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Aa EdlbSorial On:-
A MATTER OF CONVENTTION,

By
Erio Bentbciiffe.

,Some few months ago in a valiant eattempt to settle the conventional
disagreements that have been making Fandom rather an unhappy place,
Vince Clarko brought out, "Initiativo Incorporated”, a ciroular add-
ressed to the folk who do things in British Fandom. The obJjeat of "I
Ine." , was to alr and scttle the greivances about who should hold
%ho two-day conventions in the yoars to come, and what system of vo-
ting or rota should bec usged. Unfortunately, due to the, fact that no
two people could agroe on any one thing, "I.Inc." was a failure.How-
over, this gquestion of Ceonvention sites is still to be gettied, and
whilst we do not intend to give ST over to comment and argument on the
matter, we ghould like to know what you think is the answer to the foll-
owing problems.,

a) The London fang, with fow exceptions, are against the 1dea of a

ma jor convention being held outside London.

b) Northern Fans, again with few vxceptions, do not beleive that they
should have %o travel to.London every Whitsun and think it only fair
that Conventions should be held elsewhere.

¢) How should the next Con site be chosen?%?

There you have the three main points that must be decided upon. Letts
have your opinions, As there is nearly half a page of editorial space
remalning, you are now going to get ours. Let 1t be understood here
that these are the opinions of the Editor, and not necesgsarily those
of any other member of the Space-Times Staff.

At the Convention last Jear, an announcement regarding the Mancon was
made, at the same time people who lived in London, but who were pre-
pared to travel up to Manchester for the day, wero agked to raise the-
ie hands. Some thirty people did 80.....YET, only one person fron
London actually showed up that day...More aunts died that day than ev-
er before In history, We agree that ( as several London Fans pointed
out ) Manchester 1s a long way from London. However, we might point
out that itts the same distance both ways...We know we have attended
the last two London Conventions. The forst one we thoroughly enjoyed,
the seocond tho' was not so hot, most of the visitors fron Abrodg who
helped to make the '5L show go with a swing, were absent in 152, And
the organisers showed themselves to be lacking in new ideas, in fect
not one new idea was instituted at this show. This 13 one of the rea- .
sons why we are in favour of a different Con!' site each year, because
this would ( or ghould) mean a fresh viewpoint each convention.

1t has been claimed that London, because it has a large floating body
of Fans (anyone 3ot a pin ?) and SF authors, 1s the logical place to
hold a convention. That is the place whore all the big mames live!!
This 1s pure hokum, We can think of only elght people in London suff-
lciently well-known to deserve thisg tag. AND, only because we are an
inveterate fan, can we think of these. IF, as 13 suggested by the Lon-
don circle, "Itrs the big names who attract the fans", then the North
of England who can muster far nore active fans (as has been admitted
by London) and just as many naume authors, 1s the obvious site for &
convention.,, ., ((Continued on Page 10 ))
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NOW IS THE TIME-.-.a.c.Q.i.C

. By
Eric Jonses.

A Strong protest against the showing of films which portray the typ-

ical scolentist ag an ecocentric or as 3 madman out to destroy the wo-
rld has been sent to the T.U.,C. by the Association of Scientific
Workers,

1t calls on the T.U.C. to press for legislation prohibitirg the
import of U.S. films of this type. The scientists also protest against
the import of Scilemce-fiction from America, and also agalnst 1ts re-

production here in Great Britain on the grounds- that the public is

"being misled as to the true purposes of science., "They show all sci-

ence aa gecret, and pay little or no attention to its great achelve-
nents ", the protest states. "The scientist i1s usuwally portrayed as
an eccentrle, though sometimes as a gentle eccentric, but frequently

"ingane and often with tho extraordinary ambition to destroy the wor-

id. Atom bombas, bacteriological.wdrfare, and tdeath-rayst abound."...
seeessesses The Assoclation of Scicntific Workers 1s a trade unilon
with 12,000 scientist and tcchnician members, The question now is,
fen, how strong are we??? From a perusal of this protest it would
appeqr that the A .S W. have been buying "Amazing Stories", and also
basing their obJjoctions on some of the latest Curtis-Warren epics,
for where else do we find that "eccentric and insane" scientist
abounding? Certainly not in aSF or Galaxy, or in any of the better
publications.

