmer there were over 30,000 letters received
from readers who agreed with Shaver's idecas. The numter of letters
from readers who disagreed with him are, however, not available to
your writer,

The idea behind the Mystery, or 'Hoax' as it was termed by a
large number of fen is as followe:-~-

Many thousands of years ago this world was inhabited by two
races known as the Titans and the atlans who lived in immense
underground cities. They were far more advanced than the people of
todmay. both in the arts and in the sciences. It was a well-known
fact to the scientists of their day that when a sun started to age,
and the pure carbon outer crust burnt through, that the inner mater-

ials were impure. and that instead of completely benificial rays
being received here on Earth, Dis, or detrimental radioactives,were
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deposited in the waters and on the land of the planet. These radio-
active materials caused the inhabitants to age and die, when once
they had been immortal. (A comparatively wmodern comparison can be
drawn from the cases of the factory girls who printed radium
figures and fingers on clecks with brushes. They !'Hipped! the
brushes with their tongues to get the fine points to do the delicate
work., These girls developed poisoning which in a few short months
made them appear hideously old -~ hags - with 91l the infirmities of
advanced age.)

any of the Titans and Atlans who had not been so affected by
the Dis fled from Earth and its dangerous sun, out into svace in
search of a new world with either a young sun(it is the old suns
which give out the detrimental radioactives) or a world without a
sun in dark space where no detrimental forces held sway. Another
factor instumental in their leaving Earth woas that besides the
shortening of thc human life span the Dis also effccted the mental
capacities of thosc who fell victim to the radioactive poison, and
caused racial madness. Those unfortunates who were already effected
in such a wmanner were left behind wien the main force of Titens
and Atlans took to space. Since the two roces had built their
cities underground and their vast civilisation was immovable, all
their machines ond citics were left intact. Thus, the abandondero,
taking refuge in them from the e¢lements, inherited many wonderful
things, which, because of their mental state and destructive
thinking praocesses, they turncd to destructive purposes.

The abandonderos mentioned above can be divided into two
groups,

1/ The deros, or detrimental robots who are evil in iantent,

and,

2/ The teros, or inter-rativc robots who are good in intent.
The teros were those who were not alrcady effected when the greater
mass of the Titans and Atlansg svacuated in space ships. As there
were not sufficient ships to take the wholc population only favoured
groups were able to escape. The less fortunate or alrcady
diseased were abandoned - thus carning the description that lir.
Shaver gavc them of the 'abandonderos'?,

These two forces are forever in cowbat, the teros, alas,
being outnuubered by their eveil thinking and doing countcrparts,
the deros; so that we find there are always far wore unpleasant
things in this world of ours than there are plcasant. TIFor Shaver
inslsts that all the trouble in the world today is caused by the
actions of the cave-dwelling deros operating their ray wmachines in
n mischicvous ond malicious manncr and direccting -~ or at least,
influencing - the every-day acts of the surface dwellers.

These ray machines,which I have already wentioned as having
been left behind by the evacunting Titans and Atlans,were at onc
time beneficinl in nsc to the dwellers of the underworld and were
used to enhance physical and cmotional pleasures, to hsal them
when they were sick, and to help them in their every-day life. It
appecars thet this nancicat civilisation was built up on the use of
ray machines which would take core of practically whatever was
wished. (It appears to me, however, that the rays concerned with
gexunl pleasures far excceded any other types used; or maybe it
was thought by e¢ditor and author that if they insisted that the
tales were true, then to hold the readers who scoffed at that
statement they had to give a different form of wmental stimulation -
erotica.) -79- ..



Iie abondoned deros rlaintained the use of the cavern stim ray
.-machines to make their lives wmore enjoyable, but their mentalities
crept to a new low level. They discovered that they no longer
possessed the capabilities of repairing the ageing machines whose
parts were becoming worn and contaminated by continual useage.
Instead of giving forth bencficial stimuli, the forces which were
now released werc harmful and hastencd the degredation of the human
species. Not all succumbed, the teros proved themselves strong
enough in will and mind to resist falling into the slovenly ways
of thelr cavern bretheren, and thcse small bands of humans kept
the machlnes at their disposal in a recasonable state of revair,

so that they carried out the functions that the designers had
intended thew to perform, Besgides giving forth radiocactive
poisonous rays the sun also dispensed heneficial rays -hat the
cavern dwellers did not have acecess to, duc to being beneath miles
of solid rock which the rays could not penetrate. The teros,
however, by keeping thelr machines under rcpasir were able to
doctor themselves with substitue machine-health rays similar in
character to the bencficiel rays of the sun.

There is a point here that I should have mentioned some time
back when writing about the abandondcros; it is one that should
be cleared up otherwisc there might be some awkward querics to be
answered later on, mostly concenred with ground that has been
covered once, The point is this: The surface pcople who now
inhsbit the Earth are thc descendants of those abandonderos who
were unable to gein access to the '11fe-QQV1ng caverns' but were
forced to ro~m the surfacc(producing the r:mains known as
Neanderthal). .iost of them dicd off, but others developed a
risistance to the sun's death-rays and eventually managed to live
almost as long, on the average, as thc covern people. We surface
people have one slight advantage, the degree of insanity cnused
through the use of foulty mochines is higher than that of the
detrimental plus benificel sun rays of the sun. Or should I say
that 211l surfacc dwecllers,cven though monaging to build up a
certain rcaistance to dotrlmcntql rays, developed a compnratlvcly
harmless type of wmadness and that all of us are slightly off our
rockerg, whilst the deros got a bad dosc of insanity that warped
them cowmpletely and turned them against every man?

However, the fact remains that the surface folk lost nll
mewiory of thcir forefothers cxeept for vogue legends of Atlantis,
Lemurin, and the 'giants'; whilst they knew only of the deros as
devils who-tortured them in thcir sleep, brought misfortune, and
fostered 2ll the cvil in mens minds.

Not all the MHystery stories were devoted entirely to the caves
of Earth, somc followed the andventures and the trials which the
escaping Titans found on their routes through space in their search
for a friendly sun or a dark world. iuton mion, who was. introduced
in the first of the Shaver stories to see publication; 'I Remerber
Lemuria', plays an important part in this series, as docs his wifc,
the cloven hoofed and silky tailed voariform, Arl,

Granted this may not se m too bad, the theme is pure space
opera. But unfortunatcly for both Palmer and Shaver they insisted
that the stories were fact not fiction, and that the author had
learnt all this through thought records from the caves. But how he
managed to trace the triasls and trimlations of the space-wandering
escapees was food for the guns of many fen; especinlly as the Titans
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irjhab.it

were dead egainst revisiting Earth and the terrible radiocactivity.
Granted wutan wion was supposed to have returned for a few hours when
the lior forces were in conflict with Sathanasz, the fallen Ced, but
the attacking fen hardly thought that it was possible he left behind
these purportec thought records in the caverns. It would have
served no purpose,for, as rar as lutan ition knew, all . the cavern
gwellers were deros and if he had left the records there, they
would have passed into the hands of the deros to serve no purposs
whstasoever, One other major point added a false note to the whole
(so claimed) truth, in that many of the happenings in outer space
and on other worlds which are recorded here by Shaver, occured after
utan iion had paid his return visit to Earth. The only others wWho
tou.hed down after that rere slave-traders « deros of other worlds
who bargained with the Emrth-bound deros of our own caves for the
services of the surface dwellers,

The answer to all this criticiasm had to be that Shaver was
forced to use 2 certain amount of fiction plot to carry the facts
of the truth in a fiction magazine.

But much as I enjoyed Shaver's yarns at the time of reading
them I must confess that I am definitely opposed to the idea of them
being true, But st the same time I st alzo confess that Shaver
did tile in a lot of wnoints that have been age-o0ld mysteries and he
had good explanations for trem., The whole series of stories was
built into a very smooth pattern which I enjOJed as space opera
fiction., He was a clever wrlter, and still is for that wmatter, far
far more palnataklng over his work than I could ever be, and, I
believe, Tar better read than I could hope Lo be,

But to get back to the main stream of the article; this
insistance on the parts of Palmer and Shaver that the stories were
true was ir 1tself enough to turn awsy many would be readers; even
today vhen the uystery series has finished and a lot of the heated
feeling directed ngainst both men has blown away.

A1) along the line The liystery csme In for a lot of opposition
from those fen who said that Shaver was defiling the good name of
Sclence~f'iction,. and who refused to be swayed by the mass of reports
from readers who sent in letters supvorting Shaver and offering
information about the caves, an aspect which Palmer :laimed to be
conclusive evidence that Shaver was on the track of something big,
Something of which many people had been aware for a long time but
afraid to breathe a word about it for fear of ridicule or retribution
at tlie hands of the deros, Shaver was getting away scott free of
trouble and he seemed Lo be well supported so they came out with
their hits of nevws and ideag, Chester S. Geier who part-wrote some
of the Shaver stories started up the Shaver Mystery Club in Chicago,
vublishing a wmagazine which besides running readers'! evidence
columms also ran a seriel by the Kaster himself, entitled HANDARK,
the story of Christ, which, by the way, was based on the caves etec,

But Blmzr and Shaver, by insisting thatbt the storles were true
and contained only a swmall vart fiction, killed the goose that was
laying them the golden eggs. Though the circulation f Amazing
Stories increased tremendously there was intense faa activity
directed against author, editor, and mugozine., The Queens Sf Group
and other fen nrpanldations all over the States lent their support
to the movewent., At last, Pelmer, not wishing to antagonise the
fans any further brought the wystery to a close., A fan himself until
he took over the editorship of the Ziff~Davis group of magazines, he
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realised that the whole affalr was doing him more harm then good
in the eyes of Science-Fiction folliowers. He had also drawn a lot
of new readers to the fold (which after all i8 the editor's job,
for he is primerily employed by the owners to increase the
circulation),but at the same time, no mogazine can stand a campaign
of sbuse launched at it. It depends on fans and casual resders
for its existance, and Awazing above all other magazines had sowme-
thing to remewber, It is the graw-daddy of all Sf mags. Fans had
ensurcd 1ts conbinued existance, and it was up to Amazing to keep
its critics happy. FPalmer had one final attempt whilst still with
Amazing to see if 1t weas worth while leeping up the Mystery series
but his sppeal for yes's or no's from the readers brought in very
poor returns, as Palwmer .said, "It would take about three thousand
or more ayes to bring the Mystery to the fore again." As he
received & grand totsl of sbout 78 letters asking him to continue
with it he gave up tho whele revivallst attempt as a bad job., So
the Mystery diecd from Amazing's pages from over use and over
insistence thot it was all true. The closure was thankfully
welcomed by the m2jority of fen but Palmer was still beyond the
pale ag far as they were concerned. He attempted to s~lve theilr
wounds by sterting a fan colum 1In his magazine and getting one of
the more popular nuthors to run it for him, Roger Graham or Rog
Phillips as he is known. But the damage had been done, the fan
world .was sick of him and the dropping of the Iiystery caused a large
number of his Shaver converts to drop the mag now that Shaver was
out,

Actually to say that Shaver was out 1s rather a broad statewent,
because although the Mystery had seen the last of 1ts limelight
in Amazing Stories and Fantastic Adventures, his work continued to
appear ot spasmodic intervals both under his own name and under
pseudonyus,

The situation changed again for the worst when Falwer
announced that he had vacated his editor's chair at the Ziff-Davis
estaeblishment; 1t changed for the worse because the cowming of
Howard Browne as the editor saw a magazine which Browne himslf
confessed was directed to juvenile renders preporing them for
the more advanced Sclence-Fictlon turned out by Astounding and the
liltes (The anbove statement is not intended to reffer to the present
digest slze Anazing and Fentastic which are well above juvenile
level md offer slick Science-Fiction sand Fantasy.)

Then surprise -=- the outlook brightened -~ Prnlmer announced
that he now owned the Clark Publishing Cempany. He started off
with o megazine called 'I'ate'! and followed that with the publication
of his Scilence Piction magazine, 'OTHER WORLDS!, This opened in
grand style for the Sheaver followers with a story by Shaver concern
-ed with the caves and the Titens, it was 'The Fall Of Lemurial,
plus a flambyant cover picturing cae of the voariform Titans, a
beautiful half-wouen, half-snnke crcature that I would be pleased to
find in uy baclt garden at any time, provided of cour-e that the
wife wos missingl

That reolly saw the enéd of 1944 - 1950 Shaver Mystery era in any
mag.,{this article does not touch upon the recent few stories that
are characterised by imton kion ot 211 ), it seemed to be a last
fling by Palwmer to put it over on the fen agnin, for subsequent
issues bore ne trace of any more work of the sawe style. In all
feirness, though, there is = rumoqg)that st be mentioned, 1t sceuws



that most of the shories that anmeared in the first issue of Other
Worlds were no" .sid for, but thuai they had been held by Palmer for
sorie time snd that the various aubtiiors had given them to him in orde.
to pet his magezine started, Could be that this Sk-ver story was a
left-over from the Awmazing files that Palumer had put to one side to
vge before the iigstery crashed, and that he used it as a filler

for the novelette gap. Anvway, let's give iim the benefit of the
doubts and say that it pleased some and not others.

