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TAKE=-OFF ! is & Fentasy Amateur Press presente&tion of Reymond Weshing-
ton, Jr., of 117 Hamilton Street, Live Onk, Florida. 10¢ to outsiders
i ooples are eveileblo. This is an cmateur megezine financed and
sponsored by Larry Show, to whom we arc grajeful for duplicating this
matericl, and, Indecd, naming the zine. Larxy 1is our Angel, Co-Editer,
cnd mimcographer all in onc, but ccn not be held responsible for any-
thing apperring in thesc peges, and the association of " his name with
ours in this cndeavor does not necessarily constitute tn ¢ndorsement
of our product, nor docs it necessnarily refleet his opinions. We willl
trade letters of comment on your IAPA publicotion should you care to
do 80, .o independent, non-politicel, whimsioenl periodienl, p u b-
lishcd when possible, aceceptlng toke-offs like the oncs inside. T hoe
Editorial office is listed above. This is & Dixic Press Publiceation}

RiYM RECOLLECTIONS

Ore morning in the corly part of 1942 I reccived a nickle subseription
to Seientifun, =and a short note,from e strenger in Fountain, Colorado.
His neme was LeRoy Tackett, ond he was ¢ sclence fiction fan, A cor-
rcapondenco developed. (LeRoy made me feel bedly by alweys c¢nclosing
a stamped, self-addressed envelepe so that he would be sure of a reply.)
We beoome fricnds irmedictely. Corresponding with hinm was interesting
end pleesent, His style was reminisecnt of the Comway person who was
fanous &t thet tinme for his abrupt, short sentences interspersed with
"yeoh®, One lcetter of his, which wes extremely funny to me at the
time, I montioned in Sci 2; in the third issue, LeRoy wes Gueat Editor
and "angel", supplying five dollars and, at ny request, a "Guest Edi-
toriel", telling fandonm ebout himsclf. I revised this, and looking
over the details of his life, I was struck with the similarity to his
charnceter, Egbert Frwn, whor he wrote of in Sc¢i 2.

Tagkctt's work was populer, and Tacket¥  was populer. By now he.
wes receiving the leading fonzines, ordering Espercnto boocks from Mo~
rojo, and heving letters published in Vom——settling down to & product.
ive fan coreer, This heappy stete of EfTrire was interruptied upon hls
enlistnent in the linrinc Corps. He had written ¢ nunber of lettexs io
the pro seiencc fiction negnzines, first, end thoy continued to appear
for nonths after his enlistnent.

"he Marine GcEps .woxks fes*, : L§Rogh-WEs OVOESeps within a very
few nonths., Eie ﬁetters: elthough sporailo, kept coning at various
intervels, containing, among other itens, requests for fan correbpons
dents, Eventually I was snowed under by an ineredivle barrage of meil
from LegRoy, somewhcre in the Pacifle., Sonetines his lettera telkel
of Fortean drnnes and legends he dug up from books or loeal habitsnts;
he mentloned the unusucl cclestial display visible from where he was;
anc onece when I kiddgon hin ebout smooth coral asepis and swaying native
benuties in grase ckirts, he¢ geve me a short sketeh of his innmediate
coviornnent, which ineludeld juncle, swecting Mhrineas and burning gar~
bage , which was not nesrly so rorentic &8 wes my word pileture.

. Ceme ¢ pausec in LeRoy's flow of letterg, and then, on February
Eﬁﬁ I rceceived n rather soiled-looking ¥<Mcll lettexr from him. 3said
ROV §
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3 February, 1944,

Dear Rayn,

wfter o Tforced silence of several weeks Ifve deciled
thet it is time +toc <&rop you & line or +two. I would heve
written sooner but we were in combat and the eenditions for
wrlting were not so gool.

another year brings us a little closcr to thet post war
world. .h, yes, the post war worldi. It scems thet everyone
has iceas about it. Iiearly ell the lcarned nen want a dif-
Terent kind. Hell, a2ll I went is o pcst war world.