If anything comes of this protest it will mean that our roading
material is at stake.....Are we prepared to fight back?t?? Now is
the time for all good fen to come to the ald of S-Fiit1

rthe ego spot

Turns its lecherous eye ORtO.e.aveee

Frances Evansa, the club's pim-up girl who came along to see
what SF fans were like, and stayed. Frances walked in on an early
meeting of the oclub to find the members discussing when they could
expect o female fan to appear on the n.s.f.c. horizon. Itis notice-
able that since she Jjoined the club, cortain male members have att<
ended  far more frequently than before. Frances, alack, is married,
brnt she is steadily converting her husband into & fan so we forgive
hor for +this. _

Vital statistios. Age??(no, we are not feeling caddish tonite)
Height. Around five feet five ,Hair, Brown..and of a photogenic duild.
As was agreed by a Manchester Evenicg News photographer who, at the
trads show of "The Day The Earth Stood Still", posed her with tGort",
the Robot.

One of her favourite stories is "Mr Zytz Goes to Maras", Fav-
our ite drink, gin, favourite drunk, Sandy......Frances advocates:
More "Beefcake" on magaZzZine coverB....eescoees
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a geles of re-
views of the ol-

fGni‘GSY G{Ch{ves der SF books,

Curator....
Jack Doggett.

THE GREEN RAY, by William Le Queue. (Hodder & S+oughton, 1916).
¥ritten during the first World Wer . thila is one of the seores weapon
9py stories that always appears at such times. I found this book when
its title caught ny €ye on a shelf in a second-hand bookshop, but sin~
¢e the author is a well-known thrillcr wr.tor, you may find a copy in
Jour logal public library. For %4hLe informstion of thoge who Just cantit
stand IT, this story ie written in the tfirst persont', It 1s told by a
Jorng man who, when war is declared, decides to spend a few days in
Scotland saying goodbys to hig fiarcec before volunteering. A not~too
happy holldey becomes tragic when the girl is struck blind by a vivid
groesn, £flagh whilst trout fishing from a large rock. That thisg is more
than 2 problem for an eye speclalist 1s obvilious when her father admits
that, when approaching the rock on a previous occaslon, suddenly '"the
»eoex came to me%.,... -
he discovery that the girl's dog has also gone blind a few days
leter, is almost a knockout blow,...but the amnthor brings the mystery
to a close with a solution satisfactory to both the charactsrs and to
all bnt the most exacting of sclence-fiction readera., Competently wri-
tien, this book is a pleasant change from the gkightly overpowering
current stories of Galactic Empires. '
PIANET PLANE, by John Beynon (Barris ), (Newncs, 1936 )
When reviewing, or merely reading a scientifiction book written in the
period before the war, it is scarcely possible to avoilad comparing it
with present day books., Indeéd, this comparison is not unfair, since
intelligent SF-1is, after all, a form of prophesy, and if an author da-
res to set a stomy in the immediate future, he must be prepared to
have hils story (prophesy) compared with reality,

Planet Plane, then, can be said to bass such a test very suocess-
fully, and in fact, could be offered to the sclence-fiction readers
of today with more Justification:than gome of the so-~called "new sto-
ries" that are finding their way into hard covers, Most British scient
ifiction of this period was satirical and/or moralistic in theme , and
this story ig no exceptlon although it does not suffer thereby.