Some tiwe back in Other lorlds, Palmer again brought up the
sub fect of Shaver, confegasing as he did so that s lot of the fivstvery
yorns had been touched up at his reque“t and against Shaver's wishes,
fle ran a poll, and from the results of this it “became evident that
Shaver 1iia€lf was not unpopular, some of the stories he had written
under his verious pseudonywms had proved to be very popular, it was
only the liystery that had got{ten) the fen backs up. If the caves
were never hrought back into prominence the readers had no objection
to seeing the name Shaver on the contents page of th- mag., and
rroving that he could write streight sf along with the heust of them.

About 50 per.cent. of Shaver'!s tales that appeared in Amazing
Stories and rfantastic Adventures Jduring the years 1948 to 1950 have
no besring on the Liystery, the greater part of the non-liyctery
astories anpeariung the 1848-50 run, These were straight sf and
nure fantzsy, as evidenced by the title of one that appeared in the
tiasrch 1947 Fantastic Adventures whilst the 'Hoaz' was still going on,
it was a fantasy allright and cnlled the 'Princes and her Pig!
fantasy because it was written almost as a fairy story for six year
olds and surely that type of fiction ig the fore-runner cf fantasy
as we refer to it today in cur own select groups of 3f fen.

Some Giwe back in 1948 we received at the Sclence Fantasy
Servics oflfices in Victoria Street, a leaflet put out by the
Aldebaran Fress, This leaflet was concerned with the publishing of
hard cover books by Richard Shaver and other writers who were
interested in ihe ceverns., As a vatter of interest I have listed
them, together with the prices they were gol g to chargei«-

THE ELDER WORLD by Shaver.c.....se.8ix dollors,

GREY LOKD OF DEATH by G. Archette..,.three dollars,(here I
would be glad of any informotion concerning the story. 1 believe
that I read it in wagazZine form in either Amazing of TFantastic, but
on going through my f3les T cen find no trace of it at all, maybe
I sold it, buf it's not there. Here is the blurb reprinted from
the lpallot 'A trewmendously fascinating tale of a temple on a
strange ﬁlnne 5 where drifting on mist-encircled voids, centering
in a grey sw1r1 the funneling heart of the mist-web deepened to a
long tunnel as in some spider's den.

'The peonle of the vlanet worship the strange tunnel as the
pathway to the lend of the dead. IHelecs T, taken alive by the 'way!
when it opens, 1s follwed by ber lover, Verde Cire, 9gent of an
organisation culled the Bledes,

'Thie three way conflict between the Blades and the clan of the
ual, led by the 'Ureen iwing' their young chieftainess - and the
mysteglous Crey .:ord of Death, make up a book of fantasy as its best,!

Hext coues:

THE LAGIC TEHAT WAS by Shaver........two dollars fifty,

LETTERS TO SUHAVER . 4vvesssessarsssnaconie dollar fifty,

S AVER WYSTERY DIGEST,...vevrasnsseeone dollar fifty,

FOREVER IS TOO LONG by C.S.Geier,...two dollars fifty.(from F.A)
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0T SIAVER OMEIDUS . sveussrroeees ,i0 price stated.
THL wI4RD KINGDOM by Morzanstern,two dollars fifty.
VIPCELS, ICHS 260D wYSTERIES by P, Cagnini,..three dollars
rifty.
GANDARK by ShOVer.sevevseeeernsso .four d0llsrs,
You will h-ve noted hefore that I said w»rices vo be charged,
The reason for that was becauss the books never came ont, 1 heard
from Forrest Ackerman when he cewme over here that the true facts
belhind it is that Shaver was hoping to start up his own publiching
company to get his liystery across to the general public, The firm
was to be started on = poyment in advance schere, the wmost ordered
book receiving preferance in publication., Unfortunately there was
not a large response to the leaflet and the money sent in with
orders wers roturncd with levters of apology to the subscribers,
One Shaver book was pu' lished by the Venture Press(a Falmer
enternrise?) of Evenston,Ill, It was priced at three dollars and
~g wade up of two short novels from LAumazlnp Stories, I Rewmerber
Lemurian and Return ox' Sathonas compkte with original footnotes,
Incidently, Ialmer brought out an issue of Lmazing Ttories
that was devoted in its entirety to the iystery, it was the June
1047 issue and all the fillers had a bear ng on the Hystery as
well as the stories. According to Palmer this was the first tiwme
that a nagazine had Leen devoted to one suthcr's work, others had
run nearly a complete issue of one man's work, bubt never wholly.

Iz the Tollowing varsage taken from FATE a proof of Shaver's
rurported knowledre of the cavern cecience or is it Just a

coincidence? I don't want to stlek @y neck ou so I won't form
ail opinion -- juct leave it to you to decide. Thiak it over

carefully and consider whether there is some element of truth
Lehind  the fiction setting of Shaver's femous or, if you lile,
infoworcs, waystery.

"n December 27th 1949, Albert Einstein cawme out with a new
theory of gravitution and clector-megnetic fields., A£1L I know is
that ir., Shaver({minus the wmabhewatical forumls) told me the safe
thing! And iir. Shaver showed uwe stories published in 1945 in
which he had »rpounded the things :wr. Einstein lL.as now 'discovered!.
For the record, I personnlly want to say that if any crecit for a
new and revolutionary throry of gravity goes to aunybody it should
go to wr. Richard S, Shaver! Vhatever else he 1z, he 1s of 2
scientific turn of mind == and his stories, all of which I have
read carefully, contain dozens of sclentific precepts which have
been confirmed by scientific research since they were written., Tam
terrificslly lupressed!!? ™

Finally, have a look through some of the Reader's Coulums in
recent izsue of Other Worlds and pre-cdigest size Aumnzings and see
how the name Shaver keeps on cropping up, and also his brain-ckild -
the llvstery == there iz still an awful lot of interest in 1t ~-
mavbe it's mnot completely dead yet despite all that I have sald.,

T wonder!
GeS. Daviss.



A Listing Of Magazine Titles and Dates ln Which Stories . By
"RICHARD S. SHAVER Appeared, Eliher Under

his own name or a pseudonym. The
*MYSTERY' stories are marked
thus:%

%Amazing Stories March 1945, Cover by Roberti Gibern <Jones.
Vol,19. No,1. Illustrated by Robert Fuqua.
I REMEMBER LEMURIA ty Lichard S Shaver, Short Novel: 36,100wds,

ZAmazing Stories June 1945. Cover by Robert Gibson Jones.
Vol.,19. UNo.Z2, Illustrated by Virgil Finlay.
THOUGHT RECORDS OI" LZMURIA by Richard 3,.Shaver.Hovelettie:25,000wde,

%hmazing Stories Sept.l1945. Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,
Vol.l9, Ho,3., Illustrated by Brady
CAVI CITY OF d4EL by Lichard 8,Fhaver., Novelette:13,000wordes.

%Amazing Stories Dec, 1945. Cover by Robert Gibson Jones.
Vol.1l9. No.4. Illustrated by Julian S.Krupa.
QUEST OF BRAIL by Richard S. Shaver. Novelette:35,000werds.

ZAmazing Slories Feb.1946. Cover by Malcolm Smith,

Vol, 20, No.l. Illustrated by Malcolw Smith,
Continuation of I Lemember Lemuria,

INVASION OF THE MICRO~MEN by Richard 8.Shaver.Novelett:21,500wds,

%Amazing Stories May 19486, Cover by Arnold Kohn.
Vol.20.N0.2. fllustrated by J.W,Tillotson,.
THE MASKED WORLD by Richard S, Shaver., Hovel: 50,000worde.

FPantastic Adventures May 1946, Illustrated by Malcolm Smith.
eIl S s R
ﬁN—KUKM‘?R&M—THE‘STXTﬁ“by*RTUHard S. Shaver. Short 5,700wds,

Amazing Stories June 1946. .Illuctrated by Robert Fuqua.
Vol,20. No,3.,
LUDER VALLLY by Richard £. Shaver. Novelette: 11,070words.

%Amazing Stories July 1946. Cover by Walter Parke
Vol.20, No.4. Illustrated By #,Smith & N,Hadley.
CULT OF THE WIiCH QUEEN by R.S5,Shaver and Bob McKenna,Novel:45,600,

Fantastic Adventures July 1946. Illustrated by Allen St. John.
Vol.8. No. 3.
THL Tal¥ OF THE LaST WAN by Richard S, Shaer., Short:2,000words.

Ghmezing Stories Aug,1946. Cover by H.W.McCauley,

Vol.20, No.S. Illustrated J.W.Tillotson & Megarian.
Contiruation of Cult Or The witch Gueen

Tie SBEa PEOPLE by Richard 85, Shaer, Hovelette: 25,700,



Vol.20.No

ZAmazing Storles Sept.l19406. Cover by Lobert Gibson Jones,
Vol.20, No,6&, Illustrated by Julian S, Krupa,
Companion Story To,The Masked world.(wrongly listed in Ams as
being the sequel to Cult of the Sea Queen.

BARTH SLAVES TO SPACE by Richard 5, Shaver. Novelette: 30,000wds.

%Amazing Clories nov.lU46, Cover by Arnold Kohn.
Vol. 20, No.S8, Illustrated by Robert Iuqua
Sequel te I leovnber Lemuria & The Invasion Of The Micro-Men.
THE hij1U&ll OF SATHANAS by R.S. Shaver and Bob McKenna. Novel: 46,009

%Amazing Stories Dec, 1946, Cover by Bob Hibreth,.
Vol,20, No, 9. Illustrated by Malcolm Smith,
THE LaRD OF KUI by TKichard 5. Shaver. Short: 8,500 words.

SAmazing Stories Jan, 1947 Cover by H.W,McCauley,
Vol,21, No, 1. Illustrated by H.W,McCauley,
THE MIND ROVERS by ERichard S. Shaver, Novelette: 27,500wWords.

Amazing Stories Marci 1947, Illustrated by Arnold Kohn,
Vol,2l, No. 3.
JOL DANIION, PIONEBER by Richard S.Shvare HNovelette: 12,500words.

Fantastic Adventures March 1947, Illustrated by Rod Ruth,
Vol.9, No. 3.
THE PRINCESS AWND HER PIG by Richard S, Shaver. Short: 6,000words,

bmazing Stoires May 1947, Iilustrated by Malcolm Smith,
Vol, 21, No, 5. 4 , ol
THE CRYCTALLDINE SaKCOPIIAGUS by Richard 8, Shaver. Short:4,50Cwds,

Fantastic Adventuss May 1947. Cover by Rohert Gibson Jones.
Vol, 9. No,5, Illustrated by Henry Sharp,
THE TALE OF THL RED DWALY by The Red Dwarf, Novelette: 25,000wrds

%Amazing Stories June 1947, Cover by Lobert Gibson Jones,

Voi.2l, No, 6. Illustrations by Enoch Sharp, Brady,
(HE MYSITERY 1ISSULE) Malcolm Smith., RobertFuqua.J.S.Krupa.

FORMULA FRCM THx UNDELWORLD by Riciard S,3haver.Novelette:13,000wds,
ZIGOR MEPHISIO'S COLLECTION OF MENTALIA by Shaver.Novelette:25,000,
WITCH'S DAUGHTER by Richard S, Shaver., Noveletts 22,000words.
THE KD LEGION by Richard S. Shaver. Bhort Novel:3C,000words.

amazing Stories august 1947. Illustrated by hobert Fuqua.
Vol. 21, No. o. and Julian S, Krupa.

FIRST RCCK=aT b% D, Richard Sharpe, Short 4,500wcius,
ZMER~WITCH OF ETHER 18 by Lichiard S. Shaver. Novelette:12,500wds,

Fantastic Adventures 0Ocl.1947, Cover by Robert Glbson Jones.
Vol. ©, HNo, 6. I1lustrated by Maleolw Smith,
WITCH OF THE BLDES by sichard 3. Shaver., Novelette: 25,000words.,

%Amazing Stories Dec. 1947, Illustrated by J,Allen St. John,
vol, 21, No, 12,
OF GOLS ANL GOATS by Richard S, Shaver, Novelette: 14 ,000words.
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Fantsatic Adventures Feb.1948, Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,
VoL 10 i Illustrated by Robert G. Jones.

SLAVES OF Tdls WOEM by Kichard S,Shaver, Noveletie: 25,000words.