Spece linintntions forece me to omit the last paragraph, which dealt
with nental telcpathy.

LeRoy 's interest in fonCon end scientifiction has not lessenedee—
in spite of his all-time cocupation. His library wes unfortunately
lost, civen awey, but he intecnds to build & new and greeter cne after
the war., You ean help him by senlding hin your fanzines. If you wish,
he '11 pay you when he returns hore. leanwhile, he'd very ruch eppre-~
clate sone letters, ont will try to znswcr each one. His address; Pfo
LeRoy Tackett, H & S Co., 7th linrines, ¢/c Fleet Post 0ffice, Son Fron-
cisco, California. ({This plug is spontnncous and peild for by no one.)

PEQPLE HLVE DIFFLRUNT OPINIONS
ABOUT HELL

By
Mory Helen Veshington

Sorie pecple think Hell 1s a torture of fleme and fire, Others
think it is of pain ani horror. Still, scrme think that it is the De~
vil that pokes you with his pltchfork when you're dead, Yet children
think he 18 & bad boogey-mon, which their rothers tcach them when
they 're 1ittlc to scare then into behaving. .nd sonie insgine the Devil
28 horns, a tcil, red, and & pitehfork. But that's not so; we 4o not
cven know what the Devil locks like. We eall hin red because that is
our opinion of fire, but, he coull be just any color s well as red,

well, 1lct's lceve +the celors now and get down to serious busi-
ness., WNow, I'm writing a shert artiele to tell ycu what I think Hell
is.

My opinion of Hell 18 Conscience, end when you counitted & sin,
an® the Devil beging to frin, you 1lie there forevermore, thinking of
how Zirty youtve been in your last lifetime. Now you may call ny opin-
icn silly, but, T bclicve it nore then any opinion you've ever seld.
Liow those of you that read this, do not get mal, I an just trying to
stote & faet that is the truth. There is a certain racket, of seience
fietion, I heesr. Ly brothcr happens to be one of then, and as for you,
youtd better read this article very ccrefully. For you'll be prepared
when your time cones, Well, friends, that is nmy opinion of Hell. You
ney think it wesn't worth your time reading it, but I bet it's worxth
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your strength realing it. You've heard quite & lot about me, if you
reoonber corrcct. Ifll help you to recmeuber. Sonme of ny stories I've
written in thc past few years. You renember T"Lionster of the grave*
anC "ijonster of the Cave"?** Theret!s plenty others, but I can't think
of then Jjust now, My fricnds, I'™ closing this now, &nd T hope your
mind has no nore thoucht about Hell, for I'm sure I've given you the
eorrcet thoughts of ~ll tinec.

*Published in Seientifun #3. **Publishcd in Seientifun j2.

(C* 3 ® ) * )—( * )=l * Jom{ X f—e{ ¥ J=—f ¥ J—{ * )=
SOWNGS OF THE DEUTECHLLIED

HERETN we present to the public, "For the TFirst Timc?, new songs re-
leaged by the Office of Publie Enlicktennment for ness singing in Ger-
reny. These ballads, the pelantic cbscrvor will note, were 2ll writ-
ten after Gernony's scrious defeats, beginning with Stalingred,end exe
press the new sHirit in Germany: thet of definsc, end elinging to thefaith,
and the will to win in spit¢ ¢f all odds. They are not to be confused
with earlier Horst-iiessel songg—end insterd of expressing a ol of
"Tomorrow Ve Saill 'Gainst Eangland", the atrnosphere ig roather onc of
tShut fest the 2ooras-——guard Europe's sheres!? and the Celishtful tines
in store for c¢veryonc Mlhcn the DPanzeres Roll igeln®. Here, undlluted
and uncensored, is the quintessence of German riorale in these troutled
days, ecomplled from Fezi handbooks and lieisterzingerfleugsenheinenge~
faggcnlggerearhardtiststadtburgei%ensteiner tErougE the effcris o f
seorct agents wnose nanes musti no e nentioned for reascns of securi-
ty. It is interesting to note that few persons with an artistic bent
reacin in the New Germany; many nelodies heve been borrowed f ron
popular srerican rusie to provide vehicies for these soul - stirring
ddtties fron a nation of poose-stepping Siesfrieds.

