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THE EDITORIAL...
FROM SMALL BEGINNINGS covesee

Slightly over a year ago, Space Times was coaclieved, The firat
jsaue was a single page newsletter, the 3econd two and a half pages.
Fron the fourth issue the old method of reproduction waa dispensed
with -except for the covers - aad 3lace then Space-Times has galned
pages with every issue, the average noWw containing fourteen pages.
The subscription list has growan beyond any speculationa we may have
had in those days, aad to cope Wwith it we are purchasing better re-
productive equipnent,

And what of the material therein? The first two 1isues were wri-
tten mainly by EB and EJ., Dale R, Smith sooa Joined the staff and his
monthly reports from America have since become a popular feature of ST,
Vinoe Clarke, Dave Cohen, H,P.Sanderson, Terry Jeeves are a few of the
British fans who have written for ST in the past and will continue to
do 80 in. the future,

Abroad, we now have reporters and correspondents in most corners
of the globe. Pearle Appleford,'South Africa', Dag Siggerud,'Norway!',
Marc Thirouin,'France', Frank Dodd,'New Zealand! - Just to mame a few,
We hope eventually to make Space-Timeas the most truly international
of all fanzines, and the Nortwest Solence Fantaay Club, the most inter-
national of all cluds, ; : .

0f this issue We are quite proud, It i3 the largest and best(We
believe ). that we have yéﬁhachiévédELIﬁ“ddnﬁéiﬂéuinéiaé‘EII&E%?ﬁ%fﬁﬁé
of a type whieh Vé‘WOuld"iiké‘tb*featufé‘iﬁ“évefy”Tﬁgwéj“material of
a high astandard, a story (original) by John Russell Fearn, Who, a3
far as We know, has never appeared in a fan- magazine before, A 3tory
by Peter Baillie who we think you will be 3eelng 1an the pro-mags be-
fore very long, Some humour by the inimitadle Jesves, plus tw short
stories by the respective Ed's -Jjust 3o that thsat you've got some-
thing to moan abdbout,

We hope for your support and interest during the next twelve mo-
ntha to make Space-Timea the best fan-mag in the field. And you can
do as much towards advancing ST as we can, by writing i1a and telling
us your likes and dislikes, by writing for ST...What did you say ?
"But I cant't write?",....have you tried???

There are other ways too in Wwhich you can help. By persuading
your friends to Join N§,S.F.C. or asubscribe to Space-Times. By taking
a more active intersst ia the club itself..,.If you cannot think of
anything to do for the oclub, and would like to help, write to any
emeber of the Committee, We are full of ideaas,,If you are one of the
types who Jjust like to read SF, well, we are glad to have you as a
menber but, brother, you are nissing most of the fun. Come into the
pool, the water's fine...and the fish don't bite.,

Which, we think, is enough from us for this issue, read on,
and enjoy yourselves,.,...

Yours in Fantasy,

Erioc Bentcliffe and Eric Jones,
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This month I seem to have accumalated a fairly large number of facts and
figures for the column, but haven't been able to discover much in the way
of a central theme. So please join me and we will do a bit of bounding
around and about.

In a recent bit of brilliant reporting I informed you that Minneapolis
originated no fan publication. This was most certainiy an error., SKY HOOK,
oombined with Chronoscope is edited and published quarterly by Redd Boggs
for the Fantasy Amateur Press Assoc, 2215, 3enjamin St. N.E., Mpls,18 Minn.
And it is in its sixth year of publication. Price 15¢ per copy. SKY HOOK
is most excellent - physically and contentially.(I khink I just invented that
word.) My sincere apologies to Minneapolis and Mr Boggs.

Donald E. Keyhoe,Major, USMC, Retired, is about to astound *he world
again with a sequel to THE FLYING SAUCERS ARE REAL. Thnis time it will be
FLYING SAUCERS FROM OUTER SPACE., and will be relecased by Henry Holt & Co.
on Nov 9th at g 2.95. I can hardly wait.

The july issue of OTHER WORLDS will be the last according to a late
bulletin in SCIENCE FICTION NEWSLETTER No.29. OW put out a total of 31
issues whioh I hope will develop into rare collector's items since I have
a complete set in near mint condition. In spite of the adverse criticism
concerning the story material they sure had some dandy covers. -ind SFN
also reports that it will discontinue publication at the end of the year,
also with issue No 31. Sorry to see it go. -Then came a letter from Ray
Palmer with the official data. OTHER WORLDS as such,is all through.
Beginning with the October issue it will be known as SCIENCE STCRIES and
will be bi-monthly. Palmer promises a new type of paper, new make-up and
higher rates to authors. And the new UNIVERSE has been acquired by Palmer
to fill the gaps between SCIENCE STORIES.

Do you have any ideas concerning the ages (average) of ST fans?

My guess would be something less than 7" years. The AP reports the Los
Almos Yibrary presented a programme on "The Plancts & Spaece Travel!" @S
feeling that this might be too deep for the "small-fry", invited only those
who had finished the second grade. - Ray guns and cut-ou* books with a
deep-space flavor are standard items of equipment for the pre-school age
child. Crown Publishers announced Septenmber availability of CAPTAIN QUICK'S
SPACE PATROL containing a 30 inch rifle that actually works, life-size
helmet, pursuit rocket that flies, moon man masx, space jet that flies, 3
guided missiles , special launcher etc., Then there is also CAPTAIN QUICK'S
FLYING SAUCERS AND ROCKET SHIPS offering a flying saucer that really flies,
giant 30 inch rocket ship, ray gun that really works, space helmet, jet
plane that can fly, etc. Both of these "almost unbelievable' values can

be had for £ 1.00 each. Now where Aid I hide my piggy bank?

For any adult that may have read this far I might mention briefly a
couple of books for reading instead of cutting. CONQUEST OF THE MOON,
edited by Cornelius Ryan will be released by Viking in October at g 4.70.
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This is "a magnificently illustrated forecast of man's first trip to the
moon.'" It is written and illustrated by the same team that produced ''Across
The Space Frontier™. - MAN IN SPACE by Heinz Haber, Bobbs-Meriill Co.,%3.73
is available and will prove to be a most valuable basioc tool for anyone in-
terested in space flight. The illustrations are quite weak but the text pre-
sents an excellent and detailed picture of the fundamental problens,

The N3F has issued a 1953 Fanzine Checklist., This should prove a val-
uable reference tool as it lists almost 100 titles showing price and source,
SPACE TIMES is listed. ’
Time out for beer = only slightly chilled..

Message for Bill Hague, -Write, Damn it!
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Reported by
Eric Bentcliffe.

On the twenty-second of July there foregathered at the home of the
Medway Science and Fantasy Club, a frenzy of fans. Early visitors were
John Gutteridge of Brighton, and your reporter. The reason for this gathering
was an expected visit by a reporter and photographer from the weekly pic-
torial magazine "ILLUSTRATED¥. The reporter, who turned out to be Corocon

speaker Maurioce Goldsnmith, arrived with photographer and NEW WORLDS Editor
Ted Carnell.