%Amazing Stories March 1948, Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,
Vol. 22, Mn = o p— Illustrated by Fod Ruih

GOBS OF VLNLU gv “wichard S, Shaver Novel, 87,000words,
PLEST AGAIN®S. SPIKIT by Alexander Blade, Short: 3,500words,
(Illuctrated by H.,w,McCaUley aud Ic N0t a Mystery type story)

Fantastic Advenlures March 1948, Illustrated by Henry Sharp,
Vol.l0. No.3,

THE THIW WOMAN by Richard 8. Shaer, Short: 5,C.Jwords.
Fantastic Adventures April 1948, Cover by Hobert Gibson Jones,
Vol, 10, No.4 Illustrated by Malcolm Smith
LAIR OF THE GRIMALAIV by G.H.Irwin ioveletie: 25,000words.
Amazing Stories June 1948 Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,.
Vol. 22, Ho. 6. Itlustrated by Rod Ruth

ICE CITY OF THE GORGON Ly R.S.Shaver and C.S.Geier.Novelette:32,000

Fantastic Adventures July 1948, Illustrated by Virgil Finlay,
Vol, 10. No, 7,
MIRROER OF THE QUeLN by lchiard S, Shaver Short:8,000words.

%Amazing Stories Sept.l948, Cover by Robert Gibson Jones.

Vol, 22 No, 9. Tliustrated by Rod Ruth
TITAN'S DAUCHTER by Richard 3, Shaver. Novel: &0,000words,
Amazing Stories Dec. 1948. Cover by H,W.McCauley,

Vol,22, No, 12, Illustrated by Malcolm Smith .

DAUGHTELR OF Tdi NIGHT by Richard S, Shaver Novelette: 15,000wds,

Fasivastic Adventures vec. 1948, Illustrated by Virgil Finlay,

Vvol, 10. No. 12. 20, 000wds
FOUNTELIN OF C/Li0E by Richard S.Shaver and C.S.Geier. Novelette: 7
Amazing Stories January 1949. Illustrated by 77222277

N oetin o lilhes S,

THE CYCLOPS by Richard S, Shaver. Short:2,000words,

Fantastic Advientures June 1949, Iliustrated by Bill Terry.
Vol.ll, No, G.

THE CYCLOPEANS by Richard S, Shaver Novelette: 20,000words.

Amazing Stories May 1949, Illustrated by B1ll Terry.
Vol, 23, No. 5.
WERT THE HOON EOUNCED | Ly PFrenk Patton Novelette: 26,002words.

Amazing Storleo July 1949, Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,

Vol.23, o Illustrated by E,B, Swiatek,
EEIEMS_CP_"HE'EEPWOUWDS-'by Richard S, Shaier. Novelette: 11,000.
Amazing Stories Sept.l1949, Illustrated by J,Allen St. John,
Vol., 23, No, 9.

EZRDIS CLIFF by Richard S. Shaver Short Novel: _0,000words,
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Amnazing Stories Nov,1949. Iliustrated by J. Allen St, John.
Vol.23., No, 1l.
BATTLE I BETLINITY by i,S. Shaver and C.9. Geier, Novelette:23,000

%0ther VWorlds Nov, 1949, Cover by Malcolm Smith,

Vol., 1, No. 1. Illustrated by Malcolm Smith,

THE FALL OF LsMUKRIA by Richard S. Shaver Novelette: 17,500words.
WHERE NO FOO1 WALKS by G,H., Irwin Novelette:15,000words.
(Illustrated by Malcolm Smith, Not one of the Mystery stories).

Amazdng Staies Dec. 1949, Illustrated by Julian S, Krupa,
Voi, 23, No. 12,

PILLARS OI* DELIGHT by Stan Raycraft. Novelette: 18,000words.

Amazing Stories Jan. 1950, Cover by Arnold Kohn,
Vol, 24, No., 1, Illustrated by Julian S. Xrupa.

WE DANCE FOR wHE DOM by Richard S. Shaver., Novelette:17,000wds.

Other Worlds January 1950, Cover by Malcom Smith,
Vol, 1, No, 2. Illustated by Rod Ruth,
SONS OF THE SERPENT by Wes Amherst Short Novel: 27,000words

Fantastic Adventures March 1950, Illustrated by BEill Terry.
Vol, 12, No. 3.
THE WORLD OF THE LOST by Paul Lohrman. Novel, 45000words

Qther Worlds March 1950 Illustrated by 777?77
Vol, 1, No.3,

LADY by Richard S. Shaver Short : 7,300words,

THE GAMIN by Peter Dexter  Novelette: 20,000words,
MARAI'S WIPFE by Edwin Benson Short: 4,200words.

Otlher Worlds Sept. 1950, I1Ilustrated by Biil Terry.
Wioshs #2, JHeg Bn

PALACE OF DARKNESS by Peter Dexter. Short HNovel:25,000words,

Future and 8,F., Jan. 1951. Illustrated by P. Poulton,
Vol, 1. No.5,
GREEN MAN'S GRIGF by Richard S. Shaver. short 6,000words.

Other Worlds January 1951. Illustrated by W.H, McCauley
Vvol.3. WNo., 1, B
GLASS WOMAN- OF VENUS, by G.H., Irwin, DNovelette: 17,500words.

Other Worlds Oct.l95l. Iliustrated by D,B.Berry.

Wil Es RHioaki

TIGHTENIRC °Vift SATURN by i.,S,Shaver and C.S.Geier, N'’vlette:20,000
JOURNEY TO NOWIERE by Richard S. Suaver. Short: 7,000words.

Other Worlds Dec.l98l. Illustrated by Bill Terwry
Vol.3, No., 7.
YELISEN by Richard S, Bhaver. Short: 11,000words,

I siarch 1952, Illustrated by?2%777?2
Vol.l. No.1l.
OF STECNER'S FOLLY by liichard S, Shaver short :6,500 words.
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JOTHER WORLDS, ISSUES JUNE,AUGUST, OCTOBER 1952,

Three Part Serial: THE 3UN SMITHS by Richard S, Shaver
Novel :50,000words,

Other Worlds November 1952, Cover by Robert Gibson Jones,
Vol.4. No.8, Illustrated by Bill Terry
THE SCARPEIN OF DELTA SIRA by G.,H., Irwin Short Novel: 33,500wds,
%BEYOND THE BARRIER by Richard S. Shaver. 1lst part of a novel
length serial: 17,500words.

%0ther Worlds December 1952, Illustrated by C. Hornstein
Vol. 4., No, 9,

BEYCND THE BAIRIER by Richard 8. Shaver. 2nd part of serial
story:15,000words,

%0ther worlds January 1953. Illustrated by C.,Hornstein,
Vol,5, No, 1,

BEYOND THE BA#LIER by Rickhard S, Shaver. . 3rd part of serial
story: 15,0C0words.

%0ther Worlds February 1953, Illustrated by C.Hornstein.
VOl. 50 NO. 2l

BEYOND THE BARRIER by Richard S. Shaver; Conclusion of four
rart serial: 18,000wards,

Imagination April 1953. Illustrated by W.H.icCauley.
Vol,4, No.3.

PARADISE PLANET by Richard S, Shaver, sShort 5,500words,

L I I R Y

It should be noted that A,Blade, P, Lohrman, F. Patton and
G.H,Irwin are what are termed 'houqe names' and other stories
bearing those names which are aot shown on this list have not
been written by HRichard Sharpe Shaver.

The above information was supplied by
David S. Gardner for use with the
'"SHAVER SAGA' which wag a lecture
delivered at the SPACE DIVE

U 2 B R L

Ring-a-ring-o' geranium
Pome B A pocket full of uranium
filler Hiro, shima

All Tall downe. .
Hobin A. Henderson
dopgscsoR s ok kR ARk Rk kR % Sunday Ohserver 1948

&9

—Were orsscnted as BIC THINGS, LE.g, when comlng to & botoh of

R ,
three AZFn containing the gerial 'Ganner Cade! Avectioneer Lrown

s
) ow

TEpOrt Dy the editor. Arert frou fearning the foet that Bea H. had
spent so mich time in Ireland before coming to Lnglard, and ihe

ralief ol reprints {row Eldcr fl7 I found this issuc too White,

- — s - e o e e

R - —_—— — e —

— e --— — — . - -

Sad news arrived this week, for L have read the last Q.
GUANDRY (No.30) announced that its Tformer editor Lee Hoffwman, surely
one or the great BiFs of our tiwme, has resigned frowm ojay in favour
of a white horze and novel writine, = N?S never my favourite fana
zine, but I enjoyed every iscuvue of it. %t stood out head, shoulders
and bust over the majority of contewpnornry nuhlications and was cne
of a very small numbar of founzines with a strong,individual
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, Passapge from this end would have to be paid, but yould
likely be relubursec at the other side, from w ere on, }ed

REPRINTED FROM HYPHEN No.5

THE TRANSATL ANTTIC FAN FPUHND

Voting for a British fan to be helped attend the San Francisco

World Convention and Vestercon,September 1954,at the Sir Prancis Drake
Hotel.

(( We enclose a ballot form and list of nossible Canflidates with
this copy of S.D.))

To be eligible to vote you mist ;

a/ Have been active in fandom prior to 1st November,1953,to the

extent of having joined a fan club or subscribed or contrlbuted
to a fanzine,

AND
b/ make a minimum contribution to the fund of 2/6 or 50c.
(momev nasid £an wa e “d TS

Maw » 2mall alnteh of Tutary 29nesf-

EDITORIAL

IT IS with regret that we announce that after one year of
bi-monthly publication, the publishing schedule of Space Diversions
has to be drasticelly revised. With, and from, this issue, Space
Diversions will appoear irregularly, We prouise, however, that
you will still be seeing it for a long time to cowe. There is no
intcntion on our part to suspcend publication, and this change-over
should not be construed as any indication of this.

The subscription rate remains unchonged at 3 issues for 2/64d,
or 50 cents U.S., post free, For thosc who trouble to work this
out per copy it will be seen that we are charging 104 only on
subscription rates., Sample copi:is arc to rcmain at one shilling
per copy, but for this one, cxtra large, issuc c¢xtra copies or
non-subscription copies will bc charged for at 2 shillings per
copy. We are forced to double the the normal pricc on this
occasion, but even so the production costs of onc single copy
are stlll in cxcess of any return from sales. Plcase note thot
the exchange system remains unaltorcd.

We fcel that we owe our readers an explanation for this
change from regular to irrcgular publication, and also to cxpl-in
the deloy betwecen this and the previous issuc., The cavscs or
rcasons can bc¢ cttributed to twoe main points:

1) The sad lack of materinl from outside sowrccs; it should
bc noted that behind some of the namcs on the contcnts page over
75 pages of this issue can be crcdited to the editorial staff,snd,
2) The difficulty of colling cditorial meetings and vyreparing
the material in time for a tight deadlinc.

As can be scen from the contents page, the cditorial staflf
condsbs of John Roles, Norwman chorrock, Dave Gardnecr, and art
oditor Don MacKay. Becausc of howe and other coumitments editorinl
mectings have to be confined to the following occasionsi-

Pave, who is unable to attend Club -t prcesent, secs Worman
for onc hour pcr weck., John and Norman mcet on Monday nights at
Club; 2and Don is kent in touch with art uwatters via the phone.

Did we say difficultics..s!

Editorial d:tics are shared, and production dnties arc as
follows 3= The typing is one-fingercd by Dave in odd womcnts
before work starts in the mornings, whilst Normon has to it in
the duplicating when his private work allows him time. And when
vou arg confined to a few minutes or so a day...the production
ereeps along very slowly indccd. But don't think that we objccet
to doing the work, we don't...but we do went to be able to take
things a bit onsicr in future, ond we believe that with no dcadlincs
looming up in front of us all th: time production and contents will
continue to iwmprove.

Welve hed some nice words tossed our woey in the past, and we
like 'em =~ that's why you con be sure that wel'll corry on!

The Editors,.
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%0THER WORLDS, ISSUES JUNE,AUGUST, OCTOBER 1952.

Three Part Serial: THE SUN SMITHS by Richard 3., Shaver
Novel :50,000words,

Other Worlds November 1952. Cover by Robert Gibson Jones.
Vol.4. No.8. Illustrated by Bill Terry
THE SCARPEIN OF DELTA SIRA by G.H. Irwin Short Novel: 33,500wds.
ZBEYOND THE BARRIER by Richard 8. Shaver., lst part of a novel
length serial: 17,500words.

%0ther Worlds December 1952, Illustrated by C, Hornstein
Vol, 4. No, 9,

BEYOND THE BAIRIER by Richard 8., Shaver. 2nd part of serial
story:15,000words.

%0ther Worlds January 1953, Illustrated by C.Hornstein.
Vol.5, No, 1.