WHEN THE DP.INZERS ROLL 4GAIN, il
(Melody: +hen the Roses Blocn Lifain)

When the Panzers roll egain,
We will all take o vow:
We will get to Stalingrad,
Sonchow . .+
When our plenes take baok the sky,
When they swoop to the fore—
Wwe will oross the dear ¢14 Don,
Once nore,
4Hlthough your've said we'fre beaten,
"They 've lost too nmamy nmen,"
You'll find our foes retrezatint,
when the panzers roll Eastward egtin « o . -
When the Panzers roll again,
4Lnd the woar starts anew,
You will find the Gernnn heart R bl
« Still true.
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WHEK THE ToNZERS ROLL 4GAIN, #2
{I’elody: When the ILichts Go On 4Lgnin)

When the Pamzers roll agerin,

All over the world,

When the Wehrnaeht sterts to win

cur flegs we'll unfurl,

o»né we will have ¢ ball in Deutschland Halle,
When that gleld day ccnes;

and wetll be heppy,

In spitec of beombst

When the Panzers roll egnin

L1l over the Front,

When the Reds retrect amin,

and whinper and grunte—

Then we will launch ~nd woltz on Wilhenstrasse,
and sail on the Xile,

Yhenr the Pronzers xc asin
To Victory—-sgcg Hc%{z‘t

THIS IS WORTH FIGHTING FOR
(llecloldy: This Is Worth Fighting Por)

I saw the plones of the Luftwaffe,
and they shot down e Red from the sky:
«nC I heard the Fuehrerie voiece insisting,
"Geronay rules on hichin
I watched the¢ gune of the.Wehrmacht,
«n¢. the Ceelly stecel shells they could harl:
Ll T hearé ny Fuchrer's frenzied fanoy,
“Deoutschland grrinst the world ...
Sonetines I stop to wonder,
dow we oan hepe to winee
Though we kill hories of Russians,
Hordes of reserves still come charging agmin——
I saw & scorched waste of flatlend,
with an amy of Rels on its floox:
anl. I heard rmy Fuchreorts Jangled Jingo——
"hls 1s worth fichting forit®

FOR THE FIRST TILE
(Mclody: For the Pirst Tine)
({To en carth-bound Neazi ece))

Por the rirst time I'm falling to earth,

48 Tor God, I reoonll,

This "God-is-Fuchrer® feeling is so new to ne,

Thceir guns have done the thing no Jew ocoulld do to nme
“"Por the first tins I know I must die,

Sc alonc in the blue;

So while they'rc dinling~—Itll keep on helling,

ant they 'll sing of how I flew,
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&8 TIMNE GOES BY
{Meloly: .8 Tine Goes By)

You never shoulld forget-—
Their cuns will get you yet,
bl death awailts on high!
&nd you must elweye serve the Reieh,
48 tine goes by—
For men of brain and dbrawn,
At lest Der Tops will cown,
Though piI¥ions pore must 2ie!
Our faith cnd will remain unchanged,
o8 tine goes by.
Bornbers anl pensers are never out of date;
Sreeches and anthems willl still inflané our hate;
Fraulein end Fuelirer are nasters of our fate,
On thies ycu con rely.
It's 8til)l e soldlerts kinglom,
& Ticht to aorush Cer Englond,
And thatt's the reason why
Der Krieg will always beckon Deutschen
As time goes byl

IN DER KRIPZG VOl DEUTSCHLLUD
{Melody:; In the Blue of Evening)
{(Dedionted to the Fuehrer's loyal flakmea in Bearleen))

In der kriaeg von Doutsehlend, .