Maurice began by taking down details of the Medway Group gng the NSFC.
Details of the respective magazines were taken, also information of the
activities of the two clubs.

At first the photographer wanted to take a shot of the fans grouped
around a "Rocket Pinball Game"...he was gently dissuaded from doing this.
He then proceeded to take several shots of the meeting (Which was held in
Tony Thorre's living room) culminating in one throughthe window from a pair
of step ladders. At this stage of the proceedings Illustrated almost coll-
apsed.

Business completed, Maurice Goldsmith joined in the general conversation
and gave some interesting information on Russian Science Fiction, mentioning
the fact that he had recently recieved a science fiction magazine from this
country. One of the stories therein concerning the discovery by photography
from space of a new 'Planet' ; this was later found to be actually a photo
of Terra., The amaizing growth of the Russian Corn Belt (Collective Farms)
and the levelling of the land under the new irrigation schemes, was given
as the reason for this error.

We shall look forward to seeing the meeting appear in the magazine
ILLUSTRATED, and meanwhile send up our prayers to Ghu and Hic! that the
meeting is not treated too FachiesaWsilar .5 i, 'y

LN

GhuHicGhuHieCGhu

MISSING THE COROCON WAS NOTHING..........MISSING THE SUPERMANCON WOULD
i BE MISSING THE GREATEST SF CONVENTION
OF ALL TIMEft¢!
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he Coated long

By Terry Jeeves.

T

5 Dr. Yu Muneh Tu, the sinister master mind of the Orient
munched placidly on a fragrant morsel of stewed detective's brains.
Facing him, his beautiful daughter, Lu See, sat knitting. Also being
Chinese, she naturally had a left hand thread. Suddenly, there came
‘a thunderous knock on the door, Not being a Chinese knock, nelther of
them noticed it until it was repeated, this time accompanied by a
shower of falling plaster. As cellings have a habit of falling at
avkward times and in awkward places, this one landed on the eplcentre
of Munch Tu's favourite fan. Being a very inactive fan (purchased in
London) it was unable to get out of the way, and 1t succumbed to the
deluge with a faint rustle. The noise roused Munch Tu's ire, and he
raised his eyebrows until they operated a photoelectrie cell, which
in turn closed a relay. The relay simultaneously deluged the front
doorstep with deeth rays, and atruck a soft note on a Chinese gong
awarded to Munch Tu during the war. The nolse startled Lu See, and
she dropped a stitch which fell with deadly aim on to the film of
plaster already covering the arch flend's pet corn, (An Authentic corn
incidentally) This roused Munch Tu's ire higher, and in a blood
curdling whiasper he screamed, "Put your shoes on Lu See, and find out
who was knocking on my door.®™ Before Lu See could do this, even befare
her blood had curdled, the knocking came a third time, with such
violenece that the door burst from its hinges, and fell, shattered 1nto
a thousand delicate pieces inte a delicate Chinese cuspidor placed
nearby with delicate Oriental hospitality, purely as a convenience for
visitors. With true Eastern imperturbability, Munch Tu merely mummured,
"Gome In", as he switched the remotely controlled torture room from
'0OFF' to "STAND BY".

Striding through the remains of the rulned door, came a
gaunt scarecrow of a robot, its chest plate was rusty, and its joints
squeaked. Halting in the centre of the room, it dribbled oil from a
thousand cracks (supplied by Proxyboo & Co. Ltd.) over a lovely
. Chinese rug with a heavy Uranium pile. Then it spoke in fluid Chinese,
(translated here by the author). "Pleass do not worry, I regret having
damaged your old door, but my master grid will ﬁladly replace your
d1shonoureble old door, with a lovely new door.  Lu see blushed, but
before she had time to protest, the robot continued, "I am here to
serve you right, as that is the alm of we addernoids from Prayre 1V,
We aim to do for men, and my name is Robert." At the conclusion of
this little speech, Robert simpered, and attempted a curtsey. Sad to
say, his left kmee gave way, and while Robert was busy glueing togsther
pleces of a priceless Ming Vase, Munch Tu was able to switch the
torture room from 'STAND BY' to 'FULL POWER'. Robert finished the
vase, carefully wiped away exeess glue with a strip torn from a painted
seroll, and turned to face Lu See. "I will also do your work at the
laundry, so that you may devote your life to pleasure) Lu See glared,
"Not Buddha 1likely, I get a good screw at the laundry, and I'm not
giving that up.” The outburst staggered Robert, and he stepped back
into an Anglo cabinet full of cups, saucers, and other Englishware,
he tried to save himself, and thus added another Ming Vase to the
jig saw puzzle upon the floor. Out came the tube of glue, and Munch
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Tu made a note to add another position to his torture room switeh,
one marked 'FULL BOOST'. Biting six inches off his carefully mani-
cured nails, he crept past the busily working Robert, to a secret
button, carefully disguised as a bell-push. Then, with a dastardly
laugh .(and one finger) he jabbed the button and turned in time to
seé Lu See vanish through a trapdoor in the floor

Realising his slight error, the marble faced arch eriminel was

about to try again, when he was interrupted by Robert's voice.

"You really ought to keep your trap shut Dr Munch Tu, yoeur daughter
has left us with unseemly haste, not to mentinn most of her kimono".
Stooping, Robert retrieved a turaquoise blue kimono, tastefully slashed
with green bars, and a whisp of Manarkan Glamorette!, which laoked
very much like a pair of the latest 'Trade Secret' air cushions.
Seizing his big chance and his little courage in both hands, Munch Tu
rushéd at Robert's back, pausing only to fill his pistol, and
telephone the members of his Tong. Too late he realised his error,
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Too well he succeeded in his aim. Over into the pit went Robert, but
over went Munch Tu as well, firmly stuck to the glue which Robert had
spread around with gay abandon and a small brush. Down into the pit
they fell, down, while Robert squeaked. Down, while Munch Tu saw
his past life flash before his eyes, he wished he'd never had his
autoblography painted on the walls. Down they fell, it was the only
way. Bearing out previous experimental evidence on the tower of Pisa,
they dead-heated at the bottom, with a noise like ten thousand boiler
makers golng on strike. Automatic grapnels lashed out and caught them,
hoisted them on to a conveyor belt and began to lead them into the
torture room. Knowing what was coming, Munch Tu closed his eyes, but
Robert was caught unawares by the floodlit copies of 'Fantaswillboreyer!
'Flaming Godhs' and 'Orthanties'. His catatonlc brain bolled in its
bueket, perilously polsed posltrons were polluted, and with a loud
despairing grinding of gears, the robot went mad. Seizing huge chunks
of conveyor belt, and suspender belt from nearby Lu See, the robot
tore its way through the torture rnom wrecking all before it. Then
turning slowly, i1ts fiendish hate-glszed eyes beheld Munch Tu and his
daughter. Slowly the insane machine began to advance. A fighter to
the end, Muneh Tu fought as never before, in an effort to keep his
daughter before him. PFighting equally well, she strove to reverse
their positions. Lu See had been 1ln some precarious positlons durlng
her short 1life, but this one looked like having a less pleasant ending.
St11l the robot advanced, until he towered above them. Then, with
a rending,crashing,splintering noise, the door burst open, and Munch
Tu's Tong burst intn the room. None wore the official Tong uniform
of black and white squares, in vain had Munch Tu tried to keep his
Tongue in check, they preferred stripes. For once, Munch Tu was
prepared to overlook their ldiosyncracies. One man sized up the
situation at a glance, and hastlly grabbed Robert's tube of glue, in
an attempt to repair the door before the robot could attack. The
rest of the Torg joined him, and within seconds, the place was covered
with glue. Munch Tu was stuck to Robert, Robert was stuck on Lu See,
sand Lu See was stuck to her father's Tong. '%hat a predicament'
thought Munch Tu. At that moment, the celling recelived 1ts orders
from ceiling centre. Like famous ceilings before, and no doubt,
since, it fell in. Munch Tu and his men were plastered, Lu See was
plastered (a not too unusual happening), Robert had turned very white
and lay deathly still. Munch Tu gazed arouna through one half-closed
eye. Many times before, he had put his Tong out on jobs, now, this
looked 1like their last., Fondly he gazed at the coated Tong. Foncly
they gazed back. James, the smallest member, was shaw it was the end,
he too, lnoked very pale, even Bob, the cheeriest member at a toxrtire
party, was white. Z Something had to happren. It did, a wayward lump
of ceiling detached itself and fell on to the plle. CRITICAL MASS !
The pile explodged. For Munch Tu, Lu See, Robert, James, Bob, Tich,
members of S-T staff, fans, humans, non provineials, the stencil, and
even you too dear reader, 1t was
(almost,
Don't forget the Supermancon in 54 ! (