BEYOND THE BALLIER by Richard S. Shaver. . 3rd part of serial
story: 15,000words.

%0ther Worlds February 1953. Illustrated by C.Hornstein.
Vol. 5. No, 2.

BEYOND THE BARRIER by Richard S, Shaver; Conclusion of four
part serial: 18,000words,

Imagination April 1953. Illustrated by W.H.McCauley,
V01.4. NO.S.

PARADISE PLANET by Richard S, Shaver, Short 5,500words.

It should be noted that A,Blade, P, Lohrman, ¥, Patton and
G.H.Irwin are what are termed 'houqe names' and other stories
bearing those names which are not shown on this list have not
been written by Richard Sharpe Shaver.

The above information was supplied by
David S, Gardner for use with the
'SHAVER SAGA' which was a lecture
delivered at the SPACE DIVE

I 2 o 0 s 3% e ok s 3l ok o ofe s Ko o 9 ol 2o o o B Sk

Ring-a~ring-~o' geranium
Pome A pocket full of uranium
filler Hiro, shima

All fall down.
Robin A. Henderson
Wumm Rk kbkkkkrsrk  Sunday Obseprver 1948
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*LONDON CONVENTION 1953

{REPORTE
\\ ./,,/

u.
it

IN TEE YEAR of the coronation, many fsns looked forward with
eager expectation to the Convention, to be held in London as is
usual. Yot the corcnetion itself was so very important to the
average conventione®, but with foreign visitors in London....one
could be excused for expecting Great Things (no, nou you, Hubbarg,
siddown) .

Anticipation is often more enjoysble that the event ~- and this
certainly apolied to this year's con., HKenths before, the Liverpool
fen who were definiltely going, hsd already decided to do the thing
in style and hire a car, as a more hiependent wmeans of transport
than British Railways. Had we known bebtter at the time, the money
would not rave burned through our pockets-so quickly for such a
poor return. We enjoyed the car ride.

SATURDAY

The first morning began with sn enthusiastic looking crowd of
fang setting up displays and visiting them; and an atmosphere of
expectancy and good will pervaded the hall.

¥red Brown, Con Chairman, announced at 11 o'clock that the Con-
vention was now formally open and that until 2.00 would be 'informal
sessions ! ({This was but the first ommission from the programme, s
forerunner of the interminable intervals yet to come.)) So
exhibitors hurriedly completed their stands and dashed around the
other tables to see if any other fans had stolen their idsas or if
there was any worth stealing, and there was a general mixing and
meeting - somewhat Tentatively 1t seemed To me -~ of fans who hed
not met before, Fansg who had met at previous occasions were the
first to break the ice, renewing and fur hering their friendships,
They introduced each other to freshfen, anéd a fan might have found
himself passed rounc a bewildering wave of new acqueintenances, and
forgetting most of them in the flurry.

This went on until people began disappearing to places of
corporeal sustenance and things became temporarily quieter.

After lunch, the con proper got into wotion with the intro-
duction of scme prominent SPF personalities by Ted Carnell,

The first of these was Bill Temple with some usual humourcuvs
remarks sbout his side-kecik Arthur C., w ich somehow never seem to
pall, next was John Brunner, who spoke briefly on his introduction
to SF agnd fandom:; then came Fete Havillton of Nebula; Geore Gallet
of Ffrance, John Christopher, alias Sam Youd, aobody seems guite
sure what to call him; Maurice Goldsmith; S.,llary Patchett; A.Vince
Clarke, who told us something of his writings for the pro-market,
and went on to speak about the backwardness of SF in attaining
waturity in the eyes of the Generagl Public. Ie doubted whetler
# Otherwise known as 'THE FIASCON!
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SF would ever quite attain the popularity which Detective Fiction
enjors. “rank Arncld was then brought to the micronhone and lic
informed the audience that he had not read any new 3I' for about
twelve years, and had storped getting magazines regularly about
1954. He deplored the lack of originality in wmodern SF ~~ he'd
read all the tales before, seen all the drawings before((cbviously
an old, 0w=0wo-~0-0ld pha-g a-anf)) o wondered if the authors
cﬂuldn't get off the very umch beaten track of ediv.d, mrgazine
Si', end #o straight to the publishers., The wmagezines, he reckoned,
were stulafvinp the writers by thelr having policieq and pulp
taboos, 'Let's see if we can't get out of the 'chain-gang' of
science~fiction writing,” he asked us as a final plea, Ted Carnell
added to this that there was In recent years a trend away from the
tchain~gang' style and guoted as examples 'The Lovers!'! and !'The
Dewolished dan',

Then Ted, giving a big plug for Dave Garduner!s !Symposium Of
Jex An¢ Sadism In Current Scilence-lliction'!, invited auchors to give
the audience their idens on the subject. dJohn Christonher asked
why icky Spillane sold. ke saw no advantage Iin having suggetive
gtor: es In S¢ wacs, and rplenty of advantaﬂug in not hav1ng them,
It wan a sad Thing, he councluded. Lir, Autton (US4), from the
audieance, stated Lot SF was a subgtitue activity, qnd a lady adcded
that if by injcciing some sex into SI we can introduce others into
the Tfield, then by all means perw.v it. T ¢ reply to this was that
it was unworkable., The sales of the Fantastic in ' .ich Spillane
appeared were due oaly to his name and that unless they published
one in every issue, snles would revert to normal. Spillane would
certeinly not encourage =a reader to explore the SF field further.
A wember of the auULenon serted that whereas sexy stories pave
one only an orgasna, ) hao tH\ depth to give birth ~- fio thought,
Ted tol8 us that he had received many letters from lndignqnt
paronts, even on such innocent stories aa had appeared in Hova
Publications. Bob rairthorne spoke a few words on the subject
of pornography in general., "Good pornography,' he said, "is a very
rare thing, It is very hard to write -« and herder g2vill to get
hold of." {(TLaughter). John Brunner brought Shaver into the picture
and questioned why his stories should have cauvrht on so well as he
had no great story-telling ability. DBut then he ad. itted to the
fact that he had reed only one and a bit stories by Shaver. Those
who are drawn into the field through sexy stories do not increase
the readership of SF; these readers siuply sift the magazines and
stories for the sex and disregerd the S content. Science~Fiction
gains nothing from them and loses wmuch in nreutige, Norman

wansborough added his opinion, and then ancth member of the
audience {a statistician) said thaot he took ex ocﬂtlon to lir, ﬂutton
st~tement that SI' was n uub.)fltute actlvity. ‘Thnnk you very tuch,
lie said, "bubt my sex life 1 going very well." He rc:d SPF for

two principle reasons, 1) he liked to follow an author's logical
argument .rom his nriw ry suprositions and extrapolaticus, and,
2} he likes ihe stuff,

4t about F-Ll5, Ted came up with sowe general information and
news itens. He told ugs that sr. Soliback of NSF was present, thus
wling six rerr» .ontatives from the 3tates. Then be annocunced a
scheme being u;hﬂnlsed by Don I'ord, for gebtting a British fan over
for the *hilcon, or fﬂlling the p0°sibility of that as the Philcon
was so close, then the following yoar's conventicu in San Prancisco
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((2?)). Passage from this end would have to be paid, but would
cuite likely be reiwbursed at the cther side, from wiere on, Ted
u31d t .ere would be no Jifficulty as to stones for pillous etc,

_The Jamilor fanaties, Sritain's self-aprointed representatives
of 6:th(?) fandom, theu perrertrated a plav-reading, which wos to
have been at 5.0vu, snd had been cancelled owing to an sctorts ahsence,
was shuvved back into the programae together with a volunteer who
had offered to £1ll the vacont role at slort notice. Unfortunctely,
it would have been better for all concerned if they hed not attempted
to do this, ss no one sgeemed teo tnow his or her part: missed cues
ond shuflled and dropped sheets rulned an already badly mlssfired
but still herolic atcerpt To ingtil a littel variety into the
proceedings.

Lave Colicn, at 3.15, besring the flauing torch of Manchester
‘andoui, btrieé uns uuoesofuilv, a3 1t wasg quite aobvious to even his
vost ardent supnorters, to rouse the robble against the institution
of a yeerly Natiornal C nvention in London, Points he stressed
vere the apath:- of the London Cirnle, their unwlllingness to aild
obher clubs and Fanzines. "Have we got to aslt the London Circle it
we can hold a convention?" "fhe London Circle is o tight cirele,"
"iie don't say that the Lowdn Circle shouldn't have a convention,

e only ask them to help other centres of fanactivity to organise
a con ia the provinces. Surely it's not aslking too mich to ask
them to supporb the provireial fans with their ovrezence?’ Another
accusaticn levelled sgainst the London neople was Their unplessant
~1ess.e And so on in similar vein. But his petulant tirsde fell on
the stoniest of ground, Fred Brown did not agree with anything
Dave saild, of course, and was the first to leap to the London delence,
“itere is definitely no apathy," he ssid. &nd, "We are a circle of
friends, but we are not a club and so we have no orgsaised body."
Nenlving to Dave's comwent on the lack of support by London at the
anchester Convention last year, I'red said, "You must write ond
skt the celebrities to come to the con. Perscnally . dior't know
about the dancon. Did you write to we?” (Ooooohs! from the
audience), Coheni:- NHo, Fric Eentcliffe rose and said that on
the Friday before the 1952 Loncen, a large nlacard advertising the
wanecon was displayved at the Vhibe Horse and also in the Convention
all itself,..lhere were also hundreds of leaflets on it knocking
around,.((In fact -thers was one on every chair in Tbe holl,)) Vince
Clarke then denied sceling these((tehl tch! Ving we're surprised at
vou)) and went on to say thabt he had tried to awaken interest in
the lloncon amongst the White llorse crowd, but it was felt that the
short time ~ one day - was not worth the time and expense involved
for a Londoner, (iAndience: lLear, hear). Both Bert Caw bhell ond he
streassed the need for edver9181ng They even wrote to Lagle Comics
about this Loncon. DBut they did not add the fact that thelr most
nrofitable advertising came from their own wagazines, Aunthentic
and Hew ¥orlds, wherein they woulé naturally have it free,

((Thiu froctious conmlaint of Lave's was no deoubt well
intentioned, and too, was justly called for; but wa= most 1ll-
advised amd led only to wwch wrangliag end bitter ieeling. The
Londoners believe of course that Dave 1s the spo¥esman for all the
Worth ~ {just as McCoin is under the impression that Willis spesls
for o1l Britein,) It was after this, and Campbell's evasive reply
at length, that the rift was felt, which thereafter grew wider as
the con progressed.)) qo



The next item on the programme wag entitled 'hiskers'. This
was in the form of a newsreel report on H.J Cawpbell's scientific
researches and their results, Very amusing, and we intended tTo
malze extensive notes on this and bring you the full story, but
we were Informed that the full text would be publiskhed (in a posbt-
convention booklet?), WAH was responsible for the script,

This waz followed by an item owmitted from fhe afpernoon;s
programme, and brousht forward -~ "Why I Read Science-ifiction’.
i'or this, Fred trown picked out at rasndom individuals from the
audience to give their reasons, Among those whe stood up were
Dave Colen, Brian Burgess and Bob Fairthorne, whose answer was
probably the best = "Why do I read Science-Fiction? 1) Decause I
can read, and 2} I like it., ((This terse answer was well avprec-
iated by the sudience.))

At half pest five the games were started under the Games
~aster Ted Tubb, They took the form of a quizzing of ten volun-
teerg from the crowd, who were asked such questlions as: What is
alchchol? Vhet is a nalimpsest? IHow many moons has Jupiter?(Upon
wirich question there was considerable disagreement ~-~ What is the
latest score?) Etc. Then another ten nersons were asked to step
forward for another batch of queations on SF story cheracters, and
so on,., Y%ach correct answer earned the winner a voucher for a
bob or so which was good for con currency.