B-24ts, how we nbhors then,

over our ack-ack cguns, thelr winge we ocn see)l
In der krieg von Deutschland,

Vie give our all, hombers are felling,

There neath the flarclit sky, they frichten e,
In the shecows of the night we talk

0f those we knew sc well,

Til1l r Fortress makes £ 0areless rufe—

We blast 1t all to helly

In der krieg von Deutschlend,

Ensines of fatg, roaring "I hate you,"

There we will find our death,

In der kries von Deutsehland,

IRVLSION COAST TRUDTEN
(Melody: Torealor Sonc from the ocpera Carmen—
with, perhaps, variations.)

Heil to the Deutsehlmnl! Heil to Victory!
Shut f2st the doors-—guaxd Europe's shores|
Do not fear the throbbing roar of British planes
Ot'er thc cold ¥Worth Sea!
{(continucd on next page)



Tege 6 TLKE-QOFF |

Tou are the hepe =2f deear clé Germony,

(.11 seerifice—risht for the Reich!)

When you hear n blasting thunder from the sky,
Stick to ycur muns—ent die.

MEIN SHINIEG HOUR
{liclcdy: My Shining Hour)
((Hltler's Festunpstruppen on Europe's Consts))

liere we stnné, in twesorie power,
Cnln and recdy to fight;

When we charge, Cormenlos cower,
In the darkness of the night!
Like the puns of trnks before me,
Or ry Fuehrer, wetching cter ne,
This will be¢ rein shining hour,
T111l the battle is won.

This definitely coneludes the concert, gentle render., Straight
verse fron here on. In conneetion with the following poen, we refer
you to Teanyson's nagnificently simple praise of England, W"or 014 Sat
Frecedon On the Heishts®,

"OF OLD SaT HITLER, ON 4 STRIKE"

Qf o0ld snt Hitler, on & strike,
The Vehrneoeht brenking at his feet.
Lbove hinm shook the Doutsches Reilch:
de heerd his solliers bhlent.

There in his eell he dreaned cf play
hlongz sonce hanlet cn the Rhine,
But noise of bonmbers, far awny,
Carne rolling cn the wind.

Then stept he down from Berchtesgart,
Tc beest, and try to save his face,

and showed the foerien, part by part,
The fculness of his rnce——

Grave Fuchrer of Gerncnio hordes,
Fron your dcfect you gaze—aha !

Do you stil) brondish fiery sworls,
o'@ prosp the swnstike?

- - Your hatc.filled eyes detest the truth. -~ ~ —

The vitrel of the Germnn soul

Is in then. May thc IHitler Youth,
&nd you, to chdce roll -
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Thet ¥, D. I, moy stand ond shine,

doize 1light our t=x, onl soft our hends,
Turmin: tc scorn with lips M vine

The foul Republicaus.

You hare no ¢oubt heard of aftcrnoon in the Bronx; of teatime in Ens-~
lenl; of the narnlne rush in Weshin-ton, anl beyond all feointest sha-
dow of suspicicn y o u have bonxd of Springtinme in the Rockies an
Evaning in Taris, dbut until now, ceetle rcaler, you heve been singcular~
1y unfortuncte in not henring of

KiIREGTIVE I DEUTSCHLLED

"Du bist wic cine dblume ™
Or so the sayin: es;
But thrt was in the peace tire,
Beferce the friends (?) were foes,
My heert was young and new, ie,
In thosc o0li days, forsooth;
anl vhcn there canc the kriegtine,
I was a Hitler Youth.

The strocts of o)l Berlin, la,
Wers crowdad 1n that deye
Vilth reny o eullin: fricnd, Ma,
But that soon pesscd awey;
Ins tcad, there wng the tettle,
5 the merch to Viotory,
«nd & shar) nechin ~-cun rettle

4cxr08s the lenl and sce,

In Ozcoh!, th¢ lade were sad, Ma,
&nd Polend rede them ourse;

The Slavie States were bed, Me,
But 3talincred wes worse.