THE END
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ALIEN ¢
IT I.00KS ag though Senator McCarthy ic determined to make Ray Br-

adbuwny g Mihe  Firemai=t oo *br ual Seitte ardy “lhe “"Birning "of the: booka "
has comnmseinced., VORTEX Scioence- “'c ;lon ., one of ths nevwer U, S A . nags
convains twenty complete stories. Although this eans “Hhey are all'"sh-
orta," the glze of the print used in thies mag (micromprint?) means that
yol get.pre bty good WElne “For memet, ', sLeay Thorme lnforms e that'' the
Medway Group recently commenced correspondence by tape with U,S.A, fans
..Mechanix Illustrated have ghown intsrest in this international use of
tape-recorders by fane and has asiked for frl: detaila aand photos....,..
Photo!s taken at the Corocon by Frsd Robinson can anow he had from Tony
at, 21, Granville Road, Gjlpsnghad Kont,,,.. A3TRONEER (the N S,F.C .8
eecond magazine) and ZEJITh7 B GRS DV IRUT "R e LT B ¥ SHARRY: 'PURNER:
are recent appearances in the Fan-world. Harry ie to be congratul atod
on the nake~up and appearance of these two magazlnes vwhich are ag far
aheeiiser "any' otler. fanzinc " ¥We “have yo'l geen,"as G2%axry is of Planet...
you can get either mag frox larry at, 9, M:l‘ov Bankx, Church Lane .Moa-
ton, Manchester 9, Get your subscription to him r ght away!, .Seo pageS

16 305....How goa} Awet wollder ' 'Wikds theSpublishorsSin“the Uig & 3<pln out
of titles..,.already there are some dozZon mags wnose tities begin with
the word Fantas(yitic....late3at new mag to be scheduled bears the name
of DIMENSION..,..The third volume in Robert Helnleinis "Future History"
gerles 18 due out toward the ond of this year,tiiled, "If This Coes On"
«vs+sXf this book does come out at the end of the year it will only be
a year and =2 balli overdue, and, "if thls goss onf, by the time the last
volume in the serlee 1= nwb’ﬂshsu b+ wat LA o« iflongelr ' Be L "Butare THistor "
sip=sm PEREEE SLOT L eaNS) - i B elen Memfi S e ce o pBFEF a0 § tandard Pubdilc-
astdons hag“Tolded “with’2%a " fifehvIgeus’, JE* thie feavred a gap in* your
monthly rcading, we advlse you to get Del Rey'a "RCGCKET STORIES* which
also purveys good yaras oS ini HSeSpyme ., fNEena ld AL Wellbhodh ox~eddtor
(praise be) of Avoa Publi cet*ons Snssie odEth n BaWalles of ~double~novels
for Ace Publications, Firat In tns geriea will be »Vogtig "Shadow Men"
g’ TREIEL GO TN ARYSS B oo n O M e R £ bs printed back to back and
each will have a separate cover, the p-n wlll be )/é »e0.HOWever soon
the magazine publiishere run out of titlees we feel that Holiywood willl
have no trouble of this kilnd..laetest lma@glnstive and desacriptive film
title ig "RCBOT MONSTER",,,...Cher ami, Radio Monte Cario depuils le 6
Juillet passe chaque Jour a lkh 45, A3 TU VU 1LZS SOUCHUPES??? Une rub-
rique de Jimmy Gulew et Fernand Botle nn s Siin —etior, ‘words f'olki,! Radlo
Monte Carlo has takXen an ilnterest ian Flying Saucers and presents a proe
granme investigation featuring tvwo of the leading French SF¥ Authors,
who are also contributors to CURANOS; the bi-linguel ¥5 mag,..An exce-
llent boox disproving the Flylng Saucere as "man or allen mnade vesselsg"
is "Flying Saucers", by the eminoat Amerlcan astronomer Dr Menzel. He
maintains that the FS!s are on.ly natural phencmena and goes a long way
to proving his theory...Are you suffering from Saucers in the belfry??
Read thls book and they will soon g0 nay....Fantasy Times, the twice
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monthly American nows nag 1s usually first with the news, Their first
issue ,however, slips up gaomevwhat this month by reporting a play at the

Corocon a8 excellent when the play was 2
Outer Space", the first tri-dl space epl
bury."It's 80% ny story," he says."It's

Bt PWltson . .B. s o0&l Camé From
c, is from a story by Ray Brad-
a good picture, Wot an outstan-

ding one."....Seems that he got better treatment than V(B fy I(2) A T - TR,

CRERRRERCRRCErRERRR

GUESS ...t

This member is your greatest friend,
The onto whom all comers Wwend,

To whom your inhibitiona bend.

He pmdy not borrow, yet must lend.

He is a good and cheery soul,

Your leisure filled, his patient goal,-
(We wish he had one tiny mole

So we could make it rhyme with hole}.

He's rather failr, you have 1t now
Do we mean hair? Or is 1t how

He treats with others? Both we trow,
We gladly to his dictates bow,

He 13 not thin, nor 1is he fat,
We think he never wears a hat.
No group including him goes flat,
He has each member fancy pat,

He is well-known to all of you,
Whate ter your domicile or hue,
And tho! of N.S.,F.C,.'s crevw,

Not quite Mancunian, komprenu?