Defore the auction wes an original ballet starring Danhne
2uckmagter, Dorothy Rettigen, rred LErown, Ron Buckmasicr, Charlie
Duncovibe and Ted Tubb, This was to the tune of
was rather fun, ond was one of the few worthwhile items,

THE AUCT LONS

e —

These ir former years have been regarded gs the high svots
of the programme: this vear they were on unmitigated flop. This
was due to the lack o interesting material; whicl. again was due
in vart to the poor response by fans to requests for donations.
The vast bulk (literal)} of the material consisted of BREs, which
nobhody wanted and if biad for, were returned once again to the
suctioneer, Ulbtimately they were given away ~- and even then
rejected, until sowe stout scout{(a Junior Ianatic?)) in the
gathering announced theot they would accept all unwanted BREs for
shipping to Ausfralian fans., This was a happy solution and masgs
flew from all parts of the hall, At a rough count near the end,
ke found re had over 70 mogazines,

Ted Tubbh who usuelly officiates at this function, and was
schieduled to do so, was replaced by fred Erown very early in
the proceedings, and one or two others who gave Pred a much
needed rest. For s short time it seemed that the situation might
be saved by the help of Ken Slater who struggled valiantly to
inject sowme enthusissm into s disgruntled audience. But even his
optimism and drive waned wren he realised that you can't give
avway a sack of nutty slack to someone who wants coal, B

We thought that the bringing of the BREs in such quantity
was merely to pet them out of the way before getting to the meatie
and wore worthwhile stuff. But hours went by and still nothing
oi’ import turned up. The only items of gligitly more interest
were some rcocnt ASPs, GSFg and sowme hard cover books. These
were presented as BIG THIUGS. E.p, when cowing to a batch of
three ASFa contaiaing the serial !Gunner Cade!, Auctioneer Brown
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announced in hushed tonecs, "And now, - a collector's item"  Last
years'! wags - Collectors' items! Other 'Big Thiungs'! were hard
cover hrooks lindly Jdonated to the Convention Fund by Graysons and
other puablishers. Also a big plaster model from Gravsons of a
Green Eem, but this was the very last thing to be suctioned and
evervkody hat given up in disgust and left the circle of hidders.

The first nlght ended in a grueral scrimmage for half-crowns'!
worths of EREs, for 2/6 you helped vourself to an armful of the
stuff from g table piled high with them.

Near the end of the proceedings on the second night, rred
Brown auctioned an uns—-ecified colour painting of a spaceship,
which might heve been a Eussion lcon or sn 0ld boot as far as the
auctioneer was tvoncerned. There was some half-hearted hidding and
someone asked "Who's it by?" Reagonably enough. Tony Thorne who
was holding the 1llo up for people to see what it was they were
bidding for (surprising the nurber of fan auctioneers who don't
do this) scanned it for a signature, as the bidding went on. Up
to about 2/6d. Then just as it was actually Pnookeo dovin for
}‘;hJ.L> ~ 88 1t turned out - ridiculous figure, Tony was hkard to say

Rogers', much in the same tone as he might hsve said "Now is the
time" Somebody in the row lmmediately recalled the source and
zgaid it was the original for Iic cover painting of one of the
ASrs of the early fo rties. Departwment for ILost Chances.....

On the 8ay after the convention, John was going round the
now emnty and very wmuch littered ha 1L, collecting the 1 st few
items from Suace Diversiong display table when he thought he
would have a look on the stage, where the auction had taken place
the nig t before, There was a load of rubligh left behind in
boxes,and papers of all descriptions all over the place. e
rummaged casually in a box of napers and junk and came across btwo
scraper .board illos. They were rather grubly, but nothing thot
& rubber would not erase. They bore a legend each. One 'Tower
of Darkness', the other !Stability'. Ile cackled gleefully knowing
they were from 1946 ASFs illustrating stories by Bertram Chandler.

These two episodes are mentioned because we think it shrows
how apathetically the auction was handled -- not knowing or seewing
to care what the itewms were, and throwing away original vromszg
illos. The three items here notiesd should have brought, in
half a minute what it took gn hour to reise through the sclling of
BRE Amazings and rfantastic Adventures.

The dancing which was scheruled for 10,30 to 11,00 on the
iirst night was conveniently forgotten, as most people had
drifted off in bordom long belore.

THE ROOFCON.

About a dozen or so London and other Bll's had been invited
to share some liguor in one of the Liverpool Group's rooms, being
our excuse for a really good informel sessilon, Around the hour of

e ccsesccc0-a88 the'phone rings,a deathly 'ush deacends on those in 146
elcven sSOme T1Ve Of Lhem Wero gﬂrbered InHoom =6 with nwne o1

the Liverpool and .anchester Groups. Four of these guests left
after ten or fifteen minutes, wien we Were visited by a porter and
gently requested to keep the noise down as there had been a compl-
aint. We never learned from whom;but the hotel was bei.g vesed at
the same time for "The Queen's Army School Mistresses Reunion'
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AftefWhite, Wiliis end wife had gone and the third bottle of
whiskev, we had another visit frowm the hall porter whom we persuaded
tn swallow a plass of Scoteh. Ve decided to move to a room nearer
the end of the uorrﬁdor to be further away from the sleeping
populace of the resl of the hotel. Ilere, we found our numbers
reduced to nine. 111 Temple had also left, There wag, Frank
i Ines, Jim liooney amd John and Norm, your editors, From Liverpool;
Eric Benteliffe, Eric Jones, Terry Jeeves From Manchester, Norm
{the tub) We cdall ({wro resides in Liverpool but only sttends
neetings in rancoesterd...)), and last but certeinly not least,
ien Blater. Frenk and Terry were rap ily composing a story
com.encing "The shleek red splace thip thrieked thilently thru
the asmosphere,” Somebody found they were sitting on the crisps,
Everybody was huppy and then snobther hotelier knocked on the door
and ga-d that there had been snother omplaint, After some furious
whispering and a promise to keep ounr voices low he left and then
¥orman S and IFFrank li. had the bright idea of usiug the roof, A
Roofconi The idea wag wildly morular snd with bottles and glassos
saffely in our pockets we crept as silently as we could up the
fire escene =- rootwards!

Lere we found thet sowr of our nunber was wmissing and we
leter learnt that Ken,. Frank and rFerry were having words with the
staff in the hall, The last was persuaded to,leave the hotel
guistly and we saw. no more . of him that night.--

Heanvhile we were wandering round the chlwmney pots and Lrie
.was dronping empties down them, until IFrank eventually mounted to

the roof and told us we would have to drop the curtains on the
party(( we must have been up there for fully an hour., but to our
aocelerated time sense it geemed shout ten minutes.') So with
reluctance we left the starlit wprerworld and descended Lo the

hall where we msade a last stsnd for freedom. Dut the staeff was made
of sterner stuff and stoor stolidly behind his desk, refusing to

cow ent on the convention, our activities and problems. He either
could not or would not offer any sur-estions as to where we could
carry on a quiet(?) drink as long as we liked, Unwilliagly, we
separeted and went our resrective wseys to ebodes of 3leep,

On the following night, those who were not resident at the
Lotel were re‘used aduission to the bedrooms, even fo the purposes
of reclaiming one's properties. They would be b“OJth cdown for
you. After this folloued another discussion with the nisht porter
as te the quelity ol their service and hospitality to guesvo. I
forpet who it was who tried the other approach, but it sounds like
Ken slater!s sound simmle psychology., e asized uwan to man in a
confidential tnno where one cou]é go for a drink after the norwmal
hours,., (Brit-:: bluCﬂ%]nﬁ law and Yours being abauvrd, thn result
of burenucrsév ) and was directed to the hot 1 ovnos 1t We tried
this bat could not sce anvy bap, o coming out we _uve 1t up hope-
teszly as a bad job and retired early to our rooms, well before
mWGnlght e actually Lroucht Nome sevpﬁaW bottles which were
rurchased for a dreanmed-of all- -night-segsion, and were not consvumed,
for lac of cooreration znd nmenities

Is there no azolubicn Lo tuils probTem in this country?

‘ep~apo we had better accent Willis's convention svggestion
last year - Gay Paree. £&nd that's were it's likely to be for us
next vyear!
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SUNDAY .

The orogramne for this second cday or the convention was split
up into two perts (Part Two and Part Three) as a second hall had
been lired for an additional and optional prograime. Unfortunstely
thhe £ilm show which was to have been the central feature of this
extra cholce,was cancelled owing to an oversight on the part of
the organiser.

Lpparently, it was on Thursday, the verv eve of the convention,
that the gentleman in charge of the film show, learned thet the
permission of the London County Council was necessary vefore one
could hold a film show, He found that 24 hours'! notice wWas required
and as it was Whit weekend it wags ilmpossible to put it through in
time, Hever was so much so badly maenaged bty so few in so short
& time and space.

The other item on the extra prorsramme was the wedway Groun's.
This L believe was doing quite nicely when :red brown came upon
the scene and drove a large nurber of attendees to the mein hall
where something was supposed to be happening. But when they got
there, they were saslied ir thev would be paticat and wait as they
had been doing on and off throuvghout almost the whole convention.-

And so the dav dragered its weary way through desultorily
whatlstlieprograrme” title: of'this 1ntprvaI91pt<Pvallptcrva11nferva11nt
presented items, for manv of which tThe narticipants could not be
found and the sudience was exhorted to be patient snd remarn seated,

The most encouracing things whichirs can pick ocut for mention
were the Guest Iditors' addresses, wien Nic OQosterban oi Plancet,

waurice Goldsmith, forwmer science =ditor UNE3C0, Bes ishalfey of
Ou%er Jorlds, and FPeter Hamilton of Webuls, geve snort gspeechies.
These four made a very gmood sally sndé revived a little of the then
almost woribund convention tone.

Les Flood then announced the fantasy owards(altho' he made a
good speechhe sounded very derresscd about the whole thing,but after
A1l fanapathy does tell on one aftcr a time,and he must SULfeP plcenty) )

The firsta' went to 'City' and 'Lands Beyond'.

The other event of the day was the sudden arrival of L.kon
Hubbard,and his presentation to a complctely unsuspecting avdicnce.
after pointedly remarking that he was "going to talk about S,¥.Y" he
went on to tell us in a roundabout wny of his coming 250,000 word
novel,far removed,as he put it, from the usual blurb "book lengzgth novel"
of about 20,000 !

I R T

Strangely enough;we note that in the uupuSu 'Space Times'
Dorothy Rattigan has antlclpnted fans'! reactions to the f£iascoONeco..
otrange toc that we have something very similar by Ted Tubb in
thish! What do you think ¢

THE EDITORS .,
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A TiEAR FOR A ROCKETEER

ey e e e e e

I gazed on him with awe and admiratlon

And then a tear of pity dimmed my eye

That he, the first to leave this Earth and safe
Return

Should helpless and pathetic lie.

His bedy quivered and I sensed that he

Lived still those few beief hours 'twixt earth and moon.
His gaze met mine and in his eyes I sze

The stars

As he had seen them all too soon.

I thought; how strange that one so young,so fair
So sure of immortality, should yet

Have left full half his life behind and thus
Accursed,

Betray no bitterness nor sour regret.

And then my tears were dricd as I realised

That though the fi rst to leave this <arth must de
Within the space of moons - for he lay gross

And grunting -

This famous porker never would be pie.

Paul Bnever.

STRANGE THIRST

A - w w—ann wm -

0
Goblet of rich dark gore
In your chalice of bright black jet.
Glistening so limpidly
Crimsonly, viscidly
Oblation to the red god War.

Ahi
Incarnadine lips now sip,
And it slides over sharp white teeth
As the ichkhor so turbidly,
Silkily, scarletly
Starts down the dry throat to drip.

Ay
Strange eager thirst now quenched,
And the essence of life draincd dry
From that once husky form
Which the pale light of morn
Reveals to be flesh now blenched.

John D, Roles.
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REPRINTED FROM HYPHEN No.5

THE TRANSATL ALANTIC FAN PUND

Voting for a British fan to be helped attend the San Francisco

gozll Convention and Vestercon,September 1954,at the Sir Francis Drake
otel.

(( We enclose a ballot form and list of mossible Candidates with
this copy of S.D.))

To be eligible to vote you must ;

a/ Have been active in fandom prior to lst November ,19563,t0 the
extent of having joined a fan club or subscribed or contributed
to a fanzine,

AND

b/ make a minimum contribution to the fund of 2/6 or 50c.

(money paid for raffie tickets does not count.)

No proxy votes are allowed. Each fan must sign his own ballot paper.
The details of the voting will be kopt sceret but the names of all
voters will be published and the ballot papers sent for checking to
either Forry Ackerman or Bob Tucker before being destroyed.

4ny reasonable number of ballot forms may be obtained on request;
¢ither from Walt Willis or Norm Shorrock,but completed forms should
be sent only to the forimer.

VWalter hopes that there will be electioneering on behalf of the
various candidates,which will increase interest in the fund,and space
will be available at 10/= ner full page(smaller areas pro rata) in the
next Hyphen. Space Diversions makes the same offer. ALL RECEIPTS WILL
G0 TO THE FUND.

The state of the €und as at 8th November 1953,is as follows:

Coroncon auctions. 5 >de 11, 6
Coroncon raffle . - o o o «8s 0o O
W.Willis A\ o 5 o pEp Ol 0
A.Clark T o e o 5. 0
Sric Bentcliffe o0 o o a o 5. O
Ethel Lindsay o s o o a 5. ©
Peter Hamilton I g, O
Archie lercer s A B o o 0. O
Norman Wandsborough. « o o« o 2., 6
Max Leviten (Dells)e ¢ o o o 10. 0O
rs Carol Smith « < < o & o 7o 2
Ken Slater p=o o o o 0 5 O
0f'Prelude to Spacc'compe.. - 11. 7
Evelyn Smith © o o o o o 10, O

Total £1i. 7. 9

Ffurther statements will be publiched.