In the. 1980's, Dale Curtance, millionaire son of a multi~-million-
aire father, aircraft manufacturer, is seoretly (so he belleves ) bui-
lding a spaceship for the first voyage to Marsg. His wife makes a log-
iecal though irritating intrusion into the story before take-off, to
brove that wives of men of destiny, are not always encouraging and
helpful. When acceleration is over, an instrument check reweals a
welght of approximately 130 lbs. unaccounted for, and sure enough a
stovavay 1s dlscovered---female of course, So many spaceships have
left this planet burdened with stowaways that it would be very satisfy-
ing to have one ejected through the airlock forthwith and then forgotten
However, Joan does prove to be useful since she 1s essential to the
story and happens to know the Martian written language. Her sex does
cause trouble, both during the voyage and on Mars, but no more than is
to be expected when one woman is shut up for ssveral weeks with five
men ,During these long wveeks, Beynon takesgs opportunity to fill in

— —
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SXx311fully the final details of hig chHarachers and -to disomnas the eff-~-
éct of the machine on a oivilisation which may, or may not, b» ready
for ive bveunefidg. il

- The landing on Mars 1ig sucnessful .but the expedition itself can
gcarsely be 30 regarded, in .fackg! whe men .get ho further than the bank
of ths nearsst canal, I+ 1s left to Joan to lears:of the Martians, and
why Suoly machines will o+ 2lovw the Terrans %to remain on Mars, So the
Britigh and the Agrsiauﬁ iwho avri,ed ghortly after the American vessel,
mtreh o the ehagria of Pahe Surtansa ) ave gqulskly sent pasking by the
racnivey of Maxg . 3syaon 13 rot a2 egour as Fradhury hewsver, and the reads
18 left with the feeling thev *there 1s scme hope for uws yet,

Joan does not macrzy, or svsnr fall in love with Curtance, or rociproc-
ats %She affectlor of the young assiztant nllot f*either is good enough
fo2 hew anyway) vpat she does sETrroise 18 iv the last chapter..c.ece.

Cyro~tunities tc road %hls svwory are few and far betweon nowadays,
and ¢ Ao asconnt shoi1ld te mlssad. A sequel to Planet Plane, eatitled
"Slsepers cf Mars™, appeawsd it "Tales of Wonder" Nuuwber two,

le et e e bt
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VOEL LD Zntercating to note thav this lJatlter story has been clossn by
Xova as their first pudlication In a now series of pocket-book novels)) -
u.ols///
'..-'..‘FILM REVIEW.I.....
V4 , W r] AN
the -ma J, b@\[ic mons ter
WA

Terry Jeeves.l

The title i the worst part of a really good film, Vetter than "Vhen
Worlds COollide" in my opinion. Naturally, it outshines R .X ,M, and T.T .M.
Scenery and props are realistic, photography and dub-ins fit the sto-
ry. Dialogue and acting are good too. Only snag 1s our hero who, after
being told that Camada has a deltatron, then being told 1ts output
proceeda to Canada where he 18 able %o operate the thing without any
dieiving test or instruction, I should say this film had an "A" bud-
get, and I detected a hint of more to follow. The oredits at the end
of this f1lm said "An A-Men Production"”, Seeing that this film inter-
odnced theose A-men as seml-super socientists, it looks as if this is a
trial balloon with more to follow a good reception,

The "Monster" 1s the element selenium, artificlially radioactivated,
to such an cxtent that greater and greater charges of electricity are
nesded to prevent it stretching out tmagnetic arms! and Ilmploding near-
by motal %0 it, with resultant doubling in mags in elther case. Prodlen
is *o overfeed 1t; reproduction time being 1l hours, it is carvied to
ths Gaunedisn "Deldatron® by Jjet plane (re- fuelling in mid =ix ),

gl 000,000 volts are required to kill the thing -~ acacxrding to
Mariac ., Tha deltatron gives a mere 600 000,000....Tc complicatse the
isane, here enters a solentist who loves his delhatrcen, and doesnty
want %o gee 1t get dent, the result 1s a very en;e?taining Tilimscne

END .
MANGEESTER FOR WHITSUN 54, THE SUPERUANCON ., MANCEIZSTER FOR s5kiit
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FAN CLASSTIGC
No., 2 .,

THE BRITISH FAN IN EIS SUPERNATURAL "BAUNT"
By v
William F, Tenmple....
(Reprinted from "GARGOYLE", Dec 1gh40)

The edltor has asked me to write a fictional account of a Ghost Hunt
with Harlod Chibbett, SFA's spook-tamer, and Secretary of "The Probe".
But there is no need for it to be fictional. I once did a ghost hunt
with Harold. This happened some time ago, and I rely upon an unreliable
memory, but I seem to remember it went something like this:-

Harold had asked Apthur and I to tea ,We went. We found that Harold's
house in Bowes Park stood facing a2 railway cutting, and away to the
righkt was Alexandra Palace, a grey-brown bulk on the dusky horizon,
with its television tower pointing up at the early stars as if trying
to place among them its own red star of warning light, which,..01t I
forgot I wasn't going to be paid a cent a word for this...