WHO !

IMPORTANT ¢ 0 s e

This 18 the last of the -
first 3et of "Guess Who"
and your solutions of the
first eight characteri-
zationa in verse should
be sent to the editorial
address not more than one
nonth after you recieve
this 1issue,

Don't forget that the
winners will get a prize,

6/6/6/6/6/6/6/6

N EW M EM B

ER S

Fthel Lindsay,
126, We3at Regeant Street,
Glasgow,

22674315, Pte Peter Adamsoa,
Det. 801, Army Deatal Ceatre,
Fanara, M,E.L.,F. 15.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS.

Alea Mackie,
80, East Road,
Irvine,
Ayrshire,

Bernard lLee, 29, Wiaterbottom Avenue,

Chorlton-cum-Hardy,

R L - -

Manchester.,
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ALVAN the Glorious, capital planet of the vest Galvanic Empire,
governing world of more than 80,000 planetary 3ystema, lay na-
ked below the shadow o the combined navies of Imperial Earth .

In the reddish sky above the planet, fear-filled eyes could
easily discern the forty-eight thousand imperial waraships poised quiet-
ly upon thin wiips of supporter beams; forty-eight thousand slivers of
metal holding the power within them to decimate the entire world with-
in the space of a few .eoconds,

To these ships thie wa s the end of the road - the end of elght
years of assvage fighting in which nearly a hundred thousand Earth vess-
ela had perished, together with a like number of slien ships. Earth
had overflowed into a new galaxy and had won the right to rule 1it,

To Admiral D. Arcar, commander of the sixth fleet of the peri-
phery, sitting in the solitude of hie office on his flagship, this sh-
ould have been the day of triumph - particularly as it had beean the
powerful 6th fleet that had borne the main burden of the fighting .
But on the contrary, Argar looked oa the day as ia no way a day of trie
umph ,

His fleet was now numerically iaferior to the othor Earth fleets
as vwell as being damaged to a far greater extent - and that is a serioug
matter when an admiral was planning a coup dtetat with the intention
of taking over the government of the Wwhole Empire of Earth.,..in fact,
it was sufficient to render at aought the whole of his plans.

Make no mistake, Argar had every roason to wish to dethrone
the present rulers of Earth, The Priesthood had growa ianto a governing
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force lese than e hundred years ago and had slowly spread from the cen-
tre wor.ds cof Sol outwards through the Galaxy, bringing with it worship
of the Galactlc Spirit to the exclusion of all material progress - and
attaining its ends by intrigue, agsasgination aand corruption. The
centre worlds had imperceptibly begun to gro'’ decadent and the long
advance of science had suffered a growing eclipse. It was for this ve-
ry roason that the 6th fleet, stutioned and based on the Periphery,

w~@ mern naod ae the gpearhead of the Eartht's attacking forces, as the
Prieathood wag well aware of tho potential threat of the 6th fleet ,
which wag by far the strongest of all Earth's forces, and the leasgt
affected by the Priesthood's poisoan.

If the war had brokem out a few years later, it would most like-
ly have ended ia a far different way than it haé done., As 1t was, the
timing hadé been very fortunate for the Priesthood; in using the power-
fu1 6th fieet as the centre of Earth's at ack, they had not only smash-
ed the threat cf rebellion but had once again ectablished the supren-
acy of Earth life over the alien rabble inhabiting the outer galaxles,
Once again proved the truth of their dogma that Earthmen were chosen
by the Galactic Spirit to rule all 1life in the universe.

LI LA ] L ] .

Argar was suddenly brought back to the present by the soft ch-
ime of hig door alarm, He pressed the "Enter" button and the door slid
open, allowing the fleet historian to come in., Argar had never seen
the old man so heated before and he remained sllent as the man advan-
ced to his desk, waving him a chair, pretended a hasty salute, and sald.

vAdmiral Argar, to come straight to the poios nyty sl 1 Thdnele gemte
stumbled on the most important historical discovery of all bdime~y a lige
covery of such moment that,........"

Argar felt a weary anger grow in his breast at the enthusiasm of
this man over some unimportant trifle, when he himself could see 80
clearly the last hope for the billions of Earth and its Empire exting-
uished, He interrupted brusquely.

"Leave the file with me then, Captain, and It Gap LN AL E - abie el
attention at the earliest possible moment."

The historian hesitated, and made as 1if to speak again, but the
Admiral waved him out,

Argar rose from his desk and paced to the wall screen Whose 8ym-
bols showed the major units of his fleet gcattered about his flagship,
and shook his head......Twelve thousand ships simply would not do, and
that wes all he had, even counting in the gsemi-casualties.

Only one way remained, and that seemed impossible. The power of
the Priesthood would have to be shaken-by“internal revolt,-before his
small fleet could effectively be used. "' ~ . . 3

And he thought of the hold of the Priesthood, reinforced by the
recent victory, and his heart gave way to bleakness. The billions of
the centre planets, doped with the stupid doctrine of their being the
Supreme Creation, would never rise against the Priesthood as long as
their bYelief wag so comfortable - and so damned provable.
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Argar secretly confessed to himself that he had, many times,
viehed that the war had gone the other way - for victory in the field
(how the archaic idioms lingered on ) wvas also a moral victory for the
Priesthood, roinforcing thelr dogma of mants God-given Supremacy o.eoo
he amended that to Torrestrial Mants God-given Supremacy, because the
aliens were so humanoid as to be practically indistinguishable <from
Man., He smiled a little at the way the priegsts had explained away the
alienst! likeness by showing that the additional complexities of thelr
physical structure were a sure sign Eit alabt @iwatEpeelingzc

He turned from the screen, strode to the desk, and his eyes fell
upon the file the historilan had left there. Casually he leafed through
the papers, scanning the conclusiong of the regprts;ﬂwhereupon........
his heart almost stood still,

His chalr creaked as 1t absorbed the unusual speed with which he
slumped into 1t,., He gquickly read the six foolscap pages that compris-
ed the conclusions of the report, and as he put the file down, his
heart was singing for the first time 1n many years.

He Jjabbed at the intercom swltch and, overcoming his excitement,
quietly requested that the fleett's High Priest be sent to him at once.

It took the High Priost nearly three hours to arrive before the
Admiral, during which time Argar read and re-read the concluslons of
the report, cross-checking them with the body of the document,

When the dignitary finally arrived the Admirel, all emiles, ushersy
ed him into a confortable chair by the soreen,

Without further ado, Argar commenced to speak,

"Holiness, I have asked you to come here to straighten out two or
three migconceptions I may have had about the Church; and, incidentally,
I haye some information which might be of importance to you,"

The Priest nodded, thinking to himself that he Wwas about to hear
the personal recantations of a man who realised he was down for early
liguidation,

"Tell me," continued Argar, " What, in your opinion, 1s the basis
of your power, and that of the Church, over the central planets?"