OTHER FANZINES PLEASE GOPﬁq!




STILL OUTGRABING.... FZ REVIEWS

Since the last batch of fanzlnes were reviewed sowme pages back,
I have received another cargo which I will now proceed to atomlse.
O0f trese the earliest held is SEVACRAM(van Splawn), VINI,d/d Apr.'S3.
12pp. on coloured paber, duplicnted, Superuan type graces the cover,
The best items are the two resrints from earlier fanzines: Red
“ogrs s article on Edward Bellamy and Paul Cartier's eulogy on (of
all things) Schachner's Pash, rresent ond Future series., Cartier
points out, fairly enousgh, that Schaciner's snti-Tascist wessage was
sdmirakle enough a background for his SF Vehicle, and he putb forth
a plea Tor the continnation of the abruntly terwminated sequence of
stories; hut today the Schachner-style is en tavism -~ almecat
unresdable as far ag ['wm concerned - snd his insufferabl- bright
young lieroes, absurd battles agsrnat 1mpoc"¢b1e odds and his
renetitive bosic rlot proint to the gerneral low standard accerted as
good at that time, Out of the twenty odd stories of Jiis I heave
read (having glanced ot Dov's Inde=x) I £ind that the only story of
*is I have really enjoy-d is 'Cold! - one of his very last cont-
ributions to ASF, Anyway the Seve ram ontlook is prowmising, if this
is the tyre of thing they wean to publish.
CLuBEE (I'.J.Robinson) ii,2. 2% pp. Jdunlicated on bloug 8vo. This
s devoted (exactlyl) to the Coroncon Henort, mostly a personal
angle A nicely nroduced isgue, well duned anad very auusingly
il]uctrqted by 3111 Price,

ASTREOIMEER (P. & H. Turner) N.0. Sumeer '55, pp,20. This is fault-
I sely nrod c<d, nent, clear and with justiiied uwargirs. Dut I found
only two rewarding items herein:- Sandy Sanderson'ts 'A lord Is 4
Word Is A Yord!, a short article on General Semanticz; nud o poem
'Th:e Unicora! by L. C(oldstone rerrinted from Dioilerie. Symholic
lithocover. T T
IYITHEN (W.A,Wil7i ) N.4, Oct '35, pp 28 - 14% of whicl: are thrown
away on James ‘hite's delirious L”001I1 on ris nre~con tour
of Ireland accowmpanied by Den siaffey and the Willizes. This 8,000
worc travelopue I wmmst say I found ﬁolﬂtleus, uninteresticg ond guite
unasmginag, The remainder of the rng corsisted wmostly of COPOQCOH
report by the editor. Arert frou ;eﬁrﬂlng the fact that Bea . had
spent so mach time in Lreiand belore coming to pnﬂLwnﬁ and the
relief of reprints Ifrom Eldcr fuz, T found this issuc too White .

— _—— -

— — - - -

Sad news arrived this week, Ffor I have recad the last G.
GUANDRY (No.30; announced that itz Tormer cditor Lee Hof fman, surely
one of the grecat BNI's of our time, has resigned frowm ajay in fovour
of a white norse and novel writine., "4 wns never my favourite fan-
zine, but I enioyed every issue of it, 't stood out head, shoulders
ang bust over the majority of contermorary nruhlications and was one
of a very small number of fanzines witl a strong,individual
atrosrhere.
e e B SRS R R

(over }



Wow o small cluteh of luxury 2zines?-

ZENITH (Pickles and Turner) June '5%, pp23. dandsome 2-col,litho-
cover VWith a repeated motifof octorusz sndé smace-suited firure in
flight {or pursuit?) The production and contents arc of the zup-
erior kind, all very good but no one cxcentionally outztanding,
Eminently readable and comnletely fannish, was TAnon's! 'Advice
to Heofans!' ; Vind Clarke's Verecal was quite important,revezling
to ug lay fen, the working of"SF" 7ilm serial publicity, from the
professional angle. These sidelights on 51" from the traode jo:rnals
ﬁ}ways malke in:er?ﬁting fahfood.A disgpointing itew wag Webb's

¥Why do we read SF"', which useful to those who tissed Arthur
“oestler's broadcast and the text of it in 'The Liatener!', was
simoly a precis of the talk, Whot was needed woz a strong reply.
Any true red-blooded {on vwould hove been highly indignant at sore
of Koestler's arguwents., .:y imoression was thot he was speaking
in bitterness, after having written an SF story hiwsell and had 1t
rejected!

EQOLINuUA (Leon Stone) 1M0.9. Dec'B52. nple, FPleap 8vo. A tynormraphical
Trensure printed on gensuously da2lightful paper in hiack with green
initinls, it is a pleasure to behold, Tufortunntely the contents
are not go interesting, being non-CF except for a couple of pages

of bLovecraft vibliography.

*QEEENY(M.Winits & Do Kemp) W.8. Spring '55. 32pp. Contains wmuch
uselful worki:~ s short story by bUavid Keller, and a windication of
his work by moskowitz, sowe Tarzan filw historv, the Interesting
story of Fantasy Press (L.A.Eskbact), = Sauvcer £ elf ond voeus =
all very well illustrated with photos, draw ngs and carkoons, &
highly satisfying zine,
SCILCNCE- #1CTI0N ADVERTISER, [all '53,., V.6, Ho,5. This 1z a mag that
T Cen horestly ssy I look forward to, and is one of the few worth
reading more than once, In this nuwber, stfunalvst Arth r Jeon Cox
goes to work on the anatomy of Fantastic Literature: top grade
material. Thig article, though not the leagth of Lis van Vogt
effort, is guite as searching in its guest for exactitude of def.
inition and closzilicetion, Two books from Golaxy-ser:als arc
reviewed ot length (Demolished san and Svsce wmerchants), and over a
dozen others,

Eack to normal again with MEDWAY JOUHHAL (Tony Thorne) io.4,
no date. pp26, sm.4to. This is the journalistic equivaleat, I
suppose, of Wilfrid Fickles, or for the benefit of traasatlaatic
readers, 'folksy'! I think the word is, liomely, unsopnisticated
fun. Two brief science articles dound 2 serions note (hypnotism
and antibiotics), and the rest is wmainly of locnl interest, group
activities ana revicus.
DAV (Charles Wells) H.18. Wo,'53, »pl3(21) This rather ods-shaved
mag iz hektoed without conspicuous success on legal ~~(elongated_
foolscap) ~-size, art-surfaced pmer, with o wimeod front cover %
and inecr larger on two edges and the bacover asumaller on one edge
by the same. Tn my copy there are three nage 53, page 4 being on
the front on of one of them, the other's backs being vlonk, Work
that out ! A1l this hojpo] is however, very glibly exnlained in
the text. Yed is out for a long nublighing 1ife rarther than kigh
quality., lie believes, snd probfbly guite correctly, that the

00.
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secarch for pertection leads tu the cessation of activity once optimum
quality with available facililises has been reached, He instances

Bob Johnson and Manly Bannistcr, with this philosophy in view one
might expect something ¢xtra in the way of material - but nol - three
pieccs of rather dim fan fiction were illumined only by the warm
glow frum Russ Watkins's notice of Berlioz's Symphonic Pantastique,
whose programme he describes,

Then there's ROCKETS(R.L,Farnsworth)} with hiis usual DOG-matic
editurial, This issue consists of bits, letiers and filler type stuff.
GEMTONES (G.M,Carr) 'Calcite' No.25. (SaPS).

Appearanceé Somewhat patchy duping to begin with, but apologised for.
Variety Little ~~ Fmz reviews,

Comments GMC has done somée jub here, She reviews 18 Sapszinss, 6
Eritish, 3 Canadian, 3 aussie and 48 USa fmz., 78 full-length reviecws,
not just noticesi But she¢ wants some willing fan to help her out on
this fmz review Dbusiness,

A new British fanmag, name of ORBIT(George Gibsoun) appeared on the
fan~lanes d/d Sepoc 'B3. This iIs 2 product of the Leeds group.
(Initialied L.S.F.A4., not to be confused with L.,S.F.S. (that's us)

nr L.S,F.0. (that's Pete Campbell of the Laksland SF Organisation)
V.l. N.l., hag llpp. duped, with hektoed cover in three colours,
Contains serious type stuff (not stuffy mind you) including: a brief
survey of English fanorg sincc 1935 by one of the most knowledgeable
on such matters -~ too looong dormant, Mike Rusenbluom; a buoky
couple of pages by Jack Smiliie, the Leeds Group Secretary, on

0ldish fantasy titles.

ORBIT V.1, N,2, Novded'53, pplH, is also to hand, Mike R. relates
his experiences of book hunting in London recently. I happened to be
there the same week oddly enough and I found the same situation he
describes, SF is now recugnised as Business, a:d second-hand items
of any vintage at all are extremc.y elusive, le¢t alcne collector's
pieces. In the twelve months interval since my own last book hunt,
the scene has changed considerably, for the worse, Jack Smillie
again flits thro' some out of the way fantasy books with some (to me)
new discoverics, In this lssue's 'Viewpoints' Darlington tokes up the
exc in defence of SF 'bluods' - seems a vindication of British pocket
books, Orbit, 1 venture to prophecy, has a future, With two issues
like this to begin with and Mike as technical advisor(?). it should
go far in the fanworld. But it 1s to be hoped that the appearance
will improve in issues to come,

John D. Roles,
SKETCH FROM LIFE (True Confessions Dept.)
Scene: Roukshop.
Personnae: Chief ascistant. (Horsey type)
lst Assistant., (John Kules)
Customer, (Schoolmaster locking for books. for school library

lst Assistant (showing Customer a copy of P.E.Cleator's "Into Space",

just out) 'How about _this?'
Customer (looking down nouse Is it serious?!

1st Assistant (seeing red, but heroically conlrolling voice and
flicking pages of math and science under Custiomer's nose)
'Oh yes, look.' .

Chief Assistant(smiling condescei:dingly) ‘'He's keen on that sort of
thing. Space ships and all that soirt of tripe.'

Customer (smiling likewise) 'Oh, then it isn't serious.

lst 4ssistant retires defeated, IDR
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EDITORIAL

IT IS with regret that we announce that after one year of
bi-monthly publication, the publishing schedule of Space Diversions
has to be dractically revised. With, snd frowm, this issue, Space
Diversions will apvear irregularly, We nrowuise, however, that
you will still be seeing it for a long time to cowe. There is no
intention on our vart to suspend publication, and this change-over
should not be construed as any indication of this,

The subscription rate remoins unchanged at 3 issues for 2/64d,
or 50 cents U.8., post free, For those who trouhlec to work this
out per copy it will be seen that we are charging 104 only on
subgcription rates. OSample copiis are %o rcrmain at one shilling
per copy, but for this one, cxtra large, issuc c¢xtra copies or
non-subscription copies will be choarged for ot 2 shillings per
copys We are forccd to double the¢ the normel price on this
occasion, but even so the production costs of onc single copy
are 3tllli in cxcess of any return from salcs., Plcasc note that
the exchange system remains unaltoercg.

Vie fcel that we owe our readers an explanation for this
change from regular to lrregular publicetion, and also to exnl-in
the deloy between this and the provious issuc. The cauvscs or
reasonsg cmm bce cttributed to twe main pointsa:

1) The sad lack of materinl from outside sowrces; it should
bc noted that behind some of the namcs on the contents page over
75 pages of this lssue cm be credited to the editorisl staff,and,
2) The difficulty of celling cditorisl uwwetings and preparing
the moterial in time for a tight deodlince.

As con be geen from the contents page, the cditorial staflf
congists of John Roles, Normon chorrock, Deve Gordancr, and art
editor Don MacKay. Becouse of howme snd other commitments editorial
mectings have to be confined to the following occnzionsi-

Dave, who is unanble to sttend Club 2t present, seccs Norwmaen
for one hour per weck. John and Norman meet on Monday nights at
Club; and Don is kept in touch with art uwatters via thce phone.

Dig we say difflcultics....!

Editorinl gd:tics are shared, and production dutics arc as
follows:= The typing is one-fingercd by Dave in odd moments
beforc work starts in the mornings, whilst Normen has to fit in
the duplicating when his private work ollows him time. And when
you are confined to a few minutes or so a dey...the production
ecrceps along very slowly indeccd, But don't think that we objccet
to doing the work, wc don't...but we do went to be ablc to take
things a bit easier in futurc, ond we belileve that with no deadlines
looming up in Iront of us all the time production and contents will
continue to improve.