Mrs Chibbett was away. Harold was alone in the house, At tea (which
I dimly romember was bloator-and-crab paste, bloater-and-ham paste,
bloater paste and bloaters), we were talking about spooks. Harold said:
"This old place is simply thick with them.Such a nuisance. They somne-
times get sucked up in the vacuum cleaner. And come out all dirty, and
wander about the place making it dusty again."

. Arthur said: "Letts hunt -some." We agreed. Harlod turned out all the
l1ights, and we orept up the stairs which were most unusually placed

in the centre of the house, between two narrow walls. Suddenly wg heard
soft gtepa going up the stairs in front of us. We stepped with bated
breath. Barold switched on his torch. He was %tre.bling so mueh that the
beam waved all over the place, shone into a place the door of which
should really have been shut, and then all over the oceiling. I grasped
his wrist firwly (I remember that part clearly) and focussed the light
on That which was before us,

I% was only Arthurts Ego, which had gone on ahead impatiently.l told
Arthur to call it back; it was spoiling our sport. Arthur whistled it.
It turned, and regarded him with outraged dignity. "Don't whistle at ne_
you sap. What are you hanging back for? I'm not scared. Come on up here.
Show the others that you're a man.,"

It turned and tried to march iInto the table-tennis room, But 1its
chost wag go puffed with pride that 1t got wedged in the doorway. It
had to deflate itself to got through. We followed. This room contained
only the table-teniis table and nothing else, But....a strange, fetid
oudour suddenly spread in it, We choked,., I took the toroh and shone 1t
around..

Sonething was materialising under the table. A large grey thing., I
caught a glimpse of a scaly skin and great curved talons that contract-
ed and reached again like eager fingors, And then,...the face of a devil!
A roptilian head with horns and glowing red, intelligently evil eyes--
hoxrible-- staring at me; and a snarling open wmouth with long sharp fa-
ngs from which saliva dripped., The Ego gave a ghriek and vanlished yp the
chimney. Arthur looked like following it., Harold, strangely enough,
looked guite compoged.
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Ther a strange thing happened. The long sharp fangs of the beast fell
out of 1ts mouth and clattered on the floor. Instantly i1t was covercd
with confusion,

"Curgh 141" it sald, fumbiing for them with its talons,"Cahntt get
a ghingle uwpper plate thattll shitay there theshe daysh, All dentishtsh
are shwirdiersh."” When it had replaced them, Earold introduced us -
to the beast, not the teeth -, "rithar-Bill-meet the Zhing,. You must
have road about him quite a lot. Espacially in WEIRD TALES,....He's a
friernd of Lovecraftrtas.," ’

"How do?" we chorussed. "Not bad", said the Thing mpdestly.“I st-
i1l get around quite a bit. Mostly in amateur authorts storics now,
adnittedly. But the professionals still use me for a stand-by quite a
bit. Nothing like the old Thing for sure-fire horror, they say. But
they sometimes put me in supporting roles now - Itn getting on in years
for star roles.” _ _ :

"Yea, I remember when I was a boy", I sald, "1 always wondered
how you producsd the :fetld odour:t'”,

" Well, it's a professional secret really. But as Harold is ny
host for a week and you're his friemds, I'1ll let you im om 1it.* It came
closer and whispered confidentially to wus: "I don't uee Lifebouy Soapi"

At this moment the Ego emerged from the grate, rather sooty."You've
got a dickens of an up-draught up that chimney," it said to Haraeld re-
proachfully, And then, with all the calrmess in the world, it challenged
+the Thing to a game of table-tennis. So we left them playing and went
into Harold's little den,