The High Priest sat up, startled by this request, and then re-
Tighseid” swalkbhisan Sl Craia e &

"t The Priesthood is the temporal instrument of the Galactle Spirilt,
or God, appointed to govera the spiritual and material life of his
creations, Our power comes aot from guns and fleets, as does your pover,
but from the Being that created the people of Earth to rule Supromely
in the Universe. Thus, Admiral, I might add, no temporal poWer can pre-
vall againgt us."

Argar realised that they had, very quickly, got near to the bone,
and waa thoroughly enJoying himself.

"What makeg your Holiness think that the direstion in whilch you
are leading the Empire - that of worship and the relinquishing of sc-
ientific advaace - is the right way?"

"Surely, Admiral, even a layman should reallse that a body appolnt-
pd and guilded by the Creator of all things could not choose the wrong
directioni"
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Argar rose from his seat as he said in the quiet volce he res-
erved for very special occasions.

"So you do mailntaian that the whole basls of your power founts
from the Galactic Spirit - the belng who made our people as his supreme
creation to rule the whole universe?"

The High Priest leaned back ia his chair and observed.

"You have summed the position up admirably."

A slow smile spread over Argar's face.

nThen I think you should be the first to see this report, see-
ing that you are the direct represeantative of the A o€ tiersSpirEt jand
the Church in this region of Space."

He flicked the report at his side.

"Do you remember the first Galvanic world we stopped off at to
arrange for the cessation of nhostilities before we advanced to the cap-
ital planet? Well, whilst we were there - a matter of three weeks - &
lot of information oa the Galvanic Empire was transferred to our ships
as a preliminary to an exhaustive study of their Empire by the gpecial-
ist branches of our government. Quite by accideat, the complete history
of this people'!s interstellar flight came 1in among more pertinent 1in-
formation such as complete orbits for flight to each and every systenm,
storm sectors, types of drive etc." --

Argar dismissed thie with a Wwave of the hand --

"And peculiarly enough, it is this history of alien interstell-
ar flight that has proved to be 8o iateresting."

He opened the report.

"These records show that the first kaowa flight into interstell-
ar space vas made by these people almost 28,000 years ago, our time "
Argar looked up. "I don't think I need remind you that that period is
longer than that reached even by our recorded higtory. I Just want to
emphasise that these people had interstellar travel - purely within
their own Galaxy - when We were still swinging 2 DoU te A0 sele, Gaeels L

The High Priest made a movement suggesting boredom , which pr-
etty well summed up his reaction to this chunk of alien history; but
Argar's volce continued and the politeness forced him to pay some att-
ention.

"Vow the next bit of history is the oane Which should be of some
interest to you. The first interstellar ship was experimental and these
Galvans made it completely automatic in every vway, getting 4 ts - oFpital
course for one hell of a loang round trip and stuffing in, for good me-
asure, a couple of guinea plgs - tV¥O positroanic robots, designed to
react as they themselves would to the stresses of interstellar condlt-
ijons. The machine was intended to go a long vay - and it didl
Something weant wrong with the directional hyper drive and the ship
headed straight out into the inter-galactic deep."

The High Priest was fast becoming tired and broke in with..

"And Just how interested ghould I be in the fate of the first lanter-
stellar ship of these inferior aliens?"

Argar purred. "Well, just leaving that point by for a minute,
your Highness, I rather fear you're golng to have some trouble with
the usual "civilising" of these people. I suppose you'll employ the
usual methods to convince them of the truths of our religion - about

(Coacluded oa Page 6
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he thila wind howled over the desert, whisking the sand into du-~
nes; the sharp particles formed clouds and blotted out for an instant
the llght from the 3malleat sattelite as 1t hurtlied onward around the
planet, Far across the desert the shifting sands uncovered a dome-like
gtructure that hed lain buried for aeons. Surrounding the dome, and
inclined at an angle, was a heavy antennae,and,as the vinds and sand-
clouds dropped, light from the stars atruck it, Somevwhere inside the
dome a relay closed, a generator began to turn, power flowed through
ancient wires and curouits, long forgotten, came into operation.

A section of the dome began to open...

Jathga, the robot, his Joints clogged vith the abrasive desert
sand, awoke and tried to move toward the open section of the dome; he
fell, but in so doing freed the sand that encrusted his lower append-
ages. Hie servo motors whined and he rose again and finally reached
the door of the dome., As he looked across the desert his menory-tapes
recalled him to the task for which he had been built those long years
ago. His eye-lenses swept skyward, searching, ever searching as he had

done until the sands had cone from the North and covered the dome. His
instructions were sStill clear........

I

Sanderson decreased the thrust of the forward Jets and swung into
a two-hour orbit around Mars, He was almost at his Journeyts end now
but the exertions and nervous tension of the decelleration and the or-
bit Juggling had nade hin tired, descent was out of the question until
he had rested. Cutting off all jets he left his cranped position 1in
the control seat and moved over to the radio transmitter and switched
on., After s few moments the ttranamitt light flashed, he picked up the
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nike, "Endevour to base two, Eadevour to base two; am circling in a
two hour orbit, descending at 05.00 G.M.T. tomorrow 15th August." He
repeated this message eight times and switched off the set. There was
no need to walt for a reply, he could contact them tomorrow as soon as
he had landed, He slid onto the bunk and strapped himself down.,Thoughts
and queries flew through his nind as he lay resting."What would he find
down there tomorrow? Would 1t be as they saild, - Jjust desert, no life
except for the odd lichen clinging to the rocks? Or would he be greeted
by & curvaceos Martian maid as was always the case in his favourite mag
"Space-Tales?¥, The tension broke at this thought and he slept....

JLIGIE

Lathga re-entered the dome and threw the switch that closed the door .,
He moved stiffly towards the control board that waa located on a dias
in the centre of the dome. Switches closed under the touch of his ten-
tacle and the hum of power perneated the dome, He checked readings of
several meters and adjusted control knobs until they were correct, All
was well. He threw another switch and wailted.....

v

At O4.55 G,M,T. Sanderson cut in the nose Jjets and began the
descent, watching the radio altimeter constantly for it was his only
neans of height determination., "Why in hell can't they put ports in
these ships, " he nuttered. nJugt «like ‘& blind  maps Jhmpaings OFFL a SWenlsl
landing these things." In long elliptical swoops around the planet the
shipt's speed decreased to 4000 and Sanderson swung the ship around,
opening up the rear Jets and cutting the nose for the vertical descent.
400 miles, 300, 200, 50, sweat stood out on his brow as he increased
the thrust., Tenmiles now, and he cut in 'auto! and leaned backward in
the control seat. The ship would take itself down the rest of the way.