Welve hed scme nice words tossed our woy in the past, and we
like 'em ~~ that's why you cam be sure that we'll corry on!

The Editors,
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More Local Aftairs

Having changed my shirt we'll carry on.
July 20th Jesse Ployd paid us another visit and presented the
Library with a number of the latest promags.
Aug 11th An Auction was held in aid of the funds out of which the
Society benefited by 19/5d and SD by £2-0-9d.
Aug 24th The Society was honourcd by a visit from A, Bertram
Chandler and his wife. We extracted a promise from him for a short
alrtobiog. for our 'S-F Personalities' column,
Oct S5th A Big Occasion. The looth meeting. This was held at that
0ld haunt of ours, The Lisbon Grill, Eleven membérs were present
and two guests from SuperManchester, Eric Bentcliffe and Brian
Varley. Water pistols were again de rigeur and onc of the most
amusing incidents happened when Brian Varley was happily backing
down Victoria Street, blasting away, backed into a policeman. It
says much fr Brian's presence of mind that the policeman wasn't
deluged. Aftor the Lisbon closed we rctired to the club therein
to disport ourselves. Donald McKay had his usual funny hat on (this
matches his usual funny face) and was given to dissagearing every so
often into a very largc wastc paper basket. He had some difficulty
extracting himself from said basket and on going home a passer-by.
was heard to remark that, "this was the first time he'd seen a
waste paper basket wal.iing along with a trilby hat on."™ Nobody
scems to remember how they got homc.
Oct l2th The Society was visited by George Shiel from I.O0M., I
expect he wondered why we were the worse for wear. If he reads
the above he'll know why,
Nov, 23rd The Annual General Mccting
John Roles read the Secrctary's Rgort and Stan Nuttall read the
Treasurer's ditto., The Officers for the coming ycar werc elcted
md are the same as last ycar i.c, Norman Shorrock, Chairman;
John Roles, Secretary; and Stan Nuttall, Treasurer, (Good, I can
still buy that new Buntley. ({(Guntly there,St .n! Eds.))
Determination of mcembership was discussed and certain members who
had not been heard of tor some time were deleted from the books, The
meeting closed with a general discussion on ways and means to recruit
new members without resorting to press gangs.

Incidentally, for all membors who are glucd to their radios
on Mondays to listen to ‘'Journey Into Space' we now have a radio
at the Society's HQ (the Stork Hotel) so you won't miss it if you
come along.

See you in the 8SD3,

Stan.

WILL THE SUPERMANCON TRE/SURER KINDLY RETURN MY ZiP GUN?

advt,



RECEIVED FOR REVIE” FROL ES33RS.,SIDGTICGH & J GL.SON, LOHIOE ;-

SHLADOYT O 1% HE/RTH by JUDITH NERRIL
287 pages, and
priced ot ©s8. A3d.

I W.YWE been roading Seicnece-Tiction f'or the prst twelve years
or so, which adds v to r devil of & lot of recdins; oceoessionallys
£ll too occzaionclly sad to relote, I come across a t#la which i3
sufficisntly differcnt or masterly szccuted to locve o lasting
impression on mo. SH DOV O THE ME RTH 13 such a story, end
falls undoer the 'sufficicntly differcnt' clasaiflication.

Juldith Merril, or Lrs. Froederik FPohl, hes used hor vomenly
intuition in sc¢aking a tresh spproech to the over-worled, ziomic-
wer-type story. Instcerd of heavy-handed horror, mob ricts, nutents
and the other uvsunl gim: icks, she has conecniratcd on the femily
aspects of sudden wer; & theme which I foel certaln only o romon
could héndle setisfectorily. 3he hos done just that.

The principal charncters cre: Gladys Witeholl; her two
davghters , fiftcen-ycar-old Berbie cnd five-yerr-old Ginnie:; an
on-the-make ncighbour in chsrgs of the relicf trucks; e young
doctor; o school mester suspectod of subvarsive sciivities; nnpd
the fustian meid, Vede.

The story opens with ordinarey cvo ry—dcy he ¢t enines, Veda is
sick and vnable te come to the iichcell' o, the trvo children hev
to be readied for school, snd Jon, Gledys’s husbend, hes o lown-
town contact to meka in connection with his work os » ficld
engineer, Gilodys finde herself 1-nded vith the woskly wrgh vhen
she should bs citerding o 1unchonn 2t ¢ friend's houvss., It is
vhilst she is in the celln onl][ en<aged with the weshing-maching
thet the missilcs iell ovor Fow Yorlk. kor two drughtors return
from school but her husbend is missing., The redlo blsyros its

srpings, the emersincy squads arvive with their hastily erintced
lnobTUCblOHS, tnd the bottom frlls out of her normnl world.

Her c¢ldest deughter, Brrbie, who is sirivire to prove horself
& women and not & c¢hild, shows the first aymptoms ol redic~tion
sicknesgs : sickncss, znd ¢ urinelysis tcat confirms this., 31rdvys's
trovbles do not end there, howaover, Tr, Levy, thoe scheol mester,
iz forced to seek rafuge vwith thew {rom the S”PUPLty soucdy, knowinge
21l the time thot he too 1s & redistion sickncss cesus 1ity, ono who
would rceceive 1little or no mediesl atteontion if he reporte d to iho
emercency hospitrls. Her offic:ous neighbour, Jim Turner, who is
in charge of ono of thesjqutds, shovz hirsclf to be wrore interosted
in her then his line of duty warrents: & missine hoshand, = badly
vorricd wife and mother, 2nd a men with newly-~dclegated pover in
his hands! .....4nd thon five-yorr-old Ginnie znd & comb bring
fresh horror to her in the form of......

But from there on you arc on your orn, and T vurgo you to mcke
certain of resding it. This 1s the tvpe of story which e#n do
much good for Science-Fieciion ¢35 on introductary item as woll a3 &
collection neceszity. It was published in /merice in 1€50, =nd
now Sidgwick - Jackson bring it over to our side of the .‘tlantic to
receive, without a doubt, as ruch praise as is alreosdy credited to
it in the 3tates, Read it, it's one to remembor!

104, David S. Gardrer.
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3RASH HACKS

stabled bty Norman Shorrock

ATter the last ish I certainly didn't imagine for one moment
that the letter section would be starting on page 105 in thish,
notwithstanding that rash promise on page 26 !

ih well ! that's fanac for you,it sets you sooner or later...
that reminds me,has anyone copies of MAD, Fos.3,5 & 6 ? There is
a good market in these partsSs....

Noew to the letters,first on the pile is EVA FIRESTONE " The
Poll was very interestinge-and the results more so= I was highly
pleased to sec /lstounding SCIFNCZ- FICTION lead with such a large
score. I was wondering how the voters would decide wich titles
were to be classed under the heading- fantasy. The difference...
. ochas bewildered fen since the beginning of time..and probably
will go on doing so to the end.,"*¥#1.McWILLIALIS of 4 Jesley Rd.,
vellington New Zealand writes to discuss the sfp,and wantg to buy
copies of'. Honeymocon in Space‘by George Griffith and ‘Captain
Gault' 'Tales of the strong' both by R.H. Hodgson.Can anyone help?
"ihen I mentioned it to Harry,he hastily foisted me off on to you'
TEC TUBB "Swallowing my diappointment at your not being able to
find my article and sub ~ that SUB ! lian do you realise that S.D.
is only the second mag I've ever subscribed to in my Life! The
cash is a mere nothing beside the narrow escapne at almost not
getting the mag at all. Horror!”é7 Okay Ted,we curse the post
office! //«»%BRIAN LEVIS "Thanks for SpiDer 6,rec'd just before the
con = after the excltcment(Q) and cntcrtalnment(QQ,of that notable
(22?) event has died avay,l'm ~etting clued up with various letters
"T changed into an atmosphere strcam and went out thru the ventilator'
unanswered and usual c¢tc.of a neglected fanemail...laterial in thish,
standard. Thanks,John,for reviewing all those fz,and esp. for those
plaudits re "/nd." =Pete deserves it,I think,for making his first
issue a success.//'ear'ear// im looking forward to all the conreports
appearing in the British fanmagqaoulnc 8D ! Hit ‘em hard,boy! They
certainly deserve it"//le've censored ours,Brian;out of regard for
our fembers// *%*EEN SLATER "Now,on to the possible further polling-
I'm all for it provided it gets Ilde circulation.How about some really
useful sort of info.you can pass on to the publishers: a) iAre you a
member of the SFBook Club(Sidgwick & Jackson) b) if not,were you dis-
couraged from joining by i)the threc listed titles ? ii)the cost?
¢)List five titles you would like to sec published by this club,
assuming that you are a member,or that you would join if these were
published.ind then you could pase the details on to lr Jones,and may-
=be do hlm a bit of goode=and yourself too ! Optional u@CthnS s DY all
means. 1'd like to see what gets the vote on the best ! zineg too I'm
a little tired of seeing Walt Willis heading a liste... all @ue respect
to him ;he is rather living on a reputation these days,I fecl. One
S8lant a year J Films,too0,although I don't see¢ any...."//Like to hear
some opinions on this//%#** ORVILLE MOSHER "Any chance for me to get
S.D. Vol.2,No.2 etc.?I've finished reading the round robin pte IVe=
=~ and blast it {== I've just got to find out what happens next !"
[7you probably have by now,Orvihaven't rec'd that list copy yet,am
"That the managerial class has found some way to stay younf. BEither

a remarkable longevity,or immorality." BRE "If'Neo.1l
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typing this en Dec.13th,should be here soon ?/7¢%® ATAN wuynrER " 1
most certainly do wish to keep the Symp051um and to prove it I have
enclosed a P.0, Tor B/n,neep the change.Don's drawings in the Sym.
were superdb (he is rapidly rivalling Harry Turner for fz. art),but
it seems to have affected his output for 8.D.... I was as interested
to learn the purpose of the E of C Panel,ae I was to learn the socio-
=logical significance of sex and it's application to s-f. Yes,a most
timely,intelligent and absorbing subject for a one=shot. Bravo "
"es00.1 mean they aren't gardening magazines,or Searing Confessions’
#¥GEORGE CLEMENTS'Dear John, SD6 was Very diverting.On bage & you
'plug’ my MAGAZINE COLLECTOR ad ask fandom to rally to its support.
On page 21 you publish some scathing remarks about fandom I had made
in a private letter to Norman.tsk.tsk. I suggest you rename the letter
column THE BLABBERMOUTH. Glad to see you propose changing the cover
illo. I have often wondered whose hands were clutching at whose dew=
=drop(sniff)oYors deVOIDly. George.P.S. this letter is for publication
ALL of ito"Z7Well George,l edit this column,quite independently of
John,and nothing is private in fandom unless specifically requested,
wen,with ethical unfannishness,we will refrain from airing such
statements.Okay ?//#*%%{ . P.HALLIWVELL"I saw your advert in '"nebula" is
it a serious paper or a Flash Gordon comic? I belong to the S.M.E.E.
also the newcome society for the study of the history of Engineering
also the Institute of patentees.l have a America degree of Bsc. at
Washington national University Chicago:Do you know if Fantasy times
is a serious newspaper? //The above % erbatim) letter was greeted
", .she didn't know whether to come to the meeting,or do the ironing"
with enthusiasm at the Dive,as 1t was written in purpie ink,on paper
headed™iolsey Hall Oxford-SubgectnmPhllosophy" Apparently we are being
investigated ?Z7***FRANK PARNELL "Special comment on Stan INuttall's
aticle..IT's rather difficult to do as he suggests when dealing with
future settings,to attain an air of authenticity and plausibilitywith
characters acting and speaking in accordance with their position in
time. It's infinitely harder to get an editor to believe you have
succeeded, " **%% PAUL ENEVER " I am not at all sure that I am amused
e ooo.With the aid of his good friend Harold Turner and Dianetics"
by your choice of nicknames for dear AndROMedA.After all,I am its ass
editor,dontcha know. Next thing you'll be calling it STINKER.Maybe
after No.2//No,we must have some friendly competition!/7...I don't
believe Stan's premise is tenable.l agree #mt human mores and con-
ventions WILL change through each generation and it cannot be denied
that in certain types of story such changes must be accepted s d made
use of.But I feel that to postulate a whole series of new customs and
habits may be a clever tour-de=force,but it will not necessarily imp-
prove the entertainment value of the story. There are very few Vict-
"How_old are vou bliokes who run fanzines 2?2V
=orian nevels that are now readable = we regard them as stilted and
their characters as more-or-less farcical,BECAUSE our customs have
changed since then and we cannot therefore identify ourselves with
those same characters.Does Stan su nose it will be any easier to id-
=entify ourselves with the heroes of the future,if their reactions
ad customs are alien ? Did 1984 seem REAL to him 2 It didn't to me.
However,this is not to detract from the interest of the article merely
to disagree with it,which is much more fun than murmuring"How true
[7%rue.z7 Incldentally,who first raised the present cry for more
humen interest in sf ? I should have thought one of sf's advantages
was that it was not over-burdened with soulesearching.lLet's have some
good honest machinery and a few more clever gadgets and leave the
"Argosy is pubbing a Bradbury and a science fiction story every month'
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human interest to True Confessions.'//Mup,fr'instance the lead novel-
ette in last December's aSF ¢//**%%PHIL CAKEBRTAD "..other people I
want to read more of are Frederic Browm,irthur C.,H.B.Fyfe,and one of
these days,when I feel a little stronger,I'll read some more Asimov.It's
"Lveryone tells me I 'm one of the greatest letter-hacks around to=day?y
funny,one person I can't understand people raving over is VV. He just
leaves me cold =I don't know how many corns I've trodden on so far
inc. mine//...1 don't really like Bradbury either,but the maen fascin-
~ates me)/get him !/7***p UL MITTELBUSCHER "...I have no idea how
many American zines you recégve but from John Roles'comments not a lot
"it seems thal every fan on the face Of the earth however receives @.
it seems that every fan on the fawe of the earth however receives Qo..
-.at least ALL Bglish(and most other foreign fen) speak of the "latest