But enough of this weak humour, the sympton of the Facetlous Fan,
let nme tell you what actually happened when we went into the dem that
night. And please note that this is a truthful record, without any em-
hriodery of exaggeration,

The little room was in a part of the house which Jjutted out from
the rest of 1t, like a peninsula, There were two desks, a typewrilter,

a telephone, and a bookcase, On the walls hung, like grey old dats,
stencils of the "Probe'!s"™ Bulletin, Also a calender from Mr & Mrs Denn-
is Wheatley, for they are old acquaintances of Harold,., The books were
almost all about paychic research, and there was one big . red tome (ex-
ceedirgly rere and valuable) by & Modern Master Adept of Black Magic,
containing Fearful Secrets and Potent Spells, Unfortunately it was co-
ucred in ex¥ramely obscure metaphor: deliberately disguised meaning.
Haroid *rarslisted some, and 1t was pretty grim-.

Trnen Hewold bsgan to tell us of his recent experiences, and they
nalde ue fech uneasy., Now Harold belleves, as we belicve, and as any
uppre.vdiced rereon with any knowledge believes, that undoubtedly
gupor-tnorrel and Jnexplicable phenonmena do ocour, Harold can tell us
the uost feniastlc inventions when het's feeling uvmourous, but he wasn't
feelirg hunmorous at this particular time, and we knew he was speaking:
the truvih. 8

Aiter a most bloodcurdling affair of a rectory haunted by the nal-

icious spirit of a cmrderer, and sounds of digging in the night, and

of an eye appearing im thé haunted bedroom and frightening the occupant
and of myeterious thumps around the walle, he went on to vampires.le
wag investigeting-the ‘case of a woman who seid she was being vislted

by a vampire which came- through the window at night, She lived quite
near in London. He had actually seen and examined the toothmarks on her
neck, She was scared to death, and nearly scared Harold to death.



"3ut the worst tbing ebont this vampire ---* degan Haraold, arnd hben
ve nearly Jumped out of our skins....

For:; Thump. Thump. Thump.

Three heavy, deliberate thumps came on the glass window of the den,
Right besido us. The window which was on the first floor, and away
from tho roest of the house. And the houso was ompty.

For a moment we stood paralysed. I thought it might be a Joke of
Harold's, but at one glance, he was standing thero with an open mouth
and startled eyes, I was oconvinced that it wasntt,

Arthur, the sclontist inveostigating, drow back the curtains. No,
thero was no horrible face pooring at us through the glass. Ho threw
up the window and leancd out into tho dark night, Wo looked out after
him,. ot a thing moving in the iLittle suburban garden as far as we
could see, Not even the cat.

What had 1t been ? Something had caused those louwd, purposeful
thumps,

"Well - " I began, and then something seomed to occur to Harold,
He opened the door of the den, and there in the table-tonnis room
wad hls brother-in-law, laughing vory tearty. Ho had a key to tho
howseo. Ho had ocome in and found the rooms ompty downstairs. But, on
ccming upstalrs, and looking through the table-tennis room window,
he hod goen the light in the don window. He guessed we were in there
talking about psychic rescarch, And gradbbing a common or garden brocom
he had lean out of the window and poked hard with tho broomhead
on the window, eight or nine fooet away,.

IHarold has never been the same man since, Every time I sce him at
the "Red Bull" 1 have to buy him geveral drinkst!'for his nervest!. 1
have obgerved that ho keeps his norves imn his stomach.....

END .,

P o el o o el s o ol R a wh w we
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quess " who ?

1) Maybe I am not 8o bright as Jugt now I am trying amongst
youtd like, other things
But then, to me, neithor are To stabilise my ultimate stn.
you, Ambition is greoat and I'm
And tho! my poor ego has lately now in the throes,
been squashed, 0f proving mysolf to the natn,

I refuse to be saddenoed and bluo, Ono last clue 1'll givo -
I'm avelte, dontcherknow, and not you'll sec 1%t at onoce,

overtall I'm author, producor & fan,
I'm darkbaired, handsome and sweot, And whey work I have done
Simply do not beliove that pridoe returns on the bounce,
goesd bofore fall I leave others totcarry the can}
And my shoes are full only of feet, 1'd always believed in the
------------- cecscesemenccnsaessed Filrtue I have),
DON'!'T FORGET TO SEND IN YOUR And not in the "pow!r giftie
SOLUTIONS .. ,THERE IS A PRIZE® gie us",
........ R SR v W . o . |5 i | science, intruding allowod

ug to hear,, "Our sel's as 1thers B06 UB.eieieescssrscersarsosossons
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the moon ship

i = By
Brian Lewis.