He watched the altimeter steadily return to zero and felt the in-
pact of the shock absorbers, the auto-pilot cut off the Jjets and sil-
ence reigned, He had nade itj His fatigue forgotten,he almost leaped
from the seat and made his way to the suit locker and removed his
oxygen helmet from its stowage and glanced at the space-suit, " Wontt
need that, the air pressure i3 low but itr's darn cold outside...be-
tter take the parka." Hastily fitting the helmet into place and stru-
ggling into the parka, Sanderson nade for the airlock. The 1nner door
clanged shut behind him; he opened the valve to let the outside at-
nosphere into the lock,...Quickly now he oponed the outer door ------
stepped out--and SCREAMED 34

v

A warning gong sounded in the dome, Lathga went to the controls
and switched on the visio, the screen lit up slowly, flickered, and
the plcture of Sandersont's.-ship appeared, suspended, apparently, in
the thin air of the planet, All was well,...lathga threw the main
gwitch off and the force screen dlssolved. Sandersont!s ship hurtled
down 10 miles and disintegrated on the face of the planet.....ceees

- > = - oo -

The winds blew and moved the desert sands again; soon there would be



no trace of the broken ship that had come so farto meet, disaster,
Inside the dome the power was failing as the sand dunes covered
the antennae again,...the antennae that drew 1ts power from the dark
stars,
With the last spurt of current lathga recorded on his memory-
tapes,
"80649, sector 10, Uraxian ship of new design destroyed. 9237",

..-.....'END....OUOCC

GENESIS,..... continued from Page 13 ,

our being created by the Galactic Spirit for the specific purpose of
having dominion over all his creatures - and so on ? "

The Eigh Priest nodded. "You are as aware ags I am of our tech-
nigque of persuading alien peoples of our obvious superiority ,v

Argar almoat choked at the smugness of this remark,

Controlling himself with difficulty, he continued. "Then, to
return to the lost alien space-ship. I think this report solves the
riddle of where it went to, and unfortunately at the same time I rather
fancy that we have set the Church two or three somewhat knotty problemsa
as regards our oreation,"

"You see, this ship landed in our own Galaxy, and from all
appearances these positronic robots seem to have survived the landing,
or crash 1f there was one . And this 18 the interesting point ; the
names these aliens have for robots - they're protoplasmic and repro-
ductory of courge, - Wwhen translated into English via our own ancient
HebreWw, are.........idam.,.y.and.,..Bve} "

B i b O

The Dictionary defines it as:
YA point in the heavens directly above the observer"

The fang define 1t as

"A point Wwhich every fanzine editor should strive to attain.,"
P

S
They both describe ; Z;Ef:' =~/ 77",4-7f :

The Super Lithoted Fanzine that Out-slants Slant, It givea the Space-
Divera the "bends", Beside 1t O.F, is OFF, This 18 the mag no fan sho-
uld miss, if he terms himself & tfan', Send a shilling off today =-or
threc shillings for three isaues..,.It's worth 2/- a copy..you'll geetl

Bremk that piggy-bank}: Bust that gas-meter.,.,and send the eash to:-
Harry Turner, g, Willow Bank, Church Lane, Moston, Nanchester. 9.

BODAN s g1 ascurars o o



SPACE - TIMES UNCLASSIFIED By Eric Jones.

Arthur C,.Clarke ia Married. Only 36 hrs after meeting his
future bride, Marion Torgeson, a widow with a2 small son,
Arthur got himgelf hitohed. Congrats and all the beat Arthur.

NOT ONLY HOWARD BROWNE NOW..

The Sunday Expross reporting on the Astronauticael Con-
gress in Zurich this year says that Scientists attending the
Congresgs told them"Man will never reach Mars or any other
planet, the gravitatlional forces involved in crossing space
would literally tear the astronauts apart."”

CURRENTLY SHOWING
On TeaeVee every Saturday at 8.45 1s the "Quatermass
Experiment" TV'ig first real attempt at a serialised Stf play.
ghe iction is rather slow...The Play was written dy Nigel
NOBLlOssseanssnaes s

WANTE'D.-.-'.‘-.....

Suggestions for & house name of Stf significance
for the Space Times Presa, Please send your suggestions to
Eric Jones. What should I call i+h? Speceweays? Galaxy View? Or?

Also wanted at the above address are old coples of Lilliput
(pre~ l9hkg) preferably containig cartoons by Ronald Searle
A reasonable price given, Wanted for trading purposes...

In fiction yow can go to Mers,

To Jupiter - past Sol.

By Hyperdrive to Sirlus,

See the Aliens take their toll.
Join Trang-Galactic Survey
Finding Planets far and wide,
Explore the distant Nebulae
Or read *No Place To Hide,"

In fact you can go everywhere
That human minds have gone
Bxcept, of course, until next year

MANCEESTER 'a

WHITE NOW AND GET YOUR NAME ON OUR
MAILING LIST, THE ADDRESS IS:~

THE NOR'WEST SCIENCE FANTASY CLUB,

L, FORT STREET, MANCEESTEXR %. ENGLAND.




Nobody ever returned from Sirius Five. A4

ship would spiral down into the plenet's atmosphers,
thére would be a burst of static on the Base radio,

IF YOU WBKE A BUSY SCIENCE-FICTION EDITOR, WHICH MSS.
WOULD YOU PREFER TO READ ?

Numerous fens are trying to break into the science-figtion field
with stories which have to compete against submissions from old-
time professional authors. Obviously, merit counts, but editors
just cannot spare the time to read manuscripts which are not up
to professional stunderds in clearness, neatness, spelling, and
all the other details. You may be s second Heinlein, but the
appeerance of your menuscript will still be e big selling point!
And can you spare the time to re-type your story from the rough
draft? Wouldn't it be easier to type or write it with, perhaps,
' strike-overs', deletions, ete., and send it away to us?

FANTASY SECRETARY

will type and correct your manuscript,lay it out to professional
standards, supply you with a carbon copy, etc. FANT&SY SECRETLRY
will take the tiresomeness out of typing, leaving you free to
proceed with thet next storyl FANTASY SECRETARY is aevaileble for
duplicating, envelope addressing, etc. etc. FANTASY SECRETARY will
be your own private secretary, and all work underteken will be
denlt with in strict confidence. WRITE TOs:

FANT4SY SECRET~RY, 27a, WYNELL ROAD, FOREST HILL, LONDON, S.E 23
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Eric Bentcliffs.

The forest was wrapped in a shroud cf white, the fall ot snow had
been heavy and Jlong.Whea fthe moon aroseé it would turn Into a wonderland
of gleaming whiteness. But now Lt was grey and ghostly beneatin the bra-
nches, all wag gllent and only the goft thud of Garl:s own footstens
broks the stiilnens.We Lad been fleelng from the huntere of his tribe
for what secemed to be aeone and aoW his lega felt weary, ¥R mE G SRS
bed with the fierce cold. For some time now the souids of pursult had
been getting falnter, and now, stopping to listen; he could no longsr
distinguish the sounds that had haunted him for endlegs holre ...