"..othere are a goodly number of cexcellent zines which you "d aps"
(Spoken like a true Britisher wouldn't you say ?)//Rehly?//apparently
have Never seeNo.o' Z7 We receive guite a good selection now,Paul,but
we should like to see VEGA// *¥*MAL ASHWORTH "Many thanks for sd and
that superb symposium.After having read them I have not recovered from
the state of open eyed admiration from when I received them. (This makes
it darned awkward to sleep at nights).Seriously though I enjoyed them
both tremendously and consider the symposium a very important event in
fandom. Anyway I should like to recédve more of 8D and 1f possible
to become an extra-Liverpudlian bumpkin,or member of your peasant
community. I enclose 7/64 P.0. and hope that residing in a magnificent
metropolis economically,culturally.and s@cially aeons in advance of

* Mie _are planning a revival of Canadian Fandom'
your guaint little fishing village won't debar me from becoming a
Country Member of the Liverpool sf Society...Anyway,if there are any
little formalities to fulfill before ordination such as sending you
a copy of my birth certificate//ves//bankers reference,//yes,yes!//
and a photo of Marilyn konroe Slurpl[7 or performing a dance with
lighted candles on my arms as an initiastion rite please lct me know..
Could you persuade Walt Willis fo do something for us %
I don't know whether you still nced any contributions for SD or not,
or whether even thenyou want the enclosed. Anyway you can read it and
if its of any use to you use it by all meansoz7 Todology,thishoz7it
4 is an 'exposition of a wonderful new science' which I have discovered
for the benefit of mankind//fankind ?// and with the right kind of
build up might delude some innocent pgullible fan up to the last para-
graph. After that maybe they won't believe in it any longer,I dunno."
*%% HARRY TURNER "Dear Gnawman.llext time I raid Philip's armoury be-
~fore I proceed L'poclwards !/7Then I must put that ad.in on page 1¢
" . ... 0therwise the screen would be blank"

SD Contents = nothing really sticks out in my mind as arousing great
interest. That may be due to & certain unfannish outlook that dismisses
fan polls as a waste of time€....l did derive a certain fiendish en joy-
-ment from Rayer's queer belief that the duty of fans is to write to
pro—-mag editors just to let them know which stories they like.But then
maybe Rayer,as an author,has an axe to grind ? That call to duty almost
gives me_an idea for 'Advice to ncofans'...Yrs Arry"// only 'almost'
Harry ¢// *%%#PAT DARRELL"I am very much a neo-fan:I am somewhat confus-
-ed about it alllDave seemed wrapped up in sf,whereas Harry T. hardly
seemed interested.As I have some experience of market resecarch I think
it would be an amusing and entertaining job to try out a survey on fan-
dom:it would certainly enlighten me a 1little as to the reasons for its
belngi..my contacts are so few that I could hardly embark on such a pro=
Ject myself...Harry suggested that we might get together on this.."
[7Thanks,Pat,for the rest of your letter too,I'm quitc willing to co=




=operate with you on this.Suggest you prepare a draft of your idea
for the questionaire ? WAW suggested something on this line last
year in aletter about the SF Poll. Nothing has been done about it
yetoooo 1 AlsSO See a reference to a fan research bureau in the No.
three AndROMedA,but I wouldn't know about that //and now another
missive from MAL ASHWORTH ".oPoll 0.X. How “aboub a poll on promag
covers durlng the past year? ) Z7why9 '"Takes three to botch a
Fanzine'= that's the thing-multiply the humour and pile on the corn,
and I mean that. A note to Dave. By all means let's grow up in S.F,
"ososooozand it later attacked some navel instaliations..."
but why go only half way and stick at blasphemy ? Why not be complete~
1y realistic and run the whole gamut of obscenity etc. as well?
In reply to your query about Derek.Well physically he's 0,.K. I guessé&
beyond that I daren't say much for a coupla reasons:a)He's somewhat
bulkler than I am and doem't live two miles away, b) I 4id once hear
he's a BNFo Now who told me ? probably that Picles character?. .and
even if he's an obsolete BNF he might 'Blast' me in 'Zenith'or some-
thing equally horrible and devastating. Off the record the last I
V""Were you hiding in the pillar=box or something?"
saw of him he was reading about Lord Peter Wimsey(or somesuch),
starry eyed South Sea maidens and had become a fan of Billy the Kid -
no Kideess:oPe8. One more point = Why doesn't someone organize a gete
=together between boy and girl fen,and call it a Neck-romanti=con ?
on your last Z@d¥ query I can only refer you to Terry Jeeves,and his
letter in Hifen 5.

That winds it up for this timesgoing to chance another letter?
or your first one ?.Incidently if you do, yeds would like to have
your ratings on thish. We will =lso welcome contdbutions of all
shapes and sizes,and if it's possible rejection that deters you,I
would mention that one of the items in this number was a reject from
another fanzine,whilst another item we rejected has since been acce
=gpted(and prlnted) by a promag.(remember it's Nos.3,5,&6 of MAD that
are wanted. )

Note to BILL VENABLE has that Nuttall character written to you
ygi sabout our offer ?

Clear your obs with RAN WAMPUM

Interlineations:Pat Darrell,Bryan Berry(in Authentic),BRE'If'No.1,
C.Harris,Stan Nuttall,B.D.R.P. Co.leaflet,vhil Cakebread,Ditto,
Paul Mittelbuscher,ditto,Tom Owens,ditto,B.B.C. ,Andromeda 3;Archie
Mercer,and Orv. Mosher(obtainable,or so I am told,frem Ken Slater,
mit S.A.E.)

See you in S8.D.8 (contained in a crate),

=0ne hundred and eighte-
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THE CALKDIDSATE S.

PETER C.AMPELLL Peter is oune of our leading fanzine publishers -- of the
over 100 pages of the first two issues of ANDROMEDA, He
belongs to at least two fan clubs and is originator of one of them, He
corresponds widely and is well known to many american fans. He attends
British Conventions. He works hard for fandom -~ &ll fans who have join-
ed OPERATION FANT..ST since he took charge of the Greetings Group and
Contact Bureau know the results of his elforts. Finally, he is capable
of representing us without disgracing us. He is quiet spoken, well mann-
ered, personable, and can turn a slick phrases when necessary.(K.F,Slater)

VIUCE CLARKE Ving is both the obvious choice and the best one we
could make. A leading fan for over 12 years, he has in
fact been our representative whensver we needed one most -~ as when he

organised our phenomenally successful campaign against aSTOUNDING's
exorbitant subscription rate increase. Less well known are the generous
help and encouragement he ha quietly given to countless new fans. He

is also admittedly England's best fan writer, well known in America too
through QUaNDRY, an authority on everything to do with sf and fandom, a
witty and interesting conversativnalist and, incidentally, a very likeabk
person. He 1s a representative we could be proud of, who could give a
good account of himself in america and a gouod account of it to us after-

waras, (G.Charters)

WaLTEI, GILLINGS TIew words are necessary in support of nominating both
MIKE huQENPLUM \alﬁr Gitlings and Mike Rosenblum ag possibles for ihe
953 San Francisco Convention. Both have top claim {(in
dlifer nt ways), to being Founder Members of today's British fandom, for
without zither it would undoubtedly have taken quite a different turn, or
pernaps never flourished. Both were ardent and active fans as long ago
1¢37 when the first British Convention was held, Both have recently
returned teo activity after a few years absence whilst their business
lives were soundly organised, To Walter goes the honour of striving
long to put British Sf on a sound basis prof6051onally and in producing
whet is still the most outlstanding fanmag ol all time -~FaNTASY REVIEW,
To Michaeli goes the honour of having held * the nucleus of British fandom
together during the war under almwost impossible conditions, from which
the post-war seeds sprouted rapidliy anc flourished. Both have prior
claims, with knowledge and experience of events in this country over the
pasti 20 yezars, to be the logical choice to represent this country at a
World Ccnvention, Zither w1ll ma ke a worthy ambassador and raise our
prestige even higher than it already is in america. (E.J.Carnsll)

DEREK PICKLES Pickles,as editor of the late lamented PHANTASMAGORIA,
showed himself as & fan without malice; willing to work
for fandom without any desire to use his magazine to indulge in harsh
criticism of other fans. His efforts were so typical of the average
fan that he would probably make & very wide circle of friends in America
among the normal fans. Friendships -that would endure long after the
conventional fireworks were forgotten, The future of fandom depends on
the interest of thousands of fans Like Derek, who can never aspire to
.challenge Gold or Carnzll, so let -these fans be represented by one who
never once wrote an unkind word in the mietaken belief that it was

clever, (A.V,Clarke)



TONY THOLNE Tony 1s & fan, an active ong; he gets things done. He

has personality. He can speak in public. He's well kncwn
on both sides of the Atlantic. He runs a {anzine and he kaows how 1o
write Tor it, Also he runs a fanclub. all of this adds up to an impress-
lve total, To add a little wclght, he's had his picture in ILLUSTLATED
and is possibly therefore Britain's most widely known tan, Tony, I think,

has the best combination of talents and would bs cur best choice, The
Medcon will demonstrate everything 1've said ebout Tony to be no over-
statement., Let Thorne go to Friscol (F, Robinson)
JAMES WHITE as Ken Slater cannot make it, James 1s the best candidate

we have. He's a llneable, frlendly person, without any
of the traditional British haqteur. de's no stuffed shirt, Giant Intell-
ect or Organlsatlon Genius -- he's Ju°t an ordicary fan, representative
of us all, He's been an active fan q1nce 1C48 and is widely known both
here and in the Stztes. The recent 'Beacon' Report showed not only how
well he would get on with the nmcrican%, but howwell he could write it
all up for us afterwards, Let's send James: we couldn't do better ~-
they'll 211 like him as much as we do. (C.Harrig)

B 4 L L O T
F O R K
This form must be mailed to rocch ¢ - Paltsr Willis, 170, Upper
Mewtownards Rord, Belfast, I, Irclend before tho 31lst Merch, 1854,
Pleese number tho following candidetes 1 to 7 in order of your
EReRe e eE:

Fetor Gompbell oowryoe, D13 - e TN e =
\/inct‘ (/l I’l* e o 2 h e s as zlzikv : /Ollnbiun:- o 4 3 a4 o d"imwu Tr‘hit@. e v e
Welter Gillings........ Tony Thorne b ae s

I enclose/have sont the sum of........ as & contribution to thc Tund,
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Pleese indicate whai fan club you belong to or fenzine you heve
contributed or subseribed to, #nd the¢ name of the person to whom
refcrence mey be meae.
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COTTINGRPCIRS: IL's poselble that nelther the Winner or the runner-up
micht be eble to go #fter ~ll #md "illis would like your views as to

vhrt should be dono. with the money in thet ovent. Ploaae number ths
folloving rlternatives in order of prefcrcrec. If vou have no perticuler
opinion pleesc just leeve this pert hlesnk.

i, Offcr it to ceondidoate To.3¢evee..... F. Carry the project over to

B.fo dovn the list ¢85 fer 28 7040000 the nerxt US Convention ond
.00 dorn the list as far 3 MNoeH.eer.. hold £rotheY VOLG. . v v e aa.
D.Ge down the list ¢s fer as Wo.5...... . Invite en mericen fen to the
_E.Go down the list s for as Yo.7...... next British Gonvention.......
(Issued =8 a suplcment to Space Diversions Number Seven. )