“"Brenschluss¥, remarked Stanning absently. He propelled himself from bulkhead to
bulkhead with an easy flick of the wrist."Well®, said Wilson the astronomer,%take
off “s over, notiing startling was ite No spaceship disintegrating into a cloud
¢f glowing fragments---no stark tragedy dogging man's conquest of space, in fact
a perfcet take-off. People will now be wondering what all the fuss was about.®

“I'ts a pity that they don't wonder at the years of laboricus rescarch which
preceeded this effort®, said Jenkins the Engineer and the individualist of the
crew. “In ten years time", he went on bitterly, “The h man race will regard spa-
ce travel as a rather boring means of reaching the planets, once the original
novelty has worn off they will be scrcaming for matter transmitters®. o

“Let them scream "+ I grinned,"Who's for a bulb of coffee?V....,Whilst this in-
triguing form af imbibing was in progress, I floated over to the port. Personal
navigation in a state of free-fall is no simple thing, but we had all by now
become accustomed to it. My meditations on the universe were rudely interrupt-
¢d by an impatient voice. It was Wilsor,who asked in a tense voice; "Can we
gct this settled now? Who will bhe first off the ship?" "Jenkins', I answered
promptly, “Nonsense!" snorted the engineer, "I suggest Smithson",Smithson the
pillot looked up and smiled. "Look chaps®, he said."I'm not the honour and glo-
ry type. Frankly, it could not matter less to me who goes first., After all, we
will all have to go out eventually.® "Toss for it", i suggested. "To hell with
you and your double-headed penny Bernard®, smiled Stanning. “I suggest we throw
dice¥,

Wiison, who had been patrolling the cabin in low ungainly loops, made a quick
dive for the recreation box. ¥All right you perishing heroes¥, he sneered.''Wa=-
teh thie for a six."™So saying, he flicked the dice at thc engineer's head, who
ducked casually causing the small ivory cube to rebcund from the instrument
pancl, finally coming to rest near Stanning. ¥You're wasting your time®, stated
Smithson evenly. “For a start, which way is up?%That had us all beaten for a
while, but after much consideration it was decided that ‘up' must be towards
the center of the cabin. This gave Wilson a score of one, and provoked jeers
from the rest of us. Jenkins, being nearest the dice, took the next throw,
after elaborate preparations he threw. Smithson squinted at it. "Four¥. he dec-
ided, after much deliberation. Stanning scored five, Smithson three. "Come on
Bernard, your go', smiled S8tanning. I was nct hopeful; if there is one thing I
iaven't got it's gambling luck., The spotted cube seemed to gyrate for an irri-
tating long time until at last it became still. Both Jenkins and Smithson star-
unbelicvingly at it---."There's no doubt about it, its a six ¥, said the pilot.
Wilson Loughed and tried not to look disappointed. ¥Lucky devil®, smiled Stanning.

R R R R L L T T NS e

Smithson tightened his webbing strap with a Jerk. WAll check please', he said,
The rest of us from our acceleration couches gave the okay, cne by one. "Right¥,
salc Smithson, "In we go®. The pressure of the forward jets invaded the cabin.
Unable to move I could see the figure of our pilot from the corner of my eye, he
was brecathing heavily and fingering thé cut-off switor on the arm of his couch,
"We are nearly there Y, he said tensly., At long last came the shock of impact...
After a long moment of silence, Wilson uttered a sigh of relief and said quictly.
"After you Bernard”. My heart in ny meathy I w=lked to the airlock and startec

to turn the release wheel. As the ~uter door cpened, T caurht a glimpse of a
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nassed cheering crowd, o flash bulb nearly blinded me as I stepped into the
portal. Well, this is it, I thought., I'ts just boginning---intecrviews, parties,
celebrations, ticker-tape rides down Broadway.....We're back to EARTH..