He started off again at a weary trot but stumbled heiore ne had
covered & bare ten yards, he got up but weakness overcame him and he
gank back into the aoft caryet of vhite, Blackness sought to envelop
kia mind dbut hils fear of the change, stronger by far than the fear of
his trihe?a huntemen, managed to irive the darkneas avay fron his sen-
gsa., Ho lay stili and prayed for fresh energy, he must reach safety be-
fore the Moon cast itg silwery cheen upon wim and caused once more the
shange , into the form a waish hig tribesmen had cried out in horror..

de must reach a sanctuary, a cave, wherein ne would be safe, safe
from the Moon'!s raye, safe from its weird power to change him in%o &
monster . A weak pink-skinned thing with 1ts senses far inferilor to his
owne-n.ﬂ.ln L

Garl the wolf lurched to his feet, shook his sheggy mane and be-
gan to race against TIMe..co.rcencscecnancs

nqog.nnﬂoqo_E IJ_D"-‘-U-.......C
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By
John Russell Fearn.

- MARTIN WILSON had beon repairing clocks for as long ss he
could remembsr, He was quite sure he would always be repairing clocks.
He @14, neftimind 1f -hésdired-nepaintang eliocKs

Hls small shop in a street off one of London's busiest
thoroughfares was inconspicuous, even medieval. It had windows which
baelonged to a forgotten time. They bowed .out and were small paned,
like something Dickensian. Behind them was a conglomeration of clocks,
some going, some not, but all of them valuable for their very mtiquity.
Had he wished, Martin Wilson could have netted a small fortune from
his collection, but money simply did not interest him. All he wanted
was to make and repair clocks, to fondle them, to take them apart and
put them together again. From the busy little ticking of a wateh to
the stately beating of a lordly grandfather he knew every pulse and
throb., The sound of the clocks comprised his world, his everythlng.
People brought their clocks to him for two reasons: some because they
were -- quite mistakenly-- sorry for the grey haired old man who was
apparently too frall to make a living any other way; and others
because of his superb workmanship.

This September night he was, as usual, busy, and also --
as usual -- he had forgotten to draw the blinds over the window or
lock the door. Outside, 1t was drizzling gently and the air was
stifling warm with a hangover from summer. The few lamps which lighted
the narrow street were casting back from the glaze of wet flagstones..
At the far end of his shop Martin Wilson worked under an electric bulb
hanging low from a length of flex, putting the finishing touches to a
recalcitrant marble timepiece. He smiled as he wound it and then
listened attentively to 1ts stegay ticking.

i
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opposite wall.
The master-clock's big pendulum was swinging deliberately. It was
exactly ten. Martin Wilson adjusted the hands of the marble clock

and then stood it amongst the half dozen other timepieces he had
repaired during the day.
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For a moment there was something unexpected, Martin Wilson
felt as though he were not looking at clocks but at something ‘dark.
It was like a shadow interceding between the clocks and the electric
bulb., Their bright, burnished glitter faded and became opaque and
meaningless. The ticking and clicking and tocking faded into a Jumble -
of sounds which became disceord------ Then everything was back as it
had been. i
Martin Wilson was puzzled. He leaned forward in cwuriosity, -
pressing hard against the edge of his work bench. He felt something ;
grind in his Pocket but he was too confused for the moment to- pay
heed. 'Good evening." f

Martin Wilson straightened in surprise. He had not hesrd
the shop door open or shut. Indeed he had never anticipated a custamer '
at such a late hour. The man was standing at the other side of the
bench, a black raincoat turned up about his ears and a dark soft hat
pulled well down so that it was difficult to see his face. Raindrops-
gleamed like sprinkled diamonds as he moved into the diagonal' radiance

of the low-hanging lamp. "Good evening, sir" the o0ld clock-,
maker wiped his oily hands on a rag and came forward. "Something I
can do for you 2" The stranger seemed to reflect and Martin Wilson

fancied he saw a ghostly smile.

"It may sound rather silly," the stranger sald, "but I'd
like to know the time. I have no watch, nor have I seen a clock in
quite a little while. I'm wondering how late it is." '

"It's Jjust on ten o'clock ---" .

The o0ld clockmaker stopped, staring at the pendulum
clock on the far wall. The pendulum had ceased swinging, for the
first time since the clock had been constructed. '

"It is later than you think."™ the stranger murmured.
He had a low, pleasing voice with a curious alien rhythm in 1t.

"I don't understand i% !" Martin Wilson stared hard :at
the silent master-clock with its motionless, vertical psndulum.

"Phat clock has never stopped before. . ." -

"Perhaps," the stranger suggested, "you might have some
other clock by which I may learn the time 2"

'Surely i" The old man smiled at the absurdity of the
iden. "Outside of my master-clock, though, there 1s only one other
time piece I trust -- my watch." He pulled it out of his walstcoat

pocket and gazed at it. His frown deepened. The glass had been
crushed to powder, blocking the second and minute hands. The watch -
too had stopped at exactly ten o'clock,

"You are unfortunate," the stranger murmured, leaning
forward so that the light made the raindrops scintillate.

"I remember doing this," Martin Wilson replied, musing.
"T Jeaned on the bench here. I must have crushed my watéh' 4 It was
just before you came in. . . I must repair it when I have the .chance;
He returned the watch to his pocket and surveyed the buslly-ticking -
clocks on the workbench. "Itis seven minutes past ten," he said
finally.

"Thank you,"the stranger said, but he made no effort to
go. The old man looked at the master-clock again and sighed.



~-20-

"You shouldn't have done that William," he said sriously.

"William 2" the stranger repeated, and Martin Wilson
smiled, "My master-clock, sir. I have names for all my clocks. They
are my children. You see, I never married. I have never known the
love of a woman, or of children of my own. Always it has been clocks.

The stranger said nothing. The deep silence of the
drizzling night was outside and the quiet of the shop was only broken
by the pedantic rhythm of a grandfather’s pendulum and the busy 1little
ticking of an glarm. In varying degrees of enthusiasm %he (ohwIaT=hg
clocks were keeping in step. The stranger seemed to listen to them
for a while and then stirred slightly. For a moment %he light caught
his face and was gone. Martin Wilson did not quite know what to think.
He was trying to fathom what it was like to expect to see a face and
yet not see one. There did not seem to be a face at all, only some
kind of indeterminate shadow which, as he unconsciously moved towards
it to look more closely, became all the darker.

"You are curious as to my ldentity, my friend 2" the

stranger asked in his mellow, cultured voice. Martin ™ilson shrugged.
"I admit I've never seen you before." He mused. "I have come a long
way, and I am somewhat tired. Would you consider it a liberty if I
were to sit down and rest for awhile 2"

"Please do."

The stranger turned and pulled for<th a chair from his
own. side of the bench. He settled on it, his back %o the 10 RE- 5o
that hils face was thrown into an even deeper shadow than before.

A chiming clock struck the quarter hour. T= aroused Martin Wilson
from a spell of thought, His eyes moved from the glistening drops on
the stranger's hat and shoulders to the still silent master-clock.

"Since you wish to rest, sir;, and [ am in no hurry,
would you mind 1if I worked 2" he akked.

"My dear friend, please do," the stranger urged. '"Not
for a moment do I wish to delay your industry, Men with your touch
are so rare."