Yow know IPritz Hoben Gootbrct?
They shot hir in the head,

N fauptnen, Heine, enl Liebgott
Lrc lyinc ecli ~nd lend.

The pecple ete and hete, Ma,
The troops ircw mean anl peles

The Frauleins shere our fete, M2,
But they, too, scon grow strle.

40t noy the tire hos come, Me,
When Deutschlnpd's sun 18 low;

There's noethip: lcft but ran, Ma,
I lewve po pidoc to (ce

(Continued on next page)
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The deys of fun are ¢rne, Ma,
The flags heve been unfurled;
AnG Deutsohlomnd stemds alone, Ma,

Aceins t the racing werld,
Berlin, inosteck, and Hanmburg,

C>logue, Bolofme, and Brest
Burn on; the nighty war-surge

Finls all, and gives no rest——

But on! though skies mey darkenm,
The German heart is true]

The Front 1s calling—harken !
The Tangers roll anew!

We die, but nor forlorm, Maf
May you, and all our kin

Enjoy the ocrnin: norn, la,
and kriectine 1n Berlin,

Qur next poemm is also a product of Germany, corposed under artiliery
fire by Fritz Eingang von Achdulieber, who was infatuanted with the
Geman Arny as o little ohild, and rede his home in the barracks since
he was five yeers old. His loas association with the military eerned
bin an intematione)l reputation, and in the course of his lifetime he
hes wri tten feur thousand: stories afd artielef’about hls Lirst  ldave ,
the soldiers of the German Arny enl their devotion to duty. He fought
egeinst the azi politieal troops, but foreseeing the dinevitable,
divoreed himself fron the dwindling Reichswehr army and helped to cre-
atec the modern instrunent of destruotion thet raveged all Europe before
1t was swellowed and particlly digested at Stalingrad. Herr Achdulie-
ber hes a very real love for hie army, amé in this narvelous piece of
work reaffirms his faith that, despite casaulties, it still is capable
of inflicting minor disasters on 1ts opponents, He further believes
that it can never be shasttered by elr attacks. In spite of Nazl egoe-
tia: anl a thinly spreal contempt for the 4llies, this saga is a most
stirring en® singere one, and we oon reccorwienl it unreservedly as an
antidote for Prussien pessinias. The only queer obstruotion is that
this Gecrmen bdalled bears a faint superficial reserblence to stanzas
CIXXVIII through CLIXXIV of the fourth Cantc of Lord Byron's "Childe
Harold's Pilpgrincge".

THE VIEHIMIACHT

There is & pleasure in the Peutaches Reich,
There is a rapture on the Gemean shore,
There' 1s & snap of heels, a merch to strike
By the deep Rhine, an@€ heillings in its moar,
I love not Frencc the less, but Deutschlend nore,
~ <From elubs of Strength Throuch Joy, in which I steal
Fron ranks I nay be, or have been before,
To ningle vdth the Ierreanvolk, and feel
Thet, loag as blocd is red, the Reich will never reel.
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f.0ll on, thou strong and chuming Penzers—roll!

Five nillion nen attack thy cuns in vain;

Tlepes mnxk the earth vith min——their control

Stops with the sky; upon the cnmbattled plein

The wrecks arc all thy éeed, nor Coth remcin

L British flier living; with a noan

He crashes to the earth, his bonbs in vain—

He smashes to the earth with tittering groen,
Without Churchill or-Riosenfelt, unGerrian and unknown.

His wings 40 mot reign oter thy path—-thy ficlds
Arg not his plygrmound: for thou dost arise
When reaids are over; the vile stremgth he wields
For earth's destruction than dost all despise,
Mockine hinm in the flashing, flarelit skies,
Anl sendst hin, shivering in thy ack-aek spray,
and howling, to his drone, where daneing cyes
Of British girls mey charn hin every doy,

ané socthe his fear $ill he is killed—or so they say.