333303042443 440888428
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WA MATTER OF CONVENTION“ (continued from Page .)

We might mention here that we believe that fans do not go to a conventions
Just to see the 'high mukka-muks', but rather to meet the people with whon
they correspond and to finl out what's new and what can be bought in the pub-
lishing world. The science-fiction reading public ( as Jdistinct from rabid
fans ) might well attend a convention to hear the nighty wolds from the big
man's lips, BUT to the British reading public the Big Noames are King Lang,
Giil Hunt et al. At what convention do you find these names mentioned 7?7?7727
Lack of space,; rather than investive must now bring this diatribe to a close.
If it has provoked you in any way, I am pleased, because if you are a Fan who
lives in the North, it is as much in your interest as ours that these nmatters
be decided upon. Or would you rather sit in a chair and just read about con-
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NEW MEMBER:- Johnny Gett, 4, Broadmoss Drive, Victoria Ave E., Blackely,
Manchester 9. '
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ROCKET

By
Peter Baillie

1) Slim and erect the rocket stands,
Built with care by skilful hands,
Poised 1like = bird, ready for flight

To probe the secrets of Eternal night.

3) Ona living shecet of atom fire

Like an upright figure on a funeral pyre
The rocket keaps from its concrete base,
Starting tle Journey to outer space.

2) The ages have held their secret fast, 4) Millions gaze with wndering eyes,
But now within man's reach at last, The slim steel shell claws the skies
Tc see the stars and planets clear A speck of fire in space so vast,

Free from Earth's dull atmocsphere. Free from Mother Earth at last...
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animal,vegetable,or alien?

By
Erio Rentcliffe.

- Expected at the Coronvention 1g Bea Mahaffey, ¢o-editor of Other
Worlds and pin-up girl of American fandom, If you wish to submit to
her, you had bebtter Join the queue now.She salls from Awmerica on May
12th.....In I%aly, Calaxy S-F has been titled "Urania} Galaxy novels
becomes "I Romanzi 41 Urania™, and is published twice a monthiil I
Romenzi di Urania, tho!, is not confined to storles alveaky published
in the U.S., Edition, but is »eprinting from other'magazines as well.
Nunhes eight contalned vVogtits "Slan", Artwork in these two Itallan
reprint mags is by Itallan extists, and is not a reprint of the Amer-
ican...ra the artwork In Galaxy seems to be gteadily deterlorating,
+he Itelians have done the right thing.....Corgi Books have reprinted
Fred Brown's "Space orn my Hands" at two shillings.This is a good bduy,
ard I3 the second SF reprint by this firm; some time ago they reprint-
ed "Donovants Brain™", "Space on my Hands" has 239 pages, the complete
book edition.....The fourth mag in the Del Rey chain, ROCKET STORIES,
is now out...as a rough classification, we would put it midway between
Plenet and Startling...To feature space opera is 1ts alm and it attains
this goal....Also out is the digest, revamped, AMAZING..,.In our opin-
ion, a rose by any other name would smell as sweei,.The first issue
of the digest size contains stories by Heinlein, Gold and Sturgeon at
their worst, plus a puerile and polntless tour of the cesspools of
Mars by Jack lait and Lee Mortimer, %wo fugitives from SatEpost, enti-
tled "Mars Confidential",,the artwork -as in Fantastic - is terrdbdble.
Astounding S-¥, whioch at the time of the appearance of Galaxy was thou-
ght to be slipping, is now, in our opiniomn, way up top again. There is
a certain quality in the stories that appear in this mag that we find
very hard to deflne, they leave us with a feeling of awe at what the
future of mankind ocan be....A serial c¢oming up in aSF which we are
looking forward to i1g Hal Clements “A Missilon of Gravity"....It has
been claimed for Hal Clements that he is the only true SF writer, and
this we are incllined to agree with, certalnly hils portrayals of aliens
in "Needle" and "Iceworld" were SF plus.....Coming in for praise ig
the fleld of Fan-publishing is Pete Campbell!s new mag ANDROMEDA, This
i1s a 52 page fanzine of fair to good gquality fiction and articles. Pete
promises that each issue will be bigger, only thing we can see against
this is the fact that the postal folk will only carxry up to a certain
weight (l5°lbsi, and 1f Pete has *o resort to British Rallways he will
have to make the mag an annuel.,.ANDEO is 1/9 per issue, subs to the
editor at, 60, Calgarth Rd, Windermore, Westmorland.....Peri, the fan-
zlne of the Junior Fanatlcs, has af+or many alarms and excursions,
arrived. Rather poorly produced buht good ia content, available from:-
Ken Potter and Dave Wood, 5, Furness S+, Marsh, Lancaster...ASTRONEER,
the second Manchester izilne will soon appear, this will feature longer
stuff than has been possible In Space-Timed, and we hope with this mag
to make moat other fam-eds look %o thelr lauvals, Edited by Harry Tur-
nex and Paul Sowerby, this mag will be available to N.S.F.C. members
at a 0% discount......The February U,.,S. Edition of Mechanix Illustra-