"Are they ? I'm--I'm sort of giad to hear you say that.
I take myse1f so much for granted-- Excuse me, but I must see what
1s wrong with Willigm.," Martin Wilson shambled out from behind
the bench and searched amongst the lumbe» of the shop until he had
unearthed a pair of steps. He straddled them, clilimbed up to the
penultimate step, then shoved a nd hesved until he had the wall clock
free of i1ts massive nail. As though the clock were a sleeping child
he credled it 1in his arm and descended slowly to the floor again,
laying the clock face upwerds on the bench.

"I never knew I had that much strength;”" he remarked,
surprisea. "This clock 1s heavy--solid mahogany frame,"

"Sometimes," the stranger said broodingly, "we do not
realise how strong we really are." :

THERE was again that glimpse of something where a face
should have been and was not. Martin ™ilson wondered if he ought to
be frightened by his eéxtraordinary visitor. TFor some reason he was
not. He felt he aocepted the occurrence as the most natural thing in
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the world. The complexity, the
mystery of it, did not trouble
hlm T selhe (e sk
Reaching to the tool-rack over
the bench he took down a screw
driver and began to detach the
clock from its frame. It
looked as though the stranger
were watching his activities.
At last Martin Wilson had the
clock fres and, detaching the
pendulum, he laid the:clock
face down and gazed at the
polished brass works.
"Beautifully intricate," the
stranger commented. "Obmkusly
constructed by an expert.”
"I mages 1w  theledd clock
maker responded. "Thirty years
ago. It was an old Swlss model.
I Thalk Ji s pilictes,, rebuldt
it, and since that time 1t has
never varied more than a few
seconds either way. I Jjust
can't understand why it should
have stopped like this. There
doesn't appear to be anything wrong with it." He contemplated
it, his slender fingers testing the cogs and escapement. Finally
he shrugged. With a pair of forceps he unfastened the clamps
holding the back in position and lifted 1t gently. Cogs and
pinion-wheels, their supports gone, fell askew. Cne little spidle
rolled forth, a glittering line under the light, and teetered to
a standstill.

"You are going to try and repair it ?" the stranger

enquired.

"If it takes me all night !"
The stranger moved again, ever so slightly, and seemed to be
preparing to watch. Martin Wilson glanced towards the door,
entirely from force of habit., It seemed still to be drizzling.
Nobody was passing--which was odd. It was as though he and the
stranger were the only two people in the unlverse. So quiet,
except for the endless chorus from the clocks. Shadowy, too,
save just in this one spot where the naked glare smote on the clock
which would not. g0, One by one Martin ™ilson took the parts and
placed them on the bench, until at last he had the bare framé of the
clock and a heap of wheels and spindles. He had forgotten what time
it was, For some reason he did not even care. The stranger 'was still
watching absorbedly, and presently he made a comment. "You kmow my
friend, 'I have the strangest oonviction. I do not think that clock
will ever go again.” : sl -
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"With my workmenship," Martin Wilson told him, with reasonable pride,
it cannot fail to.

"“brkmanship, yes, but you are forgetting a deeper issue. "hat dees a
clock do ? It measures time. It has to work in that advancing time
in order to register it. Right ¢ L

"I---suppose so0," Martin Wilson agreed, putting a spring into a small
receptacle filled with paraffin.

"It 1s so," the stranger insisted with quiet firmness. "When you have
repalred the clock it will not go, for the simple reason that it can
never again catch up on the time it has lost. That time has gone--
--forever."

The old man paused in his work and looked troubled., "How
so ? If I put the fingers to the correct time and start the pendulum
swinging, the clock will go. It cannot fail to,"

"It can fall to, and 1t will. It stopped at ten. Very well, let us
suppose that i1t will be two in the morning before you have assembled
1t ready for going again. How many hours will have passed during the
repaimdng <% - "Four," answered Martin Wilson mechanically,
removing the saturated spring and wiping it.

"Four hours gone which can never be recalled. To simply adjust the
fingers four hours ahead does not mean a thing. You are asking the
clock to tell a 1lie. It has not lived through that time, so how can
it megiieien 1% 9 Tt  ist1Tke asking a dead man to come back to 1life
after four hours and carry on as though nothing had happened."

There was a long silence then Martin Wilson said: "It will 80y A 'm
convinced of 1it. The stranger said nothing further. He watched
the old man's hands at work. The clocks chimed. The hours sped.

It surprised Martin "ilson to find that it was striking two when he
had the clock reassembled once again, Cradling it in his arm, the
pendulum in his free hand, he mounted the steps up to the nail in the
wall. Gently he slid the clock back into position and hung the
pendulum carefully., With a delicate finger he touched it. It swung
to and fro. "There!" he exclaimed,smiling. The stranger had risen
from his chalr and was in the deep shadow cast by the grandfather. It
was hardly possible to see him as he gazed upwards. "It is not going)
he stated ruletly. "It's not---?" Martin Wilson looked at it and
then started. The stranger had spoken the truth. The initial swinging
of the pendulum was slowing down. There was no steady clicking from
the escape mechanism. The o0ld clockmaker opened the front of the
clock and peered up into the works. He could see the escapement
working perfectly, and yet the clock was not going. Its fingers were
st1ll at ten o'clock and the pendulum was slowing-slowing--Stopped.
"This 1s impossible!" the 0ld man declared. "Am I not a master clock-

maker ? Why should this one defy me?" "It does not defy you my
friend. It 1s as I told you: You are trylng to make it operate in a
time which does not exist." "But surely, if I advance it to seven

minutes past two, which is the time now, it will then go?"

"No, to get the fingers there you will have to meke a record of the
intervening hours on the dial, hours which the clock has never truly
reglstered. It cannot do 1it, anymore than you could reach Tuesday
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morning by being dead on Saturday,Sunday and Monday." "But clocks gre
things of metal," Martin #ilson protested. "They do not think! They
cannot reason the passage of the hours!" "My friend,the intervening

time has not existed, either for the elOBK. sr v + BP0

The old man blinked and stared down at the shadowy flgure. "or for me?"
he asked. "I am trying to tell you that Time is not yours to do with
as you wish,my friend., Like anybody else you merely botrow it as an
intengible medium in which to perform certain acts. To you, to ewrybody,
there comes a moment when the supply of time mest run out. It has run
sut for you--and the clock." Martin Wilson descended slowly to the
floor. "These other clocks are going," he remarked.

"Exactly--because they did not stop. There 1s no reason why they should
not continue to go since they are recording time faithfully. They are
living through normal time: you are not." The old man scratched the
back of his neck. "Y'know sir, I haven't the vaguest ldea what you are
talking about. Do you mean to tell me that my master-clock will never
go again ?" "Not whilst you and I are here."

The silence seemed to deepen even more, muting even the ticking
of the clocks. Martin Wilson spoke in so low a voice he was hardly
audible. ""ho are you ?" he breathed. The stranger moved and
came slowly into the light. For the first time Martin "ilson looked on
the face which was not a face but a--- He took a sharp step backwards
appalled. "Don't be alarmed my friend. Now you lmow the truth. You
nave not feared me so far: There is no reasomn why you should ao so now.
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