Blo&kbusting bombs which thunderstrike Berlin,

&né shetter Wilhenstrasge with their quake

are but the wrk of Capitelist-nen

ané Cormunistic Jews, who fortuncs neke

Fron 21l tut Germans; anl. vain title take

Of Deroerats, and Christicns of the War;

These axre oar foes; all riecrcy they forsoke,

and gloat above the weary mins, which mr
alike the Luftwaffe's death, or Stalincral afar.

'Tis tme we've lost sore grouni; we've lost the sea—
Tunisia, Kharkcv, Slcily—whet are they?
Mere heathen lanis we tried o hard to free
Fron Jew-loninion; their dund folk obey
The Russ, the Franch, the English: they dlecsy,
Cut off fron Gernon o lture }—not so, thou—
So loyel in the tmic ol Germen way-—-——
In spite of loss, thou etill canst ralse o row!
Such ag the soreaning Toles behelld, thou rollest now.

Thou gloricus irmy, over whioh the Fuehrerts faoe
Grinnces itself in tontruns: in 2ll tine,
In lull or conmbet, ready, full of grace;
Smashinz the CZeoh. or in Italiets c¢line
Still fighting;—brave, invineible, sublime,
The hope of future viectory !..the wits
Of all sly Prussiens rzde thee; ottked in arine,
But nichty stlll in cndless war- eqch Fritz
Obeys thec; thou narchest forth, and scoreth deadly hits,
= 9 ’ -

(Contimed on page 10)
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S I heve loved thee, Wehrmacht! anl gy Joy
0f youthful sports was on thy funs tc bLe,
Rolled, like thy calssons, ocnwnrd: from o boy
I narched tehint thy soldicrs; thcy to ne
Were & Celipht; anl if thelr proefrnity
Mnde thern & terxwr-——ttwas caused by ersttz beer:
For I was, as it were, masect to thee,
Lnd trusted to thy tmuppen far anl near,
&»nt 1aic ry hand on Serpeant Schnaltzts head—~as I G0 here.

The following cxtract consiasts of approximtely two-thirds of the to-
tel. Thie poem was conposcd and dicteted to the editor on the night
of May &5, 1944. The reminder deals with vivid flashes of combat and
a beautiful sclilogquy on Mars throuch the bers of & prisop. I ney pre-
sent the work in 1ts eatirety to you at scre tine in the future,

THE WaR

I was born andl reared in Notterdon, I grew up as a kid;

I pleyed arouni the Jjook, anl % school T never went.

My poor old workin' llame , shec was as $ood as they cecne;

She triel tc ralse = right, but then she lost her sight.

I had t© gcet a Job, o take cere of I and ne,

»0d one Jay I ot & letter: I rmst sall the mighty sea.

Sccﬁ: klic.ssecl ny pocr cld Ma, as the tears ron Cown her

ecks,

...ncl. gksa.‘:a, "pontt ery, dear Mama, keep out of the big old
< 8,

So I packed ny poor ol clothes, anll I gave 1y Ma sork hose,

«né I pat oy cows gcedby, s the farm besrn to cxy.

«nd I 8ald goodby to hore, and watched the sun go down,

For I knew thet wer was comnmin', anl I knew that things
woere humnmin', 2l) armuni.

They took me %o a cmnp, snd they worked me like & treanmp,
And I svweatcd blocd all day, ent I went to bed on hey.
Then the ncxt nornin' carly, when oy MR wes still in bed,

"Get up, yo lazy-bones!™ the Sergecnt said.
So we all ot in line, and they treated us like swine;
First was bayonet drill, then we zerched up a hill,
Wwe orawled unler barbed wire, eni we weant through fire;
The 4Army's pretty touch a-goin', ny ia woulda sald—
and just nbout now, she's a-sneakint' out cf bed.
The sun 18 scttin' pretty low: I hear the busle blow:
Well, I soys to nyself, this is just another life,
I ptato meke out the very best I ¢can; | [
Por life is fulle stxife; weeks end weeks £o by, dbut not

a sincic exy.
- [Jary Helen Washington