Ll L.l
., features an interesting article by Trank Tinslery, “How to set 25,000,000,

U00. miles Away From It All", he depicts an enormous globe of ten miles in dia-
ameter which would be built on the Moon for travel to the stars. The trlp - to
take thirty generations....look out for this appearing in the British Edition.
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dale’s . diary

Strange or exotic foods hold a certain fascination for me and I usually take
advantage of an opportunity to sample something new, I have eaten rattlesnake
meat, which reminds me of sweet chicken, and baked snails, as an illustration
of my point, I hasten to add that neither of these items are considered pala-
table by 98% of the U.S8. census figures. But what I have been working up to is
that we had whale steak (product of Norway) recently and considered it quite
gbod even though we probably won't go out of our way to have it again. Since
the only prior references I have seen concerning whale steak had been in conn-
ection with reports on British ceating habits I promptly checked with Bill Ha-
gue, your former collegue, and asked him how he liked whale steak. He laughed
and told me that he had never eaten any because it hadn't becn necessary. But
I think Bill is slightly off his rocker anyway - the guy won't let us fix tea
for him - he drinks coffee. He is shattering my conceptions of British tradit-
ion.,

At the present time I have a package of frozen squid in the refrigerator .
After a little asking we think we know how it should be prepared. I'm glad I
don't have any chinese friends I can call after it is eaten to ask their opin-
10n.......a..o'...

Minneapolis, with a population of approximately 500,000 humans, im at 45°
latitude which puts us geographically a little south of London, but nowhere SF
wise, For a sprawling community such as this one would assume that it would su-
pport at least one active fan group. Ther was a Minneapolis Fantasy Society, of
few members, as late ns August last year. If it has moved in its grave since then
I haven't heard.

And, Horrible as the faoct may be, there is no fan publication originating
from this City of Lakes. There can be no valid excuse for this indifferent att-
itude. To our credit there is a good amount of individual effort which results
in a fairly impressive total of published wordage. Dean 'Red' Boggs and acid-
penned Richard Elsberry are major contributors to fan presses, while Poul And-
crson, Ted Cogswell, Gordon Dbickson, Nocl Loomis and Clifford D. Simak have
storics appearing regularly in the pro-magazines. Anderson and S8imak also have
a number of hard cover books to their crcdit.sesesss
LATE NEWS FLASH,i..The Minnesota Section of the N.S.F.C. is about to recieve
a severe sctback. 50% of the membership is leaving..Bill Hague is returning
to England........-..

-end- -

(+) (+) (+)(+) (+)(+) (+)
Announcing a boon to the followers of Scotch, the prophet of HIC! (advert)
Anelephant gun, for the pink type is in the process of being built.The bull-
ets will be a mixture of Aspirin & bromo-scltzer propelled by the explosion of
bicarbonate of soda. (patent app. for). Those interested contact H.P. Sanderson.
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